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Chapter One

 


I woke up to the not totally uncomfortable feeling of someone’s fingers fiddling between my legs. They were Nell’s. She was fidgeting with my floppy cock. I opened my eyes to find her staring at me. “Nell,” I groaned, my voice hoarse from sleep.
 

“Do you want to fuck, Teddy?”
 

My eyes popped wide open at the question. I looked over at the clock on the bedside table. It was five-thirty. Still dark outside. We had literally just done it, twice five hours earlier. But these days Nell was always hungry for it. “Let me go brush my teeth at least?” I said.
 

She grabbed at my boxers as I got up off the bed.
 

I looked over my shoulder to see her staring at me with a look like she needed an exorcist or something. Fuck, maybe she did? Ever since the night with Cyril she’d been a demon. An actual succubus that I sometimes worried was trying to suck me into the bowels of hell with her nasty, porny sexy times.
 

She hadn’t always been like that. Pretty much the opposite, actually. Something about fucking Cyril had unleashed a beast inside her. A horny, hungry sex-addicted monster.
 

I’d pretty much turned into her dildo. But hey, I didn’t mind. Better than the alternative. But sometimes my dick did get a little raw.
 

I pissed, ran the toothbrush in some lazy circles in my mouth and spat. Walked back into the bedroom, stripped my boxers and jumped under the covers. “So what do you want to…” The end of my sentence was muffled by Nell muzzling me with her muff.
 

“You don’t mind, do you?” she whispered, running her fingers through my hair and staring down into my eyes.
 

I shook my head, stubble brushing against her thighs. I opened my mouth and started lapping at the moistening cleft of her sex.
 

Nell settled her weight onto my face and started swaying her hips back and forth, grinding the swollen bud of her clit against my tongue. It didn’t take a minute for her mouth to fall open and for her to start panting.
 

This was another feature of the “new” Nell. In what I’d started calling the Before Cyril and Evie times she had to use a heavy duty industrial vibrator while I smashed her to try to even get close to getting off. Now? Now she’d throw a leg over my face or lap, rub herself a couple of minutes with her eyes shut and be riding the waterworks to O-town in no time flat.
 

Which was what was happening. Hands in my hair like she was hanging onto a horse’s reins, moving my mouth where she needed it and gasping as my tongue hit the right spots.
 

I felt my mouth start to fill with her fluid and, having gone through his before, took a deep breath to make sure I had enough air to ride her through the wave.
 

“Ooh, ah, ah, ah,” she said breathing in and out. As usual her eyes were shut tight. But it was no mystery what was going on in her mind. She was imagining Cyril’s big, black cock buried inside her.
 

And that got my not quite as large (still larger than average) penis hardening, too. Because when Nell went to her happy place I went to mine. Imagining Cyril’s big, black cock buried inside her.
 

They were kind of the same place just in each of our own minds.
 

I felt Nell’s vaginal lips tighten over my lips. She gripped my hair a little harder and stopped moving so much.
 

My cock was at half-mast even though my hands were nowhere near it. Nell had turned into such a dirty little slut that I could get hard just thinking about some of the things we’d done. It was amazing.
 

“Whoow,” she huffed. The floodgates opened. A torrent of her lubricant shot onto my chin as I battled the soreness in my jaw to keep my tongue working on her bud. She squealed and her body tensed, then shook as another, obviously enormous, climax worked it’s way through her. She started swaying over top of me again, trying to work out the last few wiggles of her orgasm.
 

I tapped her on the thigh. Tapping out was new, too. Sometimes Nell would get so immersed in her world she’d forget there was a person under her trying to breathe.
 

Her eyes shot open. She gasped, let go of my hair and ran her fingers along my wet cheeks as she scooted off my mouth and onto my chest. She leaned over me and gave me a deep and nasty kiss with lots of tongue. “Thanks, Teddy,” she whispered after she’d pulled away.
 

“Any time baby,” I replied. And I meant it. It was like I’d stepped into a fantasy I’d dreamed up. Living with someone hornier than you are is hard work. And I work from home so there was never really a way to…repeal Nell’s advances. I mean I guess I could have used the old “I have a headache” line or something. But are you kidding me? But seriously, even if it was hard on the old knob from time to time, sex twice a day was awesome.
 

I reached up and squeezed Nell’s tits then leaned in to suckle one.
 

“Oh don’t do that,” she said, her voice soft and breathy. “They’re too sensitive for that right now. Besides I have to get going. They moved rehearsal an hour earlier today.”
 

Nell was an oboist with the symphony. She spent most of her time practising her oboe, making reeds and going to rehearsals and concerts. Or, old Nell had. New Nell? Not so much. The hour or two she’d spend practising in the evenings — time I used to use for gaming — she now spent either nagging me to have sex with her or having sex with me.
 

“Okay, baby, sure,” I said. “But it’s like, you did a thing and now you’re going to leave me hanging? My dick’s all hard.”
 

Nell grabbed her phone off the nightstand and checked the time. “Shit,” she said. “Alright but you’ve got to make it fast.”
 

“Well, I mean, you’ve got to make it fast kind of thing, you know?”
 

Nell leaned over me again and gazed into my eyes. “When are you going to ask him?”
 

“Oh nooo!” I groaned. “That’s not fair! You can’t just whip that out any time you need to…”
 

“I want to feel Cyril’s big, black dick inside me again and you promised you’d ask him. Didn’t you like it, Teddy? You liked seeing it all up in my foof, didn’t you?” She smiled as she worked her way down my body, leaving a trail of slime down my stomach.
 

“Oh god,” I groaned as I felt her pussy pass over my dick. Feeling cool air again instead of her moist insides was startling. “Hey! What gives?”  I said, seeing she was getting ready to take me in hand instead of into her meat sleeve.
 

“I told you I don’t have time for all that. If I let you up in there you’re going to finish and I don’t have time for a shower.” She worked up a gob of saliva in her mouth and spat into her cupped hand.
 

I shook as she wrapped it around my prick. It wasn’t nearly as good as her tight little honey pot but she’d gotten really good at knowing what I liked.
 

“Ask him today, Teddy. Go over and ask him and I’ll give you anything you want tonight.”
 

My eyes popped open. Even new Nell had never said anything like that. Her quick, damp strokes had me inching toward and orgasm already. “You don’t mean that,” I said, voice strained with pleasure.
 

“I do, Teddy. Anything you like. If you get Cyril to, you know, go again.”
 

Cyril was our big, black next-door neighbor who I’d watched break Nell in on the BBC. His wife had helped. It was hot.
 

“Fuck, Nell. I’ll try I just…” It was a little embarrassing, even after what had happened, showing up at someone’s house, hat in hand, asking please, sir, can she have some more? You know?
 

“Anything, Teddy.” She grabbed my balls with her other hand and started massaging them, a knowing smile stretching on her lips.
 

“Oh fuck,” I grunted. I loved it when she played with my balls. Her stroking hand was pumping up and down like a piston, the fingers of her ball hand feathering my nut sack and occasionally giving it a gentle squeeze. “Fuck I’m gonna pop!”
 

Like the expert porn star she’d become, Nell folded in half, swallowed my cock into her mouth until her nose was at my abdomen and started milking me with the muscles in her neck.
 

I roared as I crested, busting my load deep into her throat. My body shook and I grabbed the back of her head to keep her in place while I finished.
 

Nell stayed there like an obedient slut. Until the last drop had left me and my cock twitched a final time. Only when I took my hands off her head did she slowly pull off. Slimy strands of spit and bile and semen snapped and fell in my crotch as Nell pulled back, swung a leg over the edge of the bed and stood up.
 

“You are fucking incredible,” I said, reaching out to take her hand and pull her back into my arms.
 

“I told you have to go,” she said, looking coy. She cupped her hand and spit a gob of some of the mess still in her mouth onto her palm. Slimed the side of my face, giggling, and whispered “anything you want,” before turning and skipping to the bathroom.
 

I lay there still not able to one hundred percent believe my luck. Cyril was going to get a house call that day whether he had time for it or not.
 






Chapter Two

 


It had been two weeks since our…interaction with Cyril and Evie. Two weeks of the best, most frequent sex I’d ever had in my life. Two weeks of Nell pestering me to set up another date with them. Or maybe just him.
 

It rattled me just the tiniest bit. Don’t get me wrong I was all over watching Nell take another guy on. But it had just been like “yeah let’s see if this is hot if it happens” had turned into, like, an obsession for her or something.
 

Sure I wanted to see it, too. It was super sexy and fun and had turned Nell into a sexually deviant demon. But, also like, we were still married and stuff. I couldn’t help but wonder late at night from time to time if her being this intense about it was healthy. For our marriage and stuff.
 

But…anything you want.
 

So there I was standing on Cyril’s doorstep after Nell had left for work, fidgeting with my ball cap and trying to come up with a clever or at least not totally stupid way of asking if he’d fuck my wife again? I think I stood there for five minutes before deciding he must not be home. Which made sense. He was some high-powered business owner or something and was always at the office or meeting clients and stuff.
 

But…anything you want was a hell of a carrot.
 

So I ran back home, grabbed a scrap of paper and wrote a note.
 


 

Hey C it’s Teddy from next door. Hey can you shoot me a text when you get this? 555-0934. I have something to ask you. Thanks neighbor!
 


 

Seemed reasonable enough, right? I put it under the welcome mat with one corner sticking out where hopefully he’d see it when he got home. Went back inside and got to work.
 

Went down a rabbit hole on a website I was building and didn’t realize how long I’d spent trying to work out a bug when I heard the door downstairs. Nell coming home. I checked my phone and my heart sank a little. No message from Cyril.
 

It was looking like anything you want would have to wait.
 

Nell scurried into the office breathless and looking hopeful.
 

“Hey! How was your rehearsal?” I asked.
 

“Did you talk to him?” she said, ignoring my question.
 

“Uh, no. He wasn’t there. He was probably at work, Nell. He’s busy. He’s got that company or whatever that he runs.”
 

Her posture sank a little. “Oh. Alright,” she said. “You want to fuck then?”
 

I glanced at my monitor. It was four in the afternoon. I really needed to put in a little more time at work. But Nell was already behind my chair, running her hands down the front of my t-shirt and trying to get into my sweatpants. What can I say? I’m not made of willpower. If your wife came and started fiddling with you at your desk what would you do? “Yeah okay sure. But then you have to make dinner while I get some more work done.”
 

“Yeah sure, Teddy. Whatever.”
 

I huffed and let out a low grunt as she plunged her hand down my underwear and grabbed my cock.
 

“Bedroom,” she whispered next to my year, sounding like a hungry hyena or something. Then she scurried away as quickly as she’d scurried in.
 

I rolled my chair back, my cock already half hard, and followed her to the bedroom.
 

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, stripping off the long black tights she’d worn to work.
 

My cock started getting stiff as I stared at her long white legs being revealed. I tucked my hand into my pants as she pulled her shirt and bra off and her tits fell out.
 

She leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs open like she was posing for a photo shoot. The smell of her hairy cunt, still unshowered from when I’d plowed her the night before and ate her out that morning, wafted across the room. “You don’t mind I’m dirty, do you Teddy?” she asked.
 

I gave my head a slow shake side to side.
 

“Then get in here. I want a proper fucking.”
 

I swallowed and nodded. I was a sucker for nasty and in the last few weeks Nell had mastered nasty. It was like I couldn’t say no. I walked across the room, dropped my sweats and knelt on the bed with my cock in hand ready to give Nell what she needed.
 

She swung her foot down and stroked my cock a few times with her pointed big toe.
 

I shuffled forward, pressed the head of my cock against her damp puss and slipped inside. My eyes rolled back and I groaned at the feeling of that tight, wet heaven. She was as greased up as if I’d just eaten her out and I just knew she’d been thinking about Cyril all day.
 

Nell put a hand on the back of my neck and curled up towards me. She gave me a few wet kisses so that her lips were glistening with our shared saliva when she pulled away.
 

I looked down at the way her tits were swaying as our bodies rocked back and forth on the bed. Then I looked into her eyes.
 

She was giving me a lusty stare that made my heart all tight with, like, love and stuff.
 

“You feel good, Teddy,” she said, which made me feel even better. She always looked more pretty when I had my dick inside her for some reason. “You going to go and try to ask him later, then?” she asked.
 

That question sort of felt like getting a knife stabbed into my abdomen.
 

“I really want a black dick again,” she whispered.
 

That one was like the knife being twisted, winding my guts around it. But still it brought this incredible warm feeling into my balls. And the way Nell was staring at me, all lusty and and hot, squeezing me with her pussy, pretty much shoved me to the edge of an orgasm. “Oh fuck, Nell. That’s so hot,” I grunted. My body started shaking as it got ready to pop one up into Nell.
 

Just then the doorbell rang.
 

Nell’s eyes opened wide and she pushed me away with a hand on my chest.
 

“Fuck Nell I’m almost there,” I muttered.
 

“Get off me and go see who it is, Teddy. It might be him!”
 

“Nell I’m almost…” I could feel precum drizzling out of my stiff dick and into her.
 

“Teddy,” she said, pulling me close again and looking me dead in the eyes. “Anything you want, remember?”
 

I have to say I’m pretty proud of my will power on this one. Balls deep in beautiful Nell and with my body screaming at me to let it nut, I somehow managed to look into the future and imagined what it would be like getting whatever I wanted with Nell. I hauled my hard hose out of her. It was coated in a clear sheen of her mucus. When I pulled my sweat pants on a dark stain in the shape of my cock formed on the front of them.
 

The doorbell rang again.
 

I stumbled to the dresser to find something different to wear.
 

"Go on Teddy or he'll leave!" Nell urged, waving me toward the door.
 

My head was sort of spinning from being so close to ejaculating. I stumbled to the door and down the stairs, hanging on to the railing to keep from tripping. I opened the door and squinted against the light.
 

Cyril’s hulking frame was all I could see, outlined by a halo of light from the setting sun.
 

“Teddy,” he said, a smile forming on his lips.
 

“Hey Cyril,” I replied, my voice kind of shaky. As my eyes adjusted to the light I saw him give me the once over. His gaze lingered on my crotch.
 

“I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”
 

“Uh…no. Not really. Did you get my note?” My heart had started beating harder. Knowing Nell was upstairs in bed, naked. And Cyril was right there. All he’d have to do was walk up and he could just take her on the bed like that if he wanted.
 

“That’s why I’m here.” He stood there smiling and not saying anything else.
 

“Oh. Right. Yeah. You, uh, you want to come inside?”
 

“I can’t stay long. I’ve got an appointment this evening.” He didn’t move.
 

“Oh. Right. Um…”
 

Cyril stood there staring at me with a half smile.
 

“Well, Nell was wondering, uh, we were wondering if maybe there was a chance that you could, like, if you’d be into, you know…doing it again, or whatever.”
 

One corner of his mouth twitched. He smiled a little wider and casually glanced at his watch. “Maybe I’ll step in for a moment after all,” he said.
 

“Okay. Yeah. Great.” I was practically panting. Nell was going to flip. It seemed like he was into it and now he was coming inside? What if he did just go upstairs, pin her to the bed and fuck her. My cock flexed and dribbled out more liquid at the thought. I stepped aside and closed the door behind him.
 

“Nell here?” he asked.
 

“She’s upstairs,” I replied.
 

“Call her down, Teddy,” Cyril said, adjusting his cuff links.
 

“Okay. Sure. Hey Nell? Nell can you come down? Cyril’s here.”
 

There were a few seconds of silence before we heard shuffling. Nell appeared on the upstairs landing dressed in nothing but a white t-shirt, flashing a bit of bush. She walked sheepishly down the stairs and came to stand next to me in front of Cyril, chewing on a finger and looking sideways like a kid who’d just been caught with her hand in the candy jar.
 

Cyril’s nostrils flared and he sniffed the air. “That’s a nice stink you’re wearing Nell. Have you two been fucking?” he asked.
 

Nell gave a nervous nod.
 

“How lovely,” Cyril said. He raised his hand and brushed his thumb along Nell’s jawline until her eyes fluttered up to meet his.
 

She immediately looked like she’d fallen under a spell and couldn’t tear them away from his gaze.
 

“Now Nell,” Teddy said, glancing at me. “You don’t mind, do you?”
 

I felt like I was immediately under his spell, too. I nodded without even knowing what I was agreeing to.
 

“When you want some black dick you don’t send your husband to ask for it. That’s…a little rude. You come and beg for it yourself.”
 

Nell, still looking stunned, gave a quick nod.
 

Cyril pressed his thumb against her lips and she sucked it in. “That’s better,” he said, smiling. “Now get on your knees.”
 

Nell obediently sank to her knees, his thumb still in her mouth, her eyes still on his.
 

Cyril undid his zipper, reached in and hauled out his anaconda of a cock.
 

Nell’s eyes sank to it immediately.
 

I couldn’t help but stare either. It swung out and down, the heavy head swaying back and forth and drawing both our gazes like a hypnotists pendulum.
 

I was a little shocked. It was one thing to spend a romantic evening with Cyril and Evie watching Nell get fucked. It was totally another thing to witness Cyril walk into my house and take command of my wife like that. Of course I’d asked. But there was a sort of dominance to him that hadn’t been there before.
 

He pulled his thumb out of Nell’s mouth, took his cock in hand and smacked her cheek with it.
 

Nell closed her eyes and shuddered. Her skin turned pink where he’d slapped her with his dick.
 

“She really wants it, doesn’t she Teddy?” Cyril said, turning to look at me.
 

I nodded. I really did feel hypnotized. My body was all warm and tingly and it felt like I wouldn’t be able to say “no” to anything Cyril asked me or Nell to do.
 

Cyril smiled at me. “But that’s the power of black dick though, isn’t it Teddy?”
 

“I…I guess?”
 

“That’s why we worship it isn’t it?”
 

“We do?”
 

“We certainly do,” Cyril replied, nodding and turning back to Nell. “Once a woman is broken in it’s all she can think about. It’s all she can dream of. It’s all she can get off to.” He pressed the dark, bulbous head of his penis against her lips.
 

Nell’s mouth fell open and her tongue fell out, as if on command.
 

Cyril stepped forward, sliding his cock back and forth along her waiting tongue.
 

She reached up with both hands and tried to wrap them around his shaft. Tried to take him deeper, closed her lips around his crown and started desperately suckling, looking up at him like she was begging.
 

“Ah, ah,” Cyril said. “Not today.” He swatted her hands away and pulled his cock out of her mouth with a wet pop. Lifting the head, he tapped it against her forehead three times leaving a shiny stain of her own saliva.
 

“Please?” Nell whispered, folding her hands in her lap.
 

“I have things to do,” Cyril said, tucking his monster back into his pants and zipping them up. He looked over at me and down to my crotch. “Why don’t you finish what you started with your husband. It looks like he could use it.”
 

I looked down to see my cock twitching inside my pants. The stain had widened, my dick drooling at what I’d just seen.
 

“Finish him on your knees like that, Nell. He’ll like that. Stop by Saturday afternoon at three. Evie’s out of town I’m afraid so it’ll just be the three of us. I must be going now. Good evening to you both.” He turned, opened the door and stepped out into the dying light.
 

The door swung shut behind him.
 

I turned to Nell. She turned and looked at me. So obedient and submissive and ready to do Cyril’s bidding. “Well,” she said. “You heard him.”
 

My cock was hot and aching. But Nell had made me a dirty promise and I wanted to collect. “What about anything I want?” I asked.
 

An embarrassed smile flickered across Nell’s lips for a moment. “Later, Teddy. We have to do what Cyril told us.”
 

It was jarring to hear it but the strange part was that I felt the same way. We had to do what Cyril told us. I wasn’t sure why. We just had to. I pulled my sweats down. My cock sprang out twitching and flexing, darting side to side like a weasel. A thick stream of clear liquid was spilling out of it.
 

Nell opened her mouth wide and stuck her tongue out. Like she’d done for Cyril.
 

As I slid my cock along her tongue and into her throat she started swallowing, guzzling precum and at the same time massaging the sensitive head with the muscles in her neck.
 

I didn’t stand a chance. “Oh fuck, fuck Nell,” I grunted. But just shooting another load into her belly seemed too…ordinary. I wanted nasty. A moment before my muscles seized up I yanked my dick out of her mouth and started slowly stroking.
 

That same smile flickered across her lips. She closed her eyes, tilted her head back and offered me her face as a canvas.
 

I shouted as my prick started spewing seed. It splattered across Nell’s cheeks and chin. Another rope flew up and landed in a line from her nose, across her eyelid and up to her forehead.
 

Nell turned her head side to side and up and down until her face was covered in my semen.
 

My knees shook and went weak. At seeing Nell looking so filthy and seeming to enjoy it. It was crazy. This was all crazy but it was hot as hell and I was still getting anything I wanted later.
 

Her eyes fluttered open. “How do I look?” she asked in a whisper.
 

“Amazing,” I replied.
 

“Take a picture.”
 

“What?!?”
 

“Get your phone and take a picture. I want to see it.”
 






Chapter Three

 


I never did get anything I want that day. After dinner Nell was really horny but she really wanted PIV so we ended up doing that. She didn’t end up asking and I didn’t end up telling what my ultimate fantasy was. I figured we’d get to it the next day, seeing as how Nell was now a sex-starved slut.
 

The next day, though, she really wanted me to fuck her face for some reason. I was about to complain but then I thought, seriously? I was a guy who’s wife was having sex with him somewhere between fourteen and twenty times a week and I was going to pout like a toddler because she wouldn’t do that one thing?
 

So I kind of just forgot about by the time Saturday rolled around. Besides Nell was on pins and needles the rest of the week.
 

I have to say I was, too. I was pretty freaking jazzed about getting to watch Nell with Cyril again I couldn't stop thinking about the way he’d invited us. Walking into the house and ordering us around and telling Nell to get on her knees and then she did. It was strange.
 

The thing was I’d liked it. There was something about letting myself go and watching Nell let herself go and submitting to Cyril’s…power, or something, that was hot. Sure that sounded kind of silly. He wasn’t a magician, after all. Waving his dark wand and casting a spell on the two of us.
 

But that was sort of what it felt like. And that part was a little weird.
 

So anyways Saturday rolled around and I woke up to Nell sucking me off. It’s weird waking up and feeling like you’re going to come a few seconds later. It throws you off for some reason. But I guess Nell had been sucking on me for a while because that’s where I was. I opened my eyes, let out this weird duck-like sound then tried to warn her that I was going to blow a load.
 

Nell’s response was to scratch my perineum with her fingernail.
 

I yelped as my load shot through my shaft. My legs and shoulders came up off the bed into some weird body weight fitness pose until I started shaking.
 

Nell coaxed the cum out of my cock with her mouth and tongue. Every last drop. She popped off, rose up onto her knees on the bed, swallowed then smacked her lips loudly before wiping them off with the back of her hand. Her eyes were full of light. “Today’s the day, Teddy. I’m going to take a shower.” She smiled, clapped her hands together in front of her breasts, then danced out of the room and into the bathroom.
 

To be honest I was starting to wonder how much more of this I could take. My dick was red and raw from so much action. I was almost feeling like it was too much, if that’s even possible. My orgasms were still great but they weren’t as powerful as when I only had sex once or twice a week. I was kind of relieved that Nell was going to get a dose of Cyril dick. Figured maybe it would keep her satisfied for a day or two.
 

We both spent the day aimlessly pacing around the house. Nell would sit down occasionally and try to make some reeds. She blew a few notes out of her oboe but her heart wasn’t in it. She tried to get me to have sex again but I told her she should save herself for Cyril that afternoon.
 

She agreed.
 

And so, at two-fifty eight and thirty six seconds we found ourselves on Cyril’s doorstep. Standing there like trick-or-treaters after ringing the bell, wondering if anyone was home.
 

Cyril answered the door wearing his bathrobe. Tied at the waist, it still showcased his impressive stature.
 

Nell looked up with big, wondrous eyes and bit her lip.
 

Cyril smiled. “Nell. Teddy. Come on in,” he said, stepping aside.
 

We both shuffled in a little shy. Like we knew we were doing something naughty and maybe we shouldn’t but were going to anyway.
 

Nell had worn a top such a dark shade of purple it was almost black and her black leggings. Even that, though, was a little strange to see. It was weird seeing Nell in anything but the black she wore for rehearsals and concerts.
 

Cyril leaned down and pressed his cheek against her in one of those fake kisses rich people do. Then he patted me on the shoulder and gave me a “good to see you, Teddy,” smile. He walked us through the house and up the stairs to the master bedroom. It was a different room than the last time. It was huge and it didn’t look like any master bedroom I’d ever seen.
 

There was a rack with a set of shackles mounted on one wall. A weird looking contraption that looked like maybe a chair but with restraints, I guessed for ankles and wrists? The room was painted red, had thick black curtains that completely blocked out the afternoon sun. And the bed was a big circle in the center of the room covered with what looked to be velvet sheets.
 

It seemed like a sex den.
 

“Wow,” I said, looking around at all the gear, then over to where Cyril was standing. “You guys are into some kinky shit, huh?”
 

“Teddy,” Nell chided, scowling at me and swatting my hand. “Don’t be rude.”
 

“What?” I asked.
 

Cyril chuckled. “Don’t worry Nell. I guess you could say that about us, yes. We just really enjoy the finer things in life. And kinky sex is one of them, wouldn’t you say?”
 

“I guess I would, yeah,” I replied. But really I hadn’t done any kinky sex except for letting Nell get nailed by Cyril.
 

He turned his attention to Nell. “What about you, Nell? Would you say kinky sex is one of life’s finer pleasures?”
 

Nell was staring at him with a look I’d only ever seen her give this guy she really admired, one of her old teachers or something. She nodded like she was already in a trance.
 

Cyril walked over to us, leaned down and tipped her chin up, then gave her a gentle kiss on the lips with his eyes closed. Inhaling her scent he smiled and very softly said “finer things indeed.” He stepped back a foot, hooked his fingers under the hem of Nell’s shirt and pulled it slowly up. Her bra-less tits bounced out, nipples already stiff. He got it up and over her head and tossed it off into a corner then looked down at her chest and smiled. “Exquisite,” he said, running a finger over her pink nipples.
 

My crotch had already started to tighten when we walked into the house. Now that I saw him touching her my cock sprouted into a thick erection.
 

“I bet you like sucking on these titties, don’t you, Teddy?” Cyril asked.
 

“Um, yeah,” I muttered. “When she lets me.” I got a little embarrassed that I’d said that and felt my face heat up. Cyril was so smooth and classy. It seemed like he was always saying the right thing and half the time I had my foot halfway in my mouth.
 

“She’ll let you now, won’t you Nell?” Cyril asked.
 

Nell just nodded, her eyes lost in his deep, dark gaze.
 

He turned her to face me. “Get on your knees and give those beautiful white titties a suckle,” Cyril said to me.
 

And just like that I was back in that warm, woozy space again. I sank to my knees and tipped my head up to Nell’s breasts.
 

She turned and looked down at me as Cyril stepped away and began undoing his bathrobe belt.
 

I reached up and put a hand around a pretty breast, then leaned in and locked my lips around it.
 

Nell’s back arched, making her chest to swell which pushed her nipple deeper into my mouth.
 

Obviously Cyril couldn’t have known this but I’d always dreamed of sucking Nell’s tits like this. Squeezing them and running my tongue over the bumps on the rough skin around her nipples. Her skin felt and tasted, as Cyril had said, exquisite. After a minute I switched to the other breast. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Cyril’s bathrobe fall from his shoulders. His big, black torso loomed closer and I could just make out the tool dangling between his legs. My lust swelled at the thought that soon that would be buried inside Nell. I saw her look sideways and down at it and watched her eyes go wide with excitement.
 

Somehow that felt like a cue to move offstage. To let Cyril and Nell take the spotlight and play out the magic show about to take place. I let her nipple fall from my mouth and shuffled backwards a few feet on my knees before standing up and moving off into the corner to watch.
 

Cyril took my place in front of Nell, except towering over her instead of looking up like I’d been. He thumbed her glistening nipples again. Bent down and kissed her lips, then licked her neck and her collarbone.
 

Even just this made Nell’s eyeballs roll back. She tilted her head, exposing her neck, signalling to Cyril that she was available, ready and willing.
 

His hand came up between her legs. He cupped her pussy and squeezed it.
 

Nell’s knees trembled.
 

“Already wet,” Cyril rumbled.
 

I stifled a groan. It was so hot that Nell’s pussy was dripping for him. Another signal that her body was readying itself to take him. Not a conscious choice but a natural reaction she had no control over.
 

There was something extremely arousing and a little bit terrifying about that. Cyril was a real fucking specimen of a man. Of course Nell couldn’t help but react that way to him. That was arousing. What was scary was the point of it. All the signals her body was giving had evolved to demonstrate that her body was ready to accept his seed. Her rosy cheeks, the stiff nipples and her lubricating vagina were all unspoken messages. She was ready to receive him.
 

Cyril took her by the hand and led her over to the bed. Somehow, with his eyes or something, he commanded her to sit.
 

She obeyed. Knew to lie back and let him peel off the tights she was wearing.
 

I sucked in a breath when her pussy was revealed. Pink and glistening and shaggy. Practically steaming from how turned on she was. 
 

Cyril got on his knees in front of her and pushed her legs back with his hands on her thighs. He lowered his face between them. His nostrils flared as wide as a scared horse and he snorted in a deep inhale like he was doing a line of coke.
 

The smell of her snatch wafted through the room. Smelled like spilled lemonade at a bakery.
 

“Another of the finer things,” Cyril rumbled.
 

Nell was looking like a scared horse on her back. Her nose holes were wide open too. She was panting. Eyes big as baseballs and her mouth hanging open as she stared at Cyril’s crisp jawline dip beneath her pelvis.
 

“I skipped lunch just for this,” Cyril explained, his dark hands roaming up and down Nell’s legs. He turned and looked over his shoulder at me. “Mind if I have a taste?”
 

That’s when I realized that I was pretty much frozen in the spot. Had been since Cyril had taken over. I gave a stiff nod but it felt like I could barely move my head.
 

“Sit down, Teddy,” Cyril said, scowling. “I don’t want you to be uncomfortable.”
 

I managed another nod and slid my back down the wall until my ass hit the floor.
 

Cyril turned his attention back to Nell’s pussy. He opened his mouth and lowered it, his lips forming a tight seal with Nell’s.
 

She bucked and kicked her feet in the air, squealing as his jaw started moving.
 

Cyril pulled away with a wet slorp, grabbed her ankles and pushed them down toward her head. “Hold them right there,” he ordered.
 

Nell, looking panicked but excited at the same time, wrapped her arms around her calves and sort of turned into a human pretzel.
 

Cyril gave her ass a gentle smack, then put both hands on her tits and pressed his face against her pussy again.
 

Nell warbled. Her body shuddered. She threw her head back on the bed and arched her back.
 

This time Cyril started eating her slow. Looked like he was giving her little licks and flicks with his tongue.
 

Nell eased into the feeling. Stiff at first, her body started rocking, responding to his mouthing. A wave started moving through her. Starting at the small of her back, it travelled up until her shoulders were off the bed, then her head and she was in like an oyster shape, staring down between her legs at Cyril’s mouth massage. Suddenly it seemed like she re-realized I was in the room. Her eyes fluttered to mine. Her lips opened. She stared with laser intensity. “It feels so good,” she whispered.
 

My cock felt like someone had shoved a vibrator into it. I was leaking pre-cum into my underwear. So much that I felt some of it running down my leg.
 

And then Cyril really went to town. He pulled away, wiped his chin and stuck out a surprisingly long tongue. Probably two inches past his lips, pink and thick. It was weirdly impressive. Spreading Nell’s cunt lips with his fingers he eased it into her pussy until his nose was on her clit.
 

Nell shook and made a sound somewhere between a bird call and cough. She stared at his tongue buried in her cavity and I could see why. It was weird. Having someone’s tongue that deep inside anywhere would be.
 

Cyril pulled it out, found her clit with the tip and started swiping side to side so fast I swear it turned blurry.
 

Nell’s body started jerking in random spots. Her shoulder twitched. Her arms shook. The toes on one foot splayed. Her upper lip curled, then started to tremble. Something was happening that had never happened to Nell. Then, out of nowhere her body started shaking like someone was running a jackhammer against her flat stomach.
 

Cyril’s hand came up slowly between her legs. He stopped for a split second, just long enough to spit on his extended pinky and index finger. As he started lapping at her again he pressed the tips of both against her cunt and ass.
 

I gasped because, as far as I knew, Nell didn’t do anal.
 

But Cyril pushed both fingers in no problem, Nell completely distracted, eyes rolled back in her head, body still shaking.
 

She squawked. Then she made a noise like she was trying to speak.
 

Cyril’s fingers moved so slowly in an out, like one of those pistons on the old timey steam engines as it was just getting going. But as Nell’s reaction got more violent he started pumping faster.
 

“Fuck,” Nell panted, looking down, finally acknowledging the pressure in her cavities. “Fuck!” she yelped. “What’s…what is this…”
 

Cyril slipped the fingers of his other hand onto her clit as he pulled his mouth away. “This…” he said, his hand mimicking the motion of his tongue along her slippery slit, “…is what you were born to feel you delicious thing.” He was really fucking her holes hard with his fingers and his hand had gone blurry now, too.
 

Nell looked like she needed an exorcism. Her arms fell away from her legs. She splayed out like a starfish on the bed and just started fucking shaking like crazy. And just when I thought we were going to actually have to call an ambulance, Cyril yanked his digits out of her like he was pulling a chainsaw ripcord, looking like a magician at the big reveal. His fingers kept flicking at her clit.
 

Nell screamed. An enormous gush of…some kind of clear fluid blasted straight up out of her pussy.
 

Cyril grabbed one of her ankles, keeping her legs open as he finished the job.
 

Nell writhed and twisted but had nowhere to go. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. Her face was red. It was only when every last bit of energy seemed to have drained out of her and she was lying there staring at the ceiling that Cyril slowed down and, finally, stopped.
 

He stood up, his face and chest covered in whatever she’d ejaculated. He pressed his hands against his face and took another deep breath. Smeared Nell’s juice all over himself then turned to me and smiled. “Graze on my lips, and if those hills be dry stray lower where the pleasant fountains lie, eh Teddy?” he murmured, grinning.
 

I shrugged and stared at him because I never really got poetry.
 

He lowered himself onto the bed next to Nell. His hand went to her breast. He rolled a nipple between his finger and thumb. “Nell,” he whispered. “Nell, Nell, Nell.”
 

Her head lolled sideways and she looked at him, eyelids droopy. Somehow she found the strength to lift an arm and put it around his neck. She hauled herself up and started covering his face and mouth with kisses. Tried to crawl onto him, one hand running to the elephantine dick between his legs.
 

“I would if I could. Truly,” he said, pressing a finger against her lips and taking the wind out of her sails. “But I’ve got a dinner that I have to get to.”
 

Nell whimpered and her lower lip jutted out in a pout as she melted back onto the bed.
 

Cyril gave her a single, gentle kiss on the mouth, stood up and slipped into his robe. He walked over to a small dresser I hadn't noticed, opened a drawer and pulled out a black box about a foot long. Walked over to where I was still sitting against the wall and handed it to me. “You’ll need that later,” he said. “Take your time getting her home. It might be a while.”
 







Chapter Four

 


It was pretty nice of Cyril to let us take our time. It was almost an hour later before Nell found the strength to haul herself up off the bed with my help. I helped her get dressed and, with Cyril’s box in hand, put her arm over my shoulder and helped her down the stairs.
 

She walked the few dozen feet to our driveway on wobbly legs and sagging against me. And, even though she’d had that monstrous orgasm and squirted all that juice, she looked pretty damn disappointed.
 

I didn’t really know what to say when I sat her down on the couch. Had she not had a good time? Was she changing her mind about this? Cyril had given her the time of her life and she was slouched and pouting like she’d been promised ice cream and gotten none.
 

I scratched my neck and tried to think of something smart to say. Finally, I sat down on the couch next to her and put a hand on her leg.
 

She looked at me with sullen eyes.
 

“Hey. Are you, uh, like, okay or whatever?”
 

She shrugged. “I guess. Yeah. Fine,” she muttered.
 

“It’s Saturday afternoon. You want to get some beers or something?”
 

She looked out the window at some point far off in the distance and shrugged again. “Whatever you want.”
 

I sighed. I wasn’t the best at being, like, direct about this stuff. But I really wanted to know what was going on in her head. Was she sad? Angry? Disappointed? Having second thoughts? “Hey come on. Can you tell me what’s wrong?” I asked.
 

Her head swung my way. She looked at me with big, sultry eyes glistening with moisture like she was going to cry. “I really wanted dick today, Teddy,” she said, her voice tight. “I wanted Cyril’s big, black dick like before.”
 

A weird shiver shot through me at what she’d said. Imagine hearing your wife’s disappointment that she hadn’t had a big, black dick stuffed inside her. It was like a pinch and twist in my gut. At the same time I got this really hot feeling in my dick. Because I’d wanted to see that, too. And now just the thought of it was making me hard. I didn’t want to push Nell when she was in this mood. But I really needed to pop one off.
 

Suddenly I remembered the box Cyril had given me. I’d set it on the small side table in the hall. Nell hadn’t even noticed. I patted her on the leg. “Hey hold up,” I said, getting up off the couch. “I might have something that’ll cheer you up.”
 

I walked out to the hallway, grabbed the box and brought it back into the living room. It was heavier than I remembered and I wondered what could be inside. A bottle? That would have been nice, I guess, but kind of weird, too.
 

“What’s that, Teddy?” Nell asked in a breathy voice. She perked up when she saw it, too. Sitting up from her slouch and shuffling to the edge of the couch.
 

Made me feel better, seeing her cheer up. “I don’t know. Cyril gave it to me after…you know. After you finished. Why don’t you open it up.”
 

Nell’s eyes lit up as I handed her the box. She looked at it like it held some sacred artifact. Ran her fingers along the edge and bit her lip, then looked up at me. “It’s from Cyril?” she said.
 

“Yeah. Don’t get too excited. I have no idea what it could be,” I replied. “Booze maybe? Go ahead. Open it up. Whatever it is I’m sure it’s for both of us.”
 

Nell bit her lip, like she was a little worried about what was inside. But after a moment she pried open the flap on the box, lifted the lid and peered inside. Her lips parted and her eyes went wide.
 

I leaned over her to try and get a look, too. My heart did a little dance as I laid eyes on our present.
 

Nell pulled it slowly out of the box.
 

It was a long, thick and rubbery dildo. Black as night. Except it had black straps attached at the end that looked like a harness of some kind. I stared at with a screwed up face. What a weird thing to give someone.
 

Nell looked up at me with excitement in her eyes and a smile sprouting on her lips. “It’s just like his,” she whispered, caressing the cock with her fingers.
 

“It is?” I asked. It was weird that she’d remember that.
 

“It’s an exact replica. He must have had it custom made. Do you think he did it just for me?” she asked, her voice filled with wonder.
 

That gave me another jolt of jealous-slash-horny juice. Had he? And if he had, what the hell did that mean?
 

She turned the thing around in her hands, the straps falling across her arms. She looked at the underside of it and gasped. “Look Teddy,” she said, turning it around so I could see. “It’s got a hole for you to put your pecker in. And these must go around your legs and up over your ass. It’s a dildo. It’s a dildo you can fuck me with and we can pretend it’s Cyril inside me and you’ll still be inside me, too.”
 

That warm feeling that had started in my balls flooded up through my whole body. It was a strange feeling. It got me horny but also kind of…geez I don’t know. Worried? Not worried, I guess. But kind of uncomfortable or something. Fucking my wife with another guy’s cock strapped to me? I mean it was dirty as shit and I liked that. But there was a part of me that thought it was kind of creepy, too.
 

“Oh Teddy can we try it?” she asked, breathless and sounding a little desperate. “Can we try it right now?” she asked.
 

I hesitated for a moment. I’d really been hoping to bang Nell’s pussy raw when we got home. Hadn’t really figured I’d have to put on a dildo in the shape of Cyril’s dick to do it. But she seemed so damned excited and out of her bad mood that I knew I couldn’t say no. “Yeah, sure, if you want I guess,” I said. I’ll admit I didn’t sound a hundred and fifty percent yeah-let’s-go-for-it! enthusiastic.
 

“You don’t want to,” she said, her face falling.
 

What I didn’t want was for her to slip back into her shitty mood and for me not to get any that night. I reached down, took the dildo, strap-on whatever it was, from her and looked her straight in the eye. “No. I totally do. I really do,” I said, nodding.
 

Her smile came back and she jumped up off the couch. “Okay,” she said, hugging my arm. “Let’s go upstairs.” She practically dragged me across the house and up the stairs. As soon as we got to the bedroom she stripped off her clothes, fell back onto the bed and spread her legs.
 

My hard on bulged as my eyes fell to her twat. Her pubic hair had clumped where the liquid she’d squirted had dried. It looked nasty-hot.
 

I looked down at the thing in my hand. Felt strange holding a replica of Cyril’s cock.
 

“Go on, Teddy. Put it on,” Nell urged.
 

I was still feeling kind of half-hearted about the whole thing but tried not to let on. I set it on the edge of the bed, peeled my pants and underwear off, then pulled my shirt off over my head. My erection was rock solid. I picked up the dildo and held it against my cock. I was no slouch when it came to size but the thing was, like, twice as thick as mine and a lot longer.
 

“You’ve got to step into it like this,” Nell said. She shuffled down to the edge of the bed and held the straps out, showing me where to put my legs. “I’ll help.” She bent down, tits smashing against her thighs and held the contraption open as I stepped into it. She pulled it up my legs and brought the opening at the base to the tip of my cock.
 

But as she tried to get it on me it turned out to be a tight fit. And dry. “Ouch,” I said as I tried to squeeze my cock into it. The friction burned the sensitive head of my dick.
 

“Hang on a moment. Here. Hold it.” She handed it to me and crawled toward the night table. Pulled out a big bottle of lube.
 

I looked down. It was a bizarre sight, my cock poking up into that monster organ.
 

Nell pulled it off and squeezed the tube of lube. A glob of lube flew out with a wet splurt. She painted a line of it along the top of my cock. Dropped the bottle, grabbed my dick and, grinning up at me, rubbed the lube until my shaft and head were good and greased up. “Ready?” she asked, a twinkle in her eye.
 

“I guess,” I said.
 

She grabbed the Cyril dildo with both hands and started drawing it down onto my cock.
 

A shiver shot up my spine. It was tight and rubber and felt just like a cunt. I groaned as she drew it down to the base of my shaft and tightened up the straps to keep it in place.
 

“Oh, Teddy. It’s gorgeous,” she whispered. Skittering back up onto the bed she put her heels up on the mattress, knees wide apart and licked her lips while staring at the dildo. She put two fingers to her mouth, licked them, then brought them down between her legs and rubbed her clit a few times. Grabbed the cock and pulled me toward her.
 

I sank down between her thighs and pressed the tip against her cunt. Tilting my hips forward I tried to ease it into her.
 

She sucked in a breath, put a hand on my abdomen and tensed up. “Hang on a moment. Too dry,” she said. She grabbed the bottle of lube and squeezed it, this time over the dildo. It made a squirting sound but only a few flecks came out. “Oh bags,” Nell muttered.
 

It was kind of disappointing but I saw a nasty opportunity take shape. “Hey Nell?”
 

“Huh?”
 

Pulling the giant dildo away from her pussy I sank to my knees. “You want…you want me to, you know, eat you out?”
 

Her mouth opened and she looked a little shocked. Her eyes darted side to side like she was embarrassed. “Oh I haven’t bathed after…”
 

I leaned forward and sniffed her cooch. A musky smell with a sharp high note wafted up my nose. Definitely a smell that had come from inside. I glanced up at her. “I don’t mind,” I whispered back.
 

She made a slight gasp. But one corner of her mouth curled up ever so slightly. Her breasts heaved as she started to breathe heavier. “Teddy?”
 

“Yeah?”
 

“That’s so dirty,” she said. Then, “I like it.”
 

My cock flexed in it’s sheath. Putting my hands on her thighs, I lowered my mouth to Nell’s waiting snatch.
 

She brought two fingers down to her pussy, splayed open like a pair of scissors, and stretched her lips apart.
 

I closed my mouth around her clit and started working it with my tongue. As I sucked and licked I smelled her pussy wetting beneath my chin. The vinegary scent rose up and my nostrils flared as I breathed it in. I guess my horniness made me brave. I reached up and slipped a finger into her wet folds. I slid it back and forth along her tight insides. I was desperate to be inside her but had no idea what it would feel like with the strap on.
 

Nell, meanwhile, took me by the wrist, pulled my finger out of her cunt and pushed it lower.
 

I felt the tip of it press against her puckered ass hole. I looked up wide-eyed and shocked that she wanted me to do that.
 

Nell ran her fingers through my hair and gave an enthusiastic nod. Her tits jiggled as she did.
 

I probed into her. My finger was covered in her juices. The skin inside her anus felt way tighter than her puss. And rough, like it was ridged or something. Talk about dirty. I felt like I was inching toward an orgasm without even trying.
 

A few minutes in Nell shuddered. I heard her pussy squirt a bit of juice and a second later felt it run down my finger and onto the back of my hand.
 

She yanked my hair and looked down at me with a pleading expression. “Put it inside me now,” she said, breathless.
 

I scrambled up onto the bed.
 

Nell shuffled back.
 

I pressed the head of the black strap-on against her cunt and pushed. This time it slid into her without any resistance.
 

Nell moaned and arched her back. She opened her legs wider and put her hands on the insides of her thighs as she accepted Cyril’s surrogate cock inside herself. “Oh fuck,” she warbled. “It’s so big. Fits so fucking tight.”
 

And strangely enough things felt just as amazing on my end too. As Nell’s cunt gripped the prosthetic I felt it squeeze me. My cock slid back and forth inside it as I started thrusting and it felt just like I was fucking Nell in the snatch. Better, almost.
 

I looked down at the thing disappearing inside her. Each thrust got it buried a little deeper until the fake black balls were pressed right up against her ass cheeks. It looked so terrible and wonderful at the same time. And as I sped up it started to feel amazing.
 

Nell put her arms around my neck and her heels on the small of my back and started to push back against my thrusts, rubbing her clit each time I slammed deep into her. She looked up at me with wide eyes. “Oh. Oh god. Oh god it’s so deep. It’s just like him. It feels just like Cyril,” she panted. She looked like a wild animal.
 

I was a hair-trigger away from blowing my load. But Nell didn’t seem anywhere near coming. And it occurred to me that even if I did pop, the strap-on would still stay hard. My cock would just soften inside of it. That drove me wild too, for some reason. I reached out and grabbed her tit. “I’m gonna’ nut,” I grunted.
 

Nell looked surprised at first, then looked up at me with a wicked grin. She pulled me down by my neck and locked me in a quick but deep kiss. Then she pressed her cheek against mine. “Do it, Teddy. Fuck it all into me. Fuck it all into me.”
 

“Ah!” I shouted as my cock started to spew. What I’d seen at Cyril’s and now this bizarre turn had gotten me really wound up. My balls came up and the base of my dick started squeezing, churning out sperm and shooting it into the fake dick I was wearing.
 

A funny shiver of cold flickered through my orgasm. I realized that, hot as this was, I wasn’t actually fucking my load into Nell. I was fucking it into the dead-end tube that I had attached to my dick. The chances of my load reaching any of her insides were practically none. And that wasn’t super hot or anything. But it did kind of put an edge on the orgasm. Fucking her with another man’s dick that was, at the same time, a barrier between my seed reaching it’s target.
 

It seemed like there was something deep about that. Profound, or whatever. But my head was spinning too fast from the mind-blowing jizz-fest to give it much thought.
 

I kept slamming into Nell, my brain sinking between my legs to my pelvic muscles spasming the fuck out as they spat spunk. I made a funny panting, barking sound as I finished and slowed down a little.
 

Nell wasn’t having it. She grabbed the back of my hair and glared at me. “Don’t you leave me hanging Teddy,” she snarled.
 

So, even though my body felt like it was going to melt, I doubled down. Staring down between her legs I watched Cyril’s cock, guided by mine, spearing her raw pink flesh.
 

Nell looked down too and started rocking on her ass. “It’s so big and fat. Deeper. Put it deeper. I want that fat black dick deep in me.” She leaned back and wailed as I mashed it as deep into her cunt as I could get.
 

I felt her body tense. Saw her squint then squeeze her eyes shut. Felt her pussy squeeze, even through the dildo, then finally winced as she screamed so loud and high I thought she was going to break glass. I kept slamming but my jaw was hanging open at how intense her orgasm seemed. And it lasted, like, forever.
 

She finally flopped back down on the bed, groaned and waved her hands at me to stop.
 

I slowed down, then pressed into her one last time and held myself inside.
 

Her eyes fluttered open. She smiled faintly. Put a hand on her forehead and sighed.
 

“Wow,” I whispered.
 

Nell giggled, then started chuckling. “Wow,” she echoed.
 

I leaned down and kissed her long and deep. When I pulled away her cheeks were rosy and her smile had widened. “Teddy?”
 

“Yeah?”
 

She bit her lip. “Thanks for being the best.”
 

My heart melted.
 






Chapter Five

 


I woke up alone in the bed. I checked my phone. It was five-thirty in the morning and still dark outside. It seemed weird that Nell wasn’t there. The bathroom light wasn’t on either. But as I swung my feet out of bed and onto the floor I heard a funny rhythmic sound coming from the guest room.
 

I tiptoed across the bedroom and into the hall. Slid along the wall and peered around the door frame. Felt like someone sucked all the air out of my lungs when I saw Nell. My cock started to harden.
 

She was on her hands and knees in front of the mirrored door to the closet. Her ass was sticking out and her tits were squished between her arms. She was facing away from me but thanks to the mirror I had a perfect view of both sides of her. What had knocked the wind out of my chest, though, was the fact that beneath her and between her legs was that fat, black dildo Cyril had given us.
 

She’d stood it up on the floor and mounted it. Her body was rocking back and forth as she slid it in and out of her wet cunt. The sound I’d heard had been the slick squish of it slipping into her pussy, followed by her exhaling each time she buried it fully inside herself.
 

It was such a sexy fucking sight. I felt myself slipping into that weird space Cyril seemed to put me into. Fixated on the big black dick Nell was working over with her snatch.
 

There was a funny buzz beneath my arousal, though. Knowing she’d woken up, slipped out of bed and snuck off to pleasure herself with Cyril’s imitation dick was…confusing. I guess maybe I felt like I should be upset or something. After all she was my wife. If she was that horny on a Sunday morning — our usual sexy time — shouldn’t she have woken me up?
 

But the slight jealousy that question brought bubbling up just made me hornier. I stuck my hand into my underwear and started stroking myself off.
 

Nell kept a steady rhythm of back and forth, back and forth on the dildo. Every so often she’d peer at it in the mirror and bite her lip. She looked as mesmerized by it as I felt. She tilted her head, studying it like it was a fine instrument.
 

Hell, it was kind of a fine instrument.
 

That turned the heat up on my jealousy. She never looked at my dick that way. She’d never even been this sexual before we met Cyril and Evie. I started getting a little angry about that, but that only made my cock harder and my jerking off feel better. Little fucking slut. Sneaking off to fuck another man’s fake cock while I was sleeping. That felt so good to think about I let out a grunt.
 

Nell gasped and looked up. She saw my reflection in the mirror before I could step back. Her eyes dropped to my hand stuffed into my boxers. “Teddy,” she whispered, looking bashful maybe at being caught. She stopped rocking back and forth and just sat there with the dildo buried inside her staring at me in the mirror.
 

I didn’t know what to do, exactly. But Nell looking a little scared, a little worried about how I’d react was kind of sexy, too. I pulled my hand out of my underwear and walked into the room trying to act as confident as I could. “What the hell’s going on in here?” I asked.
 

Nell’s eyes went wide and her mouth opened. She looked up at me kind of wondrous and kind of afraid. “Teddy. Are you mad?” she asked quietly.
 

“Am I mad that my wife’s sneaking out of bed to be a little slut?”
 

Her chest rose as she gasped. Her nipples hardened and she blushed.
 

It was hot as a furnace. “Yeah? Is that what you are? A little slut?” I asked, feeling a tension growing between us.
 

Nell looked up and gave a shy nod.
 

“Say it,” I demanded.
 

She licked her lips. “I’m a little slut,” she whispered.
 

My cock flexed. I pulled my underwear down and it sprang out. “You’re gonna’ suck me off while you fuck that black cock,” I said.
 

Nell’s whole face lit up. She looked at my cock then back up into my eyes. “Yes, please,” she said.
 

I stepped forward and slid my cock into her mouth along her waiting tongue. I put a hand on my hip and one on her head, the way they do in the porno's. Felt like the real fucking deal as she started fucking my dick with her mouth and the dildo with her cunt. I wondered if Cyril would ever go for that? Kind of a three way thing. It was hard to say.
 

Nell reached up and wrapped her hand around the base of my dick. She started twisting and tugging as she worked the head of my cock with her mouth. The blush on her face was all down on her chest now. Her nipples were even harder. And the sound coming from between her legs was filthy. Plunger suction slurp each time she pulled off the dildo and a squish like someone cracking open a too-ripe melon each time she went back down.
 

I could feel my cock oozing pre-cum. My crotch was ratcheted up tight. I knew I was going to nut in no time. But I wanted to do something really special. Something really dirty that would start the day off right. So right before I was about to come I pulled my cock out of Nell’s mouth and pointed it straight at her face.
 

Her eyes went just as wide as when I’d called her a slut.
 

“You’re gonna’ take it on your face like a whore,” I told her, squeezing the head of my cock.
 

Her mouth fell open wider and she started panting, riding the black cock harder and faster. She looked up at me with desperate eyes. “Come on my face, come on my face, come on my face,” she begged.
 

I grabbed my balls with my other hand when I felt the first squeeze of my orgasm. Jizz shot from the head of my prick and splattered across Nell’s face. I groaned at the dirty sight.
 

She stopped rocking back and forth and stayed put twerking up and down on the black shaft and keeping her face tilted up toward my cock.
 

After a few lashes of cum on her cheeks I pointed my cock down at her tits and emptied it on them. My mind was still swimming in pleasure chemicals when Nell came. She didn’t squeal or yelp or anything. Her whole body just sort of shuddered and she let out a shaky breath. Her pussy slowed. When I looked down between her legs there was a sticky puddle around the dildo on the carpet.
 

She impaled herself on the fake dick and opened her eyes to look up at me. “Did you like it?” she asked.
 

“You’re so dirty,” I replied. Even though we’d both climaxed it still kind of felt like we were in the zone, in the mood, still playing out the scene.
 

“Do you like me dirty?” she asked.
 

Instead of answering I stepped up and smeared the cum I’d sprayed on her face around with cock.
 

Nell cracked a wide smile and closed her eyes.
 



***

 


Needless to say it turned into a pretty good Sunday after that. We fucked a few more times. Nell me into her without the cock. We got a case of beer and watched TV until it was time for bed.
 

Monday came and Nell went out on errands while I worked. Tuesday she had a rehearsal so was out of the house before nine. I threw on a pot of coffee and was about to jump into the shower when the doorbell rang. I opened it to find Evie standing on our porch looking stunning. She looked like she was going to a ballroom dance or something. She was wearing red heels that were really high and a red dress that matched. She had her arms folded over her chest and was looking down her nose at me the way she always seemed to.
 

I felt a little embarrassed when I looked down at my rumpled pyjamas. “Uh, hey Evie.”
 

“Good morning Teddy,” she said, giving me the once over. I still had half a morning wood on and she paused at my crotch looking kind of judgmental. “Sorry if this isn’t a good time,” she said, her eyes rising to mine again.
 

“It’s fine,” I said. “You want to come in?” I asked, stepping aside.
 

She flashed a tight smile. “Um, no. Thank-you. I’m fine. I heard you had a nice time with Cyril last weekend.”
 

My guts kind of sagged when I thought she might be mad. Evie didn’t seem like the sort of lady whose bad side you wanted to be on. “We, uh, yeah. We did. Is everything alright?”
 

She scowled. “Of course it is. Cyril was very pleased with how Nell performed.”
 

That was a relief but also kind of weird. Performed? It was just a strange word to use to describe what had happened at Cyril’s place. What was stranger was that I felt a mix of pride and satisfaction that Nell had pleased Cyril enough for him to send Evie over to tell me. “Oh. Cool. Yeah it was pretty fun.”
 

“Good,” she said, flashing another amused smile. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself. How are you enjoying Cyril’s gift?”
 

My cheeks got kind of red. It was a little embarrassing that Evie knew about it. Knew that I was wearing a strap-on in the shape of her husband’s dick to fuck my wife. “Nell really likes it,” I muttered.
 

She scowled again. “It’s a black dick. Of course she does,” she said, sounding kind of irritated like duh! that’s so obvious!. “I asked you how you are enjoying it. Is the fit snug enough. Cyril has an excellent eye for girth,” she said, glancing down at my now bulging cock.
 

“It’s, uh, it’s…yeah. It’s good. I like it.”
 

“I’m so glad,” she said. “Cyril would like you and Nell to come over Friday after dinner for a fucking. Are you free?”
 

I was kind of stunned at the way she asked. Turned on, sure, but also a little thrown off balance. “Um, yeah. I think so. I’d have to ask Nell but I’m pretty sure we could do that.”
 

“Wonderful,” Evie purred. “We were also wondering if Nell takes it in the ass at all?”
 

My eyes popped wide open. “Wait what?”
 

Evie seemed to stifle an eye-roll. “Do you perform anal intercourse on her? Do you ever put your cock in her ass hole?”
 

I stood there with my jaw hanging open. Evie was some piece of work. “Not usually, no. Maybe we tried once when we were drunk but I can’t really be sure.”
 

“Charming,” she said. She reached into her purse and pulled out a what looked to be a tiny dildo. It was pear-shaped and had a flange on the end.
 

“What’s that?” I asked.
 

“It’s an anal training plug. To stretch Nell’s anus so she can accommodate Cyril size.”
 

I looked at it feeling pretty skeptical. True, Nell had turned into a sex demon ever since she’d met Cyril. But anal? And an anal training plug? I had a feeling that was way further than Nell would ever go. “Yeah. No offence or anything but I really don’t think that Nell’s going to…”
 

Evie shoved the thing toward me. “Just tell her Cyril told her to do it. You’ll be fine. Now if you don’t mind I have a very busy day.”
 

“Okay,” I said.
 

“By which I mean take the butt plug so that I can get on with it.”
 

“Oh. Right. Okay,” I said. I grabbed the plug. It was silicone and just the slightest bit squishy.
 

Evie was already walking down our driveway to the sidewalk. “Don’t forget about Friday!” she called out before she got into her car and drove off.
 

I stood there with a huge boner staring at the plug she’d given me and wondering how in the hell I was going to convince Nell to put it in her ass. I wondered if this was going to be the end of our adventure. Nell didn’t take it in the ass. She wasn’t like that. I suddenly remembered we were out of lube. And on the off chance that Nell did agree to do the plug thing, we were going to need a lot of lube to get it into her.
 

I set the plug on the kitchen table and threw on a jacket and some sandals. Walked the three blocks to the pharmacy and picked out the biggest bottle of lube I could find. The woman at the cash gave me the once over and then shot me a strange look for some reason.
 

Back at home I set the lube next to the bed and started walking toward the shower. But the whole morning had me all edgy-horny. I sighed, plopped myself down on the bed and pulled out my phone. I scrolled to the picture I’d taken of Nell covered in cum and reached into my pants.
 

I was done a few minutes later, my head clearer and ready to take on the day.
 

I logged into work after a shower and got into the zone hard. Didn’t realize how much time had passed until I heard the door slam when Nell came home that afternoon. The sounded jolted me out of flow and reminded me of my conversation with Evie that morning. Which is when I realized that I’d left the damn butt plug on the kitchen table. I snuck downstairs hoping Nell hadn’t noticed it yet.
 

She was standing in the kitchen holding it up and staring at it.
 

“Hey Nell,” I said.
 

“What’s this?” she asked, turning to look at me.
 

I forced a chuckle. “Oh. That. Yeah. Funny thing. It’s…uh. It’s a thing that, um, Evie. She stopped by and…”
 

“Is it a butt plug?”
 

I sucked my lips between my teeth. “Yeah. Yeah it’s a butt plug.”
 

“Did you buy me a butt plug?”
 

“Me? What? No! No, no,” I said, waving a hand. “Evie…Evie stopped by this morning and…I told her, because she was like ‘oh here’s a butt plug for Nell,’ and I told her, I was like ‘yeah I don’t think Nell’s gonna’ wanna’…plug her butt with that and stuff and then she was all like ‘oh no problem just tell her Cyril told her to…’ Or whatever. Just saying I, like, tried to defend your honor and stuff.”
 

Nell’s eyes brightened. “It’s from Cyril?” she asked.
 

“Uh…yeah. Yeah it’s from Cyril.”
 

“Do you want to help me get it in?” she asked.
 

I was stunned. I’d thought it was going to take a hell of a lot of cajoling to get that thing in her ass. Here she was practically taking her pants off to stuff it in herself. Truth was, as much as I didn’t think Nell was going to be into it, I was kind of into it. Into seeing her take something in the ass but also into being the one to convince her to do it. That was kind of dirty, you know? Being like come on and then her being like I don’t know and then me kind of talking her into it. Who knows why that was hot? “Yeah. Sure!” I said.
 

Nell set her oboe case and backpack on the kitchen table, grabbed my hand and dragged me up the stairs. She paused at the top and her shoulders slumped. “Oh brutal,” she muttered.
 

“What’s up?” I asked.
 

“We’re out of lubricant.”
 

I sheepishly turned and pointed into the bedroom at the bucket of lube I’d bought. “No we’re not,” I said.
 

Nell looked at where my finger was pointing and her eyes lit up. She looked back at me, balled a fist and punched me in the arm. “Teddy you chancer. How’d you know I’d say yes to this?”
 

I chuckled. “I didn’t. I just figured I should be prepared if you did.”
 

Nell bit her lip, put her hand on the back of my neck and gave me a gentle kiss on the mouth. When she looked at me again her eyes were sparkling. “Oh, Teddy,” she said, sounding all breathy and hot. “Is this something you’ve wanted?”
 

I shrugged. “I guess,” I muttered back.
 

She moved her hand to my cheek and rubbed. “Why didn’t you say something?”
 

“You didn’t seem like the ass type?”
 

She leaned forward so her lips were right next to my ear. “Why don’t you come see just what sort of ass type I am?” she whispered before turning and strutting into the bedroom.
 

I say strutting because I’d noticed another funny thing had happened to Nell. Her walk had changed. She used to sort of, shuffle. Kind of mousy and like she wanted to make herself as small as possible. Now when she walked her hips and ass swayed and she carried herself different, too. Her shoulders were back and her tits were out. It was sassy. I liked it.
 

By the time I got into the bedroom Nell had stripped and was on all fours with her ass in the air and her face sideways against a pillow.
 

“Holy shit that was fast,” I said. The plug was lying on the bed next to her.
 

I started to get a hard on staring at her presenting herself to me.
 

She must have noticed because she wagged her but side to side and giggled. “You shouldn’t gawk. It’s rude.”
 

“Oh, sorry,” I muttered, looking away.
 

“I’m just coddling ya’, Teddy,” she said, grinning. “Gawk all you want. I’m your wife, after all.”
 

I wiped a hand over my mouth. Nell’s shamelessness was doing all sorts of things to me. Good things. But making me have really dirty thoughts about her, too. I stepped up and put my hand on her ass. Gave the fleshy part a gentle rub then let my index finger drift to her hole and settle on it. My boner had grown again.
 

“Oh that’s how dirty you are,” Nell said. I was about to take my finger away when she gave her ass another playful wag.
 

I pressed against the button of her anus and watched it contract. The urge to pull my pants down and fuck her back hole surged through me.
 

“Not dry, Teddy,” she chided.
 

“Huh. Right.” I was about to reach for the lube when a dirty idea struck me. I looked back down at Nell’s ass hole, worked up a big wad of spit in my mouth and horked it at her stinker. I hit the bull’s eye and some of it oozed into the tiny hole.
 

Nell gasped, then giggled. “Teddy!” she squealed. “You’re turning me into a floozie!” But she seemed thrilled when I pressed my finger back against her poop-shoot. She moaned and her back arched so her ass was even higher in the air.
 

I reached into my sweat pants and started stroking my cock as I wiggled my finger against Nell’s sphincter.
 

She wiggled her ass and pushed back and soon I was two knuckles deep inside her ass. She giggled again when I wiggled my finger against the delicate tissue inside her. She reached over, grabbed the plug and waved it at me. “Here. Now this.”
 

I grunted and pulled my pants down. “I really want to fuck you, Nell,” I muttered.
 

“Not just yet. Get it in first. It’ll be more fun,” she said.
 

I grabbed the plug from her and eased my finger out of her ass. Picked up the big container of lube, cracked the lid and squirted a bunch onto her ass.
 

“Yow!” she squawked. “That’s cold!”
 

I stuffed my finger back into her and fucked it in and out of her a few times. I guess testing to see how she’d react.
 

Her pussy started oozing slick.
 

I fucked a little faster and she groaned, apparently pretty happy about my finger in her bum. I pulled it out, greased the plug with some lube and pressed the tip against her opening.
 

“Go slow now,” she whispered.
 

Leaning into it, I pushed the plug into her stink. My cock hardened as I watched it stretch her.
 

She squirmed a little, getting adjusted to the feeling.
 

I stopped when the widest part of the bulb was stretching her sphincter. I couldn’t help but imagine what Cyril’s fat cock would look like buried inside Nell’s lily-white ass. I finally pressed the bulb all the way in and let the flange settle against between her ass cheeks.
 

It looked so dirty-hot in there, wiggling and waggling each time she flexed her muscles. I put both hands on her ass and pressed my dick against her drooling kitty. “I’m gonna’ fuck you while you have that thing in your ass,” I proclaimed.
 

“Yes you are,” Nell replied, giggling quietly.
 

All this giggling and fucking and being straight up nasty was driving me crazy. Without hesitating I drove my cock deep into her sopping puss and groaned when my balls smacked against her wet lips.
 

Nell groaned and clutched the sheets. She looked over her shoulder at me as I started thrusting.
 

Her pussy was so wet and tight it felt amazing. Even more amazing? I could feel the outline of the nasty butt plug through the membrane separating her ass hole from her cunt hole. It was just a bit of pressure but that was driving me bonkers, too. I wasn’t sure I could even last to get her off.
 

I settled into a medium rhythm, my balls smack, smack, smacking against her pussy and clit. Feeling brave I grabbed the flange of the plug and gave it a twist.
 

Nell rose up onto her hands and yowled.
 

For a second I thought I’d hurt her. But she started fucking back towards me, glanced over her shoulder and hissed “do it again!”
 

I happily did the same thing. I started twisting the thing like a doorknob as I pounded Nell’s pussy. It had a nice side effect of massaging my cock, too. I stood there staring at her two filled holes not really believing my good luck. The pressure built in under a minute and no matter how hard I tried I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold it in. “Fuck, Nell,” I grunted. “I think I’m gonna’ nut.”
 

Nell twisted her head to glare at me over her shoulder again. Her pussy squeezed around my prick. “Dump it in me, Teddy. Dump it in my cunt!”
 

“Wha…?” Her dirty command popped like a champagne cork from a bottle. And I was the cork that went flying up as my orgasm seemed to lift me up and out of myself. My cock muscles squeezed and squeezed and I felt glob after hot glob of splooge gush into Nell’s insides.
 

At the same moment Nell gave a sharp shout and her wet cave started pulsing around me. Choking my cock and coaxing the seed into her body.
 

I sailed down the finishing end of my nut and kept thrusting until I felt myself go soft. I looked up at Nell and found her panting, her face covered in sweat. “Holy shit that was hot,” I whispered.
 

Nell fell to one side. My cock flopped out of her and slapped against my leg. From where I was standing I had the perfect view of her used pussy starting to leak my jizz. She let out a long contented sigh. “Pass me my underwear,” she said, waving her hand toward the pile of clothes on the floor next to me.
 

“You want me to pull that thing out first?”
 

Nell smiled and shook her head. “I want it in me a while longer. Maybe make dinner with it in. What do you say?”
 

“Holy shit, Nell. That’s so dirty.”
 

“You like dirty, don’t you?”
 

“I fucking love it,” I admitted, caressing her ass again.
 

“Give me that underwear before you leak out of me completely,” she said. Then she turned to me and winked. “I want to keep that inside me, too.”
 






Chapter Six

 


The rest was all like that. A big, fat sexy blur of riding Nell with that plug in her ass. Nell giving me toe-curling blowjobs until I was raw in the mornings, then coming home from work and demanding to be serviced. It was a young guys dream, really.
 

It was so good that I started toying with the idea of going over and thanking Cyril. I wanted to do something to let him know how grateful I was for what he’d inspired in Nell. But then another part of me was sort of thinking it was weird, thanking another guy for turning your wife into a dirty slut. So I put it off, sat at my computer trying to get as much work as I could crammed in before Nell got home and started, you know, pawing at me again.
 

Then on Thursday I decided to go and grab a hot dog at the corner store instead of making a ham sandwich at home.
 

Cyril was just walking out of his house as I passed by. “Teddy!” he called out. Smiling, he jogged down the stairs. He was wearing another fancy suit, a dark brown color this time. Gold cuff links on his shirt and a big fat Rolex on his wrist he looked like a billionaire. “Teddy,” he said as he walked up.
 

I looked down and realized that, once again, I was wearing a pair of shitty sweat pants with holes in them and a faded hoodie over my tattered t-shirt. And that kind of made me feel like shit. What’s that saying? Dress for the job you want? Well, I already had the job I wanted. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t clean myself up a bit. Start dressing a little sharper, maybe buy myself a Seiko or a Casio or something. Something with a bit of class. “Hey Cyril,” I said, flashing a sheepish smile.
 

“What a fine day it is, wouldn’t you say?” he asked.
 

“Yeah. Totally fine,” I said, nodding in agreement.
 

“Tell me. How’s Nell’s training going?”
 

My eyes widened. I guess by now I should have been used to how direct he was. Still knocked me a little off balance. He was talking about how stretching my wife’s ass was going, after all. “Uh…yeah. Good. It’s really good. I think,” I muttered.
 

He put a hand on my shoulder and leaned closer, a sly smile on his lips. “Isn’t it something fucking her when she’s wearing the plug? Have you tried that? What am I talking about!” he said, smacking his forehead. “Of course you have! Do you like it?”
 

I got kind of embarrassed and my face heated up. “Yeah. I like it alright. I like it a lot!” I blurted.
 

“Wonderful,” he purred back. He leaned in close again.
 

The cologne he was wearing smelled really expensive.
 

“Listen I’ve got a hell of a weekend coming up. Golf with a bunch of developers I’m hoping to work with. You know what it’s like,” he said, winking.
 

I didn’t. But I really wanted Cyril and me to be bud’s. “Oh totally,” I lied, rolling my eyes. “Those…office meetings. Man! Sign me out!” I said, forcing a laugh and jerking a thumb over my shoulder.
 

Cyril’s smile seemed to go a little tight. “Right,” he said. “So with that in mind I’ll have Nell on Friday night.”
 

My heart and stomach did a little dance. It was hot thinking of watching another session of Nell getting pounded by Cyril. At the same time it was a little…uncomfortable, or something, hearing him just say it like that. I’ll have Nell on Friday night? He sounded like he owned her or something. I guess I must have let it show on my face.
 

“Teddy? Everything alright?” Cyril asked. “You look a little…piqued.” He sounded very concerned.
 

I wasn’t sure what peaked meant but it didn’t sound like a good thing. “What? No! No, man. I’m not peaked or anything. Yeah Friday for sure…er, I guess I should check with Nell first,” I muttered.
 

His expression lightened. He squeezed my shoulder and gave it a shake. “Yes. Right. Check with Nell for sure. See what she says and then send me a text alright?” He started chuckling like he’d just said something funny.
 

I forgot all about my peakedness when he mentioned me sending him a text. Me! Just a dude in his sweats sending a guy like Cyril a text. He’d probably read it in his Audi. Parked, of course, because you don’t want to be driving distracted.
 

And there was another funny feeling scratching at my insides. A kind of excitement that now Cyril and I were in this together. Giving each other the old wink-wink-nudge-nudge and getting Nell to do all the dirty things we wanted from her. That was fun because he was so fancy and I was kind of trashy and, I don’t know, Nell was my wife and that was dirty. It was all kind of mixed in there. I guess it’s hard to explain. “Hey for sure. I will totally send you a text about that. No problem. Just my phone to yours.” I did the finger-gun thing and flashed a knowing smile.
 

“Excellent!” he said. “I’m off to lunch then!” he said, starting to walk away.
 

“Oh yeah? Oh hey me too!” I called out after him.
 

“Great!” he shouted across the street, opening the door to his Audi. “What’s on the menu?”
 

“Jumbo Dog from Corner J’s!” I shouted back.
 

He paused, one hand on top of the car door. Now it seemed like he looked a little peaked. His smile came right back. “Sounds delightful!” he said, then slipped into the car and slammed the door shut.
 

I stood there and watched him pull out into the street. Gave a double thumbs up as he pulled away. Wasn’t sure if he could see me because the windows were tinted so dark. Still, it felt good being buds with a guy like Cyril. Gave me some pride or something.
 

I grabbed my dog and a bottle of antacid for after and a cherry strawberry slushy because they had the Big Chug’s on sale for ninety-nine cents. Totally forgot they did that on Thursday.
 

After I’d finished my lunch I had a hard time getting back to work. I was too excited about Nell getting home. Too excited telling her about Friday. I spent the afternoon pacing around the house not really able to concentrate on anything but that.
 

I felt like a kid on Christmas morning by the time I heard the door slam shut. I pounded down the stairs barely able to keep myself from blurting out the news about our appointment with Cyril the next day. Then I saw Nell.
 

She looked sad or something. Or, maybe not sad. But closer to the way she’d looked in the older times. Before we’d met Cyril.
 

So normally, back in those times, I wouldn’t have said anything. Sometimes Nell just needed to be Nell for a while. But now seeing her like that gave me feelings and stuff. I didn’t want her to be in a bad mood. I wanted her just as excited as I was. I walked up and put a hand on her arm. I saw a guy do that in a movie once before he asked his wife a serious question.
 

It worked. She looked up into my eyes.
 

“You okay? You look kind of…sad, or something?” I asked. I was stunned when I saw Nell’s lip start to tremble and tears come out of her eyes. “Nell? What’s wrong?” I said, pulling her closer. Something was obviously really wrong. And what was stranger was that I really wanted to fix it. It was like we had a connection and my heart could feel what her heart was feeling. I don’t think I’d ever felt that before.
 

“Oh Teddy,” she said, her voice all shaky. She pressed her cheeks against my chest and her body started shaking as she cried.
 

My mood was sinking like a spent rocket. I squeezed her tight and kissed the top of her head. “Nell. You can tell me,” I said.
 

She sniffled for another minute or so, then looked up and wiped the wet out of her eyes and swallowed. “Gustavo pulled me aside today,” she whimpered.
 

I frowned. “Who’s Gustavo?”
 

She scowled. Balling a fist she banged on my chest. “He’s the conductor of the symphony! My boss?”
 

“Oh! Right. Right. What happened? Why’d he pull you aside?”
 

She sniffed. “To tell me that I seemed distracted. That he thought my performance was…not what he expected.” Her shoulders started shaking and she got to crying again.
 

“Oh,” I muttered. “Shit.” And normally I would have left it at that. But that didn’t seem to help. She seemed to need more…something to feel better. “He’s probably just…you know, middle managing or whatever.”
 

I would have felt better if someone had said that to me. But it only made Nell madder. She glared at me. “Middle manag…what? Teddy you don’t have a clue what it is I do…oh never mind!” she shouted before storming up the stairs and into the bedroom. She slammed the door shut behind her.
 

I just stood there with my eyes wide, chewing on my lip. This was new. Nell did not freak out. She’d never had any problems at work before. At least none I knew about. This Gustavo guy sounded like a real jerk. What kind of a name was that anyway? But none of that solved the very real problem I still had.
 

Nell was in a terrible mood and crying up in the bedroom. And I felt like I’d done something that made it worse. She didn’t even seem like she wanted to fuck! Which gave me an idea. I was pretty sure that if I went up there and told Nell that she was getting the big black “D” Friday night all of this would go away. So I walked up the stairs, eased the door open and peeked inside.
 

Nell was all balled up on the bed, hands over her face. Wasn’t crying but things didn’t look great from where I was standing. Still, I knew I had to take a chance. I walked over to the bed, sat down and put my hand gently on her arm. Same way I had downstairs earlier.
 

“What do you want?” she muttered.
 

I almost went straight to the Cyril news. Then I remembered that movie again where the guy put his hand on his wife’s arm. After he did that he, like, asked questions and apologized and stuff for a while and then she got all better and then they kissed. I thought what the hell? It was worth a shot. “Hey sweetie. I’m sorry about what I said down there,” I whispered, not sure what I was apologizing about.
 

It worked better than mustard and mayo on a roast beef sandwich! She got that smushy look in her eyes and rolled over and sat up. Put her hand on my cheek and rubbed it with her thumb.
 

Holy shit. This was like magic. I felt like a wizard turning her mood around. Why the hell hadn’t someone told me about this? All you had to do was apologize? So, feeling brave, I decided to try and cast another spell. “I’m sorry if I didn’t hear what you were saying downstairs. I’m ready to listen now.”
 

Her brow arched. She threw her hands around my neck and hugged me. “Oh Teddy,” she whispered. “I’m sorry. I’m a mess. It’s not your fault. I haven’t been practising nearly as much as I should be. We’ve been…messing about so much,” she said, pulling away from me and wiping her nose. She looked up into my eyes and sighed. “I need to get back on track. I worked so hard for this job. Gustavo has never been anything but complimentary about my playing. Hearing him tell me he was disappointed in me was…oh I can’t even say it!”
 

I looked at her and nodded solemnly. I wasn’t about to step in it twice.
 

“Anyways all that’s to say that I really need to start practising more again. My reeds have been a mess lately, too. This is my job. This is my life, you know?”
 

The whole time she was talking my heart was sinking into a ditch. I could see our evening with Cyril that I’d been so excited about all day going up in smoke. And there didn’t seem to be a thing I could do about it. If she was really this upset about her job then, well, yeah, I guess she did have to start being more serious.
 

It would have sucked if someone had said that to me about my job. She must have noticed my disappointment.
 

“Teddy? What is it? What’s wrong? Now you look sad.”
 

“Huh? Oh it’s nothing,” I replied, shaking my head.
 

“No. It’s something. I know you, Teddy. I know that look. Tell me. Tell me right now.”
 

I sighed and looked away. I already felt like kind of a jerk. If I told her what we were missing out on would it just make her feel worse?
 

“Teddy please!” she moaned. “I need you right now.”
 

I looked back over at her, head tilted to one side. “It’s just…I saw Cyril today.”
 

Nell’s face went pale. She licked her lips. “You did?” she whispered.
 

I leaned in close. “He was wearing a Rolex,” I whispered.
 

Nell frowned, then shook her head. “Okay. What did he say?”
 

“Oh he was just…he wanted to know if we could hook up tomorrow night or whatever.”
 

“He did?” she asked.
 

“He told me to text him. You know, just shoot a phone message over after I asked you if you were into it.” It was a little white lie. I didn’t want to put pressure on Nell.
 

“He did?” she said, even more quietly. Her eyes drifted off to the side.
 

“Yeah he did. But hey I don’t want to…you’ve got this thing going on and you’ve gotta’ do what you’ve gotta do while the iron’s hot.”
 

Nell furrowed her brow again like she hadn’t heard that saying before.
 

I felt a little bad. I knew I should probably put my foot down and text Cyril that it wasn’t going to happen. That’s what I thought in my head. But in my dick? Man my dick was so sore from thinking about watching Nell getting banged all day. It’s hard to trust your head when your dick is hard. Maybe telling her I was going to call Cyril off wasn’t a hundred percent genuine. And maybe I could have been a little more supportive of her work problem. “I’ll just send him a message saying we can’t,” I said.
 

Nell drew in a breath and licked her lips again. Her eyes darted to mine.
 

I felt that electric energy spark between us. My heart swelled.
 

She sat there watching me for what felt like hours. Finally she spoke up. “Maybe just one last time,” she said.
 

My heart was thumping hard. “Really? You think it’d be alright?” I asked, almost squawking the words for how tight my throat was.
 

“It’ll be fine,” she said quickly. “Teddy,” she leaned in close and stared at me with laser eyes.
 

“Yeah?” I asked.
 

“Grab the lube.”
 

I gave an enthusiastic nod.
 

She squeezed my hand. “And the dildo,” she added.
 

“Okay,” I croaked.
 

She yanked me back onto the bed as I was getting up. “And the plug.”
 






Chapter Seven

 


And so we found ourselves standing on Cyril and Evie’s steps at around six-thirty the next evening. I could tell Nell was nervous. Not about our date. About work. She’d left extra early that morning and as soon as she got home sat down and started blowing into her horn to get some extra practice in.
 

I still wasn’t really sure what the problem was. I had managers trying to, well, manage me, all the time. You put in your midnight minimum and what are they going to do? I guess her situation was different.
 

But the good news was she hadn’t changed her mind about seeing Cyril. She wore a pretty conservative outfit this time. Just her usual black pants and top. Who knew why? But I knew for a fact she’d brought the plug Cyril had gifted her because it hadn’t been in the nightstand when I checked. Which was strange because she wasn’t carrying a purse or anything and…
 

“Nell,” a slyly smiling Evie said as she swung the door open.
 

I think my eyes made a boing sound they opened so wide. Like in the cartoons.
 

Evie was wearing a completely see-through dress. It was grey and shiny and you could see her tits and her cooch right through it.
 

And I wasn’t super hot for Evie or anything but man! I sprouted a hard-on in, like, under thirty seconds.
 

Nell seemed pretty taken by her, too. She was nervously chewing on her thumb and obviously couldn’t take her eyes off Evie’s body. “Evening,” she muttered.
 

“And a good evening to you,” Evie purred, her eyes appreciatively running down Nell’s body. “Please. Come in.”
 

As soon as I stepped into the house the familiar feeling of falling under their spell rolled through me. It was like stepping into a fun house. Except this one was a sexy fun house where, instead of hilarious scares, I knew all kinds of dirty and perverted things were going to happen. It was like walking into your own dream.
 

Evie walked through to the living room, her heels clacking on the tile floor.
 

My gaze dropped to her ass until I felt Nell watching me. I glanced at her and immediately felt bad for gawking. “Sorry,” I muttered. 
 

Surprisingly, Nell reached out and took my hand in hers. “’S’okay,” she said. “If you get the chance to have some fun yourself tonight Teddy, you should take it,” she added, nodding.
 

My penis area got all warm and tingly at that. Not only was I going to get to watch Nell get nailed by Cyril (hopefully) but I had just gotten permission to let Evie diddle me if it tickled her fancy. I really hoped it would.
 

We followed Evie into the living room to find that her and Cyril had set up a bar at one end of it. He was standing behind it so i couldn’t see all of him. But his black chest was bare and glistening in the dim light. He looked up and smiled at us. “Lovely of you two to come. We need a nice relaxing evening after the week we’ve had, don’t we sweetheart?” he asked, turning to Evie.
 

She’d sat herself down on one of the bar stools and picked up a full martini glass. She gave it an elegant wave and rolled her eyes. “Oh god yes,” she moaned.
 

Nell and I stood there not sure of what to do.
 

Cyril finished pouring the last ingredients into his mixer. Capped it and burst into the hardest hard shake I’ve ever seen. His hands flew to five invisible points in space, hitting precisely the same one each time. He’d obviously spent a lot of time on this and had it nailed.
 

It was like watching a hypnotists watch. I was totally mesmerized.
 

He set the cobbler down and pulled off the cap. Grabbed a four-pronged strainer with a tight coil and poured the contents out into a waiting glass he’d filled with ice. The sound of liquid being poured over the cubes sent a shiver racing up my spine.
 

But this time he didn’t walk the cocktail over and hand it to Nell. Instead he took a sip himself, paused a moment to taste the whole thing, then let out a satisfied sigh. “Wonderful,” he whispered.
 

Nell seemed just as caught up in his wizardry as I was. Or maybe she was just staring at his muscular chest. Hard to tell.
 

Cyril finally looked up at us again. He smiled at Nell and stepped out from behind the bar.
 

Both our eyes fell to his midriff.
 

Nell sucked the tip of her thumb between her teeth. Her eyes opened a fraction wider.
 

His meat hose was on full display. That dark instrument, object of our fantasies for different reasons, swung, again, like a hypnotists pendulum pressing both of us deeper into our psyches to connect us with our darkest and dirtiest desires.
 

Fuck that thing was big.
 

He walked over with an elegant swagger in his step even though he was naked. Totally a rich people thing. He ran the tip of his finger along Nell’s jawline and studied her eyes with his. “Evie and I were talking,” he said quietly. “We thought it might be fun to play a game this evening?” He stared into Nell’s eyes with a laser gaze. “What do you say?” he asked.
 

Nell said nothing. She just gave a slow and steady nod at the suggestion.
 

“Wonderful,” Cyril murmured.
 

Evie got up from her stool and walked towards us. She smiled and took Nell by the hand. “Come on, sweetie. Let’s get you dressed.”
 

All I could do was watch as Nell was led away and up the stairs. Evie’s swaying ass was as magical as the rest of what was happening.
 

Cyril put his arm around my shoulder and led me toward the bar. “So glad that you could make it,” he said. “I don’t think you’re going to regret it. What’ll it be this evening, Teddy?”
 

I looked up at the dazzling collection of exotic liquor arranged on the shelf behind the bar. “How about a Manhattan?” I asked.
 

He flashed a smile. “Excellent,” he said. Collecting the bottles he needed, he arranged them in front of me. Scooped a bunch of ice into a tumbler and set it at the end of the line.
 

I watched as he poured the ingredients and mixed the drink. The stinging smell of alcohol singed my nostrils. When he set the glass down on a coaster and pushed it over to me I picked it up and took a sip. The man knew how to mix a cocktail. It was delicious. With Evie and Nell out of the room a little of the magic had lifted. I was kind of happy to have some one on one time with Cyril, though. I liked being buds with him. “So what’s the game?” I asked.
 

Cyril smiled again as he cleaned up the liquor bottles and stowed them away. “Oh just a little something Evie and I like to play when we have guests over sometimes. I call it Call Girl.”
 

My stomach did a flip. Call girl? I could only really see one direction this could go. And that direction was deliciously nasty. Were Cyril and Evie going to pretend that Nell was a…
 

My brain stopped working when Evie stepped back into the room followed by Nell. Evie was still in her see-through dress. But Nell had changed outfits. She was now wearing a tight red tank-top with a push-up bra that mashed her boobs together into two sexy mounds. She also had on a leather skirt, sheer black pantyhose and high, black heels. She didn’t look like a high class call girl. She looked like a slut.
 

My cock flexed in my jeans.
 

“Well hello there,” Cyril said, as if he were meeting Nell for the first time.
 

Evie put a hand on her back and pushed her forward a few steps.
 

Nell teetered on the heels but found her balance and took a few shy steps. “Hello,” she said, her eyes darting around the room. She was obviously a little embarrassed. Maybe a little unsure of herself. She certainly hadn’t expected this. But I could see in her eyes that she was game.
 

“Teddy why don’t you go take a seat on the sofa?” Cyril suggested.
 

I grabbed my drink and, without taking my eyes off Nell, backed up toward the couch.
 

“And what’s your name?” Cyril asked, turning to Nell again.
 

Nell glanced back at Evie, who gave an encouraging nod. “Crystal,” she whispered.
 

A slow smile spread on Cyril’s lips. He looked past Nell at Evie. “Oh you minx,” he said, then blew a kiss in her direction. He turned to Nell again. “And what do you do, Crystal?” he asked.
 

Nell glanced in my direction.
 

I had sunk into the couch and was sitting with my drink in one hand, the other over my crotch. I was stunned at this turn of events. My mouth was hanging open and I felt like I had walked into some porny theatre, but where the show had been written just for me.
 

Nell seemed to like the look. A smile flickered at the corner of her mouth. She chewed on her lip. With her eyes still on mine, she answered. “I’m a stripper.”
 

Holy shit.
 

The magic was all back in a split second. The room shifted around me. My vision tunnelled on Nell, no, Crystal the stripper who was also my wife and was about to perform a very dirty dance for all of us. I nodded without even really willing myself to do it.
 

“Well that’s lovely,” Cyril said, reaching out and touching Nell’s elbow.
 

She turned toward him.
 

“But that’s not all you do, is it Crystal?” he asked.
 

Crystal — because with each passing second Nell was becoming more and more Crystal — shook her head.
 

Cyril took a sip of his drink, then tipped his head to one side. “Tell us what else you do, Crystal?” he asked.
 

Crystal gave the hem of her skirt a nervous tug and looked to Evie, who nodded again. She turned to look at Cyril again. “I have sex with men for money,” she whispered.
 

Cyril grinned. He reached back behind the bar and pulled out a wad of bills.
 

I squinted and peered at them. My heart got a jolt when I realized it was a stack of hundreds. An insane amount of cash.
 

“Tell me, Crystal,” Cyril said, peeling one off the top. “How much would you charge for a blowjob?”
 

Nell had obviously gotten a lot of instructions from Evie because she turned and looked to her for guidance again.
 

Evie gave another reassuring nod.
 

“I don’t work like that,” Nell said.
 

Something twitched inside me. Something about her voice was different. Her words were longer, twangier, more American sounding.
 

“I charge by the hour,” she said, sounding more confident with each word.
 

“Oh of course,” Cyril said. “How silly of me.” He grabbed the stack of bills and looked up at her from under his brow. “How much for two hours then?”
 

Nell’s eyes went wider still as she stared at the stack of bills.
 

I knew we were just playing a game but Cyril was playing the part so well that it felt pretty real. I couldn’t help but wonder if Nell was getting uncomfortable with it?
 

“Two hours is fifteen hundred,” Nell said. And then she folded her arms across her chest, stuck one foot out to the side and jutted out a hip.
 

Cyril, eyes locked dead on Nell’s, licked his thumb and started slowly counting bills. Fifteen swipes later he laid them down on the end of the bar and stashed the rest behind the counter. He tapped his finger against the stack on the bar. “That’ll be waiting for you when we’re finished.”
 

I felt like I was going to levitate off the couch. My whole body was tingling as I watched Nell slip into the role of Crystal even deeper. She walked over to the stack, picked it up and thumbed through it. Then she set the money back down and leaned into Cyril. “Where would you like to begin?” she asked softly.
 

His eyes wandered along her face. His finger grazed her lips. He smiled again. “I’d like you to suck my dick with that pretty little mouth of yours,” he said.
 

Nell faltered for a second. I could tell she was excited. I could tell she was wrestling with Cyril’s magnetic aura, ready to drop to her knees and start hauling on his hose as he’d commanded. But she stayed in character like a champ. Didn’t let her eyes break away from his gaze as she kicked off her heels pressed her hands against his chest. Lowered herself slowly to her knees and let her fingers run down the length of his dark shaft. Picked it up and stared into his eyes again as she opened her mouth and set the helmet head onto her pretty pink tongue. “Like this?” she asked.
 

Cyril started chuckling and rubbed her cheek with his thumb. “Yes, Crystal. Like that. Suck my dick just like that,” he said.
 

Evie came up behind Cyril and put her hands on his shoulders. She stared down her nose at Crystal on her knees, looking very pleased with her creation.
 

That picture, of Cyril smiling down at Nell turned Crystal, the head of his swelling dick perched on the tip of her tongue and Evie the puppet master glaring down at her, is going to be burned into the base of my brain forever.
 

My body filled with heat. My cock was throbbing in time with my heartbeat.
 

“Take it,” Evie said. “Take it into your mouth.”
 

Nell wrapped one hand around the base of Cyril’s organ and leaned forward. Her lips stretched as she stuffed more and more of the dark prick into her mouth. She made it almost halfway down when she had to stop and catch her breath.
 

Evie massaged Cyril’s shoulders.
 

He turned to her, smiling. Leaning back he pulled her into a deep kiss.
 

Nell pulled back, then started slowly gliding back and forth, sliming the growing muscle with her saliva.
 

Cyril’s voice rumbled with pleasure into Evie’s mouth. It seemed to last forever but finally they pulled apart and stared into each other’s eyes. “How does she feel?” Evie asked.
 

“Worth every penny,” Cyril replied. “Come, my love. Sit down.” He offered a hand.
 

Evie took it and sauntered around kneeling Nell. She sat down on the bar stool next to him, hooking one heel on a rung and tipping her knee the side.
 

Cyril brought three fingers up to his mouth. Eyes locked on Evie’s, he wetted his fingers with his tongue, then dipped them between the seat and her crotch and started to rub.
 

Evie let out a soft sigh. She picked up her martini and swirled it in the glass. Brought it to her lips and sipped, then closed her eyes.
 

Cyril looked down at Nell. She was staring up at him adoringly as she continued massaging his now fully erect cock.
 

The sight sent yet another shiver ripping through me. That black cock disappearing past her cherry pink lips was insanely hot. It was also kind of terrifying. I couldn’t keep myself from wondering why I liked it.
 

These last few weeks the way I saw Nell had changed. I guess maybe I’d kind of taken her for granted before or something? I don’t know. But now it was like…it was like she meant everything to me. It was like I was in love three times as much as I’d ever been. And I guess that’s what made watching her take Cyril into her mouth was kind of painful. Who gives away their everything to someone else? Who lets their everything out of her cage where they might fly away?
 

I don’t know. It was just some thoughts I had.
 

But the pain of watching it didn’t make me want her to stop. Kind of the opposite. I wanted to stay in that space in my brain forever. Getting permanently sliced in two by the knife of jealousy that was cutting me now.
 

Cyril put a hand on Nell’s cheek and eased her off his cock.
 

She came off gasping.
 

The thing stood between his legs, so hard it was pointed up at the ceiling. Covered in Nell’s spit, with clear sticky pre-cum oozing out the tip.
 

Evie set down her glass. She hiked up her dress and pushed Cyril’s hand away from her cunt. Tapped Nell on the shoulder and crooked her finger with her hand between her legs.
 

Nell looked a little startled.
 

I’m sure I did, too. All of this was new but this was something else. Eating out another woman? I wasn’t sure that was somewhere Nell would ever go.
 

Cyril put a hand on Nell’s back and turned her toward Evie’s damp pussy. He bent lower to whisper next to her ear. “Come on, Crystal. Be a good little slut.”
 

She took one look over her shoulder at him and nodded. Shuffled toward Evie on her knees and leaned forward. She hesitated for a moment, staring at the pink gash she was being asked to munch on.
 

Evie put a hand on the back of her head and pulled her into her crotch. She looked down at her smiled. “That’s a good little slut,” she said. She drew in a slow breath as Nell’s lips met her core. Exhaled as Nell started licking her clit. She leaned forward and wrapped her hand around the head of Cyril’s cock and started slowly stroking.
 

Cyril leaned in and kissed her again.
 

My brain took another picture of that. So dirty. So beautiful at the same time.
 

Cyril rubbed Evie’s nipple with his thumb. She arched her back, pressing her chest out toward him. He pawed at her breasts and nibbled on her lower lip.
 

Evie pulled away, let go of his cock and put both her hands around his neck. She stared straight into his eyes. “It’s coming,” she whispered. “It’s coming.”
 

Cyril smiled. “Let it come.”
 

Nell’s jaw was moving side to side as she licked Evie’s button.
 

Cyril gently took the hem of Evie’s dress in his hands and pulled it up over her head and down her arms. Without breaking their gaze he let it fall to the side. Then he bent lower and slurped one of her stiff nipples into his mouth. Staring up at her he started sucking so hard it looked like he was trying to milk her.
 

She put a hand on the back of his head, squeezing her tit with the other. “It’s coming,” she breathed again. The shudder started in her shoulders. The smallest tremble. Like she was shivering from cold. It worked it’s way down her torso until her whole upper body was shaking. Then her legs started. A moment later it looked like she was having seizure. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her head tilted back toward her shoulder blades. Her mouth fell open.
 

I was pretty sure a demon was about to come flying out of her.
 

She started moaning. A shaky sound that filled the room along with the sound of Nell’s mouth lapping at her wet pussy. Then her body stopped moving. She squeezed her thighs against Nell’s cheeks and let out a high squeal.
 

Cyril popped off her tit, locked lips with her and swallowed the sound.
 

It lowered to a groan that rumbled through Cyril’s body and then along the floor toward me.
 

I was so wound up I thought I was going to pop just from hearing it. My hand twitched on my crotch. I flinched and pulled it away because that faint brush almost had me shooting jizz in my pants.
 

Evie put her hands back on Cyril’s cheeks and pushed him away.
 

He lingered for a moment then their lips came apart with a wet slurp.
 

Evie looked down at Nell, who pulled away from her pussy and looked up at her panting. “Good job, sweetheart,” she said. “Did you like that?”
 

Nell wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and nodded.
 

Evie gave her a saintly smile. She picked up her martini, got up off the stool and swung a leg over Nell’s head before swaying through the room toward me.
 

My insides seized up as I watched her curvy body come closer, then settle on the couch next to me. She crossed one leg over the other, still watching her husband. “Take your dick out,” she ordered.
 

Didn’t have to ask me twice. I plopped my drink down on the coffee table and scrambled to get my pants undone. Yanked them down until they were around my ankles and fell back down onto the couch next to Evie. My breath caught in my throat as I turned to look at Nell and Cyril again.
 

She was up off her knees and had put her heels back on. She was facing the wall, hands on the bar stool as Cyril whispered something I couldn’t hear into her ear.
 

I twitched when I felt Evie wrap her warm hand around my cock. Looked down at my crotch as she gave it a squeeze, then sideways at her, my mouth hanging open. “I’m, uh…I’m kind of close,” I muttered, my voice tight.
 

Evie scowled. She let go of my cock and gave the underside a gentle smack. “Not yet,” she said. “He’s not done with her.”
 






Chapter Eight

 


“O-okay,” I stammered. Looking back at Evie I saw Cyril still whispering. But now she was nodding. Nodding and slowly bending forward. Laying down on her stomach on the bar stool as Cyril unzipped her skirt. Clutching the legs of the stool with her hands as he pulled the skirt slowly down to reveal a bright red thong, the tiny string disappearing into the crack of her ass.
 

Cyril hooked his fingers into her pantyhose and underwear and teased those down off her ass. He pulled them all the way down, along with the skirt, and off, throwing them in a pile with Evie’s transparent dress. He put his big, black hands on her ass and stretched her cheeks apart with his thumbs.
 

I gasped. My heart skipped a beat. The mystery of where the plug had gone was revealed. She’d put it in herself. The tiny black flange twitched as she clenched her ass hole.
 

Cyril chuckled and gave her ass a smack. “Oh good girl,” he rumbled. His thumbs moved lower. He stretched her pussy apart. The lips smacked as they opened. Lubricant ran down out of her and onto the seat of the stool. The wet shimmered in the dim light.
 

“Look at that pussy, Teddy. Look at it,” Cyril ordered.
 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away.
 

He frowned. “Evie,” he said. “You’re being rude to our guest,” he said, nodding towards me.
 

“I’m being the opposite of rude,” Evie sighed, sounding kind of bored. “Don Juan over here’s about to blow. I’d hate for him to drop his wad before the main event.”
 

“Ah!” Cyril said, his smile returning. He turned and plied Nell apart again. Stuck out his middle finger and introduced it into the tiny opening of her vagina. Pushed deeper and held her steady with a hand on her back as she started to shake on the stool.
 

I had to grab the couch with both hands to keep myself from grabbing my cock and jerking one out. This was so much more intense than watching Nell blow him. Now she was pinned down and looking helpless, Cyril manipulating his finger into her. Intruding into her flower with his fat digit and making her squirm and whimper.
 

The jealous knife inside me started sawing faster and harder. It only made me sink deeper into my fantasy. My blood was racing through my veins and I’m pretty sure my eyes were starting to bug out my skull.
 

“Oh what a pretty little pussy that is,” Cyril growled. He pulled his finger out and rubbed Nell’s bush with it. “Be a good girl and take care of that for me for next time, though,” he said.
 

Nell whimpered and nodded.
 

And then Cyril took his cock in his hand and pointed it at Nell’s pink hole. He swiped the head up and down along her slit a few times.
 

She let out a shaky exhale at the touch.
 

“Look at that, Teddy. Take a good look at that pretty little flower,” Cyril said. “That’s everything. That’s the future. So much hope and joy and happiness can spring from this small space.”
 

His words pressed me deeper into the couch. I felt like I couldn’t breathe.
 

“And so much hope and joy and happiness spring from being inside it.”
 

Evie reached between my legs with her free hand. She cupped my balls and squeezed them gently.
 

I groaned as pre-cum oozed out of my cock head.
 

Cyril turned to look at me, a faint smile curling the corners of his mouth. “The cuckoo then on every tree mocks married men; for thus sings he, “Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo” – O word of fear,
 

Unpleasing to a married ear.” His smile curled wider.
 

Evie gave my ball sack another gentle squeeze.
 

I gasped at the pressure. Like I said I didn’t really get poetry so I had no idea what Cyril was talking about. But it sounded so pretty and it seemed to go with the moment, I guess.
 

“Not unpleasing to yours though, is it Teddy?” Cyril asked. He reached down and grabbed Nell’s ankles, bending her knees until her heels touched her thighs.
 

I still wasn’t sure what he was talking about but it sounded right. I shook my head.
 

Cyril grinned. He took a step forward, spearing Nell with his massive cock. As she started shaking and warbling he didn’t stop. Thrusting his hips he drove deeper, her slick seeping out around him and coating his peach-sized balls. He plowed in until they settled against the apex of her slit.
 

Nell moaned and shook on the bar stool.
 

Grabbing her ankles in one hand, Cyril reached down with the other and collected first one wrist, then the other in his grip. He brought her hands back and pinned them to the small of her back.
 

With her limbs folded against her body she stopped being Nell, or Crystal, or whatever and became his fuck bag. A sack of meat with an opening and a very tight, very wet place inside of it. A place to nest his big, black dick.
 

“What a good whore you are,” Cyril growled. “Grab your ankles for me.”
 

Nell did. She waved her hands until she found her ankles and gripped them.
 

Cyril reached forward and grabbed her hair, tugging her head back so she was looking straight ahead. He put his other hand on her hip and started to rut.
 

The squish-squash sound his dick made as he dug it into her made me shiver.
 

I grunted as I felt the pressure build in my groin.
 

Evie must have noticed I was on the brink. Still cupping my balls, she wrapped a finger and thumb around the base of my cock and leaned sideways. “Almost there,” she whispered. “Hang on.”
 

Cyril snarled as his thrusts grew harder. The stool started rocking back and forth, the legs click-clacking on the floor as he pounded his dark hammer into her. His nostrils flared, he tilted his head back and drew in a deep breath.
 

The warmth pulsing from my groin filled my whole body. The jealous knife sliced it all up but only seemed to make it all more pleasurable. I was starting to feel like I might go insane if Evie didn’t let me come soon. I looked at her, my eyes filled with desperation.
 

She smiled, like she was enjoying watching me struggle. “Almost there,” she said again.
 

Nell’s moaning got louder. She cried out and let go of her ankles, her limbs flopping down around the stool like she was a rag doll.
 

Cyril growled, lifted the hand off her hip and brought it down on her ass with a fat slap.
 

She yelped and her arms and legs came flying up, back into the position she knew he wanted.
 

He gave her an approving pat on the ass, then grabbed the flange of the plug and eased it out of her.
 

“Oh god!” she screamed. Her pussy squelched and squished, fluid sputtering out of it as she came.
 

Cyril looked down at his cock disappearing inside her and flashed a crazy-looking grin. He stopped thrusting, grabbed her hip and started tipping the stool back and forth, impaling her on his meat.
 

“Oh god it’s so fucking good!” Nell moaned.
 

Cyril’s head swung slowly sideways until he locked eyes with Evie. “Now, precious,” he rumbled.
 

Evie grabbed the head of my cock with her other hand. It was coated in pre-cum. She started pumping, her hand going slicka-slicka-slicka up and down, over and over again. “Now, Teddy,” she whispered.
 

The first spasm of my orgasm gripped me. I felt seed shoot through my shaft. At the same moment I saw Cyril’s ass cheeks clench. He brought the stool back, bending at the knees and swinging Nell up and off of it. Up into the air in front of him, he grabbed her by the tits and swung her until she was facing me.
 

Her half-shocked, half-orgasmic expression made me shout as a plume of ejaculate flew from the head of my cock and splattered onto my shirt. My vision tunnelled, down between her legs to where I could see Cyril’s dig fully buried inside her. Fully buried and flexing, his balls rising and falling like he was lifting weights with his pelvic muscles.
 

It all came together in that moment. What Cyril had said about Nell’s pussy being everything. All the hope and joy and possibility inside of it that were now being filled by him. And even though I knew she was on birth control my mind swung to a very dark place.
 

What if it failed? What if Cyril was so potent that there wasn’t a barrier that could stop the inevitable? What if he inseminated my wife? What if his sperm took root and her belly started growing because of this evening.
 

I shouted again. The knife inside me cut more deeply. My cock was pulsing in Evie’s hand and out of the corner of my eye I saw it spitting, the spunk falling impotently, meaninglessly all over me while Cyril’s nut was probably already swimming deeper into Nell.
 

Nell came again. Her body shook, suspended in the air with only Cyril’s dark hands and thighs supporting it.
 

Cyril groaned as the last of his jizz left him. He held her up as he finished, Nell looking like a mermaid on one of those old-timey ships, her breasts covered by his hands instead of seashells.
 

I winced and groaned as Evie squeezed the last of my cum out of me. I got a precious few last seconds in that very dark, very deep place in my mind and then the world came rushing back in. The room came back into focus and everything looked so damn bright all of a sudden. I blinked against the light.
 

Nell’s arms and legs were sagging again, her shoulders too.
 

Without taking his dick out of her, Cyril walked over to where Evie and I were sitting. He pulled her off his cock. A trail of his sperm ran down her leg. He lowered her slowly over my lap, her ass facing Evie.
 

Evie released my cock with her hands and patted the soft skin on Nell’s ass. “Another work of art, my love,” she said.
 

Cyril growled and his cock flexed.
 

“Look,” Evie said. “Look here.”
 

Nell seemed like she’d passed out.
 

I glanced at Evie who was staring in between Nell’s legs. I leaned sideways. The entrance to her cave was stretched. Inside I saw the yellowish-white pool of Cyril’s spunk churning. “Oh god,” I whispered. “Oh my god.” I looked up at Evie again.
 

“It is nothing,” she whispered, patting me on the cheek. She took Cyril’s outstretched hand and he helped her stand.
 

I looked back down at Nell’s ass. Reached out and pried it apart to stare at the vulgar sight inside. Barely noticed as Evie and Cyril left the room, chuckling softly to each other.
 

Nell stirred on my lap at the sound of the bedroom door swinging shut upstairs. She looked around as she came to, looking a little confused about where she was and why. Then she lifted herself up onto all fours and turned to look at me, eyes filled with lust. “Teddy,” she whispered, her eyes so groggy she seemed drunk. “Fuck me, Teddy.”
 






Chapter Eight

 


I had Nell dressed and at the front door ready to leave. Evie, along with Nell’s clothes, were nowhere to be found so I’d made her put on the slutty slut costume she’d been wearing. I’d convinced her to make the trek home first before I fucked her for two reasons. One I was feeling totally spent from Evie jerking me off. Like, it seemed there was nothing that would give me an erection. Nothing in the world. Two it felt kind of weird going at it in someone else’s living room. We’d be more comfortable at home.
 

I was just about to open the door when Cyril came walking toward us down the hall. He’d put on a robe and was carrying the stack of bills he’d set on the counter in one hand. What looked to be a larger, thicker anal plug was hanging from the fingers of the other.
 

He looked at Nell, tilted his head and smiled. “Oh Nell,” he said. “You look so lovely freshly fucked.” He turned to me and offered the folded bills. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”
 

Nell’s eyes went wide as she stared at the money. We exchanged a funny look.
 

“Uh…I thought…I thought we were just kind of role-playing with that. Making it more sexy? The game and all that…” I looked at Nell hoping she’d back me up. She was just staring at the money with her jaw hanging open.
 

“Oh don’t be ridiculous Teddy,” Cyril scolded. “I wouldn’t dangle a grand and a half in front of a man then laugh in his face when he tried to take it.”
 

I looked at Nell again. She turned her big eyes up at mine and my heart lurched. It looked like she wanted me to take the money. Which was crazy. “But…that’s…that would make Nell…”
 

Cyril’s smile faded as he turned to Nell again. “A very well paid whore, indeed. But she’s worth every penny, as you know.” A low chuckle rumbled out of him.
 

I was still standing there stunned by the offer when Nell leaned toward me. “That’s half a month’s work for me, Teddy,” she whispered, sounding a little desperate.
 

My jaw dropped. I turned to Cyril and shook my head. “I’m pretty sure that’s illegal. Taking sex for money.”
 

Cyril laughed. He took a step closer, pulled my pocket open and stuffed the money inside. “I’m pretty sure I didn’t have sex with you. I’m giving you the money. As a gift.” He smiled with one corner of his mouth and winked at me.
 

I was too stunned to do or say anything. I probably should have pulled the money out of my pocket, threw it on the table and gotten us the hell out of there.
 

But…
A funny feeling had started in the pit of my stomach. It was one thing to pretend Nell was a whore. A dirty, sexy game. But to think that she had been an actual whore? Well that was terrible, wasn’t it? You’d think so. Except…it was also kind of hot. Kind of very hot. And Cyril giving me that money kind of made me Nell’s…pimp.
 

And, well, that was kind of very hot, too.
 

Cyril then handed me the larger dildo plug thingy. I took it and turned it around in my hand, my mind already guttering and throwing up a vision of Nell wearing the thing.
 

She stared at it as I examined it.
 

“Have that in her tonight. I’d like to see both of you back here at ten AM sharp.”
 

Nell cast a frightened look at Cyril. “I…I can’t. I’ve got a concert.”
 

“I’ll take care of that,” he said.
 

“T-take care of it?” she asked.
 

“No need to worry about it,” Cyril said. “Now go on. Rest up. You’ll need your strength for tomorrow. Oh and Teddy?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“Not too much fucking this evening. You can pop one off but do it somewhere she can wash, will you? I don’t fancy sloppy seconds.”
 

My eyes bugged.
 

Cyril didn’t seem to care. Without another word he turned and walked back into the bowels of the house.
 

I thought of ditching the money before we left. I really did. But Nell was right. It was half her monthly paycheck. And neither of us had really thought she’d be paid. So, with the cash burning a hole in my pocket and the plug burning a hole in my hand, we shuffled off to our house.
 

I don’t know why but I drew all the downstairs blinds as soon as we shut the door behind us. Like, what? The cops were going to show up with a S.W.A.T. team? Still I had this itchy feeling like I was being watched. I didn’t want to take any chances.
 

Nell, who’d seemed exhausted just a few minutes before, looked like she’d just slammed a couple of energy drinks one after another. There was a wild look in her eyes and she was fidgeting with her hands. “Let’s see it,” she whispered, like she was worried someone was watching or listening, too.
 

I pulled the bills out of my pocket and handed them to her.
 

She scowled and pushed my hand away. “Not that. The other thing.” Our eyes met. “The butt thing.”
 

I was knocked off balance a bit by that. I didn’t realize she liked stuff in her butt so much. Felt kind of cheated, to be honest. I would shoved my dick in her butt in a New York minute if she’d asked me. Still, I pulled the plug out of my pocket and handed it to her.
 

She ran her fingertips over the smooth surface, marvelling at the thing. “We should put it in,” she said.
 

“Okay,” I said, shrugging. “If you really want to then…”
 

“I really want to.” She grabbed me by the wrist and hauled me up the stairs again. Just as she was taking off her skirt, her phone rang. Nell picked it up off the nightstand and stared at the screen for a moment. She looked up at me with wide eyes. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “It’s Gustavo.”
 

My heart skipped a beat as my mind darted back to Nell’s confession that her boss had pulled her aside and criticized her performance the day before. I couldn’t help but imagine the worst. Was this Gustavo calling to tell her she was fired? Because I was pretty sure he’d never called her before. “You better pick up,” I said, trying to keep the dread out of my voice.
 

Nell looked back down at the phone. Her hand was shaking as she swiped to accept the call. She seemed as nervous as I was. “Hello?” she asked, shyly.
 

All I could hear was the nasal droning of Gustavo speaking on the other end. I held my breath and prayed it wasn’t bad news.
 

About thirty seconds into the call, Nell turned and looked at me, her expression shocked. “Um, yes. Yes, of course. No that would be just fine. But you’re sure it’s not…”
 

More nasal droning.
 

Nell nodded in time with it as she listened. “Right,” she finally said. “Thank-you, maestro. I will.” She pulled the phone away from her ear and hung up.
 

I resisted the urge to bite a nail as I stood there waiting for her to dish. She wasn’t hysterical or crying so the news couldn’t be that bad, I figured.
 

She turned and looked at me again. “That was Gustavo,” she said.
 

“I know,” I replied. “What’d he say?”
 

“He said…he said not to worry about coming in for the rehearsal or the concert tomorrow.”
 

My stomach flopped. I put my hands on my forehead and started wondering what I was going to do to make up for the lost income. It wasn’t like she could just go out and get another oboe job. There was only one orchestra in town.
 

“No, Teddy,” she said. “You’re not going to believe it but…I think he must have talked to Cyril.”
 

“What?!?” I blurted.
 

“I’ve got two weeks off. Full pay. Told me I had some friends in high places. Didn’t Cyril say he was a donor or something? Cyril must have called him and…”
 

“What?” I whispered. “That’s crazy.”
 

It was, in fact, crazy. That was some high-powered flex, Cyril calling Nell’s boss and immediately getting what he wanted. But two weeks? With pay? A funny warm feeling started in my groin. Cyril was coming over tomorrow to fuck Nell. That was hot. But why had he told Gustavo to give Nell two extra weeks off? It seemed like there was more going on here than I could wrap my head around.
 

Nell, on the other hand, seemed totally unfazed. She threw her phone on the bed, unzipped her skirt and slipped it off, then peeled off her top. Naked, she got down on her elbows and knees on the bed.
 

My eyes were pulled toward her round ass like metal to a magnet.
 

She turned her head and peered over her shoulder at me. Bit her lip, suppressing a smile. “Go on then, Teddy. Put it in. But be gentle. It’s so big.”
 

There was a whole pile of questions tumbling around in my head. It was like a dryer in there. I had the feeling that I should probably, maybe share some of them with Nell. How could she just accept news like that?
 

But a man’s head is a funny thing when it comes to sex. Brain kind of turns off if it’s a possibility. And questions could always be answered later.
 

I reached down and picked up the plug. It was heavier than the smaller one and thick as fuck. About the girth of Cyril’s dick, I’d say. I glanced at Nell again, my real brain still arguing with my sex brain.
 

“What’d you think it’ll feel like fucking me with that thing in?” Nell asked, then giggled.
 

That did it. I grabbed the lube and squirted a big wad of it onto the plug. Greasing it up with my hand I lowered the tip to Nell’s winking anus. I couldn’t believe I was about to try to squeeze that big thing in there. It seemed impossible. I shook my head. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked.
 

Instead of answering with words, Nell reached around with both hands and pried her ass cheeks apart.
 

Yes, it was as hot as it was dirty.
 

I put a hand on the small of her back and pushed the tip of the plug into her stink.
 

Her body shook and her hands flew forward as she braced herself against the pressure. She winced and sucked in a breath through her teeth.
 

“Are you okay?” I asked.
 

“I’m fine. I’m fine!” she hissed. “It’s just really big.”
 

“Are you sure that…”
 

“I want that fucking thing in my ass, Teddy,” Nell growled. “Now either shove it in there or I’ll do it myself.”
 

Okay. I set my feet apart and leaned into it.
 

Nell started making a sound like a distressed bird as the thing stretched her behind. Her toes curled and she put her hands over her face as the thickest part of it passed her sphincter. She calmed down when the flange finally settled against her backside. Took a few deep breaths and reached back, the tips of her fingers exploring the way the plug against her skin.
 

“Is it…is everything okay?” I ventured.
 

She bit her lip and nodded. “Teddy,” she said over her shoulder. “Put those shoes back on my feet.”
 

“You mean your heels? The ones Evie gave you?”
 

“Those,” she confirmed.
 

I knelt down behind her, my face tantalizingly close to her ass and pussy. I noticed her cunt had started drooling. She really fucking liked this. I couldn’t resist reaching out and running my finger down her pretty seam. A bunch of wet stuck to it. I brought it up to my nose and sniffed.
 

The sight of Nell’s rear and cooch had already gotten me half hard. The smell of her made me rock-stiff. It was different than she usually smelled. Sweeter, like her pussy juices were less acidic or something.
 

“Put the shoes on first,” Nell said. “Then you can have me.”
 

I fumbled with a shoe. My fingers were shaking from my anticipation of fucking Nell with the plug buried inside her. Took me three tries to thread the strap and five on the other heel.
 

When I was finally done, Nell rolled over onto her back and put her legs in the air. She touched the tips of her toes together, framing her beautiful body in between her legs.
 

My jaw dropped as I stared at her smiling back at me. Nell had been changing the last few weeks. The way she was looking at me made me feel like now that change was complete.
 

Her resting bitch face was gone. Replaced by a wicked, sexy grin and the glimmer of mischief in her eye. Old Nell never would have done something so raunchy and enticing. Old Nell was all about “hey you done yet?” while I was fucking her. Now it looked like she couldn’t wait to get plowed with a huge stretcher plug in her butt. It was crazy.
 

I started undoing my pants and had a hard time even with that.
 

Nell swung her legs down onto the floor and sat up on the bed. She covered her mouth as she giggled.
 

“What’s wrong?” I said, my eyes roaming from her breasts to her pussy, to how pretty her feet looked in those sexy heels.
 

“Not yet,” she said quietly. “I want to try something.”
 

That was a little disappointing because I was horny as fuck. But any new sexy thing Nell wanted to try was okay by me.
 

She reached out her hand. “Help me up,” she said.
 

I grabbed her hand and hauled her to her feet.
 

She was a little unsteady at first, like a baby horse trying out it’s new legs. But it didn’t take her long to find her balance. Her ass was jutting out obscenely. Partly because of the heels but partly because of the way she had to accommodate the thing inside her body. It looked so round and appealing I nearly tackled her I was so aroused.
 

I was glad I didn’t when she bent over and swept up the skirt she’d been wearing. Daintily poked her feet through it and pulled it up, no underwear beneath. She zipped it up and turned to look at herself in the mirror over the dresser. Her eyes narrowed. She took a small step forward. Then another. Then her hips started swaying as she crossed the distance to the dresser.
 

The way her body moved was mesmerizing. In fact it gave me the same funny warm feeling being around Cyril and Evie did. Like I was being hypnotized and my will power was leaving me. Like Nell, oozing sexuality, had me under her spell.
 

She stared at her reflection for a good long while. Turned sideways and admired the shape of her ass, then plumped her boobs up and squished them together. “Oh yeah,” she purred. “I like this.”
 

My eyes bugged as she pulled up her skirt, revealing her hairy poon. She looked so sexy, half-naked in her heels and skirt, blushing and grinning, looking like she was about to devour me.
 

She crooked a finger. "Come and get it," she said.
 

I pulled my pants down without undoing them on the way over to her. That kind of tied my legs together so I had to shuffle the last few steps. Kind of like a penguin walks. My cock was hard and hot and pointed straight at her belly.
 

Nell grabbed it as I approached and pulled on it, tugging me toward herself.
 

My hands flew out and smacked against the dresser to keep from falling onto her. My face was just inches from hers and slightly lower since I was bent over. I looked up into her eyes.
 

She leaned forward, locked her lips onto mine in a kiss and plunged her tongue into my mouth as she started rubbing my dick.
 

I could feel the heat pulsing off her pussy. I croaked into her mouth. I was so turned on I felt like I was going to come from her just stroking my penis.
 

Nell released me from the kiss and smacked her lips. She looked down at my cock with glee. Spreading one leg further from the other she drew my prick down between them. She mashed her hands against the head and stuffed it into her steaming snatch.
 

A crazy, delirious pleasure shot through me as I slipped into her. She was so fucking tight with that plug in her. My cock slid along her tunnel. Her vagina squeezed me so hard I thought she was trying to eat me. I shuddered my balls smacked against the flange of the plug. I was on the brink. It felt like any motion might set me off. I looked up into her eyes again and groaned. “Oh, Nell,” I muttered.
 

Nell looked very pleased with herself. She brought her hand up to my face and ran a finger over my lips, then across my cheek and behind my ear. She grinned. “Oh, Teddy,” she sighed.
 

“I’m really fucking close baby,” I confessed. I felt kind of bad. Nell all sexed up and I was about to be a one minute wonder. I couldn’t help it, though. Body’s gonna’ body. Dick’s gonna’ dick. When it’s time, it’s time, you know?
 

“Is that so?” she asked.
 

I nodded.
 

She pressed her finger against my lips again. “Remember what Cyril said.”
 

My groin squeezed at hearing her say his name.
 

“Not inside of me.”
 

My crotch squeezed again. Why was that hot? Hearing Nell remind me that her new black lover didn’t want a mess up in her because he was coming over to fuck her the next morning and didn’t like sloppy seconds? I don’t know. It just was.
 

“Where would you like to finish, Teddy?” she asked.
 

I looked all over her body. There were so many dirty possibilities. Down her throat? On her tits? On her furry snatch that Cyril wanted her to shave? But my eyes came to rest on the arches of her feet wrapped in those sexy, slinky, strappy heels.
 

Nell started chuckling. “Teddy you pervert. You want me to jerk you off onto my feet? Is that it? Does Teddy have a foot fetish?”
 

I didn’t think I did. But I couldn’t stop staring at her feet. When she wiggled her toes my cock flexed.
 

“I guess that’s a yes,” she whispered.
 

And then the most incredible thing happened. The walls of Nell’s vagina started rippling. Rippling like she could control every single muscle inside herself. Rippling up my cock like she was squeezing the toothpaste out a tube with her cunt. “Oh god,” I grunted. “That feels amazing.”
 

Nell stared into my eyes. Her smile had faded a little. Just enough to make her look kind of…crazy, actually.
 

“You like that, do you Teddy?”
 

“I fucking love it,” I whispered. I looked down to where our bodies were joined. The pleasure pulsing up through my cock was insane. I felt the edge coming and me tipping over the side of it. “Oh shit,” I muttered.
 

Nell swung one leg up and pressed the sole of her shoe gently against my face. She pushed my hips away.
 

My cock lurched out into the cold air with the first spasm. A split second later I felt Nell’s other foot slide in between my thighs. I looked down as she grabbed me and started pumping. Big fat blobs of jizz bubbled out of it and fell in wet splats onto the delicate skin on her feet. I shuddered and moaned, completely at the mercy of Nell’s manipulations. The muscles in my groin contracted and released, the familiar squish-pump-squish-pump feeling of an enormous climax.
 

I soared to the top of it and hung there, staring at Nell emptying me onto her foot. The descent back to earth was violent and terrifying. Still pretty hot, though. I felt like I was falling from thirty thousand feet, vision tunnelling on Nell’s hand creaming me and her foot taking my load. When the orgasm finally finished it almost felt painful. I barked and tried to pull my hips away.
 

Nell kept pumping, a lusty snarl curling her upper lip.
 

“Oh god Nell, please!” I finally shouted, grabbing her wrist.
 

She released me, lowered both feet to the ground, grabbed my shirt and pulled me in close to her face. She kissed me deeply, hand on the back of my head to keep me in place. When she released me from that she wiped her lips with the back of her hand and stared into my eyes. “What the fuck are we doing, Teddy?” she asked.
 

“I—I don’t know,” I stammered. “I thought you did.”
 

Nell threw her head back and burst into a wicked sounding cackle. She pushed me away, turned and looked at her profile in the mirror again. Grabbed her tits and squashed them together, then looked at my reflection in the mirror. “Come to the bathroom with me?” she asked.
 

“Sure. Sure thing. What…what for?”
 

“To help me shave. Cyril wants me bare.”
 






Chapter Nine

 


Nell slept like a baby that night.
 

I barely slept.
 

After helping Nell shave her vagina, she let me eat her out before bed. Her bare snatch felt good in my mouth and tasted even better. She dozed off soon after I’d finished and I didn’t get any more action. But it was probably for the better.
 

The whole time I had my tongue stuffed into her cunt I was thinking of question she’d asked. And the way she’d laughed at my reaction to it. What the fuck were we doing here?
 

Sure Nell had cracked out of her sexual shell. She was more outgoing, loved to fuck now, and couldn’t get enough of having a big, black cock stuffed inside her. That was all great. I couldn’t help but wonder, though, if there was a price to be paid for all this change? 
 

There was a part of me that had always like Nell’s shy demeanour. I guess maybe it was one of the reasons I’d married her. I had to dig in my brain a pretty long time to figure out why. What I came up with was a bit shocking.
 

Shy and reserved was safe. A mousy oboe player who didn’t really like to socialize and didn’t have many friends wasn’t going to go into the big, wide world and do something dangerous. Something like sleeping with another man. Something that might hurt me, if I hadn’t been so into it. Before-Nell had been a woman I could count on. Now-Nell was…an unknown quantity.
 

And that made my stomach kind of tingly. In a bad way. Unknown quantities could act in unknown ways. Nell had gone from being a dutiful wife to an actual, literal slut in just weeks. She was about to become a butt slut for Cyril’s big dong. Where was this going to end? Was Cyril going to become a fixture in our lives? She loved that black dick so much. How was she ever going to wean herself off of it?
 

And so, this weird fantasy that I’d gone along with that had turned oh so very real, that had turned me on so much, started to feel a little dangerous. I’d been driving the car this far. But now the steering wheel had popped off and wouldn’t go back on again. And the car needed an alignment. Badly. Or something.
 

I don’t think I slept for more than ten or fifteen minutes at a time that night. I felt exhausted when I saw day breaking through the window. Slipped out of bed and went into the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face. Trudged down to the kitchen to get the coffee on, my head still swimming with disturbing questions, my stomach still tingling and buzzing in that not so great way.
 

And then the doorbell rang.
 

I set the coffee pot down and scurried over to the door. Peered through the small window just above eye level to see Cyril standing there with his arms folded across his chest. That sent a half-aroused, half-nervous jolt ripping through me. I undid the deadbolt and eased the door open.
 

Cyril pressed his fingers against it and pushed it wide open, forcing me to step aside. He step into the house and flashed a smile at me. “Morning, Teddy,” he said quietly, closing the door behind him.
 

“Morning,” I muttered in a froggy voice.
 

He was wearing a tight black t-shirt and black sweat pants. I couldn’t help but notice the ominous bulge of his cock stretching the fabric of the left leg. That sent another thrill rushing through me. He was there to have Nell. To wake her up and fuck her in our bed. In that sacred space reserved for our intimate moments.
 

That was unsettling but my cock started flexing and swelling at the thought of it. Another taboo broken. Another step into the unknown.
 

I stood there not knowing what to say. I could barely bring myself to look at him.
 

Cyril didn’t say anything either. I could feel the heat of his stare on my face. After what seemed like forever he kicked off his shoes and pointed to the staircase. “Nell upstairs?”
 

“Yeah,” I muttered. “She’s sleeping.” I glanced up to find him wearing a sort of smug smile.
 

“Good,” he said. “That’s good. That’ll give us a chance to talk. Mano-a-mano. Tete-a-tete. What do you say we go into the kitchen?” He didn’t wait for me to answer before starting to walk in that direction.
 

I followed him in and sat down on the chair he’d pulled out from under the table for me.
 

“You have a nice time last night?” he asked.
 

“Yeah,” I replied, the memory of Nell’s sexy, acrobatic exploits making my cock harden.
 

“Good,” he said. “Did you follow my instruction?”
 

I nodded.
 

“That’s good, too. Where did you come, Teddy? Her tits? Her face?”
 

I shook my head and blushed at the intimate question.
 

“Tell me,” Cyril ordered.
 

I looked up and into his dark eyes. “She jerked me off onto her foot,” I admitted. For some reason I couldn’t deny this guy the truth.
 

His eyes lit up. “Ah! An excellent choice,” he said. He put one arm on the table and leaned toward me. His face got serious. “I’m here to fuck Nell in the ass this morning, Teddy. You know that, right?”
 

I felt myself shrink a bit as I nodded. He didn’t say it in a humiliating way. Just stating a fact. My crotch started to warm again.
 

“Good,” he went on. “I’m glad you’re on board with this. You know Evie says that you should get something special for being such a trooper about letting me break Nell in. What do you think?”
 

I shrugged. It was nice of him to think of me. Nice of Evie, too. But I wasn’t sure what the special something was they had in mind. And I didn’t want to say ‘yes’ in case it was…weird, or something.
 

“I think she’s right,” Cyril said, gently rapping his knuckles on the table. “I think you deserve a high five for all of this. A salute, so to speak.” He leaned in closer. “I want you to tell me your dirtiest secret, Teddy,” he said.
 

“Huh? My dirtiest secret?” I asked.
 

“Your dirtiest secret,” he repeated. “What’s the nastiest, dirtiest thing you’ve ever wanted to do with a woman, hm?” he asked, eyeing me.
 

I blushed hotter. My mind went back to not so long ago when Nell had made a promise to me. A promise that if I lured Cyril over to our house she’d let me have her any way I wanted. That she’d do anything I wanted. My stomach sank a little when I realized that had never actually materialized. And here was Cyril implying that he’d get for me what I hadn’t claimed myself. I looked up at him out of the corner of my eye, deeply embarrassed. “Aw Cyril,” I groaned. “You don’t want to hear about my…”
 

“Oh but I do,” he said, interrupting. “I very much do. I very much want to say thank-you for your participation in our little game.”
 

My cock was throbbing at the promise of claiming my prize. “You sure about this?” I mumbled.
 

“Positive,” he replied.
 

I took a deep breath and exhaled. Laced my fingers together and started spinning my thumbs around each other. “Well there is this one thing…” I admitted.
 

“Tell me,” Cyril growled.
 

“I saw it in a porno once. The woman, she kind of gets on the floor or the bed and up on her shoulders.”
 

Cyril’s eyes lit up again.
 

“And then the guy he, like, gets up on her and kind of crouches down, almost like he’s sitting on her ass, right. Her feet go down by her head so her crack and her cunt are facing up towards him and then he fucks her like that. Sort of bouncing up and down on her or whatnot.”
 

Cyril grinned. “The butter churner,” he purred.
 

“Is that what it’s called?”
 

“An excellent choice.”
 

“I just don’t know if Nell would be…”
 

“Nell will be whatever I tell her to be,” he said. “Nell will do whatever I say.”
 

I started slipping into that hypnotic space again. “She will?” I whispered.
 

“Of course she will. You know that.”
 

His words chilled me. Because, at that moment, I realized that he was right. The steering wheel was not just broken on the car I was driving. I’d handed it to Cyril and he’d somehow fixed it and now he was in the driver’s seat. Nell would do whatever he said. There was no question.
 

He pushed his chair back from the table and stood up. “Come, Teddy. Let’s go see about Nell’s seeing-to, shall we? And when I’m finished with her I’ll make sure she fulfills that craving. What do you think?”
 

“Okay,” I muttered. I stood up and followed him up the stairs.
 

Nell was still sleeping, the soft purring of her snoring muffled by the comforter covering her face.
 

Cyril walked over to her side of the bed and peered under the sheets. He smiled at me. “So sweet. So innocent. Doesn’t that just make this so much more fun?” He seemed…gleeful.
 

“Uh-huh,” I admitted. Because, damn it, it did make this so much more fun. Seeing a shy, innocent woman broken in by a big, black stud like Cyril was more arousing than anything I’d ever experienced.
 

Cyril peeled his shirt off over his head. He undid the drawstring on his sweats and let them fall to the floor around his ankles.
 

My eyes went wide at seeing his massive manhood exposed. A manhood that would soon be buried in Nell’s back can.
 

He leaned over the bed and pulled away the comforter. Touched Nell gently on the shoulder and gave her a tiny shake.
 

Her eyes fluttered open. She blinked against the light and looked up. Her eyes widened and her jaw fell. “Cyril,” she whispered.
 

“Good morning, Nell,” he whispered back. “Go have a pee. It’s time for your morning fuck.”
 

Nell immediately bounced out of bed. It was only when her feet hit the floor that she realized the massive plug was still in her ass. She teetered on tiptoes, uncertain for a few steps before her body adjusted. Ass jutting out, which made her tits thrust forward. She pranced through the room and into the bathroom.
 

Cyril took a seat on the bed and started stroking himself. He waited until Nell appeared in the door to the bathroom, then smiled as she slipped into the room and walked towards him. “I see you were a good girl last night,” he said, grinning at her bare snatch.
 

Nell glanced over her shoulder at me. “Teddy helped me,” she said.
 

“How kind,” Cyril murmured. As Nell approached he reached out and wrapped a hand around the small of her back. Pulled her in between his legs. His face was at the level of her tits. His big paws came up and he grabbed a boob in each. Gave them a gentle squeeze before wrapping his lips around a stiff nipple and slurping it into his mouth.
 

Nell’s eyelids fluttered as his mouth worked it’s magic on her breast. She leaned into him as he rolled her other nipple delicately in his fingers. After a minute or so he switched tits. The nipple he’d suckled was red and shimmered with his spit.
 

That was all sexy. I stood and stared as he did the same with the other. What slayed me, though, was when Nell’s hand came up and rested on the back of his neck, the other falling on his shoulder. The way she stroked him, so loving and personal, felt like someone was driving a wooden stake through my gut.
 

This wasn’t just Nell getting lost in her lust, abandoning her morals and succumbing to the bliss brought by the black dick. This was way more intimate. It was like they had a connection. Like they were a thing.
 

Cyril pulled away from her breast and looked up into her eyes.
 

Nell got bashful looking down at him.
 

His dark hand swept between her legs.
 

She shivered.
 

“Let’s see that bare pussy,” he said.
 

Nell took a step back, spread her legs and opened herself with her fingers.
 

Cyril shook his head. “What a beautiful sight,” he whispered. He slipped his middle finger along the wet pink flesh of her labia. Turned her around and sat her down on the bed then got on his knees in front of her. “Put your legs up, baby,” he asked.
 

Nell’s legs went up into the air, her neck arching as she tried to watch what Cyril would do to her.
 

He twisted that same middle finger into her entrance. His mouth fell to her clit. He sucked it in the same way he had her nipples and started sucking on it.
 

Nell moaned and her head flopped back onto the bed. She grabbed her legs with her hands and spread them wider.
 

Cyril rewarded her by fucking his finger in a little deeper, which made her moan again. He stroked his cock some more with his other hand. It was half hard now and growing with each passing second.
 

Nell’s toes scrunched and release as she writhed on the bed beneath him. Her head thrashed side to side as Cyril sucked harder on her clit. She let go of her legs, her fingers clawing at the sheets and wrapped her thighs around his face. Her ass came up off the bed and she looked like she was about to climax.
 

Cyril unwound her legs and lowered her ass down to the bed. He stood up brandishing his engorged organ, wagging it at Nell.
 

Nell tried to scramble up onto her knees. She looked desperately hungry to stuff that big monster down her throat again.
 

Cyril got on his knees on the bed, wrapped a fist around her throat and pressed her back down. “No, baby,” he said. “We’re both good and ready and I’ve been dreaming of this pussy all night. This beautiful, bare pussy. I’m going to put my cock inside you now, alright?” He smirked. “Of course it’s alright.”
 

Nell gave a nervous nod. Her eyes fell between her legs and she stared at Cyril’s piston approaching her cylinder.
 

“That plug in you good and tight?” Cyril asked looking into her eyes.
 

Only then did Nell seem to remember she was still wearing the thing. Her fingers went down behind her ass and around the flange. She gave a quick nod and looked longingly up at Cyril.
 

“Good,” he purred. He lowered the head of his cock to her pussy and swiped up and down collecting wet. Pressed the tip against her hole and leaned into it.
 

She gasped as it slipped inside her. “Oh gods,” she muttered. Her eyes darted nervously to his, then down to the rod about to impale her.
 

“It’s going to feel amazing. You’ll see,” Cyril said.
 

Nell gave a nervous nod and stared as he started to slide it into her. Her mouth opened wider. She started breathing heavy. Her eyes popped wide open. “Holy shit,” she seethed.
 

“That’s it,” Cyril said. He started crawling in between her legs, more and more of his shaft disappearing past the stretched lips of her pussy.
 

“Holy shit,” she repeated. Her hands shot to his hips. She grabbed him and seemed like she was hanging on for dear life as his charged hose drove deeper. “Oh gods,” she whimpered.
 

Cyril took his hand off her neck. He pressed two fingers to her lips.
 

Nell stuck out her tongue and let Cyril slip his fingers into her mouth. Deep enough that they must have gone down her throat. Nell gurgled and stared up at him. The obedient slut taking it in any hole her stud wanted to give it to her.
 

“Does that feel good, Nelly?” Cyril asked, smiling. He pulled his fingers out so she could speak.
 

“Oh god it’s so big!” she moaned. “It’s so tight in there.”
 

“You feel wonderful,” Cyril reassured her. His lip curled in a snarl as he pushed the last inch of his meat into her wet space.
 

A trickle of lubricant ran out between her flaps and his cock.
 

Cyril eased his hips back, then slammed them in, his heavy nuts smacking against the flange of the plug.
 

Nell squealed and wrapped her legs around his trunk. She glared at him. “Fuck me!” she demanded. “Fuck me with that big, black cock!”
 

I stood frozen in place. Staring at the magical and dirty scene playing out. My mind short-circuiting at the sight of Cyril’s black body intruding into Nell’s lily-white body. Into the hot pink of her cunt.
 

“Okay, baby,” he said. “I’ll give you what you want.” He swayed back, then forward, his girthy cock sawing out and in, out and in, faster with each thrust and harder. The bed started to shake.
 

Nell’s toes splayed, then curled. She wrapped her hands around his neck as he fucked her, her body curling into his. My beautiful, innocent wife curled around this beast of a man who was pounding his cock into her.
 

“Oh yeah, baby,” Cyril growled. “I can feel it. I can feel it coming. It’s starting, isn’t it?” He drove harder and faster.
 

“Yes!” Nell screamed. She beat her hands on his back. “Yes, yes, fucking yes!” And then her body started shaking. A violent, uncontrollable shake that started with her legs, travelled up her torso and ended in a wild scream as she came.
 

The sound jolted me out of my statue-like state. I felt my whole body throbbing with lust for Nell. My cock was bolt-hard and pre-cum was seeping from the tip.
 






Chapter Ten

 


My mind was spinning. I covered my gaping mouth with a hand as I watched Nell shake through what looked to be a brain-blowing climax.
 

Her body’s violent spasms were only dampened by Cyril putting his full weight on top of her. That covered her torso and she became nothing more than four quivering appendages beneath his hulking frame. He kept driving his cock into her in a steady rhythm. Her pussy started to cream and fart puffs of trapped air. The room filled with the dank smell of her insides, which only made me harder still.
 

I don’t know how long it lasted because time had stopped for me. Alternating bolts of jealousy and arousal charged through me. The jealousy crushed my guts and my nut sack. What was I doing? What was I doing letting this guy have his way with my wife any time he liked? What was I doing letting Nell take two weeks off work? Sure she was getting paid. But the fact that Cyril had obviously somehow brokered the arrangement had to mean he had his own intentions for Nell. Was I just going to let him do that, too?
 

Those doubts made me determined. If not to put a stop to this then to at least try to grab the steering wheel and start driving again. Nell was my wife. She’d never been the most confident person. I liked to think she turned to me when she had to make a major decision. I should be the one protecting her, not whoring her out because I found it insanely hot. Right?
 

But that was the trouble. I did find it insanely hot. I couldn’t help but fall under that magical spell each time Cyril got a hold of her and got her doing something dirty. And so after each wave of possessive jealousy I’d get another, even bigger wave, of horny lust. A feeling that I didn’t want to do anything but watch Nell be fucked by this dominant lover she’d taken.
 

Nell stopped shaking beneath Cyril. He was still pummelling her cunt with his big tool but she looked like she’d passed out from exhaustion.
 

Cyril got up onto a fist and his knees and touched her face with his hand. “Wake up, Nelly,” he said, still pumping. “You’re going to want to see this.”
 

Nell’s eyes fluttered open at his delicate touch. She glanced up at him and almost looked surprised that there was a large black man between her legs.
 

Cyril put a thumb in her mouth.
 

Nell started suckling.
 

“That’s it,” Cyril whispered. “Wake up and rise so you can see.”
 

Nell wiggled up onto her elbows and stared down between her legs. Her eyes widened at the sight of his cock gliding in and out of her.
 

“Cyril’s gonna fill you up now,” he whispered.
 

Nell gasped.
 

“You like that?” he asked. “You want that black seed in your belly?”
 

The question sent a jolt of jealous lust twisting through me. Black seed in her belly? And again I couldn’t help but think that even though Nell was on birth control there was a non-zero chance that Cyril’s injection might find a nest and that Nell’s belly might swell with his baby. Just thinking it made me shudder. But my cock flexed painfully at the possibility.
 

What would it be like having sex with Nell, knowing that another man’s ejaculate had fertilized her egg? That another man’s offspring was growing in her belly? I couldn’t help but think that any normal guy — whatever that meant — would do anything to keep that from happening. And here I was ready to jerk off to the possibility.
 

“What do you say, Nell? You ready to take a big load of Cyril in your pussy?”
 

An electric charge shot from the base of my brain to my dick when Nell gave a vigorous nod.
 

Cyril grinned. “Oh don’t be like that, baby. Come on. You’ve got to say it. It’ll be like pulling the trigger. Why don’t you look over at Teddy and say it, huh? Tell him what you want.”
 

Nell turned her head slowly until she was looking at me.
 

The room blurred. Cyril’s face, too. It was almost like he became anonymous as I locked eyes with Nell. Just a dark lover fucking my wife for our shared pleasure.
 

Nell parted her lips. She ran her tongue between them. “I want…” she said, panting lightly. Her tits were smacking together as Cyril fucked her harder and faster. “I want your black seed in my belly,” she whispered.
 

I lost the ability to breath and think and feel almost everything except for my throbbing erection. Seeing and hearing her say it nearly made me come in my pants.
 

Something about my expression must have changed because Nell smiled out of nowhere. Her eyes narrowed and, still staring at me she spoke again. “I want his black seed in my belly, Teddy.”
 

Her words shook me to my core.
 

Then she put a hand on the back of his neck and turned to look at him. She pulled herself up and locked lips with him in a deep kiss. When she finally pulled away she fixed him with the same sultry stare. “I want your black seed in my belly,” she repeated.
 

I’m not sure if she did it for me or not. She might have been acting but it seemed so sincere. My insides squeezed even tighter.
 

“Oh shit,” Cyril groaned. “Here it is, baby.” He looked down between them and his thrusts slowed. His cock was covered in a slimy white cream. I’d never seen a discharge like that out of Nell. He pulled it almost all the way out.
 

She looked down between them and her eyes filled with awe.
 

The first contraction of his massive muscle sent a dart through my heart. His balls came up as it flexed and he threw his head back and roared. At the same time he speared himself back up into her and started pumping hard.
 

I couldn’t stop staring at his penis destroying Nell’s pussy. Stabbing in and out and delivering what was surely a potent load of ejaculate into the deepest parts of her. Parts of her I’d never touched and never would. Parts of her that only Cyril would know what they felt like.
 

And Nell just watched his big organ with amazement. Watched as it dropped hot spunk into her and seemed totally unconcerned that there might be consequences.
 

After a good minute of orgasmic thrusting Cyril slowed, then finally stopped. He groaned, lifted himself up and pulled his hose out of her. A gush of his ejaculate ran out of her a moment before her pussy lips closed, sealing the rest of his emission inside her. He stood up and rubbed his chin, then bent and got on his knees. He looked over his shoulder at me and grinned. “Best part’s right here,” he said. “Lets get a good look at it, what do you say Teddy?”
 

I didn’t know what to say. I just stared, dumbstruck and feeling like I was going to have an orgasm myself.
 

Cyril put a finger and thumb on Nell’s pussy lips and pried them apart. Inside the dark pink space I saw a sea of white cream. I gasped and covered my mouth with a hand again. Cyril chuckled, hauled himself up to sit on the bed and started stroking his cock again. “Go on, Nell,” he said, waving a hand toward me. “Go see your husband.”
 

Nell, ever the obedient slut, scooted down off the bed and stood up. Her ass jutted out to accommodated the plug and more jizz rolled down her leg. She took a small step then adjusted her gait. She turned her toes in and shuffled across the floor. She stopped in front of me and looked up into my eyes.
 

Cyril’s scent was all over her. Sweat and musk and the faint hint of cologne he wore. She smiled like an angel. “Did you like that?” she whispered.
 

“Oh god, Nell, yes,” I said.
 

“Get that thing out of her ass,” Cyril growled behind her.
 

Nell bit her lower lip and smiled again. She turned slowly around and bent over, spreading her ass cheeks with both hands.
 

My eyes dropped to the dark flange covering her back entrance. I reached down, got a good grip on it and started pulling.
 

“Oh!” Nell said, reaching back to steady herself with a hand on my hip.
 

I put a hand on the small of her back and eased the plug out of her. My eyes went wide at the gaping hole that led to her anus. I couldn’t believe that tiny, once-puckered little pinhole was so wide I could see inside her.
 

“Good,” Cyril purred. “Now get back here, Nell.”
 

Nell looked over her shoulder at me and mouthed I love you, Teddy.
 

It broke my heart in the best way. I stared at her as she shuffled back over to Cyril and stood in front of him waiting for his next command.
 

“On your knees,” he said.
 

She dropped to her knees.
 

“Good. Now get your mouth on it. I need a little help.”
 

She eagerly wrapped her lips around his cum-covered penis and drove it into her throat.
 

“That’s it. Clean it up like a good slut,” Cyril said.
 

Nell pulled her face off of his cock, stuck out her tongue and started licking up the thick mix of his spent wad and the cream from her pussy. She did it all staring up into his eyes.
 

Cyril growled affectionately as he watched her eat. He waited until she’d licked his shaft clean then put one hand on her hip. “That’s good. Get up. Turn around. Yeah. Like that. Bend over. Now grab your ankles.”
 

Nell bent at the waist and grabbed her ankles with her hands.
 

Cyril, his cock hard again from Nell’s cleaning, put two fingers of each hand on either side of her ass and stretched it open. Puckered his lips, then spat a fat gob of saliva into her shit hole before leaning forward with his tongue sticking out and licking her ass with it.
 

Nell gasped and rocked back and forth, Cyril’s grip keeping her from falling over. She looked overwhelmed by what she was feeling but in a good way. Her eyes wandered around the room like she didn’t know where to look. Her brow arched. She glanced at me. “Oh god that feels good,” she said.
 

Cyril chuckled behind her. Pulled his tongue out of her hole and smacked her right ass cheek. “Stand up,” he ordered.
 

She did.
 

“Now back it up. That’s it. That’s it. Right there.” His cock head was right below her sphincter. “Get over here, Teddy,” he said.
 

Hearing him say my name shook me out of my trance again. I walked across the room, not sure what he was up to.
 

“On your knees,” he said.
 

I did what he asked. There was no question that Cyril was fully in charge now. I don’t think Nell or I could have done a thing different than what he was asking if we tried. It really did feel like magic.
 

“Good,” Cyril said. “Now take your wife’s hands. Yeah. Like that. Like you’re saying your vows all over again. Except we’re in a different sort of church now, aren’t we?” he asked, chuckling.
 

I was holding Nell’s hands, indeed, the way I had when we’d gotten married. Looking up into her loving, smiling eyes.
 

Cyril took her by the hips and started pulling her onto himself.
 

She bent at the knees, ready to sit in his lap. Ready to let him impale that black staff into her untouched back hole. When his cock head kissed her opening she sucked in a breath.
 

“It’s okay,” Cyril reassured. “It’ll go in very easily. You’re good and wet and Teddy got you nicely stretched with that thing.”
 

She gave a nervous nod and let him pull her lower. Her jaw fell and her eyes widened when the head of his cock slipped into her. She gnawed on her lip but didn’t object. Then, as she took more of him inside herself she drew in a breath and held it.
 

“Oh beautiful,” Cyril growled. “That’s as tight as it gets.” He pulled her down in one smooth motion until her ass came to rest on his thighs.
 

Nell’s arms started shaking and she looked truly shocked by what had just happened.
 

Cyril leaned back on one hand, the other coming around to give Nell’s tit a squeeze. He peered out from behind her. “Feel good?” he asked with a smile.
 

Nell looked at me instead of at him. “It’s amazing,” she admitted.
 

“Wonderful,” Cyril said. He looked at me. “Rub her clit for me, Teddy.”
 

Everything was still blurry to me. I guess if I’d been my normal self I might have been like ew, gross or something. But I wasn’t my normal self. I was pretty sure I’d never be again. All I wanted was to see Nell get as nasty as she possibly could. And for some reason I couldn’t say no to Cyril. I let go of her hand and reached down between her legs. Found her button with my middle finger and started spinning.
 

Nell put her hands on her knees and started drawing in quick breaths. Started blinking her eyes in time with them, like she’d never felt what she was feeling just then and wasn’t sure what to do about it.
 

“Oh yeeees,” Cyril groaned. “Keep going, Teddy.” It was obvious that whatever was happening to Nell’s back cavity because of my masturbating her, was very pleasurable for Cyril.
 

I was mesmerized by the way she looked in that moment. A fat, black dick shoved balls deep up her ass. Looking like she was experiencing the world in a whole new light from her expression. I kept at it, staring into her beautiful eyes.
 

Her breathing got ragged. She grabbed her own tits, then let her hands wander all over her body. Seemed to retreat into herself as her eyes closed and her head tipped back. Let out a low moan. Her toes curled on the carpet.
 

“Oh yeah,” Cyril said. “Here she comes again.”
 

Nell’s head was rolling side to side from one shoulder to the other. Her mouth was open and she was lost in a trance again, slave to whatever sensations were gripping her in that moment.
 

I kept spinning my finger. I felt her clit engorge underneath it. Felt a trickle of moisture squirt out of her.
 

Then she grabbed her own hair, twisted her head side to side and screamed.
 

I felt her pussy contract as she came.
 

Cyril watched the whole thing with a smile on his face, looking at Nell sideways and seeming very pleased with himself.
 

The orgasm was quick but intense. She came out of it looking kind of dazed for a moment. But after a second or two she put both hands around my neck and pulled me into a filthy kiss, her tongue plunging deep into my mouth.
 

I nearly lost it. Knowing she still had another man’s cock in her ass but was kissing me was…insane. When she pulled away she gave me that sultry look again.
 

“Alright,” Cyril said. “That’s good. You had your moment. Good job, Teddy. You can go have a seat.”
 

Nell bit her thumb and looked over her shoulder at him. “What about me?”
 

He chuckled at the question. “You get to work, Nell.” He raised a hand and brought it down on her ass with a powerful smack. “Start bouncing!”
 

As I backed away on my knees I swear I saw something change in Nell again. My shy wife who would have been completely aghast if someone had said something like that to her before, now got a devilish smile on her face. She put her hands back on her knees and pulled her ass up off of Cyril’s lap, then, slowly at first, started bouncing up and down, massaging the head of his cock with her anus. “Like that?” she asked flirtatiously.
 

Cyril’s hand came down in another clap on her other ass cheek. “Take the whole thing, baby. Take the whole thing.”
 

Nell, to my absolute shock, started twerking so hard and fast with his dick in her ass she looked like she’d just started a TikTok channel. Bumping and grinding, her ass bouncing on his lap, looking over her shoulder at him and winking.
 

My heart was in my fucking throat. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It wasn’t just her confidence. It was…she was a different person again. Not an innocent wife getting corrupted. A woman who’d realized what her sexiness meant to men. A woman who’d realized she had a power she hadn’t understood up to that moment. A woman who’d come to understand the power of her sexuality.
 

It was like watching a butterfly come out of a cocoon or something.
 

I’m not sure again how long the lap dance lasted. I didn’t dare touch myself, even through my pants. I was an inch from a massive cum-explosion but addicted to the throbbing lust pumping through me as I watched Nell do the nasty on Cyril.
 

Cyril was still leaning back on his hands, his head moving in time with Nell’s bumping ass. Every so often he’d reach out and smack her again.
 

Nell would nod appreciatively but not miss a beat.
 

Finally, after what seemed like forever, he leaned forward, wrapped his arms around her and massaged her tits and whispered something into her ear.
 

Nell’s mouth formed an ‘O’ and she covered it with the tips of her fingers. An instant later she popped — and I mean popped it sounded like a bottle of champagne being uncorked — off his dick, spun around and dropped to her knees. Wrapped her hands around the base of his shaft and without flinching took him into her mouth.
 

Cyril put a hand on the back of her head as she started bouncing up and down on his cock with her face. His lip curled and his hips pumped forward as he released whatever he had left into her mouth with a grunt.
 

Nell didn’t let a drop go to waste. She sucked and swallowed and bobbed until Cyril put a thumb on her cheek and caressed it, easing her of his member. Nell made a big show of slurping up the leftovers then wiping her lips with a finger. She’d looked exhausted after Cyril had fucked her. Now she looked like she’d done a line of coke and was ready to party the day and the night away. She came off his dick and licked it until it was glistening.
 

Cyril chuckled and patted her on the head. “More talented than she is at the oboe, wouldn’t you say Teddy?” he asked, smiling at me.
 

I couldn’t find my voice to reply. I just nodded, my mouth and throat dry from watching the performance Nell had given.
 

Nell crawled off to one side as Cyril stood up and started putting his clothes on. When he’d dressed he walked over to the bedroom door, turned and smiled at us. “I’m sure you two have lots to talk about so I’ll leave you for now.” He turned to Nell. “Enjoy your vacation,” he said. “Oh and do give Teddy whatever he asks for. He’s earned it.”
 

Nell gave a nod. She seemed almost sad that he was leaving. I don’t know. Maybe not. When she heard the front door close she turned and looked at me with a hungry stare. Getting on her hands and knees she crawled over to where I was sitting, looking like she was going to eat me. She crawled right on top of me and pressed her cheek against mine.
 

It was dirty as hell.
 

“Want to get nasty?” she whispered.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


I stared into her smiling, lust-filled eyes as she gazed into mine. I guess I’d expected Cyril to tell her what I’d confessed to him I wanted from Nell. What he’d called the butter churner. I felt a little sheepish about telling her myself. Also my dick was hard and on the verge of spilling the contents of my balls.
 

Nell licked my cheek. “What do you want, Teddy? What do you want to do to me?” she asked.
 

I swallowed, trying to loosen the tightness in my throat. Half of me still didn’t believe she’d ever go for it, in spite of what I’d just witnessed. But Cyril had sounded so certain that she’d do whatever he said. And he had told her to give me whatever I wanted. What was the worst that could happen? She’d say no and we’d do some other dirty thing. “It’s…it’s kind of perverted,” I muttered.
 

She swung her head around mine and licked my other cheek. “As perverted as watching Cyril fuck my ass while you held my hands?” she asked, giggling.
 

Which made me realize she was actually into this. She was going to do whatever I wanted because Cyril said so. “Get on your back on the floor,” I ordered, standing up and peeling off clothing.
 

A wicked smile formed on her lips as she lay down on the carpet.
 

My cock sprang out as I took my pants off.
 

“What are you going to do to me?” Nell asked, grinning.
 

I grabbed her ankles and hauled her up onto her shoulder so her chin was touching her chest.
 

She looked shocked for a moment, then laughed. “Acrobatic,” she said. “I like it!”
 

I spread her legs open so I could see both her holes. They were both still kind of stretched and I could see Cyril’s frothy mess. Disgusting and hot. Beautiful and depraved. I bent her legs at the waist. “Grab your ankles.”
 

She made a show of swinging her legs towards her head. Wrapped her hands around her ankles and held them in place.
 

I held her steady with my knees and pointed my cock at her crotch, not sure which orifice I wanted more. Her ass won out. Because I’d never been in there and because I was pretty sure it was going to be tighter than her pussy, even though Cyril had fucked both. I pressed the head of my cock against her sphincter and bent my knees. The head slipped inside.
 

Nell’s smile was wiped away and her eyes bugged. “Oh you dirty bastard,” she whispered.
 

Her words urged me on. I sank lower until I was sitting on her upturned ass, my nuts against the small of her back.
 

Nell clenched her sphincter.
 

I groaned as pleasure shuddered up my spine.
 

“You really like it nasty, don’t you?” she asked.
 

I had to close my eyes to keep from coming. With her tits against her chin and her pussy filled with come, I knew I wasn’t going to last long.
 

“Open your eyes, Teddy,” Nell whispered.
 

I did and sucked in a sharp breath. She’d stuffed three fingers into her pussy and as I stared she scooped out a dollop of Cyril’s brackish-smelling semen and painted her labia with it. She squeezed her ass again. “Oh god Nell, please. I want to try and enjoy this and if you keep…”
 

To that Nell started rhythmically clutching me with her ass hole. Milking my cock with it, trying to squeeze out my own load into her stink.
 

I started shaking. I grabbed her thighs to steady myself. Something started rumbling between my legs. A sweet, hot feeling warmed my groin. My head started to spin. I thought of Nell, impaled on Cyril’s dong, climaxing like she’d never done with me. I thought of the sperm still inside her, endangering everything between us. It made me even more aroused.
 

Nell’s ass went squish, squish, squish.
 

And then it began.
 

My pelvic floor started flexing. My cock hardened to steel and I felt the first pulse of my ejaculate shoot through it. I roared as the orgasm reached my brain.
 

Nell, staring up at me wearing a lusty snarl, kept massaging my dong with her anus. “That’s it. Just like that. Dump your load into my shitter.”
 

“Fuck!” I screamed as I hit the peak. I wished I could see how much jizz I was pumping into her. I shuddered through an enormous climax watching my cock flex and soften as it emptied into her.
 

The contractions ebbed. The pleasure waned. My dick softened even as Nell continued to squeeze it. I shuddered as I felt the last drops of seed leave my body and drip into her. A faint wave of melancholy hit me at my choice to seed her ass and not her pussy. Despite how incredible it had felt I couldn’t help but think that I’d wasted my load. Wasted an opportunity to give my own genetic material a chance to compete with Cyril’s. The feeling passed quickly. Nell was on birth control, after all. The chances of conception were minimal. Still…
 

I pulled my deflated cock from her and helped lower her back to the floor.
 

She swung her legs down, lying with her knees up so I still had a view of the nastiness inside her.
 

I put a hand up to my forehead and leaned back against the dresser. “Holy shit,” I said.
 

Nell sat up, crawled over to me and straddled my lap. She leaned forward and kissed me.
 

Made me kind of sentimental. When she pulled away I looked deep into her eyes. “Hey can I ask you a question?”
 

“Of course you can,” she whispered back.
 

“Do you think…like, are you still going to like sex with me?”
 

Nell scowled. “What do you mean?”
 

I sighed and looked away. “I don’t know. Cyril’s dick’s so big and I’ve never seen you orgasm like that. What if…what if I can’t, like, you know…do it for you anymore.”
 

She put a hand on my chin and turned my head until I was looking in her eyes again. “You’re my husband, Teddy. Cyril just has a fat prop I like to play with. Those two things will never be the same. Please don’t worry,” she said, ruffling my hair with her fingers.
 

I smiled at her reassurance. I didn’t want to press the issue but I can’t say I felt a hundred percent confident about what she’d said.
 

“Teddy,” she said. “You’re my everything. No cock in the world’s going to change that.”
 

That made me feel better. I smiled again. “I can’t believe you did all that nasty stuff with him,” I admitted.
 

“Did you like it?”
 

“Wasn’t that obvious?”
 

She laughed. Then a silence passed between us.
 

“So you think that’s it?” I asked.
 

She shrugged. “I’ll be on the bed waiting if you’ve got another one in you. But you’ll have to wash your cock off first.”
 

“I meant between you and Cyril,” I explained.
 

“Oh. That. I don’t know. Do you want it to be?”
 

“I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. “I can’t believe he paid you for sex.”
 

“He paid you, remember?” she countered.
 

“Yeah. I guess.”
 

“Which would make you?”
 

My heart skipped a beat at the answer. “Your pimp,” I replied.
 

Nell giggled.
 

I started laughing, too. It was all insane.
 

“Well? What do you say? Ready for round two? Or three? Or whatever it is?” she asked, laughing again.
 

“Jeez Nell I don’t know if I can get it…”
 

“Nonsense. Go wash up. I’ve got a few more tricks up my sleeve.”
 

I took a deep breath and sighed. I had no idea what she was going to do to get me hard again after the climax I’d just had. But I was more than happy to let her try.
 


THE END
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Finley's Secrets : A Hotwife Fantasy

Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...




Sharon Hits the Deck: A Hotwife Fantasy

Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…



Scarlet Learns to Swing: A Hotwife Fantasy

Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say? 









cover1.jpeg
JASON LENOV





