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        This is the first portion of my version of Amber's Birthday Weekend. It takes place after the events of writerinabox version of Neighborhood Chronicles (be sure to check it out, it's really good).
I make no claim to the characters or world which were created by AvidReaderNoviceWriter. This is just a fun project and writing exercise and I've gotten permission from the original authors to continue the story. I've done my best to try to keep the spirit of the original and the characters, but obviously I'm a different writer and have a different style so please don't expect a one to one comparison with other authors and their writing style.
Please enjoy and look forward to more coming as soon as I can :)
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Neighborhood Chronicles AU Extended - Amber's Birthday Weekend
Treat Hill's Cabin
Friday Afternoon
Bill and Amber pulled up to the picturesque cabin that sat on a hill beside a sparkling blue lake. Down the hill, there was a dock with a small sailboat and a boathouse painted red and white like a classical barn. The cabin itself was a two-story log cabin built in the last few years for rental excursions and Airbnb's. It had all the modern conveniences, but with miles and miles of trees and emptiness to give perfect privacy. The front porch circled the entire cabin, the awning painted green, awash with fallen foliage.
When they had looked up the cabin, they'd been impressed with how large it was. Four bedrooms, though they only needed two, a massive fully equipped kitchen, living room with big screen TV and satellite reception. There was a jacuzzi on the enclosed portion of the porch in the back, as well as spacious bathrooms with glass showers and jetted tubs. The view it had was breathtaking no matter what time of day, and it simply screamed comfort and peace and luxury.
"Well..." Amber let out a sigh, staring at the cabin. "Here we are." She turned to Bill and brushed back some stray strands of her blonde hair. "Still feeling okay?" Her cheeks were slightly pink with a mixture of curiosity and trepidation.
Bill took a deep breath, hands still on the steering wheel. "Yeah..." He swallowed nervously. "Yeah."
Amber put a hand on Bill's arm, rubbing up along his bicep under his t-shirt sleeve. "Hey... Remember. We talked about this. Be honest."
For a moment, Bill just stared at the steering wheel. The silence of the lake and the forest surrounding them gave him both comfort and a sort of chill. Like the feeling someone gets when they think they are being watched. Were the trees judging him? Watching as he was about to take another huge leap in his marriage and their new... dynamic?
Over the past weeks leading up to Amber's birthday, Bill and his wife had discussed this weekend at length. Detail after detail. After their anniversary, things had truly changed. There was no doubt in their minds that the didn't want to stop with Jack. They wanted to continue. With Jack. And with Stacy. The experience was just too potent, addictive, to let go. And now that they'd talked and worked out some of the wrinkles that had arisen after they'd first started, it was becoming even better.
Amber had been seeing Jack almost every other day, usually after work. They weren't going to rearrange their schedules for this new lifestyle, and Bill and Amber had decided that the things she'd done with Jack in the past were too risky. Sex at work. In public. Those activities needed to be kept to a minimum and planned.
That was another thing they'd agreed on. No surprises. At least, no ones that didn't involve Bill being aware or involved. They were going to be open and honest about everything and Bill was never going to be left in the dark again.
However, that didn't mean he was going to see or know about everything Jack and Amber did. He may know that they were having sex, but sometimes denying him the details and the visuals was part of the fun. Bill had been resistant to admit it at first, but after some sensual prodding from his wife, he'd come clean that it was arousing to know she was doing things with Jack but not getting to see it or know all about it. The mystery was part of the fun.
Now they were here. This weekend was going to be... interesting. Bill didn't know everything that was planned. But what they did know was that Amber had wanted to take things a little further. To push the bounds of this new lifestyle they were stepping into.
Cuckold hadn't been a word they'd used more than a handful of times. But this weekend was about diving into that experience more thoroughly. Amber wanted to be the Queen taken by the Barbarian Conqueror. She wanted Bill, her wonderful, glorious, amazing, king, to sit on his throne and watch as his queen was defiled. Used. Taken from him in every way he could imagine and some he couldn't. Bill may rule the realm, but Jack commanded the queen.
Amber had explained this to Bill and he understood, for the most part. And he couldn't deny he liked watching Amber be taken. That her naughty, dirty, humiliating words had an effect on him he just couldn't fully explain. But now she wanted to push things further. Up till now, she'd been doing it all for Bill, always talking to him in the videos or while having sex with Jack in front of him. Except when Jack had taken her that night of the football game. She remembered that. And it thrilled her. Just Jack and her. Alone. Bill asleep and everything they did was for their own perverse pleasure.
She wanted that level of intimacy again. So, this weekend Bill was truly going to take on the role of a cuckold. He wouldn't be allowed sexual contact or gratification with Amber or Stacy. At least, that was the plan. Jack was the 'Alpha'. He was the man that was going to get all the attention, and the girls were going to do whatever he wanted. Bill wouldn't have a say. In fact, Amber had told him that sometimes he wouldn't even get to watch. Or even listen. This weekend was about her. Not them as a married couple. It was about her as a woman. A queen. And she wanted the barbarian to have his way.
Bill sucked in a slow breath and then turned to meet Amber's blue eyes. "I'm okay. Really." He said, though it wasn't all that convincing.
Amber upped Bill's cheeks in her hands. "I love you." She said firmly. "If at any point this weekend you doubt that, you look at me and you ask, 'do you love me' and I'm going to answer, 'I love you.' It doesn't matter what state I'm in, I'll say it." She was deadly serious and her face was a mask of sincerity.
Bill smiled and nodded, a bit of the tension in his chest and arms relaxing. He let his hands slip from the steering wheel. "Okay."
"And you remember the safe word, right?"
"Cupcakes." He said, chuckling as his wife grinned back at him.
For a moment, Bill took in the sight of her. She was dressed in a very nice, form fitting, blue sundress that clung to her curves nicely and accented her lovely breasts and ass. He put a hand on her bare knee and squeezed. "I love you."
Amber nodded. "This is your last chance. When we get out of this car..." She cleared her throat, her cheeks blazing pink. This whole weekend had been her idea, but that didn't mean she wasn't nervous about it too. "When we get out of this car, Jack owns me. Owns me and Stacy." She put a finger on Bill's nose. "You're not getting anything this weekend. Definitely no sex of any kind in any hole. You're just.... A spectator."
They both chuckled at that last bit.
"I'm going to belong to Jack and do whatever he wants. This whole weekend. From the second we step out until Sunday night when we get back in this car. Understand?" Her hand rested on Bill's thigh and squeezed, then rose a little higher, grazing the outline of his semi hard cock. "You're going to be all alone this weekend when it comes to your... release." She giggled.
Bill let his head fall back in a groan. "I can't believe I agreed to this."
She smacked his arm playfully. "You know I'll make up for it later." 
He gave Amber a sidelong glance, but smiled anyway. She'd promised that after this weekend he'd get some similar treatment from her. A submissive wife at home. All his and practically no rules. He was definitely looking forward to that, but before he could get to that moment, he had to go through nearly three days of torture.
"Any other rules we need to go over?" Bill asked as he unbuckled.
"The safe word always applies. And what I said about asking if I love you. But, besides that, whatever Jack says or whatever I say, goes. If we tell you to leave the room, you leave. If we tell you to jerk off then, you jerk off." Amber mused in thought for a second as she undid her seat belt. "We won't ask you anything humiliating, though." She turned to him and ran a lovely blue painted nail along his scruffy jaw. "This weekend you're a cuckold, Bill. And cuckold's don't get to have the kinda fun a bull does. So, I hope you're ready to see Jack in complete and utter sexual bliss." She tapped his nose with her nail and grinned slyly.
Bill nodded, feeling the strain in his pants and the heat in his chest. He was in a paradox of arousal and pain and frustration. Even after over a month of this new dynamic they'd found themselves in and had worked on cultivating, it was still difficult. Jack... well, Jack was Jack. Bill still didn't like him all that much, but he'd come to respect him. 
After everything they'd gone through, it seemed that Jack had come to respect Bill and Amber's relationship, even protective of their marriage. If he ever had Amber over for a date, he made sure that she and Bill had a date night after on his dime. And he never skimped. He set them up at fancy hotels, five-star restaurants, he even sent them to a local carnival and bought them so many tickets they were able to ride everything and play every game multiple times with tickets to spare. It was sort of jarring, if Bill was being honest. And though Jack was still a prickly pervert that was less than civil most of the time, Bill was still able to enjoy a beer with him on occasion, sitting by the pool or on the back porch, no Amber or Stacy involved.
Maybe, in a way, they'd become friends. But it was a very strange friendship for sure.
Another car pulled up next to theirs and the man himself, Jack, waved from his window with a surprisingly friendly grin. Stacy leaned forward from the passenger's side and gave a big, friendly wave too. It almost seemed like they were all there for a normal, relaxing weekend.
Bill's hand lingered on the door handle for a second, his heart beginning to pound. Amber leaned over and put her hand on his. "Remember." She whispered into his ear. "I love you." Bill nodded, turned and kissed Amber slow and deep, knowing that he'd most likely not get to kiss her again until Sunday night.
Amber closed her hand over Bill's and opened the door, taking the decision away from him completely with a sly grin. "Okay, tiger. Time to let the birthday girl have some fun." With that she opened her door and slipped out of the car as Jack and Stacey were getting out of theirs.
Stacey came around and gave Amber a big hug. She was dressed in a similar sundress that hugged her figure but in a lovely orange instead of blue. Her brunette locks held back in a ponytail. "There's the birthday girl!" She laughed as they embraced. 
"Not till Sunday." Amber smiled.
"Nothing wrong with celebrating all weekend." Jack said, stepping up to the girls. He was dressed in some loose blue board shorts and a button up Hawaiian shirt, his stomach bouncing over the waist of his pants and slightly exposed from under the shirt.
"I'm not gonna argue." Amber said, giving Jack a wink.
Bill came around, joining the group, hands shoved in his jeans pockets and trying to look calm and confident.
Seeing her husband approach, Amber gave him a polite grin, almost indifferent and turned her attention to Jack, Stacey doing the same, their back's to him. Jack stepped closer and put his arms around the girl's shoulders and brought them close to him, pressing their chests to his oversized chest. "Alright girls, we can get this weekend started. Bill, mind going into town and picking up some groceries? We are gonna need everything on this list." He pulled out a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket and handed it to Bill.
Jack didn't even wait for Bill to reply, arms around the girls' waists, he turned them towards the cabin and was ushering them down the gravel walkway. He watched them go. Amber didn't even look back at him. Jack's hand moved down from their waists a bit lower, hands caressing their swaying asses.
They'd discussed the groceries they'd need for the weekend, but Bill had thought that Jack was going to bring them, not make Bill go. But... well, he guessed this was part of this weekend. Bill wasn't in charge. Jack was. He was getting everything and Bill was going to be forced to watch, and that's if Jack was feeling generous. Usually he was. He liked having Bill watch him own Amber and Stacy. Ever since their anniversary, Jack had gotten all the special treatment and Bill had just gotten... well, he'd gotten sex with Amber, which was terrific but it wasn't anything like that day.
With a deep sigh, Bill took the list and got back into the car and drove back into town. It took him the better part of an hour to get everything on the list, load it all up, and then another thirty minutes to get back to the cabin. Two full hours had passed since they'd first arrived at the cabin. What had been going on while he'd been gone? Would he ever know?
As he pulled in and parked, he tried to make sure he kept himself calm. Part of him wanted to run inside, see what was happening. Amber had been very clear. This weekend he was a cuck. No privileges. If he wanted to know what had gone on during these past hours, he may have to simply be content with the fact it was a secret the girls and Jack would take to their grave. Bill opened the trunk and pulled out two heavy laden grocery bags. He walked the path to the porch and to the front door, listening closely...
It was quiet. The sounds of lapping waves from the lake, soft bugs buzzing around and leaves shifting in the breeze were the only thing that broke the silence of the great outdoors. Juggling the bags, Bill was able to open the door and slip inside to the cool of the cabin.
The first floor was a large open living area and kitchen with a dinner table separating the two locations. In the living area was a large couch, a couple of recliners, a fireplace and a flatscreen hanging over it. The bedrooms were upstairs. The cabin was eerily quiet. Had the girls and Jack gone somewhere? Maybe they were in the hot tub? Amber had kept most of her packing secret, not letting Bill see what clothes and swimsuits and underwear she was bringing on the trip. She and Stacy had gone out on a few shopping trips, each time bringing home new things that she never let Bill get a peek at.
He put the bags down on the kitchen counter and went to the back door, peeking out onto the back patio where the hot tub was, but it was still covered and hadn't been turned on yet. If they weren't out back or in the living room, then the only other options were at the lake or upstairs. It was far more likely they were upstairs... but Bill was torn. If everyone was upstairs, in the bedrooms... then...
Bill took some calming breaths and went to the stairs, making his way up and then down the hall. Sure enough, he began to hear something. Soft murmurs. Pants. Breathing. The master bedroom was at the far end of the hall from the staircase and the door was slightly ajar. If hit had been closed, would that mean Bill wasn't allowed to come in? They hadn't discussed details like this, at least not yet. But it was open, at least a little. Maybe on purpose. Maybe a mistake. Whatever the reason, Bill knew he had to take advantage. Whatever opportunities he got this weekend, he was determined to take.
Slipping close to the door, he pushed it just lightly enough it opened more, and he peeked inside. Bill was treated to the sight of Amber and Stacy's asses facing the door. He stared with wide eyes as he took in the scene. The bed was a California king and Jack lay back against the headboard, pillows propped up behind him. His clothes had been discarded somewhere in the room, as well as the girls' dresses and underwear, if they were ever even wearing any. His belly obscured Bill's view of Jack's face, but by the way he was groaning, he was in utter ecstasy.
Amber was on the left, her legs together as she was on all fours, her ass soft and beautiful and like a heart as Bill watched, her bald slit and asshole framed. She wiggled it a little as she was sucking at Jack's dark purple head. Stacy, on the right, was in much the same position, but she was licking along his shaft. Jack's cock was already dripping and glistening with the girl's spit. Throbbing from their attention.
"That's it girls...fuuuuck yes, worship it." Jack groaned and then Bill noticed he was holding his phone and filming the girls giving him the double blowjob.
"So fucking big," Stacy cooed and giggled, wiggling her ass and unknowingly giving Bill a brief glimpse of her slightly hairy pussy. "Fucking huge Jack. I hope you really appreciate that if it wasn't for this thing, we wouldn't ever look at you." Stacy laughed and Amber joined her as she pulled her mouth off his cock.
"Well, I'm not gonna worry about what might be. I've got the fattest cock you girls have ever seen and you fucking love it." His laugh made his belly bounce.
"Actually, Chester was bigger, at least by a little." Amber teased.
"Did I tell you to stop sucking my cock, slut?" Jack growled, there wasn't much heat in it, but Bill definitely detected a little jealousy.
"Calm down big boy." Stacy giggled and moved down, kissing along his length. "We prefer you to that jerk. Big cock or not, there's something to be said about character." Amber's friend trailed her tongue along the underside of his shaft, up to where Amber's lips were sealed around Jack's head again.
"Mmmm, you like this big dick, huh, birthday girl?"
Amber's eyes met Stacy's, and she nodded, still sucking like a vacuum.
"Share." Stacy whispered. Without hesitation Amber popped her lips off and took Jack's shaft in hand, her wedding ring glittering and moved the cock to her friend's lips, letting her swallow the slick wet head.
Jack groaned. "Fuck yes..."
"LIke that Daddy?" Amber asked, still holding the root of his shaft, letting Stacy suckle the head. "Like us ladies giving this cock the attention it deserves?" Bill couldn't see the look on Amber's face, only her hair over her shoulder and the view of her ass and pussy as she was pleasing another man.
"Yeah." Jack panted. "Fucking tell me how much you love it, slut. How much more you love it than that pathetic little husband."
"Little Billy yanked his willy." Amber said in a singsong, mocking tone. "Fucking small dick compared to this. You're so big Jack. You fucking fill me in ways Bill never could or will."
"You love my cock, don't you?" Bill could hear the grin in his voice.
"Yes, Daddy." Amber whispered sensually. Leaning down, Bill heard her lips wetly kissing his shaft. "So fucking much. I love this cock."
"Ohhhh fuck Amber, say it again." Jack moaned, and the camera moved to get closer.
Was she looking at the camera? Were her eyes closed as she was worshiping Jack's shaft. Stacy was busying herself, sucking sloppily over the whole of Jack's massive purple plum.
"I love it, Jack. I fucking love how you fuck me. How you make me cum. How you just take me, use me. I'm your fucking slut, Daddy. I want you to take me from my husband this weekend. Make me all yours."
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        Friday Evening
Amber sat at the bathroom vanity, a towel wrapped around her as she brushed her hair, watching herself in the mirror. The words she'd cried in the shower were echoing in her head.
Jack I fucking love you!
She shivered again at the words. How she'd screamed them in pleasure and overwhelming desire... and how they were true. Her cheeks turned pink and she paused her brushing. She loved Jack.
Not like she loved Bill of course. Not even close. But... there was something there.
Amber put the hairbrush down and looked over her shoulder to the bed where Jack lay, snoring loudly. He looked like a hairy walrus, napping on the shore. Bellowing deep breaths and wheezing nasally wines. Since starting this cuckolding sort of relationship officially, she'd been hounding Jack about eating healthier. Every time she was over at his place she'd make him something low in calories and that would help with his cholesterol. If they ordered out, she made sure it wasn't just greasy foods or fatty things. In some ways... she'd actually become his wife.
Her eyes widened for a moment and Amber bit her lip. "Oh fuck do I have two husbands?" She muttered just as Stacy came back into the bedroom. She'd got to the bathroom down the hall to give Amber and Jack some privacy while she'd started to get ready for dinner. She'd curled her hair, now tied at the end in a dark black bow and settled over her shoulder. Her makeup was on point, eyes shadowed with silver, dark lines. Lashes thick and dark. Her lips were coated in a pale white-silver lipstick that made her eyes and complexion pop. Like Amber she was only in a towel, now wanting to get the dress she had prepared to get messy from her makeup and hair care.
"Two husbands?" Stacy's immaculate eyebrow rose and she looked playfully shocked. "Did you and Jack run off to the courthouse or something?"
Amber's cheeks burned. "NO!" She glared. "I'd never... geeze... besides that's illegal and..." She was fuming and embarrassed at getting caught voicing her random thoughts out loud.
Stacy was laughing wildly as she walked over to the closet where they'd hung up their dresses to air out the wrinkles. "Chill out girl."
"That's not what I was talking about." Amber muttered and turned back to the mirror, sorting through her make up to begin getting ready.
"So what exactly were you talking about? I mean, someone doesn't just talk about having two husbands out of the blue. Does it have something to do with that little declaration you had in the shower?" Stacy had moved from the closet to her suitcase and was riffling through her clothes to find the lingerie she was going to wear.
Amber's teeth clenched and she violently twisted her lipstick, the polar opposite of Stacy's, a glossy black. "So... you heard..."
"Every bug and bird and beast heard dear." Stacy grinned, pulling out a bundle of lace and straps. "Your declaration of love for our rotund lover isn't all that surprising, considering how much he's been inside you and how much cum he's filled you with. It's pretty normal Amber, to develop feelings." Stacy put her lingerie aside and came over to Amber, looking at her in the mirror as she put her hands on her shoulders. "And... for all of Jack's faults and rough edges... she's not a bad guy."
Stacy wasn't wrong. The relationship that Bill and Amber had started with Jack had been rough to say the least. Ups and down as they tried to figure out this dynamic. It was hard to please each other as a married couple sometimes. Throw in a third person and things got far more complicated. Amber picked up her hair curler and started to twist her hair, rolling it up and holding it as she looked back at her friend.
"I love Bill." She said firmly.
Her friend smiled. "Honey. There's no question about that. And I don't think for a second Jack feels like you're abandoning your husband for him. Jack's a realist, if a bit of an arrogant pig." Stacy chuckled. "He knows he's not stealing away the hot wife from the hot husband."
Amber rolled her eyes as she continued doing her hair.
"But... seriously... it's okay if you've developed a kind of love for Jack. You've been through a lot together in the last year. And despite what some people believe... you can love more than one person at a time." Stacy gently squeezed Amber's shoulders and her cheeks flushed.
Love was so complicated. It was probably why there were countless stories, poems, songs, paintings, movies, television shows and every other sort of medium dedicated to trying to define it. To unravel its mysteries. And still, after thousands of years... it was still an emotion and condition that was undefined and unresolved. Amber closed her eyes, taking a few deep breaths as she held the curler, feeling the heat and smell of her hair.
She tried to picture her emotions in a vacuum. No external definitions or pressure. No culture. No societal norms or restrictions.
Did she love Jack?
A warmth flooded through her.
She loved Bill. She could still picture him on their wedding day. The first time he'd asked her on a date. That first time they made love. When they'd had a fight that ended in tears and then make up sex so pure and wonderful. Everything about him was what she wanted. A man to grow old with.
And then Jack loomed into her mind. A large presence. A swinging massive cock that was offering her pleasures that Bill just couldn't give her. Not that love making with Bill was bad even in the slightest. But Jack offered something primal. Strangely, Amber had a flash of another man beside Jack. Equally as hairy, grossly overweight, a cock even bigger than her neighbor's swinging between his thick thighs and under his heavy belly.
The motions of putting on makeup were mechanical. Amber moved as her imagination washed over her. The vacuum she'd created feeding her ideas...
She was in that darkness, towering pillars with fires atop them like some ancient temple surrounding her. Kneeling in the center, shadows shifting and moving as if they were alive, she was naked. Bill knelt before her and they were holding hands, fingers entwined. Her husband's cock was erect between his legs, throbbing and swollen. Amber's skin was alight with sweat and heat. She took her husband's penis in her hand and began to stroke it. The feeling of its stiffness, its soft skin taut and stretching, straining as blood pumped continuously. It matched his heartbeat.
Behind her, two large shadows lumbered forward from the dark. Ogres. Monsters. Giants. Burly and hairy and large. Without even looking, Amber knew it was Jack... and the other was that man, Chester. The one she'd met in the club. A vile man. Cocky and arrogant and eyes like a scheming snake. She wasn't sure why she was thinking of him. She'd only met him the once, months ago. But he'd left an impression on her. For better or worse he'd somehow wormed her way into her brain in that one brief encounter.
Monstrous cocks swung like pendulums between the men's fat, furry thighs.
Bill groaned as she stroked him with both hands. Faster. Firmer. She wanted him to cum.
This was her temple. The temple of her desire. Bill was at the center. Would always be at the center. He was her world. The nexus point of her love and want and arousal. The two lordly men who were stepping into her temple were mere visitors. Coming to seek her delights. And she would give them. But first... her husband took priority.
Like smoke, shifting and sighing and soundlessly swirling Amber became ethereal and went from kneeling and stroking to straddling Bill and riding his cock slowly. His heat entered her core slowly and intensely. She arched back, bare breasts dripping with slick sweat and desire. Her movements were steady, taking him into her in a way that no one else could. Hands in his hair, gripping and writhing, she felt him kissing her neck, her chest, his lips burning and branding her skin. Their tantric movements were languid and sensual and within moments it ended in their peaks, their orgasms rocking them sensing thrills through Amber's body and making Bill shudder as his seed unloaded inside her.
It was something transcendental. He was becoming a part of her. She was joined with him.
Smoke from the fires swirled and drifted up into the dark empty sky of her imagined world. A world of no judgment or expectations. Where she could completely love her husband...
And...
Bill still knelt in the center of her sacred temple. Her heart. Her soul.
But Amber was now between the two towering figures. Her small body and frame was dwarfed by the size of their arms, their bellies, thighs... cocks. The one that was Jack caressed her cheek, tilted her chin up and grinned possessively down at her. The other, Chester, took hold of her shoulders and pushed her down to her knees.
Their cocks stood erect and primal, veiny and pulsing purple and red with their arousal. Heavy balls, thick with hair, swung beneath the shafts.
In this place, she was the one to be worshiped. But these two brutes turned the tables. She was on her knees and her hands went to their members, stroking them from root to tip. Hands full, barely able to wrap around their thickness.
Worship.
The word loomed in the dark and she wasn't sure if it was her thought or a command from the two who surrounded her.
She'd experienced pleasure from these men in different ways. Jack had been her first blow job. The first man since Bill. Huge. A marathon of sex for hours and hours. Orgasms she never knew were possible. The emergence of desires for herself and her husband.
Chester... he was different. He was wrong. Something about him whispered evil. The tempting devil in the garden of delight. That shit eating grin as he looked at her as something to be conquered, owned, taken, stolen. This man wanted to rip her away from Bill, or if not fully take her away, sully her in mind body and soul to the point he would never be forgotten and Bill would never be enough.
Amber hated him. Reviled him. And still... she took his cock into her mouth and swallowed it. Stroking Jack and sucking Chester. A victorious laugh from the man as she offered up her throat to him. Jack delighting in her strokes, waiting patiently for whatever she would give him.
And all the while, Bill sat at the center and watched...
...
The salad was ready. Bill put it in the fridge and took out the steaks that he'd had marinating. Even raw the smell was mouth watering. He brought them over to the stove where he had a skillet heating. It was a large one that would fit two steaks at a time. Grabbing the tongs, he picked one up and then the other, placing them onto the skillet, the sizzling and crackling pops sending shivers down his spine.
He sighed watching the grease and blood start to leach out as the meat cooked. For a second... Bill felt like that was exactly what his life was like. Cooked. All the life being leached out.
God how had they gotten here? Bill chuckled and stepped back, leaning against the counter thinking. It wasn't that he wasn't happy. Hell... he had a raging hard on all afternoon and evening, even as he was working on dinner. The way Amber had treated him had been... new... scary... thrilling. These things were still new. This dynamic was still fresh. Sure he and Amber had agreed to terms... mostly.
She knew he liked being denied. Made to watch. Hearing about things second hand after she'd had a new experience or adventure. Watching videos and being shown photos. The roll of cuckold. It was spicy and strange and a paradox. He hated it and loved it. The torment Amber put him through should have been rage inducing, but instead it was so arousing he could barely contain himself.
Already he'd witnessed... and been denied, so much. And it was only the first day! What would happen tomorrow? Sunday? How far would this go? How much could he endure?
But really... the part that he didn't like... that was itching at him and that made him think his life was seeping out like the blood from the steak, was the lack of affection. Amber was so cold. Treating him like a true cuckold. That had been a little unexpected. And now he had to suffer though this weekend without his wife next to him. Would he even get a private word with her? Any time with her at all?
He knew he could always say the safe word and they would pause. But he didn't want to come across as insecure.
"Tough it out Bill." He muttered, stepping back to the skillet and flipping the steaks so they would cook evenly. "You can do it."
Amber loved him. He knew that. Even when she was looking at him with that cold gaze, he'd seen the spark of want he was so familiar with. He could do this.
There was still another twenty minutes before dinner. Jack had been nice enough (note the sarcasm) to send Bill a list of what to cook and when to have things ready.
And be seated at the table when it's time for dinner. You're to stay seated and do nothing but eat and watch. Consider it a gift.
Jack had typed.
That was still rankling at Bill. Jack was such an asshole. And yet... the man had a decent side. Rough and uncouth on the surface... and beneath it too, but he wasn't some sadistic sadist. Was that redundant? Bill shook off his wandering thoughts. Jack was a jerk. But he was a jerk that Bill thought he could trust.
Trust with his wife. To fuck her. Use her.
A shiver ran through Bill imagining what Jack was doing with her. With Stacy. With them both. That man was living a fantasy and Bill was just... cooking dinner. Fuck... he really was a cuck.
His erection pressed against his pants harder as he continued preparing their meal.
...
Amber had put her fantasy on pause. This new sort of world she'd created in her head was something she wanted to explore further but real life was calling. Jack was finally waking up from his nap. No one could blame him for needing to rest after what Amber and Stacy had put him through. Or maybe after what he'd put them through. It was hard to tell.
The lump of a man rolled onto his back with a groan and a loud high pitched yipping yawn. "Fuck." he grunted, scratching at his chest. His eyes fluttered open and looked up at where Amber was sitting at the vanity now dressed for dinner as they'd planned.
It was a long sleek shiny black dress that clung to every single curve like it was paint rather than silk. It had a plunging neckline that went to just between her lovely breasts and the silk clung to her pierced nipples. It went down to her ankles, allowing the reveal of her three inch stilettos. She turned to look at him and smiled warmly. "Hey there sleepy head."
Jack yawned again and reached down, scratching at his crotch. He was naked, itching at his kinky pubes and making his thick cock flop. "How long was I out?"
"About an hour or so." She said, standing up and slipping in a pair of dark black earrings that looked like flowering lilies. "Feeling okay? You were kinda snorting in your sleep. I think we might need to check you for sleep apnea." Amber seemed genuinely concerned as she came to sit on the edge of the bed next to him and put a hand to his hairy chest as if feeling his heart.
The man chuckled. "You're probably right." He shuffled into a sitting position. "Where's Stacy?"
Amber motioned to the bathroom. "Finishing touches." She said as if that answered everything.
Jack nodded and yawned again. "Right. Guess I need to get ready." He sat for a second, taking a few deep breaths and letting his mind clear of the strange dream he'd been having. It was already fading. But there was something about... pillars... fire... Amber was there... He shook his head. The details were gone.
The touch of Amber's hand made Jack pause as he was starting to slip out of bed. "Jack... hang on a second."
The seriousness in Amber's voice surprised him. "Okay." He said tentatively. "What's up?"
Amber sighed. "We need to talk about what we said in the shower." Her cheeks blushed.
Jack's cheeks tinted too. Not something that happened often, if ever. He couldn't remember the last time he'd ever been embarrassed. But realizing that he'd blurted out that he loved Amber was... well, equal parts terrifying and humiliating. How could he be in love with his neighbor's wife? The woman he was fucking. Not because they were 'attracted' to each other in the conventional sense, but because she was sexy and sensual and he had a good cock and great stamina. They were fuck buddie at least. He was her Bull at best. But... partner? Lover? Boyfriend? What could he possibly be if this feeling was real? She was married! And sure he was a bit of a jerk, but he had come to respect Bill and Amber's marriage. He didn't want to ruin that.
She scooted a little closer. "Jack... I meant what I said." Her voice was soft.
"I..." He halted. Did he mean it? Was it just something he'd said in the heat of the moment when he was emptying his balls into her? What even was love? Honestly he didn't know if he'd ever been in love with a woman. With anyone. But... when he looked at Amber... her lips glistened black. Eyes popping from the shiny pink eyeshadow and eyeliner. The dress was tight and flattering. But he knew there was more to Amber than just her body. She was good at her job, excellent in fact.
This was a woman who really did have it all.
"I um... meant... it too." He said, though he honestly wasn't sure if he did.
Amber seemed to catch on to the possible lie. Or half truth. But it didn't seem to bother her. "Bill's my husband, Jack. I love him more than anyone in the world. Period." The look in her eyes was fierce. "But... I'm not going to lie to myself or him... this thing between us. It started as just sex and adventure, and it was for Bill. To entertain his fantasy. And my fantasy too. You're just the lucky man that was there when it all got started." She put a hand on his arm. "I want you to understand... I may... have these feelings for you, but that's not going to mean I'm abandoning Bill. Or that I'm somehow going to run off with you or..."
Jack put his hand over Amber's "No, Amber. I don't expect that or even want that. I... I'm not fully sure exactly what my feelings mean. But you're right. I'm not going to lie and I don't want you to either.
They sat for a minute. Letting these things seep and sink into them. Unsure exactly what to do or where to go from here.
After a long silence, Amber shifted closer and leaned up, kissing Jack on the lips slow and deep. Her hand moved to Jack's crotch, gently gasping hold of his thick member, making it stir to life.
"I've... got to get ready." Jack chuckled, making his heavy stomach rumble and shake.
Amber smiled and giggled. "I know. I still have a little more to do." She caressed up and down his length for another moment. "Guess I'll get to continue this a little later."
Jack nodded. "Yep. I have some very big plans for dinner. And I think we've kept old Billy boy in the dark long enough today. We need to give him a good show."
A light brightened in Amber's eyes. The idea of getting to put on a show, finally, for her husband was exciting. She'd enjoyed playing this cold game with him but it wasn't as satisfying as when she was fucked and used and got to talk dirty in front of him. Playing with him and teasing him. A shiver went through her as she relished in the possibilities.
"Alright." Amber slipped off the bed and she went back to the vanity to put the finishing touches on her makeup and outfit. "Let's get ready. It smells like things are almost done."
...
The table was set. It was made of heavy dark oak, chairs placed on each side and Bill sitting on the far end, away from the stairs leading to the bedroom. The moment he'd sat down he knew it was so that he could witness the entrance of his wife, Stacy, and Jack. He'd dressed for the occasion like he'd been told, a nice dark suit. No tie. It was something he'd worn often to nice dinners out with Amber or to business meetings.
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Saturday Morning
Stacy lay in bed, listening to Jack's rough snores. She ached. Yesterday was like running a marathon. So much sex. So many positions. So many... emotional revelations.
She turned on her side, breasts shifting as she propped herself on her elbow to look at the mountain of hair and fat that was a man that neither Stacy or Amber should have ever given a second look. And now...
Jack's jowls puffed and quivered as he breathed, snored. He rolled and the sheets slipped off of him, revealing his heavy, hairy gut and his massive cock resting between his meaty thighs. Just the sight of it sent a chill through Stacy and her pussy became moist.
Don't judge a book by its cover had taken on a new meaning. Everything about Jack screamed overweight slob. A jerk. A jackass. A man unworthy of and incapable of actual emotion beyond arrogance and dickishness. But over this last year he'd... changed. Or maybe something that had been inside was finally getting an opportunity to come out. To grow. It seemed almost impossible. Foolish even.
But Stacy couldn't deny what she was witnessing between Amber and Jack... and what she was feeling too. But that would have to be addressed later. Right now... things between Jack, Amber and Bill had to be the focus. Adding her own feelings into the mix was just going to make something complicated even worse.
What she'd overheard last night, when Amber and Jack had been making love while Stacy pretended to be asleep, had been surprising... but not unexpected. If anyone had been watching closely, they would have seen the changes between them. How close they were getting. And though Amber was sexual and more free than ever before, she wasn't just a free use woman. Stacy could tell she needed an emotional connection. At least to continue a relationship like she'd been doing with Jack.
It made sense. Twisted sense. But, sense.
"I shouldn't..." Amber whispered. Stacy could tell her friend was fighting back sobs even as she slowly rode Jack.
She lay facing the couple, eyes only partially open to see them. Amber on top of Jack, her body slick with sweat, breasts bouncing and the nipple piercings glittering in the moonlight. Jack's hands were on her firm waist, guiding her to grind and move up and down his thick shaft.
"I know..." Jack groaned. "We shouldn't. I... shouldn't. I know I'm an ass, Amber... I know... But... I can't... steal you... I can't..."
"You're not..." Amber leaned down, hair obscuring her face as she moved and kissed Jack deeply. "You're not. You can't. I'm Bill's, Jack. I'm his wife. All this... this game... it's just that, a game. You can't take me from him." The sound of them kissing again filled the quiet.
"Then...what are we...doing..." Jack breathed, his hands moving up her sides to her back as she continued moving along his cock.
"I don't know Jack... god I don't know. But I know I love you... not like I love Bill... never like that... honestly..." She chuckled. "Honestly, I don't really like you."
Jack snorted and thrust his fat hips up into her, making her yelp. "Yeah... can't say I've ever tried to be likable."
Amber sat back up and ran her fingers through her hair, eyes closed, looking up as she moved her body like a rolling wave. "God... if it weren't for your cock..." She groaned.
"Is that what you love, Amber? My cock?" He was holding back a deep groan.
"Yes... fuck yes, Jack. I love your cock inside me. It's much bigger. Thicker. Deeper. God, I love it. How it makes me feel. And you... how you take me. Use me. And how you do it in front of the man I love. The man I'm committed to. I love how you make him feel small. Pathetic. How you expose me to him as the true sexual woman I am. I... I don't know how to classify it, Jack. How to tell you what sort of love this is. It's something bordering on lust... deeper than just a bodily desire. It's you. I don't just want any big cock making me feel this way. Demeaning my husband. I want it to be yours. Only yours..."
She started moving faster. Her ass slapping his thighs. They both began to grunt. "Ahh...ahh...uuhhhh mmmm uhhh." Soft sounds of wet skin and a pussy squeezing something massive and slick.
"Fuck...ohhh fuck Amber...so good... so good... Bill's so lucky to have you... to have this pussy..." Jack groaned deeply, wheezing and breathing hard as they began to fuck faster.
"Your pussy. Oh god Jack, it's your pussy. I love Bill. I'm his body and soul. But when it comes to this... when it comes to fucking... to lust... this pussy is yours and only yours." She was panting and whimpering deeply.
Stacy listened with her hand between her thighs, rubbing herself at the intimate, taboo declarations of these two fuck buddies.
"Are you...uhhh going to tell him...oh fuck... are you going to tell Bill?"
Amber was softly sobbing even as she was gasping in orgasm. "Yes... I have to... I have to, Jack... He needs to know... and he needs to decide... and...ohhh fuck, Jack... Jack, cum inside me... it might be the last time. Cum inside me. Once I tell Bill... it's all up to him... so cum in my pussy. Claim me one more time, please, Jack. Please!"
Stacy had to bite her lip as her own orgasm shook through her, pussy dripping between her thighs as she listened to her best friend cum and her neighbor grunting like an animal, releasing his thick spunk deep inside her married cunt.
"Yes! Yes...god fucking yes, Jack, yes!" she whimpered.
"Fuck Amber. Fuck...oh fuck take it... all of it... every fucking drop..." His belly was slapping against Amber's firm stomach as they clapped together, eager and urgent.
Not long after that they fell asleep, curled into each other. Like lovers. Stacy watched them for a while, wondering what she could do. If she could help. If there were anything she could do. Bill was a good man. And she had a crush on him, always had. But she loved Amber. Her friendship meant the world. And she didn't want to see her friend's marriage fall apart because of this. Sex was fun. All of this was kinky and adventurous. But it wasn't worth losing something as valuable as their love for each other.
Before she could even come up with any sort of idea, Amber was slipping away from Jack. She tiptoed to the bathroom, where Stacy heard the shower running briefly. No doubt cleaning herself up. And then she slipped back into the room, went to her suitcase and rummaged around before pulling out a sheer nighty, pulled it on and went to the door and out into the hall as quietly as a mouse.
She was going to Bill. Amber wasn't even going to wait until the morning to confront her husband about this new development.
Laying back, Stacy waited. Would there be yelling? Screaming? Crying? Or... would maybe... just maybe... things take a different... more appealing turn?
...
Stacy got up, slipped on a pair of tame, daisy print thong panties and quietly stepped out into the hall. Jack was still sound asleep and snoring. No doubt out for a long time considering how much she and Amber had worn him out yesterday. It felt freeing to walk around nearly naked, breasts swaying in the early morning cool that had settled in the house.
Taking slow, careful steps, afraid that the floorboards might creak and give her away as she approached the door to Bill's room. By chance it was still open, just a small crack, but enough that Stacy could lean close and listen in.
"Ahhhh..." Amber's moans were soft, sweet, edged with tender desire. "Uh...mmmmm...ahhh..."
Taking a chance, she pushed the door just a little and peeked in.
She saw Amber sitting upright, steadily riding Bill. Her husband lay back, groaning softly as she took him in. Similar to what she watched last night with Jack. Amber was in control. On top. Dominant. It sent a chill through Stacy. Usually, Amber was the submissive one. Getting used and taken. But Stacy had a sudden realization as she watched her friend's firm back muscles rippling as she moved and ground herself on her husband.
In submitting to Jack, to Bill, even to Stacy, Amber was letting them have the power. But it was her body. And she was the one giving the permission. She had much more power than any of them probably realized. Maybe Amber didn't realize it either. It was just her natural appeal. Her innate ability to seduce and please. In another life, Amber could have been a villain, using her body to gain all the things she could ever want.
But by the soft whimpers that were rising from her throat, Stacy could tell Amber had exactly what she wanted.
"Bill..." She whispered softly as her hips swiveled. The blankets were gathered around her hips, obscuring Stacy's view of her friend's beautiful ass. "I love you..."
"Ohhhh fuck..." Bill moaned below her. "I love you too."
Stacy bit her lip, watching, listening.
"You understand, don't you?" Amber's voice was silk, seductive, honest.
"I... I do..." Bill breathed. "But... it's hard, Amber... I can't... I don't know if... I can really do this. Really... share..."
Her hands went to her husband's chest. Stacy pictured that hard chest, firm and nicely sculpted. What she wouldn't give to be kissing down Bill's chest while Amber rode him. They really did need to give Bill some special attention. All of this play, this cuckolding, was fun. But it was definitely going to take a toll on Bill. And if they weren't careful, it could damage him. Stacy had read up on several details and aspects of cuckolding. Aftercare and communication were key to making sure no one spun out and crashed into depression or jealousy. She knew that first hand.
"I'm yours, Bill... I'm yours. No one else's... not in the way it matters." Amber's hands bushed her hair back. "But you know by now... we need to admit it... Jack owns my body..."
Bill groaned at the confession, and Stacy could hear the desire in it. The want. Need. The way Amber bounced more as Bill bucked his hips.
"You like that, don't you...ohhhh fuck Bill, that feels so good...so good..."
Stacy's panties were becoming damp. Her hand moving between her legs to rub again, watching her friend use her body.
"Yes... I do..." Bill groaned.
"You're my cuck... aren't you, honey? Isn't this what we want? It's just... more serious... this isn't... a game..." Amber breathed heavily as her body burned. Stacy had become familiar enough with Amber's body to know her friend was approaching an orgasm.
"Amber... I... are you sure... I..."
"Amber is yours, Bill. Your wife. Your love. And I will be the mother of your babies too... only you... that's one thing Jack can never have. But..." An edge to Amber's voice made Stacy's nipples as hard as diamonds. "Evil Amber... my lust... my desire... that's Jack's. You know it, Bill. We both know. And we can't hide from it. We...ohhhhhh, we have to confront it... and... if you want to... we will embrace it... but we have to do it all the way... completely."
Stacy watched as Amber lay down on her husband, their mouths meeting. The blankets slipped, and she saw just the bare shadows of Amber's ass and Bill's beautiful cock thrusting up into her. Over and over. Hard and deep. His full balls ramming hard against his wife's ass cheeks.
"Amber..." He breathed.
"Bill..." She was sobbing.
They were starting to moan deeper, more urgently.
Reluctantly, Stacy stepped back into the hall and quietly closed the door. She'd already peeked into a very personal and sensitive conversation. Two conversations actually if she counted her listening in on Jack and Amber. All of this would come out soon enough. She needed to wait until Amber and Bill were ready to confront it, to expose this and share it with her and Jack.
Behind the door, Stacy could hear the grunts, slaps, groans. It sent a shiver through her imagining Bill shooting his load into Amber. God, she wanted that. She really needed to get more time with Bill. Jack was great, and he had the sort of edge that Stacy enjoyed when it came to fucking. But Bill was far more tender and intense in the sort of way that led to what Amber and Bill had together. Love. Commitment. As much as Stacy liked pure sex... she'd be lying if she said she didn't want something more... she missed it.
Making her way down the hall and downstairs, Stacy went to the kitchen and started a large pot of coffee. Her thoughts and emotions were getting the better of her. And really she didn't have the right to be snooping and listening in on these private moments. She'd been invited to a weekend of kinky sex... not to become part of a thrupple.
Was that what Jack, Amber, and Bill were going to become? She knew Amber didn't love Jack like she loved Bill. Love came in all sorts of shapes and sizes. Shades and hues. Amber's love for Jack was much more crimson... lustful. And she'd just said it to Bill. Jack had a grip on her sexual appetite. That need she'd discovered back on Bill's birthday when she'd first given Jack a blowjob instead of her husband. That had opened a door. And then, a floodgate. And now the whole dam was open, and Amber couldn't close things even if she wanted to.
Stacy poured herself a cup of coffee, stirred in some sugar and cream and then stepped out onto the porch, looking out onto the lake as the sun slowly started making its appearance on the horizon. The chill in the air made her nipples harden and goosebumps pop up all along her naked flesh. It was a beautiful, quiet morning. Peaceful. A large contrast to the turmoil that was brewing inside the cabin.
Three people. Tangling together. Twisting into some sort of new creation. A love triangle of sorts. What would it look like if they could make it work?
And where did that leave her?
Was she just a fourth wheel? A unicorn? Some random addition to when they wanted to take kink to the next level?
Stacy whipped away surprising tears. She wasn't crying exactly... but her emotions were raging. Did her friend see her as anything besides a sexual toy? Something to add to their fun?
And if she was... was that enough?
Sniffling like a child, Stacy took a slow, deep breath of the misty morning air and sat down on one of the deck chairs. It was comfortable but dewy on her skin, giving her a chill. She sat back, watching the sky turn from dark inky blue-black to orange and red, on fire with the rising rays of the sun, and tried to figure out what her place was in this whole mess.
...
Bill pulled on a pair of sweatpants, mind racing as he stepped back to the side of the bed and leaned down, kissing Amber on the forehead. She was sprawled out on the bed, covers pulled up so her breasts were barely covered. The look on her face was peaceful. Unconcerned with the complicated emotions she'd unloaded on him.
How could she be in love with Jack?
He scrubbed his hand through his hair, watching his wife. Beautiful. Perfect. His. But now... now she wanted to give herself to another. Or at least part of herself. The 'Evil' part. Evil Amber. The dark, lustful version of his wife that had awakened over the last year of their exploration.
For a minute, Bill just watched Amber breathe. She smiled softly for a moment before her face became a placid mask of quiet sleep. They'd started something that night on his birthday. And now it was impossible to stop. At least, they couldn't stop it without consequences. Before it had just been physical. But now emotions were involved. And more than just some sort of crush.
Amber had been clear. She loved Jack. But it wasn't like she loved Bill. That was hard to understand. How could you love two people at once? How could she claim that Bill owned her body and soul? But then in the very next breath say that Jack owned her body, her sexuality. Her lust and desire. Eros. Amber was only one physical person. She couldn't divide herself.
It should have been tearing Bill up. And in a way it was. He wanted to drag Jack out of the cabin and beat the living shit out of him. The man had seduced his wife. This was worse than any of the other things he'd done. Worse than drugging him and fucking his wife all night and the next morning. That was still a sore spot, though he'd mostly gotten over the sinister nature of it all.
Amber's confession made him want to move. To take her and leave this place. Change jobs. Escape this wicked web that they'd found themselves stuck in.
But he knew he couldn't do that. He knew he wouldn't.
Because... as angry as he was, as furious and even heartbroken... a twisted part of him wanted this.
He rubbed his face in his hands, grunting in frustration at his own perverted, confused emotions. It was wickedly twisted in his heart and stomach and mind and groin. Love had been simple once upon a time. Just him and Amber. In love and making a life together. Now... there was a third person involved. Fourth if you counted Stacy and... well, Bill couldn't push Stacy's involvement aside in this whole mess.
Trying to unravel all of this was impossible... at least without coffee.
Downstairs, he felt the chill from the night still clinging, even inside. There was a pot of coffee already made, and since Bill hadn't heard Jack's boisterous lumberings, and Amber was asleep, that only left Stacy.
Pouring himself a cup, not bothering with sugar or cream, he walked out onto the porch. Stacy was sitting, looking out at the slowly dispersing mist that was clinging to the lake. Naked from the chest down, a small flowery thong was the only piece of clothing she had on. He couldn't stop himself from staring at her dark pink nipples, hard in the morning air. She sat, legs pulled up close under her, sipping her coffee as she met his gaze.
"Morning, Billy boy." She grinned and gave him a wink.
Bill sighed and walked over, sitting down in the chair next to her. "Are we already starting with the torment this morning?" He gave her an exasperated look, but there wasn't any weight or frustration behind it. Being a full hardcore cuckold this weekend was far down the list of his worries right now.
Stacy put her chin in her hand, elbow on the arm of the chair, and gave Bill a bright smile. Her breasts jiggled as she chuckled and took a slow drink from her mug. "Oh, Bill, Bill, Bill. What are we going to do with you? Is it really so bad to be put in your place? Hm? The place you wanna be?"
"Who says I want to be here right now?" he muttered, holding his cup close to his lips.
"Your cock." Stacy said, motioning towards Bill's tented sweatpants.
He groaned. "Fuuuuck me." He muttered, frustrated that his body was so screwed up that it betrayed his desires even as his heart and mind warred against each other.
Stacy giggled, her chest bouncing playfully. "Gladly. If you want." She gave him a wink. "What's wrong, little Billy? Hm? Is this weekend already too much for you? It's barely been a day. And we still have some surprises for you." Her eyebrows wiggled as she gave him a mischievous stare over the rim of her coffee.
Bill pinched the bridge of his nose. "I... don't know if we are going to stay..."
The playfulness in Stacy's eyes vanished quickly. She put down her mug on the small table between the chairs and reached out, taking Bill's hand. "Bill... hon, what's wrong? I thought you were having fun?"
"I... we... I mean... is this just fun? Can it only ever be fun, Stacy? Can sex ever just be sex? Leave your emotions at the door and just insert tab A into slot B?" He slumped, but kept hold of Stacy's hand, squeezing gently.
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The sizzle of the bacon was a pleasant distraction from the moans that drifted through the open space to Bill's ears. He wasn't sure whose they were. Did they belong to his wife? To Stacy? Was it Jack? Did it matter?
Bill grit his teeth, pushing the bacon around the pan, the grease splashing slightly and stinging his arms. But he didn't notice the sting. The moans were far more painful and arousing than a little bit of popping grease. HIs stomach and heart were twisting with the paradox of pain and fear and desire. It was impossible to fully explain. How did you even begin to talk about how seeing and knowing someone was fucking your wife and that it made you burn with rage and yet that same fire was a burning desire to watch? To see. To experience.
He'd already seen so much. Their anniversary had been... intense. Eye opening. Sickening and so sweet. And Bill knew deep down he wanted it again. They'd been playing this game for weeks now. Longer. Since his birthday. That first time with Jack. A long and winding path to... whatever this was.
Cuckolding.
No sense in beating around the bush. Bill was a cuckold. Once that would have felt embarrassing. Shameful. But after this morning, there were still bumps, but he was feeling more confident. Not settled. Not yet. And maybe he never would be. How could anyone ever become comfortable with a dynamic like this?
Maybe that was the point. Constant alert. Adrenaline. Discomfort. Your mind on fire, sharp with desire and fear, always in that heightened sense of awareness. How would he be tormented? Tortured. Teased. What would he see? How far could he go? Would he go? What about Amber? Would she push him to depths and distances he never dreamed? Would she dangle sexual indulgences before him only to pull them away? Deny him satisfaction?
Did he want to be denied?
If the erection in Bill's pants was any indication, the answer was yes.
He put the crispy strips onto a plate and continued making breakfast. Eggs. Toast. He sat it all on the dining table where he'd witnessed Amber and Stacy giving Jack elegant and naughty attention. Bill simultaneously reveled in the memory and tried to push it aside. Living in a constant paradox was exhausting and so he went to pour himself another cup of coffee.
The squeak of the bathroom door made him stiffen and splash some of the still hot brew onto his hand. He gasped, shaking the burning feeling away.
A soft hand took his and began to blow on the reddened area. Amber. Holding her husband's hands and picking up a tea towel, dabbing at his hand. "Are you okay? Do you need some ice?" Her voice was angel soft, her breath warm and tender. The way her eyes looked up at Bill was with the utmost love and concern.
"I...no I'm... fine." He muttered. It took him a second to finally move his eyes past his wife's face to see she was completely naked. Her skin was smooth and soft, a light shine of sweat and... something else maybe...
Amber took a step back and gave Bill a sweet, innocent smile. Her hair was mussed, damp. But she was beautiful. Breasts swollen, areolas pink from attention. Between her legs, Bill could see slick moisture, her pussy puffy pink from Stacy's mouth and fingers and no doubt Jack's cock.
"Like what you see?" She cocked a hip, breasts bouncing lightly and her smile playful.
Bill chuckled. "You know I do."
Taking a step forward, Amber slipped her arms around Bill's neck, up onto her toes and gave him a soft kiss. "Good. Breakfast smells amazing, honey. Thanks for making it while we had our fun."
He cringed slightly. Fun. Fun that he wasn't involved in. And yet... he had played a part, hadn't he? He'd made breakfast for them.
Amber's hand cupped Bill's chin. "Hey. Talk to me." Her voice was soft but serious.
"I... uh, it's nothing."
"Bill. We have to be honest. No secrets. If there's ever anything bothering you, you have to say something. Even if you think it might upset me" There was real concern in her eyes, her hands finding Bill's cheeks and holding him tight.
He took a moment, eyes looking into his wife's and seeing the genuine love she had for him. His hands found her hips, the swell and rise of them leading equally to her beautiful ass and smooth plump labia. She was his once. But now... now she belonged to others, too. Jack and Stacy. Others? Would it stop with just Jack?
She was up on her toes again and kissing him. "Bill. Honey. Talk to me."
"This is hard." He finally whispered.
Amber's hand went to Bill's crotch and gently cupped his erection. "That's obvious. But I'm thinking you're not talking about one of my favorite things, huh?" She smiled, her attempt to lighten the mood admirable.
Bill chuckled with her. "Yeah, well, maybe not your favorite anymore?" He wasn't sure why he said that, maybe he was just trying to torture himself.
Amber's hand slipped into Bill's pants and gripped hold of his cock. "Yours is my favorite. Mine. No matter what I may say when we are playing, you and you alone are my favorite." She gave him another kiss. "But..." Her lips curled evilly. "Your's isn't nearly enough to satisfy me." Her teeth nipped at his lip. "Now... talk to me."
He sighed. The twisted sentiments had him hard, throbbing in his wife's warm hand. "I love you." His forehead touched hers. "I'm just scared. I know... maybe we keep going in circles. Talking about the same thing over and over. But... going down this path. It's dark. It's twisted. Dangerous. I trust you. And I think we can trust Jack... mostly. And Stacy is a given. But... If you ask about trusting myself... I've been standing here making breakfast while you got your brains fucked out..."
She caressed a finger through her slick folds and held up the sticky dripping finger. "He came inside me." Her whisper was husky.
A shiver ran through Bill. Jealousy and rage battling for supremacy.
"I want to strangle that fat asshole," Bill stared at his wife's dripping fingers. Gripping her hips. His heart was pounding.
"He gagged me with his cock." She stared him right in the eyes, heat and sin like molten steel. A blade sliding into Bill's gut, turning and twisting. It was pain but pleasure. "Fucked it like he owned it... because he does." She leaned in close and licked along Bill's neck. "You really wanna hurt him?" His wife's hand was stroking his cock while she took the other that was slick with Jack's cum and her juices and wickedly touched it to her husband's lips.
Bill cringed. The idea that he was tasting not just his wife but her lover... it made his stomach churn. Bile in his throat and blood coursing through his cock, making it painfully hard.
"I hate seeing him fuck you." He growled, nails digging into her ass.
"You love it." She hissed and traced her finger along his lip, pulling it down and then letting it bounce back up playfully. "Say it... cuck. Say you love it."
He was panting. Throbbing. Seeing red. "I...I love it. I hate that I love it."
She was purring now, "Mmm, just as long as you love it. Love letting me get fucked like I deserve." Now she started pushing down Bill's boxers. "Take these off cucky. Your wife wants to play."
Bill groaned and let his underwear fall to the floor, his member exposed and purple with its anger and need.
"Fuck." Amber whispered. "Your cock is so pretty, honey." She lifted up a leg, leaned in and let her warm lips press it and sandwich it between his stomach and her lips. "Mmmm fuck so warm and hard." With an elegant grace, Amber moved against him, letting her mound press around him, up and down with soft slick motions. "Feel that Billy? Hmmm. Can you feel how wet I am? How hot and sticky Jack made me? I'll bet you can even feel some of his cum leaking out. He cums so much honey. So deep. I'll be dripping for a week after this weekend." She giggled.
Bill gripped the counter and leaned back, watching what little he could see of his wife's smooth cunt running along his shaft. He couldn't remember the last time, if ever, that Amber had given him a pussy job.
Amber was drunk on sex. On euphoria. She wrapped her arms around Bill's neck and pressed her lips to his throat, sucking gently. It didn't take long to make her mark along his neck. "Mine." She whispered, then smashed her pussy against his cock head, making him grunt as he felt her oily dew dripping down his shaft. "Did you know... that the first time Jack took me, the first time he slid that magnificent superior cock into my needy little married pussy, I was giving him a pussy job a lot like this." She arched and moved so she was sliding down till her lips pressed against his balls and then moved back up.
"I couldn't resist. He was sin, tempting, and I had to give in. I had to have him inside me, Bill. But you know that now. You know it all. How I need that stretch. Need to be filled. And only he can do it." She sucked the skin along his collarbone, teeth biting and leaving deep red marks. "But you want to know something else?"
Bill was unable to stop his deep guttural groan and the feeling of pre-cum leaking all over his wife's smooth mound.
"I want you too. Always. I burn for you." She moved so their eyes were mere inches apart. "Jack will never be half the man you really are. The courage it takes to share me. To watch my pussy get fucked, licked, filled up with other men. With someone like Jack. The fat lard of a man with a thick fat dick that matches his personality. Watching that lowly man make me fucking scream." She licked along Bill's throat. "I'm a woman with needs, Bill. You meet all the ones I need to be a fulfilled woman. But Jack fills the primal needs."
A fire was burning inside Bill's stomach, between his legs. His balls were tight as he felt the velvet slick warmth of his wife's pussy moving up and down his length. Pressing him between her pussy and his stomach. It was heavenly torture.
"There will be plenty of time for love honey." Amber whispered, kissing along Bill's jaw. Around his lips. Never quite sealing their mouths together. Only teasing. "This weekend, Evil Amber needs her due. She wants primal heat and sweat and sex. And let's be very, very honest, Bill." She pressed herself harder against her husband, pussy lips smashed around him, clit teasing his tip. "You can't measure up to Jack in that department."
Shame, anger, embarrassment, and boiling arousal twisted in Bill's chest, and he burst. His cum shot up between his and Amber's stomach. Gooey and thick, and warm. Pumping up and shooting like a geyser, making Amber's stomach drip with sticky semen.
He groaned, the release pleasurable but also somewhat humiliating. Which only added to the pleasure. It was becoming a twisted tale of pushing and pulling and contradicting emotions that Bill was still having a hard time figuring out.
"Mmmmmm." Amber wrapped her arms around Bill's neck, smiling and looking down at his cum dripping and sticking between their stomachs. "Mmmm, you're so easy to excite. This weekend is going to be so... hard for you, isn't it, hon?"
Bill panted, coming down from his sudden ejaculation. "I... I think I'll manage..." He panted.
Amber kissed his nose and then his lips softly. "I know you can. And will. And it'll be worth it. I promise. Because when you get me home after all of this..." She pulled back and looked into her husband's eyes with pure sincerity. "You're going to fuck me, Bill. And I mean FUCK. Love will be for later. You're going to reclaim me. Do you understand? You're the center of all this. My world. And though Jack and Stacy are going to have me this weekend, you're the one that keeps this all together. That keeps me rooted and stable. You're my safety. The one I know I can return to for peace."
They held onto each other for a moment. Quietly taking each other's presents in. Listening to breathing. Feeling each other. Until finally Amber peeled herself away from Bill, the stickiness of his cum stretching between them.
"Now. Why don't you go get a shower, honey. Jack and Stacy should be coming out any minute, and we want to enjoy some breakfast before we go out on the lake today." Amber patted Bill's shoulders. "That'll give you some alone time today. Read a book. Take a nap. Whatever."
"Um... so... I'm not invited to... to join you on the lake?" Bill swallowed hard, trying to hold back his jealousy and pulsing arousal.
Amber gave him a mischievous grin. "Of course not Bill. Some things aren't meant to be enjoyed by a little cuck like you." With a heated wink, she turned away, ass bouncing as she went to the table to enjoy her morning breakfast.
...
Bill stood in the shower, letting the warm water wash away the evidence of his ejaculation from his stomach. Hands on the wall, keeping himself up and just watching the water swirl around and disappear into the drain.
Emotions were still raging. Twisting. The constant push and pull of his jealousy and desire were giving him emotional and psychological whiplash. One second he wanted this. He wanted to drown in it, in the humiliation and deviancy. The next he hated it all and wanted to beat Jack to a pulp, move him and Amber away to some far away place and start over.
It was exhausting.
Bill slid down and sat on the shower floor and tilted his head back letting the spray slap against him. It was annoying and comforting. Another paradox. Two things at once vying for dominance.
A soft knock on the shower door made Bill jump. The door slid open slightly, Amber peeking in. "Bill? Honey? Aren't you hungry? You've been in here for like... a half hour."
Bill blinked and looked down at his hands. They were prunes. Wrinkled. So were his feet. How long had he just been sitting? Time had just... sped by.
Amber reached in and turned off the shower, pulled the door fully open and holding a towel beckoned her husband to come out. Bill got up, suddenly feeling the numbness in his limbs, as if he'd been sitting in a hot tub for an hour. He felt limp and dizzy. Amber caught him, wrapping the towel around him, the fluffy softness of it helping chase away the odd numb feeling tingling through his limbs. Amber rubbed him, drying him off quickly and efficiently, scrubbing his hair dry and smiling sweetly at him like she was ruffling the hair of a child and not a full grown man.
Tossing the now damp towel aside, Amber took Bill's hand and led him back into the room. On the bed there was a tray that had a plate of eggs and bacon and a cup of coffee. Like he was some sort of hospital patient, Amber brought him to the bed, got him settled and tucked him in, then put the try on his lap. "Eat." She ordered, ruffling his still damp hair and giving him a quick kiss on the forehead before she left the room.
Bill lay, slowly nibbling at his food and sipping his coffee listening to the silence. Every other moment, he expected to hear screams of pleasure or cries of ecstasy. But all he heard was the soft sound of trees rustling outside. A far off lapping of waves against the lake shore. It wasn't long before Amber slipped back into the bedroom, closing the door behind her. She had a beach bag on her shoulder, still naked and unashamed, she turned back to Bill and grinned wide.
"We are gonna go and have an afternoon on the lake." She started, coming towards Bill and putting her bag on the bed. Her beautiful tits swayed and ass jiggled as she moved, all deliberate and exaggerated for her husband's viewing benefit. "But before we head out, Stacy and Jack are making some sandwiches and packing the cooler. We are probably gonna be out there till the early evening."
Amber started rummaging in her bag. "That means you're going to be on your own most of the day." She paused and looked up at him. "That okay?" It was an honest question.
Could he actually protest? Should he test it? Test if she'd actually listen to him? They agreed on honesty. And this was all still new, but Amber had made it clear that she wanted Bill to enjoy this, and if it was going to upset him, then he should speak up. Be a man. Tell her how he was feeling.
His wife waited patiently, meeting Bill's gaze.
"It's...okay," he finally said, sighing and holding his coffee as if it were some protective talisman. "I'm jealous. And I'm still struggling. But I think you should go have fun. But..."
"Oh? There's a butt?" Amber grinned and turned, flashing her ass and giving her bouncing cheek a little smack.
Bill laughed. "Yeah. There's a but. I want... you need to tell me everything."
Amber leaned forward, breasts swaying. She pushed them together between her upper arms and grinned wickedly at Bill. "Oh, I'll tell you in great detail about my lovely afternoon on the lake. You can count on that."
Their smiles matched and eyes locked, the wickedness softening to comfortable love. "I know this is a struggle. It is for me too." Amber admits, going back to looking through her bag. "That's why I thought I'd give you a private treat before I leave you here to your imagination."
A tangle of strings and small patches of material emerged from Amber's bag. After a moment of struggle, she managed to untangle the strings and laid out three different swimsuits, each scandalous in their own way. There was a lustful, mischievous twinkle in Amber's eye as she laid out the outfits. "You get to choose what I wear out on the boat for Jack."
Bill groaned, staring at what amounted to maybe a square foot of actual material that may or may not cover his wife's intimates. It was exquisite torture. To know whatever she wore, wouldn't be for him. It would be for Jack's enjoyment. And then there was whatever Stacy would wear, which Bill knew would be just as outlandish.
Amber picked up the first suit. "How about this?" The suit was a sunshine yellow cross thong g-string monokini. Two strips of barely two inch wide material created a lowercase T that would cover just the barest amount of Amber's breasts, stretch down over her torso and cover her pussy, while becoming thin strings in the back to be tied. It had a collar that would wrap around the neck to keep the top up. The cloth looked thin and stretchy, no doubt semi-transparent when worn. That meant if it got wet, it would become completely see through revealing her nipples and pussy mound clearly.
She dangled the suit in front of Bill, grinning, then tossed it back on the bed and picked up the next one. "Or... we could go this route, and before you even try to think this is more conservative, take a really close look." Her voice was full of seductive teasing.
The next suit looked like a one piece made of shiny dark pink metallic material. It would clearly cover her backside and front well enough, though probably very tightly. But the longer Bill looked, the more he realized the scandal. There were no bra cups. It would leave her chest on full display as it threaded between her tits and tied around her neck. The crotch area was very slim and if Bill imagined it on his wife, he knew it would just barely cover her slit and leave her mound puffing out on either side.
By the way he sucked in a breath when he realized made Amber grin in satisfaction as she lay it next to the yellow cross suit. Finally, she picked up the last. It was thin straps and chains. Bill couldn't quite make sense of it. And then Amber held it up against her naked body to help him picture how it would look and Bill's jaw dropped. The chains would frame her breasts and nothing more. It would descend down the middle of her stomach to the bottom portion that would frame her pussy. However, the bottoms didn't circle around like regular swimsuits or panty bottoms. Instead, it ended in a thick, one inch golden buttplug.
Bill realized this suit was an anal plug suit. In order to hold the suit in place, Amber would have to insert the plug into her ass and the top would be secured around her neck and back by small chains. It would hide nothing. Her tits would be completely exposed just like they were now. Her pussy covered only by the thinnest jeweled chain that would frame her mound and nestle along her slit before joining to the plug.
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************
Tuesday Evening, following Amber and Jack's meeting at the coffee shop
************
Amber's heart was beating faster than usual on her drive home from the coffee shop; the lingering sensation of Jack's hand still taunting her lower back.
*****
The house smelled wonderful, and Amber was starving.
"Hey, you!" Bill smiled brightly, glancing over at his wife as he put the finishing touches on their stir-fry. "How'd it go?"
"Pretty well, I think," Amber shrugged as she removed her jacket and slipped off her shoes, "I don't want to strangle him anymore, so that's good."
"Hey, progress!" Bill laughed as he shut off the stove and slipped off his apron. After preparing their plates, he wrapped his arms around her in greeting, "He didn't ask you to strangle something else before coming home to me, huh?"
Amber blushed as she playfully hit his arm.
"Kidding, kidding. C'mon, I can tell you're hungry, let's eat!"
"Okay, okay, one second! It's been a night," Amber called as she shuffled back into the kitchen, returning a few minutes later.
"Up for having a drink with dinner?" Amber grinned as she entered the dining room, brandishing a pair of wine glasses and a half-empty bottle of red wine they had opened the night before.
"Perfect," Bill smiled as Amber poured them both a considerable amount of wine.
Amber gave Bill a play-by-play of her earlier encounter with Jack over dinner, leaving out the part of the discussion Jack recommended she keep between themselves. Whether a result of being deep in thought from recounting every detail of her evening, or the effort it took to purposely leave out the secret segment of her earlier conversation with Jack, Amber only noticed Bill's cheeks were stained bright red after she finished her recap.
"He touched your lower back on the way out of the coffee shop?" Bill asked, his heart pounding in his ears, "Anything else?"
"Are you hoping there is?" Amber teased, studying her husband with a mischievous, half-lidded expression, "Should I have blown him in the parking lot? Worshipped him in the car? Fucked him in the alley?"
A flustered Bill shifted his weight in his chair, wholly unprepared for his wife's opening salvo, "Hey now--I'm just glad it went well!"
"Mmmm, maybe you're wishing it had gone even better? Somebody seems to enjoy the idea of me hooking up with our hung neighbor again," Amber drawled before biting her lip. She emptied the wine bottle's remaining contents into both of their glasses.
Bill's eyebrows shot up as Amber downed her glass before flashing him a devilish grin, he knew exactly what that look meant, "Fucking hell, Amber, I mean--look at you."
Amber extended a leg beneath the dining room table, rubbing at the freshly stiffened fabric of Bill's pants with a probing foot, "Hmm, well, I can't just leave you like that, can I?"
Bill straightened in his chair in surprise, failing to mount any sort of verbal response to her sudden assault. He looked up and inhaled sharply, trying to maintain his composure before meeting his wife's intense gaze.
Amber giggled, her smile complimenting the pink coloring her cheeks. Bill couldn't pull his eyes from her full lips--still wet, stained red from the wine.
"Well, we know what your little head thinks," Amber teased as she rose to her feet, walking around the table to close the distance between them, "what does your big head think?"
She ran a hand along his strong jawline before straddling him, resting her arms on his shoulders before wrapping them around his neck.
"You know how I feel about it," Bill shot back with a grin, "as long as you're one hundred percent comfortable with it."
"Are you sure you can handle sharing me again?" Amber teased, "Sharing your sweet little wife with Jack's massive cock? What if this time I--"
Bill didn't let her finish, pressing his lips hard against hers as he pulled her close.
"Maybe I want you all to myself tonight," Bill growled as he pulled away, turning his attention to her neck.
Amber pouted for only a moment before a soft bite on her neck sent bolts of pleasure down her spine--shuddering at the overwhelming sensation. Not one to be outdone, she slipped a hand down his pants, grasping at her prize.
Her lips curled into a smile as she leaned over Bill's ear, voice a silken, low whisper, "Your cock has been far too honest tonight to make me believe that."
Bill exhaled hard at her words. Moving quickly, he broke Amber's concentration with a soft bite to her collarbone. She yelped in surprise, heat whirling up from her core at her husband's playful aggression. She giggled wildly before Bill's lips found hers again.
"What did I do to deserve you?" Bill breathed as he broke their kiss, taking Amber's face in one hand as he ran the other over the curve of her ass. Squeezing hard, he drove another small shout from her chest in surprise.
Amber bit his lip hard before gliding her tongue between his welcoming lips, her thoughts beginning to spill into one another as her arousal began to peak--if just seeing Jack again could pull this passion to the surface then maybe this wasn't such a bad idea after all.
"Bill, I--"
The two lovers were interrupted by Bill's phone ringing on the table.
"Fuck," Bill mouthed, breaking their kiss, "It's after 8 pm, and I have it on silent. The only way they could reach me is if--"
Amber leaned back on his lap, arms still draped around his neck. She eyed him with a look of concern; already mourning the tension rapidly deflating between them.
"Shit, darling, I'm so sorry--," Bill rubbed his forehead, studying his phone before looking up at his expectant wife, "it's the IT department. I have to take this."
Amber nodded with a small smile as she slid off his lap. She did her best to hide her disappointment, her face still flushed with the same heat smoldering in her core.
"Hello? Yes..." Bill was quiet for a long moment, listening to the voice on the other line, "How long has it been down? Okay, I'll be on in a minute," Bill ended the call and turned to Amber, "I'm sorry babe, they're going to need me for a while tonight, apparently our infrastructure went down with the latest update to our framework, and I--"
Amber smiled softly and kissed her husband on the cheek, "Of course, no worries, my love! I'll handle the dishes and go shower. Good luck!"
Bill glanced down at his wife's neck, the mark he left now the same color as the wine still in his glass on the table. Shoving down the frustration coiling in his gut, he nodded at Amber's kind words, offering her a sad, apologetic smile before heading to his office at the end of the hall, closing the door behind him.
*****
Amber stripped off her clothes as she entered the bedroom, throwing them in the hamper in a huff. Cock-blocked by her husband's goddamn IT department at the climax of such a sexually charged evening? It just had to be tonight...
She removed her hair tie as she approached her side of the bed. Shaking her head, her wavy blonde locks fell over her shoulders and across her face. She stood motionless for a moment, breathing deeply as if she could expel the tension in her body with nothing but her lungs.
No luck.
She ran her hands through her hair in frustration, brushing it away from her face. She clicked on the lamp on her bedside table before inhaling sharply in an attempt to calm herself. The palpable frustration building throughout the evening threatened to boil over, her patience reaching its limit. The whole conversation at the coffee shop with Jack, dinner with her gorgeous husband--his taste still lingering on her lips, the feeling of Jack's hand on her body again--
The healthy amount of wine she had with dinner only muddled her racing thoughts. Amber let out a loud, lengthy sigh as she stretched in place--she needed a release. A shower would have to suffice until Bill finished downstairs.
Pulling open her bedside drawer, Amber peeled off her jewelry, placing each piece into a small box resting on top of the drawer's scattered contents.
'His call shouldn't take that long,' she thought, staring absentmindedly into the drawer, 'I'll shower, and he'll be up here in no time!'
Amber sighed again in resignation at her misplaced hope. The situation seemed serious; no doubt it would be awhile.
Just as she began to resign herself to her lonely fate, a familiar, royal purple satin drawstring bag buried among her things caught her attention.
'No--Not tonight,' Amber told herself as she looked away from the drawer. She had never used that without Bill.
Her hand trembled on the drawer handle, finding herself unable to close it. The phantom sensation of her neighbor's hand echoed across her lower back as she eyed the bulges in fabric, acutely aware of exactly what was causing the creases in the soft material. Amber felt a warm flush spill across her cheeks as she reached into the drawer with a hint of trepidation, wrapping a hand around the bag's heavy contents. She had a few other toys--the most recent addition being a gift Bill had gotten her back in April which occupied a lovely crimson bag in her drawer--but they would see no use tonight.
She pulled open the drawstring bag and reached inside, feeling something akin to shame at the stirring in her core as she ran her fingers along the embossed silicone veins of her neighbor's significant apology gift. Pulling it free, she twirled the comically large replica of Jack's cock in her hands before setting it on her bedside table. A sudden burst of anxiety overwhelmed her, pulling her towards the open bedroom door. She felt a twinge of embarrassment as she gently closed it before laying back down on the bed, rubbing at her forehead in exasperation.
'What the fuck,' Amber thought, shaking her head, 'This is stupid. What am I nervous about? Chill out. Bill loves it when I use this stupid toy.'
Was it seeing Jack earlier? Feeling up a perfect copy of his huge cock while her husband was tied up with work downstairs? Taking him when Bill was currently unable to give her what she needed...?
No. Bill was busy. And this wasn't Jack.
Amber eyed the dildo standing at attention next to her with a smirk--it was hardly the real thing. She leaned over, reaching out to examine it closer. Sure, it was large and heavy--but that was hardly a qualifier. It didn't throb like he did. She squeezed it with a firm grip--it wasn't warm to the touch or nearly as pliable, and h
is skin didn't move at all like it did on the real thing. She inhaled as she pulled it to her nose.
'Nothing--cold, stale, almost clinical. This didn't smell like Jack at all.'
Amber, unthinking, closed the remaining distance--pressing Jack's likeness against her pursed lips.
Absolutely no heat whatsoever. She could always feel the heat radiating from his cock before she ever touched it. And it sure didn't taste like him. This wasn't Jack. Jack was next door and--
Amber froze, suddenly aware of her fingers lingering over her folds and the massive cock pressed against her lips. She must have drank a little more than she realized. A shiver ran up her thighs amidst a growing sense of disappointment. She quickly set the dildo on the table and turned to face the opposite direction.
'Okay, it's not him, so what am I worried about? Jack was--he tasted--'
Amber tensed her abdomen as she gently rubbed her now-throbbing clit through the skin surrounding it.
"Fuck."
She stayed facing Bill's side of the bed, refusing to turn around--refusing to acknowledge what--and who--had her feeling this way. She grabbed Bill's pillow with her free hand and breathed in his warm, familiar scent as she shuddered at the feeling of her fingers over her clit--silently hoping her husband would open the door at any given moment and take her over the side of the bed.
Bill.
Amber contorted her body in response to the charge building in her groin--pulling her in the opposite direction as she rolled onto her back, her head facing her bedside table. She knew what was in front of her before she opened her eyes.
Jack.
Acting as if haste would make her sin less egregious, she snatched Jack's thickness with her free hand and opened her legs. Removing her hand from her clit to angle the giant dildo, her movements became erratic as she rubbed the tip of Jack's cock against her folds, coating it in her wetness.
Definitely not enough.
Amber leaned over the bed and shot her unoccupied arm into the open bedside drawer. Still holding Jack against her entrance, she rummaged through the drawer, desperately trying to find what she was looking for without needing to pull Jack from her entrance. After a few frantic moments, her fingers found their prize--a small plastic bottle of lube.
She popped open the lid with one hand, reached between her legs, and tilted the bottle over Jack's girth applying a healthy dollop of water-based lube. A hazy thought occurred to her as she massaged the lubricant into the cold ridges of her neighbor's unfeeling member--how had she taken the entirety of the real thing without lube that first time?--the thought evoked more amazement than arousal.
Amber took a deep breath as she pushed his thick, swollen tip inside her entrance, shuddering violently at both the incredible stretch and the jarring cold of the silicone. She felt her walls clamp around him in response, causing her to arch her back as her already smoldering core flooded with a fresh burst of heat. A shiver accompanied an awareness of her body's response, equal parts excited and guilty at the idea that her body remembered how to accommodate her neighbor's unbelievable size...
"Jesus--Fuck."
Amber worked Jack in slowly, moving just the tip of his cock back and forth inside her pussy. Adjusting to his thickness was a challenge. This--version--of Jack had much less give than the real thing. Jack's cock--she recalled the way he teased her entrance, holding her legs back as he pushed his way inside her throbbing pussy. She bit her lip at the memory of that incomparable stretch that she could not seem to forget...
The magnitude of his intruding size pulled Amber into the present, driving a gasp from her chest as she guided his thick cock deeper, accommodating his rigid length with less and less trouble with every stroke.
Something was different tonight. Did seeing him earlier really fuck with her this much?
More. She needed more.
Inhibitions already lowered by both her gorgeous husband and a copious amount of wine, Amber reached for her phone and opened her text history with Jack.
'Thursday afternoon?' she typed out in a hurry with one hand before pressing send.
Setting down her phone, Amber couldn't afford to think about the potential implications of her decision--not that her body would let her. After all, hooking up with Jack again was the plan, right? And Bill was so supportive--excited, even! He was just joking about it over dinner! He wanted to see it! He wanted to see her with...
Struck by an idea, Amber scrolled back in their chat history, passing a few pictures of Jack's huge member before encountering a video of what appeared to be her between Jack's legs with his cock standing at attention in front of her face. A deep ache mounted between her legs at the image--driving Amber to push Jack deeper, as if his likeness would quench the need building inside her.
Amber's thoughts raced wildly as her hand hovered over the phone screen. After a moment's hesitation, she inhaled sharply before pressing the play button with a shaky finger.
The video in question depicted her from Jack's point-of-view in a surprising level of quality. Amber was kneeling in front of him in his living room. Flushed and visibly panting, her eyeliner had begun to run down her cheeks as her hair fell around her face in a tangled, sweaty mess. Her hands were resting on his fleshy, hairy thighs while she flicked the bright pink tip of her outstretched tongue across the underside of his cock, wearing nothing but a devious smile.
As disheveled as she appeared, she looked as if she enjoyed nothing more than submitting to Jack on camera for her dear husband's enjoyment. Jack's cock was already soaking wet, lightly pulsing in place as it shimmered in the light of the room. Jack must have been struggling to keep the camera steady as Amber attempted to shove as much of his cock down her throat as possible. She found more and more success with every attempt, her effort reflected in the wet gagging sounds echoing from her phone.
She had never seen this video, nor had she watched almost any of the ones Jack sent her of them together--there had never been any reason to. She forwarded each of them to Bill to enjoy as she basked in the afterglow of each session with Jack. Seeing herself like this was surreal.
Her pulse quickened as she watched herself behave like a shameless slut--watching her lust win out over any sense of shame. The video took her mind back to the moment itself, remembering how Jack had instructed her to play up her performance to the camera before he started recording. Slipping into her slutty persona had only become easier as they spent more time together.
Amber shuddered at the intensity of the scene, amazed at how watching back one of their more recent escapades brought back the memory of how effortlessly--and eagerly--she had once submitted to him.
'This is what Bill wanted to see. What he LOVED to see.'
She struggled to swallow around the lump in her throat, her hands shaking as she balanced her phone against Bill's pillow laying at her side, allowing her to watch while both of her hands were occupied--one guiding the base of the dildo while the other massaged her swollen clit.
"Good girl!" Jack's praise rang out over her tinny phone speakers, startling Amber. She felt her cheeks flush and her pulse quicker at his words--unaware of how much less resistance the thick dildo buried between her thighs was encountering as a result. She absentmindedly pushed it deeper, eyes still glued to the screen.
"He's so big, baby! So beautiful. Do you like what you see?" she heard herself address Bill through the camera. She watched her dilated pupils push the blue in her eyes to their edges, as if lust was warping her vision while she stroked Jack's giant cock on screen, "I can't even wrap my fingers around it! How could anyone hope to compare? And--Mmm--darling, his taste..."
Without missing a beat, Jack reached out a hand, caressing her face for a moment before grabbing a fistful of her hair. Amber, ever the performer, looked dutifully into the camera, cracking a mischievous grin just before her neighbor shoved her head down on his massive cock.
"Right where you belong, you perfect little slut," Jack growled. Unable to look away from her phone screen, Amber watched herself nod eagerly in response, despite having Jack's girth still buried in her throat.
She felt her vision go blurry at Jack's words; her pussy throbbing now for him the same way it had then. His voice took Amber right back to the moment depicted on video as she continued fucking herself with his likeness.
Her body was on fire. The tension building in her abdomen threatened to snap as she moved Jack back and forth with increasing speed, savoring each of his hard ridges against her throbbing walls. Back when this video was recorded, she didn't know how Jack felt inside of her. Now, however, she was using a perfect replica of his sizable member, driving his conquering length deep inside her walls again...
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