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My Wife Was the Main Event


I leaned against the kitchen counter, sipping my morning coffee as I watched my wife move from room to room, preparing for her upcoming business trip. Comfort hummed softly to herself, her movements graceful and purposeful as she gathered things to put in her suitcase. She came into the kitchen and poured herself a mug of coffee from the pot.

“So, where are you off to again?” I asked, trying to sound casual as I glanced at Comfort over the rim of my cup. “I know you told me the other day, but I’ve already forgotten.”

That wasn’t true at all, but I wanted to see if she’d say something different than she’d said the other day.

Comfort flashed me a bright smile, her green eyes sparkling with excitement. She brushed a few strands of her dark red hair out of her face. “Design conference. New York. Gonna be busy, but I’m looking forward to it.”

I nodded, feigning interest as I took another sip of my coffee. Comfort is a freelance graphic designer and has had to travel on occasion, either to meet with a long-distance client or to attend conferences. In the past, these trips were fairly infrequent, but there have been more and more of them lately. It’s supposedly New York this time. Last month it was Chicago. The month before that, Detroit. The Detroit trip I believed; I happened to see her credit card statement after that one and saw a few charges for food and shopping in Detroit. The others, though…

I think I can tell when she’s doing something other than what she says she’s doing. When she came back from Detroit, she was full of details about her trip, who she talked to at the conference. She even does weekly work for a client she met there. She didn’t say shit about her experience in Chicago. Or the weeklong trip to Denver three months ago, which is when I really started to suspect she had something else going on.

I’ve never pressed her for information or challenged her on any of this, despite my suspicions. And to be honest, I don’t even know what my suspicions are. Is she having an affair? That’s probably the most likely scenario, but given her lack of sex drive--no doubt driven by her upbringing by the type of fundamentalist evangelicals who would actually give their daughter an early American Puritan name like “Comfort”--it’s hard to believe. The most scandalous thing Comfort has ever done with her body is getting two tiny butterfly tattoos--one on the right side of her stomach, and one on her left breast.

Gambling has crossed my mind. Comfort seemed to begin to have an influx of extra cash coming in around the time of the Denver trip, much more than her meager earnings had ever been before. I’m not sure why she’d keep gambling from me, especially if she was successful. I’ve been known to bet on horses a time or two, so it’s not like I’d be judgmental. However, I know how gambling destroyed my uncle’s life and led to him living in shame until he died. Could be she’s afraid of something similar happening and just can’t stop.

It does bother me a little that I think she’s deceiving me, but who am I to judge? It’s not like I don’t have secrets of my own.

Comfort finished her coffee and then finished packing. As she zipped up her suitcase, I made my way over to her, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind. “I’m going to miss you, you know,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to the back of her neck.

She leaned back into my embrace, a soft sigh escaping her lips. “I’ll miss you, too, Hank. But I won’t be gone for long.”

I held her for a moment longer before releasing her, a small smile playing at the corner of my lips. I tried to tamp down my own excitement. Not that I liked having her gone, exactly, especially given that I knew she was up to something secretive, but it sure made it easier to partake of my own secrets.

“I know,” I said. “Have a safe trip, okay?”

With one last glance at me, Comfort grabbed her suitcase and headed for the door. I couldn’t help but stare at her perfect little ass and her long legs as she went. “I’ll call you when I land,” she promised before disappearing out into the morning light.

I looked at my watch. Given her drive time to the airport, waiting to board, and the flight itself, she’d be landing in New York in about eight hours. Not that I actually believed that she’d be in New York when she called. Or, if she was that she’d be going to a design conference the next day like she’d said.

At any rate, if she was mindful of the timing and true to her promise to call me, I’d probably be getting her phone call as I was driving to my sex party.

---

I wouldn’t say Comfort is asexual, exactly, and I wouldn’t say that I’m a sex addict, exactly, but on a spectrum from hypersexual to asexual, she and I are about as far apart as you can get.

I’m on the hypersexual end, in case that wasn’t clear. I’m not a sex addict or anything--thoughts of sex don’t rule my every waking moment and I’m quite capable of going weeks without--but I make no apologies for wanting--needing--sex. And my wife and I do have sex, despite Comfort’s lack of enthusiasm, but I’m also not going to apologize for it not being enough.

I don’t blame her for her parents’ influence over her attitude toward her body and sex, and I’ll thank you for not blaming me for having a healthy attitude toward those kinds of things.

About a year ago, I found out about these sex parties hosted by a local millionaire. A friend of mine had gone to a few of them and told me all about it. Everyone who attends is vetted--no sex offenders, creeps, or underage participants--and everyone has to undergo frequent STI tests. It’s as safe as you can make this kind of thing, which was important to me. Even though I crave sex way more than my wife, I’d never do anything to put her in harm’s way. It’s why, despite being tempted several times, I’ve never fucked a hooker or gone home with a hot stranger from a bar.

The main reason I was suspicious of my wife’s supposed work trips is because I usually used the same excuse--going out of town for a business trip--when I went to these sex parties. I’m a sales rep for a big manufacturing company, and I do travel out of town for the same reason as Comfort does on those occasions when that was really what she was doing. Our jobs make the perfect cover for my sex parties and whatever the hell she was really up to.

I was pretty pumped about going to this party; I hadn’t been to one in several months. My friend Miles, who’d gotten me into them in the first place, had been to a few recent ones and said they’d been the wildest he’d ever seen. Apparently the woman who’d been the “Main Event” was beyond wild, willing to do anything and everything, never seeming satisfied.

And that woman was supposed to be at this one.

I was about halfway to the mansion where the party was being held when my phone rang. I glanced at the screen and saw my wife’s name and contact photo. Right on time…

“Hey, sweetie,” I said when I answered. “How was the flight?”

“It was fine,” she replied.

Comfort always complained about flying. Saying this one was “fine” was another clue she was lying.

“I’m glad you got there safely,” I said.

“What are you up to this evening?” she asked.

“Oh, you know, the usual,” I said. “On my way to get some snacks and then just gonna veg out in front of the TV before bed.”

“Sounds nice,” Comfort said. “I’m thinking about getting into bed myself. Kind of tired.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll let you rest. Let me know how the conference goes tomorrow.”

“Will do,” she said. “I love you, Hank.”

Something in her tone bothered me. I imagined her feeling guilty about her deception.

I tried to keep my own guilt out of my voice when I said, “I love you, too, Comfort.”

---

I turned left into the winding driveway that led to the mansion. The driveway was lined on either side with large trees, their branches arching gracefully overhead. Several cars were parked on the side of the driveway in front of the mansion itself. I parked behind the one I recognized as belonging to Miles.

The house was only called a mansion because it seemed to be one compared to most houses in my midsize city, but would’ve been fairly modest in a larger, more prosperous area. Its facade was crafted from warm, earthy-toned bricks and had a charming front porch, supported by intricately carved wooden columns, that stretched across the front of the house.

Large windows with delicate white trim punctuated the facade, offering glimpses into the interior. Soft lamplight spilled out from within, casting a warm glow onto the neatly manicured lawn. Colorful flower beds and carefully placed shrubs accentuated the house’s elegant simplicity.

The mansion was the picture of class and sophistication, and offered no hints to the depravity that frequently took place in the basement.

I stepped up onto the porch and rang the doorbell. A moment later, the door swung open and J. Robert Harrington himself greeted me.

Harrington was by far the wealthiest man in the area, and the third wealthiest in the state. He had several homes, including one in the state capital that dwarfed this particular one. I imagined, although I had no direct knowledge, that he hosted parties similar to the one I was attending tonight, at all of his properties. His was old money, passed down to him by his father and grandfathers and great-grandfathers, made from coal mines and banks and savvy investing decades before either he or I were born.

You wouldn’t think someone of his stature would lower himself to personally greeting his guests at the door, but his was a controlling hand when it came to these sex parties. He had servants and security guards to make sure the parties themselves went off without a hitch, but he insisted on being the last line of defense before anyone entered his home.

“Hello, Hank,” he said. I used to be surprised when he recognized me, but Miles told me Harrington had made files for all of his party attendees and studied them meticulously before each party. “Test results?”

I pulled my phone from my pocket and tapped the screen, pulling up the app that kept track of my STI results. I showed it to him.

Harrington smiled and nodded. “Welcome. Deposit your phone into the bowl there.” He indicated a large metal bowl on a table to the side of the doorway.

I dropped my phone into the bowl, where it joined at least seven others. This was probably going to be the biggest party I’d been to. None of the others had more than five men in attendance.

“If you’re ready, you can head on down to the dungeon,” Harrington said, closing the door behind us. “Rafferty is down there with the documents and the masks. We’re still waiting on a few other guests, so it’ll be just a bit before the fluffers come down.”

I nodded, wondering if he could hear my heart pounding. It had been entirely too long since I’d been to one of these things.

I walked through the living room, filled with lush leather chairs and couches and priceless artwork on the walls, to the hallway where the door to the basement was. I opened the door and made my way down the stairs to what Harrington called his dungeon.

In the middle of the room was a large bed with metal posts and rails across the top that had rings to hook up handcuffs or bondage rope. There was a large recliner beside the bed nearest me, and on the other side a rolling cabinet that I knew was filled with sex toys, paddles, and bondage supplies. Most men at these parties didn’t make much use of the toys, as there was a limited amount of time each one got with the Main Event. We typically just stuck to the basics so we’d have enough time to come.

Seven men sat in chairs lining the wall and facing the bed. They were all nude except for black masks that covered their heads and their faces except for holes for their eyes, noses, and mouths. Each one of them held an envelope in their hands.

One of the men, one of two Black guys in attendance, waved at me; had to be Miles. I waved back.

An older, unmasked man smiled at me from a table on the left side of the room.

“Welcome to the party, Hank,” the man said.

Seemed like Rafferty was as knowledgeable about the party guests as his boss was. I walked over to him to sign my agreement and get my mask.

“Read it over before signing,” Rafferty said, handing me the document and a pen.

I shrugged. “I’m sure it’s fine.”

Rafferty shrugged back; I got the sense he was mocking me. “Something may have changed since you were here last. Can’t be too careful before signing a contract.”

I smiled. “Sure.”

I skimmed through the contract, which did indeed seem to be the same one I’d signed a few times before. It was basically a nondisclosure agreement. It wasn’t forbidden from discussing the party itself with anyone not in attendance, but we weren’t allowed to divulge specifics, including the identities of those present. Of course, in most cases no one knew who anyone else was, although there was always the chance that some of the men would recognize others from the area. And of course Miles and I knew each other, but I would’ve trusted him not to talk about me being there, contract or no contract.

There was a clause encouraging us to bring anything dangerous or criminal to the attention of Rafferty or Harrington, and to call the police if we felt something truly bad was going on. I’m sure we would’ve had that right anyway, even with the NDA, but it was still nice to know Harrington cared so much about his guests’ safety.

I knew the women--the fluffers and the Main Event--had their own version of the contract, but didn’t know what all it involved. Recognizing the women would’ve been a lot tougher than the men. There was never a chance that any of the men would see any of the women without masks on, although the womens’ masks usually didn’t cover nearly as much as the mens’.

I flipped to the end of the contract and signed my name. I handed the document and pen back to Rafferty, who handed me a black leather mask and an envelope in return.

“Take off your clothes and put them in the closet,” he said, pointing to a door near his table. “Then, take a seat. We’ll begin when everyone is here.”

I nodded. I walked over to the closet and took off my clothes. The first couple of times I did this, I was pretty self-conscious about stripping down in front of a bunch of guys but now it didn’t faze me. I folded my clothes and put them on a shelf in the closet next to another pile and then put my shoes on the floor under the shelves. I closed the closet door, put on my mask, and then sat down in one of the chairs, holding my envelope.

Three more men came down, none of whom I recognized. They looked over and signed their NDAs, got their masks and envelopes, and stripped down just like I had. I looked around the room. There were eleven of us altogether, so this was definitely the biggest sex party I’d been to.

I wonder who’s gonna get the black X, I thought.

As if on cue, Rafferty stood up from his table and addressed us. “Open your envelopes now. Then, arrange yourselves by the number inside. Starting with number one in the leftmost chair--” he pointed to the one he meant-- “and ending up in the rightmost chair with number 10. Whoever gets the black X will be between numbers 5 and 6.”

I nervously opened my envelope. I’d never gotten the black X, but it would suck to be the one in the middle of all the others since they all got to fuck--or do whatever else they wanted to--the Main Event. All the black X got you was a little bit of fluffing and some serious blue balls.

With trembling hands, I pulled the paper out of my envelope and stared in disbelief at the big black X.

“Fuck,” I whispered. Ah, well. I wouldn’t get to fuck the Main Event, but I’d still get a little bit of mouth and hand action from a fluffer. And something to fuel my imagination for a furious masturbation session once I got home.

The eleven of us--numbers 1 through 10 and me, the black X--arranged ourselves accordingly. Miles was number 6, so he was to my left.

“Sorry about your luck, man,” he whispered to me.

I tried to act nonchalant. “It’s okay. Can’t win all the time.”

“I was the X the last two times,” he told me. “Pretty excited that the Main Event is the same girl from those times. I didn’t get to touch her, but man she was wild. Can’t wait to get a shot at her ass.”

I looked down at the giant cock Miles had been blessed with. I’ve seen enough naked Black men at these parties to know that they’re not all packing monsters in their pants like the myth would have you believe, but the one Miles had lived up to that idea. It made me feel sorry for the Main Event’s asshole.

“She does anal?” I asked, groaning. That’s something I’d never done, even at one of these parties. The girls who were the Main Event had anal on their list of hard limits and it should go without saying that Comfort would never let me do that.

Not that I ever asked, but still. I know my wife and all that.

Harrington came down into the dungeon, followed by five women wearing nothing but domino masks.

“Thank you for your patience, gentleman,” he said. “I trust you’ll find tonight’s festivities to be well worth the wait. Rafferty, will you please go over the ground rules for our party?”

“I’d be glad to,” Rafferty said, and then did the same speech he did at all of these things.

Basically, we were not to touch the fluffers--the five women who were before us now--while they went about their business. They would all do their best to give us equal amounts of attention, getting us ready for the Main Event, but since we outnumbered them by more than two to one, we were not to complain when another man was being serviced. We were to ask a fluffer to stop if she got us close to climax and if we came from their attention we would be escorted from the party.

Once the fluffing period was over and the Main Event started, we were to take turns with her in the order of the number from our envelope. Each man would get fifteen minutes with the Main Event, after which they’d have to stop, even if they hadn’t come, and let the next man take his turn. Rafferty listed the Main Event’s hard limits, which were fewer than any of the women I’d seen at these parties before and entailed some disgusting things that I doubt many of us would’ve been into at any rate. He did say that in addition to her stated hard limits, she would say the word “red” if she wanted someone to immediately stop what they were doing. Other than that, she’d freely consented to anything and everything and was looking forward to being treated in whatever way we wanted to treat her.

Well, I shouldn’t say “we” there, now should I? All I’d get to do is watch. Better luck next time and all that.

“One last thing,” Harrington said when Rafferty was finished. “Tonight’s Main Event has requested something a little different. A ‘grand finale,’ if you will. Any man who either hasn’t come by the time Number 10 is finished--or who has the stamina to go for round two--will be allowed to use her or jack off while others are using her, provided every reasonable attempt is made to cover her in your cum. However, if one or more of you come inside her, she’s assured me that she won’t be all that upset.”

I groaned again. Bukkake was another of my biggest fantasies, and I was going to miss out on that one, too.

Once we’d all verbally agreed to the ground rules, Harrington excused Rafferty, who went back upstairs. The millionaire took a seat in the large recliner next to the bed. Even though these were his parties, I never saw him partake. He was always in the room, watching, fully-clothed. I couldn’t imagine what he got out of that; I was already feeling tortured at the thought of sitting there while everyone else had their fun.

Harrington also paid for everything, including what were rumored to be significant paychecks for the fluffers and the Main Event. While he did charge men anywhere from $100 to $500 to attend these parties, a minor amount that was more than worth spending to experience them, it surely wasn’t enough to fund paying the women for their time and skills and have anything left over for himself. I’d been told he only charged men what little he did as another level of vetting, to weed out anyone who was just looking for some free sex.

“You can begin,” Harrington told the fluffers, and they did.

The five fluffers spread out, one going to each of the guys on the very ends (numbers 1 and 10) and the other three picking seemingly random guys in between. One knelt in front of Miles and another in front of the guy to my right.

“Holy shit,” Miles whispered as his fluffer started immediately licking his big shaft.

The brunette cupped his balls as her tongue worked on his rod, starting at the base and going all the way up to the top. She swirled her tongue around and around the bottom of his cockhead before finally taking him into her mouth.

Well, as much of him as she could. The guy was huge.

I watched her bob up and down on my friend’s cock for a moment before my attention was diverted to the guy on the other side of me. He’d begun raising and lowering his hips, fucking his fluffer’s face for all he was worth. I wondered briefly if that was breaking some rule--technically, we’d only been told we couldn’t touch the fluffers, but still I thought the whole point was for us to be passive participants here while they got us riled up for the Main Event. Apparently Number 5 didn’t get that memo.

“Oh, God,” Number 5 moaned, lifting himself up out of his seat so forcefully I thought he was going to knock his fluffer on her ass. A moment later, his fluffer started gagging and pulled back away from him, cum spilling out of her mouth and down onto her chest.

Number 5 was still ejaculating when I heard footsteps hurrying down the basement stairs. Rafferty and two mean-looking security guards appeared, heading right for Number 5.

“You’ve been disqualified,” Rafferty told him. “Gather your belongings and leave the premises.”

Number 5 stood up without argument and looked down at his fluffer, who was wiping his spunk off of her pretty face. “Worth it. Thanks.”

The fluffer smiled up at him and said, “You’re welcome.”

She looked at me and my cock twitched, eager for some attention, especially since I wasn’t going to get to have the Main Event tonight. She got up on her knees and seemed to be coming towards me but at the last minute changed direction and crawled to the guy on the other side of the now-empty seat next to me.

I opened my mouth to protest but, remembering Rafferty’s earlier admonition about complaining, I remained silent. I certainly didn’t want to be kicked out like Number 5. And Number 5 had just been disqualified from this party. Getting kicked out for complaining would probably get me black-listed from all of Harrington’s future parties.

I kept my mouth shut the whole time the fluffers were doing their thing, even as all of them took turns worshiping Miles’ cock next to me while continuing to ignore mine. Even as fluffers made two of the other guys--Number 3 and Number 8--come with their hands and mouths while my cock lay, half-deflated, on one of my thighs.

After Number 3 and then Number 8 were removed by Rafferty and the guards, leaving seven men who’d get to have fun (and me, of course), Harrington announced that it was time for the Main Event.

I felt like crying as I watched the fluffers stand up and walk toward the stairs. It took everything in me not to beg them to come back. Miles whispered an apology, but I wasn’t upset with him.

Well, I was maybe a little upset at the stupid smirk he couldn’t bother to stop doing even as he told me he was sorry about my luck again.

The fluffers were gone for only a minute before I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. We all looked toward the stairs in anticipation as a pair of stiletto heels at the end of a pair of long, stocking-covered legs appeared.

The Main Event came into the dungeon, wearing red lace panties, a black silk corset, and a domino mask like the fluffers had worn. Unlike the fluffers, she didn’t have her dark red hair in a ponytail; it fell around her face, with some strands falling over the mask.

In much the same way my wife’s hair had done when we were talking in the kitchen earlier.

“Hey, boys,” the Main Event said, earning her a round of applause from the other guys.

Holy fuck, she sounds like Comfort, I thought.

And then, my eyes were drawn to her perfectly flat belly, to something I hadn’t noticed when taking her in at first.

To the butterfly tattoo on the right side. The one that was identical to the one my wife had.

My lips mouthed my wife’s name but no sound came out. There’s no way, I thought. It can’t be.

“Let’s have a vote,” Harrington said. “Should our lovely lady here strip for us, or should Number 1 remove her clothes for her?”

“Does that cut into my fifteen minutes?” Number 1 asked.

“It does,” Harrington said. “Raise your hand if you want her to strip herself.”

Number 1, of course, was the first to raise his hand, followed by Miles and most of the others. I didn’t raise my hand, but that was mainly because I felt frozen in place. The reality of what was happening was settling in, but my mind--most of it, anyway--refused to believe it.

“There’s no way she has a butterfly tattoo on her tit,” I managed to say quietly. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Miles shooting me a questioning look.

“How’d you know?” he asked. “I didn’t think you’d been at any of these with her.”

“I haven’t,” I said, a sense of dread crashing down over me. I fought the urge to stand up, to go grab Comfort--because that’s who this woman was, right?--and run screaming from the mansion. Quietly, I said, “Miles… that’s Comfort. That’s my wife.”

He laughed. “Nice one, Hank.”

“I’m serious,” I said. I’ve got to stop this, I wanted to say. Please don’t fuck my wife, Miles, I pleaded with myself to tell my friend. Please don’t fuck Comfort’s ass with your giant black cock, Miles.

Instead, I sat there, as frozen as I was when Harrington called for a show of hands, and didn’t say a word as my wife started taking her clothes off in front of me and Harrington and the seven men who were chomping at the bit to get their hands on her.

First, she kicked off one shoe and then the other. The second one skidded to a stop right in front of me, close enough for me to reach out and touch it with my toes. Comfort turned around and slowly bent over as she rolled down the stocking on her right leg, slid it off of her foot, and then repeated the process with her left leg.

With her back still turned to us, she undid the straps holding her silk corset on and let it slip off of her body. I looked at Harrington, who was being treated to a full frontal view of what I knew were perfectly shaped breasts (one of them undoubtedly with a little butterfly tattoo!), and felt my face flush with anger at his smile.

Still facing the millionaire, Comfort hooked a finger into either side of her red panties and slid them down, giving me and the seven guys seated around me a nice view of her ass. I noticed movement out of the corner of my eye and glanced down to see Miles’ eager cock twitching at the sight of my wife’s backside.

Surely he’s not going to… I thought. Considering he knows now…

And then Comfort turned around, and there was the tiny butterfly tattoo on her left breast, a mirror of the one on her tummy. I’d stopped doubting the truth before me several minutes earlier, but there was no getting past it now.

My wife was standing in front of a bunch of men who were going to fuck her and do who knows what else to her.

And this wouldn’t be the first time.

I felt sick to my stomach, but fought it down. I desperately didn’t want to puke all over myself.

My mind reeled, trying to reconcile the image of my wife--a woman who didn’t quite hate sex but who wouldn’t choose to have sex on her own--with that of the willing slut before me, the one who, if the way she bit her lower lip was any indication, couldn’t wait to get the fuck session started.

How do you go from a prim and proper wife who doesn’t even seem to enjoy missionary sex all that much to this? To having only a couple of hard limits and wanting a bukkake grand finale?

“Okay, Number 1,” Comfort said. “How do you want me?”

Number 1 shot to his feet. “On your knees, bitch,” he snapped.

Comfort laughed and immediately did as she was told. Number 1 went to her and grabbed a handful of her hair with one hand and his dick with the other. He smacked her face with his cock a couple of times before putting it against her lips.

“Blow me,” he demanded. “And swallow every last drop.”

“A blow job?” she said, sighing. “Sure you don’t want me to stop before you come so you can finish in my pussy?”

Number 1 laughed. “By the time these guys have their way with you, I’ll be more than ready for round two.”

“You better be,” Comfort said, and opened her mouth wide.

Who the fuck was this woman?!

As I watched my wife take another man’s cock into her mouth, Miles leaned over to me and whispered into my ear, “I know what you’re thinking, but you gotta let this play out.”

“Why?” I asked him as Number 1 started using Comfort’s skull as a sex toy, hammering away at her face.

“If you make a scene, you’ll be banned from these parties,” Miles said, stroking himself as he watched the spectacle before us.

“I don’t care about that,” I said as my wife dug her nails into the flesh of Number 1’s hips, urging him to fuck her face even harder.

Which he did.

“Besides, you’d be a hypocrite,” Miles said. “How many of these things have you come to? You’ve let how many fluffers blow you? You’ve fucked at least three Main Event girls, right? Let her have her fun, too.”

“I’m sorry if I don’t consider you an objective voice of reason,” I said, nodding to him jacking himself off.

“Oh God,” Number 1 suddenly exclaimed. He pushed himself into Comfort one last time, holding the side of her head tightly.

Comfort gagged as he came in her mouth, but she didn’t try to pull away. Apparently, she was better at swallowing cum than the fluffer who’d gotten Number 5 expelled was. Who woulda thought?

Number 1 stood there, his cock still in my wife’s mouth, for a few moments before slowly pulling himself out. “Let me see,” he said. Comfort opened up her mouth for him. “Good girl. Now, show them.”

Comfort stood, unsteady on her feet at first, and walked over to where we were all seated. She slowly walked past each of us, her mouth still opened wide. A tiny amount of cum rested on her lower lip, which she licked off and gulped down as she passed me.

My hands, wanting to do nothing more than reach out and hold her, shook as I forced them to remain on my lap. I was surprised to feel my cock, rock hard and at full length, shaking, too.

“Okay, Number 2,” Comfort said as she finished showing all of us she’d swallowed his predecessor’s cum. “You’re up.”

“On the bed,” Number 2 ordered. “On your back.”

“Yes, sir,” Comfort said with a giggle. She climbed onto the bondage bed and lay back, awaiting further instruction.

Number 2 walked over to the cabinet on the opposite side of the bed from where Harrington sat watching. Opening it up, he quickly found what he was looking for: a pair of nylon straps and some rope.

Working quickly, Number 2 used the nylon straps to secure Comfort’s wrists to the metal posts at the head of the bed. Then, he used two strands of rope to tie her ankles to the hooks near the top of the posts at the foot of the bed. When he was done, my wife was restrained, with her lower body angled upward, her legs spread open and her pussy exposed for us all to see.

“Ten minutes left,” Harrington said.

“Plenty of time,” Number 2 replied, climbing between Comfort’s legs.

Number 2 positioned his cock at her entrance and, after rubbing it up and down, perhaps testing to see if she was ready, plunged inside her.

“Fuck!” Comfort cried out in obvious pain, not ready to be filled up so quickly and so roughly.

Number 2 ignored her and started fucking her in earnest. I leaned forward, finally ready to spring to my feet to put an end to this, when Miles grabbed my arm.

“She has a safe word,” he reminded me. “If it gets to be too much. And, uh, you should probably know she’s been through a lot more than this before.”

I sat back in my chair, defeated and helpless, watching my wife being fucked by another man.

Being fucked harder and faster than I’d ever fucked her.

“Five minutes,” Harrington announced.

I blinked. He’d already been fucking her for five minutes?

“I’m close,” Number 2 announced, as if I needed to hear that.

“Me too!” my wife exclaimed. “Don’t stop, please!”

My jaw dropped open. As far as I knew, my wife had never had an orgasm from penetration. It usually took a lot of work with her clit, sometimes with a vibrator on those rare occasions she’d actually let me use one on her, for her to come. And here she was on the verge after a few minutes of rough fucking from a masked stranger?

It was hard to believe, just like most other things about this day had been, but it was true. A moment later, I saw my wife’s legs twitch in the air and she cried out, signaling her orgasm.

“Fuck!” Number 2 said, holding himself still and undoubtedly spilling everything he had into my wife’s waiting pussy.

Number 2 pulled out of Comfort and staggered off the bed. His cum drained out of her pussy, dripping to the bed sheets below.

“Just getting started here fellas,” my wife said. “Come on down, Number 4.”

Number 4 didn’t bother to undo her restraints. He started fucking her the way Number 2 had, and then… I guess I must have zoned out or something, my mind still struggling to comprehend what I knew was my new reality. The next thing I remember seeing Number 4 doing was stumbling back to his seat. My wife was on the bed, flat on her back and restraint-free.

And then she called for Number 6.

Miles.

“Don’t,” I whispered one final plea to my friend, but he was already moving toward the bed.

Toward my wife and her ass.

“Roll over,” Miles said, and Comfort did. “Face down, ass up.”

She did this, too, but said, “There better be lube in that cabinet for that giant cock or I’m gonna have to use my safe word for the first time ever.”

I winced at the unasked-for knowledge that she’d never used her safe word during these parties. I felt my cock twitch again and looked down; the head was soaked in precum.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

“There’s an ample amount of lubricant,” Harrington said.

“Excellent,” Miles said, rummaging through the cabinet and pulling out a bottle of lubricant.

I watched with awe, with horror, with a stomach-churning fascination, as my friend squirted a large amount of lube into his hand and then stroked himself with it, coating his gigantic member. Then, he squirted more onto a couple of his fingers and rubbed them around my wife’s little asshole, making her squirm.

“Ooooh, that’s cold,” she said.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Miles said, shoving a finger into her. “I’ll warm you up here in a minute.”

“You’ll be the biggest I’ve ever had,” Comfort said as he climbed onto the bed behind her.

“In your ass?” he asked.

She laughed. “In my anything.”

Miles laughed as he slapped both of her butt cheeks. “I hope you enjoy it as much as I’m going to.”

From my vantage point, I had a view full of mostly Miles’ ass and I couldn’t really see what was happening. It wasn’t hard to imagine, though. I could tell Miles had one hand on his cock as he held onto my wife’s ass with the other. I knew he must be rubbing his dick around and around her asshole, taking more time to do so than Number 2 had done with her pussy.

And it wasn’t a mystery as to when he finally penetrated Comfort in a place I never had. If I thought her cry of pain was bad when Number 2 roughly entered her, it was nothing compared to this one.

“You okay?” Miles asked. It might sound odd, but I was strangely touched by his show of concern.

“I’m fine,” Comfort said. “Fuck, you’re big. Go ahead… slowly unless I say otherwise.”

He laughed. “Yes, ma’am,” and started to fuck my wife’s ass. His movements were almost imperceptible.

After Harrington announced that they only had five more minutes, Comfort said, “Okay, I think I’m used to it… do what you need to do.”

Several more cries of pain, perhaps mixed with an odd sort of pleasure, escaped from my wife before Miles grunted and held still. When he pulled out of her, a virtual river of cum immediately flooded out of her now gaping asshole, joining the remainder of the other men’s loads on the bed sheets below.

As Miles got off the bed, Comfort collapsed onto her belly. She must have been lying in the pool of cum, but if she cared she didn’t show it.

Four down, three to go.

And then the grand finale.

Most of what happened with Numbers 7, 9, and 10 is a blur. I mean, I watched it all, and remember some of it, but at various points my mind refused to believe what I was seeing. I remember Number 7 putting a collar and leash on Comfort and leading her around the room, making her tell us all what a slut for him she was. Number 9 took the leash from 7 when he was finished and held it while he fucked her pussy from behind. Number 10 fucked her ass--on the floor, only a few feet away from me!--but since he was so much smaller than Miles she had a much easier time of it and even seemed to come from it.

When Number 10 was done, my wife lay there, on the floor in front of me, more cum draining from her asshole. She was shaking and had a smile on her face so joyous it almost made me forget all of my jealousy.

Almost.

Harrington rose from his chair and walked over to Comfort, standing over her. “Are you ready for the grand finale, or do you need a break?”

“I’m ready,” she said.

“You heard the lady,” Harrington said, and the seven other men rose from their seats to attend to her.

Miles filled her mouth with his big black cock, and she grabbed two others to stroke while yet another started fucking her pussy. The other three stood over her, jacking off, their cocks pointed toward the butterflies on her boob and stomach.

Harrington walked around the mass of bodies on the floor and sat down next to me. “I know this wasn’t easy,” he said to me, barely above a whisper.

I managed to turn away from the sight of my wife’s degradation and stared at the millionaire. “You knew?” I said weakly, but of course he did.

“I run background checks on all participants,” he said. “I have software that pulls everything about everyone from social media. I’m the only one who knows everyone’s actual identity.”

I felt sick again, but truth be told I hadn’t not felt sick since this whole thing started. I looked back to my wife, who was now getting a mouth full of cum from Miles while one of the others plastered her stomach with his.

“I’m surprised you’d let this happen,” I said quietly. “What if I was crazy? What if I’d… I don’t know, done something?”

He laughed quietly. “Don’t tell me you haven’t enjoyed yourself,” he said, nodding down to my throbbing cock, at the precum still dripping from its tip and coating my thighs. “Besides, I have more contingency plans than you’ll ever know about. Trust me when I say nothing you could’ve done would’ve disrupted much. Especially in the long run.”

On the floor, the guy in my wife’s pussy--I’d lost track of what number he was--brought her to another orgasm and then pulled out, finishing himself off into her pubic hair while she was still twitching and crying out.

The other ones weren’t far behind.

They left her there, on the floor, her eyes closed and covered in their cum, as they retrieved their clothes from the closet and dressed. Most of them thanked Harrington, but a couple left without saying a word to anyone. Miles came over and put his hand on my shoulder, but I shrugged it off.

“I’ll be upstairs if you need anything,” Harrington said, and left the dungeon so I was alone with my wife.

My thoroughly fucked, cum-covered slut of a wife.

I stared at her while she rested, starting to say something several times but then thinking better of it. I honestly didn’t know what to say.

She must have sensed that I was staring. She opened her eyes and raised up on her elbows. My heart pounded when she took off her mask.

“You can take yours off, too, you know,” she told me.

I did. We stared at each other for a bit.

“You knew I was here?” I asked.

She nodded. “Just like you must have recognized my butterflies, I’d know that birthmark anywhere.”

I looked down at my chest, at the big red splotch that looked almost like Florida, as if seeing it for the first time. I felt stupid. Of course she’d recognize that.

“Why did you keep going, then?” I asked.

“I wanted you to see me,” she said. “For who I really am.”

“This?” I asked incredulously, waving my hand up and down, indicating her cum-covered body. “This is who you really are?”

Her face turned red. “Whenever I tried to open up with you, it was like I hit a wall. Like… my love for you kept me from being… this… with you. We’ve talked about it before; it was probably my parents’ fault.”

“You weren’t able to enjoy wild sex with me because… you loved me?” I said. Suddenly and stupidly I was reminded of a character in a Stephen King story, one who’d justified his trips to prostitutes because there were just some things he couldn’t ask his wife to do for him. “How did you even get involved with Harrington and his parties?”

She smiled. “My sister said she saw you driving near here when you were supposed to be out of town on a work trip. I did a little digging and found out about the parties.”

“And… you decided to do them, too?” I asked. “Weren’t you mad?”

“At first,” Comfort said. “And hurt. But then… I thought it might be a way for me to finally get enough confidence to open up to you. I was actually hoping you’d be at my first one, but now I’m glad you weren’t. I was still pretty reserved at that one.”

I laughed. “I’m not sure you can do a gangbang of any size and say you were ‘reserved.’”

“Hey, now, tonight was my first actual gangbang,” she said. “With more than one guy at a time, I mean. The rest were just… I think they’re called trains?”

“Yeah, that’s probably the term,” I muttered, my mind spinning at the idea of my wife having trains run on her like a porn star. “I’m guessing this was where the extra money was coming from?”

Comfort nodded. “I agreed to do it even before I knew I’d be paid, though,” she said. “The money was a happy bonus.”

“And now that I’ve seen you like this?” I asked. “Do you think things will be… better between us from now on?”

“Only one way to find out,” she said, spreading her legs and raising her dripping pussy toward me. “Let’s see if I saved the best for last.”

I reached below my seat, where I’d left my envelope. I held up the paper with the big black X on it. “I, uh, I don’t think I’m supposed to do anything with you.”

“Fuck that,” Comfort said. “Don’t you… don’t you want me, Hank?”

I looked at her, at her fingers, enticingly rubbing her red, swollen pussy, at the drying cum covering her stomach’s butterfly tattoo, at her ruined makeup and the hickies on her neck from who even knows who.

At my wife, who’d just been brought to orgasm multiple times by men whose faces she never saw. Who’d just been fucked in the ass by my friend.

I was surprised to notice that I wasn’t sick to my stomach anymore. I was even more surprised at how hard my cock was.

“More than ever,” I said as I moved to join her on the floor.


I Asked My Friend to Flirt With My Wife


I made my way through the convention center, barely paying attention to the various vendor booths. I liked to attend these small business events, where local companies set up to advertise themselves, to get ideas for my own company and to see if I could partner with others in some way. Normally it’s fun for me, but today my mind was on something else.

My wife, Iris, who works as a receptionist for my media company (we design websites and do digital and print advertising, among a handful of other things), was visibly bothered by my interview with someone for a graphic design position. We’ve been needing someone in that role since Andy, the guy who’d headed up our design department since I founded the company, left to work for a national firm in New York.

The woman who interviewed to be Andy’s replacement, Grace, was smart and talented and brought with her an impressive portfolio of work she’d done for some major clients.

She was also drop-dead gorgeous, which was the source of my wife’s discomfort.

“Well, I see she’s got the position wrapped up,” Iris said, her voice laced with ice.

“Maybe so,” I told her, standing at the reception desk after Grace left. I’d noticed the chill in Iris’s voice but hadn’t had time to think about why it was there. “She’s got quite the resume.”

“Yeah, I noticed her ‘resume’ as soon as she walked in,” my wife said, making air quotes when she said “resume.”

I looked at her, puzzled. I was quick-witted when it came to a lot of things, but was sometimes lacking in that department when it came to my wife’s moods. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Iris sighed. “I just wish your new superstar looked more like Andy than… that.”

It finally clicked, and it was my turn to sigh. “You know you have nothing to worry about,” I said. “You know I wouldn’t cheat on you. Besides, you work here; kind of hard to get up to any shenanigans with you standing watch, right?”

I’d meant it as a joke, to lighten the mood. Iris didn’t seem impressed.

“Why are you jealous of an attractive woman, anyway?” I asked her. “Have you looked in a mirror lately?”

Iris rolled her eyes at me, but my question wasn’t rhetorical. She’d always been beautiful, with striking green eyes, smallish but perfect, perky breasts, and an ass that just won’t quit. After reading some Stephen King story where the main character has a health scare and starts to worry about everything going downhill after the age of 40, Iris went on a fitness journey that continues to this day. She’s spent the last couple of years working out at the gym, jogging, and eating a strict, low-calorie diet. You’d never know she was in her 40s; in fact, her body was as fit and sexy as any 20-something.

Including Grace.

“Please,” she said, her voice warming a bit, “you have to say that. You love me.”

“That’s right,” I told her. “I do. And that’s why seeing you so insecure concerns me. You wouldn’t need to be insecure even if you didn’t look like you do. But… you do. Look like you do, I mean.”

She sighed. “Charming as ever.”

We laughed it off, and I left to come to this business event, but her insecurities bothered me more than I let on. She didn’t just downplay her attractiveness the way a lot of women do out of some fear of being judged for being egotistical. She was constantly talking down about herself, telling me I must be blind or lying when I complimented her. Denying the fact that she turned other men’s heads when she walked into the room.

I knew it all stemmed from her childhood, from the way her mother insisted on dressing her and cutting her hair. I never knew the reason behind it, but Iris’s mom seemed to want to keep her daughter as unappealing as possible, even into her teenage years. Which is when I met her.

When I saw how beautiful she really was, despite her mom’s interference.

When I fell in love with her.

Once she was freed to choose her own clothes, her own hairstyle, her own makeup, Iris blossomed into an adult who any man would be lucky to see wearing a white dress and walking down a church aisle toward him.

I was glad she was mine--proud, even. I loved to see how other men looked at her--stared at her--knowing they’d never have her. Knowing they’d never see that every inch of her was just as beautiful as the parts they could see.

I sometimes imagine what they’d do, these other men, if they had her for one night. I sometimes even jack off thinking about it, thinking of a stranger’s hands all over my wife’s supple little body, his mouth on her nipples, his cock in her ass…

I told her about it one time, my fantasies, when she was giving me what I’m convinced is the best handjob any man has ever been given in the history of handjobs. She was doing this thing where she was holding the base of my cock in a death grip while stroking the top and it was taking forever to come. I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life and I started talking, revealing my most embarrassing thoughts about her and other men in an attempt to get to where she was slowly taking me.

I’d been worried about telling her those things, thinking she might be offended or think less of me. But after she finally let me come, she made me use a vibrator on her while telling her the same stuff all over again.

Of course, it’s all fantasy. It’s not like I actually want another man to enjoy what I’ve enjoyed these last twenty-plus years. And it’s not like Iris would ever do anything like that to me.

After that fun little fantasy session was over, she’d said, “It’s not like other men would even want me the way you do.”

Yes, I married an insane woman.

But she’s my insane woman, and I love her.

As I walked through the rows of vendor booths, I barely paid any attention to what they were offering. My mind was consumed with the thought of my wife’s insecurities. I’d thought for a long time that I needed to do something about them, to help her see them for what they were, to bring her out of the prison her mom had built for her decades ago.

I wanted, more than anything, for Iris to feel as beautiful as she was. To feel as sexy as she was. To feel like she could have any man she wanted, even if she was stuck with me--her slightly overweight, slightly balding, more-than-slightly obsessed with his wife husband.

I might have made it through the whole convention center without talking to any of the vendors had one of them not said my name in a voice I recognized but hadn’t heard in almost twenty years.

I turned and looked at the man standing behind a table filled with brochures and protein bar samples. He was holding out his hand for me to shake, and I shook it out of reflex. Part of me recognized him, of course, but part of me was saying there was no way it could be who I thought it was.

His eyes were the same as I remembered from my college days, but everything else about him had changed.

“Nice to see you again, David,” the man said. “It’s been… a long time.”

“It has,” I said. Tentatively, I added his name. “Grant.”

He laughed. “You don’t seem so sure.”

I winced, knowing I’d probably added a question mark to the end of his name when I’d said it. “Sorry, it’s just you look…”

“Right, right,” he said, nodding and looking down at himself, at the chest and stomach muscles that I swear were visible through his tight t-shirt. “Not the fat, nerdy kid who used to help you with Calculus, huh?”

I shook my head and raised an eyebrow. He was downplaying our friendship, as his helping me with Calculus accounted for only a fraction of the time we spent together while we were attending the same college a few hours away from here. But he was right about his assessment of his former self. Whereas my wife’s fitness needs had addressed some slight toning issues so that she looked more or less like a better version of the woman she always was, Grant here had gone through a complete transformation. If I hadn’t heard him speak I doubt I would’ve recognized him.

Even with his voice, if he’d have told me he was someone else I would’ve believed him.

“I’ve worked hard for a long time to get where I’m at,” Grant said. “And I started my own fitness company--” he waved his hands over his table-- “to help others on their own journey.”

I picked up one of his brochures. “Says here you specialize in workplace solutions?”

He nodded. “Yeah. So many people spend so much time at work, I’ve come up with ways to use part of that time toward health and wellness without sacrificing the productivity that’s so important in this country.”

He said that last part with more than a little disdain, and I couldn’t blame him. As a business owner myself, I knew I’d been guilty of eking out every little bit of productivity from my employees and sometimes felt guilty about it.

“So, what have you been up to?” Grant asked me. “I used to keep up with you on Facebook, but to be honest I haven’t even logged in there for a long time.”

No kidding. If memory served, Grant’s Facebook profile picture still showed him to be about a hundred pounds more than he currently was.

“Well, I have my own business, too,” I told him. “Media company. We do advertising and digital marketing for local businesses.”

“Cool,” he said. “I just moved here after having a little bit of success with this back home. I’m kind of starting all over here, so maybe we can chat about opportunities. Unless I’m overstepping?”

“Not at all,” I said, looking through his brochure. “We could definitely use something like this. I know my wife would be on board.”

“Iris, right?” he asked. “Your childhood sweetheart.”

I nodded. I’d told Grant all about her back in the day. Being separated while I went to college was really hard on me, and incessantly talking about her when I couldn’t talk to her on the phone was my coping mechanism. I pulled out my phone to show him some pictures of her.

“Goddamn, she’s even hotter than she was when you showed me pics of her back in college,” Grant said, then immediately looked guilty. “I’m sorry, man. I didn’t mean anything by that. I’ve just gotten so used to speaking the first thing that comes to mind.”

I laughed. “Oh, trust me, I don’t mind. I know how hot she is.”

“Good,” he said. “Then you won’t mind me telling you that you are one lucky bastard.”

“Don’t I know it,” I said. “I just wish Iris knew that.”

“Ah,” he said. “I’m not a licensed therapist, but part of my job is helping people overcome their insecurities. I had to start with myself first, of course. I looked like I do now for quite a while before I was ready to accept that I wasn’t my old self.”

“Iris might be a tough nut to crack in that regard,” I said. “She’s always been attractive and she’s never thought so.”

“I’m sure you tell her,” Grant said.

“I do,” I said. “All the time. So much so that I think it just sounds like a broken record to her. Like she thinks I’m doing it because I’m her husband.”

“Well, I hope it’s not out of line for me to tell her how attractive she is,” Grant said. “Assuming I get to meet her.”

And, just like that, the solution to the problem I’d been pondering presented itself.

---

I settled into a booth at a diner down the street from my office and pulled out my phone. Opening up my security camera app, I found the camera that pointed to the reception desk. Iris was eating her lunch (a store-bought salad) while reading a book. The camera didn’t pick up sound, but I saw the red light on the telephone on her desk light up. She answered the phone, said something into the receiver, and then hung up, going back to her salad and book.

A few minutes of this went by before Grant appeared on screen, approaching Iris at the reception desk. He handed her his card and they began chatting.

I’d asked Grant to be more or less honest with Iris, telling her he was an old friend of mine from college inquiring about what his business could do for mine. I told him he was free to tell her how fit and attractive she was, but only if he really meant it. I was worried that, considering she doesn’t believe me when I tell her those things, she might pick up on any deception on his part. He assured me that, if she was anything like the photos I’d shown him, he’d be more than sincere in his compliments.

I’d expected their entire interaction to last only a few minutes, but they surprised me. I could tell when they’d moved on from talking about business because Iris began playing with her hair the way she sometimes does on the rare occasion she fully believes me when I compliment her. I squinted at my phone screen, trying to make out whether or not she was blushing.

Holy fuck, I thought. She is blushing. Grant must have been laying it on thick, and she was eating it up.

I blinked at my screen. Well, good for her. She deserved to feel good about herself, and I’m glad my old friend was able to do that for her.

At one point, Iris held up the book she was reading. I couldn’t make out what it was, but it seemed to be the centerpiece of their conversation for a bit. I looked at the clock in the upper right hand corner of the camera app and realized more than a half-hour had passed since Grant started talking to Iris. I was going to have to head back to the office for a meeting soon and needed them to wrap things up.

I mean… I guess I could have just gone back while he was there and acted like I was surprised to see him. But the way they were acting with each other, it would’ve felt like I was intruding.

I laughed at myself. Intruding? It’s my office and my wife. What the hell was I worried about intruding on?

On my phone screen, Iris and Grant handed each other their phones. They both tapped something on the other’s phone before switching back. Were they exchanging numbers?

I blinked at the screen, an uncomfortable hollowness forming in my stomach.

After they had their own phones back, Grant left the office. I hurriedly threw away the remains of my lunch, most of it uneaten, and rushed out of the diner to return to the office.

My phone rang before I got there.

“Hey, man,” Grant said from the other end.

“Hey,” I said. “How’d it go?”

“I think it went okay,” he said. “You were right, though. She does not take compliments at face value. Took her a few minutes before she warmed up to me.”

Didn’t really look that way to me, I thought but didn’t say.

“But she believed you?” I asked. “She’ll finally stop thinking I’m lying when I tell her how hot she is?”

“Oh, I think so,” Grant said with a chuckle. “I’m pretty sure I was convincing. And how could I not be? Your wife is hot as fuck, dude.”

My face reddened, unsure whether to say thanks or ask him to stop talking about her like that. Instead, I chose to focus on the business.

“So, did she set up a meeting for you and I to talk about your fitness thing for my company?” I asked.

“Oh, that,” Grant said. “Yeah, we didn’t really talk much about that. I gave her my card and she said she’d let you know about it.”

“Okay,” I said.

“There’s one more thing,” Grant said. “I noticed she was reading a book about Tarot. I mentioned I have a big collection of rare Tarot card decks and… she wants to see it.”

I relaxed a little as I neared my office building. So that was the subject of their intense conversation. Tarot cards. I wanted to laugh. Let her talk to him about Tarot all she wanted; I thought that stuff was nonsense.

“So, you gonna bring your Tarot cards to the office and let her see them?” I asked.

“No,” Grant said. “My collection is too big to easily move around too much. She wants to come by my house and look at them.”

“She wants to go to your house to look at your big… collection,” I said.

“Yeah,” Grant said. “She wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it, so I’m not sure what she’ll say she’s doing this evening.”

“This evening,” I repeated.

“She also, um, said that I could continue my effusive flattery while she was there,” Grant said. “I think it might be good for her, you know?”

“Uh huh,” I said. It might be good for her, but I wasn’t sure how good it’d be for me.

“I had an idea,” Grant said. “I know it might be uncomfortable for you, you know, with your wife being alone with someone who looks like me.”

Fuck, I thought. Unlike Iris, Grant apparently had no self-esteem issues left over from his youth.

When I didn’t reply, Grant went on, “So I was thinking you could be there, too. So you could make sure nothing happened.”

“Oh,” I said, relaxing again. “Yeah, that’s a great idea. I’ll talk to her about it here in a minute.”

“That’s not what I was getting at,” Grant said. “I don’t think we should let her know you’re there.”

“Excuse me?”

“I think if she knows you had me talk to her she might question my sincerity,” Grant said. “I think she should think she’s alone with me and my effusive flattery.”

“And how would we pull that off?” I asked.

“Well, my Tarot collection is on shelves in my living room,” Grant explained. “And there’s a large closet on one wall. There’s a hole that’s big enough to see the whole living room in the door. I’ve been meaning to fix it since I moved in last month but haven’t gotten around to it.”

“You want me to hide in your closet and watch you flirt with my wife?” I asked.

“Essentially, yeah,” he said. “I’m sure you trust her, and I’m an old friend, but I know how something like this could look. Two hot people, alone together…”

“Enough about how hot you are,” I snapped. “Sorry. Yeah, you’re probably right. It would make me feel better if I was there, and it would probably be better if she didn’t know.”

“I’ll text you my address,” Grant said. “Just be there around 6:30 this evening. Iris said she’d try to make it by 7, so that’ll give us plenty of time to get you situated in the closet.”

---

“Come on in,” Grant said when I got to his house.

I walked into his living room and looked around. A large leather couch sat against one wall, facing a large, flatscreen TV mounted on the opposite wall, next to what I assumed was the closet he’d mentioned. I noticed the hole in the door he’d talked about.

Around the room were bookcases with glass doors containing Tarot card decks on display. More Tarot cards and books about the Tarot were on a coffee table in front of the leather couch.

“Wow,” I said. “This is like my wife’s dream come true.”

“I hope so,” he said. “I put a chair in the closet for you.”

He led me to the closet and opened the door. A padded metal folding chair was on the other side. It looked like there was barely enough room for me to sit there with my knees pressed against the door.

“Try it out,” he said. “Make sure you can see everything.”

I sat in the chair and he closed the door. I leaned forward a bit and pressed my face against the door where the hole was. I could see most of the living room from this vantage point, including the big couch and the coffee table.

“It’s good,” I said.

Grant opened the door. “Good. We’ve got some time before Iris gets here. You want something to drink? I’m out of booze right now, but I have soda and tea.”

“I’m good,” I said.

“You sure you’re okay?” he asked. “You seem a little nervous.”

---

I was nervous, but it wasn’t because of him. At least, not directly. When I’d returned to the office, Iris was in a great mood. She was all smiles and seemed… lighter than I’ve ever seen her.

Lighter, yeah. I think that’s the word.

But she didn’t say a thing about my friend paying her a visit. I asked her what she wanted to do after work; we usually get something to eat and go home and watch Netflix or something. She told me she was meeting some friends for dinner and drinks. She asked if she could leave work a little early so she could go home and get ready.

I was floored by her deception, but could understand her not being comfortable with telling me how much she’d like Grant’s flirting. I was less understanding about her going to a strange man’s apartment all alone without telling me, but since I knew I’d be there I let it slide. I couldn’t imagine her cheating on me with anyone, much less someone she’d just met. And even if she didn’t know I was watching, Grant sure did so even if he wasn’t a trustworthy friend he wouldn’t try anything with my wife while I was nearby.

I really had nothing to be nervous about.

Right?

Nevertheless, I nervously paced back and forth in my office, imagining all sorts of scenarios of my wife cheating on me with my old friend. My brain was a big ball of confusion; I couldn’t decipher what I was feeling about the scenarios that flooded my mind. A big part of me--maybe most of me--hated the idea, like any man would. Another part of me, one that fought it out with that bigger part (but was it the bigger part?) seemed to like the idea way too much. I was sweating, my heart was pounding, and my cock…

But the point was moot. Just when it was time for Iris to leave and I thought I couldn’t take my own thoughts anymore, she knocked on my office door. When she came inside, I noticed she was on the verge of tears.

She told me about the whole thing. About Grant flirting with her, about how much she’d liked it, about how much she’d been looking forward to seeing his Tarot collection.

About how attracted she was to him, and about how guilty she felt.

I ignored the fact that I’d been getting hard with each word out of her mouth. I breathed a sigh of relief and started laughing. She looked at me, confused, but I couldn’t help myself. I took her in my arms and kissed her forehead.

“Thank you for telling me,” I told her.

“I’m not going,” she said.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Please,” she said. “He’s a hot guy and I’d be all alone with him. I just told you how attracted I am to him.”

I shrugged. “I think it’d be good for you,” I said. “Maybe you should… see where it goes.”

She squinted her eyes. “See where it goes? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Does it feel good to be complimented by someone?” I asked. “And believe them?” I squinted my eyes in mock anger.

“Well, yeah,” she said. “But…”

“Go home,” I said. “Get dressed and put your makeup on like you told me you were going to do to go out with your friends. Maybe text me a picture of yourself after you’re ready. Bask in Grant’s compliments, maybe do some flirting back.”

“Oh, I already did,” she admitted, her face turning red.

My cock hardened even more.

---

“I’m okay,” I finally told Grant. “I’m just worried she might find out I’m here and be upset.”

“Just sit in there and be quiet,” Grant said. “She’ll never suspect a thing.”

We both turned to the sound of knocking on the front door.

Grant raised his eyebrows and said, “She’s early. Must be eager.”

Eager for what, though? The thought came unbidden to my mind.

I rushed to get into place in the closet. Grant closed the door.

It didn’t occur to me until I was looking through the hole in the door that Iris hadn’t texted me a selfie like I’d asked her to. My heart thumped in my chest at the anticipation of seeing what my wife chose to wear for him.

I shook my head. What she “chose to wear for him.” As if it was a date or something.

My mouth dropped open when I saw her walk through the door. She’d done her makeup and hair as if she really had planned on going out drinking with her girlfriends, and her work had taken her already natural beauty up several notches. She was dressed simply enough, in her dark pink tank top and faded jeans, but even her clothes accented her looks. The tanned skin on her bare arms and the parts of her legs showing through the ripped holes in her jeans was radiant. From the way her nipples poked through the thin fabric of her tank top, I could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra--her perfect B-cups were perky enough to not need much support.

Grant sucked in a big breath of air and said, “I didn’t think you could get even more beautiful, but I see I was mistaken.”

“Oh, stop,” she said, playfully slapping him on his big chest. Grant looked over to the closet door. I’m sure he was wondering if her putting her hand on him was a step too far.

“Only if you really want me to,” he told her, stepping to the side to let her in. “And I don’t think you do.”

Iris sighed. “You’re right. I don’t.”

She immediately walked over to one of Grant’s Tarot display cases, her eyes wide. “Wow, you’ve got a nice setup here.”

“Thanks,” he said, looking at her ass as he walked over to join her.

“Do you ever do readings?” Iris asked him, moving on to look at another bookshelf.

“No,” he said. “My… my wife used to.”

“Wife?” Iris asked. I could almost hear the disappointment in her voice.

Grant nodded. “Her name was Melanie. She got me interested in the Tarot, the artwork and the design of the cards. She… she passed away almost two years ago.”

“Oh, no,” Iris said, turning toward him. “I’m so sorry.”

“Thank you,” he said. “We had ten really good years. And she loved me before I looked like this--” he waved his hands up and down his body -- “so I know it was real, you know?”

“You seem really sweet,” Iris said, stepping closer to him. “And that’s always been more important to me than looks. I’m sure it was for Melanie, too.”

They were so close they could probably feel each other’s breath on their faces, which made me realize I was holding in my own breath. My heart was still racing as I watched Iris put her arms around my old friend and pull him close.

After looking toward me in the closet again, Grant tentatively returned the hug and laughed. “What’s that for?” he asked.

“Just seemed like you could use it,” Iris said.

Grant pulled slightly away from Iris and brushed a strand of hair away from her face. “Your husband is one lucky bastard.”

“You think so?” Iris asked.

“I do,” he said. “And I told him as much earlier today.”

“I think… I think I’d rather not talk about my husband,” Iris said. “At least, not when I’m thinking about doing this…”

With that, she stood on her tiptoes and kissed him.

I blinked, convinced my heart was going to pound right out of my chest.

To my surprise, my friend didn’t pull away from her. Instead, he pulled her closer again and returned the kiss. They were locked together for what seemed like a long time before they came up for air.

“Iris…” Grant said, barely loud enough for me to hear.

“Do you really think I’m pretty?” she asked. Her voice was shaky and I thought she might cry at any moment.

“Of course I do,” he said. “And David does, too. He told me he tells you all the time.”

I tried to calm down, glad Grant was injecting me into the conversation even though she said she didn’t want to talk about me. I shifted around nervously on the chair, my cock so hard I fought the urge to get it out and stroke it.

I should have been upset by the kiss that Iris clearly initiated. I think I even was upset; my stomach churned and my hands were shaking. But another part of me wondered with a kind of gleeful curiosity if the kiss was only the beginning.

“David has to say that,” she said. “So I have trouble believing him.”

“But you believe me?”

Iris nodded. “Do you know what else David told me?”

“What’s that?”

“That he fantasizes about other men having their way with me,” she said, reaching for his left hand. She brought it up to her right breast.

Grant turned to look in my direction, a questioning look on his face. I thought he might actually ask me through the door if this was true, but he didn’t have the chance.

Iris put her hands on his waist and pulled him to her, the midsections of their bodies colliding. A gasp escaped both of their mouths at the same time.

They started kissing again, and as they did, Grant grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up. Iris’s legs wrapped around him as he began moving toward the wall next to one of his bookcases.

Once he had her pinned to the wall, he pulled his face away from hers ever so slightly and asked, “Is this a good idea?”

“Probably not,” she said, half of it a moan, before she put both of her hands through his hair and pulled his mouth back to hers.

I forgot how to breathe again as I watched them, kissing each other while she worked her crotch against his waist. And not just his waist. With the wall against her back and Grant supporting her, Iris lowered and raised herself in a way that had to be rubbing against his cock.

They may have been fully clothed, but she was fucking him as sure as anyone does while naked.

Digging her heels into the small of his back, Iris urged Grant to press into her even more. I didn’t realize until I was already doing it, but my hand was on the knob of the closet door, my ass raised slightly out of my chair. Was I really going to stop this?

Did I even want to?

Iris’s movements grew more desperate, moans and gasps escaping her lips even as she kept pressing her mouth into Grant’s. Grant began thrusting into her faster and faster, matching her movements.

Finally, Iris tore her mouth away from my old friend’s and raised her eyes to the ceiling. I watched as her entire body went tense, held against the wall by Grant but no longer moving.

“Fuck,” I heard her say, again almost on the verge of tears.

Did she just…

“Let me down,” she said, and he did. She stood there for a moment, looking lost, before saying, “I’m sorry. Can I use the restroom?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” Grant said. “It’s down the hall over there, all the way to the end.”

When she left the room, Grant looked in my direction and put his hand over his mouth. He looked terrified, as if I was going to kick his ass.

As if I could…

My phone rang in my pocket, startling me. Iris’s ringtone.  I hurriedly dug out my phone and saw Iris’s name and contact photo on my screen. What the fuck?

After silencing my phone so it wouldn’t ring again, I held it close to my face and said quietly, “Hello?”

“David, I…” Iris started. She wasn’t crying--not quite--but was close.

“Hey, what’s wrong?” I asked.

“Something happened,” she said. “I want to say I didn’t mean for it to but I think that might be a lie.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “Whatever it is.”

“Easy for you to say,” she said. “Not knowing what it is.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked.

“I keep thinking about what you said earlier,” she said. “When you said I should see where things go.”

I looked back through the peephole and saw Grant pacing back and forth.

“Yeah,” I said. “I remember.”

“And your fantasy,” she went on. “About me and…”

“Someone else,” I finished.

“Someone else,” she repeated.

After a long pause, I said, “So…”

“You were right,” Iris said. “It feels really good to be complimented by someone.”

“And believe them,” I added.

“Maybe… this will help me believe you, too,” she said.

“Then, whatever you’re so conflicted about will have been worth it,” I said, not sure how true I really thought that was.

“Okay,” Iris said. “So, you’re telling me not to be conflicted about this?”

“I don’t know what it is exactly you’re conflicted about,” I lied, “but I think if whatever it is helps you--helps us--then you should see where it goes.”

“See where it goes,” she repeated. “You know I love you, right?”

“Yes,” I said. “Unlike you, I never doubt anything my spouse tells me.”

“This is crazy,” she said.

“What is?” I asked, but she didn’t answer me before hanging up.

I was putting my phone away when I heard Grant say, “Everything okay?”

I looked through the peephole and saw Iris sitting on the couch. “Yeah,” she replied. “I think so.”

Iris patted the seat next to her and Grant sat down.

“If I got carried away earlier, I’m sorry,” Grant said, looking toward the closet again. “I’m not sure what came over me.”

“It’s okay,” Iris said, her hand rubbing Grant’s knee. “More than okay. In fact, I’d like to… return the favor.”

“Favor?” Grant asked, but my wife was already unbuckling his belt.

It might sound crazy, but I think I knew exactly what was going through Grant’s mind as my wife fished his cock out of his pants and began stroking it. Our eyes met, his staring at the closet door and mine gazing out of the tiny peephole, and in his eyes I could see a range of things. Lust, fear, hope, and regret all fought it out in those dark eyes of his. His shoulders went up ever so slightly in a shrug, as if to signal to me that if I didn’t do something he was just going to let what was happening happen.

I didn’t know, until my gorgeous wife put her gorgeous lips on the tip of my old friend’s cock, that I was going to let it happen.

And then it was too late. Iris engulfed Grant’s cock, stroking the lower half as the top half disappeared into her warm and waiting mouth. Grant, apparently no longer concerned with what I must think, laid his head on the back of the couch and let her do it.

I couldn’t blame him. I know from experience how good Iris’s head game is. I felt jealous, not just because she was sucking him off but because I wanted her to suck me off right then, too. My cock was leaking so much precum I could feel the wetness in my underwear.

And sure, I felt some of the typical emotions any man would feel at witnessing their wife going down on another man: disbelief, pain, and even anger. But those feelings were secondary to the ones of awe and admiration I felt as I watched them on that couch.

Grant groaned, raising his hips up as Iris bobbed up and down on his shaft, copious amounts of her saliva spilling out of her mouth and sliding down the length of him. She stroked him faster and faster, as if she couldn’t wait for him to shoot his cum down her throat. He put his fingers through her hair and began gently moving her head up and down, urging her to let him help her fuck her mouth.

Grant reached over with his free hand and gripped the arm of the couch. “You look so hot with my cock in your mouth,” he muttered. “And I’m so close…”

Somehow my own cock was in my hand, but I couldn’t remember even unzipping my pants. I was stroking myself, waiting for my old friend to fill my wife’s mouth up with his seed.

But then, Iris stopped. She pulled her mouth off of him and slowed down her stroking for a moment before pulling her hand away, too. Grant raised his hips even higher as if he was trying to chase her mouth with his cock.

“I’m sorry,” Iris said. “I need a minute.”

“Sure,” Grant said as Iris got up from the couch and headed to the bathroom again. I could tell he was trying--and failing--not to sound frustrated. I knew how he felt. Despite the bizarre situation in which I’d found myself, I was feeling pretty damn frustrated right now, too.

Grant sat there, his pants still down around his ankles and his cock still erect and pointing toward the ceiling. He didn’t look in my direction, probably weirded out to be sitting there with his dick out in front of his old college buddy but not so weirded out that he wanted to put it away in case Iris came back for more. I had only a moment to consider my college buddy’s cock, which was a fair amount longer and thicker than the one I still had in my hand, when my phone buzzed.

Iris.

“Hello?” I said.

“You need to tell me to stop,” she said.

“Stop what?” I asked.

“I’ve… crossed some lines,” she said. “But not the one that really matters and…”

I swallowed hard. She wanted me to tell her it was okay to fuck him.

“Which one would that be?” I asked. I swear I think my heartbeat was louder than my voice, but I wanted to hear her tell me what she wanted.

“I think you know,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“So?”

I froze, unable to respond.

“If you don’t say anything in the next ten seconds, I’m going to take that as your permission.”

Permission to… what? I tried to ask, but no sound came out of my mouth. My lips were moving but I wasn’t saying a goddamn thing.

“Five seconds.”

Was she actually timing this?

“Okay,” she said after what must have been exactly ten seconds. “I love you, baby.”

“I love you, too,” I managed to get out before she hung up.

It took her a couple of minutes to reenter the living room. By the time she did, Grant’s erection was losing steam, his cock slowly deflating. Iris would take care of that little issue, though, because when she walked back into the room she was completely naked.

“Fuck,” Grant whispered, his cock stiffening again. “You’re perfect.”

“So I’ve been told,” Iris said. “And I’m starting to believe it.”

“Good,” Grant said, kicking off his pants and ditching his t-shirt. “Do you want to go to the bedroom?”

I panicked, worried she’d say yes. A bed would certainly be more comfortable for them, but then I wouldn’t be able to see it.

To see them.

To see her.

“No,” she said. “Stay right where you are.”

She walked over to him and stood in front of him for a moment, treating me to a view of her slender back and shapely ass. She bent forward, her hands on the back of the couch on either side of Grant’s head, and kissed him. She wiggled her ass and I could see her juices glistening off of her pussy lips. That she was so wet and ready for him made me have second thoughts and again I found one hand on the doorknob even as the other continued to stroke my cock. I slowly pulled my hand off of the knob and I smiled, watching her ass shake. It was like she was putting on a show for me even though she didn’t know I was watching.

And then she climbed onto his lap.

She was still for a moment, her pussy hovering over his cock, which twitched madly beneath her. Slowly, painfully so, she lowered herself until her dripping lower lips were on him, shoving his cock down so that its tip was visible to me through her thighs. She began moving back and forth, stroking his cock with her thighs, with her pussy, causing both of them to moan.

“Do you want to fuck me, Grant?” Iris asked teasingly.

Grant laughed. “What do you think?” he asked. “Can’t you tell?”

“Tell me,” she said. “Tell me how much you want to fuck me.”

“I want to fuck you more than I want to breathe,” he said, quietly.

“Louder,” she said.

“Fuck, Iris,” he said, raising his voice. “You’re killing me.”

Iris giggled. “Would you fuck me even if my husband were watching?”

“What?” Grant asked.

“Tell me you’d fuck me even if David were here,” she said. “Tell me you want me so bad you’d fuck me no matter what.”

“I’d fuck you no matter what,” he answered immediately. “Even if your husband were here. Even if he was watching.”

I swallowed hard, my face flushed. I didn’t know if I was more surprised by the specificity of her question, considering she didn’t know I was actually watching, or Grant’s readiness to answer that question, knowing that I was.

Iris raised up off of Grant’s cock and said, “So fuck me, Grant. Fuck me like I’m the only thing that matters.”

Grant reached for his cock and raised it so the head disappeared into my wife’s slick folds. “You are the only thing that matters right now.”

“Oh, God,” Iris said as she lowered herself again, this time impaling herself on Grant’s long, hard shaft.

Grant grabbed my wife’s hips and pulled her down even further onto him, eliciting a joyful sigh from her. They remained like that for a moment, presumably to let her get used to the fullness of his big cock inside her. Then, she leaned forward, her hands on his shoulders, and she began moving.

I was still stroking myself, but only absent-mindedly, my attention completely on the spectacle as seen through the tiny hole in Grant’s closet door. Iris moved slowly at first, but it didn’t take her long to pick up speed. After a few moments, she’d gotten into a good rhythm and the sound of their skin slapping together filled the room, alongside my wife’s little squeaks of pleasure.

“I’m going to come,” Grant warned Iris.

“Please,” she moaned, “just a minute more… I’m so…”

She couldn’t finish her sentence, her words devolving into cries of pleasure as she slammed down onto Grant, burying his cock inside her as far as it would go. Her entire body shook violently.

And then Grant’s legs twitched, and I saw him raise his hips up, lifting Iris up in the process, and I knew my old friend had just exploded inside my wife’s pussy.

Iris collapsed onto Grant, both of them breathing heavily and laughing at the same time. His deflating cock slowly slid out of her, causing her to groan at the sudden emptiness. A moment later, I watched his cum start to slowly seep out of her.

Iris moved off of Grant’s lap and sat back on the couch next to him. Then, looking right in my direction, she smiled and opened her legs, massaging her inner thighs with both of her hands. More of Grant’s cum leaked out of her red and swollen pussy, dribbling onto the couch.

My heart was pounding as I stared at my wife, who seemed to be staring right at me. With a grin, she finally turned toward Grant and said, “Thank you. For everything.”

“Oh, it was my pleasure, trust me,” he said, smiling back.

Iris leaned toward Grant and whispered something into his ear. His eyes got wide and he nodded.

“I’m gonna go take a shower,” he said, standing up and leaving the room.

I had only a moment to wonder why he didn’t offer to let Iris go get cleaned up first. She stood up and walked toward the closet where I was hiding. I saw her hand reach for the doorknob and I panicked, thinking impossibly about how to escape.

But there was no escape, of course. The door swung open and there she stood, my beautiful wife, looking no less beautiful because she had another man’s cum draining down the insides of each of her legs. In fact, I think she was more beautiful because of what happened. Like a lot of people, Iris always has an after-sex glow, but this time?

She was like the fucking sun.

“I’d hoped you enjoyed the show,” she said, looking down at my cock, which was still in my hand. “And I see that you did.”

I knew my face must have been redder than her well-used pussy. “How did you know?”

She smiled. “A few ways. I saw your car parked down the block. I noticed Grant looking toward the closet door several times. I heard my ringtone from the bathroom when I called you the first time. And… I could see an eyeball through the hole in the door.”

“Whoops.”

She laughed. “Yeah. Didn’t really strain my detective skills. Also… you didn’t mention that you’d talked to Grant earlier today, but from what he said before I kissed him, you obviously had. I figured the two of you set all this up.”

“We, uh… totally didn’t.”

“Oh,” she said, biting her lip. “Well, anyway, I knew it was risky, and I was worried about hurting you. But… I’m well aware of your fantasy and between you obviously watching us and my phone calls, I figured you had ample opportunity to stop me if you wanted.”

“I almost did,” I said.

“Really?” she asked.

“I’m glad I didn’t,” I said.

“Me too,” she said.

“So, you gonna believe me from now on?” I asked. “When I tell you you’re hot and that any man would be lucky to have you.”

She rubbed her chin in mock consideration. She looked toward the hallway, where we could hear Grant taking his shower. “I don’t know… I might need a few more reminders.”

With that, she closed the closet door in my face and headed off to join my old friend in the shower.


Bachelor Party Surprise


Chapter One

I smiled when I pulled in behind Chris’s car in our driveway. Even the thought of calling it “our” driveway gave me a little thrill. I looked from the back of Chris’s very sensible dark blue sedan to our house. The house we were going to move into after our wedding next week.

It was huge, too big for just the two of us. Two-and-a-half stories, with a finished basement and a double lot for a yard. A large walkaround front porch, gorgeous arched windows, flower beds lining the front of the house… it was everything I’ve ever wanted in a home and have never had.

Until now.

And, while it may have been too big for just me and Chris, we’d get to work on filling it up as soon as we said, “I do.” Thoughts of little ones running along the hardwood floors and out into the gigantic backyard, perhaps playing with the puppy Chris said he’d get me after our honeymoon, sent a wave of warmth through me as I stepped out into the unseasonably chilly air.

I hoped it would be as warm on our wedding day as it’s supposed to be in June. We were to be wed in the park a few blocks from our new house, and I hated the thought that anything might sour our happiness on that day.

Speaking of making people unhappy, I’d just come from a lunch date with my best friend, Andrea. I had to break the news that she needed to cancel the male strippers she’d ordered for my bachelorette party. Chris and I had agreed that we’d have no funny business at either of our parties. He said his was going to consist of lots of food and video games at his brother’s house,            and I wasn’t about to break my promise to him either.

No matter how tempting the thought of three hunky guys -- Andrea had pics of them on her phone to show me what I’d be missing out on -- was.

And it was tempting. I seemed to be constantly horny these days, thanks to another agreement Chris and I had made. We wanted to start a family as soon as we were married, so I stopped taking my birth control two months ago. I’d read it could take that long to leave one’s system, so I wanted to be ready to conceive as soon as we were official. But not a minute before. So, to eliminate the risk of a pre-wedding pregnancy, we agreed to stop having sex.

Chris was such a sweetheart; he’s never even tried to get me to give him a blowjob since we stopped fucking. He knows how much I enjoy those, and once I get started, I don’t want to stop. I can’t just be a bit sexual; if I’d so much as touched his cock I’d have wanted it in me. He’s such a good guy, helping me curb my own temptation like that.

Standing there next to my car, thinking about giving him a blowjob was enough to get me revved up. My panties had already been a little damp because of Andrea’s stripper pics, but they got even wetter as I thought about what I’d do to my fiancé -- husband -- on our wedding night.

I took a deep breath. I was here to do a little painting of our master bedroom while Chris did yard work. I didn’t need to work myself into a lust-fueled frenzy, knowing I couldn’t do anything about it for a week.

I heard the mower sounds coming from the backyard. The lawn had been in fairly rough shape when we’d toured the house, and once we’d made the offer, the previous owners had stopped taking care of things entirely. Chris wanted to make sure everything was perfect before moving in, so he was whipping the yard into shape. He’d already mowed the front, but from the sound of things, he was still going strong in the backyard.

I smiled when I thought of how hard he’d already worked to make things just right for us. He was the sweetest guy in the world, and I couldn’t imagine ever thinking otherwise.

I enjoyed the smell of freshly cut grass as I made my way up the stairs to the front porch. I swung open the door and was surprised to see a brand new couch and chair in the living room. It must have arrived while I was at lunch, and Chris had already positioned it just where I’d said I wanted it. I imagined him filled with glee, wanting the furniture I’d picked out to be the first thing I saw when I entered the house.

Again, sweetest guy in the world.

I walked to the kitchen and looked out the window. My fiancé, my soon-to-be husband, my man, was shirtless as he pushed the lawnmower through the foot-tall grass. My clit throbbed at the sight of the sweat glistening off of his tanned skin. It took everything I had in me not to start rubbing myself furiously right then and there.

And then I heard the sound that signaled the end of all my good thoughts about the man.

It was Chris’s text message notification. He’d left his phone on the counter next to the kitchen window where I stood gazing longingly at him. I usually don’t think twice about his phone, but I glanced down at it for some reason.

Looking back at what happened now, I think I’d rather not have seen what I saw. But I did see it.

It was a text from Chris’s brother, Anthony. Anthony was as different from Chris as night is from day, and neither of us liked him very much. He was loud and crude and full of himself. Despite his flaws, which included being grossly overweight and lousy hygiene, Anthony had a constant stream of hot young things moving in and out of his bed and his life, lured in by his insanely large bank account. He wouldn’t dream of settling down to make one woman happy like his brother. I still couldn’t believe he was in charge of Chris’s bachelor party, but Chris assured me things would be fine.

The text message I’d rather not have seen told a different story.


Chapter Two

Dude.

That’s how it started, the text message that changed my life. My future marriage. Dude.

Got the entertainment and it’s just what you wanted.

My heart pounded as I read the following words.

She’s not just a stripper -- she’s a hooker! And blond just like you like!

I absent-mindedly touched my dark auburn hair as I saw a screenshot pop up on Chris’s phone. It was from some website I’d never heard of. It was a picture of a blond woman dressed in black leather bondage gear, her face obscured by a black cat mask, along with an email address and phone number. I wasn’t conscious of my actions as I took my phone from my pocket and took a picture of Chris’s screen.

I scrolled up through their text messages and saw that they’d been chatting non-stop about bachelor party entertainment options for weeks. Most of Chris’s replies were noncommittal, but it was clear he wasn’t shutting down his brother’s plans like he should have been.

Like I had shut down Andrea’s plans for strippers at my party.

And I might have been able to get past strippers, despite our agreement. Even if I found out about it later, after I’d let my opportunity for fun slip by while he had his. But Anthony’s last text and the services I later saw listed on the website from that text clarified that the blonde in the cat mask was no mere stripper.

This woman was a whore. I had no idea how much it would cost to pay someone to fuck guys at a bachelor party, but Anthony’s job afforded him luxuries Chris and I could only dream of, so it wasn’t out of the realm of possibility. And surely it wouldn’t be an exorbitant amount if you were only paying her to fuck one man.

The one the party was for.

Chris.

I looked back at him, mowing the backyard, and my hands trembled. Moments before, I wanted to get myself off while looking at that sweaty back, those toned muscles, that reddening skin. Now I wanted to do something else entirely.

I wanted to hit him. Slap him in the face and beg him to tell me why he’d allow his brother to ruin our happiness. To betray me like this.

But, no. It wasn’t actually Anthony’s fault, was it? Anthony was Anthony. Yes, he was a horrible man, and it looked like the “entertainment” for the party had been his idea. But Chris had had ample opportunity over the last few weeks to speak his mind. To stand up for himself. For us. And he hadn’t done that.

My heart pounded. My face flushed. My anger grew, and I knew that even beating the shit out of Chris wouldn’t satisfy my rage. An insane plan formed instantly in my mind, one so crazy I still can’t believe I didn’t talk myself out of it.

Chris had intended to betray me, and no amount of physical pain would be enough to pay him back for that. So I knew what I had to do.

I had to betray him first. Right in front of him.

---

The whore looked nothing like her picture.

I’d almost chickened out, sitting there in the parking lot of one of the entirely too many Walmarts within a 20-minute drive of my new house.

Our new house. Fuck, that phrase went from bringing me joy to causing pain pretty damn fast.

I had just about changed my mind about all of this even before I saw the woman -- Lilly, if the name on the escort website was her actual name -- my soon-to-be husband would’ve been fucking in two days if not for my crazy plan. My scheme involved showing up at Chris’s bachelor party wearing the whore’s bondage outfit and mask and giving lap dances to some of his buddies before leaving them disappointed they weren’t going to get the “entertainment” they’d paid for.

It was nuts. What made me think they wouldn’t instantly recognize me, even with the mask, and kick me out before I could get started? Or that I could even give a lap dance, which I’d never done before? Or that I could be in the same room as guys who’d actively plotted to have my fiance cheat on me days before our wedding without giving in to my desperate rage?

But seeing the whore walking toward me with a large duffel bag slung over her shoulder made me think I could pull off not being recognized. After all, if she hadn’t told me what kind of car she’d be driving to our meeting place, I never would’ve suspected it was her. The woman in the picture -- the whore -- had long, blond hair. This woman -- Lilly? -- had a buzz cut. And she was attractive, but she didn’t seem to be wearing makeup. She didn’t look like the type of woman who’d do the things she undoubtedly did, and definitely not like the woman in the picture from that website.

“This is the craziest shit I’ve ever heard of,” she said as I got out of my car to greet her.

“You told me that already,” I said.

After getting Lilly’s contact information from the screenshot, I’d called her and offered her double whatever Anthony was paying her for the party if she just wouldn’t go. And if she’d give me her bondage outfit, which I prayed would fit me. It would drain my considerable savings, made up of an inheritance and diligent budgeting, but money meant nothing to me at this point. She laughed and told me I was crazy (couldn’t argue with her there) but accepted my offer.

“I guess I did.”

“You’ve never heard of a woman not wanting her fiance to fuck someone a few days before their wedding?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Let’s just say those who employ my services are usually a bit more discreet.”

“The organizer of this party is an idiot,” I said.

“Apparently,” she said.

“I’m assuming that’s your gear in the bag?” I asked.

“All of it,” she said. “Including the wig.”

I walked around to the back of my car and opened my trunk, where a suitcase full of my money awaited. She dropped her bag next to the suitcase and lifted the suitcase out of the trunk.

“Don’t you want to count it?” I asked.

She shrugged. “It better be all here. If not, I know where you live. And where your soon-to-be brother-in-law lives.”

I gasped. Obviously, she knew where Anthony lived, but I had no idea how she knew so much about me. I should’ve asked, but honestly, I didn’t want to know, and besides, the money was indeed all there. So I had nothing to fear from her.

She walked away from me, dragging the suitcase behind her. Her phone chimed, and she took it out of her pocket to look at the screen.

She turned back to me and smiled. “Good thing you came through for me,” she said, nodding toward the suitcase. “Just had a cancellation. Wishy-washy bastard.”


Chapter Three

I felt ridiculous.

I sat in my car for several minutes after parking down the street from Anthony’s house. Usually a quiet street, both sides were lined with cars now. No doubt most of their drivers were guests for Chris’s party, there to see their friend cheat on the love of his life with some random hooker. Chris had told me they were expecting around 20 people to show up tonight, and from the number of cars here, that seemed to be an accurate headcount.

I had almost backed out of this crazy plan again since, after all, I had already stopped any chance of the awfulness happening. But I wanted to see their faces -- his face -- as their dreams of debauchery evaporated once they realized I wasn’t their entertainment. Once they realized there was no entertainment. I hoped they’d have blue balls for weeks because of this.

My need for revenge, for rubbing my success at foiling their plans in their faces, was only barely strong enough to keep me from driving back home. From going home and taking the blond wig off my head and stripping off the leather bondage outfit that was currently hidden under a long raincoat. The leather bondage outfit that, by the way, had a convenient cut-out in the crotch that would’ve left my pussy exposed had I not worn panties underneath.

I’m sure Lilly wouldn’t have been wearing panties, and that thought repulsed me.

The cat mask lay in the passenger seat, and I stared at it for some time before picking it up. I’d have to put it on before getting out of the car in case someone from the party came outside. Wouldn’t want them recognizing me before I had a chance to cause a little chaos.. Thankfully it was dark enough I didn’t think anyone on the block would notice me if I walked quickly enough.

I hesitated one last time, very briefly, before slipping the mask onto my face. I looked in my rearview mirror, and a stranger stared back at me. Underneath the cat mask, I wore enough makeup so that even the exposed parts of my face didn’t look like me, and with the blond wig… I simply wasn’t Blair Daniels anymore. I was someone else.

Something else.

Of course, that wasn’t true. I was still me, right? I was going to walk into that house looking like a completely different person, but I was still Blair Daniels. Even if I gave one of Chris’s friends a lap dance to get their hopes up, that wouldn’t change anything. I wouldn’t be cheating on him or doing anything wrong. Right?

And, besides, he would’ve done something far worse if not for me. I hoped, in the end, he would thank me for stopping him from making a huge mistake that might have altered the course of our marriage forever.

I got out of the car and walked to Anthony’s house, my heart pounding the entire way. I held my breath as I took off my raincoat. I knocked on the front door, a black-clad whore in bondage gear, ready to party. A tall black man opened the door and smiled down at me. His name was Brandon, and Chris and I had had lunch with him and his girlfriend, Leann, before they had broken up a few months ago. My first real test of the evening since there was no way Brandon wouldn’t recognize me outside of my disguise.

“Well, hello there,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. I was ashamed then, although not so much now given everything that happened after that moment, that I felt an immediate dampness in my panties at the sound of that voice. I’d always been secretly attracted to Brandon if I’m honest. Again, something I used to feel a bit of shame for but which seems to be so innocent now in light of recent events.

“Hi,” I said, trying to make my voice sound deeper, so he didn’t recognize it. “Is this the Newsome residence?”

“It is,” he said. “I didn’t think you were coming.”

In hindsight, that right there should have stopped the whole thing. Instead, I put my hand on his chest, feeling that dampness in my panties grow, and said, “Whatever would’ve given you that idea?”

Brandon looked at my hand on his chest. His eyes moved up my arm to my shoulder and then my face, then down my entire body. He was taking me in, perhaps imagining possibilities that, at the time, part of me wanted to laugh at. The rest of me, though… the rest of me regretted not really being the whore he thought I was.

His gaze slowly came back up my body to meet my eyes.

“Forget I said anything,” he said. He stepped to the side. “Come on in. Everyone will be happy to see you.”

I entered Anthony’s living room and glanced around. Eight men were sitting on the couches and chairs, drinking beer and watching some action movie on a wall-mounted big-screen TV. Well, they had been watching the movie. Once I walked into the room, all eyes were on me.

And I liked it. I liked it so much I had to remind myself why I was here in the first place.

I only recognized two of the eight and didn’t even know their names. So far, Brandon was the only one here who might have a chance of identifying me, as neither Chris nor Anthony were in the room.

“So, who’s the guest of honor?” I asked the room.

A couple of the guys shrugged, and Brandon stepped next to me.

“Chris is downstairs, in the basement,” he said. “Playing Call of Duty with some of the others.”

So, video games were really part of this party, after all, just like Chris had told me. Well, that didn’t mean there wasn’t also going to be the type of entertainment Brandon and the others anticipated. Some of these guys were practically drooling at the sight of me.

“I don’t see why we need to wait for him to get done, though,” Brandon said, grabbing my ass. “We should get you warmed up for him, if you know what I mean.”


Chapter Four

“Sit,” I said, nodding toward a large, empty recliner. “And someone go get Chris.”

Brandon sat in the recliner and started to unbutton his pants. I shivered as he did so, and it took every ounce of strength I had to resist the urge to see what he wanted so much to reveal.

“Not yet, you eager beaver,” I said, trying to make my voice sound like women I’d seen in porn. “We have all night.”

The guys on the couches surrounding us whooped and hollered as I walked toward Brandon. None of them had bothered to get up to find Chris, so I should have repeated myself. Instead, I kept quiet until I was straddling Brandon in the recliner.

Someone put on some music. I vaguely recognized a song by the local band 6 Days of Drowning that I guess they thought would make the perfect lap dance song.

When I felt the bulge in Brandon’s pants pressing against my severely neglected pussy, I couldn’t help but gasp. I wasn’t even aware that I’d already started grinding on him until he bit his lip and smiled.

“The guest of honor should really be up here,” I said. “To get a preview for what he’s gonna get.”

Brandon put his hands on my ass, pulling me harder into him while also pushing upward into me. Stunned at the sudden increase in pressure on my pussy, I stopped moving altogether, but he didn’t seem to notice.

“It’s his own fault he’s down there and not up here,” Brandon said, as an unmistakable and much-missed warmth radiated from my core and spread slowly throughout my body.

If he kept up what he was doing for much longer, I was going to come. I couldn’t let that happen.

Could I?

No, of course, I couldn’t. All I had to do was tell him to stop. And I’m sure he would. Brandon had always been a gentleman, polite to a fault. He’d stop if I asked him to; I was sure of it, despite the look he gave me when he opened the door, despite grabbing my ass before I straddled him, and despite now guiding my body along his long… hard… warm… cock…

I started to tell him to stop. Really, I did. But then another guy, tall with shaggy blond hair, was suddenly to the right of me.

“Can I?” he asked, holding his hand dangerously close to my right tit.

Brandon suddenly pushed up into me with even more force than he had been using, and I cried out, “Yes!”

Blondie mauled my tit, and it felt so good, even through the leather, I was lost. I resumed my grinding, keeping time with Brandon’s gyrations, and my pleasure built and built until I knew there was no turning back.

I was close, closer than I’d been with anything other than my hands and a small vibrator for months. I knew it was wrong, that this had gone from a stupid plan to get revenge to cheating on Chris myself, but I couldn’t help myself. Brandon felt so good, so fucking good, and…

Blondie took his hand off of my tit and gently grabbed my wrist, pulling my hand toward him. I didn’t realize what he was doing until I felt soft, veiny flesh touching my fingers. Startled, I looked down to see that he’d unzipped himself at some point, and now my hand was--barely--on his cock.

Part of me knew touching another man’s cock--stroking it; oh God, did I actually want to stroke it?--was crossing yet another line I didn’t think I’d ever cross even an hour before. I should have pulled my hand away, and if I had, maybe the rest of the events of that evening wouldn’t have happened.

But I didn’t. I wrapped my fingers around Blondie’s shaft and began stroking, doing my best to concentrate on what my hand was doing even as my orgasm was only seconds away. Another guy, this one with dark hair and glasses, came to my left and started rubbing my left breast. He didn’t ask me first, and I didn’t tell him to stop. In fact, I almost unzipped the top of my bondage outfit to give him access to my flesh. When I glanced at him, I saw he had his cock out, stroking it himself.

“What’s going on?” said a voice I’d recognize anywhere.

I looked past Brandon, who I continued to grind on, to see Chris there in the doorway of the living room. He looked surprised, confused, bewildered even… but he didn’t seem to recognize me. I didn’t stop the guy on my left from kneading my tit. I didn’t take my hand off of Blondie’s cock, which was now producing copious amounts of its own lubricant.

And I didn’t stop Brandon from rubbing my cunt all over his lap.

Instead, I looked my fiancé right in the eye, and I came harder than I ever had before.

“Anthony!” Chris said, not taking his eyes off of me. “I thought you canceled this!”

I struggled to understand his words as I came down from my climax, a stranger’s cock on my hand and a stranger’s hand on my breast. When I realized what he said, a wave of panic shot through me just as Blondie grunted and shot something else entirely all over me.


Chapter Five

“I thought I did,” Anthony said, now standing behind Chris and taking in the scene in his living room.

The image of Lilly walking away, pulling a suitcase full of my money as she got a message about a cancellation, roared to the front of my mind. Spiraling, I put my hand over my mouth to stifle a gasp as I realized what I’d done. Some of Blondie’s cum found its way from my fingers onto my lips and then my tongue when I did so.

Tasting Blondie’s cum did nothing to stop the raging inferno of my libido. And I was still moving along Brandon’s cock, and the other guy was still massaging my boob while jacking off next to me…

So when Other Guy used both hands on my shoulders to guide me off of Brandon’s lap and onto my knees in front of him, I didn’t protest.

That sounds wrong. It’s not just that I didn’t protest. I let him guide me, quite willingly, so that my mouth was only an inch away from his precum-dripping cock. I wanted to be right where I was. I wanted to take this stranger’s cock into my mouth.

But I couldn’t, of course. Not now that I knew Anthony had canceled the hooker, apparently at Chris’s request. What had already happened was bad enough, but at least that was before I knew the truth. I hadn’t come to this party to cheat on Chris in the first place. I certainly couldn’t do it now, right?

“Don’t act like you didn’t want this, though,” Anthony said to Chris. “You were all for it, right up until two days ago.”

And that was true, wasn’t it? I’d seen the text messages. I don’t know that I’d say Chris was “all for it,” but he hadn’t done anything to dissuade his awful brother from hiring the whore in the first place. So this was all Chris’s fault, really. Whatever happened was his doing.

Before I’d even finished justifying it to myself, I had the tip of Other Guy’s cock on my lips.

I closed my eyes and sucked, focusing on nothing but the cock in my mouth. I was vaguely aware of being surrounded by what felt like a dozen men or more, and I heard whispers and the occasional shout.

“What a slut,” one of them said, and my pussy throbbed.

“Gonna fuck the shit out of her,” another said.

I felt like laughing at that. Of course, I wasn’t going to let any of them fuck me, right? But as the guy in my mouth grabbed hold of my head and started pumping into me, the head of his cock gagging me as it entered my throat, I really wished I had his cock--any cock, really--in my hot, dripping cunt right about then.

Just how many lines was I going to cross this evening?

His only warning a grunt, Other Guy exploded into my mouth, his cum gushing into my mouth, into my throat. I pulled away from him, trying to swallow as much as I could but failing miserably. Gagging, a lot of his seed spilled out of my mouth and onto the thighs of my outfit. I looked down at the contrast of white cum on black leather, which turned me on even more for some reason.

“Come here, bitch,” someone said, and large and rough hands pulled me back onto the floor.

I didn’t even see which guy it was because he got lost in the packed crowd around me. I think it was the same one who pulled me back (who called me a bitch) who started rubbing my pussy through my panties, now obscenely exposed to them all as I lay on my back, legs spread wide.

“You’re not supposed to wear panties with this outfit, you dumb bitch,” he said, and he pulled my underwear aside so harshly they ripped.

Then his fingers parted my slick folds, causing me to squirm against his hand, and other hands were on different parts of me, unzipping the top of my outfit, making their way onto my exposed breasts. As the guy down below worked at my cunt, I knew there was no turning back.

No matter what Chris said.

“Guys, come on,” he whined from what seemed to be a great distance. “I told Blair we wouldn’t even have strippers!”

“Does Blair ever open up the lockbox where she keeps your balls to let you look at ‘em?” someone asked. It may have been Anthony, but it was hard to tell.

Some of the guys around me laughed, and my face flushed at the thought of my man being laughed at, ridiculed, embarrassed. Something about that--Chris’s humiliation--spurred me on, making me reach out to grab one of the several readily available cocks in each hand, opening my mouth to get another one in there, all while the one between my legs finally started rubbing my hard and aching clit and threatening to bring about my second orgasm of the night.

Just as I was about to come, fingers were removed from my pussy, and something else was brushing against it. Something bulbous and warm and not covered in latex. Another wave of panic washed over me, but it wasn’t enough to push back the desperate need between my legs. I scooted down a little toward the cock that was already breaching my slit.

The thought that Chris was watching his soon-to-be wife being impaled by one of his friends was almost enough to get me over the edge again.

Before long, I came again, there on the floor, with a bare cock in my pussy, another in my mouth, and two more in my hands. I was called names and spat on, and at least two of the guys jacked off onto me, their cum splashing my tits and my neck. The one in my mouth shot his load down my throat, and I did a much better job of containing it all than I had with Other Guy.

“I can’t fucking believe this,” Chris said, and he was standing over me, watching me be fucked by one of his friends, stroking two others until they came all over the sides of my face.

I looked down and saw a sizable bulge in his pants, and I smiled because he was apparently enjoying the show despite his words. I wanted to be angry at the thought that he’d have enjoyed the show if Lilly had been in my place. I should have been angry anyway; after all, he thought I was the whore his brother had hired. It would’ve been easier to justify what I was doing, what was about to happen as the guy in my cunt got closer and closer to filling me up with something that had no business being there.

But I was beyond justifying anything. I said earlier I was lost, and that’s exactly what I was. Lost to my need. My desire. My needy little cunt.

So when the guy in my needy little cunt shoved into me and grunted hard, I didn’t even think about telling him to pull out. Instead, I wrapped my legs around him to make sure he couldn’t, and I came again as he painted my insides.

My fiance had his hand on his bulge when it happened, and I wondered if he would try to get a turn.

One of the guys I’d been jacking off moved down and fucked me, but the hand he left wasn’t empty for long. Neither was my mouth. For the next hour or more, all I knew was cock, and all I was good for was being a receptacle for it. For them.

For so many of them.


Chapter Six

I don’t know how many men fucked me that night. I don’t know how many of them came inside me--my mouth and my very fertile womb--but there were several. I don’t know how many of them spewed their seed onto me by jacking off while they watched the others using me however they saw fit, and I don’t know how many of them enjoyed multiple orgasms. I never even learned most of their names.

And I didn’t care. I only barely care now.

I was surprised at Anthony’s restraint. The party had gone on for almost two hours, so surely every guy there except for Chris and Anthony had had at least one turn with their cheap little whore (cheap? I was free, as it turned out!). I could understand Chris not jumping in, and to be honest, I’m still a bit touched that he wouldn’t have fucked someone else after all. But Anthony? I’m surprised he wasn’t first in line.

And if he tried, I was going to tell him no, even after servicing around 20 other guys. Letting that fat, disgusting fucker touch me--much less do anything else--was a line I’d never cross.

But I’d thought that about all the other lines I crossed that evening, too.

The party wound down, and I was so tired I thought I might fall asleep right there on the floor, my bondage outfit half torn off of me and covered in what felt like gallons of jizz. One last guy half-heartedly ejected a load into my pussy before collapsing to one side, sweaty and spent.

And that’s when Anthony stood over me, naked now. His beer belly hanging down almost to the base of his rather large cock.

“My turn,” he said.

I shivered in revulsion but instead of saying “no” like I thought I would, I said nothing as he knelt and grabbed my hips. A strong odor, cigarette smoke mixed with some awful body spray he always used to cover up the fact that he didn’t shower regularly, made its way from him to my nostrils. He roughly turned me over onto my stomach and then pulled up on my waist, so my asshole and pussy were exposed to him. The thought that he might fuck my ass--which no one had ever done--was as frightening as it was thrilling.

“Oh, fuck!” I said as he pushed a finger into my asshole. I’d been careful about letting more than a moan or gasp come out of my mouth this whole time because I was afraid Chris might recognize my voice, but I couldn’t help it. The intense mix of pain and pleasure as Chris’s brother worked his finger inside my most private place was nearly too much to bear.

Anthony jabbed a finger inside my pussy and began moving both fingers in unison. Even though I was letting him do it, I wanted to not like it, wanted to hate it the way I’d always hated him. But I couldn’t. Even though this was the most wrong thing I’d done all evening--or maybe precisely because of that--it felt so damn good. Despite everything I’d already been through at this party, I was on the verge of yet another orgasm. How many had there been? I honestly had no idea.

“Take her mask off,” Anthony said suddenly. “I want you guys to see her face when I fuck her.”

“No, don’t!” I whispered, but it wasn’t very loud, and I don’t blame the guy who pulled my mask off for not hearing me. Despite what it meant, letting them see who they’d been fucking all night turned me on even more.

So off came the mask, and with it, the wig, and everyone in the room saw me for who I was.

Chris’s fiancée. His cheating, filthy slut of a fiancée.

“Holy shit,” Brandon said, in front of me. “Blair?!”

“What the hell?” Chris said, moving around to see my face.

And that’s when his brother, one finger still inside my asshole, stuck his cock inside my cunt.

“Goddamn, Blair,” Anthony said, “I was outside smoking when you parked down the street. I recognized your car but still couldn’t believe it was you!”

He knew the whole time.

“You motherfucker!” I said.

“You. Want. Me. To. Stop?” he asked, each word punctuated by harder and harder thrusts into me.

“Goddammit, I hate you,” I said.

“But you don’t want me to stop, do you?”

“Shut up,” I said, “and fuck me, asshole.”

He laughed. “You know, I always thought you were hot but seeing you from this angle is something else!”

I looked up at Chris as Anthony pounded me. Seeing tears forming in his eyes had exactly the opposite effect as you might think. Heat rose from my core as I barreled toward another climax, and Chris’s confused pain did nothing but speed it along.

“Anthony, please stop,” Chris said, but it came out as whiny begging that did nothing to endear him in my eyes.

“Don’t stop,” I said, much more assertively than my fiancé.

“Wasn’t planning on it,” Anthony said, his breathing labored. He wasn’t going to last much longer.

And neither was I.

I thought Chris might try to force us to stop, but he just stood there, watching helplessly as his disgusting pig of a brother hammered away at his blushing bride with a giant, bare cock. Chris’s bulge had only gotten bigger, so obviously, at least one part of him liked what he saw.

I came again, and Anthony announced he was going to any second.

“Pull out,” Chris said, his voice meek and quiet again. “Please.”

I wanted to laugh. Several of his friends had already deposited their warm, sticky messes inside me; what was one more?

“Only if she says to,” Anthony said.

What a gentleman.

I didn’t say to, and a moment later, he grunted and pumped the night’s last load of semen into me. When he was finished, we collapsed together onto the floor, his weight crushing me for a moment until he rolled away from me onto his back.


Epilogue

I don’t know how long I lay there, drifting in and out of sleep, but it was long enough for most of the party guests to leave. I could sense some of them still around but had no idea how many when Chris knelt next to me. He put a tentative hand on my back, and I smiled.

“I don’t understand,” he said.

“I don’t either,” I admitted. “Just wanted to stop the whore you hired.”

“Anthony hired her,” he said. “And I made him cancel her.”

“I know that now,” I said. I hope I sounded sufficiently regretful since I was.

A little.

Chris moved his hand down my back, then to my ass. He slid his fingers between my ass cheeks before making it to my pussy, which was still slowly leaking his brother’s cum.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Don’t I get a turn?” he asked. “I thought…”

I laughed. “You thought wrong, Mister. We agreed: no sex before the wedding.”

I was exhausted and not strong enough to resist if he’d ignored me. He could’ve fucked me like I was a lifeless sex doll, and, truth be told, I wouldn’t have blamed him. But he’s always been the sweetest guy in the world and not one to take advantage of a woman against her wishes.

He slumped back away from me, his back coming to rest on the coffee table. He might have cried a little, but all I could look at was the bulge that was still pushing against his pants.

I couldn’t wait until our wedding night to get my hands--and everything else--on that.


The Hall Pass was HIS Idea


Chapter One

“A hall pass list?” Daphne asked her husband after he brought it up over dinner.

Gavin nodded. “Nash did it with his girlfriend,” he replied, referencing his best friend since high school. “We each list three people we’d get to sleep with should the opportunity arise. With the other’s blessing.”

“Yeah,” Daphne said. “I know what the term ‘hall pass’ means. I’m just doubting how fun the whole exercise would be.”

Gavin shrugged. “It might give us insights into what the other person likes. You’re always saying we should talk more about what we like, our fantasies, et cetera.”

Daphne rolled her eyes as she sipped her drink. It was true that she’d been bugging Gavin about having more open communication lately, but that was just because he seemed to shut down after he got home from work. It wasn’t unusual for them to go an entire evening without saying more than five words to each other before bed. And when they did go to bed, it was getting rarer and rarer for anything--communication or otherwise--to happen then, too.

But she didn’t feel she needed a hall pass list from him. What Gavin liked wasn’t a big mystery--blond hair and blue eyes, which he frequently talked about and which made the green-eyed redhead Daphne feel insecure.

She could probably fill out Gavin’s list for him. All she had to do was remember which actresses he was obsessed with at any given moment--there seemed to be a rotating cast performing in his mind’s eye at all times, with Margot Robbie having a permanent leading role--or do a Google search for “celebrities with blond hair and blue eyes.” She was sure any of them would do.

“You know it makes me feel weird when you talk about other women,” she told him. “Even if they’re women you’ll never meet.”

Gavin sighed. “I know,” he said. “I know how jealous you are, but you really have no reason to be. I love you, and I’d never actually cheat on you. You know that, right?”

“Unless it’s with someone on your hall pass list, you mean?” she asked.

He smiled. “It’s just a fun little exercise,” he said. “What harm could come from it?”

“Wouldn’t you feel insecure if I talked about how hot Henry Cavill is?” Daphne asked. “How I’d like him to bend me over and fuck me while scowling and muttering under his breath like he does in that show about the video game?”

Gavin laughed, undoubtedly finding amusement that she couldn’t remember the name of “that show about the video game.” “So, Henry Cavill would be on your list?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” Daphne said. “I was just making a point. But wouldn’t that bother you?”

“No,” Gavin said. “It’s not like it’d ever happen. You know what? Just forget it. I thought it might be fun, but you have to be a prude all the fucking time.”

Rage swelled up inside Daphne, both at the accusation itself and Gavin’s implication that he wished she wasn’t a prude “all the fucking time.” Daphne was well aware of the real reason behind her jealousy, and that was that she worked hard to suppress her own fantasies about men other than Gavin. Suddenly, an idea flashed before her, one she wasn’t sure she could actually go through with, but one overflowing with possibility.

“No, it’s okay,” she said, forcing her voice to sound sheepish. “Let’s do it. You go first, so I’ll have time to think about my choices.”

“Are you sure?” Gavin asked.

“Positively,” Daphne said. “You may be right about my prudishness, and this is all in good fun, right?”

“Right!” Gavin said excitedly, getting up so fast from his chair he almost tipped it backward.

He rushed out of the dining room and into the living room. A moment later, he returned with a spiral-bound notebook and a pen. Returning to his seat, he began hurriedly writing on a page in the notebook.

After only a few moments, he was finished and handed the notebook to Daphne. She smirked, realizing from the speed with which he’d made his list that she’d been right about him already having people in mind for it.

“Go crazy,” Gavin said. “Let go of your inhibitions and think of any three people in the whole world you’d like to sleep with, with no repercussions and no strings attached.”

“Okay,” she said, looking down at the notebook.

Along the top, in all capital letters, were the words: “HALL PASS LIST.” Underneath this title, he’d written, “A list of people we can have sex with, with the full permission of the other. This agreement is binding and can not be revoked except by agreement from both parties.”

“Sounds official,” Daphne muttered before looking at Gavin’s actual list.

Underneath his name, he’d written:

	Margot Robbie (of course, thought Daphne) 
	Kristen Stewart 
	Amanda Seyfried 


Margot Robbie was hardly surprising, but Daphne hadn’t heard him mention Kristen Stewart, whose eyes were green and whose hair color was all over the place, before. As for Amanda Seyfried, Daphne supposed she couldn’t blame Gavin; if she was completely honest with herself, the gorgeous actress often made Daphne’s barely-there bisexuality rise to the surface.

Underneath his own list, Gavin had helpfully written Daphne’s name and the numbers 1, 2, and 3. After all that, he’d drawn two lines, side-by-side, and signed his name on one of them.

“Your turn,” Gavin said, prodding her and handing her the pen.

Daphne took the pen and stared at the blank space on the page where her list was supposed to go. She thought for a moment, wondering if she could go through with her crazy plan. She realized making the list was only a tiny part of the plan and would be enough to put Gavin in his place. It’s not like she had to go through with the whole insane exercise.

She wrote her three names and signed her name on the blank line next to Gavin’s signature. Then, after taking a long, last look at what she’d done, she handed the notebook back to Gavin.

Gavin’s eyes got wider than she’d ever seen them, and she smiled when she saw that her little stunt had the desired effect on her husband.

“What the fuck is this?” Gavin asked, not taking his eyes off her list.

“It’s a list of people I can sleep with, with your full permission,” Daphne replied. “It says so on the document you created. That you signed.”

“You put Nash on here,” Gavin said. “And Doug? Isn’t that…”

Daphne nodded. “That extremely hot personal trainer at the gym. I’ve only worked with him a few times, but that Southern accent…” She trailed off, making a swooning motion with her hand on her forehead and thinking about how Doug had spent more time flirting with her than doing anything resembling gym training.

“Why would you put down people you actually know?” Gavin asked, his voice becoming soft and whiny. “The only one on here I don’t recognize is Caspian Jones.”

Daphne giggled. “You know that big black barista at the coffee shop next to your work?”

When he finally looked up at her, there was fear in his eyes. “Out of all the people in the world, actors, musicians… kings… you picked three people you know?”

Daphne shrugged. “Well, sure. Why would I want to sleep with someone famous who I don’t even know? No matter how hot they are, they could be assholes.”

“Nash is an asshole,” Gavin whispered.

“That’s not a nice thing to say about your best friend,” Daphne pointed out.

Gavin swallowed hard. “This is all just for fun, right?” he asked. “It’s not like you’ll try to sleep with these guys.”

“You don’t think me sleeping with them would be fun?” Daphne asked. “I bet it would be.”

Gavin hurriedly tore the agreement from the notebook. Anticipating what he was about to do, Daphne launched herself from her chair, almost tipping it back the way Gavin had his earlier. She was around the table, snatching it from his hands before he could rip it up.

“No take backs,” she said, laughing. “We both signed this, and it’s binding. If you wanna hit up Margot Robbie for a booty call, go right ahead.”

Daphne folded up the agreement and slipped it into the front pocket of her jeans. Gavin looked like he was going to cry.

“Isn’t this fun?” she asked. “Although, really, you probably have nothing to worry about. Who says these three guys would even want to fuck me?”


Chapter Two

Her question was a rhetorical one, of course. Daphne may not have been the blond-haired, blue-eyed woman of Gavin’s dreams, but she didn’t have any trouble turning heads when she wanted to. Her flowing flame-red hair, full breasts, and curvy hips made sure of that.

Also, at least one of the men on her list had wanted to fuck her since high school: Nash Wilson, who didn’t get his chance back then because she fell for Gavin instead. Nash was your typical jock, who had a reputation for both his running back capabilities on a football field and his infamous infidelity--they all still lived in the same small town in which they’d grown up, and every girl Nash was with knew it was only a matter of time before he fucked someone else.

They weren’t exactly okay with this knowledge, but apparently, Nash’s skills in the bedroom made him a very forgivable offender.

If she wanted to, Daphne knew she could easily have Nash in her bed, and she didn’t figure the other two guys on her list would be much of a challenge, either.

But did she want to? Before Gavin had proposed his dumb hall pass list idea, she would’ve said no. Well, she might not have said she didn’t want to (all three of the men on her list were certifiably hot), but she would’ve said she’d never consider the prospect of sleeping with someone else. Gavin was right about one thing: she was extremely jealous, even about things like his crushes on celebrities he’d never meet, and, despite her fantasies, she’d never want to inflict that kind of jealousy on someone else.

And she might have been able to stick to her principles, had Gavin not said what he did a couple of days after they’d made their lists.

Daphne was waiting for him outside the office building where he worked. She usually worked late shifts at the HIGH CONCEPT store at the Town Centre Mall and frequently stopped by to have coffee with him on his lunch break on her way to work.

“We should go somewhere else for coffee,” he said as he walked toward her.

“And why is that?” she asked, already turning away to walk in the direction of Boom! Roasted, the coffee shop less than a block away from Gavin’s office.

“That Caspian guy always flirts with you,” he replied.

“Does he now?” Daphne said. “If it bothered you, why haven’t you said anything before now?”

“You know why,” Gavin said.

“Because of the hall pass?” she asked. “C’mon, honey, it’s not like I’m gonna drop to my knees and blow the guy because he makes little foamy hearts in my latte.”

Although, now that those words were out of her mouth, it didn’t seem like the worst idea in the world…

“Yeah, but you could,” Gavin said. “And I couldn’t do anything about it.”

“That’s right,” she said as they reached the coffee shop. She opened the door and turned back to her husband to say, “And don’t you forget it.”

The shop was empty, as it sometimes was at this time of day, not a single customer in sight. The only person there was Caspian Jones, his bright white teeth a stark contrast against his dark skin as he smiled at Daphne.

“Well, hello there, pretty lady,” he said, which was what he always said. Today, however, his greeting sent a red-hot wave of thrill through Daphne’s entire body.

She couldn’t say she’d ever gotten instantly wet before, so… first time for everything.

“Hi there,” she said with mock sheepishness. “How are you?”

“Better now that you’re here,” Caspian replied, smiling even more broadly now.

“Because you need the business, right?” Gavin offered unhelpfully.

Caspian gave her husband a dismissive glance before returning his gaze to Daphne. “Sure. That’s it.”

Daphne raised an eyebrow and smiled back at the big black man, wondering if he’d always been this flirty, as Gavin had indicated, and she’d just missed it.

Daphne ordered her latte and Gavin his French roast, and by the time Caspian handed her drink to her, with its typical foamy heart, an idea had formed in her mind. One so bold and scandalous she could hardly believe she’d let it take shape, much less feel confident enough to act on it.

“So, uh, Caspian,” she said, hoping the nervousness she felt in her voice wasn’t apparent, “when you’re working alone like this, what do you do when you have to use the restroom?”

Caspian looked at her questioningly before shrugging. “I lock the door and flip the ‘Open’ sign so it says ‘Be Right Back.’”

“Would you like to go to the restroom with me, Caspian?” she asked, lowering her voice to almost a whisper.

Caspian seemed stunned into silence, but her husband seemed to speak for both of them.

“I’m sorry, what?” Gavin said.

“What exactly are you asking?” Caspian asked.

With shaking hands, Daphne pulled the hall pass document out of the front pocket of her jeans and opened it up. She laid it on the counter in front of the hunky barista, whose eyes widened when he read it.

Caspian laughed. “Is this for real?”

“It sure is,” Daphne said.

“No offense, but I think I need to hear from Mr. Moore,” Caspian said, looking at Gavin.

“Tell him, honey,” Daphne said. “Be sure to include the part where it was your idea.”

When Gavin remained silent, shuffling his feet, Caspian asked again, “Dude, is this for real?”

“Yes,” Gavin replied, struggling to choke out the single-syllable word.

“Well, goddamn,” Caspian said. “I’m flattered, Daphne, really. I’d like nothing more to take you up on your offer--if that’s what this is--but are you sure?”

Fuck, no, I’m not sure, Daphne thought, but she honestly didn’t know where that thought came from. The more she thought about it, the more sure she became. She knew her hesitation stemmed from the fact that this was something she wasn’t “supposed” to do.

“Absolutely,” she said before she could lose her nerve. “Honey, be a dear; go lock the door and flip the ‘Open’ sign for us, will ya?”

Gavin stood frozen for a moment before realizing he didn’t have a say in the matter. Caspian barely suppressed a chuckle as he and Daphne watched her husband do what he was told.

Caspian came out from behind the counter and led Daphne to the restroom. Gavin followed closely behind.

Caspian held open the door for Daphne, who turned to look at her husband. Gavin looked to be on the verge of tears.

“I really don’t think you want to watch this, do you?” she asked. When he didn’t answer, she leaned in and whispered into his ear, “I’m only going to blow him--for now. Probably. Just remember… this was your idea.”

And with that, Daphne went into the restroom. After a slight nod to Gavin, Caspian followed, letting the door close behind him.

Once they were alone, Daphne took a good look at Caspian. She’d always found him attractive, but seeing the way he looked at her now--which, really, was the way he’d always looked at her--and knowing she was only seconds away from having his cock inside her mouth, supercharged her impression of him.

He was tall, so much taller than her and a few inches taller than her husband. She could see his sculpted physique through his tight t-shirt, not overly muscular but fit in all the right ways. His expressive eyes, a deep, rich brown color, held a magnetic allure, sparkling with intelligence and warmth. His bright smile seemed to light up the poorly lit restroom, exuding a contagious joy that Daphne knew she couldn’t resist.

Especially since it was a joy centered around what she was about to do for him.

“Let’s see what I’m working with,” Daphne said, nodding toward Caspian’s pants.

He glanced toward the door, as if worried her husband might come through it at any moment. “Is this, like, a prank or something?”

Daphne sighed and dropped to her knees. “Fine, I’ll do it myself.” She unbuttoned and unzipped Caspian’s jeans, reaching into his boxer shorts and gasping as her fingers wrapped around his cock.

Using her other hand, she tugged at Caspian’s pants and boxers until they were around his knees. His impressive cock throbbed and lengthened, its darkness contrasting beautifully against her pale, white hand. She felt drool forming in her mouth at the sight of it; Caspian’s cock was just as beautiful as he was.

Even with his cock in her hand, Caspian’s face held onto the look of disbelief he’d had this whole time. She supposed she couldn’t blame him. It probably wasn’t a common occurrence in the ol’ coffee shop to be sucked off by a woman whose husband stood a few feet away on the other side of a bathroom door.

She could hardly believe what she was about to do, either.

Feeling herself losing her nerve, wondering again if she could actually go through with this, Daphne leaned forward and opened her mouth. Guiding Caspian’s massive cock across her lips, they both sighed together as his rod slid across her tongue. Precum from his tip mingled with her saliva, and the sudden intrusion of the big, black cock forced some of her drool out of the sides of her mouth.

Closing her lips around it, she began sucking in earnest. He was so big, she was barely able to keep her hand closed around the bottom of the shaft as she sucked the upper half, and she stroked him into her as she sucked.

“I’m not going to last long,” Caspian whispered. “I haven’t… you know… for over a week.”

Daphne giggled around his cock, wondering if the load he was about to give her would be bigger than normal since he’d been saving it up for some reason. She only had a second to wonder about that reason before he told her.

“My girlfriend’s been out of town for a month for work,” he said. “She wanted me to be good and riled up for when she got back tonight.”

Daphne slowed down then, the thought of Caspian betraying his girlfriend somehow worse than what she was doing to her husband. But if that were the case, why did her pussy throb at the idea?

She pulled him out of her mouth and said, “I’m going to ruin things for your girlfriend,” she said. “Do you want me to stop?”

Please say no.

“Fuck, no,” he said, laughing. “If anything I’ll fuck her even harder now.”

“You are a horrible person,” Daphne said, feeling a little sick to her stomach. Still, her mouth was virtually watering over the thought of getting his dick back into her mouth.

“And yet you’re on your knees about to swallow my cum,” he pointed out. “While hubby has his ear pressed against the door listening to us… I’m guessing.”

Caspian grabbed both sides of her head and pulled her closer to him. She didn’t resist in the slightest. In fact, she started sucking harder than she had been, stroking faster, as if she was eager to do just what he’d said. It wasn’t long before Caspian was groaning.

He exploded into her mouth, sending jet after jet of hot stickiness across her tongue and into her throat. She gagged on it, reflexively pulling away from him. She swallowed, choking down as much of the salty, bitter fluid as she could while letting much of it flow back out of her mouth and onto the restroom floor. Caspian’s cock, still in her hand, twitched as it unloaded even more cum onto her face and into her hair. More than a little of it dripped down onto her black t-shirt, meaning she’d have to go back home to change before going to work.

“You okay?” Caspian asked, his dark eyes full of concern. “I know that was a lot.”

Daphne smiled. “Uh, yeah. You could say that.”

“Here,” he said, holding out his hand and nodding to the sink. “You wanna get cleaned up before we go back out.”

Daphne turned toward the sink but then stopped. “No. I don’t think I do.”

With that, she opened the restroom’s door and jumped a little when she saw Gavin, who looked like he’d been standing there with his ear pressed to the door like Caspian had said. She didn’t know how much he could actually hear through the door, but when she looked him in the eyes it seemed like he still had some hope that what happened hadn’t happened. That hope vanished when his gaze traveled around her head and her chest and he saw the cum currently clinging to her in those places. When he returned his eyes to hers he looked heartbroken.

She couldn’t allow herself to feel guilty about his feelings, not when she’d just sucked off another woman’s boyfriend without her knowledge. She reminded herself that her husband started all of this, and this inspired a cruel idea she would never have thought herself capable of.

“Kiss me,” she said.

“What?” Gavin asked.

“You heard me,” she said, puckering up.

Gavin hesitated for a moment, no doubt wondering if he had it in him to kiss her after she let another man come in her mouth. Truth be told, she didn’t really expect him to do it. He surprised her when he leaned toward her and passionately kissed her. She parted her lips, surprised to feel his tongue tentatively licking hers. Her heart pounding almost as much as it had been when she went into the bathroom with Caspian, she shoved her tongue through his lips and swirled it around his.

When they pulled apart, she asked with a sly grin, “Doesn’t he taste wonderful?” and walked past her husband to retrieve her latte from the counter.


Chapter Three

They didn’t talk about it after leaving the coffee shop, other than Daphne telling Gavin she would have to go back home and get a fresh t-shirt for work. He merely nodded. She sipped her coffee as he walked her back to her car, parked outside his office building, ignoring the pearl-clutching looks she got from the handful of people they passed who noticed the white stuff now drying in her hair and on her shirt.

Gavin, showing more politeness than he had in quite some time, opened her car door for her and gave her a kiss on the cheek before returning to work. She drove home, got cleaned up and changed, and was only a little bit late for work at HIGH CONCEPT.

She went about her day, trying not to think about Caspian or the other men on her hall pass list.

She was mostly successful.

---

She made it all the way home that day without even realizing it was one of their gym nights. Gavin, ever insecure about his sagging gut that never seemed to get less saggy no matter how many times they went to the gym, preferred going late at night when there were fewer people there. Daphne tried to reassure him that most people at the gym were there for their own workouts and paid no attention to anyone else, but he couldn’t be swayed. It wasn’t unusual for them to get there an hour before the gym closed and barely have enough time for a small workout.

It also wasn’t unusual for Doug, number two on her hall pass list, to be the only gym employee there when they went.

In hindsight, Daphne would find it odd that Gavin had their gym bags already packed and ready to go when she got home from work that evening.

The drive to the gym was mostly in silence, until Daphne thought to ask, “Why did you kiss me earlier?”

“What?”

“After I… you know, with Caspian,” she said. “You knew what I’d just done… what might have still been in my mouth, and…”

Gavin shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“Did you like it?” she asked.

“What? No. Of course not.” He didn’t sound entirely convincing.

“It’s okay if you did,” she said. “I wouldn’t think it was weird.”

Okay, that was a lie, because she thought it was strange at the time and she still thought it was strange, now that she’d asked him about it. But was it strange in and of itself or only because it was something that he wasn’t “supposed” to like?

“I don’t know why I did it,” he reiterated. “I probably shouldn’t have.”

She put her hand on his knee and rubbed it reassuringly. “Well, I’m glad you did. It was a nice kiss.”

“Did you like sucking his cock?” Gavin suddenly asked.

“I mean…” Daphne said.

“Of course you did,” he said. “Was he big?”

“You don’t really want details, do you?”

He shrugged again. “Did he get you off, too?”

Daphne sighed. “No. He did not.”

“That doesn’t seem fair,” Gavin said.

Daphne stared at her husband in silence. How had he gone from freaking out over names on a page to wanting to know details? To seeming upset that she didn’t get off?

To tasting another man’s cum on her tongue and seemingly being okay with it?

“You’re right,” she said finally. “Next time I’ll make sure I get taken care of.”

“Next time with Caspian?” Gavin asked. “Or… someone else?”

She shrugged. “Guess we’ll have to wait and see.”

They wouldn’t have to wait long. When they pulled into the gym’s parking lot, there were only three other cars there. One of them Daphne recognized as Doug’s ancient pickup truck. It was parked all by itself in the area where gym employees parked, meaning Doug was probably the only staff member on duty. A middle-aged couple walked out of the gym toward their vehicle as Gavin and Daphne retrieved their bags from the trunk of Gavin’s car.

One down, one to go, Daphne thought, looking at the remaining car on the lot and wondering what might happen if she and her husband were the only ones in the gym with Doug.

Doug was behind the counter when they walked in, sitting in one chair with his cowboy boot-clad feet propped up in another. He was wearing a t-shirt that strained against his massive chest and tight jeans. Hardly gym attire, so Daphne knew he was just counting down the minutes until he could close and go home. She glanced up at the clock on the wall behind Doug and noted that would only be a half-hour from now.

“Hey, Doug,” she said, softening her voice.

“Oh, hey, Daphne,” Doug said, jumping to his feet to come to the counter. “You’re here even later than usual.”

“Yeah, well, usually it’s Gavin who likes to be here without the crowd,” she said, watching her husband put his gym bag in a wall locker and get on a treadmill, “but tonight I’m the one looking for a more private… workout.”

She hoped she’d said “workout” with enough innuendo to plant the seed in Doug’s mind. Judging from his raised eyebrow and knowing smirk, she was probably successful. Given how much the smooth-talking Southerner flirted with her during the few times he was supposed to have been training her, she realized she could probably dispense with innuendo altogether and be more direct.

“I couldn’t help but notice there seems to be only one other person here right now,” Daphne said, looking around to try to find that one other person. She didn’t see them on any of the gym machines so she figured they might be in the locker room.

“Oh, the last clients just left,” Doug said.

“Oh,” Daphne said. “We saw another car, so…”

“Yeah, that belongs to a guy who left a few hours ago,” Doug explained. “Car wouldn’t start when he went out. Said he’d be back tomorrow to take care of it.”

“Gotcha,” Daphne said. “So I guess we… are… all… alone.” She said the words almost painfully slowly and licked at the left corner of her lips when she finished.

“Yep,” Doug said, glancing at Gavin on the treadmill. “All alone. Just you, me, and your husband.”

He squinted his eyes in a playfully hateful way. Daphne’s pussy tingled then, knowing she was about to rock his world.

She pulled the hall pass document from her pocket and carefully unfolded it before sliding it across the counter to Doug. He picked it up and read it over at least twice before looking again at Gavin and then back to her.

“Are you serious?” he asked.

“As a heart attack,” she said.

“I’m hurt that I’m number two…”

She laughed. “It’s not in order of importance,” she said. “Or desire…”

“Well, I was thinking about closing up early,” Doug said, sliding the hall pass back across the counter to Daphne. “And then maybe taking a shower before heading out.”

Daphne licked her lips again and said, “Hmmm… I could use a shower, too.”

“You know,” Doug said, “most people take their showers after their workout.”

“I’m not most people,” Daphne said.

Doug chuckled as he walked from behind the counter to the door. “No, you are not,” he said, turning the lock on the door and flipping the CLOSED sign around. “What about him?” he asked, nodding toward Gavin. “He gonna just keep walking? Or does he like to watch?”

Daphne looked at her husband, who so far had been ignoring the two of them. “I’m not sure,” she said. “He’s been full of surprises lately.”

“Men’s locker room or women’s?” Doug asked.

“I’m sorry?”

“We can’t do this out on the gym floor because of the cameras,” Doug explained. “So where do you want to meet after our showers? Don’t worry; I’m not asking you to shower with me. Shower sex is more trouble than it’s worth, even in better showers than we have here.”

Daphne nodded. “For sure. It always seems so sexy in these smutty romances I read but in real life? No thanks. Um… let’s, uh, do it in the men’s.” Something about that made the whole thing even naughtier for some reason. Maybe because she knew her husband would think about this every time he went in there to change or take a shower from now on.

As they walked toward the locker rooms, Daphne started having second thoughts. Was she really ready to fuck another man? A blow job like with Caspian was one thing, but full-on sex with someone she really didn’t know that well was something entirely different.

But she really, desperately wanted to get off right now…

“So, Doug, I was thinking…” she said before he went into the men’s locker room. “Would it be okay if we just…” and then she whispered the rest of her thought into his ear.

He smiled at her. “Whatever you want. And that’s already much more than I could’ve dreamed.”

“And… there could be more,” Daphne said. “You know, down the road.”

He nodded. “Down the road. Enjoy your shower, Daphne.”

Daphne went into the women’s locker room to shower. When she was finished, she walked out with her towel wrapped around her. She looked to the treadmill where she’d last seen her husband and saw that he wasn’t there. She wondered if he left to give her and Doug some privacy and shrugged it off. Doug would surely give her a ride home afterward. She headed into the men’s locker room.

“Hey there.”

Daphne almost dropped her towel at the sound of Gavin’s voice. He was sitting on one of the padded benches by the lockers, a look of nervous anticipation on his face. Doug stood nearby, his lower body wrapped in his towel, scrolling through something on his phone.

“Guess he’s watching,” Doug said, putting his phone down and looking at Daphne.

“Yeah?” Daphne asked, shooting her husband a questioning look.

Gavin nodded. He seemed almost sure of his choice.

“So, what’s the game plan?” Doug asked. “I’m usually the initiator, but I think it’s best if you call the shots.”

“Well…” Daphne said with mock thoughtfulness. She walked to Doug and put her arms around his neck. He put his arms around her waist. “My husband seemed concerned that I didn’t get off during my last hall pass encounter.”

“That doesn’t seem fair,” Doug said, and then kissed her.

Daphne savored Doug’s lips and tongue for a moment and then said, “Those were his exact words.”

“Let’s see what I can do to make up for that,” Doug said.

“She loves oral,” Gavin said from the bench. “It’s the best way to get her off.”

Daphne’s face went flush. Despite what she was about to do--despite what she’d already done today--somehow hearing her husband talk to another man about getting her off was a bit much.

“Thanks, honey,” Daphne said, sounding annoyed. “But I’ve already told him what I want.”

Doug laughed. “It’s the best way for a lot of women, in my experience. And, fortunately for you, I have a lot of experience.”

Daphne pulled away from Doug and turned around to face her husband. She shrugged off the towel, revealing her naked body to the two men. She reached her hand behind her to take Doug’s hand and lead him toward the bench where Gavin sat.

“Up,” she told her husband, who quickly complied. She turned toward Doug and tugged at his towel, which dropped to the floor a moment later. “Down,” she told him, nodding to the bench.

He, too, quickly complied.

Daphne was glad to see that the padded leather bench was wider than the ones in the women’s locker room. There was plenty of room for Doug to comfortably lie down, and plenty of room for her to get on top of him.

She took one last look at her husband before getting into a 69 position with Doug, her pussy hovering only inches from his face and his cock a similar distance from her lips.

“You are so fucking wet,” Doug said. “You’re practically dripping.”

Daphne giggled. “You sure it’s not just from my shower?”

Doug laughed. “Definitely not. So… when’s the last time you sucked a cock other than your husband’s?”

“Um… earlier today,” Daphne said. “Around lunchtime.”

“So slutty,” Doug said.

Daphne started stroking his cock, slowly working her fingers up and down his shaft and getting her face so close to it he could probably feel her breath on his tip. “I suppose so,” she said. “Is that a problem? For either of you?”

“No, ma’am,” Doug said.

She looked away from Doug’s cock to her husband. He shook his head and mouthed “no.”

“Good,” she said, and turned back to the cock in her hand to start sucking it.

Daphne gasped against Doug’s cock as the gym trainer roughly grabbed both of her hips and pulled her to him. She moaned when she felt the first lash of his tongue against her hot, slick lower lips. She squirmed against his face as he moved his tongue up and down while seeming to engulf her entire pussy with his mouth. She could feel his nose brushing against her asshole, but if he cared about that in the least it certainly didn’t hamper his enthusiasm.

Daphne did her best to suck Doug’s cock but she knew it wasn’t the best blow job she’d ever given. At first she was self-conscious to have her husband standing nearby watching, but she got over that after a few moments. After Doug followed through on his boast about having plenty of pussy-licking experience. Once Doug got into a rhythm, she had trouble concentrating on her own task.

After licking up and down for what seemed like several minutes, Doug brought his whole mouth down to the area around her clit. His tongue found the hard bud and began licking there, pressing there, until she felt waves of pleasure blossoming out from her core. She stopped sucking him completely, only absent-mindedly stroking him, as she began grinding against his face.

She knew she wasn’t going to last long, that her much-needed release was imminent, and that was before he even stuck a finger inside her.

She let go of his cock completely, needing both of her hands to support herself against the leather bench, as he worked a finger inside her, still licking her clit the whole time. She felt a delicious building anticipation in her stomach as waves of pleasure washed over her.

This whole time, she’d tried to remain silent, not letting more than a small gasp or moan escape her lips. This was probably a lingering self-conscious response to having Gavin bear witness to her sluttery. What Doug was doing, though, was too good, too intense, and she couldn’t afford to care about what Gavin might think.

In fact, part of her wanted him to know how good it was.

How good she felt.

How wonderful it was to be serviced by another man.

She reared her head back, arching her back, mashing her pussy even harder against Doug’s face and hand, and let out a moan that she knew sounded like she was being hurt.

But being hurt was the exact opposite of what she felt.

She shuddered when she felt another of Doug’s fingers enter her, and that sent her over the edge. Her stomach tightened and her pleasure crashed down onto her, her pussy clenching against Doug’s tongue and his fingers. She twitched and thrashed and Doug kept his tongue pressed against her clit as the orgasm continued for what seemed like a long time. She had the giddy thought that she might cause them both to fall off the bench.

“Fuck,” she whispered, and then said it again loudly.

She moved off of Doug and sat next to his feet on the bench. “I… I need a minute,” she said, avoiding her husband’s gaze.

“It’s okay if you don’t…” Doug said, sitting up next to her.

She smiled. “Oh, I’m going to. I just need to catch my breath.”

It took her only a minute to do that, and a minute later she was on her knees in front of the gym trainer, working on catching a lot more than her breath.

All while her husband, who she was too busy to notice had his own cock in his hand, watched.


Chapter Four

Gavin hadn’t tried to kiss her after she finished Doug off, and said he didn’t want to talk about it when Daphne asked him how he felt afterward. They went on about their days, their life, and it was almost like nothing had changed.

Almost.

Finally, one evening, Gavin blurted out, “So do you think we can put the whole hall pass thing behind us?”

Daphne blinked at him. “Is this because Nash is coming over this evening?”

Nash, Gavin’s best friend since they were teenagers, was coming over with his girlfriend to watch a movie, like they did about once a month.

When Gavin didn’t reply, Daphne said, “What? You think I’m going to fuck your best friend while you and his girlfriend sit around and watch?”

He laughed nervously. “Good point. I guess not.”

“Although,” Daphne said, “I am bi, so if she wanted to join in…”

“Very funny,” he said.

“Look, this hall pass thing was your idea,” Daphne said. “If I wanted to fuck your friend, I would, and it would ultimately be your doing.”

Gavin groaned.

“But I didn’t exactly enjoy knowing Caspian had a girlfriend when I sucked him off,” Daphne said. “I know Lucy, and I for sure wouldn’t do that to someone I know.”

“Okay,” Gavin said. “I really thought maybe you’d gotten this out of your system with the other two anyway.”

“Is that why you seemed to be more or less okay with the other two?” Daphne asked. “Is that why you practically pushed me into Doug’s arms? So I wouldn’t sleep with your best friend?”

Gavin only shrugged.

“Well, I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” Daphne said. “If you wanted to discuss fantasies and spicing up our sex life, there are better ways to do it than shoving a list of other desirable people in each other’s faces.”

“You’re right,” Gavin said as the doorbell rang. He got up to open the door for Nash and his girlfriend.

But it was only Nash standing in the doorway.

“Where’s Lucy?” Gavin and Daphne both asked at the same time.

Nash came inside and went straight for Gavin’s big recliner. Practically falling into it, he said with tears in his eyes, “She broke up with me.”

“You finally cheated on her, I guess?” Daphne asked. Her husband shot her a look that said how could you say that right now?

“That’s the thing,” Nash said. “She cheated on me!”

“What?” Gavin asked, incredulous. “Lucy?”

Nash nodded. “She’s been fucking this guy she works with for the last few months. I happened to see a text from him pop up on her phone and when I confronted her about it, she fessed up.”

“But you didn’t cheat on her first?” Daphne asked, thinking Lucy’s indiscretion surely had to be out of revenge.

“I’m telling you I didn’t,” Nash said. “I know my past, I know what I’ve been like. Problem is, Lucy knows, too, and she said she figured there was no harm in doing what she did because I’d eventually do it to her.”

“That sucks, man,” Gavin said. “I’m sorry.”

“Thanks,” Nash said. “Lucy was the first girl I’ve ever been faithful to, and look where it got me. And I didn’t even want to break up with her over it. I just asked her to stop seeing the other guy, and she refused.”

Daphne could see Nash was heartbroken. He was doing a good job of holding back most of his tears but his voice was shaky. He looked like a completely different Nash from the obnoxious lothario she’d always known him as.

Not that she’d never found him attractive. Quite the contrary, with his broad shoulders, chiseled chin, and what had to be rock-hard abs, she’d occasionally fantasized about trying to find out what he was like in bed. She was one of the few women they’d all gone to high school with who didn’t know, and it wasn’t for lack of Nash’s trying. If not for her saying yes to Gavin’s junior year prom invitation, she probably would’ve been another notch on Nash’s bedpost a long time ago.

She tried to force the idea out of her head, she really did. She knew her husband wouldn’t like it if she fucked his best friend, but the more she thought about it the more she wanted to do it. And looking at Nash now, with his almost palpable sadness, all she wanted to do was take some of that away for him.

Daphne looked at her husband, who had something like regret and resignation mixed together in his eyes. He knew what she was thinking just as surely as if he could actually read her mind.

She walked over to Nash and sat on the arm of the recliner. She turned toward him and took the hall pass out of the pocket she always carried it in.

“Nash, I don’t know how you’re going to take this,” she began, “and if this is really poor timing or a stupid idea, I promise you won’t hurt my feelings, but…”

“What?” Nash asked, taking the hall pass from her as she handed it to him.

Nash read it, taking even longer than Doug did to look it over. Holding the paper in one hand, he wiped away his tears with the other. He opened and closed his mouth several times before any words actually came out.

Nash looked at her and then at Gavin. To Gavin, he said, “I don’t know what to say.”

Gavin sighed and looked down at the floor.

“Whatever you decide to say,” Daphne said, running a finger up and down Nash’s forearm, “you should probably say it to me.”

“You know I’ve always wanted to,” Nash said.

Daphne nodded. “So have I.”

“Really?” Nash and Gavin said together.

“I’m sorry you’re hurting right now,” Daphne said, “but you have to admit Lucy had a point. It wasn’t right for her to cheat on you, but you had to know she’d be worried about you doing it to her first. Your reputation, as they say, precedes you, Nash.”

“I know,” Nash said. “I was trying to change. For her, you know.”

“Did you tell her that?” Daphne asked. “Did you admit your failures in the past and promise you were working on yourself? For her?”

Nash shook his head and looked like he might start crying again.

“Lesson learned,” Daphne said. “People can change, I really believe that. The hard part is convincing those around you that you have. That you’re making the effort.”

“That’s really wise,” Nash said. “You always were so smart.”

Daphne laughed. “You don’t have to flatter me, Nash. I’m already going to let you fuck me.”

“You are?” Nash and Gavin said together.

“I mean… if you want to,” Daphne said.

“What about you?” Nash asked Gavin.

“Gavin’s answer is on this piece of paper,” Daphne said, taking the hall pass back from Nash. “I’ve already told you my intentions. All we’re waiting on is yours.”

With that, Daphne got up from the arm of the chair and walked toward the bedroom she shared with her husband.

---

Daphne was lying naked under the sheets on the bed for long enough that she thought Nash wasn’t going to take her up on her offer. She figured Doug had talked his friend out of doing this crazy thing, and she was growing more and more frustrated about that.

Because holy fuck was she horny. She knew she was wet enough that she was making a puddle underneath her on the bed. She was about ready to reach for the vibrator in her nightstand when she heard footsteps near the doorway.

She looked up to see Nash standing there. Given his reputation, she thought he probably never looked nervous before having sex but he sure looked nervous right now.

The thought made her giddy. She knew that if he was nervous it was only because she was his best friend’s wife, but she didn’t care. She’d tell herself it was her making him nervous. That she was so desirable even the mighty sex god Nash Wilson felt intimidated in her presence.

“Hi,” she said, almost whispering.

“Hi,” he replied.

“I didn’t think you were coming,” she said.

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” he said. “But… are you sure about this?”

Daphne sighed and threw the sheets off of her, revealing her nudity to him for the first time in their lives. He actually staggered a little, as if the culmination of more than a decade’s worth of desire for both of them physically affected him.

“I hope that answers your question,” she said. “Now get those clothes off and come over here.”

Nash pulled his t-shirt over his head, not taking his eyes off of her. “Holy fuck, Gavin is one lucky dude.”

Daphne watched with nervous anticipation as Nash unbuttoned his jeans. “I’m glad you think so,” she said as he unzipped. “But I think you and I are the lucky ones today.”

“For sure,” the big man said as he dropped his pants. His cock was only semi-hard but it was already huge. Not as big as Caspian’s, but impressive nonetheless.

A little longer and thicker than Doug’s and as far as her husband’s… well, Daphne felt a sharp stab of shame even trying to compare the two.

Nash climbed onto the bed and hovered over her, taking a moment to look at her. His eyes traveled from her face as he ran his hand through her red hair, down to her neck and boobs. His gaze lingered on her breasts, and after a moment he bent down and tickled her right nipple with his tongue.

Out of the corner of her eye, Daphne saw movement in the doorway. She didn’t turn her head to look in that direction, but she knew her husband was watching her.

Watching his friend’s mouth on her tit.

Watching and knowing what was about to happen.

Her face flushing at the thought of Gavin watching what she did, Daphne reached down and took Nash’s cock into her hand. She gasped when she wrapped her fingers around it; it hadn’t been completely erect when he’d taken off his clothes but it sure was now.

With Nash still kissing her breasts, Daphne began rubbing his rod against her wet and ready pussy. She circled the head of his cock around the outside, teasing herself and teasing him, before sliding it up and down in the middle. She thought she was going to explode when she felt his tip barely breach her opening and could only imagine what having him all the way inside would feel like.

She didn’t have to imagine for long. He raised his face to look into her eyes and asked again, “Are you sure about this?”

A line from an old pop song flashed through her mind--can I make it any more obvious?--and she almost laughed. She tugged at his cock, moaning when its head went further inside her.

“Fuck me, Nash,” she whispered, hoping it was loud enough for her husband to hear. She still didn’t look in his direction, but she knew Gavin was still in the doorway, and given the furious movement she could barely make out, he must have been jacking off to the sight of his friend penetrating his wife.

Daphne let go of Nash’s cock and raised her hips. Nash groaned as he slid further inside her pussy and then shoved himself in even more. She put her arms around his neck as he slowly pumped in and out of her, making slow and rhythmic movements that felt more like making love than fucking.

There were moments during their fucking (their love-making) when Daphne wondered if the rumors of Nash’s wild bedroom shenanigans were exaggerated. She’d halfway expected him to throw her around a little bit, tie her up maybe, roll her over and fuck her from behind while choking her.

He did none of that.

As her breathing grew more and more shallow, and as Nash’s sweat fell from his chest to mix with that forming between her breasts, she felt a glorious and awful pressure building up and radiating from her center throughout her whole body. She felt like she was going to explode, just from having him slowly and methodically move in and out of her.

And then she did.

She came with a ferocity unlike anything she’d ever experienced. She moaned and she groaned and her vision became blurry. Everything went black for a moment or two and when she came back to herself she was still quaking, still feeling something not unlike electricity flow across every inch of her skin.

By the time Nash came, flooding her pussy with himself, her arms had fallen from his neck and she simply lay there, still feeling the aftershocks of her climax, a stupid grin on her satisfied face.


Epilogue

Daphne and Nash cuddled after the first time, and then fucked again. The second time was indeed more like fucking than making love, as there was a bit of throwing around and more than a little of his cock in her cunt from behind while he fingered her asshole.

She really couldn’t pick which way was better.

Gavin didn’t stick around for the second time, having come by his own hand during the first. Once they’d both come a second time, there was more cuddling and then Nash kissed her full on the mouth and excused himself.

Daphne wasn’t sure how long she lay there, drifting in and out of sleep, before Gavin came into the room and sat on the edge of the bed.

“You okay?” he asked, turning toward her.

She’d covered herself when Nash left the room, but she couldn’t help but notice that Gavin looked down at where her pussy was.

At where he had to know his friend’s cum was still leaking out of her.

“I feel like I should be asking you that question,” she said softly.

“I’ll let you know when I figure it out myself,” he said.

Part of her wanted to apologize, but she knew it would be disingenuous. If he was hurting, she was truly sorry about that, but it’s not like she regretted what had happened.

On the contrary, she wanted more. She was afraid her husband had opened floodgates that could not be easily closed.

“You seemed to enjoy it,” she pointed out. “At least while you were watching.”

Gavin sighed. “Yeah,” he said after a moment. He seemed conflicted by his admission.

She rolled to her side and rubbed his back. “I guess you were right, with the hall pass idea. I’ve learned some stuff about myself that I maybe knew already but wasn’t able to admit.”

“I guess I learned some stuff, too.”

“Oh, yeah?” she asked. “Margot Robbie answered your phone call, did she?”

She regretted saying it as soon as the words came out of her mouth and wondered if her husband regretted not putting people he knew on his list like she had done. After a moment, though, relief washed over her as he started laughing.

“You never know,” he said, smiling at her. “So… are we good? Are things back to normal, now?”

Daphne smiled up at her husband. “Oh, we’re good, I think. I hope. But as for normal…”

He gave her a questioning look.

“Well, I mean…” she said, “I feel like I need to point out there’s nothing on the hall pass saying this was a one-time thing…”


I Bet My Friends They Couldn’t Satisfy My Wife


In hindsight, I probably shouldn’t have started asking Emma to dress so sexy when my friends came over each Sunday. I just really liked showing her off, though. We’ve always been super competitive with each other and, since I typically haven’t been great at paying up when I lose bets with them, they’ve stopped including me in friendly wagers. Having my lovely wife parade around in front of them in ever-increasingly skimpy outfits is my way of winning against them. That probably makes me petty, but it is what it is.

It’s been a running joke between Owen, Doug, and Brian that I must have a huge cock or secret wealth or something since Emma is way out of my league. I mean, she’s out of their leagues, too, but she is so far out of my league it’s like I’m striking out on a school playground and she’s MVP of the winningest MLB team in history.

“You sure this isn’t way over the top?” she asked me, turning around so I could take her in. “This is quite a departure from the usual yoga pants or short schoolgirl skirt.”

I just sat there, on the edge of our bed, in stunned silence. What I looked at took my breath away and I had trouble even answering her. She stood there, wearing a sheer, almost see-through robe that did a terrible job of covering her white, silk bra and panties. My friends had seen her wearing less a couple of times when they’d come over while she was sunbathing in her barely-there bikini, but knowing she’d be wearing lingerie around them while serving us drinks and snacks made my cock so hard I had to shift around on the bed.

She was right. It was way over the top. No man in their right mind would want their wife to dress the way she was in the presence of three very successful, very attractive, and (unless any of them had some big news they hadn’t shared with me yet) very single friends.

But it’s not like Emma would ever cheat on me. Despite her stunning good looks--tall and fit with wavy blond hair, plump lips, and piercing blue eyes--she had a notoriously low sex drive and always had. We had sex, of course, but not very often and she had trouble getting off. Many times she’d just go ahead and let me finish and then take care of herself with a toy. I don’t want to say she was cold in bed or bad at sex, but she just didn’t seem to enjoy it very much. I felt sorry for her, but she assured me it was fine and wasn’t my fault.

“Well?” Emma asked, snapping me out of my thoughts. “If it’s too much, you need to tell me because your buddies will be here any minute.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, standing up. I took her face in my hands and added, “You’re perfect.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Emma said, rolling her eyes. “Let’s see if your friends even take their eyes off the game long enough to notice me this time.”

“They always notice you,” I told her.

“They do?” she asked. “They sure don’t seem like it.”

I shrugged. “They’re not going to make it obvious. They’re not assholes.”

Emma raised an eyebrow. “Do they ever say anything about me?”

“Of course they do,” I said. “They just wait until you’re out of the room.”

“Well, what do they say?” Emma asked, but just then the doorbell rang.

“I’ll tell you later,” I said, kissing her forehead and heading downstairs to greet my friends.

I opened the door. Owen and Doug stood there, in the middle of a conversation about protein. Doug was a personal trainer at a local gym, and he’d been trying to get Owen, who runs a fairly successful tech startup, to start eating better and working out after Owen’s father passed from a heart attack at only 56 years old. Owen, who had a six-pack of non-alcoholic beer in his hand, reasoned that stopping his insane drinking habit--he’d been sober for almost a year now after years of binge drinking--was already doing wonders for his health.

“Hey, guys,” I said.

They stepped inside just as the black Caddilac of our friend Brian pulled up behind Doug’s ancient pickup truck. I watched our lawyer friend get out of his car and shook my head at his attire. Whereas Owen, Doug and I were all in t-shirts and jeans--you know, like normal men watching a football game--Brian wore a white button-up shirt and dress pants. All he needed was a tie and suit jacket and he’d be ready for the courtroom. For all I knew, he had those in his Caddy, ready to go to work at a moment’s notice.

“James,” Brian greeted me when he got to my doorstep, holding out his hand while towering over me. He had a good six inches on me.

“Brian,” I said, shaking his hand and trying not to wince at the big man’s handshake.

I closed the door and Brian and I joined Owen and Doug, who’d already made their way to my TV room. They already had the pregame show on the big screen TV mounted to the wall and were sitting on one of the two leather couches. Brian took a seat on the other couch while I opted for one of the big recliners.

“I ordered pizza for later,” I said. “Emma will bring in some chips and a cheese tray in a little bit.”

“I brought the ‘beer,’” Owen said, motioning toward the non-alcoholic six-pack on the coffee table in front of the couches. I thought I could actually hear the mocking quotes around the word “beer.” I’d thought he was happy in his sobriety but maybe he was having more trouble than I knew. I was glad our other friends had agreed not to drink around Owen because I doubted he could stay sober if the rest of us partook around him.

“Hey, guys,” my wife said, entering the room with a large round plate filled with tortilla chips and a bowl of salsa in the middle. I’d wondered if she’d had second thoughts about her outfit and changed while I’d been greeting my friends. Without turning around to look at her, I could tell by the looks on the other men’s faces that that wasn’t the case.

She walked over to the coffee table and set the plate down, bending over slightly as she did. I was treated to a view of her ass cheeks poking out from her white panties when her sheer robe rose up a little bit.

None of the guys had returned her greeting, so I said, “Thank you honey,” as they all sat there with their eyes glued on something that most assuredly was not the NFL pregame show.

“Your friends are quiet today, dear,” Emma said, coming over to sit on my lap. “What do you boys think of my outfit?”

My eyes widened. I couldn’t believe she just said that out loud. In the past, she and I just treated her sexy outfits matter-of-factly; she certainly never did anything to bring attention to them. And, like I’d mentioned earlier, the guys often made comments about how hot she was, but never around her. Maybe that was it, though. I’d told her they said stuff and now she was curious about what they said.

“It’s very nice,” Brian said, looking her up and down as she squirmed on my lap.

“I like all the white,” Owen said, nodding.

“Makes you look sweet and innocent,” Doug said. He actually licked his lips when he said it.

Emma giggled. “Why, Doug, are you implying I’m anything but?”

“Never,” Doug said, smiling.

“My husband tells me you boys like what I wear when you come over,” Emma said. “But you’ve never once complimented me. Why is that?”

My three friends shifted nervously where they sat, looking away from my wife and me.

“They’re probably afraid you’d think they were being impolite,” I suggested. “Assholes. Perverts.”

“Is that it?” Emma asked, and the three of them nodded. “I’m sorry if I’ve ever made you feel that way. You have my blanket permission to compliment me whenever you feel like it.”

Owen let out a sigh of relief. “Okay, then, Emma, you are hot as shit.”

Doug followed up with, “Yeah. We all think James is lucky to have you.”

“I think he knows that,” Emma said. “What about you, lawyer-man? Do you find my husband guilty of being lucky to have me?”

Brian laughed. “He certainly is. I rest my case.”

Emma continued to shift around on my lap. I was sure she could feel my erection, which had grown to painful levels. If I didn’t get her off of me I was going to have to take her upstairs and fuck her.

“Emma, honey, will you go grab us something to drink?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said. “Be right back, fellas.”

My friends all watched her walk out of the room. The game was going to be starting in a few minutes, but I wondered if they even remembered there was a game.

“Holy fuck, James,” Doug said, his Southern accent drawing out each one of his words. “How the fuck did you end up with that hot piece of ass?”

I laughed, noting that my erection was not going away despite not having my sexy wife on my lap.

“Can’t imagine what she’s like in the sack,” Owen said. He looked nervously at me as if he was surprised that he’d said something so scandalous.

“I bet she’s pretty wild,” Brian said. “Is she wild, James?”

I didn’t answer immediately, and Doug said, “I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if you’d tell us. The lady exudes sexuality. She probably can’t get enough.”

I laughed. If they only knew.

“What’s so funny, dear?” Emma asked, returning to the room with a tray of soda cans. When I didn’t answer, she turned to the guys and asked them what we’d been talking about.

“We were just talking about what an animal you must be in the bedroom,” Doug finally said when she asked a second time.

“Oh, really?” she said. Her face turned red and she squeezed her legs together. I knew I needed to change the subject before she got really uncomfortable.

“So, who do you guys think is gonna win today?” I asked.

“Why?” Owen asked. “You wanna start betting again?”

“Fuck that,” Brian said. “James never pays up.”

“What are they talking about, honey?” Emma asked.

“Nothing,” I said, sorry I’d brought it up.

“We used to wager on games,” Brian explained. “Nothing big. No more than $50 or $100 at a time.”

“And your husband hardly ever paid up when he lost,” Owen said.

“Even when he did, it took months to get our money,” Doug said.

“The three of us still do it,” Brian said. “But we cut James off a while back.”

“Lucky for him he never started gambling for real,” Owen said. “He might have gotten into some trouble with real bookies.”

My face was now redder than my wife’s when Doug said she must be an animal in the bedroom. Not paying my debts wasn’t something I was proud of, but I frequently made the wrong choices and got in over my head. Then, when it came time to pay up, it was tough to part with the money. Not telling Emma about the wagers in the first place didn’t help; I was always worried she’d question the missing money.

“That’s not a nice thing to do to your friends, James,” Emma said. She walked over to the couch that Owen and Doug shared and nodded to the space between them. “Can I sit here?”

I squinted my eyes, wondering why she didn’t sit in the other recliner or even on the couch where Brian was, which had a lot more space. Owen and Doug nodded to her, and she sat down between them. There was barely enough room for her, and each of her bare legs was pressed against one of theirs. It couldn’t have been comfortable for any of them, but none of them made an effort to make more room.

“So, why do you guys think I’d be crazy in bed?” Emma asked, surprising me once again with her boldness.

“I mean…” Doug started.

“Look at you,” Owen finished.

Emma laughed. “What does that even mean?”

“Because,” Brian said from the other couch, his eyes on the television, where the game was starting, but his mind obviously on something else, “it would be a waste if you weren’t.”

“Excuse me?” she asked. “A ‘waste?’”

“I didn’t mean anything bad by that,” Brian said. “You’re gorgeous, you’ve got a killer body, you’re smart and funny and have an easygoing nature, and it’d be a shame if all of those great attributes weren’t… utilized in the bedroom.”

Emma stood up and walked over to Brian. She leaned toward him, putting her hands on his knees to hold herself up. “You think I’ve got a killer body?”

I didn’t like the way that Brian, normally quiet and laid back, looked up at my wife. I’d never seen his eyes like that before, like they were full of hunger and… let’s face it, lust. I laughed nervously. “He said you were smart and funny and that’s what you’re focusing on?”

They both ignored me. After an uncomfortable amount of silence, Brian finally answered her. “I do.”

“We all do,” Owen said, and Doug muttered his agreement.

“Yeah, honey,” I said, feeling awkward to be complimenting my own wife. “We all do.”

Emma turned around and sat next to Brian, her bare leg pressing against his the way she’d been pressing against Owen and Doug even though there was plenty of room on the couch.

“Why is it surprising we might think you’re crazy in bed?” Owen asked after a minute.

“Because she’s not,” I blurted out. I fought the urge to slap my hand over my mouth, since it’s not like I could unspeak my awful words anyway. I couldn’t help it, though. I wanted to shut down whatever was happening. Having my sexy wife flaunt her body to my friends was one thing; having them practically salivate over a discussion of her in bed was quite another.

My three friends all expressed shock that I’d say such a thing, so much so that I couldn’t even make out what any of them were saying. They looked from me to Emma and back again as if they all wished they’d never started down this path.

“He’s right,” Emma said, her voice dripping with scorn as she looked at me with something like hurt in her eyes. “I haven’t really enjoyed sex since we got married.”

“Ouch,” me and my three friends all said at the same time.

“It’s not his fault, though,” Emma quickly followed up. “I didn’t mean to imply that.”

“Sucks that you don’t enjoy it,” Brian said, putting his big hand on my wife’s naked knee. “Regardless of the reason.”

“Why do you think you don’t like it?” Owen asked. He said it matter-of-factly, in a clinical way. Curiosity, nothing more. I still didn’t like him asking the question.

On the screen, one of the teams scored a touchdown. “Look at that!” I exclaimed, but they all ignored me, and the TV.

Emma shrugged. “I have trouble… finishing.”

I coughed, trying to make it clear to my wife I didn’t like this line of thought being spoken aloud, but once again I was ignored.

“Like… all the time?” Doug asked. “A lot of women--I’ve found--have trouble climaxing from intercourse, but I bet you get off when he goes down on you, right?”

She shook her head. “Not that he tries very often, but no.”

“Emma!” I exclaimed.

Ignored again.

Owen held up a hand and wiggled his fingers. “Surely a finger on your clit does it, though, right? That’s what I’ve found works well.”

Emma laughed. “I’m not sure he’s ever found my clit.”

My three friends, suddenly remembering I was in the room, all turned to me with shocked expressions on their faces.

“Can we stop talking about this?” I asked, shifting around in my seat. To my surprise, I noticed I still had an erection, despite the attack on my dignity.

“I think we need to talk more about it,” Brian said, now rubbing my wife’s knee.

“Yeah,” Owen agreed.

“Sounds like you guys need some help,” Doug said. “I mean, unless Emma just can’t… climax.”

“Oh, I can climax,” Emma said. “I just have to use my vibrator to do it.”

“Well, that might not be so bad,” Owen said. “I’ve heard some guys need toys to help their partners get off. No shame in that.”

“Well, he can’t do it then, either,” she said. “With my toys, I mean.”

“What?” Doug asked.

Emma nodded. “I have to finish myself off with my vibrator. When he’s done.”

They looked at me again.

“So let me get this straight,” Doug said. “You can have an orgasm, but he can’t give you one? Not with fingers, tongue, or toys?”

“Or cock?” Brian asked. “I’m guessing?”

“That’s right,” Emma said.

“Unbelievable,” Owen said.

I sighed, growing more angry by the second. “I bet you guys couldn’t do any better.” This time, I did slap my hand over my mouth.

“I bet we could,” Brian said, squeezing Emma’s knee.

“Definitely,” Doug said. “I’ve not met a woman who didn’t come after a few minutes with my mouth between her legs.”

“And dude,” Owen said, “you can’t find her clit? You’ve been married, what? Four years?”

“Five,” Emma said.

“Sounds like James wants to get back into some friendly wagers,” Brian said.

“No,” I said. “I did not say that.”

“Your exact words were, and I quote, ‘I bet you guys couldn’t do any better.’”

“He’s right, James,” Emma said. “You did say that.”

“What are you saying?” I asked. “You want these guys, to, what? Get you off?”

“Someone should,” Owen said, and they all laughed at that, especially my wife.

“Doesn’t matter,” I snapped. “As we’ve already established, you guys don’t want to bet with me anymore.”

“Well, not if money is at stake,” Owen said.

“Yeah,” Doug said. “It’d have to be for something else.”

“What else could it be?” Emma asked, seeming more excited than I’d like.

“Whoever makes you come gets to fuck you,” Brian said.

“Brian, what the fuck?” I said.

“Wow,” Emma said, and at this point I thought she was going to let them have it. I thought she was going to put her foot down and stop this whole insane conversation, and maybe go upstairs and put some clothes on. But my hopes were dashed almost immediately as she continued, “I… I kind of like the sound of that.”

“Emma, what the fuck?” I said.

“You made the bet, James,” Brian said.

“He’s right, honey,” Emma said. “You did.”

“I was joking,” I said. “Clearly. Besides, I was always terrible at paying off my debts when it was just money. You think I’m gonna be any more willing to do it with your body?”

“Well,” Emma said, “it’s my body, so I should have some say in whether it’s offered up or not.”

“What are you so worried about, James?” Doug asked. “You apparently don’t think we’ll be any more successful than you. So, from what you’re saying, none of us will get to fuck her anyway.”

“Doesn’t mean I want you seeing, you know, her…” I started.

“Seeing my what, James?” Emma asked. “You’ve been pushing me to wear less and less every time these guys come over. I’d think you wouldn’t mind them seeing what little bit they haven’t already. In fact… here!”

With that, she slid aside the top of her robe and pulled down the left part of her bra, exposing one breast to the room. A series of whoops, “oh my gods,” and gasps escaped from my friends’ mouths.

“If she’s okay with it, I say we give it a shot,” Brian said, putting his arm around my wife. I was pretty sure his hand brushed her bare tit, but I figured there was no point in complaining about that of all things. “Using nothing but our own… talents, we’ll try to make Emma come.”

I groaned. I hated the very idea of what Brian proposed, and yet my cock seemed to grow even longer and stiffer than it had been. “No penetration!” I said, trying to get the shakiness out of my voice.

“Unless we’re successful,” Brian said, raising his finger.

“Which you won’t be,” I insisted. I tried to say it with the same level of authority I knew Brian displayed during closing arguments in the courtroom, but I’m pretty sure I failed.

---

The pizza came as Emma went into our bedroom, but no one ate pizza that day. I really didn’t want them to do things on our bed, but Emma insisted that’s where she’d be the most comfortable. So, just like everything else that had happened so far today, I lost that argument. I was sure, though, that no matter how unpleasant it was going to be watching Brian, Owen, and Doug try to make Emma come, I wouldn’t lose the argument that mattered.

Sure, they were all going to see her in all her glory. They were going to get to touch her in places that she’d only been touched by me for most of the last decade. They were undoubtedly going to have the time of their lives trying to get her to come.

But.

None of them would get to fuck her, so I’d still have that.

And I was going to fuck her, once this was over with. Once they’d left. My cock was rock hard and raring to go, so once I had her alone I was going to fuck her harder than she’d ever been fucked before.

I followed her into the bedroom and closed the door behind us. She stood facing our bed, looking down at it, perhaps considering calling the whole thing off. Or so I hoped.

“You don’t have to do this,” I pleaded. “I was just joking in the first place, you know that. You don’t seriously want to… to expose yourself to my friends, do you?”

She sighed. “James… I love you. I do. And I know this is crazy. I can’t explain it, but I feel… like I’m about to burst. Like something is inside of me and wants out. I’m excited. Nervous. But I’m also scared. And I know I don’t have to do this.”

“Okay,” I said.

“But I want to.”

She shrugged off her robe and made quick work of losing her bra and panties. I looked at her naked back, at her perfect ass, at her long, toned legs, and felt like crying.

She turned around and her nipples, hard and pointy enough to cut glass, pointed out at me from her big, natural boobs. She smiled at me and said, “I’m ready for your friends.”

She got into the bed, on top of the sheets, not bothering to cover herself up. I went to open the door and found my friends standing on the other side, chomping at the bit.

“Goddamn,” Doug said, drawing the word out as he looked at my wife, lying naked on our bed.

Emma giggled. “Who’s first?”

“You pick,” Brian said.

“Hmmm,” Emma said thoughtfully. “Doug mentioned his oral skills, Owen seems to think he has magic fingers… Brian, what’s your specialty? I don’t think you said.”

“I didn’t,” Brian said. “Guess you’ll have to wait and see.”

“We should establish a time limit,” I said. “How long should each of you get before you give up?”

“I ain’t got anything better to do all day,” Doug said, eliciting laughter from everyone in the room but me.

“How long does it normally take a woman to come with someone else?” Emma asked. “I feel like I should know that, but it’s been so long I’m not sure.”

“Ouch,” I said, although by this point, my failures had been well-established.

“Let’s see,” Brian said, looking at his phone. “According to this thread on Reddit, there’s a pretty wide range. Anywhere from 5 to 30 minutes with a partner who, uh, knows what they’re doing. But it could also depend on whether or not she’s… revved up beforehand.”

“Oh, trust me, I am revved up,” Emma said.

They all laughed about that.

“Let’s say 15 minutes then,” Emma suggested. “I doubt Tongue Boy there could keep going that long without getting tired, anyway.”

“I bet you’re wrong,” Doug said. “Not that it’s ever taken me anywhere near that long. Fifteen minutes is fine by me.”

“What happens if one of you makes her come?” I asked. “And… and fucks her?” I had trouble getting the words out. “That’s it, right? Game over?”

“I don’t think so,” Owen said. “I think we should all get a turn to try.”

“I concur,” Brian said. “As long as that’s agreeable to you, Emma.”

“It is very agreeable to me,” my wife said. “I gotta say, guys, the confidence you have that you’re going to be able to satisfy me is incredible. I am soooooo turned on already.”

“We can tell,” Doug said, laughing. “I can see how wet you are from here. I can’t imagine how good you must taste.”

“Oh, yeah?” Emma said playfully. She spread her legs and opened her pussy lips for them. I thought I was going to pass out. “Why don’t you get over here and taste me, then?”

Doug pulled his t-shirt up over his head and started unbuttoning his jeans.

“What the fuck are you doing?” I asked. “No penetration!”

“Yet,” Doug said, discarding his pants and underwear. I tried not to look at his cock, which was hard and pointing toward my wife. “This is just more of that confidence your wife seems to like so much.”

Emma was definitely not trying to look away from Doug’s cock. She licked her lips as if she was there to get him off and not the other way around.

Doug climbed onto the bed and got between my wife’s legs. I looked away from the spectacle for a moment to see Brian and Owen staring at our friend getting into position. A long, loud moan from Emma snapped my attention back to her and Doug.

Doug had his face between her legs now, licking at her outer lips in long, broad strokes. With both hands, he spread her cunt open, working his thumbs into her slick folds as his tongue continued its work. My wife squirmed below him, gently raising and lowering her hips.

“Holy fuck,” she whimpered. “You are good at that!”

I watched in horror as my friend’s mouth had its way with my wife’s pussy. He ate her out with more gusto than I ever have, much to my chagrin. He plunged his tongue inside her, as if he was intent on tasting every part of her. He pulled back the top of her lips and pressed his tongue hard against her there.

She screamed in pleasure, her stomach rising and lowering with her breathing, which grew harder and faster. Her moans turned higher pitch, as if she was desperate. She closed her thighs around Doug’s face and started grinding against my friend.

After a few moments of that, she spread her legs again and stopped moving, clenching the bed sheets into both of her fists. The side of Doug’s face that I could see was glistening with her juices. He lapped at her pussy like he was thirsty and it was the only source of moisture left on Earth.

Suddenly, Emma’s body shuddered and she screamed again, this time a longer cry more akin to a wail. If I’d just heard it from a distance and hadn’t witnessed what I just did, I would’ve thought she was in pain.

It couldn’t have taken more than five minutes.

Doug kept on licking as my wife came down from her peak, slowing down bit by bit until he finally pulled back away from her. A long, thin line of her juices connected them for a moment, going from her pussy to his chin.

Emma shivered on the bed. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s been so long…”

Nice one, Emma. Just shove that knife into my gut a bit deeper, why don’t you?

“That okay?” Doug asked quietly, sitting up on his knees, still between her legs. He looked down at her glistening pussy lips with a hunger in his eyes that apparently hadn’t been satiated by his mouth on her.

“So much more than okay, my God,” she said. “I’m sorry, honey, but Doug won the bet and we have to pay up.”

“You don’t have to,” Doug said. “I had fun regardless.”

“Like I told my husband before you guys came in here, I know I don’t have to,” Emma said. “But I want to. So c’mere.”

Doug smiled and said, “Yes, ma’am.”

I wanted to look away, I really did, but I couldn’t. Time seemed to slow down and I was frozen in place. I watched, with my other two friends, as Doug positioned his cock, already dripping with precum, at the entrance to my wife’s cunt.

He took himself in his hand and rubbed against my wife’s pussy lips, making circular motions around the outside before moving himself up and down in the center. Then, slowly, painfully so, he worked the head of his cock into her, slipping into her opening. I watched as, inch by inch, he disappeared inside her.

Emma looked me in the eye as my friend filled her up. I tried to discern what she was feeling but couldn’t. She seemed aroused, sure, but also scared. Like she knew a line had been crossed, a line that she’d wanted to cross but wasn’t sure she should have.

But then, she closed her eyes, pressed her head back into her pillow, and moaned as Doug began fucking her. It was too late to worry about crossed lines now and we both knew it.

We hadn’t talked about condoms, about being safe, and by the time I thought about it, that was something else that was too late to worry about. Doug’s breathing grew more and more labored, as did my wife’s. Incredibly, it seemed like she was on the verge of another orgasm, this one a vaginal one.

One like she’d always assured me she’d never, ever had.

Just when I thought she might come again, Doug growled, holding himself in place as he exploded inside my wife’s pussy. She wrapped her legs around him and grinded herself into him, as if trying to catch the orgasm that she’d almost had.

Finally, she let him go, releasing her legs from around him, and he pulled out of her. His cum dribbled out of her pussy, which was now red and swollen.

Doug stumbled off the bed and picked up his clothes. He got dressed as my wife squirmed on the bed, a white, sticky mess forming under her ass.

“Who’s… who’s next?” she whispered. Again, sounding desperate.

“I’ll go,” Owen said, taking off his clothes. I thought about trying to stop him the way I had Doug, but figured that, just like with Doug, the point was moot.

My only hope now was that I knew that, as hard as it was for Emma to have one orgasm, it was even more difficult for her to have multiple climaxes in one session. There was simply no way Owen and his fingers could make her come so quickly after Doug.

Owen got into bed and lay down next to my wife. She looked up at him and smiled and then down, at where his cock came to rest on her bare leg.

“Oh, my,” she whispered to him, barely loud enough to hear. She ran her fingers slowly along the length of his shaft. I didn’t have it in me to tell her that wasn’t allowed and, just like with condoms, it’s not something we discussed anyway. “You got something there for me?”

“Here’s hoping,” he said.

“I’m sorry if I’m a little messy down there,” she said, giggling.

“Don’t be,” Owen said. “I don’t mind a little extra lube.”

She giggled again and then moaned as he stroked the side of her face. He leaned down and kissed her, which sent a shockwave of fresh revulsion through me. I’m not sure why seeing my friend kiss her seemed to be just as bad--maybe worse!--as Doug fucking her, but it was.

And yet it seemed to make my cock, which had been rock hard this whole time, twitch against the inside of my jeans. I’m not sure why that happened, either.

Owen’s hand traveled from my wife’s face slowly down her body. He caressed her neck and then kissed her there, too, while his hand made its way down to her breasts. He spent some time circling her nipples, causing her to arch her back toward him.

I looked at my watch. A couple of minutes had already passed; if he didn’t hurry he wouldn’t have much time to try to finger her to another orgasm.

Not that I was in any hurry to remind him of that.

His hand went from her breasts to her stomach, and she moaned for him as he rubbed her there, as if her tummy was as much of an erogenous zone as her boobs. Finally, his fingers made their way to the thin patch of pubic hair above his target. She whimpered at his touch there, as if he was already fingering her.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he said to her, making her moan so loudly I had to look to see if he’d started on the main event. He hadn’t. The way she was acting, the bastard was going to make her come without even touching her pussy!

Owen moved his hand a little lower, so his fingers were barely caressing the uppermost part of Emma’s pussy lips. He moved around and around, teasingly, and there were moments when it looked like he wasn’t touching her at all. Emma squirmed and raised her hips.

“What Brian said earlier was true,” Owen said, beginning to massage her pussy with a little more force.

“What… do… you… mean…” she said, struggling to get each word out.

“He said you have a killer body,” Owen said, his fingers working their way through Doug’s cum and into Emma’s folds.

Emma gasped.

“And you’re so fucking smart,” Owen said.

Emma gasped again, squirming against his hand. “And… funny?” she asked.

“Fucking hilarious,” Owen said, shoving one and then another finger inside her.

“Oooooh,” Emma exclaimed.

“You’re the whole package,” Owen said softly.

“Fuuuuuccckkkkkk,” Emma said, part speech and part moan, as Owen pressed his fingertip onto what I knew had to be her clit.

Even if I had, apparently, never fucking found it myself.

“Don’t stop,” Emma said. “Please.”

“How much time do I have left?” Owen asked no one in particular.

“I don’t care!” Emma said. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

Owen laughed. “You got it, sexy lady.”

Owen circled her clit with one finger while another journeyed deeper inside her. Emma’s breathing grew more labored and I knew what was about to happen.

My wife came against my friend’s hand in an orgasm that put the one she had with Doug to shame. She convulsed on the bed, shouting obscenities. The show was so spectacular that Doug and Brian actually clapped.

Owen didn’t hesitate the way Doug had when it was over. Instead, he climbed on top of her, shoved his cock into her well-lubed pussy, and fucked her hard into our bed.

---

“Your turn,” Owen said, patting Brian on the shoulder after he was dressed.

“Hmmm,” Brian muttered, looking at my wife, two fresh loads of cum seeping out of her pussy and onto my bed.

Could he be hesitant about fucking my wife in front of me?

Apparently not, I thought, as he started unbuttoning his shirt. He’d quickly dealt with whatever had caused him pause and undressed. His pecs and arm muscles were more impressive than Doug, the personal trainer. I didn’t know how in the world he found time to work out between his court cases. His muscles weren’t the most impressive thing we’d all see that afternoon, though. When he dropped his pants, we all saw the biggest cock any of us had seen outside of porn.

“Holy shit,” my wife and I said at the exact same time.

Brian moved slowly, deliberately, toward my wife on the bed. She looked at his giant cock and then up to his face.

“I hope you make me come,” she told him, “because if you don’t I’m really gonna have to break some rules.”

With the slightest of smiles turning up the corners of his lips, Brian got onto the bed and between my wife’s legs. With one motion he put his hands on her knees and spread her legs as wide as he could. He looked down at her swollen, cum-filled pussy and took a deep breath.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do this,” he said, his voice deep and quiet.

“Yeah?” my wife said sweetly.

“Yeah,” he said, moving closer to her. His cock was only an inch or two away from her center.

When he moved even closer, I took a step toward the bed and said, “No penetration!”

“Relax,” Brian said, continuing to move closer to my wife. He took the monster he’d been blessed with in his hand and moved it to Emma, brushing her dripping pussy lips with it.

“Fuck,” Emma said, gasping. “Fuck me, Brian.”

“Not yet, you needy little slut,” Brian said.

I raised an eyebrow. Granted, Emma had just fucked two of our friends, which might cause some to label her a slut, but I knew she wouldn’t take kindly to that language. I stifled a laugh, knowing she was probably about to tell him off right then and there.

“Oh my God, Brian,” she said. “I am needy. Sooooo needy. And I need you inside me right now.”

I swallowed hard. That’s certainly not the reaction I was expecting.

“Soon,” Brian said. “Soon we can both get what we want. Like I said, I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time.”

“Really?” she asked as he slid the head of his cock around the outside of her cunt.

“Really,” he said. “Since I laid eyes on you years ago. Before you and James got married.”

Emma scooted herself downward, trying to get Brian’s big cock inside her. He moved back slightly to stop himself from going inside her.

“Why… why didn’t you say something?” she asked.

There it was again, that metaphorical knife she may not even know she was shoving through my gut. Her question was laced with an unmistakable sense of missed opportunity. With knowing she might have missed out on the handsome, extremely successful lawyer with the big cock and instead ended up with the okay-looking, noticeably smaller-dicked, moderately successful architect.

“I wanted to,” Brian said, pressing his cock against the top of her opening--against where I knew her clit must be. He stopped moving it up and down and instead concentrated on that spot, making small, circular movements. “It kills me that he gets to fuck you and I don’t.”

I didn’t have time to be offended at that, as my attention was drawn to Emma moaning and raising her hips, causing Brian’s cock head to slip just past the opening of her pussy. He made no effort to remove himself from her and instead kept moving his cock around and around where it was at.

“You’re so beautiful, Emma,” Brian said softly. “You’re beautiful even with so much cum leaking out of you, maybe even more beautiful because of it.”

“Oh God,” Emma whimpered.

“I’d love to add mine to it,” Brian said.

“I’d like that, too,” Emma said. “C’mon, Brian… fuck me already.”

“Can’t get ahead of ourselves,” Brian said. “You need to come for me.”

“Okay…”

“Can you come for me, Emma?” Brian asked, moving his cock faster and faster now. I’d like to think he wasn’t aware of just how much of his shaft was inside her--it had to be a couple of inches by this point--but of course he had to be.

“I’m close, Brian,” my wife said, “so fucking--ooooooohhhh…”

As soon as she was climaxing, Brian slowly slipped all the way inside her, filling her up and stretching her out like she’d never been before. He gave her a moment to get used to his size and then slowly started fucking her.

Emma wrapped her arms around Brian and dug her nails into his back as he worked himself in and out of her. He began picking up speed, going faster and faster until they were bouncing on the bed. Sweat formed on his back and started running down his sides, dripping onto the bed sheets below.

“I’m close again,” Emma cried out, causing my eyes to widen. “Can you…”

“Hold out a little longer?” Brian finished her question. “For as long as you need.”

“Not… going… to… need… much…” and then she screamed through yet another climax.

“Good now?” Brian asked after she stopped shaking.

“Oh, my, yes,” she said, sounding out of breath.

And then he grunted loudly, filling her up with her third load of cum for the day.

---

I saw my friends out afterwards. The bastards actually thanked me and shook my hand. Brian even said it had been a pleasure.

Well, of course it had been.

For him.

For them.

And also Emma.

And, I suppose I’ll have to admit sooner or later, to myself. As I walked back to the bedroom, my cock was still hard, still needing attention. I walked in to see Emma absent-mindedly playing with herself, rubbing the cum of my three friends into and around her well-used pussy.

“Hi,” she said when she saw me. She started giggling.

“Hi,” I replied, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“That was crazy, right?” she said, still playing with herself.

“That’s… one word for it, yeah,” I said.

“Do you hate me?” she asked.

“I could never,” I said. “I just wish I’d known this was possible, you know? That I needed to, I don’t know, try harder to get you off.”

We stayed like that, in silence, for a couple of minutes, until she said, “Well… do you want to try now?”

I looked at her, from her face to her breasts, to her cum-filled pussy. Brian was right. She was so fucking beautiful, despite all the cum dripping out of her.

Maybe especially because of that.

“If it’s okay,” I said.

Emma glanced at my crotch. “He certainly looks like he wants to try,” she said, massaging my cock through my jeans.

“Yeah,” I said. “He’s a fucking pervert or something.”

“Fuck me, James,” Emma said, lying back and spreading her legs. “Fuck me while you tell me what you think is going to happen when your friends come back next weekend.”

“Next weekend?” I asked.

She smiled as I got undressed. “Next weekend, and every weekend after that…”

We discussed future plans, and I got my first and only orgasm of the day just as Emma had her fifth.

---
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