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    Chapter One 

     

     

    “Don’t fucking touch anything,” Scott said. “I gotta shower and then I’ll drop you at Dylan’s place, but this is the last time. I mean it. Get a job.” 

    Trey raised both hands, showing Scott his palms. “I get it. I’m cool. Thank you, S-man. After this I won’t ask for anymore favors.” 

    Scott studied the man’s face and decided he was lying. Just get him the fuck out of the house and next time he calls, don’t answer. 

    Scott turned for the bathroom, locking the door behind him. 

    Trey thumbed through a Penthouse as he waited, checking the girls inside that he’d fucked. He smiled. Taking inventory, he called it. Life in Los Angeles was good. He squeezed the crotch of his baggy pants. 

    “Especially when I got a snake like this,” he boasted. A tiny voice at the back of his head taunted him; Yeah, but no car. Loser. 

    His smile faded and his eyes turned mean. 

    A hard knock at the door startled him. He opened it and saw an older man wearing a postal service uniform and holding a clip board.  

    “Scott Free?” 

    Trey was about to sarcastically ask the man if he looked like a Scott Free but held his tongue. 

    “Yes, I’m Scott Free.” 

    “Sign here, please.” 

    Trey took the offered pen and signed. The older man handed him a letter-sized envelope and wished him a good day. Trey looked down at the address: 

     

    John and Jillian Carson 

    6405 Greyhound Ave  

    Las Vegas, NV 89122 

     

    Trey stared at the envelope in disbelief. He drew a finger across Jillian’s name, remembering the coat-check room at the MacArthur building the night of the industry party. He’d forced himself on her, at first, but Jill had quickly caved and welcomed his big black cock inside. Trey smiled again. 

    “Married white bitches,” he mumbled. “Always say one thing but do another.” 

    His penis stirred and he rubbed the front of his pants. 

    He felt something hard and flat inside the envelope and realized John and Jill sent Scott a key. Trey stuffed the envelope in his back pocket and returned to the couch. When Scott emerged from the shower, dressed and ready to go, Trey said nothing of the delivery. 

     

     

    Chapter Two 

     

     

    I scanned the crowd at the Roberto’s taco shop and sipped my Diet Coke. Best to just come out with it, I decided. 

    “I know you’re eager to fuck my wife,” I said. “But first you must get past me. She’s my wife. Do you understand?” 

    The kid looked at me with the blank ignorance of youth. I waited. 

    “Mr. Carson—“ 

    “Call me John,” I interrupted. 

    “John, I’m not sure what you’re looking for. I said I’d be respectful. I’m not an asshole.” 

    I sized the kid up. He was strikingly handsome, or so Jill said, with a mop of blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes. His square jaw and chiseled cheek bones gave him a Captain America look. He was young, young enough Jill felt sure he’d not want her, sure she was twice his age, but he did want her, and badly. When she received his email she’d been flattered. I told her she still has a lot to learn about men. Or boys, in this case.  

    “James—“ I began, but it was his turn to interrupt me. 

    “Call me Jimmy.” 

    I grinned. The kid had some moxie. “Jimmy, I’ll be honest with you; my wife follows her gut and her eyes. When those eyes fell on your picture, she wanted you. I’m here to sift through whom she craves and weed out the bad seeds. You seem like a good kid, smart and respectful, but we’ve been fooled before. Rarely, but it has happened. I started meeting potential candidates first because my wife is a terrible judge when it comes to men she wants.” 

    He brightened. Knowing Jill wanted him made him happy and gave him confidence. 

    “What do I need to do?” he asked. 

    “Talk to me. Carry on a conversation. Enjoy your Coke. Tell me about yourself. I’m an observant fellow. I’ll see things. You’ll either make it through or you won’t, simple as that. Have a taco.” 

     

     

    Chapter Three 

     

     

    Almost a year had passed since the fiasco with Jordan, Jill’s boss, and his complete retreat. We’d heard from no one; Scott, Ben, Dylan, or even Trey, which really surprised me because that asshole was obnoxiously persistent.  

    Jill had applied to a different government office and been promoted to junior assistant district attorney, and the pressure she was under quadrupled overnight. She ate it up, because she’s a tigress, but the more she was forced to follow conservative social constraints, the more she craved the outlaw side of life we’d discovered with Scott. We tried a few hotel bars and a couple out of town trips but finding the right kind of guy was difficult. Most men were intimidated by her confidence and on the rare occasion she found one who wasn’t, he either had an average sized dick or was horrible in bed. Then one day I had an idea. 

    “Honey?” I asked. “If you had been a stripper instead of an attorney, what would your stage name have been?” 

    She laughed, delighted with my little game. She thought about it for a day and came back with Capricious. I asked her why. 

    “Because of Little Caprice, the porn star. I kind of look like her except I have much bigger tits and longer hair. She always loves whatever sex she’s having, just like me, and Scott said she was the sweetest girl he’d ever met in the industry. I’d take her name in tribute. Why did you ask?” 

    I told her my idea. She loved it. 

    Instead of trying to randomly find hot guys for Jill to exorcise her demons upon, we’d make them come to us. I’d purchase a domain and build a website. We’d advertise for potential lovers and we’d require pictures of everything. Jill would once again transform herself using heavy makeup like she did in Los Angeles a year ago, only this time adding blue contact lenses for the close-ups and a fake butterfly tattoo for a tramp stamp. Capricious, Jill’s sex-charged alter ego would be born. We could control who, what, when, and where. District attorney by day, hot cam-slut by night.  

    It took a few months of Capricious solo action but the idea caught on and soon applications started rolling in. Jill met the first few but those ended poorly and she grew frustrated so I took over.  

    A few days ago, we received Jimmy’s application and Jill was smitten. The young man included body shots, front and back, and Jill’s mouth watered. The lad was tall and strong, his muscular body virtually hairless, and his cock hung down eight inches easily. Jill reached out to touch the picture on her monitor. I knew we had a winner. He was much younger than Jill and that made her a little nervous but the vain woman in her loved that such a hot quarterback-stud who could have any hot young cheerleader-type he wanted, instead wanted her. 

    “I doubt he’ll know how to throw me around the bedroom,” she said. “But I’ll concede that just to be under him. He’s fucking gorgeous, Honey, and that body, holy shit. Just look at that cock!” she went on and on about his face and his pectorals and his gluts but I tuned all that out. I set the meeting. 

     

     

    Chapter Four 

     

     

    “So,” I said, extending my open hand. “I need to see your ID, Jimmy. You say you’re over eighteen but you don’t look it.” 

    I waited while he fished out his wallet. I studied him as he searched, realizing he’d soon fuck my wife. A year later and that thought jolted me with more electricity than ever. The small, nagging feelings of uncertainty had given way to a full embrace of what Jill and I wanted and needed. I had no doubts. This is not to say I had no jealously. I did. Plenty. With each passing month, Jill grew more comfortable in her own skin. This translated to an expansion of her carnal side, a thousand-fold increase in the lust she displayed. Secure that I truly wanted this side of her, Jill was free to act on how she really felt. I was often shocked at how deep her slut-vein ran. The rare man we found that pushed her buttons pushed them well and I was filled with angst and agony watching my beloved wife crave another man. I knew Jimmy would be one such man. 

    He handed me his ID. His muscular forearm had athletic vascularity ending in a big, strong hand. That hand would soon hold Jill’s full breast. The cock that lay curled in his pants would soon be growing in her mouth. Testicles resting right now on the hard plastic seat would soon expel their copious and salty load far up in my wife. 

    I cleared my head and focused. I will never get tired of watching Jill get fucked. 

    I squinted at the ID but the type was too small so I pretended to read. I slipped the card inside and gave back his wallet. Conversation veered off to sports and politics. I really liked the kid. Jill would love him.  

    “You have a girlfriend, Jimmy? You’re a good-looking kid. I’m sure girls your age throw themselves at you. Why take a shot at an older woman?” 

    “Girls my age are lame,” he said. “Everything is drama and television and Instagram and Twitter and Facebook, blah blah blah. Also, I don’t want a girlfriend right now because I’m working two jobs to save for college.” He gave a small embarrassed laugh. “On the other hand, I’m horny as hell all the time. When I saw Capricious online, I fell in love. When I saw she gave fans a chance, I had to try. If I’m selected my life would be perfect; I can chase my dream of becoming a doctor and sometimes have sex with the most beautiful woman on Earth.” 

    This kid was charming as fuck. 

    “Would you like to meet her?” 

    I watched his face slowly expand with surprise until his eyebrows were halfway up his forehead. 

    “What? Now? I’m not dressed for it. I’m sure my hands smell like Mexican food. I had no idea I might meet her. I’m totally unprepared, John.” 

    “She will be too, but I think you guys will click. Don’t worry, no sex, I just want you both to shake hands and say hello. Break the ice, so to speak. Get over the jitters before you come over for…something more.” 

    “Alright.” 

    He was nervous but thrilled because he suspected, correctly, he’d passed his test. I saw him struggle to draw a deep breath and his mouth had gone bone-dry. But he was excited too. I liked his nerve. I liked that his desire for my wife made him bold. 

    I trusted him but I had him put on a blindfold anyway. Our home was close so I took a bunch of random turns before punching the clicker and pulling into our garage. I lowered the door before telling him he could remove the scarf.  

    I knew Jill heard the door open and close so she knew I was home, but she had no idea I had Jimmy with me. She might get pissed but I was ready to face that. I wanted to see these two interact. 

    I opened the door to the kitchen and waved Jimmy to follow. I dropped my car keys in the bowl and called out: “Capricious? I’m home.” 

    I heard a faint: “I’ll be right there, Honey,” from the back of the house. 

    We waited in the kitchen. When she rounded the corner, we saw she wore a thin white sundress splashed with small pink flowers and not a damn thing more. The dress was sheer enough to show faint circles of nipple and with the light from the sliding glass door behind her, the shadow of an utterly bald mons. Jimmy just about died on our kitchen floor. Jill stopped, about to scold me, but Jimmy’s face changed all that. The way the young man looked at her froze her in her tracks. 

    I used her Internet name to remind her who she needed to be. 

    “Capricious, this is James, although I’ve learned he wants to be called Jimmy. At least, I think he’ll want that until he becomes a doctor. Then I suspect he’ll go back to James.” 

    Jill was barely listening to me. Her hungry eyes roamed this sweet piece of meat and I noted her eyes now affixed to his crotch. I glanced over. With youthful exuberance, Jimmy was already well on his way to erect. Only his Khakis held him down. Jill, Capricious, I should say, licked her lips. 

    “I wanted to introduce you before taking him back to the restaurant. He passed my tests beautifully. I think you’ll both really enjoy each other.” 

    Jimmy tried to take in everything sexy about Capricious all at once. His gaze bounced from her big tits straining at the diaphanous fabric, to her gorgeous face, to her tight, thin dress and the body beneath it. He gawked at her smooth legs. He lost himself in her big hazel eyes and long, dark brown hair. He tried to speak. 

    “Glug.”  

    He tried again.  

    “Bern.”  

    He looked at the tile kitchen floor. 

    Jill melted. This handsome young man was tongue-tied around her. Without meaning to, he’d charmed her in the best way possible. I stepped back towards the refrigerator. Capricious floated forward, on her toes, and reached up to kiss Jimmy on the mouth. Her eyes came around to mine and we shared a knowing look. I gave a slight nod. Jill closed her eyes and savored the hot kiss and then took his hand and moved towards the bedroom. He followed along, stunned. 

    I waited several moments and then crept down the hallway. She’d left the door partially open and I peeked through. He was untying the front of her sundress with bumbling fingers. She held her arms out to the side, staring down her body at his young, trembling hands undressing her. At last the tie came loose and he opened her dress wide. She was nude underneath, as I’d suspected, and Jimmy gawked at her revealed loveliness. His back bent slightly as if accepting a huge weight. Capricious giggled. The front of his Khaki’s made an absurd tent. 

    “You,” he said. He shook his head. 

    My wife remained where she was, soaking up his blatant and fumbling adoration. Her dress slid down her arm and fell to the floor behind her.  

    “You,” he said again. 

    I knew she’d break, I just wondered how long she’d hold out. Every woman would love having a handsome man like Jimmy looking at her like this, but I knew his bulge had to be driving her crazy.  

    “Capricious,” he tried again. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. You’re the most beautiful woman on Earth.” 

    Jill giggled again, not about to talk him out of his opinion. She stepped closer and wrapped his strong arms around her. She looked small next to him. He kissed the top of her head and I noted she got to work on his belt buckle and zipper.  

    When his pants dropped, he looked surprised. She knelt and helped him with shoes. He whipped his shirt off. While she was down there she tugged his boxers off, careful to avoid his mostly erect cock. She stepped back to look at him like he’d looked at her. His cock pulsated, a little higher and a little harder with each heartbeat. She stared at his manhood and her eyes narrowed.  

    He was hard in the way that only a young man can be. Untouched, at full attention, bouncing and throbbing and ready to explode. A large clear drop of seminal fluid oozed to sit like a pearl on top of his slit. Jill moaned. 

    Hang on, boy, I thought. Don’t lose it now. 

     

     

    Chapter Five 

     

     

    Richard Sommers was thrilled when Jillian expressed an interest in the junior district attorney position. He’d seen her at several events around Las Vegas and thought having her in the office would be delightful. He reviewed her impressive work history and conviction percentage and decided if she passed her background check, he’d offer her the job.  

    Of course, Janet would be annoyed; he’d already hired plenty of pretty women, but unlike most, Richard knew the power of beautiful people. Everyone, and especially juries, gave attractive people more credit than they deserved.  

    When the results of her background check came in, Richard was surprised. Jill was apparently an angel. Not even a vehicle registration ticket. Nothing. After his initial happiness, he grew increasingly suspicious; nobody was this clean. Ever. He ordered a second check, telling his investigator to dig deep. 

    Three weeks later, Richard sat at his desk flipping through year-old photographs of Jill at a party in Los Angeles for the adult movie industry. She wore heavy make-up but his private detective had supplied head shots of Jill for side-by-side comparisons and there was no doubt; that was Jillian sucking a cock and that was Jillian fucking someone right out in the open, surrounded by admirers. The investigator had first followed social media links and then hacked a few cell phones, so none of these pictures had been released publicly, but wasn’t that just a matter of time? Would she be recognized? Could the trail be followed back to his office? Richard rubbed his chin.  

    While indecent exposure and lascivious behavior were misdemeanors and possibly overlooked, her attachment to the porn industry was serious. Drugs, minors, organized crime; the list of possible felonies was long. Such association was untenable.  

    And yet. 

    Richard got to the last photo in the stack. In a close-up, Jill sucked a huge black cock. The look in her eyes made Richard lean in. She was so beautiful, so sexy. There was no denying her slutty behavior and yet she still had a gleam of innocence in her eyes. She was a good person, deep down. She just loved sex. That large penis in her mouth made her happy. 

    Richard noticed a face in the background. He looked through all the preceding pictures again, searching. In more than half he clearly saw Jill’s husband, John, standing in the crowd, watching his wife with other men. Richard realized this was most likely how his detective found Jill. 

    “Fuck.”  

    All doubt about her employment evaporated, replaced by an inflamed desire to fuck her. If John was in on all this, Jill was available, and that sent Richard’s temperature soaring. He slid the pictures into the large manila envelope and folded his hands. After a few minutes, he pressed the intercom button. 

    “Stacey? Will you draw up a formal offer of employment for Jillian Carson? Thank you.” 

    He leaned back in his chair. He’d roll the dice. He’d watch Mrs. Carson. His instincts told him she was the right lawyer for the job. He’d love having her around all day every day and of course she’d represent the office extremely well at social events. But if the day ever came that she crossed the line and exposed herself and the office to public shame and ridicule, she’d have to go. 

     

     

    Chapter Six 

     

     

    Jimmy was too nervous and intimidated and after the initial rush of seeing Capricious undressed, he grew increasingly aware of his own nudity and my presence. His erection topped out at about ten minutes, and it was impressive, but then it began a slow descent. As any man can tell you, once you feel your penis start to droop, it’s all over. Fear and anxiety set in and Jimmy was done. His hard-on fell twice as fast as it had arisen. I expected Jill to show her disappointment, but she didn’t. A curious look crossed her face. 

    “Am I your first?” I heard her ask. 

    Jimmy nodded briefly, embarrassed. 

    “Oh, that’s lovely.”  

    A smile stretched her lips and she moved closer. She kissed his mouth and sank to her knees, her pretty face inches from his spongy cock. She marveled at it, tracing a delicate finger down the long thick vein which ran from base to head. She lifted the phallus and hefted it on her palm. She looked at me. 

    “It’s heavy, Baby, like a big loaf of sourdough bread. Isn’t it beautiful?” 

    I looked at the young man’s penis. I’m sure she was right. 

    Jill shivered. I knew what she was thinking; no female on Earth had felt this beast inside her yet. She’d be the first. She held the slab of meat with reverence, studying every smooth inch. The skin was tight from balls to tip. A light lattice of veins and arteries covered it just beneath the pale skin. Jill pointed the missile straight up and examined the young man’s large testicles. They looked as big as chicken eggs, half again bigger than mine. I held my breath as my wife rolled them around inside their fleshy pouch.  

    Jimmy moaned. He’d been looking down at Capricious fondling his genitalia and she was having an effect on him. The shrinking had stopped and even reversed and the veins on his dick had swollen. 

    Capricious raked her long nails across his balls and Jimmy sucked air. His cock was swelling rapidly now and there was no stopping it. Within a minute Jill held a taut and throbbing dick in her hands. Lucky bastard. Strikingly handsome and a cock like that. The world is not fair. I wondered if Jill intended to fuck him right now but she just toyed with his big dick, admiring it. Jimmy made no moves, accepting whatever Capricious wanted to give him. I suspected if we fast-forwarded to Jimmy ten years from this moment he’d have an army of smitten women ready to carry out his will. 

    Jill stood and kissed him again, allowing his erection to slid between her legs. The head and an inch or two stuck out under her butt cheeks in back. His cock had the steel-rigidity of youth.  They kissed for several minutes and Capricious squeezed his dick with her thighs and I suspected she was debating about fucking him right now. She sighed and stepped away from the lad, looking him up and down.  

    “Good Lord,” she breathed. “A woman could lose herself in you.” 

    She tilted her head and I saw her reach a conclusion.  

    She sank to her knees again. Her tongue came out of her mouth like a snake, the tip flicking away the milky pearl and drawing it back into her mouth. She savored his young fluid for a heartbeat and then closed her red lips on the tip of his throbbing cock. By his expression, I thought Jimmy might die.  She sucked hard, hard enough to pull a surge of blood into his cock head and make his legs tremble, and then she opened wide and slide his fat dick to the back of her throat. Jimmy groaned, his face frozen with amazement. Lucky fucking virgin; gets his dream woman right out of the gate.  

    Jill began to bob and brought a hand up to play with his fuzzy balls. No way was this guy going to last long. The wet skin of his big dick gleamed like a pink missile. Jill sucked harder and from the movement of her cheeks I knew her tongue was whipping around inside her mouth, teasing his crown and massaging under the tip of his dick. Her cheeks dented further and she cupped his firm ass with both hands. 

    “Oh, God,” he cried. “Oh, my God!” 

    Jill threw herself at him, licking and sucking and trying to pull his copious load up the long shaft. She was forcing him to cum, vacuuming the sperm from his balls. Saliva dripped from her mouth and his balls to our floor. Her head was a blur and her mouth a hot, wet pussy. Jimmy still hadn’t touched her but now he had to. He balanced himself on her shoulders and threw his head back. 

    “AAAAAA! Aagghhhh! Oh, fuck!” 

    His balls were nestled at the base of his dick but I still saw them pulse every time he fed my wife a blast of cum. She kept him standing because his legs would have given out. He poured his hot seed down her gullet and into her stomach and my darling wife kept sucking for more. Only when she’d drained him of every drop did he start to collapse on top of her. She let his cock slip out of her mouth with a pop and helped him sit. I stepped in to assist. 

    “Take him home,” Capricious said. “That’s all for now.” My wife seemed flustered. I drove him back to the restaurant. I know he felt badly. He thought losing his erection, even though he got it back, somehow got his name off the list. The blowjob had been his consolation prize. He fully expected to never get invited to return. I told him none of that was true and to be patient. 

    When I got home, Jill pounced on me. She was mildly annoyed that I’d sprung him on her and worried he’d seen her face without makeup, but also happy I had surprised her. She confessed she loved the way he looked at her. 

    “Those pretty blue eyes ate me alive. God, what a hunk. We’ll work on calming him down and showing him how to please me. This could be fun.” 

    I pushed her down and ate her until she orgasmed and then we rolled onto our backs. As we lay there she suggested we capture his tutelage on camera, perhaps turning it into an older woman-younger man fantasy. 

    “Interesting,” I said. “You like sexually aggressive men, yet here you are entertaining a young man. Never thought I’d see the day.” 

    “Normally you’d be right, but James is so good looking I’ll make an exception. Did you see his cock? He is bigger in real life than the pictures he sent with his application. He’s shy for the moment but I thought I saw a spark buried in there. I bet once he gets comfortable, he’s a lion.” 

    “I thought the same thing earlier, and he wants to be called Jimmy.” 

    “Yeah, that’s not going to happen. I already feel like I’m robbing the cradle just by looking at him. No way will I call him Jimmy.” 

    “When I dropped him at the taco shop he was sure he’d never be invited back.” 

    She pursed her lips and stared at the ceiling. “Hand me my phone, please.” 

    I did. She punched his number and tapped out a text. “I’m telling him how gorgeous his fat cock is and I can’t wait to wrap my pussy around it next time.” 

    “So thoughtful.” 

    She gave me a sideways look. “Jealousy? You? Please.” 

    “I feel it often.” 

    “Yes, I’m sure you do, and it fuels your excitement and makes you cum like a volcano. I’m not sure that the definition of jealousy. If so, I think I should make you jealous more often and far stronger. Like, really drive the dagger home. In fact, now that I think about it, it seems to me you’ve gotten too comfortable watching your slutty wife whore it up. Am I predictable? I need to get you off balance, keep you guessing.” 

    I said nothing. Her idea sounded exciting but I was afraid to encourage her. The woman has a mean streak, I’ve seen it, and at that moment she was using her courtroom counselor voice. I had no desire to antagonize her. 

     

     

    Chapter Seven 

     

     

    Trey gripped the overhead straps and tried to balance as the bus swayed. He’d made dozens of calls but nobody in Los Angeles had a Vegas trip planned. Without a car, he was forced to buy a ticket on Greyhound. Usually he made the run from Los Angeles in just over three hours but this time, with three stops, it would take almost seven. He was pissed about time wasted and pissed how everyone he knew in LA seemed to have it out for him. He was unable to get anyone to do him any favors. To make matters worse, stupid Scott had dropped him at the bus station late and all the seats were taken. Because this was a three-day weekend the bus was packed and he found himself standing for the long drive through the desert.  

    He’d been working steadily for months but lately gigs were becoming scarce. He was running out of money. 

    I know I’ve burned a lot of bridges but pretty lawyer-lady going to fix that for me, he thought.  

    He touched the house key in his pocket. In Los Angeles, he’d only known her first name but once that letter arrived he searched online and was thrilled by what he found.  

    In the public eye like that, a girl has to think about her reputation.  

    He wondered how much money he should demand to keep his mouth shut.  

    The bus rounded a curve and the pretty white woman next to him in the jean skirt swayed sideways. Her butt rubbed his crotch. He glanced from the corner of his eye over her shoulder and looked right down the cleavage of her V-neck T-shirt. 

    Nice tits. 

    The bus swayed again and the woman again nudged his crotch with her ass. 

    “I’m so sorry,” she said, flustered. 

    “No worries, Baby,” he soothed. “We all on this magic carpet ride together.” 

    She smiled and tightened her grip on the pole.  

    Trey was handsome and he knew it. She looked out the window at the passing yucca, but Trey felt the tension. He studied her profile and imagined her red lips wrapped around his black knob. He started to get hard. He slid a hand in his pocket to make a few adjustments and hurry things along.  

    On the next curve in the road, the woman rubbed against very different topography. Her eyes flared. Trey leaned in and her butt-cheek slowly came to rest against his big hard log. With everyone packed so close, he felt her body temperature rise. He leaned forward just enough to nestle his erection between her cheeks and heard her exhale sharply.  

    “Hard ride,” he murmured, indicating the bus around them.  

    She caught his double meaning. “Yes. Feels like it’s made of steel beams.” 

    Trey gave her his best rakish grin. She glanced around to see if anyone noticed but they hadn’t. The bus was a torpedo of human misery speeding through the desert. Everyone studied their cell phones or tried to sleep or stared out the window.  

    Trey pressed his hard cock firmly between her cheeks. She pushed back. 

    “Beautiful,” he said.  

    She looked at him, unsure his meaning.  

    “The desert. So clean.” He hit her with another smile. “Sun is going down. It will be dark soon. Hard to sleep standing straight up.” 

    There were too many double-entendres to follow so she just hooked her blonde hair behind an ear and smiled back at him. She did not pull away. Trey kept his cock wedged as twilight approached and she was in no hurry to remove him. On a hunch, Trey rose on his toes to see over her and spotted the diamond on her ring finger. 

    Married white bitches cannot stay away from black dick, he mused. 

    They bounced along in silence for a time and the sun slowly set. Small cabin lights came on inside the bus but several people turned off the lights near them to sleep. Soon the glow of cell phones created tiny pools of illumination surrounded by darkness. 

    Trey carefully drew down his zipper and fished out his soft cock, almost invisible in the dark. He shifted his hips enough the head dipped under the hem of her skirt and on the next bump in the road, shifted forward again. His shaft bounced between her legs until shooting the gap.  

    He heard the air leave her lungs in a strangled whoosh. Her whole body stiffened. Trey advanced his cock, encountering pressure between her legs until she slid a foot several inches and allowed him to glide along her lacy panties, guided by her inner thighs. When his pubic bone met her ass, he stopped, casually staring out the window into the desert night as if bored. 

    The woman remained a statue for several minutes and Trey did nothing, allowing her to collect herself. The heat from her pussy baked his meat and blood flowed, causing him to further stiffen and swell. He felt her trembling up the length of him. Almost involuntarily, her pelvis began tiny back and forth rocking motions, impossible to notice with the motion of the bus, rubbing her soaked panties along his firm rod. After a minute, she grabbed an overhead loop with her free hand to steady herself. Trey let her have her fun. She took a long time to get there but many miles later she orgasmed, biting her lips and whimpering into her arm.  

    He thought about taking things farther but he was outnumbered if she decided she’d had enough now that she got hers. To save face, the woman might accuse him of something. Better to leave his fat black cock pressed against her pussy until he grew soft enough to put it away. He laughed on the inside, marveling at how often situations similar to this happened to him. 

    If husbands only knew the truth. 

    After a while his erection faded and he carefully tucked his dick back into his pants. The woman shifted position, seeming to lean on the metal pole they shared, but actually to press her big tit against his hand. He clandestinely played with her breast as they traveled through the night. 

     

     

    Chapter Eight 

     

     

    Yet another high-rise power-party For Jill. I’m such a good husband. About once a month some bigshot holds an event and Jill is expected to attend, which means, as her husband, I’m expected to attend. At least her colleagues are tolerable. I once went to a huge publishing event for writers which lasted three days and I was ready to jump off the roof by the end of it. Never have so many opinionated and vain intellectuals gathered in one place, eager to share what they believe makes them special. The main reason I became a writer is to avoid interacting with other humans.  

    Before she took this last promotion, she’d have these things maybe twice a year. Now they happen all the time.  

    We’ve established a routine; I spend the first hour with her, pretending to care what a bunch of lawyers think, listening to the boring yet subtle details of how a case was won or lost, and then I head for the bar and the big screen. I come back after forty-five minutes or so to check on her and shake a few more hands and then I’m off again. I learned the system from Janet, the wife of Jill’s boss. We’ve become good friends.  

    Janet Sommers sat across from me as we discussed the current political temperature in the country. She’d just summed-up an observation about education and religion and we sat in comfortable silence. I checked the score on the Chargers game, hoping they lost. 

    “Do you think they’re fucking?” she said, out of the blue. “My husband and your wife?” 

    I sat my Sake cup on the table. 

    “I wouldn’t blame him,” she continued. “Jill’s stunning. I can’t decide if I envy her ass more or her tits. If I possessed a penis, I’d try to fuck her.” She looked up at me. “No offense.” 

    “None taken. I try to fuck her all the time for similar reasons.” 

    We both chuckled and looked across the room where Jill and Richard, Janet’s husband and Jill’s boss, engaged with a small group of Asian clients. Jill wore a standard Little Black Dress, perhaps an inch or two too short and perhaps a smidgen too much cleavage, but she looked great. 

    “I don’t know if Richard would pass Jill’s strict standards,” I joked. “She’s a total size-queen. I barely made the grade.” 

    I meant it to be funny, as if I had a large penis, which I don’t, but Janet’s face stayed blank.  

    “Oh,” she cooed, reassuringly. “He would, and then some.” 

    “Actually,” I stammered, back-pedaling. “I was trying to be funny. Jill loves me for my massive brain. It’s the only over-sized thing I possess. She had some trouble with her last boss so I doubt she’d allow anything at all to surface with this one. Nip that right in the bud, so to speak.” 

    Janet had a wry smile twisting her lips. No doubt my struggles were amusing. 

    “Fuck it,” I said. “Buy me another drink.” 

    Janet waved the waitress over. I looked across the room at Richard, knowing the man, at least according to his wife, carried a big schlong.  

    “Why did you ask if I thought they were fucking?” I said. “Do you?” 

    “I assume Richard is fucking every attractive woman at his office. Have you noticed he only hires good looks? I mentioned it to him and he said juries love them. Hard to refuse beauty, he said. Young and hungry, he said. Whatever. I’m too old and married too long to care. Have your fun, my dear, just don’t rub my nose in it. I’m guessing by your reaction you trust Jill completely? You never considered my question had any merit at all.” 

    “I do trust her. We talk about everything.” 

    “That sounds lovely.” 

    “It is.” 

    She sipped her chardonnay. I sipped my rice wine. We watched our spouses for several minutes. Richard placed a familiar hand on Jill’s shoulder and said something to her. Jill smiled at her boss and placed her palm on his chest. Maybe there was something going on there. I met Janet’s suspicious gaze. 

    “I don’t buy it,” I asserted.  

    She made a comment about Nevada’s senators and we were off on a new conversation. But the seed had been planted.  

    For the remainder of the night, I had one eye on Jill. Her relationship with Richard seemed innocent, comfortable, even, but given her history with Jordan perhaps I expected more distance. I mingled and checked in with her from time to time.  

    Hours later Jill approached me and asked if I’d give Janet a ride home. Richard could not leave yet which meant she could not leave yet but Janet was tired and had a headache. 

    “I’ll understand if you don’t want to, Baby. I can call her a Lyft. Richard will drive me home later. I figured you are probably over this event too and would like the opportunity to leave.” 

    I said I was and I would, gave my wife a kiss, grabbed my sports coat and keys, and tracked Janet down. She’s an attractive older woman but I hoped she’d not had enough wine to make attempting to blow me on the drive seem like a good idea. Thankfully, she didn’t. We continued one of our many conversation from earlier and I walked her to her front door. I said goodnight and sent Jill a text Janet was safely home and I was headed to bed. She did not respond. 

    As I drove home, my mind wandered. What was Jill doing right now? Did she have an ulterior motive for sending me and Janet away? Why would she need one with a husband like me? I considered sneaking back to the party and spying, but why? 

    I thought back over all the times Jill has made me jealous, and I know that’s a strange thing for a man who shares his wife to feel, but I realized her connection to the sex never threatens me, but her connection to the man does. Sex carries strong emotional content, especially for women, and every now and then a man comes along that does it for Jill so powerfully she forms an emotional bond to him, and that is threatening. Some men have the combination of traits that make her swoon and I feel powerless.  

    Was Richard one of those men? I replayed the night in my mind. 

    No.  

    Big dick or not, I believed Richard lacked that ineffable quality that Jill cannot resist. Scott had it. Trey had it. Ben really had it. Richard does not. 

    I relaxed as our home rose in the headlights. Jill was just working the room and being a great employee. 

     

     

    Chapter Nine 

     

     

    Because the universe has ears, as soon as you speak the words, the universe hears you. Three days after Jill’s event I received a letter from my agent urging me to attend another writer’s conference in San Diego. I called him to whine but he remained resolute. 

    “This is big money, John. Hollywood will be there. This is where books become movies and I’ve heard some buzz about your last fantasy novel. Go pitch it and take Jill with you. You’ll be there Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. Three days only. No big deal.” 

    “Why does Jill need to come, Travis?” 

    “Stability, my friend. Writers are flakey as fuck. Nobody wants to waste two-hundred million dollars on someone that won’t produce.  Bring your wife and show them you’re a mature, responsible, grown-up. Fuck, Jill’s so pretty she’ll draw producers over to your booth. Says good things about you that you can land and keep a woman like that. Call me back in an hour and tell me you bought your ticket.” 

    He hung up. 

    I left my office to talk to Jill and she said a trip to the beach sounded like fun. I got online, bought two tickets, and called my agent back. 

    Five weeks later, we checked into the San Diego Sheraton overlooking the bay. Our room was spacious with a great view. We flew in Thursday evening early enough for dinner and then a lovely walk around the marina. After that we walked the conference hall and found my booth and determined logistics like snack-bar and bathrooms.  

    My schedule had me here three times a day every day and cocktails Friday and Saturday nights. Sunday was open after the last booth sitting. I saw a couple discussion panels I’d like to attend and penciled those in too. Jill mostly wanted to shop and lay on the beach but promised she’d be available for the cocktail parties and would hang out at the booth in-between shopping trips. 

    Friday morning, I let Jill sleep in and headed for the show. She text later she was on her way to the beach but would be back in time to join me at the booth before the end of the day. I put on my best extrovert-face and took a deep breath.  

    The day zipped by. I met hundreds of people from all phases of the writing game. I text Jill a few times but mostly was too busy. When I checked my phone she’d not responded but that didn’t worry me; I figured she’d fallen asleep on the beach.   

    I did start to worry a little when the day wore on and I still had not heard from her. I text her again and finally, about twenty minutes later, I got an apology and a promise to meet me at the bar for the cocktail event. She said she’d run into an old friend, which wasn’t too surprising as we were both from San Diego, and had completely lost track of time over lunch and wine. I asked which friend and reminded her of the event, but her phone fell silent again. I grabbed a bite to eat and headed up to our room. The maid service had not made the bed, which surprised me. 

    Eight o’clock drew closer but still no Jill. I text my concern again and she again apologized and said she’d just meet me at the party. I didn’t worry too much. Back home every minute of her long days are packed with stress and responsibility. Waves, sun, and sand were exactly what she needed and I imagined it felt great to have no schedule she was forced to follow. I was grateful she was here at all, because she truly had no reason to come other than me. 

    I showered and changed my clothes and cleaned up my notes from the day. I’d made a ton of new contacts and I wanted to keep all the conversations straight. I examined Jill’s closet and laid out a dress and shoes I thought would work well for the event. I added a note telling her I loved her. When I’d finished, I grabbed my room key and headed for the bar, running only about thirty minutes late. 

    Jill was already there, and she was not alone. 

    She wore a thin, silky, wrap-around dress, white with black thread running vertically every inch or so, and black panties with no bra. I knew she wore no bra because the V at the front of the dress plunged down to her stomach and the small dark circles of her areola were barely visible. I knew she wore black panties because those were partially visible through her dress too.  

    She had a black man with her that looked vaguely familiar. He was tall and lean, wire-rim glasses and a nice tweed suit. He had his arm around my wife’s shoulders and she had her arm around his waist. Judging by the faces of all those around her, she’d made quite an impression, as every one of my peers could not take his eyes off her.  

    When Jill saw me, I expected she’d break away and come give me a kiss, but she did not. She gave me a sultry, wicked look and then tilted Wire-Rim’s chin down. She kissed him deeply and passionately. Everyone stared.  

    My stomach twisted in a knot. This was all without warning and these people were my colleagues. I wanted to keep our sexually-charged private-life private. I broke into a sweat and scanned the faces but nobody looked at me. Every man there and most of the women too had their eyes glued to my wife. My sour stomach flipped over. In one dark moment, Jill had outed me and outed our lifestyle in front of my peers. I felt sick. I scanned the circle of faces again. Her beauty combined with the obvious interracial sexual electricity had the crowd riveted. Nobody looked at me for my reaction. 

    Duh. Of course nobody looked at me. No one here had ever met my wife. Only my agent knew her and he was in New York.  

    Wire-Rims held her face tenderly and returned her kiss. Jill turned her back on me and ordered a drink for herself and her new friend. I stood paralyzed, unsure where to go or what to do. I wandered towards the far end of the bar to keep an eye on her. What was her game? Who was that guy? I wracked my brain, trying to remember pictures of her Facebook friends. I think he was an older version of a guy she went to high school with.  

    After more nuzzling and a few kisses, she excused herself and took half a step away from her new friend where she leaned against a pole, her back to me. I saw her go for her phone and wondered if she was about to text or call. I reached into my pocket and turned the volume down. Sure enough, a minute later my phone vibrated in my hand. I put my back to a nearby wall and opened the message. 

    The picture was from the beach. In the background, I saw small waves and naked people. In the foreground, I saw a smooth, fairly large ebony cock in Jill’s mouth as she sucked it while smiling and snapping a selfie. Clearly, when she said she was going to the beach she’d gone to Black’s Beach, San Diego’s swimsuit optional stretch of coastline, and made a friend.  

    My phone vibrated again while I studied the picture and I opened another photograph like the first. For several minutes, she sent me one photo after another of her sucking black dick.  

    The last message was a text, which I had to read twice; Meet my new best friend, Geoffrey, visiting from Atlanta. Nude beaches are such a great way to sift through men! He’s my date this weekend. 

    I was about to reply when a hand extended across my view. I dimmed my screen and looked up. 

    “Darren Marks, good to see you.” 

    I’d met Darren earlier in the main hall. He works for Lionsgate Studio and wanted to discuss some options on a few of my stories.  

    “I heard from your agent you and your wife would be attending. Did she make the trip? I’d love to meet her, too.” 

    “She did but an upset stomach kept her in the hotel room tonight. Maybe she’ll feel better later.” 

    “Ah, sorry to hear that.” 

    He occupied my full attention for the next two hours, with a few of his competitors coming and going, so by the time I could zero in on Jill again, she was gone. 

    What. The. Fuck. 

    The whole point of her coming with me was to prove I was a stable and trustworthy candidate for investment. I sent a text and when that produced nothing I slipped away and called. It went to voice mail. I waited thirty minutes and called again and this time left a message asking what the hell was going on.  

    Midnight came and went and Darren found me again and said San Diego has a last call. He and a handful of hardcore partiers were headed to a private gathering at a house overlooking the ocean and was I interested. 

    “Hell yes,” I said, feeling a little resentful. “Let’s do this.” 

    “What about your wife? She cool with you getting back late?” 

    “Completely.” 

    “Wait here. I’ll go find everyone.” 

    I checked my phone again. Nothing. I wondered if Jill would make it to the house party and if so, how should I act in front of her. I concluded the die was cast, at least for tonight; I did not know her.  

    I got my answer to the Jill-party question almost immediately. Darren came back with a handful of people and Jill and Geoffrey were with him. I saw by their blue lanyards they’d purchased the three-day pass at the box office. I ignored her and she me. We all climbed into an Uber and Darren gave the address.  

    The car was midsized and we were cramped. Jill sat between Geoffrey and a man I did not know and because she was squished from both sides, her dress puffed open as her boobs pressed together. I must admit, it looked glorious. All the guys stole glances whenever they thought they could get away with it. Darren made introductions all around and when he got to Geoffrey the man said he was in town on business from Atlanta but that had wrapped up early. Since he’d long thought of being a writer, when he heard the convention was in town he decided to bring his wife along too. He gestured at Jill. 

    “This is Jill, my wife. Isn’t she lovely?” 

    Heads nodded. The guy was an amazing actor.  

    “Anyone mind if I do some blow?” Darren asked. 

    Into the instant of shocked hesitation, Jill spoke: “Fuck no, get that shit out.” 

    I raised my eyebrows. Jill is randomly drug tested. She’d had one a few months ago, so the odds were against another, but still, why take the risk? Perhaps her new position was more stressful than she let on? Did she need to vent some steam? Or was this behavior indicative of deeper unhappiness with her job? 

    Darren fished a small glass vial out of his jacket pocket and turned the cap. A dot of white powder appeared in the depression at the tip and he inserted it into his nose and sniffed. He passed the vial to Jill and she did the same. She handed it to Geoffrey. 

    “I have to warn you gentlemen,” she said, rubbing the side of her nose. “Coke and Tequila make me horny, and I’ve already had six shots of Tequila.” 

    Everyone froze, unsure what to say or do. Heads turned to Geoffrey. He snorted his hit and reached over to open her dress and expose her big, perfect tits.  

    “You’ve got six men here, Sugar,” he said. “That should keep you busy.” 

    I held my breath, waiting and watching to see how the others would react. Darren reached across and cupped her breast. I was not thrilled with another man giving my wife away. 

    “Now you’re getting it,” Jill teased. 

    Geoffrey turned her head and French-kissed her. Another hand reached for her other breast. In seconds, Jill was mobbed by men touching and kissing her. Two arms went up her dress.   

    I held back; this was my wife! A man I did not know snorted his blast and tried to push his head under her dress. The guy next to me took out his dick.  

    “Send her over here,” he joked. “I have something for her.” 

    Jill twisted her head to see and then leaned across the seat. Her mouth covered the man’s penis. His head fell back. Geoffrey pushed a finger up her pussy and Darren licked his thumb and, I suspect, pushed it up her ass. I couldn’t see to be sure but she moaned deeply around the cock in her mouth. Fingers and hands touched her everywhere. More cocks came out. I started to feel weird being the only man not participating in Jill’s mauling. I cupped her tit and pinched a nipple. 

    Jill went around the circle blowing us all. Geoffrey had the biggest cock; the advantage of nude-beach selection, but Darren was not too shabby. Certainly, bigger than mine. When she got to my penis she did a terrible job and quickly moved to the next man, Darren, without making me cum.  

    That was when it hit me. She was trying to make me jealous. Sometimes I’m so dense. I remembered her comment from weeks before. We knew no one here, not by face anyway, so she was free to act as she pleased and covertly decided upon a little adventure.  

    Darren had grown bigger and Jill sucked him fast. Her head bobbed rapidly over his lap. She paused long enough to make a comment about sucking all the men off before coke-dick set in and then got back to work on him. He spurted moments later and Jill caught every drop. The Uber driver said he felt neglected and I offered to drive so he pulled over and we traded places. I’d glance in the backseat using the rearview and see the guys all over her. 

    “Two blocks,” I announced after about twenty minutes. I heard laughter and the rustle of clothing being put back in place. Darren passed the vial around again with the instructions to find him during the party if you wanted more. He paid the driver and we climbed the stairs to the front door. 

    The place was nice. Not too wide but three floors going up and up. A deck ran around most the top floor and the view of the Pacific was amazing. In the other direction, we looked over the lights of La Jolla.  

    The neighborhood was quiet and this was much more a Champagne party than a kegger. Some guy in a tux played piano in the main room. We mingle for a bit and I learned the people here were top studio executives. I maintained cool professionalism and shook hands and dropped off several business cards. I distanced myself from Darren when he started acting high.  

    I hadn’t seen Jill for some time so I casually wandered the place looking for her.  I found Geoffrey speaking to a distinguished older black woman in the library and continued my search.  

    In the backyard, I stumbled upon a narrow iron gate that led to zig-zag wooden stairs down which led to the beach at the base of the cliff. Halfway down the staircase I saw a speck of a white dress in the darkness walking far down the shore. Had she headed off alone? I trailed her. 

    She approached a small pier with lights and I saw she had a man with her. Darren and Geoffrey were back at the house so I knew it was neither of them. They climbed up onto a small sloop and sat. I circled around to come at them from the cliffs. Behind and under the lights, I’d be invisible. 

    The man was around seventy-five. Short white hair and thin build, nice dress shirt and pants, deep voice. The wind and waves were too loud to make out their words but I occasionally heard Jill laugh sweetly. I edged closer. I saw a spot between two huts where I could get close so I looped around to it. As I leaned around the corner, I saw Jill on her knees, her head bobbing slowly over the gentleman’s lap. He leaned back and let her work. His face looked so pleased. 

    He gently pet her hair and murmured things to her. He seemed kind and caring and patient. Jill stopped to face the ocean and let the salty wind blow her hair back. After a moment, she rose and crawled up his prone body. She reached under her dress and sank down and when his head fell back, I knew his cock was inside my wife. Her white-silk covered ass rose and fell slowly. She leaned over and kissed him.  

    Despite their exposure, Jill seemed in no hurry to finish. I guessed that was mostly the Tequila and coke. After her rough adventure in the car she had to be mad-horny, but add in this man’s sweet treatment and the wind and waves, and I was certain Jill felt a desperate longing. 

    I expected the old guy to struggle but I was wrong. The man was a stud. I guess a life in Hollywood, surrounded by the world’s most beautiful starlets, all hungry to do whatever it takes to climb the ladder, would provide a man some stamina.  

    I heard Jill’s rising moans float by on the wind and focused my attention. She was about to cum atop her elderly stud. He steadied her as she sat tall and arched her back. She freed her tits and added her hands to his, mashing and squeezing them. Her piercing cry of climax echoed up and down the beach and I swear woven into it was a chord of deep yearning.  

    He drove his hips until her orgasm abated and then gently rolled her onto her back. He pushed her knees up until her dress fell to her waist and then I saw him pull his cock from her pussy and lower it to her sphincter. He said something about paternity tests and they both chuckled before Jill grabbed his face and pulled his mouth down to hers. He sank his rigid cock up her ass as Jill pointed her toes at the stars and groaned loudly. He held her thighs and firmly fucked her asshole.  

    One of her hands went to a tit and the other dropped to her clitoris. She came again from his meat working her rectum. After a long time, he hunched his back and shot her full of jizz. His wiry body jerked and he coughed several times. Jill held him in a cage of arms and legs, encouraging him to give her everything. Whomever this man was, he powerfully affected Jill. I shivered. 

    After a long pause, I heard them speaking in hushed tones. He withdrew his soft cock and they sat up. Jill smoothed her dress, scooping her tits back into place. He put an arm around her. They sat and talked for a long time. Jill found her purse and her phone and I saw the glow of the screen. I expected my phone to buzz and when it did not I realized what I saw was Jill adding him to her contacts. I’d bet a thousand dollars Geoffrey’s number wasn’t in her phone. This old man she wanted to keep. 

    Her mission to make me jealous was successful.  

    I did not know the man but everything I saw told me he was rich, educated, well-connected, and influential. So far he’d proved confident and capable in every situation. Tigress Jill made most men nervous but this man, twice her age, handled her like she was a kitten, and she loved it. 

    That was the source of my worry. A man like him would know how to control her, and not just physically, like the men who’d forced her, but also mentally and emotionally. My gut told me this was a dangerous fellow. Even in the dark and distance I’d seen how she reacted to him. I wish I’d gotten a look at his cock. That would be the clincher. If this fucker was hung, I was in trouble.  

     

     

    Chapter Ten 

     

     

    I slipped away and hurried back to the house. By the time Jill returned with her new lover, I’d had a few drinks and calmed down. I’d searched for Geoffrey when I returned but a few people told me he called a taxi and left. I wasn’t surprised. No doubt he was looking to get laid and when he first met her the charade sounded like fun. He got a couple blowjobs but when she showed interest in other men, he counted himself ahead and took off. Who has three extra days to kill anyway? I was sure we’d never see Geoffrey again. 

    Jill and her Gentleman lover reappeared holding hands and looking a little windblown. Surprised looks circled the room, giving way to indifferent shrugs. Jill had tied her long brown hair back into a ponytail and the humidity made her silky dress cling to her body, revealing every curve and bump. She’d lost her black panties somewhere tonight, most likely down at the pier but possibly on the ride here. She looked wildly sexy and out of control, so different from the woman I see every day headed for the office. 

    As she moved through the room with her new suitor, every man and woman looked her up and down. Some with disapproval but most with lust.  

    A black-haired man about forty waved at them and yelled across the room: “Stanley! There you are. Jesus, where’d you go?”  

    He cut his way through the crowd and then spotted Jill. “Oh. Never mind. Now I understand why you disappeared.”  

    He took Jill’s hand and kissed the back of it.  

    “Darling, may I steal Victor away from you for a few minutes?” 

    Before Jill could answer Vic spoke: “No, Tom, Jill can come with us. Lead the way.”  

    Tom led them to the stairs and I watched all three climb.  

    I needed a drink. Check that; I needed another blast of powder. I scanned the room for Darren. I debated following Jill and her friends. I’d look conspicuous since everyone was keeping the party on the first floor and the only people going up the staircase were close friends of the homeowner. I decided to sit this one out and see what happened. 

    A few hours later I’d still not seen Victor or Jill. Darren found me and said he and the others were ready to crash and wondered what I wanted to do. 

    “Another big day tomorrow,” I said.  

    I hated leaving Jill at the house with strangers, and especially with Vic, but what the fuck was I supposed to do? I wasn’t even supposed to know her. 

    “Yeah, let’s go,” I said at last. 

    I was quiet all the way back to the hotel. Of course, my imagination figured now was the perfect time to fuck with me and visions of Jill getting reamed by Vic flooded my mind. Every time I pictured Tom joining in my brain rejected the idea, which only made my angst worse. Vic would want Jill all to himself and Jill would want the same with Victor. I knew it. I was twisted in a knot on the inside. I knew Jill would not come back to the hotel room tonight. 

    I was right. She did not. I sent texts and tried to call but as expected I was ignored. I briefly considered calling an escort service to get revenge. 

    “What are you? Twelve?” I said into our empty hotel room.  

    A growing sexual tension had me considering an intense jack-off session but on the off-chance Jill did come back, I wanted to be able to get an erection. I went to bed frustrated and worried and half-hard. 

    I should have jacked off. Jill never came home. I rose to the wake-up call and got ready for my busy day and tried to push everything out of my mind but the business of writing. Ha. I sent another text after a quick breakfast and then settled in behind the table at my booth. 

    Fortunately, I got busy enough to forget about Jill for a while. When I finally remembered, around lunch, I checked my phone and found a picture of her well-fucked pussy. She’d shaved completely and a teaspoon of sperm leaked from her slit. The inner and outer labia were puffy from the beating they’d taken. I wondered if that was all Victor or if Tom had joined in after all, but as soon as I thought it, I knew it was all Victor. Something told me that man does not share. 

    My phone rang while it was in my hand. Travis. I answered and I brought him up to date on all the connections I’d made. I left certain details out, obviously. He asked if Jill was having a good time too and I assured him she was. He’d be stuck in New York another week and would miss the conference. I breathed a sigh of relief.   

    I finished the day and treated myself to a nice dinner.  

    How long do I play along before I start to worry about my wife’s safety? We have few real rules regarding this life. We’re still discovering what we like. Ben started the ball rolling long ago and we’ve felt our way forward ever since. We’ve made a few missteps but always back up and find a new path. She loves to tease and I love being teased, and she’s had lovers where she’s left me wondering what was going on, but nothing like this. This was virtual radio silence. This was the longest she’s ever gone leaving me in the dark. I’ve always felt her infidelities were an experience we shared, but this time was different. My instincts told me I’d actually been forgotten. She was essentially doing all this without me, intentionally. That she was trying to make me jealous was, by this point, a given.  

    I focused on work. I typed up my notes from the day and prepared for the cocktail party. Would Jill even show up? 

    Nope. 

    I drank. I shook hands. I traded business cards. I checked my phone but by the time the evening wrapped up just before two in the morning, still no word from Jill. I went back to my hotel room with a plan to call her but as soon as I stepped through the door, there she was. 

    Her silky white dress was gone. She stood in jet-black leather knee-high boots and a black dog collar fitted with a thick silver ring at the front. Her hair was a tousled mess and her nipples raw and swollen. Her pussy looked mauled. If she’d fucked a football team I imagined she’d look about the same. I caught the stink of semen wafting off her from ten feet away. 

    I wanted to be angry. I wanted her to know I was upset and I wanted her to care that she’d hurt me. Who was I fooling? This moment was part of her game. She’d made all the moves to put us here, and was counting on my fury.  

    Since she wanted me agitated and angry, I went the other way. Why give her the satisfaction? Honestly, it wasn’t much of a leap. She looked so slutty and nasty my penis was already twitching. I knew without doubt Vic had ravaged this sexy bitch to his heart’s desire. He’d possessed her for twenty-four hours. What would any man do? Fuck her to within an inch of her life, that’s what. I was sure Victor had done exactly that and then dressed her like a whore and sent her back to her husband. 

    Jill approached me with open arms. Fuck she’s gorgeous. She dazzles me. Closer, I saw bite marks and handprints. She let me examine her. She had flecks of dried sperm around her mouth. Glittering streaks marked the inside of her thighs. He’d fucked every hole and made sure to deposit some of himself in there. I would have. He knew she was married, he thought it was to Geoffrey. He wanted to send her home to her husband clearly marked by another man.  

    She reached up on her toes to kiss me and I slipped a finger into her messy cunt. She winced a little because she was tender. Based on the amount of liquid I stirred, I guessed he’d fucked her mouth once and her pussy two or three times. That old fucker was a stud. I’d witnessed his release up her ass. Over seventy and he still got it up and fired off three more times. I was dying to take her pussy back. I felt her hand on my zipper. When I tried to move, she squeezed to hold me still. She kissed me again. There was a look in her eyes I could not name. 

    My zipper went down and I expected she’d sink to her knees to suck me. She pulled my penis through the opening and began stroking. I was growing hard fast. 

    “I met someone tonight,” she began. “At the house. He’s older. Victor. You’d like him. You guys would be great friends.” 

    Of course, she knew nothing about me following her to the pier. I debated telling her, wanting to look less like a sap and in the dark than she thought, but kept it to myself. Let’s hear what she has to say.  

    “You’ve been with him all this time? Not Geoffrey?” 

    “Geoffrey was a toy. I met him on the beach and invited him to play a game with me. He had some time to kill so why not?” 

    “Plus he got a blowjob out of it.” 

    “More than a blowjob, trust me.” 

    I flashed a look at her. “Trust you?” 

    “Sorry,” she giggled. “Poor choice of words.”  

    She half-turned to the unmade bed. “I brought him here from the beach, while you were in the main hall, schmoozing. We fucked right here, on top of the covers. We showered and dressed and slipped away just before you returned. We headed for the main hall and met you when you showed up later. When you saw us in the main hall, I carried him in me.” 

    Christ, she’s good. That explained the messy bed. A shiver of excitement raced from my feet up my skeleton to my head. She felt the pulse of blood in my penis. 

    “I thought you’d like that. I told you a while back I needed to make you jealous and it’s true. This wild secret life we enjoy, I cannot allow that to become boring to you. I get the thrill of new lovers but you just get me, and I know you’d hate a predictable wife. We set things up so nicely you’d almost become my manager.” 

    She pulled my balls out the opening too and rubbed them with her warm palm. She leaned her mouth close to my ear. 

    “I mustn’t become complacent.” 

    She stroked faster.  

    “I bet you’re dying to fuck me,” she breathed.  

    I swallowed.  

    “I’ve been with a mystery man but you see the signs; he fucked me all night and all day. He’s a goddamn bull.” 

    I grew harder. She stroked faster. 

    “Did I drive you crazy, Love? Knowing your wife was out there, somewhere, with another man. You were completely cut out of the picture. I was his alone.” 

    Why was this turning me on? 

    “I’m going to keep you out of the picture, Baby. I’m going to make you cum with my hand. I’m going to jack you off onto the carpet. We’re going to dump your sperm while his swims around inside me...” 

    I groaned.  

    “…Seeking my egg.” 

    What the fuck had gotten into her? Who has she been talking to? This was torture. I reached for her wrist but she gently squeezed my balls in her palm, sending pain. I froze.  

    “Good boy. He fucked me every way a man can fuck a woman, and yes, that means exactly what you think it does, but there’s more to it than that, John. I started connecting to him right away. We spent time, talked, shared. He has the patience and understanding of an older man. I often get feelings for the men that fuck me but I always laugh it off. This time, I let it happen. I wanted to have feelings for him.” 

    Anxiety rose. This was not sexy. I want her feeling lust, not genuine attraction. I know she knew that. She jerked my penis faster.  

    “Empty those balls, Honey. I don’t want your cum mixing with his.” 

    A flash of insight told me she was doing to me what she loved done to her; I was being forced to accommodate her wants and needs, my own ignored. Recently, certain men had imposed their will on her and she was forced to accept the fact that she loved it. How humiliating. How mortifying. They’d laughed as they used her and she’d been furious, but with time she slowly welcomed their invasion. They’d known her better than she’d known herself. They saw what she was blind to. How maddening.  

    I was more powerful now than she had been all those times. I had options. I could walk out. I could demand she stop. I could insist this crazy game end.  

    She leaned close to my ear again.  

    “I gave him my ass, John. I couldn’t keep my hands off him. His wrinkled skin did not bother me. His cock is long like Scott’s and maybe thicker. Oh! Mmm, Baby, I see that means a lot to you.” 

    My penis flared when she’d revealed his size. 

    “His balls were as big as a softball. Just imagine how much cum they make. Can you picture how much I’m carrying?” 

    I could stop this, if I truly wanted, but I didn’t. I was caught up in it, riding the wave towards shore. 

    “Even when we weren’t fucking I was all over his fat cock, John. I played with it, licked it, sucked on the slit. He got a call that lasted a long time and I orally worshipped his meat the whole time. He’s so cool.” 

    I saw everything perfectly. My nuts tightened. I’d never seen this side of her. She’d never treated me like this. Part of me suffered but part loved it.  

    “All over the rug, John. Do it. You won’t take my pussy away from him for three days. I’ll tease your load out every day until Tuesday.” 

    That got to me. My balls tingled. Jill felt it. 

    “Take over. Jerk yourself off. I want to watch you do it. I want to watch you waste your seed.” 

    I nudged her hand away with my own and stroked fast. I closed my eyes. 

    “I’m spend tomorrow with him too. You’ll go insane. Can you focus on business, Baby, while I’m out running around town?” 

    She was right. I loved the idea and I hated the idea. I loved that her womb was flooded with another man’s semen and I hated it. Jill has no problem on insisting for herself the things she wants, but this was so different. This was her doing something to me. She stepped in front with her back towards me and bent at the waist. She reached under and spread her milky cunt with fingers tips. 

    I stared at Vic’s oozing semen. Her outer labia were bloated, the inner, pink and sore. The man had pounded her into complete submission and pumped his DNA deep. 

    “Aim your orgasm at the floor,” she said. “Don’t get any on me.” 

    That put me over the edge. I grunted like a pig and my hips jerked. I’d underestimated how much sexual tension the preceding hours had infused. My first blast of sperm shot out so hard it hurt. I saw it spray across the shag and her words bounced around inside my head. I was giving her what she wanted. I was voluntarily meeting her demands. Emotions made a jumble of my head but I grunted again and shot another bolt of jizz.  

    “All of it,” she hissed. “Every drop!” 

    I jerked and more cum spurt. I was careful to keep any from touching her.  

     

     

    Chapter Eleven 

     

     

    The bus stopped in Barstow for a meal break and refueling. Trey kept his eye on the pretty blonde wife as she wandered the parking lot of the Starbucks to stretch her legs and call her husband in Las Vegas. Trey stuck a piece of chicken in his mouth and admired her round ass.  

    She was sweet and nurturing on her call, complaining about how much she missed her man and how excited she was to see him again. She absentmindedly turned and saw Trey staring at her. She gave him a knowing smile and turned away.  

    The red glow from the neon sign lit the parking lot every three seconds. Just Grill It offered an assortment of chicken dinners and Trey had purchased the least expensive after flirting with the high school girl behind the counter. He noticed she’d slipped him an extra thigh. He finished his meal and wiped his hands on the thin napkins, tearing it to shreds. He walked the whole mess across the lot to the large trashcan and dumped it inside. When he turned around, the pretty blonde wife had ended her call and was headed for the restaurant. He continued staring until she noticed and stopped. Trey smiled and she smiled back. Trey gave a small jerk with his chin, indicating a picnic area on the far edge of the parking lot, just out of the glow from the lights and the red neon sign. She turned to look at it. Trey headed in that direction, ignoring her. 

    Had he been watching, he’d see her look inside the restaurant and over at the picnic area several times. Eventually, she started walking again, but towards the picnic table. Trey faced her and sat on the concrete slab. He grinned when he saw she’d chosen to come sit with him.  

    “Not hungry?” he asked, once she was close enough.  

    “I packed a lunch in LA.” 

    Trey looked her up and down. She was late thirties-early forties, maybe a kid or two waiting in Vegas. She regarded him in the same way, frightened, perhaps, to be alone with a black man, a stranger in the dark, away from everyone else. Frightened and excited. 

    “Trish,” she said. 

    “Trey.” 

    She let her eyes travel down his body until rising to his face again. She grinned, her choice made. 

    “Condom?” 

    He grinned too. “Of course.” 

    He left the edge of the asphalt for a small stand of trees. She followed. When they arrived, he pulled her close and kissed her. Her hands went to his belt buckle. 

    “No time,” she gasped. 

    He turned her to the tree and lifted the back of her skirt. He nibbled her nape as she shimmied her panties down around her ankles. He was already hard and pulled a condom from his pants pocket. He rolled it down his cock. He bumped her opening. She twisted in his grip, looking behind her. 

    “Show me,” she insisted.  

    He leaned forward so she saw his wrapped cock. 

    “Hurry. God, that thing’s huge. I knew it.” 

    She turned to face the trunk again, breathing heavy.  

    With index and thumb nails, Trey pinched the tip of the condom, cutting the latex away. He rolled the sleeve farther down the shaft until the fat black head mushroomed, exposed to the open night air. He aimed for her soaked slit and pushed.  

    Trish felt his cock open her up like she’d not experienced since high school.  

    “Fuck, yes,” she sighed. “Do it.” 

    Trey gripped her hips while she held the tree. He started slow but she was drenched. Seconds later he was slamming every thick black inch balls deep. He looked down and saw the condom sheath now left the first six inches of his dick uncovered and gleaming in her juices. He smiled cruelly. Her pussy was tight. He fucked her hard. She bit her bicep as an orgasm wracked her. 

    “Ooooohhhh, gawd! That’s a bigggg cockkkkk…” 

    He reached under and grabbed her tits, mauling them, twisting her nipples through the cotton T-shirt. She growled and shoved her ass back at him. He leaned over her smaller body, leveraging his hips, and slammed his stiff meat home, holding the firm head against her cervix until he felt the fleshy barrier start to loosen and part before him. All the air left her lungs in a whoosh. 

    “Uunnnnngh! Fuck. What are you doing? No one…No one’s ever…ever…fuck, gawd, that’s intense.” 

    Something inside her opened and his remaining two inches slid in. 

    “Oooohhh, fuckfuckfuck,” she whimpered. “God! Yeah, just like this.” 

    He started long-stroking her gushing cunt until minutes later she tilted her head back and groaned a weird gargling noise. Trey realized she was cumming again so he pumped his cock strong and smooth. Her head fell forward and he returned his hands to her hips to steady himself on the final run. He slowly added speed until Trish seized the tree to remain on her feet. Trey fucked her hard and deep, loving the tight grip her white pussy had on him. When he felt his cum boil up, he held nothing back. 

    “Oh, fuck, Baby. Here it comes. Fuck yeah! Fuck yeah!” 

    His balls contracted and a long frothy spurt shot out far up inside her.  

    Trish thought she felt the blast hit her uterine wall but that would be impossible since he was wearing a condom so she ignored it and savored the waves of intense ecstasy washing over her. No cock had ever done these things to her. She would fuck him all night if she could. Another blast and another thump, then another, but now they only added to her excitement and the wrongness of what she was doing; fucked standing up by a hot black stranger behind a restaurant.  

    Trey emptied every drop he had inside this tight white wife. 

    Across the parking lot, the diesel engines on the bus rumbled to life, snapping both out of the spell that held them. 

    “Fuck,” Trish said, reaching down for her panties. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” 

    Trey pulled his long cock out of her guts as her underwear came zipping up her legs. She pushed her skirt back into place. 

    “Hurry,” she warned.  

    Trey turned his hips away to hide the broken condom, wondering if he told her now or later or at all.  

    The bus ride would be much more entertaining if she knew, he thought.  

    He turned back to show her, looking down at his shiny black cock. 

    “It broke,” he said, packing as much dismay as possible into his voice. 

    Her eyes grew huge. 

    “Oh, son of a bitch!” she growled. “Goddamn it.” 

    Trey peeled the latex wrapper off his formidable cock and tossed it into the bushes nearby. “I’m clean,” he said, reassuringly. 

    She shoved her wedding ring at his face. “Thank God for that,” she snapped. “But I’m fucking married and I do not need a third kid.” 

    He’d left his naked cock hanging and caught her looking at it again. 

    “Put that monster away,” she said. “We have a bus to catch.” 

    They finished dressing quickly and double-timed it across the lot, coming at the bus from different directions. The driver took a head-count minutes later and soon they were on their way again, sailing through the dark desert night. Trey waited. Once she calmed some, he’d know if she was done with him or if she’d be available to use.  

    Twenty minutes later, she eased her ass backward against his crotch. He caressed the side of her breast with a sneaky fingertip. He rubbed his bulge against her butt and she turned to look at him with disbelieving eyes. 

    “He wants you again,” he whispered.  

    Her eyes went soft, flattered, forgiving. She was his. He knew he’d have her many more times before she finally remembered her vows and told him no more. He nestled his big black cock in the hot crack of her ass, aware his potent cum leaked slowly into her panties. She squeezed her cheeks around him and sighed. Guilt would come later. 

     

     

    Chapter Twelve 

     

     

    Sunday was a nightmare. Jill woke me with wet, slippery kisses and her fingers wrapped around my penis. I thought perhaps she’d reconsidered until she started lightly stroking my morning wood. 

    “A limo will pick me up at nine,” she said. “Same time you need to be at your booth.” She pushed the covers away, showing me her incredible body. “We have time to empty you if we hurry. You take over.” 

    I did. She masturbated for me and then climbed over my body, bring her pussy to my mouth. I licked, tentatively at first, worried, but then dove in. Her pussy was soft and wet. I’m sure I got some Victor too but I didn’t give a shit. She ground her cunt against my mouth and stream-of-consciousness narrated her day with Vic as if I wasn’t in the room listening. Hearing the details of all he’d done to her was exciting but hearing how she felt about all of it drove me crazy. Jill loved fucking him. I aimed my orgasm to the side of the bed as I spurt.  

    We showered and quickly ate and then kissed at the front door. She wore a frilly flower-patterned miniskirt and billowy top with no bra and my heart ached looking at her. She wore her long dark hair down and framing her face. Victor would die when he saw her. I almost did. I headed one way out of the lobby and she went the other. 

    I made myself concentrate all day but a few times curiosity won. Picturing what was happening would rush in and knock the air from my lungs. My imagination, the gift that allows me to write like I do, was turned against me. I saw Jill in every conceivable situation, pure ecstasy etched into her beautiful face. Victor was a God of Fuck and he had my wife.  

    The show ran late and I hung around shaking hands and making connections. On the way back to the room, I stopped at the diner in the lobby and had a bite, checking my phone but expecting nothing. I made my way upstairs. Our flight left at four tomorrow morning and Jill would go straight to the office from the airport. I worried she’d miss the flight. 

    Card in slot, green light, handle, go. I dropped my items from the booth on the floor and shot the deadbolt behind me. I faced the room. 

    Jill sat in bed, cross-legged, nude. A titanium pin pierced her left nipple, capped at each end by glittering diamonds. Most shocking of all, her long, thick hair now a rich, gorgeous blonde.  

    My mouth dropped open.  

    She had another surprise. “Do you like it?” she asked, lifting her hips. I moved closer. I noticed a brand-new tattoo, her first anywhere, an inch above her perfectly shaved pussy. I looked closer. A Chinese character in black ink, about half an inch high by half an inch wide, adorned her mons. 

    “What’s that mean?” I asked. She studied my face. 

    “Wet, as a verb.” 

    I didn’t need to ask whose idea it was. My wife now sported a tattoo for Victor. While my eyes were riveted to her artwork, she slowly unfolded her legs, spreading them wide until her ankles reached the edges of the bed. Her vulva, swollen again, parted slowly, revealing cloudy, oozing sperm. 

    “All of that Victor’s?” 

    She nodded slowly, still watching my face.  

    I knew what her game was. I knew she was just pushing the envelope, trying to make me jealous, trying to annoy me or piss me off. Part of me did not want to give her the satisfaction and part of me wanted to see what she’d do and how far she’d go, but another part of me like it.  

    I know that’s hard to believe. Most men would have told her to fuck off and left her. I ain’t them. I liked it. My head is fucked up enough that my wife tormenting me with another’s man’s cock actually thrilled me. She was an evil and wicked woman and I felt lucky.  

    Long ago, she was forced to suck Ben’s cock. We fucked afterward and discovered something dark and sinister. Like naïve children, we followed the pretty lights into the dark forest and never returned. We headed down a road less traveled. What she was doing now was just another facet to that life. Should I feel traumatized because my wife was taunting me? Hardly. Am I a child? 

    It seemed to me she was experimenting, adopting the role usually taken by her captors, exploring what it was like to be the one sexually in charge. At the same time, she was pushing me to explore myself. What was my breaking point? Where was my threshold? She left her legs spread side to side and eased onto her back. She spread her arms. 

    “How do I look?” 

    “Gorgeous. Stunning. Sexy. Maddening. Infuriating.”  

    I let my eyes crawl over her well-fucked body. Thank God we left for home in a few hours. My urge to separate her and Vic grew stronger by the minute. 

    “Make me cum,” she said. Her delicate fingers spreading her labia wide. “With your sweet tongue.” 

    Wow. I’d had semen forced on me before, by Jordan, Jill’s ex-boss. She’d enjoyed watching me then and she was enjoying watching me now. We played a game of sexual chicken.  

    I slid across the bed and curled my arms around each thigh. I pulled her pussy tightly against my mouth. I concentrated on her outer labia and her clit as I prepared myself for the inevitable dive inside. I remembered what cum tastes like. Victor tasted better. Thank God. Jill’s eyes were big and wild as her husband ate another man out of her cunt. I slipped two fingers in. He was everywhere, running out of her like water, soaking the bedspread. My wife’s pussy was a well lubricated tunnel of fuck. I used all my tricks on her. I carried a truck-load of sexual tension and wondered if I got her hot enough if she’d abandon her plan of forced chastity. Perhaps I could sink my dick in just before she climaxed. She killed that thought with her next breath. 

    “Jack-off while you eat me, Baby. Let me see you drain your balls. I want to cum the same time as you.” 

    I moved to my knees and took my half-hard dick in hand. She groaned and rotated her hips against my face. I surprised us both by cumming after only a few minutes. Truck-load of sexual tension indeed. 

    She climaxed almost an hour later, dragging our sex out, postponing her orgasm, keeping my tongue working her slutty hole. When she did it was like a bomb detonated inside her. Her pussy gushed and her arms and legs flailed. Her cry filled our suite. She lay like a dead woman after so I covered her with a sheet, showered, and joined her in bed. 

    We woke on time and she was a chatter-box as we packed. She told me all about Vic and his Hollywood empire and described many of his friends. They actually sounded pretty cool. We avoided her female-dominant role and instead she asked a million questions about the conference, at the end apologizing for not being the doting suburban wife she knew she was supposed to have been. 

    On the plane, she showed me pictures on her phone of her and Victor fucking. The man had a cock like Ben only uncircumcised and covered with veins. She hadn’t exaggerated about his balls. She also showed me pictures of them at Balboa Park having fun, feeding ducks, wandering an art museum.  

    “He’s a busy man but he comes to Vegas twice a year. I’ll be seeing him again in a month. I’ll spend a lot of time with him when he’s in town, Honey.” 

    “How much time?” 

    She dimmed her phone and leaned closer. “Let’s just say for the two or three days Victor’s in town, I’m his wife, not yours.” 

    Back in Vegas, she went straight to the office and I went home. I unloaded all my notes and started writing emails. Around ten in the morning I got a video sent to my phone of her sucking Vic’s heavy cock. I knew it was from the day before because her blonde hair framed his turgid, veiny cock. I was watching it a second time when I got a text from her telling me to make a masturbation video that captured my orgasm and to send it to her. I laughed but I did it. The woman is thorough. I got a text an hour later reminding me I can have her again tomorrow. I couldn’t wait. Although I’d just emptied it, my penis tried to rise again. 

     

     

     

    Chapter Thirteen 

     

     

    The second knock woke Scott up. He slipped out of bed carefully, allowing Darcy and Debbie to continue sleeping. He pulled on a pair of shorts and headed for the living room. 

    “Hello?” The midday sun made him squint.  

    The elderly man in front of him wore a United State Postal Service uniform. 

    “Are you Scott Free?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Is this your signature?” 

    Scott took the clipboard from the man and examined the scrawl across the bottom of the page. He rubbed his eyes and blinked and looked again. 

    “Not even close,” he said, returning the clipboard. “What’s this about?” 

    “Your usual carrier, David Davis, found this document in his paperwork when he returned from his days off. Apparently, you two have shared multiple conversations and are quite chummy?” 

    “Yeah, David is cool. He finds my line of work…interesting. So?” 

    The older postal worker gave Scott a disapproving look. “David said the signature was not yours and questioned the special delivery man that day. The person described did not match. David became worried the package had been given to someone other than yourself. David filed form fourteen-eighty-one, suspicious transaction, and I’m here to investigate. Did you receive a certified letter on Thursday the twelfth?” 

    “How long ago was that?” Scott rubbed his tousled hair. 

    “About two weeks, sir.” 

    Scott rubbed his chin. “Hang on a second,” he told the old man. “Let me grab my phone. I save everything.” 

    Scott jogged to the bedroom and found his phone on the floor. He returned to the front door, flipping through texts and emails. “What time was the delivery? Does that form show when the driver was here?” 

    “One twenty-two in the afternoon.” 

    Scott focused. Debbie and Darcy came up behind him to see what was happening. Debbie wore white panties and a sheer white teddy. Darcy wore a pair of Scott’s boxers and a see-through black bra. The postman looked unimpressed.  

    “Son of a bitch,” Scott exclaimed. “Fucking Trey.” 

    The girls tried to look over Scott’s arms at his phone and the clipboard. 

    “What’s wrong, Babe?” Debbie asked. 

    “Trey stole my mail. That fucker said he was me.” He looked back at the postal employee. “Does the document say who the sender was?” 

    “John and Jill Carson, of Las Vegas, Nevada.” 

    “I’m going to kill Trey.” Scott fumed. “I did him a favor!” 

    “Sir, if you’d like to file a claim, I can have those forms sent to you. It sounds like you know the individual that robbed you. I suggest you contact the police.” 

    “What? Oh. Yeah, thanks. I’ll handle it from here. Thank you for letting me know.” 

    Darcy waved goodbye at the old man and shut the door.  

    Scott was furious. “I don’t have Jill’s number anymore. Not since my last phone was stolen. Hey!” 

    Scott jerked the front door open. The postman was almost to his truck. “Sir? Mister Postman? Excuse me. Can I get a copy of that document?” 

    Scott ran out into the street in just his shorts and bare feet. The postman handed him a copy of the receipt. Walking up the driveway, Scott studied the sheet until he found John and Jill’s return address. 

    “Yes!” 

    Darcy and Debbie stood in the doorway, waiting, sexy as fuck. Scott was unfazed. His mind raced with the details of a road trip to Las Vegas, whom to invite, and what to do to Trey when he found him. 

     

     

    Chapter Fourteen 

     

     

    Trey followed the old woman out of the Seven-Eleven. He pretended to stop to send a text as the woman returned to her car. She dropped her purse on the passenger seat and walked around the other side to insert the hose into her gas tank.  

    Trey followed the wall of the building towards the dumpster and then ducked and cut towards her car. Walking in a crouch, he opened the passenger door and lifted the purse. He eased the door shut and headed for the wall again, standing upright once he cleared the corner. He double-timed his steps. He made a few quick turns and slipped into the men’s room of the nearby grocery store. Inside the stall, he sat and opened the purse; credit cards, cash, at least one hundred and fifty dollars, a cell phone, make-up, cigarettes, gum, and a hundred other irrelevant items. He took some chap stick, gum, and the cash, dropping the purse in the large trashcan by the door.  

    He browsed the store, eating beef jerky and a small packet of Oreos. He pushed a cart before him, occasionally adding items, but when he reached the far side of the store he left the cart and slipped out the door. With the building between them, the woman at the gas pump could not see him.  

    He’d been in Las Vegas almost a week, learning the bus routes and the lay of the city. Last time he was here he’d stayed with another porn actor and they’d done nothing but party. They never left the casino.  

    He’d met Trish a few times and the sex had been hot but he’d played the Broken Condom trick on her again and this time she’d seen through it. She accused him of intentionally ripping both and drove away angry. He thought there was only a fifty-fifty chance she’d call him again. 

    He’d located a library with Internet access and found John and Jill’s place. Tonight, he’d pay them a visit. 

    The bus dropped him several blocks away and he ate a burger and fries while he waited for the sun to go down. He remembered almost nothing about their lives. He remembered only how sexy Jill was and how much he loved forcing her. She’d looked at him with such contempt the first time he’d taken her. Pinning her in the coat check room and slowly winning her over had been a sweet victory. She’d fought for a while but eventually came around. Successfully seducing her a second time would be a huge win, especially after she’d snubbed him when he visited Vegas last year. 

    He entered the neighborhood and walked fast. If you look like you’re headed someplace in a hurry, people leave you alone. After many blocks, he recognized their street from Google Maps and fixed his eyes on the windows. One light burned downstairs and one upstairs. He kept his gaze locked as he drew closer. When he was upon the house, he turned sharply and approached the front door. He had his key ready. He counted on speed and surprise and the zip-ties he carried in his pants pocket. The key slid in and he turned. The knob twisted smoothly and the door opened. He stepped through, closing it behind. 

    He froze and extended his senses through the home, especially hearing. No distant television, no cooking smells, no shower running or pots and pans clanking. No voices. No music. Nothing. He waited another minute, absolutely still. He crept from the front room to the hallway.  Pause. Down the hall to the kitchen. Pause. Around the corner to the first bedroom. Pause. Nothing. Nobody was home. He remained on alert but moved more freely.  

    In the kitchen, he saw a dry erase calendar and “writer conference” written in green for this weekend. They’d left only hours earlier. He had the house to himself for almost three days. He checked the refrigerator and opened a beer, taking a sip. The label said Kentucky Brunch Brand Stout, and he was amazed. He took another sip.  

    “Wow,” he said out loud. 

    He began a systematic survey of the Carson home. He’d robbed houses in his youth with his older brother and knew what to do. Within an hour he had a pocket full of jewelry and cash from a jar in the bedroom. 

    Upstairs, he opened the door to another bedroom and discovered it had been converted into a movie set. On the desk were two computers and four cameras, including a hand-held. Empty tripods and dark floodlights ringed a large bed in the center of the room. Two microphones stood ready. A huge television screen was mounted to a wall. 

    “They started making their own porn,” he chuckled. “Good for them.” 

    In a closet, he found Jill’s extensive lingerie collection. On a shelf, he found a photo album. He opened the first page and saw Jill dressed in a black teddy, on her knees, head bowed, a large cock pressed against her forehead. He leaned closer. He thought he remembered how hot she was but he hadn’t. She was more stunning than his memories.  

    “Goddamn,” he murmured.  

    He lightly touched her breast with a fingertip. 

    He left the room to continue his search. In the master bedroom, he found documents which showed Jill was now a junior assistant district attorney, which made him nervous. One mistake and he knew he’d go to prison. In a nightstand, he found a dildo and he recognized the cock. He laughed. 

    “Fuck you, Scott Free, she’s my bitch now.” 

    He also found padded manacles, lotion, lube, and two small vibrators. 

    He moved to the living room and located the remote.  

    “Room and board for the weekend, and then the fly comes to the spider.”  

    The more it seemed his plan would work, the more excited he became. After an hour, he paused the television and returned to the studio. He avoided the computers knowing they’d have passwords and could alert John or Jill someone was in the house. He opened the photo album and pushed his pants down, stroking his enormous black cock while gazing at Jill. He’d withdrawn several pairs of her panties and as his orgasm approached, he aimed his abundant load at the cotton panels in the crotch of each. Each time Jill wore them she’d wrap her pussy in his sperm. The thought fueled his orgasm and he shot buckets. He resolved that every time he jerked off over the next three days, he mark something of hers. Once he finished with her panties he’d move onto her toothbrush and silverware. He chuckled. 

    “You gonna have Trey all over and in you, girl.” 

     

     

    Chapter Fifteen 

     

     

    Jill left work and sped all the way home. She’d taunted and teased her husband mercilessly these last few days and learned a few important things about herself. She’d made John jump through some high hoops and each time he’d done it, her pussy tingled. Her preference for forced sex extended to watching others, too. She was already planning on other ways she could explore this kink.  

    She’d first felt it when Jordan made John suck his cock last year but with everything that had happened in the meantime, she’d done nothing with that titillation until now. She believed John would be a willing participant. Victor was a harsh master and had ordered Jill to do dirty, slutty things. John had no idea. The nipple piercing and tattoo only hinted at the day she’d spent with Victor. He’d torn the lid off and, after first showing her how deep her depravity went, set free her dark side.  

    Now, however, she raced home to make love with her husband. She’d denied him for days and he’d played along but she missed him. Really, deeply, missed him. She wanted him and wouldn’t wait until tomorrow. It was time. 

    She entered the house through the garage door and dropped her purse and keys. She kicked off her shoes. 

    “Honey?” she yelled. “I changed my mind. Fuck me now.” 

    She never saw the wiry black arm that circled her neck from behind. With a bicep pressed against her jugular and an elbow under her chin, she couldn’t even reach back to strike her assailant. She was lifted to her tippy-toes and with remarkable speed the room began to spin. She heard rushing air. 

     

     

     

    Chapter Sixteen 

     

     

    I was in the kitchen, throwing an empty milk carton away, when I spotted a beer bottle in the trash.  

    This house recycles.  

    My brain ran through a hundred possible scenarios in an instant, hitting upon, too late, a possible intruder over the weekend. I stood up as an arm circled my neck. I fought as hard as I could but the man was taller and had surprise working for him. My struggles only burned oxygen faster and I felt my knees give out. Blackness welled up and swallowed me. 

    I awoke in the studio, gagged, and firmly tied and taped to a dining chair. My head hurt. Trey stood at the desk, powering up the computers. I called him a motherfucking asshole through the gag-shirt in my mouth.  

    He turned when he heard me and smiled. 

    “Hello, John. I’m sure you remember me. I’m sure Jill does too. She promised to fuck me again and then ignored my calls and my texts. Rude, right? I’m here to collect on that debt and make a few dollars, too.” 

    I tested my restraints but they did not budge. I surged strength into my arms and legs but, again, nothing. I relaxed.  

    For the next several hours Trey kept me company. He had me explain how to open her webcam and send a notice to all her followers. He’d searched the house and knew almost everything about our lives. We watched football together on the wide-screen and snacked. He was killing time until Jill got home and there was nothing I could do about it. I sensed he had no intention of hurting her. His plans for her were far more sinister.  

    Eventually, we heard the garage door open and he hurried downstairs. I threw everything I had against my bonds but this wasn’t a movie. Zip-ties cut skin. Belts don’t break. I can’t bend steel frames from a seated position.  

    I heard Jill call out she’d changed her mind and wanted me to fuck her a day early. Then I heard scuffling and grunting. I knew he was taking her like he’d taken me and I was powerless to stop him. 

    He came through the studio door with Jill over a shoulder and dropped her face down on the bed and facing away from me. He’d removed the manacles from the bedroom nightstand and attached them to the four corners of the studio bed. He stripped her work clothes off and locked her ankles and wrists. He propped her hips up with pillows and checked the camera angles. 

    He removed his clothing. I remembered his wiry-strong body from the coat room and then later at Scott’s place. Jill hated him but because of her own kinks found him almost impossible to resist.  

    He grabbed a tube of lotion from the desk and oiled his long black cock until it gleamed. He stepped to the bed, entering the picture for the first time and appearing huge on the wall mounted television, and oiled Jill’s pussy and asshole.  

    The website chat board lit up.  

    I was too far away to read the comments but I saw the lines rapidly feed. This was something they’d never seen from Capricious before.  

    Trey gave her round, pale ass a smack. Jill stirred. Trey climbed on the bed, aiming his black spear at my wife’s exposed cunt. 

    “I’m a let my cock bring her around. I bet she’s never woken up like this.” 

    His knees bent and the plump head mashed her labia. He pushed. His cock was hugely fat and growing harder by the second. Dark inches disappeared into Jill’s unconscious pussy. He began to fuck her body. 

    Jill moaned and lifted her head half an inch. It dropped to the comforter again. Trey pulled half his cock out and pushed it back in and her head lifted two inches. She shook her head as if to clear it. Her jaw worked. He’d chosen not to gag her so he was going to get an earful. 

    He held her hips and pushed every inch deep in her pussy. His black balls spread over her mons. Jill groaned. 

    “Nnngghhh…What? What’s happening? Ummmm, fuck…” 

    She tried to brush the hair off her face and discovered her wrist was bound. She examined her other wrist. She tried to sit up and learned her ankles were bound too. Trey withdrew everything but the head and leaned over her body, his mouth close to her ear. 

    “Should have answered the phone, bitch.” He sank his cock deep. 

    Jill recognized the voice and in an instant understood her predicament. She jerked on the restraints forcefully but to no effect. Trey let her struggle, chuckling. 

    “Here we are again, Baby, me trying to fuck you and you trying to get away. We both know what happens next; you slowly remember how much you love my cock and end up begging me to fuck you. Isn’t that right?” 

    “Fuck you!” 

    To show her exactly what he meant, Trey eased several fat inches deep. Jill stopped struggling, utterly distracted by the intense sensation. While that massive cock sank into her she was frozen and overwhelmed, but as soon as he pulled out she threw herself at her restraints again.  They were designed to hold her and they did.   

    “You motherfucker,” she growled. “Stop. Trey. Stop. I’m not fucking around.” 

    In response, Trey smacked her ass and gave her several strong, deep strokes. She gasped. Waves of pleasure raced up her back and her head fell forward before she recovered enough to resist. 

    “No! Goddamn it, asshole. Let me go. Please.” 

    Trey laughed, infuriating Jill. 

    “That’s what you say every time, girl, and then I fuck you and you cum. Shut up and take my dick. We have a long night ahead and by the way; I love the blonde hair.” 

    He pushed his thumb up her lubed asshole at the same time he shoved his stiff cock into the center of her body. My wife cried out. She was influencing him, too. His balls had drawn up and black veins stood out. When he withdrew his cock, wetness gleaming all along the length. I shook my head; her body betrays her every time. Soon, her mind would follow. He looked down and chuckled and then turned to me. 

    “Now she’s coming around.” 

    Jill was confused for a moment. “Who are you talking to? John? Are you in the room too?” 

    I spoke into the gag as loudly as I could. Jill was about to reply but Trey began to firmly fuck her little pussy and the sensations derailed anything she had to say. She grit her teeth, fighting hard to retain some control, struggling to resist, refusing to lift her ass to meet his thrusts.   

    “Yeah,” he taunted. “Your husband’s watching you get fucked. So are all your fanboys.” 

    Jill surged against her manacles, pulling and twisting with all her strength. Muscles and tendons stood out all over her back and down her arms and legs. Trey leaned his weight on her until his cock pressed her cervix. She groaned and her body locked into place. He held himself there, waiting.  

    “Bet that feels like I’m about to come out your mouth. Best way I know to settle a bitch down.” He left it until Jill begged him to pull back. He did, but began kissing all around her nape and ears. He nibbled her back, tiny bites across her shoulder blades and down her arms. His pelvis worked his cock in and out smoothly. 

    Jill fell silent. Trey held himself over her and fucked the beautiful woman beneath him. Soon I heard her wetness slosh each time his hips hit her ass. She started shaking her head, fighting what was happening to her, frustrated almost to the point of screaming that her body was not hers to control.  

    “No, no, no,” she whimpered. “Not again. Not him.” 

    “Unngh,” Trey grunted. “Your pussy is tightening around me. You must be getting close. I love this part. I bet you hate it. Do you hate it, Jill? Do you hate what my cock does to you? You gonna cum on this black dick? I think so.” 

    He focused on fucking her. Her poor pussy was stretched around his girth like a rubber band.  Her pink pussy skin made white by the tight grip she had around his shaft. The pillows under her cunt were soaked. 

    “Tell Daddy Trey you love his cock,” he said. “Let me hear you say it.” 

    Jill tried to imagine herself a million miles away. Trey never broke stride and within a few seconds Jill came rushing back to the moment and that black battering ram spearing her guts. 

    “I’ve never fucked a woman as pretty as you, and I’ve fucked the most beautiful women on Earth. I’m a motherfucking porn star. I’ve nailed them all. I’ve got babies on every continent. I’ve retired half a dozen bitches and none of them come close to you.” 

    He grunted and his cock moved faster. 

    “You’re stunning. I’d crawl through glass for your pussy. I’m going to fuck you again and again until my dick breaks.” 

    I would never have expected it, but his words had an effect. Jill’s round ass started rising in time to the thrusts of his big black cock. I heard her suck air and whimper again. 

    “No, please, God, anyone but Trey. Not him.” 

    He leaned back and pushed a thumb up her ass again and fucked her faster. 

    “Fuck! Your pussy’s like a fist. Goddamn, woman.” 

    The sound of wet, slapping flesh filled the studio. Both were racing towards orgasm but Jill got there first. I can’t imagine what her viewing audience thought of what they were witnessing. She must have a thousand dicks hard, all around the world. 

    “Unnngh,” she cried. “Oh God, no!” 

    Jill’s head snapped back and then forward as she buried her shamed face in the bed and screamed. Her body jerked and spasms raced over the length of her. Trey kept fucking as long as he could but then convulsions wracked his frame. His rhythm became random and I knew he was spewing white molten lava directly into her uterus.  

    A tiny clank caught my ear. On the floor, dislodged by the bouncing bed, lay a butter knife. I’d used it weeks ago to duct tape some studio wires into place and forgotten it. 

    On the bed the lovers writhed. Trey kissed all around her neck and Jill purred, rotating her hips just to feel the fat log wedged inside her. 

    I forced my foot as far forward as I could, almost touching the knife with my toes. A quick glance showed me Trey was still occupied with Jill so I bunny-hopped my chair forward and inch. I grabbed the knife with my toes.  

    By repeatedly pressing the knife against the ground and then sliding my toes, I slowly worked the instrument to an upright position. I stretched my fingers as far as possible while lifting my foot high. I passed the knife to my hand. Moments later I had the tiny teeth at the end eating away at the zip-tie around my wrists. 

    Trey still leaned over Jill, murmuring into her ear. All fight had left her. Her body now moved in concert with his, reunited lovers finding each other again. I’d seen Trey in action before and knew there was an excellent chance, especially since he was fucking Jill, to grow another erection without ever leaving her body, if he even lost the one he had. I suspected that’s what he was trying to do right now, and she was helping.  

    The plastic parted. 

    I silently slid my arm out of the loops and began work on my other arm. Within moments, I was free. The bands around my ankles fell quickly. 

    Trey had started fucking Jill again only this time she met him thrust for thrust. Her pale skin against his dark skin looked hot but mostly I loved the way her ass curved along his crotch. Trey bit a hump of her back flesh and held it between his jaws. He withdrew his cock. I saw his hips lift and tilt and his huge black rod rise an inch. His pelvis eased forward. Jill lifted her asshole, offering it to her conquering master. He slipped an arm around in front and she bit his forearm as his massive beast began her anal penetration.  

    Time to rescue my wife.  

    I thought about stabbing him. I thought about slicing his balls off from behind with this butter knife. Then I remembered four days of jacking off so Victor could own Jill’s cunt. I remembered Jill tormenting me mercilessly.  

    I walked around to the front of the bed. Both had their eyes squeezed shut so I unzipped and pressed my penis against Jill’s lips. Her eyes flew open and she gasped, which alerted Trey. His eyes opened too and he froze. He looked at my butter knife, deciding if he was afraid or not.  

    “Suck my dick, bitch,” I ordered. 

    Jill gave me a look like she never has; shock, admiration, lust, and annoyance. I said it again and leaned forward. 

    “Fuck her ass, Trey. Let’s run a train on this whore.” 

    I hoped I got that right. I have limited street-credibility when it comes to tough-guy linguistics. Trey snorted and his lips twisted into a sneer. I guessed I was close enough.  

    I grabbed Jill’s blonde hair and forced my penis into her mouth. Trey laughed and started fucking her butthole again. Jill groaned and grabbed my wrist, trying to make me let go, but I held on until she needed to brace herself against the bed from Trey’s strong pounding behind her. I took that moment to get out of my clothing. 

    My penis is nothing like Trey’s so, yeah, I was intimidated. Also, I did not trust him, and worried he might decide I needed to be knocked out and tied up again. Add to that I’d already cum earlier in the day. I took a long time to get hard and never fully achieved a solid erection. But I was stiff enough to fuck Jill’s mouth, and that’s exactly what I did. Later, Jill had an anal-orgasm that sounded like she was being murdered. Neither of us let her have much air or move around and I think that intensified the climax for her. Trey filled her ass with hot cum and flopped to the side but I kept sawing in and out of her mouth until he rolled away and I, stiff enough now, took his place up her rectum. His flood had her well lubed so my dick slid right in. I hammered her butt until I spit my jizz in there too. 

    I fell on her other side.  

    Jill’s, “Someone untie me,” was met with indifference. Neither of us moved. 

    “I’m going to shower,” Trey said.  

    I wondered if that was true or if he’d use the opportunity to dress and slip out the door. He left the studio, leaving his clothing on the floor. I moved to the desk and paused the Internet feed. Jill’s face had been turned away the whole time but the world sure got delicious shots of her pussy and ass getting reamed.  

    “John, untie me,” she repeated. “This is too risky. I know I encouraged him but Trey must leave our home. I can’t have someone like him here. I’m without my disguise. My career will be destroyed if anyone found out.” 

    “Then let’s be careful no one finds out.” 

    “Are you going to untie me?” 

    “No. We’re not finished with you.” 

    I swear her eyes flashed excitement before she throttled it and stared angry daggers. She again demanded I set her free. I wandered over to my chair and came back with the gag Trey had used on me. I tied it around her head. She looked furious. I gave her firm ass a smack and checked the memory on one of the handheld cameras. Trey reentered the room. 

    “Let’s turn her over and tie her on her back,” I suggested. “Legs wide open.” 

    He studied my face and concluded I was serious. We flipped her legs and then her arms, reattaching the manacles to the frame. Jill now stared at the ceiling, her body forming a large X in the middle of the bed.  

    “How much time you need to get hard again?” 

    “Fifteen, twenty minutes. I’ll take that gag out and make her suck my cock until I’m ready.” 

    I gave him a nod. From the desk drawer, I removed a bright pink vibrator shaped like a cock. I clicked the switch and the phallus shook my hands. Back at the bed I smeared it all around Jill’s sloppy pussy, pushed it all the way in, and flipped the switch. Her body stiffened as the shock of sensation jolted her. She whimpered loudly around Trey’s dick. I turned the dial to maximum and her whimper became a muffled scream.  

    Trey moved forward until his big black ball sack fell into her open mouth. I watched her roll the twin eggs around with her tongue. Her hips had begun to move on their own and I knew the intense vibration was driving her towards orgasm. I was going to rip one after another from her all night until her body gave out and she could cum no more. Deny me for four days? Fuck that. 

    Trey was a cruel master. I was sure he pulled the wings off flies as a kid. He may still do it now. He was also a porn star and I saw exactly why he deserved that title. Jill was a gorgeous piece of meat and he was driven to possess her and in his mind, that meant fucking and filling her with seed. His erection came back in fifteen minutes, just like he suspected, and between that and the toys I brought from the desk, we literally made Jill weep with pleasure. I’m sure we almost broke her pussy.  

    I held her face in my hands and stared deep into her loving eyes as that bastard Trey fucked her from behind and filled her with cum. The night was fucking intense. I don’t know how many times she came but it had to be close to twenty-five. Maybe thirty. Every single one a body-rocking, wall-shaking earthquake. I lost count of his too. I’d guess five? 

    I was done after that one up her ass. I ran the camera and made suggestions and recorded the whole thing for her website. I avoided her face but got close-ups of her diamond nipple stud and pussy tattoo. I also got a wonderful close-up of her wedding ring gliding up and down his shiny black cock as she tried to pump every drop of sperm he had into her pussy. Fucking crazy. 

    We left her curled in a fetal position, or as close as she could get to one while still tied up, and wandered to the kitchen for food. We stood there, leaning against the marble counters, two naked men, one black and exceptionally well-hung, the other white and not so much, a couple of buds, talking about the hot babe we just banged. Bizarre.  

    I asked what his plans were, now, and he admitted when he first came to Vegas, he was going to extort money from us. I knew he was hinting he still could.  

    “That’s a problem, Trey. Nobody wants to live with that shit over their head. We need a resolution. Things could get ugly.” 

    He thought for a minute. “Alright, how about this; pay me to fuck her. Nobody’s hiring me back in Los Angeles. I’ve acted dumb too many times and gotten a bad rep. You guys have a ton of money and you’re only going to make more as her site grows. I can boost membership. Think how many white boys want to watch her take this black cock. She can’t resist it and that sells, baby. Make me one of her regular lovers and send some cash my way. Now I got to behave because you’re the Golden Goose.” 

    I had nothing to add. “That’s…that’s pretty good, Trey.” I was surprised I hadn’t thought of it. We shook hands and headed back to the studio. 

    Jill was out. Streams of sperm ran from her ass and her pussy. The room was hot from the lights and sex so I didn’t cover her. Trey and I joined her on the bed and I set my phone for an alarm.  

    Jill had work in the morning, after all. 

     

     

    Chapter Seventeen 

     

     

    Jill sat the peanut butter jar on the kitchen counter and waved a spoon in our faces. “Everyone has a secret life hidden inside their normal one. Trust me, I see it every day. I hear the stories told to the judge and watch the faces of husbands and wives discovering for the first time their partner hid things from them. Everyone has desires they never act on.” 

    For five days, we’d lived a hedonistic romp of sexual decadence. I kept the curtains drawn. Every morning Jill would shower and head for work and every night when she got home Trey and I would tag-team her until she passed out. I was convinced she’d become addicted to orgasms. She craved them day and night. I noticed her cravings were often preceded by seeing Trey naked. He noticed too so rarely wore clothing around our home.  

    Saturday afternoon I sent a notification to all the Capricious followers that she would have a repeat black-cock performance Saturday night and our server almost crashed. I sent a follow-up notification just hours before.  

    The moment arrived and Jill came out of the bathroom dressed as her alter-ego. Trey just about passed out. She’d gone with a long black wig to hide her newly blonde hair and her make-up was extra vampish. She looked hot and slutty and that perfectly matched her mood. There was no double-team this time as I stayed off camera and let Trey and my wife go at each other like animals. Viewers were encouraged to make requests for a little extra donation and money poured in her account.  

    Life, as they say, was good. 

     

     

    Chapter Eighteen 

     

     

    Richard Sommers spotted the documents on his way home that night. He’d meant to give them to Jill but in the hectic pace of the office, he’d forgotten. She had to have them. He placed them in his briefcase and called her. She did not answer. 

    In his Mercedes, he called her again. He hated showing up on someone’s doorstep unannounced but why wasn’t she answering her phone? He had an early flight and she needed to start on the case tonight. 

    He tried texting and calling as he entered her neighborhood. He pulled up to the curb. The lights were on upstairs. He knocked and rang the doorbell. He cut through the side-yard gate and knocked on the backdoor. He backed away from the house to gaze at the upstairs window, trying to remember the layout of their home. He’d been there only once. He recalled they were working on making a bedroom a home theater. He heard music through the glass. 

    “Probably why they can’t hear me,” he muttered.  

    The second story had a small deck which ran along the length of the house. He made his way to the stairs and climbed. He knew he’d scare the shit out of them by tapping on an upstairs window but this was too important. Jill and John would just have to forgive him. He’d speak to her about keeping her phone close.  

    At the window, he raised his hand to knock. His eyes focused beyond the sheers into the room behind. He froze.  

    Jill straddled a black man, her bare, bald pussy about an inch above his enormous cock. John circled the bed with a handheld camera. Her thighs flexed and her pussy dipped and Richard watched that huge black head split Jill open. She relaxed her legs a little, using her bodyweight to drive the head deeper. Detecting simultaneous movement, Richard swung his gaze to the monitor on the desk and the wide-screen on the wall.  

    Not only were they recording this, Richard realized, they were broadcasting over the Internet! This was disastrous, a catastrophe waiting to happen. 

    Jill’s back arched as the black cock entered her body. Richard felt certain, at first, the beast would not fit, but Jill’s tiny hole expanded, stretching to accommodate the monster cock. The music drowned out her cries of pleasure but Richard knew she was moaning loudly. No woman could take a cock like that in silence. For a strange and twisted moment, Jill became Janet and it was his wife atop that conquering black dragon. Richard shook his head forcefully, wondering why the fuck his mind had done that. His penis stiffened. Through the thin curtains, catching only bits and pieces of bodies, it was so easy to imagine he spied on his wife. His penis inflated rapidly, shocking him. Anger welled. 

    “Disgusting,” he muttered, eyes pressed to the window. “Sick.”  

    Angry and ashamed for even thinking such thoughts, he quickly found another target for his ire. 

    I cannot allow this. Jill is a total slut. She’ll bring me down with her. 

    Inside, Jill lifted her hips, slamming her pussy down onto the spear that filled it. Her body quaked and she seemed desperate and slightly out of control. Richard realized she was chasing an orgasm and marveled at how fast that penis had gotten her there. Despite his efforts to resist, he imagined Janet climaxing on that big cock. His revulsion quickly became rage. 

    Jill and her black lover moved enough that Richard saw her face clearly. His fury abated, but only somewhat. Jill was so beautiful; anger was hard to maintain. He watched her face closely as she fucked this horse-cocked stud. She was stunning. Gorgeous. Sexy beyond belief. He shook his head. He could not allow that to distract him from what he must do. 

    His knuckle came down hard on the glass. 

    Nobody noticed.  

    John was riveted to his wife getting fucked and Jill and Trey saw only each other. The music covered the loud ping. Richard pulled back his hand and struck the glass again, harder, but, again, nothing. 

    “Oh for fuck’s sake.”  

    He rapped on the window repeatedly, striking hard enough to overcome the loud music and everybody’s lust-craved distraction. John heard it first and his head snapped up. Jill and Trey were right behind him. Jill rolled off her ebony lover and covered herself and Trey was on his feet instantly and headed for the window. Richard took several steps back.  

    Trey jerked the window open. 

    “What the fuck, motherfucker? You spying in windows? Get out of here before I kick your ass!” 

    John looked over Trey’s shoulder at the man outside. 

    “Oh, fuck.” 

    Jill took the sheet with her and scrambled to get a look. 

    “Richard? What the hell are you doing?” 

    He looked each directly in the eye, summoning his earlier anger and disgust. He pointed a finger at Jill’s face. 

    “Firing you.” 

    Jill’s jaw dropped. John started to argue. Trey made a fist and grabbed at Richard but Jill stopped him. 

    “Trey! No. Do not hit him. Richard, go home. My private life is none of your business. We’ll finish this conversation Monday morning when I come to work.” 

    “You’ll be coming to work Monday to pick up your final check. I know all about your porn connections. This is the last straw and I probably should have done it much sooner. You can pick up your personal effects then.” 

    Richard spun on a heel and descended the stairs. John, Trey, and Jill stood stunned. 

     

     

    Chapter Nineteen 

     

     

    Scott caught up to Trey at a McDonalds. He’d been slowly closing the loop. A phone call back to friends in LA taught him Trey had recently come into some steady cash and so, finally, stopped moving around. As Scott came through the door Trey stood. 

    “I know you’re pissed,” Trey managed to get out of his mouth before Scott hit him squarely on the jaw. “Hold up!” Trey yelled, falling backward into a plastic table. McDonald’s customers scattered.  Scott followed up quickly with a left, another punch to the jaw. Trey flipped over the table and landed hard. Scott was already over him when Trey righted himself. 

    “Hold it, man. I’m trying to tell you I made good!” 

    Scott had his right back for another punch but held it. 

    Trey jumped into Scott’s hesitation, talking fast. “I fucked up. I know I did. I ripped you off after you were good to me. I came out here to fuck with Jill but something happened. Things have changed. I work for them now.” 

    Scott straightened. “What?”  

    “It’s true. I came out here to extort money but I couldn’t. Jill’s too sweet.” 

    “I fucking know Jill’s sweet. That’s why I followed you out here to beat your ass. Stay the fuck away from her.” 

    “Scott, listen. She got fired because she’s friends with you, not me. Her husband John already had a porn website going and she’s got ten-thousand followers, and that’s in just a few months, and he has no idea what he’s doing. I was going to hook her up with your website guy. She could make bank. She’ll make more than she did.” 

    Scott lowered his fist. 

    “You stole from me. In my house. While I was doing you a favor.” 

    “I’m a piece of shit, no doubt. At least, I was. I’m trying to fix that.” 

    They looked around at the McDonald’s customer. The manager had the phone to his ear. Everyone looked terrified of the black man and the crazy, violent, pierced, and tattooed white guy. Scott laughed. 

    “Yeah, let’s roll. Heat’s coming.” 

    Scott led them to his Porsche. Trey gave directions to the Carson’s. He let them both in with the key he still had.  

    Jill’s face lit up when she saw Scott. She screamed and ran the length of the hall and jumped on him, wrapping her legs around his waist and kissing his mouth. T 

    rey and John exchanged knowing looks; Jill did that for neither of them. She wore a black, micro-mini skirt and black bikini top and Scott made her back up so he could look at her.  

    “Love the blonde hair,” Scott said. 

    John tapped Trey on the shoulder and gave him a sign. Both men left Scott and Jill alone. 

     

     

    Chapter Twenty 

     

     

    The instant I saw Richard standing on the deck, I knew Jill was screwed. My only hope, believe it or not, was Jill had been fucking him behind my back and what I was seeing was a jealous rage. She wasn’t, it wasn’t, and Monday morning he fired her.  

    Politics are a funny game. To terminate her with prejudice meant he’d chosen poorly in the first place. Depending what came out in the press, if Jill made a stink, might get some convictions overturned, but that would blow shit back on Richard as well as Jill. Richard need Jill to go away but go away quietly. She told him she’d think about it. 

    At home, she fumed for days. She lamented all the schooling to obtain her degree and all the butt-kissing she’d had to do on the way up. Once the rage and hurt passed Jill went into that mind-calculation thing she does where she analyzes every variable. I waited for her to speak, and she took a long time. In the end, she smiled.  

    “You know what? Fuck him. I was miserable in that job anyway. I did coke for Christ’s sake. What does that tell you? The pay is shit for the hours and the stress.” 

    She crossed the kitchen and wrapped her arms around my neck. “Let’s switch sides,” she purred. “I’ll go into private practice. I’ve seen the bullshit politicians pull, using social outcasts as their scapegoats. I’ll specialize in porn industry cases. There’s tons of money and I have friends already. What do you think?” 

    I was all for it. She was doing it for the fight, the passion, and that’s always better than chasing money. Between my writing and her website, we were fine and both our incomes were on the way up. She could take only the cases that inspired her and, with Scott’s connections, make a difference in real people’s lives. People that just wanted to fuck for a living. 

    “Richard did say something interesting. While I was in his office Monday morning I asked him what he was doing on the balcony, spying on me. He told me what he saw. He described what Trey was doing to me and said he became enraged because he saw Janet in my place. Isn’t that odd? Why would he tell me that?” 

    “Trying to cover for being a pervert? Trying to show what a good Christian soul he is or how much he loves his wife?” 

    “Who knows? It did give me an idea, though, and the perfect revenge against that prick. I know Janet is frustrated with Richard and his all-consuming job. I’m going to send Trey after her. Let’s see how Richard enjoys a DVD of Janet taking big black cock.” 

     

     

    Chapter Twenty-One 

     

     

    “What about Jimmy?” I asked. 

    Jill looked at the kitchen floor. “Maybe in a week or two. After Victor goes back to Los Angeles.” 

    “This is my house, too, Jill.” 

    “Which is exactly why I want to do this, Baby. We’ll never look at that bed the same way. This isn’t some random hotel room where you spy on me or even our studio where we control the lighting and every angle. This is our bedroom. This is our marital bed. You and I sleep under those covers every night. There’s no more intimate place on Earth for us, and that’s exactly why I want him there, on top of me, inside me.” 

    This was not a fair fight but screw me for marrying a lawyer. She knew by conjuring images in my head of her getting fucked, I’d get turned on and cave in. Against my will I saw Victor standing in our bedroom, nude, soft but enormous, Jill on the bed, waiting, legs spread. My stomach fluttered. Bitch. 

    “What do I do while this is happening? I can’t film. I can’t go to sleep.” 

    She had her answer ready, knowing I’d arrive at that question once I gave in. “I want you watching, Baby. I want your eyes glued to your sweet Baby-girl. No wig, no make-up. I want you to see what he does to me and how he does it. I love fucking for you. I love the way you look at me. This will drive you crazy and torture you and doesn’t that sound like so much fun?” 

    I sighed. “So, where is he? I suppose you’ll call and he’ll come running. How long do I have to mentally prepare myself for this?” 

    “He’s in our bed.” 

    My jaw dropped. As soon as I got home from the grocery store she’d met me in the kitchen and kept me there, talking.  

    “You knew you’d win,” I said. “All that talk we just had was for show.” 

    “Honey,” her eyes went soft. “Some people say don’t start a fight you can’t win, but I only start fights I’ve already won. Go use the guest shower and meet us in the bedroom.” She kissed my cheek on her way by. 

    I ran upstairs. I knew they’d start without me and my gut clenched with fear that I’d miss something. I’d showered earlier and didn’t need one since I would not be joining them, but it still sounded like a good idea. I soaped and dried quickly and raced back downstairs. 

     

     

     

     

    Visit my blog; MyEroticBunny.tumblr.com 
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