
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Plundered Treasure
 
    
 
   He rose from the folding chair and towered over my wife. I strained at my bonds but only in movies does the husband somehow slip free. In real life, I was trapped. My wife still wore her shapeless slate and pewter courtroom dress, although now it was dirty and torn at the shoulder. Her shoes lay where they'd been thrown against the galvanized tin of our detached garage wall. She had an abrasion on her left knee and a drop of blood welled there. Her hands were tied behind her back with cord.
 
   He ducked his arm and a strap of his overalls fell off his huge hairy shoulder. Another shrug and the other strap fell too. He pushed them down to his knees, now standing in only a dingy wife-beater and plaid green boxers, which tented at the front. His heavy gut stretched the front of his undershirt.
 
   He stepped out of his overalls and tossed them on his chair. He looked like an idiot; cowboy boots, underwear, T-shirt. I'd laugh except my wife was near crying and I was ready to scream. A scream would do me no good with this ball of rags taped in my mouth, but I sure wanted to anyway. 
 
   The late afternoon sun streamed in through one small soaped window, illuminating my prone wife in an orange glow. She lifted her eyes and her gaze traveled over me quickly, searching for any shred of hope. She scanned the rope which trapped my wrists and the tape that held my ankles. She found no hope. For me there would be no escape. Her shoulders sagged as despair crept in and her gaze returned to the garage floor. I used this smaller garage for storage and to work on refurbishing engines. After tonight I would have very different memories of this space.
 
   The sound of rustling cloth brought her eyes back up. 
 
   The man pushed his boxers down to his knees. Under his gut his thick cock arched away from his body, pointed at the floor, pulled down by its own weight. By the size of it, the damned thing belonged on an animal. The wide head was smooth but the shaft behind it was a mass of squiggly veins. The balls drew the hairy scrotum down like fat hard-boiled eggs. This was an appendage designed to impregnate females. Any sperm would be delivered directly into the womb, bathing the ovaries with potent milky seed.
 
   “Please,” my wife whimpered. “No...” Her eyes fell back to the dirty floor.
 
   I pulled on my bindings as hard as I could.
 
   “Don't tell me no, bitch, I'm afraid you're going to have to show some consideration here. I warned you to back off that robbery charge but you thought Big Ben was a pussy. You thought I tried to bluff you. Ben don't bluff. My buddies robbed that place, not me, but you didn't care about that. It ain't right. You've forced me to teach you a lesson.”
 
   He stepped out of his boxers.
 
   One long stride took him to Jill, my wife, and he collected a mass of her hair in his huge mitt. He tugged her head up until her face was a foot from his big cock.
 
   “Open your mouth,” he commanded. 
 
   My wife refused and the muscles of his arm tensed as he pulled her hair. She whimpered again and he pulled harder and she yelped in pain and opened her mouth.
 
   Big Ben is a convict. My wife is an up-and-coming junior prosecuting attorney. Their paths first crossed almost two decades ago and have crossed many times since, my wife always getting the better of him. She's thrown his ass in jail too many times to count. The last time they met she put him in prison for six years. 
 
   As soon as he got out he tracked her down and followed her home. I got a Taser in the neck and she got one in the back and we both got a bag over our head. We woke up in our garage.
 
   “I'm going to put my dick in your mouth and you're going to suck it,” he rumbled, “or I'm going to hurt your egg-head husband. Do you want to see him hurt?”
 
   Jill shook her head. 
 
   “Me either. I got no beef with him. You're my problem. Open up.”
 
   Jill looked at me. “John, I'm so sorry.” 
 
   If I could speak I'd tell her none of this was her fault. I know her and right now she may have wanted to cry but she refused; she'd never give him the satisfaction. He wasn't the first asshole to threaten her. He was the first to carry out his threats but we'd deal with that later. For now, we had to get out of this mess. 
 
   Jill fixed her gaze on his pulsing manhood. I was a little surprised by the way she studied it. I expected rage and disgust and frustration and fear and while she was angry, it seemed more at being forced to do something against her will and less about what she was forced to do. She's stubborn by nature. 
 
   With her eyes on it, his cock swelled. The head moved closer to my wife, his large dick filling and gaining length. It reached for her as it rose until he was almost completely hard and now just inches from her mouth.
 
   She ran her eyes all over his big dick. Her pupils flared almost imperceptibly, but I caught it. I saw disgust and anger, but inside her head other wheels turned too. He pulled her hair hard.
 
   “Ow! Fucker! What's wrong with-”
 
   The remainder of her response was cut short as Ben roughly stuffed her open mouth full of cock. I again threw all my strength at my bonds but they didn't budge. I bellowed into my gag. This asshole fucked my wife's mouth! Jill struggled to keep her balance as he held her head and thrust hard. Each push drove his fat cock a little deeper. The front half of his cock was shiny with saliva. 
 
   He pulled his dick out and squeezed the shaft with his fist. A large drop of clear fluid formed at the tip and her ordered her to open her mouth and stick out her tongue. She refused and he pulled her hair again and when she still refused he reached over and slapped my right cheek, knocking my reading glasses off. Pain exploded and I saw stars and a flash of white light. The room reeled.
 
   “Next time I use a fist. Stick your tongue out, bitch.”
 
   Jill did as he commanded.
 
   Ben leaned in and wiped his dollop of pre-cum across her taste-buds. She gagged a little but held her mouth open and tongue out. He laughed and smeared a second drop.
 
   “You learn real fast, lady lawyer. Or maybe you just like it. Close your mouth and suck and when I cum, you better swallow it all.”
 
   He pulled his dick away from her again.
 
   “What are going to do, counselor?” he asked.
 
   She replied through clenched teeth. “Swallow it all.”
 
   He dropped the head back onto her waiting tongue and pushed the shaft in as far as it would go. His hips began an unhurried back and forth. At best she took only half of him, no matter how hard he pushed. She gagged numerous times but now seemed resigned to just get through this. About once a minute he'd push his cock deep and hold it there, enjoying the tight seal of her lips around his dick, until she gagged and struggled. He'd laugh again and pull it out long enough for her to catch her breath. He leaned back to search a pocket on his overalls and withdrew his phone, holding it to his eye. I knew he recorded my wife's blowjob.
 
   Soon the speed of his thrusting increased. He inched his feet closer and really began to fuck her mouth. I knew what was coming and so did Jill.  He held her head with one hand and ordered her to look up into the lens. After a slight hesitation, she did. 
 
   “Yeah,” he breathed. “Oh yeah, that looks good. That looks real real good.”
 
   Jill's cheeks dented.
 
   “Oh fuck!” he growled. 
 
   She sucked on him, hard, without being told to. Movement in her throat showed me she worked the crown and head with her tongue. His hips jerked back and forth and he barely kept his balance. Was she just trying to get this over with?
 
   He groaned. “Ooooooohhhh, fuck yeah! Almost there. Almost.” 
 
   His thick cock pumped in and out of her face. 
 
   “Almost!”
 
   With a loud grunt he thrust one more time and held himself deep. The thick tube running up the underside of his cock swelled and contracted, swelled and contracted. He bellowed animal sounds as Jill continued to coax and tease the sperm from him. He fired off many shots and my pretty wife swallowed them all, just as she'd been ordered. Emptying his nuts took a surprisingly long time. 
 
   When he pulled his cock out, it escaped with a pop. He was drained. He fell back into his folding chair, sitting on his clothing. His quickly deflating cock hung between his fat thighs. Cum drooled from the tip to the garage floor. Jill sat back on her heels. 
 
   “God-Damn!” he exclaimed after a minute or two. 
 
   Jill kept her face passive but her tense body and wild eyes conveyed something. Pride? Excitement? Those emotions didn't make sense but I swear that's what I saw. She exerted an incredible amount of self-control.
 
   He rose from his seat and fished a small flask of Jack Daniels from his pocket. He took a gulp and then held it to her lips.
 
   “Drink,” he ordered. She did and he made her take another and swish it around. He held up his phone.
 
   “I got you sucking cock on film. Stay away from me or this gets uploaded and sent to everyone on the internet. High and mighty lady lawyer sucks convict cock. They'll come after me but your career will be over. Today makes us even so unless you want a big serving of hurt, leave me alone.”
 
   “Rob another store and I'll lock you away forever.”
 
   He laughed. “Fair enough, but those days are behind me. Leave me alone.”
 
   He stood and dressed and walked around the garage collecting anything that belonged to him. He laughed and looked down at me. He laughed again as he strode out the door. 
 
   Jill moved to the work bench quickly but it was at least twenty minutes before we were free. We hugged fiercely.
 
   “John,” she began, her eyes watery, “Baby, I am so sorry. I hate you had to see that. It's my fault; I should have been more aware. I should never have allowed him to follow me home. They teach us to watch out for asshole like him.”
 
   “Not your fault, Honey. He did that to you. It was all his doing, not yours. Let's get out of here and call the police.”
 
   “Good idea,” she agreed. “Let's arrest this motherfucker.”
 
   We finished removing the last of our bonds and straightened our clothing. Jill put her shoes back on, leaning on me as she wriggled her toes in. She stared at the concrete floor, deep in thought. I'd never seen her so angry. She stood up and put her hands on her hips. She filled her lungs with air and let it out with a deep sigh.
 
   “We can't,” she said. “We can't call the cops.”
 
   I showed her my palms, bewildered. “Why the fuck not?”
 
   “To what end?” she snapped. “There are no witnesses and no evidence. Our word against his.”
 
   I held up the roll of masking tape he'd used. “Can't they get prints off this?”
 
   She shook her head. “Porous. Even if they swabbed my mouth all they'd find is Jack Daniels. That mother fucker is smart. I can't prove anything.” 
 
   She paced and stared at the rafters. “If I order his arrest and press charges, he counter-sues for harassment. I'm sure he has an alibi ready, and probably a good one. A dozen friends will swear he was with them. He left no evidence behind. Even a public defender will know enough to drag this out for months. I'll be all over the news as the blowjob attorney. I'll have to recuse myself from every sex case we get or the opposing lawyer will throw it in my face.”
 
   She looked up at the rafters again. I knew her better than anyone. When she looks straight up like that her mind is processing a million miles an hour. Best to just stay out of her way.
 
   “Fuck!” she yelled. She hates to lose. “I swear I will nail that asshole! Make one mistake, just one, and I will crush you. Forget to cross one t or dot one i, and I am locking you up forever. Fucking asshole!” Jill spit on the garage floor. I'd never seen her like this.
 
   I was terribly uncomfortable not calling the police but I had to differ to her; this was her area of expertise. All the cops and other attorneys she works with would learn she'd sucked a thug's cock and then he'd walk away free. It was too much to risk. She swore she'd get him and I believed her.
 
   We returned to the house and showered. Usually my eyes are all over her fit voluptuous body but now I kept my eyes down. I was sure she would hate to be touched so I gave her space, pampering and nurturing her.  We turned off the lights and got into bed. As I expected, she turned her back to me. 
 
   After a few minutes of silence, she spoke.
 
   “Am I dirty now, John? Am I damaged goods or something? Is that why you're avoiding contact with me? I need to feel supported.” 
 
   I shot my arms around her and pulled her close, spooning her.
 
   “No, Baby, not at all! I was sure you'd hate being touched. I'm just giving you space, that’s all.”
 
   She inched closer.
 
   “I need your touch, John.”
 
   I pulled her closer and curled my hips against hers. My soft penis nestled up between her ass cheeks and pressed against her labia and a scorching wave of heat enveloped me. Her pussy was on fire. I thought about commenting but I held my tongue. Too much uncertainty kept me quiet. I did not want to say the wrong thing. 
 
   I may not have reacted but my penis did. That much heat brought him to life. I know Jill felt him twitching and swelling but she said nothing. Neither of us knew what to say. A minute later I was hard. So inappropriate. I nervously waited for her to get angry at me.
 
   Without a word she slipped a hand down and nudged me in. Her pussy smoldered. I gasped into the back of her neck and she moaned and started working her hips. I could not believe how hot and wet she was. I pushed deep and a low moan escaped her and I held my penis buried, soaking her up. 
 
   She ground her hips and her pussy clenched around me. With slow circles she felt my prick stirring her insides. Her juice dripped from her opening. Moments later she sucked a lungful of air and buried her face in her pillow, crying out as her throbbing cunt clamped around me and she came hard and long. I held back as long as I could but it was too much; I started spurting just as her orgasm ended. 
 
   We fell asleep before I could figure out what to say. Something deeply important had occurred but I had no idea what. I had assumed we wouldn't have sex for days. I was sure she would hate the idea of any physical contact tonight, much less making love, but I’d been wrong. 
 
   The next day I never found the right time to ask and the next day either. Eventually enough time passed I felt awkward starting that conversation so I just let it all go. Besides, Jill seemed especially interested in sex so I had no complaints. I figured she tried to reassure me. I'd seen her suck another man's cock and I think she wanted to help me forget that fact. But I couldn't.
 
   The more I thought about it, the more certain I became Big Ben triggered a powerful sexual response in her. The idea seemed too outrageous to ask so I carefully probed, watching for a reaction. 
 
   I began with a racy movie on a pay channel. There were plenty of hot and juicy sex scenes and afterwards I asked Jill what she enjoyed most. I asked if she liked the guys and their muscles, if she enjoyed that they were handsome or smart; all the things I expected to push her buttons. I even asked if the women turned her on. She said no to it all. I asked what turned her on the most and she surprised me by innocently stating she liked how aggressive some of the men were. 
 
   “I love the way some men desire women,” she said, cautiously. “Like they'd kill each other or smash through a brick wall to get to us. It's sexy. It's base and primal.”
 
   Naturally I asked if she'd like me to be more aggressive and she said no, it wasn't my style. If I tried she was sure it would come off as contrived. 
 
   “You're my boy-genius,” she stated. “Throwing me around the bedroom is not what you do. I love the sweet and tender way you love me. I love your intelligence.”
 
   I chewed on that one. Fucking lawyers. She answered my question with redirection, avoiding more than she revealed. I wanted answers.
 
   Several nights later, fate stepped in. We were again watching a sexy movie, this time about vampires, and several sex scenes had nude men walking around. One scene was a full on mind-control orgy. The vampires prowled the city and charmed gorgeous men and women, brought them back to their mansion where they made them all have sex with each other and then fell on them in a feast of hot blood. I secretly watched Jill's face as the actors paraded around naked and just as she had with Ben, her gaze became transfixed on any large penis swinging around. I saw excitement in her eyes and in bed that night she was steaming hot and wet again. 
 
   I had my answer; not just aggressive men, but well-hung sexually aggressive men.
 
   Now I had two strikes against me as my wife lusted after things I did not possess. 
 
   At first I was depressed; who wants to discover such a thing? Her love for me was unquestioned and I felt lucky to have it, but a growing part of me longed to reach every part of her. I wanted that animal reaction I knew she had in her, and I knew I'd never produce it. Of course, that only made me crave it more, which drove me on a downward spiral. My wife loved me but did not lust for me. How much did lust matter to her? Had she given into Ben's demands faster because of it? I suspected she had and every day my suspicion grew. I needed to know. I needed to know and asking her directly was out; she would not provide a direct response. 
 
   Fucking lawyers. 
 
   I envisioned a situation where Jill was confronted by the type of man she craved, but I was nowhere around. I wanted to know her true reaction. If she wouldn't get caught, how would she behave? I resolved to keep my mind and my eyes open.
 
   Meanwhile, life went on. Jill and I went about our daily routines. She had her work and I had mine. We made love more often now and I wondered if Jill just needed a comforting connection with me or if Ben stirred up some latent carnal desires. 
 
   About a month later I worked well into the night as Jill slept and when I tried to save my work, discovered my jump drive was full. Rather than dig around for another in the closet downstairs, I logged on to Jill's computer to see if I could borrow hers, something I'd never done. Minutes later I made a discovery that shook me. Jill's browser history was still open. She had opened the window to delete it but apparently got distracted and never completed the task. 
 
   There before me was Jill's web history laid bare. I clicked the first link and found myself staring at a nude woman with a belt around her waist strapped to a large wooden table. Heavy leather straps circled her wrists and ankles and pulled her arms and legs toward the ceiling above her.  On one side her head hung off and a man fed her a thick cock. On the other side a man held her legs and deeply fucked her ass. I risked a little volume and was instantly turned on by her genuine moaning and groaning. 
 
   Both men sported large erections and I couldn't imagine the intensity of what she must be feeling. They were rough, using her body to pleasure themselves, caring little for her satisfaction, and that seemed to be exactly what she wanted. The more excited they got, the more excited she got. Despite being pinned down and used like a whore, she climaxed first, howling out mind-warping pleasure as their big stiff pricks pummeled her holes. Why had my wife watched this? Was she working on a bondage case? Our love-making was always sweet and gentle and respectful, nothing at all like what happened on the screen. 
 
   The next link led to a video of a woman surrounded by six men, all erect. Every penis there was at least eight inches long and thick like my wrist. The woman was a petite Latina, who, aside from her brown skin, looked very much like Jill. The men wore colored bracelets and shoved each other for the right to fuck one of her holes. They eventually sorted out the fucking-hierarchy and settled into a smooth gang bang of this beautiful girl. I watched her big tits bounce and sway as they callously positioned her however they wanted and pounded her with increasing ferocity. When her mouth wasn't stuffed with cock, her cries of pleasure were louder than their grunts.  One by one each man sampled her orifices, eventually ejaculating inside her. They flooded her ass and mouth and pussy. With each load her arousal grew until the fifth man exploded inside her and her back arched and she cried out in orgasm. They used her mercilessly and she loved it.
 
   I was stunned. Why was Jill watching this? I checked how far back her history went. Was this something new? Did Ben's violation of her cause this? 
 
   Page after page opened before my aching eyes; Jill had been viewing porn like this for years. All the way back to the day we bought this computer. My wife possessed a kinky side and I knew nothing of it. Honestly, I was hurt. I was also ashamed. I don't exactly talk to her about this stuff. If she's been silent, I have to own some of that. Would I have made her comfortable discussing it? Did she feel like she could? As I considered these questions I knew right away I hadn't. In fact, I recalled times where she tried to broach the subject and I think I either said something judgmental or sarcastic or sent the conversation in a different direction. I had no idea she held desires like this inside her. 
 
   I put everything back the way it was and went downstairs for a new jump drive. Jill slept in our bed with books all around her, as usual, and I carefully collected them and stacked them to the side. I found my drive and headed back upstairs after kissing her forehead. She slept soundly and didn't budge.  
 
   I said nothing. I felt a little guilty for snooping on her computer and a little remiss for not knowing my wife in this way. I resolved to bury what I'd discovered and try to make her comfortable enough she could more openly share her sexuality with me.
 
   I started the next night. When a hot sex scene came up I again asked her what she liked. Instead of making the conversation about me, I encouraged her to tell me why she liked it. I finished by thanking her for her honesty. That night we experienced some of our best sex ever. 
 
   Over the next few weeks I made playful suggestions. She hesitated at first but warmed up to them. The pinnacle came the night I blindfolded her and tied her wrists behind her. I enjoyed a blowjob better than she'd ever given me before, and this one was without hands!
 
   The next weekend I visited an adult store and bought a large replica penis. After I bound her wrists, put the blindfold in place and my dick in her mouth, I carefully maneuvered the realistic dildo from under the pillow to her vaginal opening. As she sucked I slowly pushed it in. Jill went wild. I held her head down and pushed deeper. She bucked back against the intrusion and sucked harder. I fucked her at both ends and she loved it. When she climaxed with my penis in her mouth, I came too. The sights and sounds were too much. Essentially, my lovely wife just climaxed from two men at the same time. That might upset some men. Six months ago that may have upset me. But not now. Now her arousal was my arousal, her desires were my desires. 
 
   I discovered an incredible excitement in her passion. I watched Jill climax again and again over the next few weeks and she was stunning. I rapidly became obsessed with her sexual beauty; watching her face twist or her body contort as she came was pure cocaine dumped into my veins. My shift happened so easily. I cared less about my pleasure; there'd be time for that later. What really mattered was always driving my gorgeous wife higher and higher. What I really craved was her beautiful and explosive release.
 
   While she was at work I researched. I dug into her web history and learned on which websites she spent her time, which videos she watched repeatedly, which actors she loved best. I uncovered patterns and preferences and I used that knowledge to drive her wild. She was unsure, at first, but quickly relaxed. I avoided making any of it about me. 
 
   I spent months learning to derive my excitement from hers. After a lifetime of pursuing my own pleasure, I'd stumbled upon an amazing way to achieve greater passion and excitement than I'd ever known before. I became devilishly good at making her crazy. 
 
   I was back at the adult store looking for a new bigger toy and I noticed they were having a porn-star autograph party. There was a small group of them; four girls and two guys, and they all sat at tables in the back. Virtually life-sized nude cardboard cut-outs of them flanked the table. 
 
   They had drawn a sizable crowd, with about twenty persons in line, nineteen of them male, waiting to have a picture taken and get a DVD autographed. 
 
   My writer-mind was intrigued and I stood back to watch. I was much more interested in the line than the actors so it took me a while to notice; one of the guys was one of Jill's favorites, Scott Free. I actually recognized him by his cardboard penis. Male actors just don't get that much face time. He was a little over six feet tall and well-muscled but not too much. He had tribal tattoos starting at his wrists and running up both arms, disappearing under his short sleeves. Tiny bumps under his T-shirt told me a nipple was pierced. His left ear sported a dangling earring of silver and small feathers. His blonde hair was brushed back and swept off his face. His jeans weren't tight but he had a large bulge anyway. I'd seen his videos and knew the beast that slept there. 
 
   As I observed the group, the lone female in line had her turn. She approached Scott like a nervous school-girl, ignoring the other actors. They spoke for a few minutes and he agreed to several photos with her phone. They bantered and flirted and genuinely seemed to like each other. I imagined racing home and bringing Jill back here for a selfie with her favorite porn-star and boom, my mind lit up. It was easy to picture him nude standing next to her.  I broke into a sweat. My heart raced. Jill would be so turned on! My sweet professional wife would soak her panties standing next to this well-hung hunk. I wanted to see it. 
 
   I walked to the counter and asked how much longer the signing would last and was saddened to learn only an hour or so. Crestfallen, I turned away.
 
   “But they'll all be back on Saturday,” the store owner offered. I turned back. He held a flyer and pointed to the times. I took it. “Saturday's crowd will be bigger,” he added.
 
   “Thanks,” I muttered. I folded the flyer and stuck it in a pocket. I could not reveal I'd mined her web history but I could suggest we visit an adult store for a new toy. That would be boldly adventurous and I was sure she'd be delighted. This store was far enough off the beaten path I felt confident we'd never meet someone we knew.
 
   Saturday morning, I suggested it and after a moment of embarrassment, Jill agreed. The owner was right; Saturday's crowd was much bigger. I pulled into the parking lot and Jill scurried in with me. We both wore baggy sweat pants and sweat shirts. She was nervous but excited. I'd told her nothing about the event and she thought we were just here for a new toy. As soon as we stepped through the double doors I told her I needed to use the men's room.
 
   “Have a look around,” I suggested. “I'll find you.”
 
   She glanced around anxiously but Jill is a bold girl. She nodded and wandered off. I headed for the restroom but stopped short and doubled back. She was already at his table! She must have seen Scott and walked straight to him. The manager had separated the tables this time so each star had their own line. 
 
   Jill blushed. Scott looked at her like she was a slab of fresh meat. In addition to the life-sized cardboard cut-out, naked Scott was on dozens of DVD covers all over his table. His tattoos and muscular body and large cock stared back at my wife from every angle. No matter where she looked, there was Scott's cock looking right at her. 
 
   I almost never see my wife flustered but she sure was now. Even when Big Ben had her on her knees in our garage she was more composed than this. She tripped over her own words until she raised her eyes to his, and then she stopped talking completely. He murmured something and smiled and then said something else and my wife smiled. I was dying to know what he'd said but if I moved closer and Jill saw me, she would back away from him. I was slightly jealous but incredibly intrigued. 
 
   Jill found her tongue and they spoke a few minutes and then Scott dropped a small placard that read Be Right Back on the table and took her hand. He led her through a door marked employees only and shut it. 
 
   I panicked a little. My first impulse was to bang on the door but I burned with curiosity about what would happen next. How long would she be back there? I was positive nothing would happen in such a public place. I knew they were just talking in private but the very idea that my wife wanted to be alone with another man excited me greatly. I loved that he made her nervous and flustered. I loved that she fantasized about him. I loved that when an opportunity presented itself to spend time with him, she wanted it so badly she just acted recklessly and took it. I stared at the cardboard cut-out. His dick was so big! He was known for the kind of porn where the man aggressively conquers the woman and he had just shown me he really was that kind of guy.
 
   As time passed I became increasingly nervous and increasingly aroused. This was my new paradigm put to the ultimate test; I'd spent months finding new ways to turn her on and I'd loved it, but introducing her to a porn legend was over the top. I was in uncharted waters. My palms were sweaty and my breathing shallow but I was determined to wait it out. 
 
   What felt like forever was probably twenty minutes? The door opened and they emerged, laughing and flirting. Jill had gotten her courtroom feet under her, like I knew she would, and had all her confidence back. He touched her shoulder. She touched his tattoo. He brushed back a strand of her hair. She smiled and took one of his huge hands. She radiated lust like a sun. They kissed cheeks.
 
   I picked up a large realistic dildo and acted like I was considering a purchase. I watched her from the corner of my eye as she left him and spotted me and cut across the room.
 
   “Hi Honey,” I innocently murmured. She bought it
 
   “Oh my God, John. Did you see what just happened?”
 
   “No, Jill. I couldn't find you when I came out of the restroom so I just looked around. I knew we'd bump into each other again. What'd I miss?”
 
   She was flush and really worked up. “I met a porn-star! He's, um, the favorite of, um, one of the girls at work. She'll just die when I tell her I met him.”
 
   “Did you get his autograph for her?”
 
   “Oh my God, no, I totally forgot. Can we?”
 
   I said sure and we walked to the signing table together. Jill introduced me as her husband and Scott told me what a lucky man I was to have such a gorgeous and intelligent wife. I agreed and thanked him and Jill picked up a DVD and asked for him to autograph it. I had a sudden inspiration and from the table picked up a large dildo modeled after Scott's penis. That bastard is big.
 
   “We'll take this too,” I stated and Jill blushed again. “But for us, not for her friend.”
 
   Scott grinned. “I like that a lot,” he chuckled at me. Then he turned to her. “You just remember meeting me today when he uses that on you later.”
 
   I thought Jill would die. She was smitten.
 
   “Scott, you're an okay guy,” I heard myself say. “Do you live here in Vegas or visiting from Los Angeles?”
 
   “I live in Los Angeles.” 
 
   “The three of us should meet for drinks sometime. I'm a writer and I'd love to hear about the porn business from an insider.”
 
   Heat poured off my wife. I felt her leg next to mine trembling.
 
   Scott plucked a business card from a stand on the table and flipped it over.
 
   “This is my private cell. I'll be finished with business around midnight. If that's not too late we can meet in the piano bar. I'm staying at the Bellagio.”
 
   I seriously thought Jill was about to faint.
 
   “We'll see you then,” I confirmed and we shook hands. Jill's face was a frozen smile.
 
   I turned to her, making my face as innocent as I could muster. “Looks like we have our new toy,” I chuckled. “Your friend at work will be so jealous. Should we invite her to join us tonight or would her husband freak out?”
 
   I had to nudge Jill towards the register. 
 
   “Freak out,” she muttered.
 
   We paid for our items and I signed us up on their email list.
 
   I have to admit; I was exceptionally pleased with myself. I wanted to know what happened behind that closed door but other than that, this had gone perfectly. I waited until we were in the car driving home to bring it up again.
 
   “Everything okay, Baby? You seem quiet. You know, like your friend at work, I noticed you found Scott attractive too. Am I right? I wouldn't blame you, he's a handsome guy. Nice body and I'd kill to have a cock like his. Did you notice?”
 
   “I noticed.”
 
   “No doubt. What did you two talk about behind that door?”
 
   She looked down at her hands in her lap.
 
   “You saw?”
 
   “Yeah. I just happened to glance up at the right time.”
 
   “You're not jealous?” she asked.
 
   “Not at all.”
 
   “What if he kissed me? On the lips.”
 
   “Did you kiss him back?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Hmm, okay, a little jealous, but no big deal. It's kind of flattering, really.” 
 
   “And if he ran his hands over my breasts?”
 
   “Just a little more jealous. Mostly that sounds kind of hot. Did you like it?”
 
   She hesitated before answering. “Yes, a lot.”
 
   “What else happened?”
 
   She chewed her upper lip and looked out the passenger window.
 
   “I asked him to show me his cock.”
 
   I laughed out loud but my heart started hammering. I had to play it cool or Jill would shut up. 
 
   “Really? That's wild, Honey. Why did you do that?”
 
   “Because he's a porn-star, John. I'm a lawyer. I don't believe anything anyone tells me. I need proof. I wanted an eye-witness.”
 
   She was only half-teasing. We drove in silence for a few minutes.
 
   “Did you touch it?” I asked.
 
   She sighed. “You're not hurt or angry. How come?”
 
   “I don't exactly know, but I'm not. Did you touch it?”
 
   “Yes, but only with my hand and only for a minute.”
 
   I took a deep breath. “Did it turn you on?” I was hoping she'd answer yes.
 
   “Yes, very much. I want you to fuck me when we get home. Does that bother you or is it okay?”
 
   “Totally fine, Jill.”
 
   My insides were vibrating with excitement. To be honest I did feel a little jealous but it was buried under an avalanche of arousal. Jill's excitement translated into my excitement. 
 
   “Was it as big as the pictures?”
 
   “Bigger. Maybe because I'm petite and I have small hands, but he looked huge. My fingers didn't reach around him.”
 
   “Wow.”
 
   “Yeah,” she laughed. “Wow is right.”
 
   I hit my signal and turned a corner. “I think you like him as much as that friend of yours from work.”
 
   “After meeting him, I think I like him more than she does. I can't believe you're not furious with me. I held another man's cock in my hand. Doesn't that bother you? Aren't you worried I'll cheat?”
 
   “No. I know what intelligence means to you. You need a man with brains. He's bright but not enough. I'm not at all worried you'll leave me for him. He's dessert, a shiny bauble, an interesting distraction.”
 
   “I said cheat, not leave. What if I had a fling because he's so fucking hot?”
 
   Woven into her words I heard her actual desire for him. She tried to sound conjectural. My wife had met a man she wanted to fuck. The world is full of attractive people and if you believe your wife will never meet one, you're a fool. Now it had happened to mine and I found myself feeling strangely calm about it. No, not calm, excited. The calm was merely the absence of fear. It felt my pulse racing in my temples. 
 
   I considered my next words carefully. My gut told me I took dangerous steps without fully understanding why. 
 
   “If I gave permission,” I asked, “would you do something with him? And before you say something sarcastic, just think seriously about it for half a second and answer it as if it were a real question. Be totally honest.”
 
   She closed her mouth and sat back in her seat. Seconds ticked off and became a minute, then two. I drove and she pondered and I know her mind considered every possible variable. After a while she leaned forward and faced me.
 
   “Well, since you asked for total honesty and this sounds like it would be a once-in-a-lifetime thing, yeah, I'd do something with him; I'd fuck him to death.”
 
   I know she tried to shock me and take back the momentum of the conversation, but I also heard the truth of her words. I was surprised to feel my penis grow. 
 
   “I'm not saying you can,” I quickly volunteered. “I was just wondering. Hypothetically.”
 
   “Of course, hypothetically.”
 
   I pulled into our neighborhood and clicked the garage door opener. She had rattled me.
 
   “I hope you plan on fucking me now,” she stated.
 
   “Or, now that I know how you feel about Mr. Scott Free, we can wait, let the tension build, fuck like animals when we get back from hanging out with him tonight. I imagine a few hours in his company will get you running pretty hot. How does that sound?”
 
   She didn't like that idea at all but wasn't going to let me win. “Fine,” she replied.
 
   She was annoyed for about an hour and then loosened up. We had fun the rest of the day but as late afternoon rolled around, she started acting distracted. I asked her why.
 
   “I'm having second-thoughts about meeting Scott. He's a porn-star for God's sake. I risk tarnishing my career. What if we run into someone I know?”
 
   “I'm sure we'll have a drink and talk and leave. Everything will be fine. I'm really curious and want to talk to this guy. Plus, it will be fun to sit there and watch you squirm.”
 
   She stuck her tongue out at me. I got the impression it was not just her career she worried about, it was also her own behavior.; she did not fully trust herself around him.
 
   Late night rolled around and I stood in the kitchen waiting for her. When she exited the bedroom the air left my lungs. She wore a tight blue V-neck dress that ended several inches above the knee, silver hoop earrings, and blue high-heeled shoes. The dress hugged her body and I saw no evidence of a bra, not that she needed one; her large breasts were full and firm, but usually she wore one anyway. Her long brown hair lay in curls all around her face. The short cut of the dress accentuated her round butt and long legs.
 
   I was stunned. I realized the arm lifting my drink had frozen half-way to my mouth. Jill spends so much time playing down her looks and acting and dressing professional, I sometimes forget what a smoking hot babe she is. I set my drink down. 
 
   “How do I look?” she asked.
 
   “Fuck you,” I responded. “You know exactly how stunning you are. Christ Almighty.”
 
   She grinned. “I do like the way my hair turned out.”
 
   She asked me to pour her a drink and I did. She downed it and asked for another. This one she sipped. At last it was time. I text Scott and he said he was headed to his room now so we jumped into our car. Jill fidgeted the whole way. 
 
   The Bellagio piano bar is wide open with lots of foot traffic to watch. Scott showed up minutes after we did. He wore a white long-sleeved shirt and blue jeans and I caught Jill checking him out. We sat and had one drink, small-talked, paid our tab, and headed up to his room. 
 
   In the center of his suite was a fire-pit and we all took seats around it. Jill was surprisingly quiet, allowing me to lead the conversation, and I often caught her gazing at him with thinly veiled lust. Scott fixed us all new drinks. We were three drinks in and Jill had loosened up when we heard a door open from the back. Footsteps approached and we turned to look. 
 
   Behind us stood an Asian girl who probably didn't break five feet and a black guy easily over six and a half. Both of them were naked and looked stoned. Jill got really tense but I just smiled and Scott acted like this happened to him every day because it probably did. The black guy said hello and we all waved. His body was lean and wiry and his soft cock hung down about eight inches. Jill stared right at it. The girl was pretty but shy and her body not really developed. 
 
   The black guy spoke. “Scott, can we crash here tonight? Our flight got bumped after we checked out.”
 
   “No worries, Tommy. Take the second bedroom.”
 
   “Thanks, bro.”
 
   They walked down the hallway but I did not hear a door shut. We all returned to our conversation. A few minutes later we heard a soft feminine moan. 
 
   I asked Scott everything I could about the industry. He was insightful and articulate and it was a while before I realized Jill was distracted by something behind me. I casually took a look and discovered Tommy left the bedroom door opened and from her angle, Jill saw what they were doing. My glance revealed Little Asian with a big black cock in her mouth. 
 
   I returned my attention to Scott but now I wondered what Jill saw. Between the way she kept looking down the hall and the way she kept running her eyes over Scott, I found myself becoming increasingly aroused. 
 
   Now I was the one distracted. I had one ear on Scott but the other behind me. When I heard the bed creak rhythmically, I knew they were fucking. My wife watched strangers fuck. 
 
   I made myself concentrate on Scott's answers but I knew her focus jumped back and forth between our bedroom lovers and this super-hot hunky guy she craved. I felt waves of growing arousal coming off of her. I got more excited with each passing second because I knew she was too. When Scott and I reached a conversational stopping point, I excused myself to use the restroom. I needed to get away for a few minutes and calm the fuck down.
 
   In the bathroom I splashed cold water in my face and gazed in the mirror. The air in this suite was sexual charged. I swear I felt the walls and floor vibrating with sexual energy. Jill wanted Scott badly and the couple fucking down the hall only made her desire stronger. 
 
   I dried my face and took a deep breath. I headed back out.
 
   Scott changed seats and now sat next to Jill. They faced each other and their knees touched. There was space next to her on the other side but on a whim I took a spot across from them both. She noted my action and raised an eyebrow but quickly returned her attention to Scott. 
 
   Scott also took note of what I'd done and took it to mean I conceded ground to him and he was free to move in. He inched closer to Jill and touched her hand as he made a point. She hung on his every word, touching his leg when she made a point and leaving her fingertips on his knee. When Jill leaned towards the coffee table to sip her drink, she exposed a generous swath of full smooth breast. Scott grinned.
 
   From talking to him I knew that while they can function in civil society, porn-stars live outside conventional rules. The look in his eye told me he knew he was slowly winning Jill over. He wanted her as badly as she wanted him and only me and our marital restraints kept them apart. 
 
   Scott said something about how smooth Jill's legs looked and she said she'd just shaved them before coming to see him. He leaned forward and placed a palm on her ankle and slowly drew it up her leg, rounding over her knee and stopping only when he got to the hem of her blue dress, where he let his hand rest. Jill stared at it but said nothing and neither did I. Emboldened, he curled it inside to her inner-thigh and drew it back down to her ankle. I heard Jill make a small gasp. When I did nothing he slid it back up her leg again. 
 
   “John?” Jill asked with a shaky voice. Her desire was off the chart. No way was she going to stop him. If Scott was brought under control, she reasoned, it had to come from me. Surely her husband would protect her?
 
   “I'm here, Baby.”
 
   This time when he got to the hem of her dress he hesitated a second and then dipped his hand under.  Jill jerked and whimpered. I remembered her thing for aggressive men and while concern rose in me, not enough to call a halt. I desperately wanted to see what Jill would do next. From the back bedroom a long low moan drifted passed us and Jill closed her eyes and tilted her head back. Scott's hand crept another inch forward and Jill jumped again. I knew Scott had touched her steaming hot pussy. The muscles of his forearm flexed and rolled as he stroked her perfect pussy. After a minute she opened her eyes and found me.
 
   “John, do you realize what's happening here? Are you going to say anything? Tell him to stop, Honey. Nnnmmmm, oh God, oh God.”
 
   I said nothing. I wanted to see what she did. Scott touched something sensitive because her eyelids fluttered and her jaw worked. She moaned strongly and I suspected under her dress Scott had penetrated her with a finger. 
 
   Oooooohhhhhh, that's good,” she exhaled. “That's right, like that.”
 
   Scott played with her pussy while I watched and Jill kept her eyes closed. He was gentle and teasing but Scott was no gentleman. He moved my wife closer and closer to orgasm and then he abruptly stopped. Her eyes opened.
 
   “Don't stop...” she whined. 
 
   He stood and pulled his shirt off over his head. His arm tattoos wrapped up and around each shoulder. They were intricate and followed the lines of muscle, accentuating his strength. He'd lost his shoes sometime earlier so when his pants came down he just stepped out of them. He wore no underwear so his big cock, already almost fully erect, stuck out from his hips and curled up to point at the ceiling. It was a challenge, an unspoken threat which demanded immediate action. 
 
   “I'm going to fuck you,” he stated.
 
   My wife looked at him like he was the Devil himself. Her eyes rolled and she shook her head, unable to believe what she saw. Her mouth fell open. There was a gorgeous man with a huge gorgeous erection right in front of her.
 
   “Fuck,” she stated. Her gaze swung over to me with an, are you going to do anything about this look in her eyes. I again said nothing, even when Scott took a step closer to her.
 
   “John?” she said, slightly panicked. “JOHN?”
 
   Scott stepped between her legs, looming over her. Her gaze trailed across his chest and bumpy abs until arriving at his hard cock. I saw her face harden with want.
 
   “Fuck,” she stated again.
 
   Scott leaned over her, his naked body on top of her clothed one. He held himself up with his arms but stretched his neck down to kiss her. I had to admit the scene was sexy as fuck. His back and leg muscles writhed and flexed as he held himself suspended. His cock rested on the taut fabric of her dress across her lap. She might have called my name but she sure hadn't closed her legs. He kissed her lips for a moment and then trailed down her neck to her cleavage. His erection dropped off the material and now pointed straight up her dress. 
 
   Jill gave me one last look of concern. I'd given her no clue, revealed nothing about what I thought or felt. Anything she did, she did alone, and that's how I wanted it. 
 
   When Scott started kissing back up her throat, his cock disappeared under her dress. He moved higher and his cock got closer until their lips meet and a second later my wife groaned. What Jill and I did not know was Scott had moved her panties to the side so her wet pussy was exposed and vulnerable. When Jill moaned it was because the huge head of his cock had split her pussy lips, threatening to penetrate her.   
 
   Scott held himself over her with one arm and with his free hand pushed open the front of her dress, one side and then the other, exposing her big breasts to the room. My mouth was dry. Jill breathed fast and shallow as he bent his head and slipped a nipple into his hot mouth, twirling it with his tongue.
 
   “Oh, fuck!” Jill exclaimed. “That feels so good. You have to stop. Scott, we can't do this. Stop. STOP!”
 
   Jill used her knees to push him away. Her dress rode up to her waist and I saw how Scott had pushed her panties aside and only then realized how close he'd actually gotten. He leaned his weight on her legs and kissed her again and she momentarily forgot to fight him. The kiss was passionate and Jill held his face as their tongues worked. 
 
   Close once more, he brought his large cock up to her pussy and curled his hips. The head found her opening and pushed an inch deep.
 
   Jill broke the kiss, looking at me with desperate eyes. “Oooooohhhhh, John, for God's sake, aren't you going to stop this?”
 
   I ran my eyes down their entangled bodies. It really was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. My wife looked gorgeous and desirable; her hair a mess, her blue dress twisted and lewdly revealing, her large tits with hard nipples, one with a shine of his saliva, out for all to see. I scarcely believed it was really happening, even as I watched it happen just two feet away. 
 
   When I said nothing Scott grinned and put more weight on her. Slowly her knees bent back to her chest. Before she could stop them they parted and his heavy body sank between, forcing them apart. His cock was perfectly aligned to her hot wet pussy. He moved forward and her labia enveloped the head of his cock. Jill groaned as he sank several inches into my soaking wet wife. 
 
   She tried again to push him off but he had the advantage of leverage and honestly she did not make a full effort. His ass clenched and another three inches of dick disappeared into her. He was so thick he needed to push hard, driving my wife's ass into the couch. She moaned loudly and I heard an answering moan from the back bedroom. Jill's pussy dripped wetness down between her ass cheeks. Her nipples were rocks, her skin flush, her chest heaving. She was so insanely turned on I felt comfortable ignoring her fake protests. Her body gave her away. She fought him because she thought she should but the truth was she wanted him badly. 
 
   By now in our relationship I was so accustomed to pursuing her excitement I just went with the evidence before me. Besides, I grew more turned on by the second.
 
   Scott pulled his fat spear out a little and it gleamed. As he bit her neck, he drove his large cock to the end of her pussy and held himself buried deep.
 
   “GOD!” she cried. “Oh, Scott, please, oh, uugggghhh, God, you're so big.”
 
   Scott waited for her, a cocky smile curling his lips. She had no way out. No exit or escape. He'd seduced countless women and knew what she thought and felt before she did. He knew the power of his cock. He understood her battle.
 
   Slowly, Jill moved her hips against him. He grabbed handfuls of her hair and pulled almost all the way out before driving balls deep again. She squealed and slapped a hand on his muscular ass, pulling him in. 
 
   “All of it,” she murmured.
 
   Scott started fucking her hard. She still resisted him out of marital instinct but he ignored her. Her sopping cunt welcomed his massive cock. She looked at me with lust, regret, joy, and worry. Scott pinned her wrists to the cushion behind her head and really began to pound her. Jill's entire body shook with each thrust.
 
   “So. Fucking. Sexy,” he spat out between each lunge. Jill cried out every time that cannon plunged into her. He man-handled her and she loved it. It seemed to me the rougher he was the wetter she got. Slowly her legs came up and wrapped themselves around his waist. 
 
   He'd won.
 
   When he leaned down to kiss her again she welcomed him completely. Her tiny pussy, forced wide open, struggled to contain him. Sounds of pleasure flowed from her non-stop. Every now and then I heard her mumble how sorry she was, which I assumed was for me, even as she gave herself over to Scott completely.
 
   They repositioned their bodies so Scott was fully on the couch between her legs. They held each other tightly as he fucked her deeply. They murmured soft words to each other. He brought his knees closer to her ass and must have hit the right spot because her sounds of pleasure took on a more urgent tone. On every plunge of his overwhelming cock he drove her closer to climax. 
 
   I felt no jealousy whatsoever. Jill looked stunningly beautiful to me and all I wanted to do was watch her get fucked. When she wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face in his chest I moved closer and moments later my wife climaxed all over his thick member, gasping for breath and crying out how good he felt. 
 
   This orgasm was different from any I'd ever seen. Her body flushed and the sounds that poured from her throat were almost frightening. His thrusts grew stronger as she came and this heightened her climax and made it last a long, long time. Only when she started to come back to earth did he slow down and work her petite pussy smoothly, finally erupting like a fire-hose of sperm deep inside her. 
 
   Of course, as the excitement and adrenaline drained away, reality came crashing in.
 
   Jill brought her hands up to cover her face and turned her back on us, trying to push and pull her dress back into place. Scott stepped away and took a seat on the couch. Our eyes met and I sensed he wanted more but wanted to avoid completely freaking her out. I gave him a quick nod to let him know he and I were cool. His formidable cock still stood up half-hard.
 
   I moved to Jill and kissed her shoulder.
 
   “Baby?” I inquired.
 
   She rolled over to face me with tears in her eyes. “John, I'm so, so, sorry. I never should have allowed that to happen. I honestly don't know why I did. Do you hate me?”
 
   I kissed her forehead. “I'm not upset, Honey.”
 
   “I will totally understand if you do. I'd hate you. I should not have allowed that to happen. I have no excuse.”
 
   “I'm not upset, Honey.”
 
   Her brow furrowed, finally hearing me. “How can you not be?”
 
   “I don't know, but I'm not. Not at all. It was hot and sexy. You looked amazing. Watching you turned me on. I'll never forget it as long as I live.”
 
   Scott overheard and reassuringly chimed in. “Some husbands are just like that.”
 
   Jill wouldn't look at him.
 
   “I can't believe it,” she murmured. “You're in denial. You will get furious later, once we're home.” She sniffed and wiped tears off her cheeks. 
 
   “No, Baby, I won't. I promise.”
 
   She searched my face for answers.
 
   “Sexiest thing I've ever seen,” I said again, soothingly.
 
   I covered her with my arms and we stayed like that for a while, just breathing and being close. She asked me again and again in every way she could think to word it if I was angry. I kissed her face and lips and she gratefully accepted my attention. I know she was crushed by guilt. We snuggled, hungry for the closeness, and I murmured sweet loving reassurances.
 
   To my left, I felt the couch move. 
 
   Scott knelt at her feet, his cock once again rigid and throbbing red. Only twenty or thirty minutes after cumming he was ready to go again. Porn-star, indeed. This time I was much closer and his cock loomed massive and intimidating. I looked straight down the length of it and saw the ridiculous girth. I felt a bizarre urge to suck it but quickly controlled myself. I chalked it up to the insane sexuality of the moment.
 
   Too late, Jill realized the movement wasn't from me. Scott put his hands on her ass and rolled her face down and aimed his spear right at her cunt. A drop of pre-cum oozed from his slit and he dipped his hips and his spear found her opening. She tried to get away but the back and arm of the couch kept her trapped and with an easy push his meat slipped into her well lubed pussy. 
 
   “No!” Jill cried. “Not again. Scott, stop, you have to stop. I'm married. This is humiliating. John is right here. I am not an actress you can have whenever you want.”
 
   Of course, he ignored her. I knew she tried to keep him out by clenching her pussy closed because he said, “Yeah, like that. Fuck you're tight. Squeeze me again. That's good.”
 
   He leaned over her and buried every stiff inch. Jill instinctively lifted her hips to meet him and then caught herself and tried to pull her pussy away, but he was too long.
 
   I brushed her hair away from her face and gazed into her eyes as he fucked her. Guilt twisted her face and she averted her eyes but moments later she moaned and our eyes met again. Scott tightened his grip on her ass and began to saw in and out. Her sloshing pussy told me how wet she was. 
 
   She panted as he picked up speed and tried to tell me something but the intensity of his cock inside ruined any words. All I heard were grunts and groans of pleasure. 
 
   Slowly, her face turned from guilt to bliss to euphoria. She loved Scott's cock and I loved that she did. She occasionally made a weak effort to get away but Scott kept her right where he wanted her. I brushed hair out of her face just as an orgasm started. Our eyes met and the horror of what she was about to do pressed in on her but she was powerless to stop it. Right before her husband's eyes, wrapped in her husband's arms, she climaxed hard on another man's cock. Shame raced across her face followed by a sweet and powerful release. Her eyes rolled back and she came and came. 
 
   This got to me like nothing else. From the moment I realized what happened I started to stiffen. When the first wave hit I took my penis out and stroked it and as Jill's ecstasy climbed so did my excitement. My balls tingled as she came and I shot my load on her hair and the seat cushion.
 
   Scott moved her to all fours. Her tits swung free, bouncing every time he hammered her. He leaned his weight on her back and asked if she could come again and she softly said yes. Scott kissed her shoulder and she parted her legs a little more. Holy fuck did she look sexy. Scott cupped both tits and rolled them around.
 
   When he started thrusting again I saw his large hairless scrotum swinging between my wife's legs. She reached under and held his balls in her hand, massaging them inside the bag, coaxing the plentiful load they carried. 
 
   Scott started a long slow stroking, pulling almost all the way out and then sliding every hard inch back in. It drove Jill crazy. She rested her head on the arm of the couch and looked at me and then noticed my jizz in her hair. After a look of surprise, a tiny smile curled her lips and she mouthed, I love you. I kissed her fingers. 
 
   Scott placed his hands on her hips and started fucking her faster. Jill closed her eyes, savoring every inch, lost in the sensation of his huge dick fucking her. Guilt started to fade. When her toes curled and she started pushing her hips back at him, I knew she was close again and sure enough, moments later she cried out as she came. 
 
   He waited for her to catch her breath and then asked her where she wanted it.
 
   Her voice was strained with intense excitement. “Inside me, like last time.” 
 
   Scott leaned way back and the sound of slapping flesh filled the room. Jill's tits jumped every time he slammed into her and goose bumps broke out down her arms.
 
   “Fuck, that gives me chills,” she admitted. Her nipples hardened. She glanced at me and my cum-drooling spent penis. 
 
   I wanted to watch his scrotum again so I ducked my head. His balls had drawn up tight but still they bounced. He pummeled my wife and she eagerly accepted it. What would her colleagues say if they saw her now? 
 
   Scott groaned and worked it in and out a few more times before pushing it deep and holding it there. He started a long drawn-out groan. I knew at that moment semen flowed from him into her. I pictured it perfectly. My wife encouraged him to give her every drop. 
 
   I quickly moved up to see his shaft in her pussy. His thick cock pushed her tight hole into a white circle, forming a perfect seal. He spread her ass cheeks to give me a better view and slowly withdrew. Jill whimpered a little when his dick left. Her hole gaped open but closed slowly and I was able to see inside her pussy flooded with milky sperm. Once she closed I pinched her labia shut to keep his load in there and replaced her panties to keep her labia sealed. She collapsed to her stomach and I crouched next to her, stroking her hair and kissing her face.
 
   “You okay?” she ventured, her voice weak.
 
   “I'm fantastic,” I replied. 
 
   Jill weakly rolled onto her back. “I do not understand,” she murmured.
 
   “Neither do I,” I replied, with finality.
 
   Scott rose to his feet and stretched. Jill's eyes followed his swaying cock. Cum dripped from the tip. Even deflated it was a thick and heavy piece of meat. Scott went to the bar and made us all fresh drinks and Jill sat up and slipped off her shoes. She started to slip off her panties and then remembered I'd put them in place to trap his load and stopped. She looked at me with an unspoken question and I gave a nod. Down they came. She dropped them on top of her shoes.
 
   “You, too,” she told me. “We should all be naked.”
 
   I hesitated and then thought, what the fuck, why not? This night will never repeat itself so let's go all the way. I stood and stripped too. Scott returned and we took our drinks. He raised a toast to bold adventures.
 
   An element of relaxed intimacy hung in the air and I found it remarkable, given the intensity of what Jill and I just experienced. Our married life had just been turned upside-down. Jill showed some guilt returned but I was way beyond that. When we again took our seats Scott sat next to Jill and I made a statement by once again sitting across from them. Jill gave me a quizzical look and then shrugged, but said nothing. 
 
   Scott started talking about life in Los Angeles and the crazy things he'd seen. He told stories about the people he'd met in the porn industry and how crazy the women were. Soon we were laughing like old friends except I often caught Jill glancing at his body and especially his penis. It was like she couldn't believe that thing had just been inside her. I shared what life was like as a writer and Jill opened up about some wild court cases. 
 
   I asked Scott questions when Jill lowered her head to his lap. She licked down the length of his dick until she reached the head, which she then slurped into her mouth. Scott never broke stride, like this happened to him all the time, and opened his legs and gently placed a hand on the back of her head. Jill sucked and licked as he and I talked. I looked down often because his big cock in my pretty wife's mouth was hot as fuck. I realized she took her time getting to know his dick. She hefted it and the weight must have been a turn-on for her because she seemed utterly fascinated.
 
   He almost got hard again. After about ten minutes Jill looked up at me with lust-glazed eyes and sucked him while maintaining eye-contact with me. It was so erotic. She tested me for a reaction. Her tongue slid up and down his length, even curling around and lifting his big balls, before snaking up to the tip and teasing the ridge of the crown. She sucked hard on the very tip and he gave her enough fluid to swallow. 
 
   He lifted his butt to make it easier for her. Jill now concentrated her attention on the top half of his cock, licking all over and sucking hard on the head. She struggled to take much but took all she could. Scott watched me like a hawk, enjoying, I think, the added thrill of my wife in his lap. What an ego rush. 
 
   Jill wrapped both hands around him and began to stroke in time with her bobbing mouth. My wife intended to suck him off. She swallowed my load once, about a year ago, but did not care for it at all. I knew Scott would be headed right down her throat. No way would she disappoint her new stud.
 
   Scott stopped talking but held my gaze. My eyes darted back and forth between my wife and his face. His cock swelled and his veins stood out like earth worms and the next second his hips jerked and he sent a torrent of sperm into her mouth. She swallowed it down and sucked hard for more, which he gave her. Her throat rolled many times as she sent each new batch down to her tummy. Scott's head fell back and he moaned a long, “fuuuuuuuck yeaaaaaaaah,” as Jill drained him. His hips twitched and his ass clenched the cushion. My wife sucked hard on the head. When he had nothing left to give she allowed his soft penis to slip from her mouth. 
 
   She looked at me in a way she never had before. Something had changed. This was no longer the same woman. She slithered off the couch and around the fire pit until she nudged my knees apart and vacuumed my penis into her mouth too. I had recently cum so I was nervous, but I shouldn't have been. This night had me so wound up I got hard and shot another load right away. I thought I died when she whipped her tongue around the head as I climaxed. It felt so intense I bucked and almost cried. She left me a hollowed-out husk of a man and it was fantastic.
 
   Jill leaned up to give me a salty kiss and then walked to the bathroom. She made no attempt to cover up at all. Scott and I watched her round ass sway until the door closed. 
 
   As soon as she clicked the lock, Scott grabbed his pants and pulled out a small black bottle. He shook it and withdrew an eyedropper. 
 
   “Hand me your drink,” he said. I did. He rapidly squeezed a dozen drops into it and gave it a swirl. He inserted the eyedropper back into the bottle and then did the same to his drink. He then replaced the eyedropper and stuffed the bottle back into his pants pocket. He gave me my drink and raised a toast. 
 
   “Hard all night,” he said.
 
   “Hard all night,” I echoed, a little warily. 
 
   We drank. I experienced a sweet after-taste that wasn't there previously. 
 
   I glanced at his penis for the millionth time. I had to admit I was envious. It was easily the biggest I'd seen but it was also proportioned and nicely colored; a healthy tan and pink. He took care of his body and groomed well. I understood his power over my wife. I'd never considered homosexual activity but there was something attractive about his dick. I had no intention on acting on my feelings but I did find them curious.  
 
   Jill returned and following the rule I'd established, sat next to Scott. Her behavior was provocative and I liked it. As a couple we were so far outside our comfort-zone everything we did tonight was a bold new adventure. Scott asked her questions about life in the courtroom and we all talked, still completely nude, for a while.
 
   The couple in the back bedroom started up again and Scott asked if we wanted to watch. Jill said that seemed inappropriate and Scott and I laughed at her.
 
   “Yeah, little late I guess,” she admitted, chagrined. 
 
   The three of us crept down the hall and peered into the bedroom. Tall Black had Petite Asian face down on the comforter and slow-fucked her ass. The scene was intense. Petite played with her pussy from underneath and climaxed while we stood there, her cries muffled by the bedspread. Her passion deeply affected all of us. I was mesmerized by that thick black snake pumping in and out of that tiny hole. When Scott led us farther down the hall we followed.
 
   He opened double doors to the master suite. Everything was white; furniture, pillows, fixtures, carpets. The room was one huge snowstorm. The far wall was entirely of glass and the city lights sparkled beautifully. The master bed was enormous and Jill drifted towards it. She gave Scott a knowing smile and I felt tingling in my penis. 
 
   I knew from experience I was finished for the night. I'd jacked off once and Jill had sucked another earth-shattering orgasm from me. No way could I get hard again. Jill assumed a head-down ass-up position on the bed and I felt primal stirrings. That female invitation is understood in every language. Scott and I marveled at her, blown away by her intense sexiness. My penis started to rise. I looked down, surprised, and glanced at Scott. His eyes were welded to Jill and he was already half-hard. What a fucking stud. Jill, of course, kept her eyes welded to Scott's rising cock. To her, his growing erection was the highest compliment. 
 
   I stepped back and closed the double doors and locked them. Next I dimmed the lights. When I faced the bed again Jill had moved to the edge and taken Scott's cock into her mouth. Her hands rested on his hips as her head bobbed. This blowjob was especially sloppy for her and I soon understood why.
 
   “Fuck me like he fucked her,” Jill requested, moving to her stomach and aiming her ass at Scott. I was flabbergasted. My wife wanted Scott to fuck her ass. No man had ever fucked Jill's ass. The one time I tried it I was emphatically shot down.
 
   He crawled onto the bed and stuffed a pillow under her hips, raising her ass. 
 
   “Have you ever done this before?” Scott chuckled.
 
   “No, you'll be my first. Go slow. You're such a stud. I'm sure you know what to do.”
 
   My dick was rock hard. His dick was too and gleamed with saliva. Jill's ass was pure virgin and Scott was about to take it. Once done, that could never be undone. For the rest of my life another man will have had her that way before me. In addition to jealous, that truth also made me harder. 
 
   Scott looked over a shoulder at me.
 
   “Get up by her head and spread her ass cheeks for me. Her butt is so firm.”
 
   I crawled onto the bed and reached down her body. 
 
   “Fuck that's hot,” I heard Jill whisper. “My husband is offering my ass. Jesus.”
 
   I gripped her firm cheeks and spread. Her little pink hole stared at us. Below that, her shiny pussy. I felt her tongue tickle my dick and then her hot mouth close on the head.
 
   Scott walked closer on his knees and placed the tip of his penis at her sphincter. Adrenaline dumped into my system at a fantastic rate. This was almost too much. My heart beat erratically. Jill was right; her husband was giving away her ass. I handed my wife's virgin ass to another man.
 
   Scott was masterful, reaching around to tease her clit and distract her, leaning close to her ear and whispering hot and nasty things. He had my wife moaning in seconds and wiggling her ass back at him like she couldn't wait for his cock to penetrate her. He kissed all around her neck and ears until she whimpered with desire. His body blocked my view but I knew by Jill's increasing moans he eased into her. When his hips slipped forward half an inch and Jill growled a dirty, “Yeeeeessss fuuuuck meeee,” I knew he had the head in.
 
   He stopped and allowed her to adjust, the whole time showering her nape with hot kisses. Jill grew impatient and pushed her ass back at him, gobbling up several stiff inches. He pulled back an inch and pushed in two, pulled back two inches, pushed in four. Jill growled and groaned constantly and his hand on her clit got to her. I heard that familiar gasp she always makes when she first detects an approaching orgasm and I knew she was headed for one soon. Sperm leaked from my penis; my wife was about to climax from ass-fucking a massive cock. Never in my wildest dreams did I see this reality for us. 
 
   “Squeeze me,” Scott ordered, and then, “Fuck yeah, that's good. Keep it tight like that for a second.” His hips began a slow and smooth in and out and Jill moaned from the intense pleasure. 
 
   “You've never had your ass fucked?” Scott asked. 
 
   To answer she just shook her head vigorously. “Really? You're a natural. Most girl are too frightened to relax their first time. You want to make movies with me?” 
 
   Jill smiled, proud.
 
   He looked up at me. I had no idea what a husband is supposed to do in that situation so just gave him a confirming nod. He lowered his mouth to her neck and curled his hips, pushing the rest of his cock up her ass.
 
   “Holy Christ,” Jill exhaled, disbelieving. “You're going to make me cum.” 
 
   Scott continued fucking her but now it was the full length and girth of his massive cock. Constant moans poured from Jill, rising in volume until they peaked as a shriek of pleasure. Her anus clamped and convulsed around his shaft as an unreal orgasm ripped through her. She buried her face in the bed and screamed, her entire body as stiff as wood. Every muscle flexed and locked down. She screamed again and taut muscles cramped. I expected to hear bones snap. Scott slowed while she came but did not stop. Finally, she went limp.  
 
   Because Scott had done this many times he knew she was done. He fucked her only another minute before grunting and pumping his cum up her ass. He left his cock inside her as he rolled them both to their side and spooned her. She was exhausted and let him move her however he wished. She fell asleep with his cock still buried inside.
 
   I was hard as stone with nothing to do. I craved release but masturbating in front of Scott felt weird so I just curled up facing Jill. My penis did not go down for a long time.
 
   They both fell asleep but I was wired. My penis and balls ached with stored sexual tension. This night was like nothing I'd ever known. What did the future hold for Jill and me? I knew Jill would never leave me over sex but still, I doubted there was any chance we'd go back to our old life. Tonight one way of life had died and another began. The unknown variable was what life? Which direction? 
 
   I eased out of bed. Scott had shrunk some but was still firmly planted up her ass. His fat balls rested on his thigh and against her butt. Cum leaked from her puffy pussy. The scene was insanely sexy without the woman being my wife. Add that and my brain practically boiled.
 
   I carefully opened the sliding glass door and stepped onto the balcony. Still nude, the nighttime Vegas heat wrapped me in a thick blanket. Scott would fly back to Los Angeles and Jill and I would have memories of an amazing night but my gut told me it did not end there. 
 
   I closed my eyes and let images from our night drift through my mind. Jill was a porn-star too. My aching penis swelled and I took it in hand. I wasn't fantasizing, I was remembering, and that was a million times more powerful. Thanks to Scott's magic drops I was hard again right away. I jacked off with abandon, remembering Scott taking my slutty wife in every hole. I shot my load out into the night air, all over our beautiful city. 
 
   When I turned around, both of them watched me. Scott was amused but Jill was turned on. Scott lifted her leg and swung it around so he was between them again but still up her ass. They kissed like romantic lovers and I walked beside the bed and watched them. 
 
   Most of their energy was gone; we were all near exhaustion, but their desire for each other was undimmed. He bent her legs back and slow-fucked her sphincter. She rubbed her clitoris until she came and he stopped and rested his weight on her, again leaving that fat python buried. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and they headed back to sleep.  I spooned her from the other side and my wife drifted off sandwiched between two men.
 
   I don't know what those drops were, but they were industrial strength. I woke a few hours later and headed for the shower. Jill and Scott joined me and we all scrubbed each other clean, laughing about our insane night. Jill blew me in the shower and Scott got behind her and fucked her standing up. 
 
   We moved to the bed and Scott and I fucked her again and again. Her ass was too tender so we left it alone but both of us came in her pussy several more times. We didn't even want blowjobs anymore. For the rest of the night until dawn all our attention was on her; injecting her with as much sperm as possible, inseminating her as often as we could. She welcomed ever drop. She acted like every time we took her was a testament to her desirability and attractiveness and in a primal way, it was. 
 
   Not until Scott fucked her the last time did it occur to me to film any of this. I grabbed my phone and recorded a beautiful fifteen-minute porn starring my wife and a huge hard cock. I knew I'd be masturbating to that video forever.
 
   We all showered together again. Jill could not leave his dick alone. I'd never seen this side of her and I really enjoyed it. She was so sexual and lusty and passionate, sides of her she'd kept hidden her whole life. I watched her lather Scott's cock with genuine affection.
 
   We dried and dressed and swapped numbers and then said our goodbyes and made our way home. Jill and I were utterly exhausted. We cuddled in bed and kissed and that was it; we were gone. 
 
   We woke late on Sunday. I wondered if Jill would need to talk about everything but she didn't. We'd been awake about ten minutes when she took my hand and asked earnestly, “Are you okay?” 
 
   I told her I was and last night was absolutely amazing. She hugged me hard and said that made her happy and just like that, we moved beyond it. No wringing hands or tears or regrets or questioning our relationship or even our sanity; we did it, we loved it, we'd do it again, what's for breakfast? 
 
   Our plans for the day were driving out to Lake Las Vegas for lunch and a walk, but Jill had me stop by a drug store first. After lunch she took a pill and I asked her what it was. 
 
   “A necessary precaution for a slut like me,” was her reply. 
 
   Only then did birth control cross my mind and for reasons unknown, I became incredibly aroused. The reality of birth control accentuated what we'd done. I was instantly ready to do it all again.
 
   We did not have sex that night, but we did every night after that for three weeks. We ran on pure sexual adrenaline. Even two months later our sex life was still wildly frequent and passionate. I now knew my real wife. I didn't need to pick her brain or psycho-analyze her about why she liked it so much. I loved that she was so polished and proper on the outside and a wild girl on the inside. When I bought her thigh-high stocking to wear to work one day she did without question and attacked me when she got home. They'd gotten her so hot. 
 
   Based on that success I started other schemes to titillate and provoke her. I sent her the ass-fuck video one week and tied her up and used our Scott toy on her another. I had Scott text her and send pictures of his big cock. She told me what he'd done the minute she got home. 
 
   Weeks later I boxed up files for storage under our stairs and came across Big Ben's file. These weren't legal documents but rather Jill's plentiful notes regarding her preparation. I flipped through the sheets of paper and marveled at a life wasted. One crime after another. He'd maintained his innocence for this last crime but how many had he committed and not been caught? Every minute that man was behind bars we were all safer. I turned one more page and there was all his contact information; home address, Facebook, email, cell number. His family tree filled the next page. His school and work history filled others. 
 
   Strangely, all this personal information humanized him. He had friends and family. He had favorite movies and food and actors and music. He was just a guy like me. A bad guy, but just a guy. I put everything away and slid the box to the back of the closet.
 
   When Jill got home from work that night she was pretty excited. Scott had text her about coming out to see him in LA. Her alone or both of us, whatever our schedules permitted. We knew exactly what that meant. I imagined the torture of allowing her to go without me and rejected it right away. She said she'd want me there anyway so that was settled. 
 
   That night we discussed the trip. Jill could not afford to be seen in public with Scott yet desperately wanted to go. I suggested a disguise of sorts; heavy make-up, hair and clothing wildly different, maybe even wear sunglasses while out, even at night It was Los Angeles, after all, and such behavior would be wide accepted. Scott was sure to have an active social life and while we could spend both days in bed, we probably wouldn't. More likely we'd hit a party or two, meet a ton of beautiful people, drink way too much and come home exhausted zombies.
 
   Jill text him we accepted his invitation and then spent the next few days designing her disguise; the girl at the MAC counter showed her how to do her make-up heavy with lots of eye-shadow and how to tease her hair. Jill looked like a heavy-metal groupie. She was unrecognizable and this made her especially eager to get there. 
 
   Later Jill tried to have a “What's off the table?” conversation with me but I stopped her. Fucking lawyers. I told her to follow her desires and we'd sort it out later. I preferred her free and open to act on anything and I loved the idea I'd be witnessing the real her. She struggled with that; she prefers everything all neat and tidy and orderly. She rarely asks questions she doesn't already know the answer to. I reminded her that ninety-nine percent of our married life is orderly. We should have at least one percent that is whimsical and unpredictable. She relented begrudgingly. 
 
   As the weekend approached, she grew more nervous, fretting about what clothes to pack. I was excited but not nervous. 
 
   We flew in and Scott had a limo waiting at the airport. He lived in a loft-style high-rise condo which looked down on the financial district. About ten other persons were there too, smoking grass and drinking and just hanging out. He showed us to his bedroom to put away our things and when Jill hesitated he smiled.
 
   “I thought you'd both stay with me. I gave away my other bedrooms. Do either of you have a problem three to a bed?”
 
   Jill blushed, I kid you not. She'd be sleeping between me and Scott for three nights. That hinted at so much sex it electrified the air around us. 
 
   “Not me,” I chimed in. 
 
   She studied my face. “I guess we don't,” she added. 
 
   We unpacked. Scott offered us drinks and his shower to freshen up and left us, suggesting we join the others whenever we felt like it. 
 
   “If you are interested, there a pretty wild party on the roof of the MacArthur building later. I thought you guys would enjoy mingling with the crazies, get a taste of LA night life. I have to conduct some business but I'll rejoin you later.”
 
   We said we'd love to. As soon as the door shut Jill threw herself into my arms and kissed me. 
 
   “This is fucking nuts!” she exclaimed, keeping her voice low. “What are we doing here? Is this a terrible mistake?”
 
   “It will be great, Honey. Do your make-up thing and let's go. Nobody knows you here. We're far from home. Once you get ready your mom could look you right in the eye and not recognize you.”
 
   My reassurances seemed to help and she calmed down. I talked about the importance of letting ourselves out to play every now and then and how much fun we would have. She gulped some wine. 
 
   I didn't need another shower but she wanted one so I left her alone and joined the group. I moved around the room talking with each person, introducing myself and asking about them. The group was six men and six women, but more arrived every few minutes. The women wore scandalous outfits showing lots of skin; short skirts and open gowns, plunging necklines and tight pants showing off the curve of firm butt-cheeks. 
 
   The men wore more conventional attire; jeans or slacks and polo or button-down shirts. Both sexes were tattooed and pierced like crazy. I'm lukewarm about such things. Sometimes they work, sometimes they don't. It's a personal embellishment and most times I just don't get it. Such accouterments did add to the general “outlaw” feel of our gathering, however. These people lived on the edge of proper society and loved it. Conventionality was poison to them.  
 
   When Jill stepped out of the bedroom several heads turned. I barely recognized her. Her hair was full and her eye-shadow and lipstick dark. She wore a small lavender top that looked like a bunch of triangles connected at the corners and no bra. Her nipples were covered, barely, but the rest of her juicy tits were on glorious display. She also wore the shortest skirt I'd ever seen her in. It was deep purple and tight, made of a stretchy fabric, and hugged her hips and ass like a coat of paint. She fit right in with the other women. She saw me and confidently crossed the room, ass bouncing and tits jiggling. 
 
   She stepped right up to me and planted a hot kiss on my lips. 
 
   “I feel wicked tonight,” she exhaled. “Wicked and nervous. I think I understand why these girls dress like this. I feel powerful. Every man in the room is lusting after me and some of the women too. What a rush.”
 
   I laughed. “Fuck, Jill, you look like a living fantasy.”
 
   She kissed me deeply. I resolved to mostly stay out of her way and watch, which was my favorite thing to do anyway. 
 
   “This is so exciting,” she breathed.
 
   Before she could say more two sexy Asian girls and a tall white guy approached and started talking to us. They lived in Los Angeles and just joined the industry and wondered what we did. We told them we were friends of Scott, from Las Vegas, and just visiting for the weekend. We all chatted a while, small talked about fun things to do in Vegas, and then Scott announced the limos were downstairs and it was time to move to the party. The crowd had grown to about sixty persons and his loft was packed. 
 
   Downstairs most of us piled into the cars but some walked as the venue was only blocks away. I think they enjoyed the shock value of so much skin parading through Pershing Square. Scott rode in the limo with us. He wore a tight white T-shirt and jeans and Jill practically salivated over him. He couldn't take his eyes off her either. He reminded us he had to socialize at first and shake a few hands but we should enjoy ourselves and he'd find us later. We said we understood.
 
   I didn't catch the name of the skyscraper we entered but it was jet black and the tallest building around for blocks. The party was on the helicopter pad on the roof and the freight elevator shot us straight to the top. 
 
   When we stepped out, we'd been transported to another world. They'd tented the pad with white tarp and multi-colored lights swirled. The roof throbbed under powerful strobe lights and was bathed in dense dry-ice smoke. It was surreal. I was sure someone would pitch over the edge before night's end. On one side a DJ spun House and on the other side a DJ spun Dub Step. There had to be five hundred persons present. It was shoulder to shoulder standing room only. Each DJ had a small dance floor in front of his table and those were packed too. The roof was served by two bars and Jill steered us towards one. Before we made it a skinny black guy intercepted us.
 
   “No, no, no, not that drug,” he said, waving at the bar, “this drug.” 
 
   He held up a small green pill over Jill's head and she tilted back to look at it. He dropped it into her mouth and shook her by the shoulders and she swallowed and then looked at me, panicked. 
 
   “I can't believe I just did that!” She turned on Skinny. “What the fuck was that? What did I just take?”  
 
   “Magic,” he replied with a huge grin. He laughed and walked away, saying over his shoulder when she wanted more she should come find him. He approached another hot girl and did the same thing.
 
   I reassured Jill I'd keep a look-out and she should not worry and just have fun. She said she'd changed her mind about a drink and wanted to dance. The press of people was intense. We found a small spot on the dance floor and began. The pounding music and intense light show disoriented me and set my heart racing.
 
   We were out there a long time. We both had plenty of nervous energy so dancing felt great. I watched the drug slowly enter Jill's system and set her body on fire. She started rubbing her hands over her body.
 
   “I feel amazing!” she shouted. “Find that guy and take a pill.”
 
   I stayed with her. If the guy came by I might do as she suggested but no way was I wandering off and leaving her alone in this crowd. 
 
   As the pill effect grew, Jill became much more open and personable. Soon she had her arms around everyone, kissing and laughing as she danced. Lifting her arms exposed the curves of her breasts and brought more men to join her. 
 
   One man moved up behind and ground his crotch into her ass and I held my breath. This happened years before and it had not gone well for the man that time. In fact, some guy did this every time we went dancing. This time Jill just pushed her ass back at him. The man placed his hands on her shoulders and mimicked he was fucking her from behind. When a pretty blonde woman kissed Jill, Jill kissed her back. 
 
   I retreated into the crowd. This was what I wanted to see; Jill outside herself and I wanted to catch it all. As more people crowded the dance floor bodies rubbed and nobody cared. Soon it was a sea of men and women writhing and sliding against each other, senses heightened by a vast array of chemical enhancers. Strangers kissed and hands crept. The air carried a scent of animal lust and passion. The crowd became one living entity, moving rhythmically and sensuously in pursuit of ever greater stimulation and sensation. People cheered and laughed and yelled from the pure joy of life. I lost Jill in the mix as she was swallowed by this massive writhing creature. 
 
   I found myself dancing with a petite redhead. She wore pink lingerie and I let my eyes feast on her tight body. Even in the wild lighting and flashing strobes her nipples and pussy were obvious. She looked at me like all I had to do was ask, but I didn't. She took my hand and cupped her little pussy with it and I slipped a finger two knuckles deep. She was searing hot and wet and her look of intense pleasure made me want to give her more. I pushed my finger all the way in. She gripped my wrist with both hands and rode me, crying out and cumming quickly, breaking into a sweat. 
 
   When I looked for Jill I found her still on the floor. A new guy was behind her, also acting like he fucked her from behind, and a girl with long black hair had pushed Jill's top up, exposing her breast and caressing it with long delicate fingers, softly pinching the nipple again and again. Jill had one hand on the tit of a girl next to her and the other tangled in the hair of the girl that played with her boob. Some people watched intently and some people danced oblivious. Jill's eyes were closed and her face twisted in ecstasy. Clearly that drug surged full force now. 
 
   I stayed where I was, watching, drinking in every detail of my sexy wife. The man behind her was really into his pretend fuck, timing his thrusts with the heavy beat of the music. 
 
   The crowd parted slightly and I saw Jill's black panties around her thighs. 
 
   Before I could stop myself I ducked down and looked up; from below I saw his tube of flesh disappear into Jill. That man behind her was fucking my wife. I stood up before getting trampled and stared, amazed. That man was fucking my wife! Out in the open on the dance floor! Given this crowd I guess I should have seen this coming but I didn't. I was stunned.
 
   The music and swirling lights and fog made the scene surreal. Jill's body shook in time with his hard thrusts as he drove his cock up into her. 
 
   I took it all in; the crowd, the music, the lights, the smoke. Time slowed and every detail imprinted on my mind. My wife's body moved in slow-motion as he repeatedly drove his cock in and out. This was animal sex. I was sure she'd not even seen his face. This was just hard cock fucking wet pussy.
 
   His head came forward with a snap. He bit her shoulder playfully and her face contorted. Her mouth opened and a cry escaped her and I realized he must be swelling inside her as he ejaculated. He wrapped his arms around her head and bit her again and jerked several times as bolts of sperm blasted her womb. 
 
   Then I noticed the man to her left had his erect cock sticking out of his zipper, as did another man on her right. They all planned on fucking her. As the first guy pulled out, the man on the left took his place, sinking his hard dick into her semen infused cunt. Her mouth fell open again at this new intrusion and her eyebrows arched. People helped steady her as they all continued dancing. Seconds later this new man began to move in and out of her. Next to Jill another girl got fucked.
 
   Long black-haired girl stepped closer and kissed my wife and Jill hugged her tightly and returned the kiss with passion. The two women ran their hands all over each other as Jill got fucked. When the man pulled Jill's hips back hard and pumped her full of cum, I moved through the crowd and blocked the next guy. He started to protest until I showed him my wedding ring and then he backed away. Another girl saw his waving erection and called me a “cock-blocker” and nonchalantly leaned down to blow him. 
 
   I sheltered Jill and her make-out partner until the girls stopped kissing and then moved them off the floor to the edge of the roof, where they started kissing again. I let them go at each other and made my way to the bar for three bottles of water. When I returned a man leaned against the retaining wall and Jill sucked his cock while her new girlfriend ate her cum-filled pussy. Jill was insatiable. Any erection would do.
 
   Jill raised droopy eyes to me. The drug now had her fully. She licked her lips and motioned me closer and pulled down my zipper when I stepped up. She placed my mostly soft penis against his erect one and sucked us both simultaneously. I began to stiffen. I looked down and realized he was much bigger than me and found that perversely thrilling. I scanned the crowd. Lots of people were having sex now and every cock I saw was big. I guess that makes sense at a porn party but I hadn't considered it before.
 
   Jill stopped sucking as Black Hair found her clit and sent waves of pleasure through her. In another first, I watched Jill have a mini orgasm from a woman eating her pussy. The girl wiped her mouth on the back of her hand and floated away and Jill returned her attention to us, sucking hard like she wanted to make us cum. 
 
   Now that her pussy was free a muscular black man from the crowd moved to fill it. He pulled his shirt off over his head and dropped his pants, kicking off his shoes. His wide cock stuck straight out from his body with no curve at all. He pushed a small wicker love seat around and scooped Jill into his arms, stealing her from us. He placed her on her back and moved up between her legs.
 
   When Jill looked down her body and saw a black guy with a huge erection between her knees, she moaned and pulled her skirt out of his way. Her head fell back onto the seat cushion. As far as I knew, Jill had never been with a black man.
 
   “Can I have him, John?” she whimpered, her voice slowed by the drug. “I've always wanted to get fucked by a black guy. Did you know that? Spread my little pussy for him, Baby. Let him know my husband says he's welcome.”
 
   I reached down and with two fingers opened her labia. He gave me a cocky grin. His dick was jet-black and rock hard. He curled his hands around her thighs and pulled her closer.
 
   My gaze was riveted to that monster black cock. This was a new kind of excitement. A new taboo had been added to our mix and this was a strong one. Jill's admission had me inflamed and my penis ached, craving release. She was the lamb on the altar about to be sacrificed to the black God of Cock. 
 
   She reached down, searching for him, and wrapped her fingers when she found him. She pulled him down to her hole and pulled his cock forward, guiding him. She was so slick from saliva and semen and her own excitement he slid right in, forcing her pussy wide. Jill arched her back and clawed the seat cushion.
 
   “Fuck!” she cried. “He's so hard!”
 
   It was true; his penis was a black and unyielding bar of iron.
 
   Maybe it was the drug surging through her or maybe it was her first black cock, but my wife turned into a savage animal. He worked that bulky shaft deeper and deeper. Jill climaxed when he was only half way in and her orgasm caught her completely by surprise. Her cries drew others to us and soon we were at the bottom of a pit of people, all watching and playing with each other. The women seemed especially affected by the debauchery before them, like they understood exactly what my wife experienced. One woman asked me if Jill had ever fucked a black guy and when I said no a murmur moved through the crowd.
 
   Once he had his cock fully buried he held it there, flexing his butt. His ass puckered and his big black balls lifted as he pushed more and more blood into his member. He expanded Jill on the inside and drove her crazy. 
 
   Some women couldn't take her sounds of pleasure and grabbed any man close and started fucking right there. Minutes later we were surrounded by tits and cocks and pussies and asses. I stood back. This scene was intense and I wanted to see it all.
 
   Jill's hole was now stretched so wide her pink lips were white. He still had not started fucking her, instead continuing to make his cock bigger and bigger. My wife started begging him to fuck her, begging him to move that black cannon in and out and make her cum again. He laughed a deep and cruel laugh. 
 
   From my new angle I saw he had a heavy black ring around the base of his penis. This trapped the blood and made him impossibly thick. He waited, flexing, increasing his girth, until he had Jill almost crying with pleasure. Her little white pussy looked ready to burst.
 
   He drew his cock out and slowly pushed it back in and Jill howled. He was thicker than my wrist and covered with prominent veins. He laughed again and some of the men in the crowd encouraged him.
 
   “Fuck her good, Dylan.”
 
   “Teach that slut about black cock.”
 
   “You gonna give her a black baby, Dylan?”
 
   His bumpy cock rattled her as it pumped in and out. Her skin clung to him like oil, following ever ridge and rise all along his shaft. Jill tried to speed him up or make him give her the whole thing but he easily resisted her. His strength was enormous. He forced her to take him as he saw fit, torturing her with his hot inches, holding her just below her orgasm threshold, teasing her with this massive black cock in her guts until she was almost insane.
 
   When he asked for permission to shoot his sperm inside her in front of all these people, my wife screamed, “YES!” Dylan chuckled. He warned her that moment was still a long way away and moved his hips gradually faster, sawing that black monster in and out. 
 
   I will never get over what a large cock does to her. She transforms from a prim and proper professional into a writhing sex-loving freak. Her body takes over and she is lost to the intense sensations. 
 
   This time when she was ready to cum he allowed it, driving harder and faster as she peaked and exploded, her entire body caught up in the hurricane of an orgasm so powerful she almost passed out. He pushed it deep as her climax ended it and repeated the girth expanding tricks of earlier. Jill was too weak to stop him and moaned constantly at his dominating presence inside her. 
 
   Once he started fucking her again, he did not last long. He played cool but Jill's tiny white pussy got to him as much as his big black cock got to her. She clamped down as hard as she could, stimulating his dick more than he could handle, forcing him to push it all the way in and pump her full of semen. My dick stood up, watching him cum inside her. 
 
   After that the crowd broke up and drifted off. Dylan stuck around and I introduced Jill and myself. He pulled Jill onto his lap and she intimately curled up under his arm. Although I felt my first pang of jealousy, the contrast of their skin excited me. 
 
   Dylan still had the ring around his cock so his cock was still mostly erect. We sat there and talked and the whole time his dick stood up from his lap like a black cobra. After a while Jill could no longer resist and lowered her mouth over the head. 
 
   In real life my wife is powerful, pushy, determined, and dominant. Underneath all that is a longing to submit. Not to me; I'm her husband. A balanced relationship must exist between us. Jill craved to submit to strong and powerful men worthy of her supplication, men with a physical presence and undeniable power and attraction. Scott did it for her. Dylan did it for her. I knew there'd be others too.
 
   My challenge was to not take it personally. I do things for her that they cannot, but no one person can be everything to someone else. I had to set my ego aside and let her have this, or we had to completely back out and try to return to our former way of life. Because I found this life so erotic, my choice was easy. My always-so-aggressive wife was suddenly demure and passive. Wave a strong man with a big cock in her face and she knelt and bowed her head, and I found that one of the hottest things I'd ever known. 
 
   It was a dangerous combination for us. 
 
   Dylan and I chatted like old chums as my lawyer wife impaled her throat on his cock. Like Scott, seemed this kind of thing happened to him all the time. Dylan asked me about sports and we talked football for thirty minutes as Jill tried to make him cum. I think she actually enjoyed how he ignored her. She was his sex-pet, struggling to please her master. The more she tried the harder I got. 
 
   Finally, Dylan told me, “Hang on a quick second, John,” and gently cradled her head while he ejaculated into her mouth. Jill sucked him like a deep-sea vacuum, bobbing her head slightly and coaxing a steady flow of sperm with lips and tongue and gulping down every drop.
 
   When he finished he instructed her to keep his cock in her mouth and play with it and she did, while Dylan finished speaking about the Miami Dolphins defense. I was hard as steel. His control over her was intense. Emotionally, it was difficult to see another man rule my wife like this. Dylan knew what he did. Jill was not the first wife he'd corrupted in front of her husband. 
 
   Another black guy walked near us and Dylan called out, “Hey, Trey, come sample some of this.”
 
   Trey stepped closer and Dylan told Jill to suck his cock. Trey started to unzip his pants but Jill slapped his hands away and did it for him. Another thick black cock flopped into view and Jill did not hesitate, opening her mouth and wrapping both hands around the shaft. Dylan and I watched her as she worked Trey over, once again trying to make a man cum. Trey was slow to rise but looked like he may end up being thicker than Dylan. Other than to rest a hand on Jill's head, Trey ignored my wife and spoke directly to Dylan. 
 
   “You going to be at Jamal's place Tuesday? I might go.”
 
   “Hell yes,” Dylan replied.
 
   They talked about their last movie together as my wife kept sucking, trying to please him and win his attention. Trey's phone buzzed in his hand and he checked the message as Jill kept sucking.
 
   “Aw, man, I have to bounce. Rain-check?”
 
   Dylan nodded and Trey pulled his large erection away from a very disappointed Jill. Trey stuffed his dick back into his pants and left. 
 
   Dylan told Jill to lick his balls and she moved to the floor between his legs and got to work. He casually returned to his conversation regarding the Dolphins prospects for next year. He knew exactly what he did. I wondered if I ordered Jill to lick my balls too if she'd do it. I doubted it. Reality is a great way to fuck up a perfectly good fantasy. I said nothing but watched her roll his testicles around.
 
   Eventually some friends bumped into him and stole Dylan away. The drug still rocked Jill so she wanted to dance and burn energy. After five minutes on the dance floor her top came off and her skirt came down. Several other girls danced naked and Jill joined them.
 
   In the crowd I saw the skinny black guy that had provided Jill the drug and worked my way around until I reached him.
 
   “How long does that shit last?” I asked. He laughed. 
 
   “Maybe four hours. She having a good time?”
 
   “Amazing. Can I get another pill for her? I'll pay for it.”
 
   “Naw, man, take it. It's all good. Don't do more than two though, cool?”
 
   “Appreciate it. Thanks.”
 
   We shook hands and on the way back I picked up Jill's top and skirt.  She and the other girls, plus two more, all danced naked in a tight knot of sweaty flesh. Tits rubbed on tits and hands squeezed asses, fingers found pussies and mouths kissed passionately. The girls were gorgeous and crazy horny and a large circle of us watched. One girl knelt in front of Jill and ate her pussy while another knelt in back and ate her ass. Jill barely kept her balance as she pinched her nipples and played with her tits. Her cries of pleasure were different from sex with a man. She climaxed standing and had to sit down. I met her on the floor and steered her towards some patio furniture. We sat as all the girls went back to each other.
 
   Jill rested her head on my shoulder, her voice dreamy and unfocused. “John, sweet husband, this is wild. I never even imagined something like this. These people live like this every day. I could lose myself in this life. Do you think you could still love me if we became one of them? Scott says I'd would make a fortune. He said my looks are super-hot right now. What do you think, Baby, you want a porn-star wife?”
 
   I tipped her head back and gazed into her eyes. She joked, but not completely. All her life she'd done everything right and followed the rules and had so much success she was sure she was doing the right thing. 
 
   Then Ben breaks in and turns our world upside-down. One domino knocks the next and here we are, my wife nude in front of hundreds, cum dripping from her pussy and none of it mine. Could I have a porn-star wife? Fuck yes, and I told her so. She didn't answer but smiled sweetly. The option was hers to take. 
 
   I debated giving her the second pill but held off for now as she still seemed strongly affected by the first. I pulled her head back to my shoulder. It bothered her not at all she was nude except for high heels. At the moment her courtroom life was a distant memory. Her eyes rolled around as she watched all the beautiful bodies moving beneath the fog and the flashing colorful lights.
 
   Scott found us and took a seat. He looked energized and revved up with a noticeably large bulge and I wondered how he'd spent his night so far. He asked how our night went and I told him everything, concluding with the double-girl oral feast.
 
   “Sorry I missed all that,” he joked. “Dylan is a good guy but Trey is an asshole. Stay away from that guy. He has a problem with boundaries.”
 
   “His cock was so big,” Jill offered. 
 
   Scott smiled at her. “You know what you like.”
 
   “I do. How lucky am I to have a husband that understands and likes it too?”
 
   Scott looked at me. “I think maybe he is the lucky one.”
 
   It was my turn to smile.
 
   “Trust me,” he continued. “Trey is bad news. He's hurt girls and a lot of us won't work with him. I won't have anything to do with the guy.”
 
   He aimed his eyes back at Jill on the wicker love seat. From feet to face he slowly and deliberately devoured every inch of her. Naked and suddenly feeling shy, Jill pulled her knees up to her chest. She actually looked bashful. A glimmer of light caught my eye and I looked more closely. Cum from several men leaked from her labia. 
 
   “I want you,” Scott said to Jill. She melted. 
 
   Only then did I realized she worried Scott would be jealous of what she'd done with Dylan and the others. She worried about my jealousy not at all. Her concern was she had somehow disappointed Scott and now he wouldn't want her. When he said he did, she lit up with desire and relief. She leaned back and opened her knees just a little, offering.
 
   “Not here,” he said. 
 
   He checked the party to see who remained. The event still raged but Scott seemed satisfied with how things progressed and called a short red-haired guy over. He gave the man instructions and a handful of money and the man assured Scott everything was under control and the VIPs would be taken care of. 
 
   Scott looked at me. “Get her dressed. Let's get out of here.”
 
   I did as instructed. Jill helped. I had trouble locating her lost panties but finally did. As Jill pulled them up she said, “How many men fucked me?”
 
   I shrugged because I honestly didn't know. 
 
   “I'd go without these but cum would run down my legs. Can't have that, can we?”
 
   Once again I had to marvel at Jill's comfort with her new role. 
 
   Scott made a call and we headed for the elevator. In the lobby we passed people here and there and Jill's outfit turned heads. Not only is she gorgeous, but she walked with two men in an intimate way. Anyone could see we'd both been her lovers. She held both our hands and rubbed her body against us. Down on the street Scott turned uptown and a block later we entered a swanky restaurant called Edwardo's. Scott stepped up to speak to the hostess and Jill turned to face me.
 
   “Honey,” she began. “Would it upset you if I was Scott's date for the rest of the night? I think it would be so hot to date a porn-star. You can stay, of course, but I'm his girl and not yours. Just this once?”
 
   I'm not a big fan of humiliation but something about this intrigued me. Jill and I wore matching wedding bands. Everyone would know what was happening and I liked that idea. Clearly, Jill did too. Previously we'd lived such a private life. It thrilled to step out publicly like this and in such a provocative way. Now Jill and I were the social pariahs; following our own code, ignoring what others think. 
 
   “Okay,” I agreed. My nervous heart skipped.
 
   Scott grinned and pulled Jill close. They kissed and their tongues danced. Her hand rested on his tattoo, the wedding ring I gave her gleamed like a beacon of unseemly behavior. I felt like such a bad boy.
 
   As we waited for our table other patrons arrived. To a person they all gave Jill a hard look and then assessed Scott and me. The dynamic was easy to decipher; this was a married woman behaving badly. Most of the men grinned, most of the women sneered. Except for the nipples, Jill's tits were visible all the way around. The men waiting to be seated struggled to avoid looking at her. The women watched their men to be sure they did. Jill caused problems just standing there. It was great. 
 
   An older woman got fed up and thought she would berate Jill for dressing like that in public but after her first step towards us Scott turned and gave her such a scathing look she stopped in her tracks. I thought Scott might actually slap her. He shook his head once, slowly, and stared her down and the older woman retreated. Jill smiled angelically.
 
   I think the hostess worked extra hard to get us a table because we did not stand in the lobby long. We walked through the restaurant, Jill and Scott arm in arm and me trailing behind, until they showed us our booth. Virtually every head turned. Risqué clothing aside, Jill is stunning in both body and face. 
 
   Jill sat between us but next to Scott with a leg over his and a hand in his lap. He had his arm across her shoulders. It stung, I won't lie, but in a perverted way I liked it. I do not understand why. The waitress took our order and brought us our food and the whole time Jill and Scott behaved like teenagers in love. I was included in their conversation but not their bubble of intimacy. 
 
   I spoke. “So, Scott, what's the deal with Trey?”
 
   Scott chewed a bite of steak and swallowed. “He thinks he can take what he wants and will until someone stops him. He has few friends in the business and the women especially do not want to work with him. A few have accused him of rape but in this industry that charge usually falls on deaf ears. He's gotten away with a lot. Got his ass royally kicked last year when he roughed up the wrong woman. He thought she had no friends but found out otherwise.” He turned from me to Jill. “But you sure liked his big black dick, didn't you?”
 
   Jill coughed around a bite of hamburger. “Yes.”
 
   The drug was almost gone off but she still had fire in her eyes. We talked and ate and sipped our wine, and all the while Jill was his girl. I had a knot in my gut that was strangely erotic. When we finished we paid and left and walked off dinner around the city. Scott carried Jill's shoes for her. We ended up back at the MacArthur building and Scott said he wanted to run up to check on things. Jill said she'd wait in the lobby. I needed to use the restroom. 
 
   Jill was gone when I returned and I assumed she'd used the ladies room. I waited patiently for her but she did not appear. I began to wonder if she'd gone up to Scott after all and considered going up too, but if she was still in the ladies’ room I'd miss her. I waited some more. Across the lobby there was a coat-check room and there was light coming from under the door. I was almost positive that light wasn't on when I first walked in. I decided to investigate as I waited for Jill. 
 
   I was four feet away when I heard a feminine groan. 
 
   I tried the knob but it was locked. An open counter area led around so I hopped it and circled back. I encountered another locked door but this one had slats down the center. I put my eye to a slit and looked in.
 
   My wife was held against the far wall. With one hand Trey twisted a wrist behind her back. His other was clamped over her mouth. Jill struggled hard. I tested the doorknob and found it locked. I was about to pound on the door when Trey spoke.
 
   “Lawyer, huh?” he growled. “All you high-class bitches are the same. You kick and fight and then Trey gets it in you and you all sing so sweetly.”
 
   Jill twisted her body and her arm but his strength was tremendous. She went nowhere. His muscles bunched as he kept her pinned.
 
   “You sucked this cock earlier and you loved it. Now I'm going to fuck you with it and you're going to love that too. Trey knows what you white bitches want.”
 
   He turned her body towards me and forced her over the counter, pinning her down with his weight. Through the slats, her face was now less than a foot from me. She kicked her legs trying to hurt him so he stepped closer and inside their range. He kept his huge hand over her mouth while he fumbled for a second with his pants. Jill yelled into his palm when she felt his cock nestle between her thighs. Her eyes were angry and defiant. Trey grabbed her free wrist and again pinned it behind her back. He leaned over her.
 
   “Are you wet?” he leered. “I'm going to find out in a second. Don't go anywhere.”
 
   
  
 

Jill threw her meager weight back at him, trying to shrug him off, but he had her pinned at such a helpless angle it did nothing. He looked down his stomach and aimed his cock at her pussy. Jill tried to wiggle up the counter and get away but couldn't. When she felt the tip of his dick touch her pussy, she threw her weight away from him, desperate now to flee this nightmare. Trey took his time, nudging his cock deeper a little bit at a time. She exhausted herself against his iron grip. He pushed deeper every time she moved. Her eyes were filled with rage. Rage, and something else.
 
   I again thought about banging on the door I but for some reason I remembered Ben in our garage. I thought about the way he forced her and my suspicion she actually liked it. On a hunch, I elected to wait and see what happened. I was right here and could break in on a moment's notice. I wouldn't allow him to actually hurt her. 
 
   Trey paused a moment and Jill did too and Trey used that against her. His shoulders lunged and Jill screamed into his hand and I knew that huge black cock was now buried inside my wife. Trey pulled out and quickly shoved it back in and Jill screamed again but the sound had an entirely different timbre. 
 
   Trey put his weight on her back and forced her torso flat onto the counter-top. Trey let go of her wrist to hold her waist and his hips began a strong in and out. I knew his dick was huge but I marveled at how far he had to pull his hips back to fuck her. She made weeping sound but no tears flowed from her angry eyes. With her free hand she pushed against the door in to brace herself, the door that separated my wife from me. 
 
   Trey kept her pinned with his body and buried his long cock on each thrust. Jill took it and waited for the next. Slowly, his hard black cock converted her. Inches from her face, I saw her slow seduction. Those weeping sounds were her admitting to herself she actually wanted him to fuck her. Minutes later Trey knew he could safely uncover her mouth and he did. Jill lifted to her elbows and Trey held her waist with both hands as he moved with easy thrusts in and out of her. She lifted her ass to offer him her pussy. 
 
   “I knew it,” he gloated. 
 
   “Shut up and fuck me,” Jill grunted.
 
   Trey did as he was told. He grabbed Jill's hair and pulled her neck back and drove his black steel beam deep over and over. He slapped her ass hard and roughly pinched her nipples. Jill yelped and bit her lips and even cried out sometimes but always lifted her hips to help him get that cock deep. 
 
   “Scott will hate that I fucked you. He might never fuck you again. You gonna tell him?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “I won't either then. As long as I can fuck you when I visit Vegas. You want me to fuck you again?”
 
   “No, I never want to see you again.”
 
   “Ha! That's my girl. Okay, tell me to stop and I will.” 
 
   Trey continued fucking my wife with long slow strokes. Here was her chance to make him stop, if that's what she really wanted.
 
   “Say it,” Trey challenged.
 
   Jill said nothing. She bit her bottom lip and hung her head in shame and marched her towards orgasm.
 
   “You want me to fuck you in Vegas?” Trey asked again.
 
   Jill twisted her head around
 
   “I fucking hate you,” she said right to his face. 
 
   He laughed and slapped her ass and she yelped again. He gripped her round butt cheeks and pushed a thumb up her asshole. My wife groaned from pleasure. Trey fucked her in both holes for a minute and then stopped and completely withdrew his thumb and cock. Jill whimpered with disappointment and moved her pussy in small circles, longing for penetration.
 
   “Vegas?” he demanded.
 
   Jill hung her head in defeat.
 
   “Yes, okay, yes. You can fuck me when you visit Vegas but only as long as my husband can watch. I can hide it from Scott but never John. I'm so close, make me cum.”
 
   “Watch? Hell yes! Ha! That turns me on. I love fucking white women in front of their husbands. You'd be surprised.”
 
   He pushed his thumb back up her ass and then aimed his cock up her pussy. 
 
   “UUUuunnnnnhhhh,” Jill moaned. “Oh God, you're going to make me cum. Big cocks feel so good.”
 
   Trey laughed and plowed her pussy. His thighs slapped her ass and her hands became fists. She bit a knuckle. 
 
   “Tell me to cum in you.”
 
   Jill bit down harder on her knuckle.
 
   “You want me to stop again? Tell me.”
 
   My wife shuddered. She loved being forced.
 
   “Cum in my hot pussy, Trey, please. I actually do want you to. I'm such a slut. My poor husband. Shoot every drop deep inside me you fucker. Empty those big black balls.”
 
   Trey hit a rhythm designed to make my wife orgasm and, minutes later, it did. His thumb still worked her rectum so when she climaxed, it was earth-moving. She covered her mouth with both hands and screamed. 
 
   “Oooooohhhh Fuck! God help me! Fuck! Fuck! FUCK! Aaaaaahhh!”
 
   Id' never seen her orgasm face up-close and it was beautiful. My slutty little bride came hard on a thug’s cock and she hated herself for it but that self-recrimination only fueled her intensity. Behind her Trey grunted and turned loose his flood. Sloshing and slurping sounds filled their little room as their combined juices dripped from the merging of their bodies.
 
   I'd seen enough. I slipped away back to the couch in the lobby and waited for her. She emerged minutes later, walking back to me on shaky legs. She'd straightened her clothing but had guilty eyes.
 
   “Where have you been?” I asked innocently.
 
   She sat next to me. I saw no sign of Trey. She searched for the right words.
 
   “I did something stupid,” she confessed. 
 
   “What?”
 
   “Have you seen Scott yet?”
 
   “No, I think he's still upstairs. I can text him. What's wrong, Jill?”
 
   She sighed and took my hands. She admitted everything. Trey had surprised her and pulled her into a coat closet but after her initial fright, she'd wanted it and the rougher the better. She told me every detail, exactly as I'd seen it. Weird as it sounds my trust in her grew.
 
   When she finished I kissed her hand. 
 
   “I won't tell Scott,” I replied.
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   “You love being forced.”
 
   “I do. Does that lower your opinion of me, Honey?”
 
   “Not at all. We like what we like. Do you think less of me because I love watching?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “See? We're even.”
 
   We kissed softly. 
 
   “Our life is so strange now,” she whispered.
 
   I nodded. She was right. In a very short time we had reshaped it into something completely different, something better.
 
   “Should we head upstairs?”
 
   “No,” Jill replied. “I need a breather. Let's wait for Scott.”
 
   We sat in contemplative silence for a while and then Jill asked, “Does it bother you that Trey fucked me?”
 
   “No. I'm sorry I missed it.”
 
   “Really? You'd want to see me taken by force?”
 
   I paused before answering. “I'm sorry, Baby, but yes. A submissive little girl lives inside you and she only comes out to play with aggressive hung men. I think it's sexy so yes, I'd like to watch that too. I'd need to know you weren't actually in danger. If not, yeah, fuck the bitch's brains out.”
 
   She shook her head in disbelief. I watched her file that away for later.
 
   We talked about things we'd seen at the party and people we'd met. She volunteered she only barely felt the drug anymore. Time passed. We sat close, touching and kissing. She was radiantly sexy. I thought about all that semen she carried inside her and grew stiff.  
 
   The elevator doors opened and Scott stepped out with a gorgeous woman with blonde hair to her waist and a tall Asian man wearing jeans but no shirt or shoes and showing every muscle on the human body in perfect definition. Scott had an arm around each of them and all three of them laughed. When Scott saw Jill he slipped free and went to her, collected my wife in his arms and kissed her deeply. 
 
   Scott and Jill led the way with Blonde and Asian behind them. I followed. Scott must have called the limo from upstairs because it waited for us at the curb. We climbed into the back and drove away. 
 
   Scott introduced Asian as Dan and Blonde as Candy and we all shook hands. Jill sat next to Scott on one side and Dan and Candy sat together on the other. I had a spot near the door. Candy wore a miniskirt like Jill but a bikini top instead of a halter. 
 
   We rode through the city, no destination in mind, talking and drinking and laughing. Jill occasionally leaned up and whispered in Scott's ear and they'd chuckle or smile or kiss. 
 
   Out of the blue Candy indelicately asked who I was and I answered, “Jill's husband.” 
 
   “Jill? This Jill? But she's all over Scott.”
 
   “Isn't she?” I responded. “Sexy little tart.”  
 
   Scott's cell rang and he answered it. He spoke briefly giving short yes and no answers, followed by a sigh.
 
   “Fine,” he concluded. “But he better behave himself or I'm dumping him on the street.”
 
   He turned and gave the driver instructions and the car swung around. Soon we pulled up to a curb. Dylan and Trey climbed in; Dylan next to Jill, Trey next to Candy. Scott seemed a little formal as he made introductions. Awkward.
 
   “Thanks, Scott,” Dylan offered. “Yellow Cab is swamped, said the wait was over an hour. I'm tired and want to get home.”
 
   “No problem, we were close.”
 
   An uncomfortable silence settled in around us. I'd watched Trey force himself on my wife less than an hour ago. From time to time Jill glanced at him nervously but that whore also stole peeks at his bulge! He'd ravaged her and she seemed to have forgiven him and wanted more. She was careful Scott did not catch her. 
 
   Trey had the same smug smile on his face he always has. He turned his attention to Candy and started chatting. Dan was jealous and irritated but kept his mouth closed. Trey made a comment that both women were world-class beauties and Scott rolled his eyes and Dylan looked at the floor. Dan narrowed his eyes like he wondered what Trey was up to. Unfortunately, the women ate it up. Trey went on to say the girls were making him uncomfortably hard and pushed his dick around and Candy blurted he should just take it out so it didn't hurt. Dan gave her a scathing look.
 
   “Can I?” Trey asked innocently. “That would be great. Thanks.”
 
   Down came his zipper and out came his big black erection. Scott gave Dylan an annoyed look. Dylan shrugged. His face seemed to say, “He's a jerk; what can I do?” Dan took one glance at it and, disgusted, stared out the passenger window. They only persons happy with Trey, were Trey and Candy and Jill. 
 
   The girls looked at each other with knowing-smiles. Not only was Trey model-handsome, but his cock was probably the biggest and prettiest in the car. Not every woman cares about that but plenty do and Jill and Candy were two of them. Candy licked her lips but stayed where she was but I felt her growing desire to touch it coming off her in waves. Jill too.
 
   Everyone got really quiet and the tension in the limo shot through the roof. Trey pulled on his loose cock-skin a few times until every inch of him towered out from his zipper. If I had a penis like that I might be an arrogant asshole too.
 
   Candy whispered something to Dan but he refused to acknowledge her. She waited for him and then gave a tiny shrug and turned to Trey. They locked eyes and her desire was obvious. He leaned back and let go his cock which swayed slowly side to side.
 
   Candy broke. Dan obviously wanted her to behave herself but if you are going to get involved with a porn star you better expect impulse-control issues. 
 
   From her spot on the seat she moved to her knees between Trey's legs. I suspect everyone in the porn industry has such issues. From talking with Scott I knew drug use and infidelity were rampant.  Candy held Trey's dick at the base and admired it before opening her mouth wide and lowering it around the head. Her cheeks dented as she sought to vacuum his cum out. Trey grunted.
 
   Jill struggled. Her new-found sexual freedom was under assault. I'd opened the door for her and now it seemed Scott had closed it. Jill hated that. She looked at me for help. I understood exactly what she felt and met her eyes.
 
   “It's your life,” I said.
 
   Jill made a decision. She took Scott's hand and faced him.
 
   “Sorry, Scott, don't hate me.”
 
   She kissed a knuckle and let go. Seconds later she joined Candy on her knees.
 
   Scott was surprised and a little irritated. 
 
   Together the girls feasted on Trey’s black cock. He placed a hand on each head and made them choke and gag in turn. While Jill held a testicle in her mouth, Candy was forced to take as much shaft as possible. He was rough with them but neither girl backed away. Dan refused to watch his woman but Scott and I paid close attention to ours. 
 
   Despite his feelings, Scott got hard and moved to the floor. He took his cock out and while Jill was on her knees sucking Trey, Scott pushed his huge penis up her pussy. Candy was on the floor sucking Trey's scrotum and the two women moved their mouths closer from each end. Trey clawed the car seat. Candy had his entire bag rolling around her tongue and Jill had the top six inches of his cock lodged in her mouth. 
 
   When Scott reached her cervix, Jill pulled her mouth away and gasped for air. Candy moved into a sixty-nine with my wife and began licking her clit and slathering Scott's balls as they went by. Trey half-stood in the car and fucked Jill's mouth. 
 
   On her back, Candy spread her legs for balance. This pushed her mini-skirt up around her waist and since she wore no panties, Trey looked down to a glorious wet pussy. He dropped to his knees and kissed Jill deeply as he lined his cock up and penetrated Candy. She howled into my wife's pussy at the stuffing of her cunt. Trey grabbed Jill's head and forced her down to lick Candy's pussy, just as Scott grabbed Candy's head and lifted it to Jill's. The women moaned and screamed from insane pleasure as huge cocks fucked them and a pretty girl licked them. 
 
   I had to take my penis out. This was too much. Dan had turned to watch the defilement of his woman and his agonized face fueled my erotic rush. He was tormented by Candy's actions, torn apart by angst. My penis swelled to bright red hardness. The scene before me was exciting enough, but somehow Dan's suffering enhanced my excitement. I love women that can't resist sex and a big hard cock. I'm thrilled my woman is one. I empathized with Dan, knew exactly what he felt and wished him well, but totally got off on his pain.
 
   I came well before the others and I came hard. My semen shot out and landed on Candy's stomach and Jill's back. 
 
   The girls came right after I did, for the first time anyway, and the men just kept fucking them. Not until the girls climaxed a second time did the men let go and pump their massive load of sperm deep into two waiting wombs. 
 
   Dylan had his cock out by now too and when Scott pulled out of Jill, he moved into position and began fucking her. He lasted only a short time before he gripped her hips and shot her full for a second time tonight.
 
   Dan ordered the driver to stop and got out. All of us tried to talk him back into the limo but he was furious. 
 
   “You promised!” he yelled at Candy. She had no valid response so she just looked at him with guilt all over her face. 
 
   “Baby,” she pleaded, “You know how I am. Get back in the car, Honey.”
 
   Trey pulled her back to his lap as Dan slammed the door. 
 
   “Home,” Scott told the driver.
 
   At Scott's flat we had wall-to-wall sex. At least they did. Candy and Jill serviced all three of those guys again and again and when the men finally ran out of gas, they went at each other until exhausted. 
 
   Sunday morning Candy left first thing to try and save her relationship with Dan, which she seemed to think would be pretty easy. I had my doubts but one never knows. Dylan and Trey took off too and Scott and Jill closed the door to talk. Tonight she was his girl, after all. In twenty minutes I heard moaning so I guess they reached an understanding. 
 
   I fell asleep on the couch and only woke when Jill said it was time to head for the airport after a quick stop at a pharmacy. She was fresh and lovely and ready to go. I showered quickly and thanked Scott and off we went.
 
   Back at home Jill and I were horny all the time. We talked dirty to each other whenever we had sex and both of us went crazy. On the outside our life was the same but secretly we were maniacs. Conservative and professional to the public, in private we were freaks. Our trip to Los Angeles threw the door wide open. Anything was possible.
 
   Fueled by all our recent memories we had sex every day and sometimes two and three times a day. Jill asked me to use the Scott-toy often and told me everything she wanted to do with him next time. I tried to fuck her ass like Scott had done but she redirected me.
 
   “Let's save that for special moments.”
 
   I knew that meant she wanted to save that for her lovers.
 
   She admitted she developed an emotional attachment to Scott and felt bad that she couldn't resist Trey. She had confessed to Scott and they'd talked about it while I slept on the couch. Scott said he forgave her and had no right to try to control her. He admitted life in porn made him distrustful of women. My wife told me after their talk they made some of the sweetest love of her life. She loved feeling him inside her, she loved being filled by him. Surrendering to him made perfect sense and felt exactly right. 
 
   Upon hearing those words pass her lips my penis grew to rock hardness. I should have felt threatened and I guess I did a little but for some reason my wife falling for a man because of the way he fucked her drove me wild. 
 
   Much later Jill was at work and I was home writing when I found the other pill.
 
   I turned it over in my hand remembering that crazy night. I'd left the pill in the medicine cabinet and with our busy lives, promptly forgot all about it. I went searching for the nail clippers and there it was, stuck behind the floss and chap-stick; a little green pill of joy. I knew with that pill I could make my wife fuck almost anybody, which begged an interesting question. So far we had been very careful to stay well outside our social circles. With Jill's reputation so important, we dared not risk anything. But if you had the ability to make your wife fuck anyone, who would you pick? The idea tantalized and titillated me. 
 
   When Jill got home that night she beamed.
 
   “I'm going to nail the bastard and this time there's no getting away.”
 
   Big Ben had been arrested again and once more claimed innocence. She went on to say another burglary had occurred which matched his methods perfectly. The police had tracked him down for questioning and arrested him for obstruction and resisting. He was held while they collected evidence and Jill had convinced the judge he was a flight risk. She could not wait to get to work convicting him.  
 
   Days became weeks. Jill was busy at work and I cranked out five thousand words a day. Life amazed. As time passed our sex life slowed down some but it never again fell as low as it was before all our wild adventures. 
 
   Eventually my desire to watch her grew to the point I wanted something to happen. With her buried in this latest case I knew taking a trip to Los Angeles was out of the question. I also knew there was no way she would consider someone close to home. I was stuck. 
 
   Two nights later, I awoke with a start. From lost in a dream to wide awake in three seconds, I was positive I'd heard the brief sound of breaking glass. I felt Jill sleeping next to me in the dark so I slipped out of bed and grabbed the M & P Shield from the nightstand. The weight of the gun reassured me as I opened our bedroom door. A light breeze stirred a curtain across the room and I took a step towards it and my neck exploded with searing pain as Ben Tasered my neck again. I tried to bring the gun up but he hit me again in the ribs.
 
   I awoke tied to a reading chair in our bedroom with a sock duct-taped into my mouth. Jill was tied to the bed, face up, legs spread wide, bound at wrists and ankles, and also gagged. I guessed he wasn't here for her mouth this time. 
 
   Ben undressed by the closet slowly and methodically. When he saw I was awake he stopped undressing and faced me, hands on hips. He wore only boxers and the lewd swaying of his big cock under the fabric would have been comical except I knew what was coming. He'd warned us.
 
   “I warned her, didn't I?” he asked, mirroring my thoughts. “I told her to leave me alone. She wronged me once and I made us even. Now she's done it again. This time the price will be a lot higher.”
 
   I tested my bonds but just like last time Ben had tied them well. He turned back towards Jill. She was fully awake now and freaking out. The muscles on her arms and legs stood out as she pulled hard against her restraints. She had a red mark under her ear and I guessed Ben had Tasered her too while she slept and then gone about his business calmly and casually. He walked next to her.
 
   “I've made plans to leave the country after this so don't even try to find me. No one will spend money trying to find a cheap thug like me. You are going to just take this and live with it. Just remember you brought this on yourself.”
 
   He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pulled down his boxers.
 
   His fat cock bounced up and hung at half-mast. He was excited with anticipation.   
 
   I could not take my eyes off it. It seemed a little bigger than last time but that was probably just my angle. Cum drooled from the tip and a long silver strand ran down to his underwear. He was already leaking with the assumption of fucking my wife. 
 
   Jill saw it and freaked out. She threw all her strength against the ropes that held her. She may love big cocks and she may love being forced but not like this and certainly not by Ben. Jill hates to lose more than anything else on earth and Ben was about to utterly conquer her. She was livid, yelling into her gag and no doubt threatening every kind of Hell fire. Ben did not give a fuck.
 
   He stepped out of his boxers and tossed them onto his stack of clothing. His big cock wobbled. Jill saw it and yelled again. Ben ran his hand up her leg grazing her pussy and over her taut stomach. He smoothly cupped a big breast and then ran his palm over a nipple, causing it to stand up. He ran the same hand over her other breast and lightly pinched that nipple. Jill arched her back in rage and threw her head against the pillow. He shushed her. 
 
   “This going to happen and you are just going to take it.”
 
   He wrapped his fingers around his cannon and lifted it for her to see.
 
   “Does this big cock scare you? You don't seem to be afraid. In fact, you can look right at it. Most girls can't. Is there something about you I don't know? Do you actually like my dick?  Maybe you want this?”
 
   He slapped his penis in the palm of his other hand and chuckled and turned to me.
 
   “You don't seem too upset either. Not like most husbands. Are you guys into kinky shit? Doesn't matter, I'm still gonna fuck your woman, just curious is all.”
 
   He leaned over the bed. His dick was almost erect now and stood by itself. He held it directly over Jill's face. She kept her eyes closed for about three seconds but then opened them and renewed her assault on her bindings, although she kept her eyes glued to his dick. He noticed and smiled.
 
   He moved around to the foot of the bed and climbed up on his knees. Jill kicked her legs furiously. Ben gently ran a finger up and down between her labia.
 
   “Wet? Really? You? I've done this many times and you'd probably be surprised how many bitches get wet. I don't know if it is a self-preservation thing because my cock is big or if their bodies just react to the sight of a hard dick. I was sure you would be one of the girls that stayed dry as a bone but you surprised me.”
 
   He leaned over and looked her in the eyes.
 
   “You want me to fuck you, Honey? Hmm? You want Big Ben? Just tell me no if you don't and I'll pack up and leave you alone. Tell me. Tell me no.”
 
   Jill screamed into her gag and Ben laughed.
 
   “Yeah, that joke just never gets old.”
 
   He ran both hands up her legs, avoiding her pussy, and then back down again. He did it again but stopped at her pelvis and placed his thumbs on each side of her labia and pulled, spreading her pussy open without touching it. He moaned a little as he gazed into her sweet, wet, pink folds and Jill yelled into her gag yet again, mortified. 
 
   He moved closer and ran his hands up her tummy to her big full tits. He squeezed and rubbed them and flicked the nipples a little. His cock was dangerously close to her vagina now and I held my breath. Jill kept looking down her body to see him getting ever closer and tried to close her legs, almost crying, overwhelmed with frustration. Ben rose up and lowered his hips. His cock head touched her labia and she jumped and kicked her feet. He relaxed his weight onto her and her pussy lips mashed to each side.
 
   So close to her small vagina, his cock looked enormous. The head covered her opening by more than double and I thought there was no way he would fit. He held it at the base and circled the tip a few times, wetting it, and then lined it up to her tunnel again. 
 
   He left his lower body where it was and put his face over hers. 
 
   “You ready, bitch? Old Big Ben is about to know you in the biblical sense. You will never forget this day. I'm about to fuck your pussy and your mind and that's what will really piss you off years from now. I hope I knock you up. I'm sure there are a few Little Bens running around out there somewhere. You gonna name our baby after me?”
 
   Ben lowered his cock and Jill's labia spread wide, slowly wrapping around the mushroom tip and engulfing him. The head disappeared inside my wife and she hollered, no doubt calling Ben every profane name in the book. He pushed deeper and all the air left Jill's lungs. He pushed again and she groaned like she'd been punched in the gut. He chuckled. She panted, trying to catch her breath. He had only a third of his massive spear inside her. 
 
   When he pulled out and held it up for all to see, glistening with wetness. He looked down at his huge gleaming erection and pushed it back in, deeper than before. Jill kicked and screamed but she was absolutely helpless. He fucked her with short strokes, always nudging the head a little deeper. Her pussy stretched wide to accept his giant phallus.
 
   With unrelenting insistence Ben conquered my wife. Soon he was slick with her juice and sliding in and out smoothly. Her struggles had reduced but she still sought to escape. As I mentioned earlier; Jill hates to lose.
 
   That was when I noticed that while my bindings around my wrists were tight, the arm on this chair had come a little loose. I checked on Ben but he was completely occupied with fucking Jill. I lifted the arm and pushed my wrist forward and a loop of rope slipped free. I pulled it back and repeated the process. In front of me I heard Ben grunt as he thrust and an involuntary moan escape Jill.
 
   Four loops later I had enough slack to move my hand. I tugged the rope up and away and produced more slack.
 
   I slipped my hand free.
 
   A quick glance at Ben showed him focused on impregnating my woman. With my free hand I loosened the other side and then, moving as little as possible, I freed my ankles too.
 
   I sat unmoving. Before too long Ben buried his face in Jill's neck as he drove his manhood up into her guts and I slid from the chair to his pile of clothes. My gun was out in the living room but the Taser was just under his shirt. I grabbed it and crawled towards the foot of the bed. He never saw me coming.
 
   One second he is balls deep inside my wife and the next I jam the Taser into the arch of his bare foot and sent fifty-thousand volts racing up his spine. His muscles clamped down and he rolled to the side a little and before he moved again I reached up and jabbed him under the chin. He made a weird gurgling sound in his throat and fell to the side, unconscious. His cock left Jill with a slushy pop.
 
   I shove him off Jill and quickly untie her and pull her off the bed. She rips the gag away and throws herself at me. We hug fiercely and kiss wildly.
 
   We talked a million miles an hour until I realized I'd better tie him up. He was way bigger than me and I'd hate to have to fight him. Jill helps and minutes later we have him on his back and secured at ankle and wrists, just like Jill was. I hand her the Taser and go to the other room to get my gun.
 
   When I got back Jill stood over him. He was still hard as steel and I wondered if he gobbled a Viagra before paying us a visit. He started waking up and Jill crouched next to his face.
 
   “So how about this, fucker? Looks like things went badly for you. Looks like you'll be going to prison for sexual assault, assaulting a federal officer, kidnapping, breaking and entering; I could go on and I guarantee you I fucking will. You are done.”
 
   Before I could move she pulled her hand back and slapped him hard. The sound bounced around our bedroom. Then she slapped him again, harder.
 
   He was awake now and furious. He pulled on his ropes but we had triple tied them. We watched him struggle trying to free himself. Jill loved it.
 
   “Maybe I should ram something up your ass? John, you want to fuck his ass?”
 
   I knew she was just messing with his head so I played along. 
 
   “That sounds good. I owe this asshole.”
 
   I stayed where I was. Ben glared at us with utter hate. It is a strange thing to have another human completely under your power. There are countless stories all throughout history of horrible things being done to humans by humans and gazing down at Ben I caught a faint glimpse of the attraction. Crazy images flashed through my mind. Jill breathed slow and deep as she gazed at our helpless captive. I tried to understand what she might be feeling but failed; I'm not a woman and I'm not Jill. I could not imagine. She seemed to be a tightly-controlled hurricane of emotions. Not knowing what came next, I told her I'd go call the cops. She nodded.
 
   I was a step away from our bedroom door when she spoke.
 
   “Wait.”
 
   I stopped and looked back. 
 
   She stared at Ben's enormous erection. It was as red as his face. He watched her face like a hawk, keeping his mouth closed which proved to me he was no idiot. I had no idea what came next so I waited.
 
   Jill ran her eyes over his chubby body. “I fucking hate you,” she told him, right to his face. “You are human scum.”
 
   He said nothing but sent a surge of blood racing into his dick. His engorged member swelled and throbbed and Jill's eyes widened and her lips parted. Her gaze was welded to his cock. He was out of shape but his penis radiated vitality and potency. The healthy pink colors only added to his masculine virility. He still glittered with Jill's pussy juice.  
 
   My wife sank to her knees. She stood his dick straight up.
 
   “What a fucking waste,” she admonished. “You could have made a fortune in porn. Right, Honey?”
 
   The last part was said over her shoulder looking at me. I nodded, watching her carefully. She returned her attention to Ben. She slid his skin up and down a few times. His erection was remarkable. She turned her head to examine it more closely. Ben was barely breathing as his victim willingly played with his cock. 
 
   Jill closed her mouth over the head.
 
   An atomic bomb detonated inside my skull. What-the-fuck? Her need ran far deeper than I ever suspected. How could she hate a man and still be attracted to his cock? Was she just torturing him? I had my answer seconds later when Jill stood and lowered her pussy to his dick. She spread her own lips and guided him to her hole and used her body weight to sink down onto him. Inch by inch he moved up inside her. The deeper he traveled, the more air that left Jill's lungs. She paused several times to adjust to his immense size but then down went her hips again. She stopped two inches shy and lifted her feet, forcing him deeper.
 
   At last his fat balls pressed against her opening. My wife could barely breathe. Her hands rested on his flabby and hairy chest but his cock lay buried in her soul. Her toes were curled, her legs and arms trembling, her jaw worked side to side. 
 
   Jill held Ben inside her without moving for a long minute. Even the slightest up or down or side to side caused a wave of intense expression to race across her face. Unaware I held my breath, I exhaled. She lifted her pussy an inch and pushed it back down and chewed her bottom lip. Honestly, her pussy looked ready to rip.
 
   “He's,” she began. “He's, fuck, he's, I can't...” was all she managed to say. 
 
   Inside their bag, I saw his balls lift and separate and fall back down. Whatever he was doing to her, she was also doing something extraordinary to him. 
 
   She grabbed a pillow and covered his face so she wouldn't have to look at him, but even that forced a deep and meaningful groan from her. She waited for her pussy to grow accustomed to him but he was so thick she began to suspect it wasn't going to happen.
 
   “Fuck it,” she growled, and moved her pussy up and down. She had to stop after a few seconds but, unable to resist, started up again right away. The sensation overwhelmed her and she stopped often but started again as soon as she could.
 
   Ben's cock was soaked. Pussy juice dripped from his balls. Jill was drenched and I needed no words to know how much she loved his dick. Wet slurping sounds filled our bedroom as she began fucking herself on his cock. Her eyes closed and her face was pure delighted concentration.  
 
   She and Ben were wet enough she rose almost all the way off his tower of meat and then dropped her hips with a slap of flesh at the bottom. Faster and faster she rode him and louder her cries of pleasure climbed. Her pussy gripped and polished his hard pole. She leaned back and grabbed both tits, pulling hard on her nipples. I recognize that part of her wanted to use him like he'd used her. She had the power now. She wanted revenge. But a much bigger part of her just wanted his huge cock fucking her. 
 
   The longer she fucked him the more out of control she became. His cock did things to her no other had. Her hips were a blur as she bounced up and down. 
 
    Then I heard that familiar gasp. Buried deep inside her the first inking of an orgasm had tingled and Jill had felt it. She slapped her pussy down again and again, chasing that climax, coaxing it forward. Her breathing was ragged and she'd started to sweat.
 
   “Ooooohhh, John, it's so different. I've never, oh my God, I've never felt anything like him. He's incredible.”
 
   She smashed her hips down and ground her pubic bone against his. I could only imagine the stirring that pole gave her guts. Jill gasped for breath and pushed him deeper.
 
   “Fuuuuuuuck! Baby, I'm dying. His cock is killing me. I'm feeling...things inside...I didn't know, I didn't know...”
 
   She started to softly weep. Water welled up in her eyes and spilled out onto her cheeks. She whipped the pillow off his face and grabbed his head and shocked all of us by kissing him. Ben is not an attractive man. Jill began dragging her pussy up and down his cock again but this time more slowly. This time she savored every electrified inch of penetration so intense it bordered on painful. She had to break her kiss to gasp for air.
 
   “You fucker,” she whimpered, gazing into his eyes. “Goddamn you. I fucking hate you. I fucking hate you.”
 
   Ben seemed to be in shock and said nothing. His eyes showed me the pleasure my wife's hot wet pussy gave him but this turn of events left him bewildered. He'd come to our home to assault my wife and exact vengeance and now she fucked him like her life depended on it. He never saw this coming. Jill fucked Ben like she never wanted it to end. Her face showed me she wanted this moment to last forever. 
 
   Her climax built inside her and brought her entire body along with it. I saw it on her face, in her clenched toes, across the muscles of her back and arms. Her pussy was the center of the universe. The fact it was Ben's cock she rode only added to the raunchy thrill and exciting wrongness. She was barely holding herself together.
 
   Sixty seconds later, she flew apart. She'd kept riding him with a smooth and steady pace as her body slowly collapsed and locked into place. One by one her muscles cramped and twisted until the tingling grew inside her and radiated out to every corner of her body. She pressed her full lips to Ben's and started a passionate kiss that faded away as her orgasm seized her. In seconds her back bowed and her screams filled our bedroom. Her nails clawed his chest and her pussy clutched his cock fiercely, squeezing it with a tight internal hug.  She screamed again and again as each new orgasmic wave smashed into her.
 
   Ben had held back, waiting for his opportunity. As her climax hit he raised his hips and worked his cock and seconds after hers began his did too. Like he tried to lift a wallet, Ben used her orgasm to cover his as he pumped a gallon of hot thick sperm into my wife. His grunts and groans added to her screams and I was blown away by the sheer animal ferocity of their mating. I was trembling.
 
   Her climax lasted much longer than his. By the time she slowed to a stop her body was a limp noodle. She rested her head and body on top of him and nobody spoke. His sperm leaked around his shaft as it drained from her womb. Her breathing was shallow and uneven.
 
   She stayed like that for so long I sat on the floor. He softened some but remained stiff enough to stay inside. Eventually she returned to herself and thought to climb off him but the sensation of a pussy so stuffed with cock stopped her. She hated to let it go. She lay on him and pushed her pussy as far down his cock as she could. She rolled her pelvis in tiny circle just feeling him up in there and loving it. 
 
   “Untie me,” Ben said.
 
   Jill was instantly tense, reminded she held a tiger by the tail.
 
   “It's okay. I'll behave. Let me fuck you. Do you want me to fuck you?”
 
   Jill held his eyes and then looked for me. I showed her the gun. There was risk but we definitely had the upper hand. Ben's balls rose again as he stiffened a little.
 
   Jill reached over and untied his wrists. I untied his ankles and eased back a foot or two. Ben wrapped his arms around Jill and rolled her onto her back with him between her legs. He pinned her wrists to the bed above her head and started to saw that huge cock in and out of her. It took about ten or fifteen minutes but eventually his full erection came back and he pummeled her with it. 
 
   Somehow Ben knew not to kiss her until he had her worked up again. Jill was a fucking slut for his cock. As soon as he had her moving towards another orgasm he planted his lips on hers and my wife kissed him back like she was in-love with him, and then told him she hated him just to be sure he remembered. He grinned and said yes, he hated her too, and they kissed deeply once more.
 
   I have to give him credit; that fucker knows how to use that big dick. First he lifted her legs and then he spread them and finally he pushed them back over her head; never too deep and never too hard, he took Jill right to the edge on every thrust as he moved her around the bed and fucked her from every angle. He was in Heaven but so was she. They were in a missionary position kissing when she came again and this one was just as hard as the first. I marveled at the way my wife utterly gave herself up to this big-cocked man. 
 
   He kept her in that position and fucked her with deep smooth strokes. It took a while but he brought her to the point of orgasm again and kept her pinned as he fucked a hard climax out of her. 
 
   He wasn't finished. He rolled her on her side and bent a leg up to her chest and fucked her with his balls sliding along her inner thigh. This was always one of her favorite positions as she said my penis stimulated her pussy all the way in. Now that Ben's massive member was the dick doing the fucking, she was gasping and moaning and breathing hard. He made her cum again and she screamed into her pillow, wailing about how much she loved his cock and wanted him to fuck her forever. He sweat profusely and drops scattered everywhere. 
 
   “I want you to cum inside me,” Jill whimpered and it killed her to admit it. “God help me, I do. I need it. I shouldn't care but I do, God, I do.” 
 
   Ben rolled her onto her back and threw her legs over his shoulder. He held a butt-cheek in each hand as he pounded her hard, gazing down at her stretched pink slit stuffed with his dick and reveling in it. This time when he came he pushed every inch deep and unloaded his hot jizz far up inside. After he came he crushed her under his weight and they both fought hard to get enough air.
 
   It took a while but eventually they came down from their wild sex and faced the reality of how fucked-up this situation was. They moved to opposite ends of our bed facing each other. From my angle I saw Ben's milky sperm dripping from Jill to the bedspread. 
 
   Jill could call the cops and have Ben arrested and a kit would most definitely find his semen inside her, but there would be little evidence of anything forced. Virtually all evidence would point to consensual sex between two adults. Just the rumor would end her career. 
 
   Ben asked what happened next and Jill went into that mind-calculation thing she does where she analyzes every variable. We sat quietly waiting for her to speak. She took a long time to answer.
 
   “We are even,” she said at last. “You go your way, I go mine. I won't come after you unless you break the law again.”
 
   Relief flooded his face. “Deal,” he said. She nodded at his pile of clothing and he slipped from the bed and started to dress. He kept his eyes down as Jill and I watched him dress. 
 
   “Ben?” she asked after a while. “The Anderson case; did you do it?”
 
   He turned to face her. “No,” he stated and meant it. “Or the Pacific Credit Union job a few weeks ago. Not me. I'm working with my brother now, replacing mufflers.”
 
   “You're saying I wrongly sent you to jail for six years.”
 
   “That's right, you did, and I hope you feel like shit about it. On the other hand, and this is how I rationalize it, I got away with crimes you know nothing about, so maybe I deserved those years. But I'm not going back.”
 
   She chewed her lip. She'd wrongly convicted a man and that would haunt her.
 
   “Be good,” she advised.
 
   “You too,” he shot back, grinning.
 
   Ben dressed and I walked him to the door.
 
   “Dude, I have no idea what to say to you.” he said. “What the fuck? I just fucked your woman and you're cool about it?”
 
   “Forget it,” I replied. “I got a voyeur thing going on.” 
 
   An idea occurred to me and I impulsively asked for his number, adding it to my phone. He was surprised but I told him no cock had ever done to her what his did. He rolled his eyes in appreciation.
 
   “No pussy has ever done that to me either. She's incredibly beautiful. I've never been with a girl like her. I will fuck her whenever you want, bro, just let me know.”
 
   We actually shook hands before I flipped the dead-bolt behind him. 
 
   Back in the bedroom Jill lay stretched across the bed. She had one leg bent and the other lying flat. A finger toyed with the semen leaking from her as she stared at the ceiling. I stopped at the doorway. “Wow.”
 
   She turned her head to me. 
 
   “I'm exhausted,” she said. “Mentally, physically, emotionally... that was intense.”
 
   “I sure hope you have just a little gas left in the tank. I'm twisted in knots inside. That was the hottest thing ever. I have to fuck you.”
 
   She studied my face for a moment and then pulled both her knees back, offering me her pussy. I was naked in seconds and between her legs. 
 
   We didn't talk. It wasn't romantic. I pushed my erect penis into a thick soup of Ben's cum and fucked my wife. There was barely any friction as he'd stretched her a little and she had not yet returned to her natural tightness, combined with the ocean of sperm he'd dumped. It didn't matter. I was so turned on the loose rubbing was enough to set me off. I came in minutes, adding my load to both of his. I fell to the side and joined her in staring at the ceiling.
 
   After five minutes of silence she startled me by speaking. 
 
   “It wasn't just his huge cock, John, it was everything; I've never had sex so wrong. He is the last man on earth I should have sex with. The last man. It was the worst idea ever, and that's what made it so good. I just fucked a defendant. A defendant. Am I crazy? But holy hell I'd do it again. Did you see that cock? Mercy!”
 
   “You'd do it again?”
 
   She sighed. “Yes.”
 
   “Good, because I got his number.”
 
   She sat bolt upright. 
 
   “You what?” she shrieked.
 
   “I got his number. That was too amazing to just let walk out the door.”
 
   “John, I cannot sleep with him again. Once was crazy, twice would be absolutely insane. Especially doing it deliberately. We can't even think about it.”
 
   I just met her gaze. 
 
   She shivered. “This is demented. No.”
 
   I dropped the subject. I had his number. That knowledge would weigh on her. 
 
   We showered and returned to bed. This was the second time we crawled into bed after an encounter with Ben. The first time Jill had needed me to hold her and it had turned into hot sex. At that time she'd told me to touch her so this time I reached out right away. 
 
   “What are you doing?” she asked.
 
   “I thought you'd want to be held.”
 
   “No, tonight is different.”
 
   “Okay.” I eased back.
 
   Fifteen minutes of silence and I was still wide awake and I knew Jill was too.
 
   “What's going through your head?” I asked.
 
   She was quiet another minute before speaking. “I'm trying to understand myself; the way I felt when Ben was fucking me is nothing I've ever felt before. A big part of the thrill with Scott is how completely different it is from the rest of my life. I feel naughty and wild and that's exciting. My friends and family would lose their minds if they knew. It's decadent and I like that. I get to be a bad girl. Fucking Ben is something else altogether. First, it is actually dangerous; so much damage could result, all the way across our lives. Second, he is unattractive; that highlights the fact I am there because I can't get enough of his cock. It shames me at the same time it thrills me. Not too long ago I had no idea I felt this way.  I've fucked more men recently than in the rest of my life put together. I'm worried about me. I mean, what do you think about all this? I know it turns you on but what are you thinking?”
 
   I moved closer and kissed her shoulder, spooning her.
 
   “I want more. I just love watching you. I'm not worried. I don't know if I can articulate exactly why but I feel it in my gut. We can do anything we want. I don't know what makes me so sure but I am. We have done some outrageous things but I feel like we are only exploring and we will settle back down to a lower place. Higher than we were before all this, but lower than we are right now. Does that make sense?”
 
   “Yes. I hope you're right.”
 
   “I believe I am.”
 
   She wiggled her butt back at me and we fell asleep.
 
   At work Jill silently torpedoed the burglary case against Ben. A week later the police caught a guy with items from the crime so it turned out Ben wasn't guilty anyway. I sent him a text informing him Jill had dropped the case and he thanked us and then asked when he could fuck her again. I didn't reply. 
 
   The truth was, I didn't know when Jill would fuck anyone again. Our sex life was great and as usual we did a lot of talking about the things she'd done, but she had no interest in finding someone new. We used the Scott toy and I surprised her with a bigger one I called Ben. She was apprehensive at first but once I started fucking her with it she rolled right over and was soon moaning like a whore. 
 
   Months ticked by. Trey visited Vegas once but Jill ignored his text. Clearly her encounter with Ben had really shaken her. Scott came to Vegas too and Jill and I met him for drinks. He had three ridiculously gorgeous women with him and we all ate and talked and got along great. Jill might have felt a pinch of jealousy but she mostly kept it to herself. Of course Scott invited up to his hotel room but Jill declined. We talked another hour or so and then went home. I was disappointed.
 
   I didn't understand what she was going through but she was certainly going through something. When I asked her about it she just said she had a lot on her mind.
 
   Finally, enough time passed this new way became our old way. Jill and I had better sex than we ever had before and our intimacy was off the chart, but the idea of adding someone new faded. I often yearned for something extracurricular but since I wanted her to want it and she didn't, it was easier for me to ignore.
 
   Weeks later a gang of us spent the day at Lake Mead and Jill and I stopped at an In-and-Out on the way home. We rarely eat fast-food but after the calories we'd burnt today, running and skiing and swimming, we agreed to make an exception.
 
   The restaurant was all loud kids and hard white and red plastic but they were fast, filling, and actually pretty tasty. Half the crowd were other people from the lake including a contingent of frat boys from UNLV. Jill glanced at them a few times. They were in great shape. They were handsome and hunky and wanted everyone to know it. The girls they had with them wore short-shorts and bikini tops in the restaurant and I was happy about it. 
 
   Jill got up to use the restroom and I turned my attention to my double-decker burger. Just as my teeth met inside a meat patty, I happened to glance at my wife. She and a frat boy were eye-fucking each other and exchanging knowing-smiles. She stepped into the ladies’ room and he set his burger down, said something to his friends, and meandered towards the restrooms too. They were at the end of a long hall and at the last second he darted into the women's room. 
 
   I stopped chewing. What is happening here? After a minute I started chewing again, watching the doors from the corners of my eye. Soon frat boy exited and made his way back to his table where he spoke fast in hushed tones with his friends. One of them stood and made his way to the restroom, once again ducking into the ladies’ room at the last second. Before too long he reappeared and received high-fives all around when he returned to his table. 
 
   Jill appeared soon after and joined me. 
 
   “Well?” I said after a minute of silence.
 
   “Well what?”
 
   “Must have been two blowjobs, based on how quick they both were.”
 
   She blushed.
 
   “I forget how observant you are.”
 
   “Why hide it? You know I love that shit.”
 
   “I didn't hide it. I would have told you once we were on the road and away from them. It happened so fast. They were both so bold I just ran with it. You're not mad?”
 
   “Not at all. Tell me all the details once we're back on the freeway.”
 
   We finished our meal. The frat boys kept looking over at us but Jill ignored them, mostly. Soon we were on the road again. 
 
   “You know something I love about men?”
 
   “What?” I answered. 
 
   “Erections. Erections are so honest. A woman can lie and say she doesn't want you when she does or she does want you when she doesn't. Men can't. Their desire is broadcast. An erection is a choice for me; he is making an offer. I love them. All I have to do is see a hard-on and I'm triggered. I need to touch it.”
 
   She went on to tell me the details of her bathroom blowjobs and it went exactly as I imagined; she sucked the first guy and told him to send his friend. Jill locked the door to ensure privacy, sucked his friend off too, and then wandered back to me. She said they were handsome but not especially big but the spontaneity made it exciting. She'd been craving someone new for a while.
 
   “Is this what we'll do then?” I asked. “Wait until you're super horny and then I entertain myself while you quickly suck off strangers in bathrooms?”
 
   I was irritated and she heard it. She looked down at her hands, abashed.
 
   “No. I thought you'd be pleased.”
 
   “I'm happy for the action but not the way it went. Clearly we both want more but you won't even consider anything. What's going on? You've been spooked about anything extracurricular since that night with Ben. Two hours ago I thought we were done with that phase but then you sucked two cocks. Is this part of our relationship or not? What do you want?”
 
   She twisted her fingers and stared out the passenger window. Tall yucca and stubby sage sailed by for several minutes. 
 
   “Ben,” she stated. “I want Ben.”
 
   An instant fire burned in my belly.
 
   “More than Scott or Trey or anyone else. But I cannot have him. It is too risky. I have asked myself if the reason I crave him is because I must not have him and I honestly don't know. All I do know is I want him, and badly.”
 
   I considered her words.
 
   “Not at our home you can't,” I offered. “Or any place where we could get caught. But what about another city?”
 
   “Traveling for sex? Sounds very southeast Asia.”
 
   “Relax, I'm thinking Mesquite. It's a resort town north of Vegas. Very private and discrete. Lots of Hollywood stars hide out there.”
 
   She started wiggling her foot with excitement. “That sounds interesting.”
 
   “I'll investigate,” I said. “And make arrangements, if any.”
 
   “My pimp,” she teased.
 
   Ben sort of had a girlfriend now so leaving town made him happy. He wanted to avoid hurting her but could not say no to Jill. I explained the plan and told him which hotel and which room and he said he'd be there. Two weeks later the stage was set.
 
   Jill and I sat in the hotel bar enjoying our drinks and talking. As the appointed time drew closer, Jill excused herself to go back to our room to shower and get ready. She'd been a different woman these past fourteen days; constantly happy and playful, her sex drive shot straight through the roof. Every minute we spent together was joyful. 
 
   I'd told her Ben would meet us but little else and she seemed to prefer things that way. She liked the surprise but also this way made it more my choice and she was guilt free. My plan was simple; A room key waited at the front desk for Ben. Jill thought we were meeting him in two hours but really he could get here any minute. He'd go to the room and catch her showering and without me there to slow him down, throw her around the room with that rough sex she loves so much. They've never spent a minute together without me around and I thought sparks would fly. I'd walk in moments after they started and enjoy the show.
 
   My seat was angled to view the lobby and a few minutes later I saw Ben approach the front desk and leave with a key. He wore cowboy boots and jeans and a baggy dress shirt and I was sure he felt dressed up. I My guts started churning. Minutes form now that man would have his cock buried in my wife. I twirled the ice cubes in my Jack Daniels. How long should I wait? I laughed at that. How long could I wait? 
 
   My stomach flipped again. By now he was at the room and probably inside the room. Jill was most likely still showering. Do you join her in the shower or hide somewhere in the room and pounce when she walks by? 
 
   Every second my tension grew. My imagination is fertile and under these conditions really running wild. I forced myself to remain seated Five minutes, ten minutes, twenty minutes. By now I knew he had her pinned to the bed and plowed into her. I wanted to see it. I also wanted to be there for other reasons. Ben wasn't as bad as we first thought but he was still a bad man. My presence kept him toned down just enough but I saw the devil in him. He could get wild and out of control. I swallowed the last of my drink and chewed the ice. Time to go.
 
   “Johnathan? What are you doing here? Is Jillian with you?”
 
   I turned to face Jordan Blackwell, Jill's boss, and his wife, Gloria. I remembered his habit of always using everyone's full name.
 
   Fuck.
 
   FUCK.
 
   I met them last year at her office Christmas party. They are tremendously wealthy but some of the most unattractive people you'll ever meet. Narrow world views match their narrow foreheads. She's as skinny and hard as a nail and he's a human walrus, complete with mustache. There is something about him that makes you uneasy no matter what the conversation is about. Fucking creep. They were dressed for dinner.
 
   “Hello Jordan, Mrs. Blackwell. Jill is here but I'm afraid she's gone to bed. Headache. I was just having a drink before I found a wide-screen.”
 
   “Would you like to join us for dinner?” Gloria asked.
 
   “You're very kind, but no. I'm not dressed for it and I need to get back to check on her soon. I want to be there when she wakes up.”
 
   Jordan spoke, “Well at least sit and have one drink with us. I insist.”
 
   I protested again but he would not take no for an answer. It got to the point that refusing would be rude, so I reluctantly agreed. 
 
   Ben had my wife all to himself.  
 
   Our waitress was slow and the restaurant busy. Jordan wouldn't shut up about the current cases his team handled and bragged about Jill several times. I was proud of my wife but otherwise could not care less. Gloria scanned the crowd frequently searching for movie stars and the attention of others. After an acceptable period of time I tried to ease out of the conversation but Both of them, seemingly desperate to talk to anyone but each other, kept drawing me back in. I couldn't check the time, but I'm sure I was with them well over an hour before I finally worked myself free. 
 
   As soon as I was out of view I ran. The hotel had long hallways which radiated off the lobby like spokes so as soon as I was clear I sprinted. I was still three doors away when I heard her wail and something hit the wall. I scanned my card and burst into the room, expecting the worst.
 
   Jill faced the wall, her big tits smashed against it, her arms over her head, wailing moans of intensity pouring from her mouth. Ben was behind her, his huge hands circling her small waist, thrusting hard up into her. Her feet did not touch the ground. He was balls-deep up her ass and holding her off the floor and for every time his ass flexed and his cock pumped her rectum, she groaned deeply and pushed her ass down onto his cock.
 
   After a minute he lifted her again and bent her over the back of the couch. He forced her ankles apart and I had a clear view of her anus. Her ring squeezed him tightly, denting his shaft as it pushed in and pulled out. Jill clawed the back of the sofa. She loved his huge cock buried in her ass. I was so sorry I'd missed her submission.
 
   He grabbed her long hair with both hands and pulled like reins. He drove those exposed inches back inside her and Jill cried out in intense pleasure.
 
   Uuuunnnngggh! Fuck! Again! Give me all of it!” she begged.
 
   Ben laughed and did as she commanded. I looked around the room; chair over-turned, bed a mess, lamp on the floor, coffee table shoved off to the side. They had been at this a while and he had not been gentle. Not at all. I saw her white bath robe on the floor by the bathroom and imagined a scenario where he pounced on her as soon as she finished her shower. He'd been fucking my wife for two hours by the time I opened the door.
 
   I heard her breath catch followed by a series of high-pitched whines and Ben pounded harder. Unbelievably he was going to make her climax anally. Jill howled as Ben pulled her hair hard, roughly pinning her body. Her feet came off the ground again and his hard cock was a piston. Her back arched. Ben let go of her hair and gripped her throat, choking and strangling her, cutting off her air completely. I was alarmed but then heard my wife gurgle loud and scream a twisted and contorted scream. She climaxed with an empty pulsating pussy and a stuffed ass and it was like nothing I'd ever seen. She ground her clit on the ridge of the couch and her face turned bright red. Her asphyxiation multiplied her climax and it was more than she could take. Her body went into convulsions. She sounded possessed. As long as he kept fucking, she kept cumming. I swear her orgasm lasted five minutes or more. It seemed like forever. Only when her body went limp did he relent and that was just to push her forward over the couch and release her throat.  
 
   Now he fucked her limp body. She was conscious but weak and delirious. Ben fucked her ass hard until he drove it especially deep and released his flood. He roared like a dragon and his legs quivered and his gut shook as he pumped a torrent of sperm into her ass. Jill weakly tried to help him shoot it deep by pulling on his thighs from behind. 
 
   He left it buried until the last drop left him and then slowly pulled his snake out of her rectum. Her ring stayed open and some semen dripped to the sofa. Jill collapsed to the floor on all fours and, too weak to support herself, laid her head on the carpet. Her asshole gaped at me, rhythmically winking and clenching on a penis no longer there. 
 
   Ben staggered back and flopped onto a chair. Jill slowly stretched out on her stomach, breathing hard and writhing slightly in orgasmic afterglow. Like a construction crane, Ben's meaty cock slowly lowered until it rested on the seat cushion.
 
   He noticed me but said nothing, just sucking large lungful’s of air. I waited for both to come back to earth. Still on her belly, Jill slipped a hand down and under to gently rub her inflamed clitoris.  
 
   “Goddamn you, Ben.” Jill murmured. “That was the best...ever...I didn't know...”
 
   Her voice trailed away and I lost her words until it grew stringer again and I heard, “I need you in my pussy. I need to be fucked by you. Are you going to fuck me, Ben? Are you going to fill my pussy up with your load? I want it, you bastard.”
 
   She rolled over and sat up and spied me for the first time. 
 
   “Oh.” 
 
   I understood the intensity of the sex I'd missed by my wife's awkward reaction. She blushed and moved to cover herself, realized what she did and what it meant, stopped halfway and dropped her hands to the rug, flustered. Her face was guilty as fuck. I didn't know exactly what depravity I'd missed, but it had been bad enough to leave my wife feeling ashamed in front of her husband. She opted for a new strategy; distraction. Jill crawled over to me and drew my zipper down.
 
   “How long have you been here?” she asked, just before curling her tongue around the head of my penis. I didn't answer. Her mouth felt fantastic. Ben threw on a pair of pants and a T-shirt and excused himself, going in search of ice. I held Jill's head and guided her up and down my dick. I tried to hold out but couldn't, especially when she pushed a finger up my ass and rubbed my prostate. Boom! I saw stars as I filled her mouth with cum. She sucked hard until the last drop, pulling her mouth off me with a pop.
 
   “That was fast,” she teased. “You must love watching Ben fuck me.”
 
   I nodded. She climbed to her feet. 
 
   “You must love when your sweet wife acts the dirty whore. Did you like watching him take my ass?”
 
   I nodded again and she stepped into the bathroom and emerged with a sheer, light blue, full-length camisole in her hand. She pulled it over her head and smoothed it down her body. 
 
   “I bought this to surprise you but you had secret plans. Now I think I'll wear it for Ben instead. I'm sure something this refined will mostly be lost on him but at least you can kind of see through it.”
 
   She looked stunning. The light blue against her skin and dark brown hair was fantastic. The fabric followed every curve, even curling up and under her tits and denting into her ass crack. The incredible shape of her body was obvious. 
 
   “I wonder if Ben needs help carrying the ice?” she teased.
 
   Before I could speak she was out the front door. I'd surprised her with Ben and this was her revenge. I had to smile. I leaned my head back on the cushion and closed my eyes, visions of her recent ass-fucking flashed through my mind. 
 
   With a jolt I sat upright; Jordan and Gloria must not see Jill and Ben together! 
 
   I put my penis back into my pants and grabbed my key-card. Ben's card sat by the television. They had no key.  If I left and they returned, they couldn't get in. I started to text Jill but then remembered what she'd had on when she left and knew she had no phone.
 
   “Fuck!” I was thwarted on every idea. I had to risk leaving the door propped open. I wedged Ben's shoe and went searching for them. The ice machine near our room was empty so I kept moving down the hall, eyes wide open. 
 
   Once in the lobby they could have taken any hallway. I picked the one closest and jogged to the end, checking each ice alcove, but no luck. I retraced my steps and peeked into the bar. At least Jordan and Gloria were no longer there. That made me feel a little better. I picked another hall and repeated the process until, at last, I found them.
 
   Ben had her up against the wall, kissing her fiercely, one huge hand mauling her breast. She just melts before his animal savagery. His pants were tented and her nipples were rocks and neither one of them gave a shit. The bucket of ice sat at his feet.
 
   I cleared my throat and Jill again looked totally guilty. There was something about her complete submission to him in front of me that shamed her. 
 
   I picked up the bucket and quickly explained the situation and both their faces fell. I led the way back to the room, always checking everything was clear. Ben held back and Jill and I jogged the homestretch. Once safely back in the room I held the door open and Ben came through. I closed it and shot the bolt.
 
   “Holy fuck!” Jill exclaimed, pacing. “Holy fuck!”
 
   Ben looked really worried and mumbled something about probation. I remained silent as they both worked through their angst. Ben dropped into a chair but Jill paced wildly. 
 
   After a while I said, “So I guess we stay in the room, which was our plan anyway. I can order room service and in-room massages and pay-per-view movies...we'll be fine.”
 
   Jill nodded and told me I was right but kept pacing. 
 
   “They are leaving tomorrow afternoon,” I offered. “I just remembered Jordan mentioned that as we talked. We only have to stay hidden one day.”
 
   “Thank you, Jesus,” Ben mumbled. “I'm going to take a shower.”
 
   Jill waved in the direction of the bathroom. Ben shut the door behind him. Jill looked at me, fear and worry all over her face.
 
   “I'm shaking,” she admitted. “Holy shit that was a shock. I have a gallon of adrenaline in my blood stream.” She actually managed a laugh.  
 
   I went to the bar and poured us all a drink. Jill finished it in two big gulps and I poured her another. We sat silently. Occasionally she'd say, “so fucked,” or “game over” without elaborating. From the bathroom we heard running water. After a time, it stopped.
 
   The bathroom door opened and Ben stood there naked and half erect. He approached Jill but she waved him away, mumbling “not in the mood right now.”
 
   Ben walked right up to her. His penis smacked the side of her face.
 
   “Classy,” she said, mildly irritated.
 
   He grabbed her hair and pulled.
 
   “Open your fucking mouth,” he ordered. 
 
   Jill reached under his arm and punched him in his big belly. He used the same trick as the first time and yanked her hair and when her mouth opened to yell, he stuffed his big dick in. She fought him but it was a child against an adult. He walked forward until she was pinned on the couch and began fucking her mouth. When she tried to hit him again he pinned both arms over her head. 
 
   For the next several minutes he used his huge cock to punish her whenever she misbehaved. If she struggled or stopped sucking or allowed her teeth to scratch him, he pushed his dick deep to cut off her air and make her gag. She panicked and fought back but he owned her. It only took a few such lessons until my wife began to obey. 
 
   He moved closer. His large scrotum rested between her perfect tits as Jill began to nurse on his head like a baby. She used her lips and tongue to tease the crown, coaxing his semen from him.
 
   “I told you earlier I'd take every hole tonight and I meant it. Suck harder.”
 
   Jill hesitated and Ben pushed his dick to the back of her mouth and held it there. Jill's toes curled and she started to kick her legs until Ben relented. She pulled in air through her nose and sucked harder like a good girl.
 
   The knock on the door startled all of us. Ben stopped but left his cock in my wife's mouth. He looked at me and growled, “Check it,” but he didn't need to; I was already on my way to the peep-hole.
 
   Jordan Blackwell waited impatiently on our stoop. 
 
   Holy shit. 
 
   Ben felt I handled the problem and went back to fucking my wife's mouth. Jordan knocked again and announced who it was and that made both of the love-birds stop cold. Jill looked ready to freak out. I decided to approach things head-on and opened the door, stepping outside, blocking the entrance. 
 
   “Hello, Jordan.”
 
   “Hello, Johnathan. How is Jillian feeling? I saw the two of you headed back to your room so I thought I'd check on her after I put Gloria to bed. Is she alright?”
 
   “She is still pretty messed up. Migraine. I'm sure you understand.”
 
   His eyes pierced me. There is no denying he is an extremely intelligent man. I preferred not crossing swords with him.
 
   “Hmm, that's interesting isn't it? I swear I saw her cavorting with an ex-felon named Benjamin Brees earlier. Of course, our Jillian would never do something like that, right? That would end her career more effectively than anything I can imagine.”
 
   I tried to swallow but couldn't.
 
   “You see the word I use most often when describing Jillian is tenacious. She's more of a pit-bull than me, and that's really saying a lot. So when I saw we'd dropped our pursuit of Mr. Brees I was surprised. I examined the file one day after everyone had left and everything seemed in order; we simply had the wrong man. But then to see her in the company of Mr. Brees? I'm sure you get my point?”
 
   A trickle of sweat ran between my ass cheeks.
 
   “Yes, I can see where that would be a problem, if that were the truth. But the truth is you saw her with a friend of our who came with us; Michael Hoyt. I don't know Benjamin but if you say they look similar, I believe you. I'll let Jill know you stopped by to check on her.”
 
   “Yes, please do. I want her to know I care about her very much. She's an astonishingly beautiful woman.” He turned to leave and looked back. “A model employee, so to speak.”
 
   I smiled and shut the door.
 
   Ben started fucking her mouth again! 
 
   Jill struggled hard but Ben wasn't having it. Nothing would stop him in his conquest of her. I know her and at this moment sex was the farthest thing from her mind but Ben did not care. The harder she fought the more he liked it and aroused he became. He had his cock in her mouth and she could do nothing about it. I thought about stopping him but didn't and sure enough, after a minute or so her pussy was soaked and she started moaning. Ben just turned his sperm loose when the moment hit, with no consideration for her. My wife gulped and swallowed his salty conquest.
 
   He yanked his cock away from her and stood and Jill wiped the spillage from her face.
 
   “You're an asshole,” she growled.
 
   “So?” he replied. “I'm still going to fuck you whenever I want.”
 
   She glared at him and then turned to me. “Thanks for your help.”
 
   “Don't even try it; you got exactly what you really wanted. I'm surprised sucking his cock doesn't make you cum.”
 
   She tried to be offended but dropped it and chuckled. “Yeah, I guess you're right. Anyway, what the fuck is up with Jordan? That was the most terrifying moment of my life.” She looked at Ben. “No offense,” she added. 
 
   Ben snorted.
 
   “I don't know why he did that but let's just hide in our room until they leave.”
 
   “Great idea,” Jill agreed. “Monday at work will prove interesting. I'll have my best game-face on. In the meantime, I'm famished.”
 
   Ben and Jill stripped and climbed into bed while I called room service. I was a little surprised when two guys showed up with the food. I stayed with one while he unloaded and I gave him a tip but I lost track of the other one. I heard Ben speak and turned around to find the second guy walking out of the bedroom with dirty dishes and towels, apologizing for intruding. 
 
   Once they were gone Jill said the second waiter had caught her playing with Ben's cock but acted like this happened all the time. On a whim she'd kept playing while Ben chatted with the man, even lowering her head and sucking a little, just for the shock value. I was surprised but this was the new Jill. 
 
   They spent all night and the next morning in bed. Ben took her whenever he wanted and however he wanted and Jill loved it. Ben was such a bear of a man and Jill so petite that sometimes she'd disappear under him. He was aggressive and demanding and clearly still felt like Jill was due a little pay-back. He took his payment with his cock.
 
   She loved being his plaything. Her weakness for aggressive men and forbidden sex reached a zenith with Ben. Fucking Scott was a bad idea but fucking Ben was insane, and it was exactly that which fueled her thrill.
 
   Around noon the next afternoon I called down to the desk and asked to speak with Mr. Blackwell and was informed they'd checked out. I thought Jill and Ben would be eager to get out of the room but Ben just drug her back to bed and fucked her two more times.
 
   Afterwards we all showered and went down to the pool for sunlight massages and a Jacuzzi. I ordered Champagne too. Ben commented about the life we led and how different it was from his.
 
   “It's fun, for a while, but I'd never get used to it,” he admitted. “I'm a simple man.”
 
   We had lunch and then napped and woke for dinner. Back at the room we were getting ready when Jill approached Ben and began sensuously and passionately kissing him. She'd been watching him for a while and I found myself wondering what she thought. She was so small next to his huge frame. They'd done something similar many times this weekend but something was different this time. They undressed each other slowly, savoring each moment, until he could take no more and swept her into his strong arms. He carried her to bed and spent the next two hours exhausting himself at her expense. By the end Jill purred. 
 
   After Ben rolled away Jill opened her legs and invited me in and we made love. I made it last until Jill came and then so did I, but then Ben was ready again and took my place between her legs. Her wild eyes danced as she welcomed him and I felt my presence erased and my sperm drowned when he finally unleashed another huge load of semen deep inside her. When he groaned out his satisfaction, I did too. I couldn't help it. I found this side of Jill so sexy. 
 
   We showered yet again and dressed and the three of us enjoyed a delightful dinner like old friends. After dinner we walked off our meal, discovering a meandering concrete path that took us into the foothills that overlooked the resort. With the lights below and a warm desert breeze blowing, Ben lifted Jill's dress from behind and slid her panties down. He took her standing up. It was one of the most beautiful things I'd ever seen. The wind stirred her hair and whipped her dress and carried their moans and groans all the way to Arizona. 
 
   For the first time Ben fucked my wife without a trace of anger or revenge, showing a passionate tenderness that stole Jill's breath and left me aching. His kisses burned her skin and his touch ignited her. They were developing feelings for each other, which I suppose is inevitable given the nature and power of sex, and Jill ate up his attention and desire. When her climax hit she hugged herself fiercely and whimpered. When his arrived it was an explosion of intense yearning, a hunger for a life and a kind of woman he had never known. He released a torrent of semen inside her and kept himself buried until the last possible instant. 
 
   Jill was so beautiful in this moment I craved her intensely. I was stopped by a strange sense of impropriety. They had created this moment and it belonged to them. My intrusion would feel coarse to us all. I was powerfully conflicted by my right to claim my wife and the natural and perfect intimacy their coupling had built. In the end I stayed away. Moments as poignant as this one come along rarely and I differed to the higher principle, although it pained me. Ben and Jill had just made passionate love. At this moment I was very much an outsider.
 
   We collected ourselves and walked back to the hotel. They held hands and bumped shoulders. Jill rested her head on his shoulder. I followed behind, noticing every detail. I'd take my wife back, but not for days.
 
   That night we went dancing and I held back. Jill understood I was giving her Ben just like I'd given her Scott. Their contentious history actually made them closer. We did not return to our hotel room until well after midnight and I watched Ben truly make love for the first time in his life.  It was beautiful. Jill craved his every touch, every kiss.
 
   We parted company around noon with Ben leaving first and Jill and I hours later. We wanted one last massage by the pool. Neither of us spoke about recent events other than Jill asking me once if I was okay. I said yes and asked her the same. With the sound of pure contentment, she said she was. 
 
   We spoke little on the long drive back. We held hands and Jill rested her head in my lap but mostly we just enjoyed each other's presence. We showered again at home and snuggled on the couch and watched a movie. Every few seconds snapshots of my wife with Ben flashed through my mind. What a weekend. I looked down at her head on my leg and contemplated how much of Ben she carried inside her at that moment. My body filled with erotic heat but I made no move towards her. I perversely loved that Ben owned her womb and wanted to leave it that way until I could no longer stand it.
 
   Monday meant back to work for her and up to the office for me. I was surprisingly productive given recent events and when Jill called me after lunch the ringer startled me. With the first word out of her mouth I instantly knew something was wrong.
 
   “He knows everything,” she croaked. 
 
   “Who knows what?”
 
   “Jordan. He sent Gloria home and stayed. He paid hotel staff to spy. At lunch today he shared video of me playing with Ben's cock. That second bellboy was a plant. Jordan knows everything.”
 
   My blood turned to ice-water.
 
   Jill was ruined; her career over, probable disbarment, possible jail time. My mind raced. I heard my mouth speak.
 
   “What does he want? Why show you the recording? Why not just fire you?”
 
   The silence coming over the phone was thick with strain.
 
   “He wants to fuck me,” my wife spat out. Disgust dripped from every word.
 
   I was stunned to silence. She went on.
 
   “He says he's wanted me since the first day he saw me and now he has me. Fuck, John, what do I do? He's repulsive. He's disgusting. He's a fucking creep. I won't do it. Goddamn it!”
 
   I knew to stay quiet and let her vent, and good lord did she. She ranted for fifteen minutes. I had accepted the inevitable in seconds; unless she had even bigger dirt on Jordan or willing to have him killed, my wife would be spreading her legs for that fat detestable slug. Jill rampaged, regretting every decision that had led her to this place. I waited, politely asking questions, until, at last, she circled back around and arrived where I already stood.
 
   “I have to do it, don't I?”
 
   “I see no way around it but it buys us time to think of something,” I answered.
 
   Silence meant her gears turned so I waited.
 
   “Fuck my life...see you tonight.” Her voice was absolute dejection. 
 
   When Jill got home I had a huge glass of wine waiting. We kissed and she gulped half and then stepped back.
 
   “He's on his way.”
 
   My jaw dropped open. I thought days, not minutes.
 
   “Wow. You want me here or to be alone?”
 
   She took a deep breath. “Here, I think. I may ask you to leave though.”
 
   “No problem, Honey, whatever you need.”
 
   We kissed again and hugged and kissed a few more times. She felt warm and firm. She finished her wine and asked for more. While I was at the bar, our doorbell rang. I heard voices rise in greeting and then lower out of earshot. I poured wine and another whiskey for myself and reentered the living room.
 
   Jill was on her knees, still dressed for work, eyes closed, face twisted with disgust. Jordan wore a smashing three-piece suit, tailored, with one hand on her head and the other on his hip. He saw me as I entered and ordered a White Russian. I set Jill's wine on the coffee table and returned to the bar.
 
   When I got back with Jordan's drink, he waved me closer. I rounded the corner and now I saw his penis and it was an ugly gnarled branch, but it was big. Figures. The base was really wide and it tapered towards the head. It flared a little just behind the ridge before expanding into a large pink mushroom. Jill struggle to get it in her mouth. The whole thing was covered with squiggly veins. 
 
   “Help me with these pants,” he said to me and I was instantly uncomfortable. Jill stopped.
 
   “Leave John out of this, Jordan. Take what you want and go away. He has nothing to do with any of this.”
 
   Jordan laughed a nasty hollow chuckle.
 
   “Is that right? That makes this even better. Johnathan, get on your knees and help your gorgeous wife suck my big dick.”
 
   I felt like someone punched me in the gut. Jill jumped to her feet and slapped Jordan across the face. He laughed again and grabbed her hair.
 
   “I own you,” he growled. “Get my cock back in your mouth. I can ruin you forever. For years you've treated me with contempt. I'm your boss, you superior bitch and now it is time to pay. You work for me. Start sucking!”
 
   He released her and she wobbled on unsteady legs. Her mind raced but he had her. She slowly sank to her knees.
 
   “You too,” he said to me.
 
   “Why me?” I asked. “I've done nothing to you.”
 
   “Mostly because I can, Johnathan. I hold you both in my hand right now so why not? You're not the first husband-wife team I've forced. You want your wife in prison? No? Help me undress and then start sucking.”
 
   For a full minute I didn't budge. Jordan loved my struggle. 
 
   Eventually I started helping him out of his clothing, my mind racing, searching for a plan or even a path forward. He was a soft ball of lard with too much body hair. He ordered Jill to keep her mouth on his dick while I helped him step out of his pants and underwear. At last he was nude.
 
   He was obese and soft all over, and hirsute. 
 
   “Kneel down and put my balls in your mouth,” he ordered me. “Jillian, once he does, suck hard on my head.”
 
   I stayed where I was. He grew impatient.
 
   “Jillian, stop moving but keep me in your mouth.” 
 
   He waited until she did as told. He turned to me. 
 
   “Johnathan, with one call I can start the process rolling and your wife ends up in jail. If I have to tell you again I will do so and we will call it a night. Extortion only works if both parties understand consequences. Do you? Do you understand I am giving you a last warning?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Good. Suck.”
 
   Jill finally opened her eyes and met mine. I saw in hers she was terribly sorry but begging me to relent. I sank to my knees next to her. She sucked hard on his shaft and pulled her face to the side, exposing his big hairy balls to me. She closed her eyes again. At least he smelled good. I licked a wide swath across the chicken flesh and heard him sigh.
 
   “Excellent. Well done, both of you. More.”
 
   I resigned myself. I opened my mouth and nestled his sack onto my tongue. It was hot and I felt the testicles inside move around. I began stirring them and sucking lightly on the skin and Jordan complimented me, resting a hand on each of our heads.  After five minutes or so he told Jill to suck as hard as she could, which she did. By the look on his face we were making him really hot. 
 
   He was completely hard now and definitely pretty big. No Ben or even Scott but this old fucker had some girth and length. He instructed Jill and I to switch and a penis entered my mouth for the first time. It was warm and firm, covered with rubbery sensitive skin. I knew exactly what he felt. I bobbed my mouth on him, taking half of what Jill had taken, while she bathed his balls in hot saliva. 
 
   “Add your hands. Both of you.”
 
   Jill opened her eyes for the first time since I took his penis in my mouth. The look on her face surprised me. Her eyes went wide and she moaned in her throat and I knew for some reason the sight of my humiliation aroused her. Not only did she like her sex forced but apparently she liked watching others forced too. 
 
   My fingers circled his shaft and I discovered I needed both hands as he was pretty long. My fingers barely met. Jill pulled on his scrotum and raked the skin with her nails, then sucked his balls and pulled them back into her mouth. I tried to remember things Jill always did to me in order to do them to him, and he clearly appreciated my efforts. 
 
   At the first taste of slippery pre-cum, I almost freaked out. I had just rubbed the tip of his cock with my tongue and when I came back to do it again I found fluid leaking out. After a second I realized what it was and wanted to stop but controlled myself and instead sucked hard. I was rewarded with a gentle flow of salty milk. 
 
   The hand on my head tightened and became urgent in the guiding of my mouth. Jill gripped the back of my neck and helped me suck his cock deeper and faster. Jordan began moving his hips back and forth, fucking my mouth, and I had to control my reaction again. He groaned and I surprised myself by getting excited. I knew what we were doing to him had to be driving him crazy. 
 
   He sucked air sharply and held my head in place. The head of his cock swelled and the flow of fluid increased until a jet shot out and splashed the back of my mouth. I naturally swallowed and then he shot again followed quickly by another. I swallowed both and sucked on him, moving my mouth up and down, and his body stiffened and he groaned deeply.
 
   Suddenly his cock erupted, spewing bolt after bolt of hot salty sperm into my mouth, flooding my teeth and tongue. I instinctively bobbed and sucked and swallowed, trying to keep up. Like every man, I know what feels best at this moment and just found myself doing it. Jill moaned next to me as his balls rose and fell and Jordan let loose a roar of intense pleasure. His pudgy legs trembled as he balanced on us and I drained his big cock down my throat. He shot several more times and I sucked it out and gulped it down. Part of me was horrified over what I did, part of me was not.
 
   For a second I was actually disappointed we were finished. Honestly, it wasn't so bad. It seemed to me he came fast and now he would leave Jill and I alone, but I was wrong. He staggered back and dropped onto our couch, shaking his head.
 
   “Goddamn you two are something special. Johnathan, refill my White Russian. Jillian, try to suck out anything your husband missed.”
 
   I wiped my mouth and left the room. When I returned Jill was dutifully sucking his soft dick.  Jordan took the drink I offered and gazed down at his lap where my beautiful wife worked her magic. 
 
   Eventually he began to narrate all his boring court-room stories. He did not care for feed-back, he just wanted to brag. Story after story spilled from his mouth, all staring him and always in the best possible light. What a douche. He talked long enough that he got hard again and he commanded we show him our bedroom. 
 
   On the bed he had Jill get on all fours and made me kneel at the foot of the bed looking up into her face. He wanted me to witness my wife's humiliation. I saw the moment he penetrated her by her look of horror and disgust. He worked it in and out, feeling her from the inside, savoring the moment he conquered my woman. She hated the pleasure she gave him but hated the pleasure he gave her more. She crumbled, slowly, seduced by his large penis and her own wicked fetish. 
 
   Jill murmured one word over and over; “No... No... No...”
 
   Jordan held her round butt in his hands and pumped his big dick in and out of her. We all heard how wet she was. Mortified, Jill closed her eyes. Jordan's big dick drove her ever higher and in spite of how wrong all this was, or maybe partially because of it, gave her a massive and body-twisting orgasm. Even as she fiercely shook her head in denial her body betrayed her. 
 
   Jordan's face was alight with glee. He knew she hated him even touching her much less fucking her so when my wife had an earth-shattering orgasm on the end of his nasty cock, he laughed with scorn and derision and fucked her harder. Jill heard him behind her and understood and that knowledge sent her climax into the stratosphere.
 
   “Fucking whore! That's right, cum you self-righteous bitch! You think you're too good for me. You think you're too good for everyone. Look at you cumming like a little slut. Tell me to fuck you harder!”
 
   Jill did not hesitate. Her orgasm was still going and she craved more.
 
   “Give it to me you ugly fucker! You're a monster. You're evil. Aaaaahhhhh! Oh fuck!”
 
   Jordan drove her mad. His hips slapped her ass forcefully as he fucked her. His cock was a battering ram inside her small pussy. This was an assault, a brutal pounding, and my sweet wife could not get enough of it.
 
   Another wave slammed her and Jordan grabbed her long hair and pulled.
 
   “Take it!” he bellowed. “You're mine, bitch. I own you! You will suck me or fuck me whenever I tell you to. Say it!”
 
   “I will! I'm yours whenever you want! Oh! Oh fuck! Oooooohhhhh fuuuuck!”
 
   Jill came again or the first one jumped up to a higher level. Either way my wife looked like she was being electrocuted. Her body flailed and collapsed to the bed and Jordan kept pounding. His face slowly twisted into a demon mask. 
 
   “NOW!” he screamed and drove his hips forward. Inside her his cock jumped and spurt and this terrible man inseminated my wife with a gallon of semen. Jill tore at our sheets and her legs writhed like she was swimming. Pinned under the weight of his flabby body my wife had to take every drop he shot into her.
 
   When he was finished he pushed himself back and his heavy snake slithered out of her cunt, followed by a gush of cum. Jill kept her face buried in the bedspread, ashamed.
 
   Jordan twisted his torso like he'd cum so hard he'd hurt his back.
 
   “Okay, that's enough for tonight. I have someplace to be so I'll just shower really quick and get out of here. I'll fuck you again as soon as I want and you better not even think of refusing me. You either, Johnathan.”
 
   I joined Jill on the bed while Jordan rinsed and stayed there as he dressed and let himself out. Jill was emotionally empty so I just held her. We rested there in silence for ten or fifteen minutes until she sighed and asked, “What's wrong with me?”
 
   Her question sounded rhetorical so I kept my answer vague.
 
   “You like what you like.”
 
   That seemed to give her something to chew on and she was quiet again for a time.
 
   “Did you like it?” she asked at last.
 
   I thought she meant watching her get fucked and I was about to embarrassingly admit I did. Something in her eyes stopped me. I thought for a second and realized she meant something else. My embarrassment skyrocketed. 
 
   “Oh. Shit. Yes, I did. I see why you love doing it so much.”
 
   “It's intoxicating. How did he taste?”
 
   “For such a jerk, he tasted okay. Not like the horror stories you girls always tell. Warm milk with a hint of salt.”
 
   “He fucked us both. What do you think will happen now?”
 
   I pondered. “I think he'll take his time and fuck you whenever he wants; more, at first, tapering off as he gets bored or distracted by someone else. I believe we are not the only couple he controls like this. I bet he has several single women and maybe even some men as well. He lusts after power and dominance.”
 
   Jill kissed me and ran her tongue around inside my mouth, tasting him in there.
 
   “It really turned me on, seeing a cock in your mouth. I'm a freak, John.”
 
   “Yeah, you are, but you're my freak. Why?”
 
   She laughed. “It made what happened more about us. We were both in the mix, caught in the tornado. I felt like partners in crime. On top of that it accentuated the forced aspect of what was done to us, and that kind of turns me on, as you no doubt noticed.”
 
   “Yeah, I noticed.”
 
   “I want you to suck Ben's cock and get him hard so he can fuck me with it.”
 
   My face did something that made her laugh. I know she only half meant what she said but it was the other half that worried me. 
 
   Lucky for us Jordan was either busy with work or busy with our couples. We saw him only one time at our home although Jill blew him from time to time at the office. A month and a half later Jill told me she missed Ben so I gave him a call. I felt I had to let him know what was happening with Jordan because I wanted him to be smart when he came to visit. He was outraged that Jordan did that to Jill. I did not mention he had done the exact same thing to her...twice.  
 
   Ben stayed the weekend with us and Jill was eager for whichever man wanted her; her husband or Ben, her lover. 
 
   On Saturday night we went to a bar on Ben's side of town and shot pool and had a blast. I let Jill crawl all over him like I was just a friend and Ben puffed up with pride. He'd broken up with his girlfriend weeks ago. His friends could not believe he scored a girl as hot as she and I saw several women I the crowd look at Ben in a new light. No doubt he'd have a new girlfriend soon. Jill loved the flattering attention and Ben loved making all his friends jealous. I was busy with a game when Jill and Ben told me they were stepping outside for some fresh air and they didn't come back for an hour. When they did return Jill no longer wore panties under her short skirt. 
 
   That night Ben and I double-penetrated my wife; me in her ass and Ben in her pussy. We worked her like a porn star and as luck would have it, Ben and I came at the exact same time. Jill completely lost her mind as she felt two men filling her insides simultaneously, sperm flowing from us to her. That may have been her most powerful orgasm ever.  
 
   Afterwards Ben asked lots of questions about Jill's work and Jordan in particular.
 
   I was spent for the night but Ben, as always, was a machine. These two had genuine feelings for each other and although sometimes it stung, I loved to see it. Ben went home late Sunday a tired but happy man.
 
   Tuesday Jordan called Jill into his office and told her he would never bother her again. Jill asked why but he refused to answer. When she got home she told me Jordan seemed fearful. We discussed it and an idea occurred to me.
 
   “Was it Ben? Did Ben threaten Jordan with some fate worse than death? He can be really scary when he wants to be.”
 
   Jill smiled. She had a guardian angel and she liked it. I sent Ben a few texts inviting him over but he just sent one word replies; Can't. I sent a text that just said thank you but without mentioning for what and he text back a very cryptic; Completely unacceptable. Time passed and we did not hear from him. It's been months and we still haven't. 
 
   Trey disappeared too. After his last attempt we never heard from him again. One by one our loose ends tied themselves off. I liked that it appeared we were going to come out of all this with no serious repercussions, but we both felt the absence of other men in our life. Jill loved being the prize we all pursued and I missed watching her get taken.
 
    
 
   EPILOG
 
    
 
   Many months later I received an email from the adult store. Scott and several other porn-stars would be in town for another signing. My first thought was to tell Jill but then a better idea occurred to me. I waited for Jill to leave for work and grabbed my car keys.
 
   In my hand I held the key to our home. I was on my way to have a copy made and then I would send that copy to Scott. 
 
   The rest was up to him.
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