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Chapter One

“God she’s beautiful don’t you think?” Nell whispered in her Irish lilt, peering through the curtains.

“You’re, uh, being a bit of a creeper there Nell,” I said, glancing at her over the top of my magazine.

“Look at her skin. It’s perfect.”

That made me smile because Nell’s skin was perfect and yet she was always commenting on how everyone else’s was better. “Why don’t you come and have a beer with me, baby?”

“Oh Teddy!” Nell squeaked, covering her mouth as soon as the words were out. “I think that’s him. I think that might be the mister…”

I let out a sigh. She’d been spying on our new neighbors moving in for almost forty-five minutes. It didn’t seem like there was anything I could do to tear her away from that window. And I don’t like a lot of conflict. So, as the saying goes, if you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em. I set the magazine down and walked over to the bay window to stand behind Nell.

It was a glorious day outside. Just that last bit of chill in the air. But the sun was blazing. There were buds on the trees and it seemed like the whole world was getting ready to burst into spring.

There was a big moving van parked outside the house next door to ours. Three guys had been hustling since they pulled up, running boxes and couches and appliances in. Our new neighbor, Nell had told me, had been standing and calling out where things went as they came out. It was true, she was a lovely specimen. Not that I’d say as much to Nell. She could be weirdly jealous if you said the right thing the wrong way. So no matter how many god she’s beautiful‘s she threw at me, I wasn’t biting. I peeked out through the crack in the blinds to see what Nell was seeing.

The car that had pulled into the driveway next door was a white Audi SUV. I furrowed my brow when I saw it. It looked out of place in our little middle class neighborhood. Most people drove something more sensible. There was a whole line of Corolla’s across the street. We had a Mazda that we shared. Seeing an Audi parked next door was like…wow. Wow! An Audi! Did the mister drive an Audi? What was he doing moving in next door?

The door to the car opened. A brown leather shoe popped out followed by a beige pant leg. That was weird, too. People in our neighborhood did not wear beige suits and brown leather shoes. Navy blue pants. Black shoes. Except for me. Because I work from home.

Web developer.

“Brown leather shoes?” I whispered. They were nice, too.

The door swung open wider and the figure stepped out into the sunlight. About six foot five. Black sunglasses. Sleek-looking, too. Crisply pressed white shirt beneath his beige suit jacket. Bluetooth in his ear and a brown leather belt that matched his shoes.

“He’s black,” Nell whispered, sounding incredulous.

“Shush!” I said, even though I’d had more or less the same reaction. Just hadn’t said it out loud. You don’t say those things out loud.

“What shush?” Nell asked, turning to look over her shoulder at me.

“You’re not supposed to…you know. You’re not supposed to notice those things,” I replied waving a finger out the window.

She gave me a funny look and turned back to look at the mister again.

Just as she did he pressed a finger against the bluetooth in his ear. Pulled it out, looked both ways, then crossed the street to where the woman had apparently told the movers to take a break. She walked down the driveway towards Mr. Fancyman.

Nell and I both leaned in toward the window.

Fancyman swooped in like some kind of movie actor. Hand around his ladies back, bent over and leaned in, his head tilted and gave her a movie-style kiss, too. A kind of new lovers sort of kiss. Made me feel a little bad that we were creeping.

“He’s…very passionate,” Nell said. Which was just like her. She wasn’t the best with words. She was looking at them like she was watching a movie.

Fancyman pulled away from what was obviously his wife or girlfriend or whoever. He flashed a smile and they started talking. Walked back up the driveway and into the house.

We watched them until they disappeared from view.

“Now do you want a beer?” I asked Nell. I glanced at her.

Her gaze was still lingering on the door to the neighbors house. Like she’d seen something spectacular and couldn’t tear her eyes away hoping it would appear again. She was wierd. “Huh?” she muttered after a few more moments.

“Come on, Nell. Have a beer. Let’s enjoy our weekend!”

She turned and looked at me like I’d asked if she’d like her hand cut off. “Teddy I can’t have a beer. It’s Saturday. I’ve got a concert.”

My shoulders slumped. “That’s today?” I groaned.

“Teddy. I’ve got a concert the first Saturday of every month. It’s the first Saturday of the month. Yes. I’ve got a concert.” She huffed and shook her head and walked off into the kitchen.

I followed her. I’d read most of my magazine and didn’t really feel like drinking by myself.

Nell had sat down at the table and was fiddling with the caliper on her reed making machine. I picked up a case from one of the chairs to sit down with her.

Her hand shot out. “No don’t move that!” she said. “I need that there for later. What are you doing anyway?”

I sighed. I wasn’t really sure. We couldn’t use our kitchen table for eating because Nell had installed her reed-making station at one end of it. It had grown like a fungus, knives and blades and little bits of wood, until it had taken over. We ate all our meals at the breakfast counter. Nell was an oboist. “I was just gonna’…I don’t know. Keep you company?”

“I’ve got to make reeds,” Nell said, staring down at the table.

I took a breath and wondered if it was worth trying to talk her into doing something a little more fun. I glanced at the table and her startled expression and decided against it. “Yeah,” I said, sighing. “You do.”

Nell narrowed her eyes and focused on the caliper again.

I poked through the fridge looking for something to eat. Didn’t find anything appealing. Thought of going upstairs to try and have a nap. That would just make me groggy and grumpy in the afternoon. I looked at the two six-packs I’d put in the fridge the night before and got a strange idea that kind of tickled me. I grabbed three beers, stuffed two in my pocket and closed the fridge door.

Nell looked up as I passed the table. She saw the cans of beer bulging out of my pocket and the one in my hand and gave me another funny look. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m gonna’ go say hi to our new neighbors,” I replied.

Nell shot up from her seat. “What?!?”

I stopped and turned to look at her. She looked stunned. “I said I’m gonna’ go say hi to the…”

“I heard what you said, Teddy!” She held her hands out and shook her head. “But…just like that? With beers? That’s…that’s so American.”

“I am American, Nell,” I said after a quick pause.

“What…you’re just going to go up and knock on the door? Just like that?”

“Just like that,” I replied. She seemed a little kookier than usual today. I wondered if it had anything to do with the neighbors. Which gave me another idea. “You want to come with me?”

She looked down at her half-finished reeds like they were long-lost loved ones, then back at me, then back at her reeds again. Her expression was…despairing.

“You don’t have to,” I reassured her. I think I stood there for a full minute watching Nell agonize about her decision. “I’ll tell you what. I’m going over now. If you want to come over in a bit then do that. You can finish your reeds and meet the neighbors. What do you say?”

That seemed to soothe her. The tension left her shoulders and she gave a few quick nods before slumping back into her chair. Still looked stunned though.

That was my Nell.

I walked out the door and into the brilliant sunshine. Made a note to get off my ass and try to enjoy some of it later. Walked next door and waved and smiled at the moving guys who were smoking by the front of the truck.

One of them grunted and nodded.

I walked up the front steps. The door was wide open for the movers. I reached in and gave it a few knocks and waited. The sunlight made it hard to see inside so I was a little startled when the lady we’d been watching seemed to float out of the darkness like an apparition. Her pitch-black hair was pulled back into a tight bun at the back of her head. She was wearing a white pantsuit which seemed a little formal for moving. To each their own, I guess.

“Hi! I’m Teddy. We’re, er, that’s my wife and I, we’re you’re new neighbors! Welcome to the neighborhood!”

She sized me up then smiled. Reached out and took the hand I was offering and gave it a gentle shake. “Teddy,” she said, sounding pleased with herself. “Is that short for something?”

“Theodore,” I replied, then waved a hand and shook my head. “But nobody calls me Theodore.”

The smile left her eyes but stayed on her lips. “How charming,” she said quietly. “Teddy it is then. I’m Eviana. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

I smiled back at her. To be honest she seemed a little stuck up. But seeing her up close was kind of dazzling. She must have been almost six feet tall. Slender but with a great rack and a caboose that looked like it could kill you if you pissed it off. She had an olive complexion and piercing, dark eyes. I sort of saw what Nell was talking about when she called her beautiful.

Fancyman emerged from the darkness behind her and put a hand on her shoulder. “Evie?” he asked. “Everything alright?”

“Absolutely,” she said, turning to him. “Cyril this is Teddy. Short for Theodore. But don’t call him that. Nobody does. Teddy this is my husband Cyril.”

I smiled at him and reached out a hand.

He stepped out from behind her and gripped it. Dude was packing. For a moment I thought he was going to crush my bones. I glanced down at the way my pasty white palm disappeared into his big black paw as we shook. “A pleasure to meet you, Teddy,” he said. His voice was really deep and low.

I resisted the urge to shake out my hand after he let it go. Reached into my pocket and cooled it against the beer can for a moment before pulling it out. “Hey so, I don’t know if you guys drink or whatever. It’s cool if you don’t but I thought I’d bring a welcoming present.” I held out two of the light beers I’d brought over.

Cyril and Evie exchanged glances, eyebrows raised. They smiled at each other before looking back at me. “That is very kind of you, Teddy,” Cyril said. “But I’ve got to get back to the office for the whole afternoon. Perhaps some other time?”

“Oh,” I said, pocketing one of the beers. “Yeah. Sure. No problem. Boss making you work overtime, huh?” I asked, giving him a knowing look.

Cyril glanced at Evie again. “Actually…”

She put a hand on his arm and flashed her mouth smile at me again. “I’ve got the house to set up as well. But lets definitely do drinks sometime after we get sett…” She broke off and I saw that both of them were staring over my shoulder. I turned to see what had caught their attention.

Nell was walking up the driveway. She’d changed out of the ripped jeans she’d been wearing. Put on a pair without any holes and a blouse instead of her paint-stained t-shirt. She was looking a little wary, staring up suspiciously at us. When she got to the foot of the steps she gave an awkward wave. “Hi I mean, hello. I’m Nell. Nell Gallagher. I’m…” She paused and pointed at me. “I’m Teddy’s wife. Er, girlfriend. Or…”

I turned and chuckled. “We’re not technically married. But we’ve been living together forever. Her mom keeps saying we’re living in sin and stuff like that. But it’s just, like, why have a huge wedding, you know? I’d rather put that money into the mortgage. Or investments or something. I don’t know,” I said, shrugging.

Cyril seemed to have not heard me. He stepped around me and walked down the stairs to where Nell was standing. Picked her hand up in his, looked deep into her eyes and smiled. “Wonderful to meet you,” he said softly.

It was a very warm greeting. It did a very weird, warm thing to my innards. He seemed so suave and fancy. And there was my Nell. Awkward and sort of slouched over a little. Eyes darting side to side, not meeting his like she was afraid to. She flashed an uncomfortable smile when he shook her hand. “Really nice to meet you to,” she whispered. “Welcome to the neighborhood.”

Evie stepped around me and walked down the steps. The smile she gave Nell seemed more genuine than the one she’d given me. “Eviana. Lovely to meet you, Nell. What is that accent? Irish?”

“Yeah I’m Irish,” Nell said, following up with an awkward chuckle.

Evie gave her a much longer once over than she’d given me. “And you are lovely,” she purred.

Nell started to turn all sorts of shades of pink and red. She hated compliments. Hated anyone drawing attention to her. Which was strange because she spent a lot of her time up on a stage getting stared at while she played her oboe. I guess that’s different? I don’t know.

We all stood there for a while, the silence growing between us.

Over by the truck the moving guys were staring.

Evie and Cyril didn’t seem to notice. They were still busy staring at Nell.

I decided to save us from any more awkwardness. “They didn’t want beers,” I said to Nell. “Cyril’s gotta’ work.” I jerked my thumb in his direction. “You want one baby?”

Nell looked at me like I’d just barfed up a baby. “Teddy. It’s Saturday. I’ve got a concert tonight, remember?”

“Oh. Right. Sure.” I stuffed the beer I’d pulled out of my pocket back in.

“A concert?” Evie asked, her eyes lighting up.

Nell nodded. “I’m with the symphony.”

Cyril and Evie exchanged another look. They seemed thrilled. “The symphony?” Cyril asked. “What do you play?”

“I play the oboe.”

“Wonderful,” Cyril said, seeming profoundly pleased.

“That’s wonderful,” Evie echoed.

“Do you, I mean, have you been to see us?” Nell asked.

Evie seemed to get a little uncomfortable at the question. “Not as much as we’d like. Things have been so busy,” she said.

Nell gave a nod. “Yeah. Well, thanks,” Nell said. She looked at me and jerked her head sideways. “Well I should go. I’ve got to make reeds. Nice to meet you.” Without waiting for their reply, she turned and walked down the driveway and back into our house.

“She has to make reeds, Cyril,” Evie mused, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Of course she does. She plays the oboe,” he said, then turned to me. “If you’ll excuse me I need to get back to the office. Delighted to meet you and your lovely wife.” Right in front of me he leaned in and kissed Evie.

I leaned back and tried not to grimace as I watched his tongue moving inside her mouth. These guys did not mind PDA’s from what I could tell.

“Catch you later baby,” he said, then turned and walked back to his Audi.

Evie looked after him like a puppy watching it’s owner leaving through the window. After he pulled away she sighed and turned to me, giving me an expression like she’d forgotten I was there. “As soon as we’re settled you’re coming over for drinks. Sometime this week.” She pointed a finger at me then walked up the stairs and disappeared into the darkness inside the house.


Chapter Two

Nell usually didn’t get back from concerts until nearly midnight. I didn’t like staying up late so after she left I set myself up on the couch with a cooler and sipped beer until I felt like I was going to pass out. Managed to drag my ass upstairs and into the bed.

I woke up the next morning feeling a little groggy and with a sour mouth. And horny as hell. I don’t know why but I always got horny on a hangover. Luckily for me it was Sunday morning and Sunday morning was our sex time.

Nell was lying next to me on her side. I slipped my hand under the sheets and slid it slowly along her thigh.

She stirred, then hiked the sheets up over her ears. She obviously hadn’t understood my intention so I made it clearer by pressing my hand between her legs and rubbing her underwear.

She swatted at my arm and wriggled away.

“Hey Nell?” I whispered. “You up?”

She rolled onto her back, turned her head to look at me and scowled. “Well I am now,” she muttered.

“You want to have sex? It’s Sunday morning.”

She let out a breath that made her hair dance along her forehead. Then she grimaced and covered her nose. “Not before you brush your teeth. How much did you drink last night?”

“Just twelve,” I said, bouncing out of the bed and heading for the bathroom.

“Teddy!” Nell called out.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Oh never mind I’ll get it myself. I have to piss anyway.” She swung her legs over the side of the bed and started trudging after me. Sat down on the can as I was brushing my teeth and took a whiz. Didn’t bother putting her underwear back on as she walked back towards the bed.

I liked that because it gave me a nice view of her ass. She didn’t have a great ass. It was kind of skinny but it was shaped alright. Her tits were the business, though. Super round and super firm like they were made of muscle not fat. She didn’t let me suck on them a lot. Only if she got kind of drunk.

When I walked back into the room Nell was lying on the bed with the covers off. Her legs were spread. She was holding her big wand vibrator against her hairy pussy. The whole room was buzzing. I stood there and stared at her getting herself in the mood.

“Aren’t you going to get your cock up?” she asked with a yawn.

I nodded and started touching myself. It felt good stroking my cock and watching Nell’s pussy start to wet. It would have felt even better with Nell’s mouth on my prick. I walked over to her side of the bed and wagged my cock a few times.

She had her eyes closed to concentrate.

“Nell?”

She opened her eyes and looked at me.

I leaned in. “Can you suck it?”

She sighed. “Not today Teddy.” She reached into the bedside table drawer with her free hand and pulled out a bottle of lube.

I looked at it but it wasn’t nearly as appealing as her warm, wet mouth. It would have been all cold and slimy. Sometimes we needed it when Nell couldn’t get wet. “It’s okay,” I said. “Just lemme’ know when you’re ready.”

She dropped the lube back into the drawer and turned up the vibrator.

I stood there jerking myself waiting for her to tell me she was ready. A few minutes into it I reached down and tugged her shirt up over her tits. My half-hard cock went rigid at the sight of them. Her nipples were just starting to harden into stiff points. I got onto the bed on my knees and shuffled in between her legs.

There was a nice line of wet along her slit. She kept her bush trimmed pretty short. Just a tuft of hair right above her pussy, really. I reached down and pushed the vibrator away.

Nell’s brow furrowed but she turned it off and set it on the bed next to herself. “I’m not wet enough to take your cock yet,” she said. Then she lifted one leg and held it up in the air with a hand on her thigh. That was Nell’s way of telling me she needed a licking.

Cock still in hand I got down and pressed my mouth against her cunt. It had a sweaty, stale smell but I didn’t mind. I kind of liked it dirty. Sometimes when Nell didn’t shave her legs in the winter I’d lick her hairy calves while she was sleeping.

Nell adjusted my face until my mouth was where she wanted it. “Just use the tip. Don’t suck me today,” she whispered.

I obliged, flicking her clit with my tongue until I felt my chin dampen with her lubricant.

“Alright,” she said. “I think you can do it now.”

My cock twitched and I crawled over her until I felt it against her pussy.

Nell reached down between her legs and spread her lips.

I eased my dick into her. A little at a time, pulling back and pushing deeper until it was slippery wet with her juices. A final thrust got me balls deep. I settled onto her and tried to kiss her.

“Oh none of that,” Nell said, pushing me away with a hand on my cheek. “You smell like a whore at a brewery.”

I pawed at her breasts. Decided to roll the dice and bent lower to suck on one of her nipples.

She wasn’t into it and pushed me away again. “Come on Teddy. I’m hungry. Can we go for breakfast when you’ve finished?”

“Yeah for sure,” I said and started pumping. Her pussy was nice and tight. She always flexed her pussy muscles when I fucked her to grip me a little harder. I sort of thought of it as her way of saying ‘I love you.’ But I didn’t just want to nut inside her right away. I wanted to enjoy this. We usually only had sex once a week or so. I slowed down and closed my eyes and focused on the slippery tight feeling around my dick.

Nell gave me a good five minutes. Then she started to dry out a bit. “Okay Teddy. Come on,” she said. She reached between us with one hand and grabbed my balls. Pinched my nipple and twisted it with her other.

It was like a hot oxytocin injection straight into the base of my brain. I gasped as I felt my orgasm bubble over.

She squeezed my ball sack gently.

“Gah!” I grunted as spunk shot through my cock and into Nell’s insides. I glanced at her breasts. She had such perfect white skin. I looked up at her face. She was looking down between us, watching my cock pump in and out of her pussy. I felt her squeeze me. When her eyes fluttered shut and her lips parted I thought she might be trying for one herself so I started pumping harder even though my cock was already softening.

Nell opened her eyes and smiled, then patted my cheek. “All set Teddy?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I muttered. “Do you want to try for one?”

She let out a soft sigh. “Maybe not today. I’m still knackered from last night still. Go on. Out you go.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “How was your concert?”

“Grand,” she said.

I pulled my slimy cock out of her and stared at it. Then I looked her pussy. It was redder than when I’d gone in and there was a line of creamy splooge oozing out of it.

Nell caught me looking. “You want a gander then?” she asked.

I nodded.

She spread herself with her fingers and flexed her pussy.

My cock twitched as I watched my cum spill out of her and onto the bed sheets.

“Good?” she asked.

I nodded again.

She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and stood up. Pulled the t-shirt off over her head and walked towards the bathroom stretching and yawning.

It was nice and all. I always felt good after getting laid. But, and I’m not sure why, it felt like something was…missing.


Chapter Three

The first half of the week went the way it normally did.

Nell usually had Monday’s and Tuesday’s off from the orchestra. She’d putter around the house making reeds and watching Netflix.

I always took my laptop to a coffee shop on those days. I hated distractions and Nell was prone to popping into my office through the day asking random questions.

Wednesday, after she’d left for her morning rehearsal, I got my routine back. Went for a long run in the park. Jerked myself off to some porn before settling in around eleven in the morning and getting to work. I must have really zoned in because the next thing I remember is hearing laughter outside. It pulled me out of flow because normally our street was so quiet. I got the sudden urge to see who it was.

I’m not usually like that.

I walked over to the window but it faced the neighbors and I couldn’t find an angle that revealed anything without opening it. So I walked down to the living room and peered through the crack in the front curtains. A weird warm feeling filled me.

Nell was at the end of the driveway. She was wearing her backpack with her oboe and her music in it. She had on her usual all-black uniform. Black business pants, a tight black shirt and over that a bulky black jacket that hid any and all of the feminine curves from view. She liked to keep it simple.

The strange thing, though, was that she was smiling. Not just smiling, she had been the one laughing. And Nell wasn’t really a laugher. She was pretty serious.

Standing next to her was Cyril. Sunglasses hung down the front of his shirt, top button undone. He was wearing another classy looking suit but this one was all black. Still with the brown leather shoes though. That guy was crazy.

I couldn’t make out what he was saying through the glass. But he was smiling and gesticulating with a hand, waving toward his house.

Glancing back at Nell I saw her turn red. The weird, warm feeling grew inside me. So much that it reached my cheeks. I had no idea what it was. There was something about watching Nell with Cyril that was…doing things to me. Really weird things. I kept staring.

Nell shook her head. She turned away, a shy smile on her face.

Then Cyril stepped closer. He put his hands up and shrugged like he was saying “come on!” Trying to get to her to agree to whatever it was he was asking.

It put me in this bizarre space inside my head. Somewhere deep and confusing where I couldn’t think straight. All I could do was stare at Nell and Cyril. Cyril and Nell. Standing there having a…conversation? No. It wasn’t just a conversation. It was a moment they were sharing. I could tell by Nell’s expression.

When she looked up at him with parted lips and expectant eyes my heart, for some reason, swelled, then skipped a beat. Suddenly she looked so beautiful. I mean of course I thought she was pretty. I’d married her, right? But now she looked…all rosy and warm and womanly and amazing.

Then, when she bit her lip, like she was thinking about Cyril’s offer, whatever that might be, I felt the warmth move to my crotch. Like I had an infection or something. It was weird. Then my cock twitched and started stretching. My palms started sweating.

I had to suck in a breath when I saw Nell mouth the word “okay,” in response to whatever Cyril had asked. She started saying something else but all I could fixate on was that okay. Okay what? What had he asked her? Because, from where I’d been standing, well — and I’m not some kind of jealous ass hole — but it…it looked like he’d been hitting on her.

I realized I was being a creep when she turned and started walking up the driveway. I shot Cyril one last glance. Just in time to see him checking out Nell’s ass. As her keys jangled the other side of the door I bolted upstairs and threw myself into my desk chair to catch my breath.

Tried to stay as quiet as I could. Listened to Nell shedding clothes and bags downstairs. Felt even more confused when I heard her walking up the stairs. Like she always did after rehearsal.

She’d come home, shower, change, then plop herself on the couch and forget to eat. This time was probably no different for her.

But for me? After what I’d seen? After watching her talk to Cyril I felt like I was in another world. Another dimension. I tried to act casual as she walked past the door. Smiled when she popped her head in.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” I replied, smiling back.

She hesitated.

I held my breath. Popping her head in was weird enough. Now she had something to say?

“What’s up?” I asked after a really long silence.

She looked me right in the eye. “Ran into Cyril outside,” she said.

“Oh?” I said. I think I managed not to croak it? I don’t know.

“Yeah,” she mused. “Him and Evie asked us over for drinks on Friday.”

“Oh!” I said. My smile felt like a crazy grin. I still had no idea why. “What’d you, uh…what’d you say?” My throat was so tight. I sounded like I’d been castrated.

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Might be fun, no?”

My eyes widened. Fun? Nell? What the fuck? All she did was sit and make reeds and watch TV. Now she wanted to have fun with the neighbors? It was weird. But it wasn’t…not interesting. It was definitely not Nell. And that made me curious. “Yeah. Sure. Whatever!” I said, trying to sound as uninterested as I could myself. Like it was no big deal that suddenly she wanted to go over and have drinks with gorgeous Evie and her buff, handsome husband.

That thought struck a note inside me. More like a bell. A big, steel church bell that started ringing, the sound shaking my entire being. Why would it matter that Evie was gorgeous and her husband so handsome? Why would that creep up from my subconscious and wedge itself into my brain?

“Oh. Okay. Cool,” Nell said. She looked down at my computer then back up at me. “How’s your day?” she asked.

“Great!” I said. I was still grinning because I was terrified that if I tried to make any other face she’d see right through it.

Nell furrowed her brow. “You alright Teddy? You seem strange today.”

“What? Me? No, yeah, no I’m just elbows deep in this…this…” I jerked a thumb towards my computer screen. “This thing I was working on.”

“Oh,” she said. “Okay. Gonna’ take a shower then.”

“Sure! Yeah! You go ahead for sure! Go on! Get out of here!” I laughed and waved my hands to make sure she really got that I was A-OK.

It seemed to do the trick. She shook her head and, still scowling, disappeared into the bathroom.

I sat there with my palms on my desk staring at my computer screen. But not really looking at it. I probably wouldn’t have been able to see anything if I’d tried anyways. My vision was blurry and hazy. My mind’s eye had all of my attention. Replaying watching Nell laughing and smiling and blushing with Cyril.

Big, black Cyril. With his fancy Audi and the bluetooth in his ear and the hot wife. Cyril who made my wife do things I’d rarely seen her do. It was all still very confusing. And on top of all that my dick was vaguely erect. Like I was turned on or something.

And, of course, once I got the idea into my head that I was horny there was no chasing it out. I couldn’t remember being spontaneously horny since, like, forever. I got up and leaned out the door to see the bathroom door open. I could hear the water running in the shower.

I got the urge to get undressed, walk in there, shove it into Nell and pop one off inside her. I nearly did it, too. Then I remembered the one other time we’d tried shower sex and how that had ended. Nell with a bloody nose and me with a sprained wrist. That did not work out the way it does in the movies.

Trouble was I didn’t really know how to start sex when it wasn’t our usual sex time. Sunday mornings were easy because we both knew we were having sex then. How were you supposed to do it if you wanted sex sometime other than Sunday morning? Nell never did and I just kind of went with that. So I did the only thing I could think of. I went into our bedroom and sat down on the edge of the bed and waited.

A tremor shot through me when I heard the water turn off. I held my breath listening to Nell humming as she towelled off. Then I heard her still wet feet slapping on the tile in the bathroom. I cringed when the sound turned to soft padding, knowing that she hadn’t wiped her feet. She never wiped her feet before walking on the carpet in the hall. It was the one thing about Nell that…

“Teddy?”

I looked up at her.

“What are you doing?”

My eyes fell to the towel she was holding up over her breasts. It ended at the tops of her thighs and I thought I could just make out the mound I was craving between her legs. “Uh…” I grunted.

Nell tipped her head, obviously confused as to why I was there. Then she let the towel fall to the floor, shook her head and bent over the dresser in search of some clean underwear.

I got a glorious view of her pussy. I say glorious because it was like I was seeing her in a whole new light. Not just her pussy all of her. But her pussy, especially, looked totally different. Like the light was shining different on it or something. All I could think of was getting in there.

Nell turned and poked a foot through the leg hole in her underwear.

I stared at her tits dangling beneath her chest. My cock hardened in my sweatpants.

Nell stopped in the middle of pulling her underwear up her leg. She let it fall to the floor and walked over to where I was sitting. Put her hands on her hips.

Suddenly her naked body and lack of modesty were kind of intimidating. Like I really needed to be inside her right then. And she was the only one that could give that to me. Felt kind of weird.

“Whatcha’ gawking at?” Nell asked.

I shrugged and looked off to the side. Nell’s nudity was getting more intimidating by the second and I had no idea how to answer the question. We didn’t really do small talk or dirty talk or whatever this was supposed to be.

“What’s with your willy?”

“Huh?” I asked. I looked up to see her staring at my crotch.

“It’s all chubbed up.”

“Oh. Yeah,” I muttered hoping she’d get where I was trying to go with this. Still couldn’t bring myself to say it, though.

Nell stared at me for a while longer. “You want a ride then?”

“Huh?”

“Pull your pants down,” she said.

Didn’t have to ask me twice. I could feel my face burning a bit but I yanked my sweats and underwear off and sat there with my hands in my lap staring at Nell’s midriff.

She didn’t waste any time. Swung a leg over my lap, then sat down in it. Shuffled forward until her cunt pressed my cock against my abdomen.

I shuddered at the moist pressure.

Nell tipped my chin up until I was looking into her eyes. “You could just ask you know?” she said.

For a moment I saw a fleeting whisper of something in her eyes. An energy I hadn’t seen flash through them before. “I, uh…I didn’t want to…ugh.” I groaned as Nell tipped her hips up and back and sheathed me inside herself. My eyes went wide as I saw her nipples harden. It was all very strange because I didn’t normally get weird about sex stuff. I didn’t get shy or anything. But this felt strange. Good strange but still strange. My eyes roamed down her body to her flat stomach, then up to her round tits then back up to her face again. There was a softness to her expression that I really liked.

“Teddy?” she asked.

“Huh?”

“Pass me the wand?”

“Oh. Sure.” I lay down on my back and reached to the nightstand. Grabbed the big vibrator she used and sat up again then handed it off to her.

She pressed it in between us so half of it disappeared inside her folds and the tip was wedged against the root of my cock.

A throb of pleasure rushed through me when she turned it on. I groaned when she started rocking her hips gently back and forth. It felt amazing. Like nothing I’d ever felt before. Definitely nothing we’d ever done before. And on a Wednesday afternoon! I caught myself staring at her tits again.

“Teddy,” she whispered.

I glanced up at her.

She cupped right breast and leaned forward. Brought the nipple to my mouth. “You want to suck it?” she asked.

“Are you serious?” I whispered.

With a twist of her shoulder she plopped the nipple into my mouth. The vibrator was still buzzing between us and Nell was still rocking back and forth, my cock sliding ever so slightly in and out of her now well-oiled cunt.

I reached up and palmed her breast. Swiped my tongue around the nipple then dared to suck her nipple a little harder. To my surprise and delight she exhaled a soft breath and closed her eyes. I let myself submerge completely into the moment. It felt like I was underwater and stoned. Everything was moving slow and looked kind of fuzzy. Really the only thing I could focus on was the itchy throb of the hungry ache between my legs. Nell’s tit tasted like honey. I realized I’d been on it a long time. I didn’t want to overstay my welcome so I started pulling away.

But Nell put a hand on the back of my head. “Don’t!” she squeaked.

So I went back to licking and sucking. It was heaven. I felt my orgasm start bubbling at the base of my cock. It made me wriggle on the bed. No matter which way I moved I ran into a wall of pleasure and pretty soon I was hanging on with just my fingernails. “Nell,” I grunted through half a tit mashed across my face.

She leaned over me until I felt her breath hot on my ear. “Teddy,” she said. “Let’s come together.”

It was so honest and direct. That somehow made it dirty.

Then she grabbed my hands, wrapped them around her trunk and started riding me even harder. She turned the vibrator up a notch just as I started ejaculating.

I can’t describe the orgasm that gave me. There were fireworks going off inside my head. My cock felt like an angry volcano. Each contraction in my pelvis sent this enormous wave ecstasy pulsing through me. I was hanging onto Nell for dear life and then I felt her start shaking.

“Suck my nipple harder!” she begged.

I hoovered that thing into my mouth like I was hanging on for dear life to it.

Nell shrieked. She threw her head back and started pumping up and down with her pussy. The vibrator got dislodged and fell to the floor with a soft thud. But Nell’s hot puss was all I needed. I groaned as crest after crest of pleasure roared through me.

Nell’s body stopped shaking and she drew in a breath and pulled away. She put a hand on my cheek and pressed gently. “Okay. Okay. Okay,” she said, panting. “That’s okay. That’s enough, Teddy. Oh that tickles.” And then she giggled.

It was the most glorious sound. She was always so serious. It was this tiny slice of a moment where she felt carefree.

I knew then that I was addicted to that Nell. She was like a whole other person and I loved it. “Nell?” I whispered.

Her laughter faded but her smile stayed. “What is it, Teddy?”

“I…I lo…I love you,” I stammered, staring at her with starry eyes.

Her smile widened and she looked away. “You’re supposed to wait ‘till you’re out of my cunt to say that.”

I blushed again.

Nell raised an eyebrow. Like she found it…charming. Or something. She shuffled backwards. My cock fell out of her. She stood up, picked up the towel and wrapped it around herself.

I couldn’t stop gawking at her. The light around her really had changed. “You want to…you want to eat dinner together or something? Or we could eat and watch TV?”

Her eyebrow went up higher.

Normally Nell would watch TV and I’d play video games on a Wednesday. I could see why she was confused. But for some reason I really wanted to be close to her. It was strange.

“Are you sure?” she asked. “It’s Walking Dead.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Sure. Whatever I don’t care.”

She shrugged and turned to walk back to the bathroom.

“I’ll order a pizza!” I shouted after her.

She glanced over her shoulder at me. Another soft smile formed on her lips. “Okay,” she whispered. “That’ll be nice.”


Chapter Four

“So this is just temporary?” I asked.

“Oh god yes!” Evie said, waving a hand. “It’s been such a headache getting everything into storage. The house was supposed to done three months ago. Now it looks like it’s going to be another three months from now. There’s some problem with the granite supply chain.” She rolled her eyes and waved her hand.

Nell and I had been sitting on the couch watching Evie strut around the room and make drinks. We’d also been listening to stories of how inconvenienced her and Cyril had been waiting for their small mansion to be built. Turned out they were kind of high rollers. That explained the Audi. They’d had to buy a house after they’d sold their old one. Because, well, oh god what would it say about them if they rented?

Cyril had texted at one point to say he was caught up in a meeting at the office and would be a little late.

Evie had taken that as an opportunity to dive even deeper into the saga of their troubles.

I thought it was pretty obnoxious. I sort of felt like rich people should only complain about their “problems” to other rich people.

Nell seemed transfixed. I could kind of get why. Evie was pretty hot. She was wearing a…I guess you’d call it a body stocking or something. It wasn’t, like, revealing or anything. You couldn’t see skin. But it was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra. And from the few glances I stole I couldn’t imagine how she had any underwear on either.

Didn’t really do anything for me. But I think that was mostly her personality getting in the way. She may have been hotter with her mouth shut but I didn’t think I was ever going to get the chance to find out, the way she was going.

But Nell seemed to be hanging on her every word. Following her with her eyes wherever she moved in the room. I’d never seen her like this. It almost seemed…obsessive. She was practically drooling out one corner of her mouth looking at the woman.

Nell had worn a set of black pants and a tight black top for our evening with Evie and Cyril. She had her usual black soft-soled shoes on as well. She’d been nursing a glass of white wine for almost an hour.

Evie finally sat down with a dramatic sigh in the chair across the coffee table from us. She was just about to launch into another tale when the front door swung open.

Cyril swept in grinning. He was carrying two bouquets of flowers, a white paper bag and another bag that looked like it had a boxed bottle in it. He set all these down on a table behind one of the sofas and turned to us. “A thousand apologies,” he said, pressing his hands together like he was praying. “I could not get out of that office this afternoon.”

Evie immediately stood back up, set her drink down on the coffee table and walked over to where he was standing.

He swept her up in his arms, one hand on the back of her neck and gave her a deep kiss.

So deep and long that Nell and I both sank back into the sofa at the same time. It was…a little awkward. I think I felt Nell cringe next to me. I definitely did. We both sighed in relief when Cyril pulled his mouth away from Evie’s.

Wasn’t over though. They stared into each other’s eyes like they were teen-aged lovers who hadn’t seen each other for a year. Cyril swept up one of the bouquets and presented it to Evie.

“Oh baby,” Evie said. “You didn’t have to do that.” But her expression told me he might have had to. Or else.

Cyril grabbed the other bouquet, along with the white paper bag, came around the couch and presented those to Nell.

Nell’s jaw dropped. She turned and looked at me, blushing and looking like she wanted a hole to open up in the floor so she could crawl into it. Still, there was a nervous excitement in her eyes.

And that’s when I got that strange warm feeling again. It started in my gut but immediately began working it’s way out in both directions. Up into my chest, which tightened a little. And down to my balls which started tingling. I gave Nell an encouraging nod. It was a pretty grand gesture. Over the top for my taste. But I wasn’t the one getting the flowers.

“I don’t…you really shouldn’t have…” Nell muttered, trying to avoid Cyril’s gaze.

“Nonsense,” he said in his deep baritone. “An apology for being late.”

Not sure why but I nudged Nell with my elbow.

She stood up and set her wineglass down next to Evie’s drink. Accepted the flowers in one arm and the little bag in her other hand. She peered in. “Chocolates?” she whispered.

“To sweeten things up later in the evening,” Cyril said, smiling.

Nell looked at me like she needed direction.

I flashed my own smile at Cyril. “That’s awfully nice of you, Cyril,” I said. “Isn’t that nice Nell?” Sometimes she needed a little coaching in social situations.

“That’s…that’s awfully nice of you,” she parroted.

“My pleasure,” Cyril replied. He grabbed the long gift bag off the table and handed it to me. “And something for the gentleman,” he said.

My eyes widened. I glanced into the bag and nearly choked on my drink. Inside was a bottle of twenty year old scotch that was at least a couple of hundred dollars. I looked up at him, stunned and speechless.

“Now,” Cyril said, clapping his hands together and rubbing them. “What’s for dinner? I’m starving.” He growled the last part and I swear I heard his voice come up through the floorboards and the couch we were sitting on.

“Dinner will be another forty-five. But appies are ready. You wait here. I’ll get them,” Evie said. “What’ll you have, darling?”

“Vodka rocks,” Cyril said without taking his eyes off of Nell.

Nell was still standing awkwardly by the couch. Not sure of what to do with her gifts.

Evie silently appeared next to her. “Let me put those in some water. Why don’t you put the chocolates by the door so you don’t forget them?”

Nell gave a quick nod as the flowers were taken away. She traipsed over to the front door and set the bag with chocolates down next to it before coming back to the couch.

Cyril followed her with his eyes the whole time.

I’ll admit I was pretty confused by my reaction to this. There was a slight zip of jealousy. The guy was shameless. Checking out another man’s wife when her husband was right there was bold. How did he know I wasn’t going to kick his ass? But as that jealousy worked it’s way through me a strange thing happened. It kind of…enhanced the warm feeling. Like adding salt and citrus to food, or bitters to a drink. It brought out the real flavour of it.

And it was kind of delicious.

Nell settled back into her mousey pose next to me and picked up her drink. She looked shyly around the room, anywhere but at Cyril, and took a long sip.

I turned and looked at her and the thing happened again. She looked different. Like the light was shining on her differently or like it was coming from inside her or something. I couldn’t look away. Even in her plain old concert blacks she looked more attractive somehow.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Cyril slip off the arm rest of the couch he’d been sitting on. Evie swooped in out of nowhere, left a drink in his hand, then swooped back out again.

But to me they were just background actors. Extras. My eyes were on the star. My star. My beautiful Nell. She caught me staring and scowled. “What?” she whispered, obviously unsettled.

In the background Cyril sank slowly into the couch next to ours, like he was being lowered into it.

Suddenly everything I could see, except for Nell, was blurry and opaque. Nell was in perfect focus, her eyes sparkling and her slim figure drawing the eye.

“Teddy!” she hissed. “You’re staring.”

That was strange too. Nell didn’t get actually upset that much. Her cheeks flushed and she looked a little pissed.

Why was that kind of hot too? Who knows? Not me.

“I just…you look really nice this evening,” I said. Kind of took me as much by surprise as it seemed to take her. We weren’t really into those kind of lovey-dovey compliments.

She gave a deeper scowl but also a sort of confused smile, shook her head and looked away.

I just kept staring.

“Nell,” Cyril said. “You must tell us about the symphony.”

“Oh! Oh! Wait for me!” Evie called from the kitchen.

My blurry vision faded and the room, along with Cyril and Evie, who seemed to float more than walk, sailing in from the kitchen with trays of “appies” in both hands. She set them down on the coffee table, picked up her drink and sat back down in her armchair. She looked at Nell and smiled. “Alright, sweetheart, go ahead.”

Nell, terrible at being the center of attention, sank deeper into the couch and slouched. “Uh…what do you want to know?” she asked.

Evie and Cyril exchanged smiles. Evie turned back to Nell and leaned closer. Like she was going to ask something really salacious and wanted to make sure no one else heard. “Is Rodriguez the tyrant they say he is in rehearsal?”

Nell’s eyes went wide and I wasn’t sure why. She looked at Evie like she’d just met a completely new person. “I thought you said you didn’t go to the symphony?” she said.

Evie looked contrite. “We’ve been planning to,” she admitted with a sigh. “But this whole move, ugh!”

“How do you know Gustavo then?” Nell asked.

I leaned sideways toward her. “Who’s Gustavo?” I whispered.

She scowled at me.

“Gustavo!” Evie said, beaming. “Did you hear, Cyril? First name basis?”

Cyril chuckled and dismissed her with a wave. “Oh babe,” he said. “He’s really not anything like the gossip columns make him out to be.”

“You know him?” Nell asked.

Evie took a breath and held it. “We try to support the arts in other ways. Cyril’s company makes a modest annual donation.”

Nell seemed intrigued.

“Who’s Gustavo?” I whispered again.

“I’ve met Gustavo at a few fundraising events,” Cyril chimed in, sipping his vodka. “A true artist and, from what I’ve heard, a fantastic conductor. What’s it like working with him?”

That made me realize that Gustavo Rodriguez was, in fact, Nell’s boss. I felt a little sheepish. I guess I should have known that. No one seemed to care.

Next to me Nell had begun the process of opening up. See normally she kept to herself, made her reeds, practised her oboe and generally tried to avoid people. But there was a trick to getting her outside her shell. Ask her about oboe, or anything to do with music really, and she became putty in your hand.

Normally I found it amusing. That evening felt totally different.

Cyril was really good at conversation. He’d ask a question, put on a look of intense interest and stare at Nell as she breathlessly explained whatever it was he’d asked her about.

Evie seemed less interested but she was looking on with an air of amusement.

Ten minutes later and Nell was flushed and frantic looking. She’d been reciting a list of her favorite repertoire but looked like she’d just finished having wild sex. There was sweat on her brow and she was constantly wiping her palms on her pants.

My eyes darted between Cyril and her and Evie. That warm thing inside me had grown so big it was taking up all my insides now. And my damned cock was stiff and needy. Every time I looked at Nell she looked more beautiful than the time before. I said a quiet prayer that she’d let me fuck her that night. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been this horny and I had no idea why.

“And your favorite concerto?”

I tuned back in just as Cyril was asking the question.

“Oh gosh,” Nell said, waving a hand at her face to cool herself off. She tapped her feet on the floor and closed her eyes trying to decide. “If I had to pick it’d be one of the Albinoni’s.”

“C major?” Cyril asked, one eyebrow raised.

“Oh that is lovely,” Nell said. “But I think…I think I’d pick the d minor.”

Cyril steepled his fingers in front of his face and stared at Nell intently. He glanced at Evie, then looked back at Nell. “This is probably wholly inappropriate but Nell I just can’t help but ask.”

My eyes bugged. My stomach did a flip. A thousand bawdy visions formed in my mind. Terrible thoughts of Cyril asking Nell to do…dirty things. My cock got so hard I had to squeeze my legs together.

“What is it?” Nell asked, breathless.

Cyril leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees. “Nell would you consider…”

I sat staring at him and holding my breath. Consider what? Consider taking your clothes off and showing us your naked body? Coming over here and stroking my cock? Getting on your knees and sucking me off?

Each of those thoughts threw up a corresponding vision of Nell doing each of those things. Each one was a stab to the gut and the brain. A pulse of sizzling hot adrenaline accompanied each one.

And I wanted to see all of them so badly.

I glanced at Nell. Her parted lips were damp and looked like they’d swollen. Her chest was rising and falling quicker than usual. She was breathing heavy. She was on the edge of her seat and dangling on Cyril’s unfinished sentence.

“Would you ever consider playing your instrument for us?” Cyril finally asked.

Nell blushed a deep shade of red.

I cringed. I didn’t know a lot about music or what Nell did but I did know one thing. Most classical musicians hated that question. Compared it to telling a surgeon “you’ll have to operate on me some day!” Now Nell never got upset with people for asking it. She just closed back up and didn’t say anything and then usually never spoke to them again.

“I’d…I’d love that,” she whispered.

Cyril grinned. He swung his hand out toward Evie, palm up.

She took it and they exchanged a loving glance.

“Wonderful,” Cyril said.

“Wonderful,” Evie repeated.


Chapter Five

“Well that was kind of fun, huh? Hanging out with some people? You seemed to enjoy yourself,” I said to Nell as we walked through the door into our house.

She gave a small nod. She seemed…dazed.

Cyril had plied her with questions all through dinner.

Nell had looked like she was in heaven.

I’d spent the meal partly fascinated by their exchange. But mostly in the basement of my brain, brooding over the terrible things I’d imagined Nell doing with Cyril. And hoping there was a way I could get her to have sex with me when we got home.

Right before we left Cyril had asked if Nell could come over the next afternoon and play for them. He’d invited me, too, though it seemed kind of like an afterthought.

“Food was really good too,” I said, stretching and yawning, pretending like I was exhausted. My cock was still as hard as it had been all evening. If Nell wasn’t into it it was going to be a long night jerking it in front of the computer. “That risotto was really some…”

“Teddy?” Nell asked, turning to look at me. She shrugged off her black jacket and hung it on the coat rack.

“What’s up babe?” I asked.

“You want to have a fuck?”

I’m pretty sure I heard that sproing noise from cartoons when my eyes almost popped out of my head. “I…I’m…”

“If you don’t want to it’s alright,” she said.

“No, no! I always want to. Always,” I reassured her.

“Alright. Should we go upstairs then?”

“I…think that yes. We should go upstairs.”

Nell spun around and practically pounded up the stairs and into our bedroom.

I stood there with my mouth hanging open and watching her. “I think we should go upstairs and have a fuck,” I said to myself, still unable to believe her suggestion. I took the stairs two at a time before she had a chance to change her mind.

Nell had stripped off her black top by the time I made it into the room. She unclasped her bra and let it fall to the floor, then started working on her pants.

I ripped my clothes off so fast you would have thought I’d been wearing a tear-away suit. My cock was stiff and ready as I looked back up at Nell, who was standing at the foot of the bed striking a surprisingly sassy pose.

A feral grin spread across my lips as I stepped toward her.

Nell fell onto her back on the bed. She spread her legs, toes pointed out to the sides and held herself open with her hands on her thighs. “Come and get it,” she whispered.

I jumped onto the bed and shuffled up to her on my knees. Realizing we’d had no foreplay, I backed up and sank my face down between her thighs.

“No don’t do that,” Nell said. “I’m already wet. Get in me.” She grabbed a fistful of my hair and dragged me up her body.

It was an unusual move. But I wasn’t complaining. Any sex is good sex. And if Nell had a hunger she needed satisfied and a little hair pulling was going to get her there I was her man. I pointed my cock at her cunt and let it slip inside. I closed my eyes and groaned as I slid myself in and out of her amazingly tight cooch.

A moment later and I felt Nell’s legs wrap around my trunk. She grabbed the back of my neck and pulled me in close to her face. “Not like that today, Teddy. I need it hard,” she said, staring deep into my eyes.

Okay.

Planting two fists on either side of her I got to pumping. Nell’s feet fell down to the bed. She splayed her legs wider. Her eyes fluttered shut and her lips parted.

“Like that?” I grunted, staring at the way her body was bouncing on the bed beneath me.

“Harder if you can,” she whispered.

That was kind of…whatever. Doesn’t matter. I set my jaw and broke into a jackhammer. Nell had a need. I was determined to give her what she wanted.

A few minutes into the pounding I started getting out of breath. Worse yet Nell seemed nowhere near a climax. She was a floppy rag doll. Her eyes were closed. The only sign of life was her hand drifting absently from one breast to another.

“Yeah? You like that?”

“Huh?” Nell asked. Her eyelids opened slightly and she looked at me like she’d just woken up.

“That enough of a pounding for you baby?” I said, trying another foray into dirty talk. I mostly just wanted to know how much longer I’d have to keep this up.

“’S good but don’t stop,” she said, then closed her eyes again.

I fucked her for another minute or so. Finally I gave up. Panting and exhausted I paused mid-fuck.

Nell’s eyes flew wide open. “Why’d you stop?” she asked.

“Baby that’s just really…tiring,” I admitted.

“I was almost there.”

“You were?”

“Here, give me your hand,” she said. She took my wrist and brought my hand to her throat. “Choke me,” she said.

My eyes opened wide. “Choke you?” I said.

“Choke me,” she whispered, her tone more intense.

So, yeah. We’d not done that one before. At all. I didn’t even know that…

“Like this,” she said, closing my hand around her neck in a fist. “But harder.”

“Are you serious?” I said.

“Damn it Teddy! I need to be fucked!” she snapped. As if remembering herself, she shook her head and blinked the fury out of her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said. Her eyes darted side to side.

I wasn’t upset or anything. It’s just that I didn’t know this about Nell. Kind of took me by surprise. But hey if she really was into that sort of thing, why not? I squeezed her neck a little harder. “Like that?” I asked.

She gave a curt nod. “’S good but…”

“But what?” I asked.

She looked sideways again. “Can you, like…” She looked straight up at me. “Can you spit on my face and call me a slut?”

My eyes bugged. “Holy shit, Nell. That’s some dark shit,” I said. That request threw me off balance. My cock started to wilt inside her.

Nell looked away, obviously embarrassed by what she’d asked for. She put a fist against her lips and bit her finger.

I felt terrible. What a shitty way to react! Especially to someone you’re married to confessing a deep, if slightly disturbing, sexual fantasy. “Babe I’m sorry,” I said, lying down on top of her. “I shouldn’t have said that.” Strangely, I felt closer to Nell than I ever had. I turned her face to look into her eyes. “If you really want me to I will.”

“You’re not into it,” she pouted.

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

She squeezed my cock with her cunt. I felt some of her juice spill over out of her pussy and roll down my balls. “I can feel it,” she said.

Man. I couldn’t believe how quickly the moment had lost it’s spark. She wasn’t wrong, though. I slipped out of her and rolled onto my side next to her. She looked dejected. It sucked.

And for possibly the first time…ever, I wanted to…I don’t know. Like, connect with her or something. Like…understand what she was thinking or whatever. “Hey Nell?” I asked cautiously.

Her head flopped from one side to the other on the pillow as she turned to look at me. “Yeah what?” she asked.

I looked into her eyes and…sort of felt something. It felt like getting excited to go to the movies and then your friends let you down and bail. It was weird. A question popped up out of nowhere. “How come you wanted to fuck so bad?” I asked.

Nell looked a little guilty for a moment. Then she stared up at the ceiling for a long time.

You know when you have a moment with someone? Like you thought you knew them but then they do something and you’re like, oh I guess there’s more stuff in there than I thought. That’s what this felt like. Like peeling a banana and you realize there’s a whole thing you can eat inside.

I finally couldn’t take any more of her silence. I really wanted to know what was going on in her head. “Nell?” I said quietly.

She turned her head and looked at me again.

“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want,” I reassured her, although I was dying to know. The more I thought about it the more I wanted to know. Why had she wanted to fuck so bad?

“Teddy,” Nell said in the quietest whisper. Barely a breath.

“Yeah? It’s okay. You can tell me if you want.”

Nell’s eyes looked like they were searching mine. She looked like she knew just what she wanted to say but wasn’t sure if she should.

I wanted to do something to make her feel like she could. Let her know she had nothing to be scared or ashamed of. I reached across her chest and squeezed her tit a few times.

She looked down at my hand on her breast and bit her lip. She turned to look at me again. Her eyes were sort of half-shut and sexy looking.

My cock twitched in my lap.

“Black dick makes me hot,” she said.

You know when there’s an earthquake and it feels like the room is moving? That’s what it felt like right after she said that. Like the walls kind of shook around me or something. My vision got really narrow, too. All I could see were her eyes. Felt like her stare was boring right down into me.

I don’t know how long we stared at each other like that. Felt like a long time. My mouth dried out. Couldn’t hold a thought in my own head. And, strangely enough, my soggy cock started hardening again. I finally managed to croak out a single word. “What?”

“You’re not mad, are you? It’s just a fantasy,” Nell said.

Another tremor. At the thought that Nell had been lying there with her eyes closed thinking about black cock inside her while I was dutifully pounding her pussy. It was a strange rage that flooded through me. Hot and stabbing but then sticky sometimes like I was swimming in lava. “You…you were thinking…you were thinking of Cyril’s…” Gah. I could hardly say it. “Dick?” I finally muttered.

Nell guiltily bit her lip again and nodded.

My cock had reconfigured back into hard mode. And now there was this driving force pulsing through it. Something that needed to get out.

“You told me I could tell you,” she said. It came out so sweet and innocent. Like she’d just gotten in trouble for doing something she had permission to do.

I felt terrible. “Oh, babe,” I said. More feelings were coming. Bad at making Nell feel bad. Kind of sorry about it, too. And I wanted to tell her all about them which felt super strange. But there was that heat between my legs and my stiff cock. “Hey I really want to talk about this,” I said. “But I’m like, super horny all of a sudden for some reason. Can we, like, try to rub one out again? I think I can go for a little while.”

Nell turned her attention to my schlong. She blinked and her eyes opened a bit wider. They darted back up to mine, then back down to my stiffy. Then, for a second, it looked like she was doing math in her head or something. She put her fingers on my arm and pulled.

I almost groaned when I rolled onto her. I really needed to nut. I squeezed back into her and felt her cooch tighten. “Oh yeah,” I grunted. Getting back up on a fist I worked into a good fucking rhythm.

The bed springs started to squeak.

This time, though, Nell wasn’t just lying there. Her legs were kind of waving around me. She was running her fingers up and down my arms and onto my back.

Felt good. Kind of gave me tingles. My cock hardened inside her.

“Whatcha thinkin’ about?” Nell asked, her voice wobbly from her pussy getting pounded.

I didn’t really know. I didn’t think much about what I was thinking about. Especially for sex. I just kind of…did it. But once she mentioned it I realized there was something floating up around in my noggin.

I was thinking the usual thoughts. Staring at Nell’s pretty tits and the stiff pink nipples on them and thinking about that. Thinking about being in her. I thought about that a lot when we fucked, come to think of it. I guess because it was kind dirty. Being inside another human. It’s…gross but it’s also hot, right?

But then I realized that even when I was thinking all this shit my mind would always swing back to what she’d said. That black dick made her hot. And somehow that twisted into me thinking about how she’d kind of had a black dick inside her because she’d thought one up in her mind. And then that twisted into a pretty clear view in my mind of an actual black dick squeezing into her tight little cunt.

My cock throbbed. I shuddered and felt an orgasm start to bubble. “Fuck,” I muttered.

In my daze I hadn’t noticed that Nell was panting beneath me. Her hips were moving, too. Like she was…fucking me back. Her wiry little body was twisting and snaking under mine. Her hungry little pussy trying to find just the right spot…

It was like someone pushed a domino in my mind. Things started tumbling. I started falling straight toward the jaws of a wicked nut.

“So close,” Nell breathed. “Keep going Teddy.”

Still pounding, I got up into a push up position. Had to put some distance between her warm, damp chest and my body. And her smell. A little fruity from shampoo, a little vinegary from her drooling puss. I wanted to do this for her so bad.

Without thinking my hand drifted to her neck. I squeezed it gently. My brain swung back around and I saw Cyril’s smile, then in full vivid color, his thick, black dick pressing into the same pussy I was humping.

It was like pouring jet fuel on a fire. It wasn’t rage this time. It made me a little jealous, yeah. But the thought of Nell imagining another cock while I was fucking her? Insane as it sounds it was…really fucking hot. Still not thinking I bent lower over her and snarled. “You want to be a dirty little slut and fuck a black cock?” I growled, squeezing her neck a little tighter.

Her eyes shot open for a second. Her pussy clamped down on my cock. She closed her eyes and made three sort of sneezing sounds. Then her body started to shake and she wailed like I’d never heard her before. She grabbed my wrist and kept my hand on her neck as she shook through what was obviously a huge O.

I was still pounding and loosing a tiny bit of the sizzle from working so hard when she opened her eyes lazily and looked up at me. Her body was limp again. “I’m gonna’ be your dirty little slut,” she whispered.

That kind of crashed into the thing Nell was in my mind and smashed it to pieces. I roared as cum shot through my cock and into Nell’s vagina. My pelvic muscles squeezed so tight and good. My brain felt all warm and gooey. I went over the top staring at Nell’s innocent expression. She looked like she was about to smile.

I’ll never forget that look.

Finally my hips stopped moving. I dismounted and flopped onto my side next to her.

Nell stared up at the ceiling. Her cheeks and chest were flushed. She looked…kind of like an angel.

It was funny. I’d wanted to talk to her and stuff so bad before I jizzed. But now that I had I felt all sleepy and warm. I tried to keep my eyes open.

Nell didn’t help by just lying there and staring up.

“Hey you want to, like, talk and stuff?” I asked, but pretty half-assed.

“’S alright,” Nell said. “Some other time. I’m gonna’ take a shower.”

I was out before the water hit the tub.


Chapter Six

I woke up out of one of the best sleep’s I could remember. Groggy, I made my way downstairs. Nell was dressed in a bathrobe, her bare skinny calves sticking out the bottom. She was poring over her reeds, same as always.

But to me she looked different. The memory of her admission that black cock made her hot ballooned in my brain. I already had half a hard on from my morning wood. Standing there staring at her I could have sworn her body had changed shape overnight. It was, like, more womanly now or something. Or at least it looked that way to me. I say that because all I could think of was getting up in her again. I was usually good for a few days after a fuck. We’d fucked less than twelve hours ago and I just wanted to pound her again. I walked up behind her and put my hands on her shoulders.

Nell turned her head and looked at me sideways. “Morning,” she muttered before turning back to making reeds.

“Morning,” I said, bending over her and planting a kiss on her neck. A long one. The kind that guys give when they want something. When they want the thing.

“What are you doing?” Nell asked. She turned in her chair.

Only when I stood up and took a step sideways did I realize that she was naked under the bathrobe. Her pretty tits were sagging slightly without a bra. Her furry bush swept along the seat as she twisted to look at me. “I was…I was just saying hi,” I replied.

She put one arm on the back of the chair, the other on the kitchen table. It made her robe open up even more.

My eyes fell back down and I stared at her naked body for a good long while. It didn’t just look different. It was more magnetic or something. I looked up to find Nell watching me watching her.

“You want to get breakfast somewhere?” she asked.

I closed my mouth and wiped a bit of drool off of it with the back of my hand. “Sure,” I answered. “How long you gonna be here?”

“I can finish later,” Nell replied. She turned off the table lamp she’d been working under and stood up, not bothering to close her robe.

I couldn’t help but steal a few more glances. My boner was getting harder. Breakfast was going to be a pain unless…

A funny smile spread along Nell’s lips.

I smiled back, feeling a little awkward. Managed to tear my eyes away from her tits.

“Where should we go?” she asked. She put one hand on her hip under the bathrobe so it opened even more exposing the curve of flesh from her chest to her waist and back out to her hips. That looked different, too. Had she always had that curve? Had I just not noticed? I sure as hell was noticing now.

“Wherever you want, I guess,” I said. I didn’t want to be that guy. The one that made everything about sex. I wasn’t like that. Or, I hadn’t been. But I was so damn horny and she looked so hot for some reason.

“Watcha thinkin’ about?” she asked.

“Uh,” I grunted, doing my level best not to let my eyes fall to her tits again. “I don’t know. Just some stuff.”

Then Nell stepped forward, still smiling (still smiling?!?), reached up and tussled my hair.

It was bizarre.

“You’re gawking at my tits an awful lot,” she said.

I felt myself blush and looked down at the ground. “Sorry,” I muttered.

“’S okay. I sort of like it.”

“You do?” I asked in a whisper looking up at her again.

She shrugged. “You want another ride don’t you?” she asked, her fingers playing through my hair.

My shoulders slumped. It felt weird all of a sudden, Nell just asking me that. I sure as hell did want another ride. But I wasn’t sure why. All I knew was it had something to do with what had happened last night. And now that my balls were all full of cum again and my dick was hard the urge came back to figure it out. To ask Nell all the questions about why black cock made her hot.

I nodded instead.

We could take care of all that business later. If Nell was willing to have another go than I wasn’t about to stand in the way.

Nell spun around. Her bathrobe flared out like a princess dress and she walked over to the counter. She spun back around to face me, put the heels of her hands on the counter and hopped up to sit on it. She spread her legs, baring the red nest of hair that guarded her pussy. Lifting a hand she crooked a finger.

I shuffled over to where she was sitting and stood there for a moment.

Nell watched me for a while then put a hand behind my neck and pulled me in closer to her. She hadn’t showered. She mostly smelled like sleep. But underneath that slightly musty scent I could smell the sharper odor of her juices. I looked into her eyes.

Nell met my stare and held it. Like she was studying me or something. She smiled again. Probably more smiles than I’d seen on her face that whole week combined.

“You’re so…pretty,” I muttered. I don’t know. It just came out like I couldn’t help it. For some reason I had this urge to tell her that she was making me have feelings and stuff. It was kind of weird and uncomfortable. I didn’t really like all that shit. But my stomach felt all mushy and my heart felt like it had swollen over night or something. It just felt big.

“You’re sweet,” Nell finally whispered.

Even that was like someone injecting warm chemicals into my brain. Her telling me I was sweet. We didn’t say all that shit to each other normally. Now it felt kind of good. Better than good.

“What’s got into you, Teddy?” she asked, playing with the hair on the back of my head.

I shrugged. I wasn’t about to give it all up. Not when I was inches from another sweet fuck inside her tight cunt.

“You’re not mad about what I said last night are ya?”

My eyes widened. “Mad? Shit no I’m not mad, Nell. That was…that was kind of really hot.”

Nell bit her lip. She looked like she was about to smile even wider. She pulled me in close until our foreheads were touching. Reached down into the sweat pants I’d put on and found my cock. Wrapped her warm hand around it and squeezed. “Hot, huh?” she said.

I closed my eyes and focused on the way her palm felt on my prick. “That feels really good,” I muttered.

“C’mere,” she said. She yanked my pants down then grabbed my cock again. Led me a step closer until I could feel the warm damp off her snatch without quite touching it.

I pushed my hips forward trying to get into her and staring at her heaven hole.

Nell pushed back with her hand on my cock. She put her other hand on my cheek and made me look up into her eyes again. “You know it’s just a fantasy right? I’d never do anything about it.”

“Huh?” I grunted. My heart skipped a beat and my eyes opened wider still.

“Unless you asked me to,” she said. Then, in a whisper, “I’ve never had a black one in me before.”

A tremor shook through me.

Nell relaxed her grip and eased the crown of my cock into her pussy. It was drenched. The tight, wet heat felt incredible. “Oh Nell,” I croaked.

She let me push the rest of my shaft in and sighed gently when my abdomen touched hers.

As good as it felt being in her I was fixated on what she’d said. Unless you asked me to. And, I’ve never had a black one in me before. Like maybe she wanted that? Maybe she was curious what it would feel like? Maybe she was asking for permission? “Nell?” was all I could say. I couldn’t find the words I wanted to use.

“Oh Teddy,” she sighed as I started a slow thrust back and forth. Her juice was running all down my balls and onto the counter but I didn’t care. It was dirty and it was great. I reached up and palmed both her tits and squeezed. The vision came again. Cyril’s cock instead of mine plying her soft folds. Stretching her wide and making her moan. My cock flexed in her pussy.

“What’s that?” she asked.

I shook my head without losing the rhythm of my thrusts.

“Hey,” she whispered, drawing my eyes to hers again. “You can tell me. I won’t get mad. I promise.”

I slowed, then stopped, my dick half-buried in her.

“Come on, Teddy. You can do it.”

I sighed. It was frustrating. I always had a hard time figuring out how to say what I wanted and it coming out the right way. “I don’t know,” I muttered.

“Yes you do.”

“It’s just…when you say that stuff, that stuff about other dicks in you I get…it makes me…”

“Makes you hot?” she offered.

“Y-yeah,” I sputtered, looking away.

She turned my head toward her again. “I’d do it for you if you wanted,” she whispered, staring into my eyes.

“What?!?” I gasped.

“Only if you want it, Teddy.” She reached between my legs and gently kneaded my balls. “But it feels like you do. You’re good and hard. Harder than I can remember. You got so hard last night. It turns you on doesn’t it?”

I stared at her unable to believe this was happening. Quiet little Nell telling me she’d take a black dick if it turned me on. I nearly burst.

Nell ran her fingers through my hair and sighed. She squeezed my balls again. Then she pushed my gently back and out of herself. Before I could react she slipped down off the counter and onto her knees, legs spread. She grabbed my cock with her hand and stared at the head.

“What are you doing?” I asked, stunned by what I thought she was doing.

She looked up at me with big eyes. “You want to blow your load on my tits?” she asked.

This was not normal. It was Saturday, not Sunday. Nell didn’t give me hand jobs and let me blow a load on her tits in the kitchen on Saturday mornings. I didn’t know if Nell had ever let me blow a load on her tits at all. I also realized that Nell was being more sexy than usual. Like she wanted something out of this, too. “Are you serious?” I managed to whisper.

“Only if you want to. If you don’t you can get back in my foof.”

I quickly shook my head. “No,” I said, panting. “I want this.”

The prettiest smile spread across her lips. Like she was pleased by my answer. She leaned in, flicked her tongue out and started sliding it side to side on the underside of my glans.

I nearly lost my mind. Or that’s what it felt like. Even though it was just the most gentle touch, it sent waves of pleasure crackling up my spine.

After a while of this she started stroking my shaft. Barely any pressure and just as softly. She watched me like a hawk. Like she was enjoying doing this. She looked hopeful.

It didn’t take more than a few minutes. I was nearly on my toes. My body was trembling. My cock was twitching in her hand and against her tongue. “Oh Nell careful,” I grunted as I felt the floodgates open.

She gave my tongue a final flick, then pointed the head of my cock at her bare breasts and pumped a little harder. Three quick squirts of jizz shot out of it as my cum contractions started.

I had to brace myself against the counter as I groaned through an orgasm.

Nell kept pumping, swinging my cock side to side and slathering her whole chest in my glaze.

I shook as the last of it left me. Another weird feeling crawled up out of nowhere inside me. This warm thing like I wanted to hug and kiss Nell for what she’d done. Even though it was dirty it felt special somehow.

She looked up from staring down at her coated breasts. “Did you like that?” she asked softly.

“I fucking loved it,” I whispered.

She stood up. There was some cum on her hand. She wiped it off on her robe before looking into my eyes. “Good. I’m glad. I…” She paused, kind of seeming like she wasn’t sure about whether to say the next part or not. “I like making you happy, Teddy.” Without another word she swooshed around me and disappeared up the stairs.

My heart felt like it was being crushed. I didn’t really usually go for all that soft stuff. But hearing Nell say she liked making me happy? Well shit. That was just…I don’t even have a name for how that made me feel.

I was going to buy her the biggest fucking breakfast she’d ever eaten.


Chapter Seven

The whole rest of the weekend passed in a blur. Normally I would have worked a half day Saturday then done some gaming in the afternoon. That Saturday, as promised, I took Nell to breakfast where another strange thing happened. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

I realized halfway into our meal that she’d put on makeup. Nothing too fancy. Nell didn’t do too fancy. Just the usual bit of blush and mascara she used before concerts. She also put on lipstick, though. And what I thought was a very sexy dress, even though it was kind of conservative looking. Black like all her other clothes. It came halfway down her thighs. Of course she had black leggings on, too. And a tight black turtleneck that did nice things for her tits. All of this wouldn’t have been a big deal if she hadn’t said all that stuff in the kitchen.

After our waiter had taken our order Nell took a sip of her water and started giggling.

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

She leaned over the table and looked side to side to see if anyone was listening. “Teddy,” she whispered. “You’re staring at me.”

I let out a quiet chuckle and smiled when I realized she was right. “Yeah. I guess I am,” I said. “Sorry.”

Her hand crept across the table and settled over mine. “It’s alright,” she said. “I kind of like it.”

Her touch and her soft tone melted my heart. I’m not even embarrassed to say that. I felt like…I felt like I was falling in love. Of course we were in love before we got married and all that. But not like this. It was more of a “hey you’re cool and kind of quirky and this seems like a good fit” kind of love. This was totally different.

This was the head over heels shit you roll your eyes about in the movies. At least it was for me. Nell seemed like a totally different person. She looked sexier than I’d ever seen her and all I wanted to do was be close to her and touch her and fuck her and stuff.

And it sort of seemed Nell was feeling that way, too. We had sex again that afternoon and then twice on Sunday. We didn’t talk much about black dicks or what any of this meant outside of the bedroom. But Nell whispered enough dirty stories into my ear to keep me hard for pretty much the whole two days. It was amazing.

Monday she had to practice and I had to get back to work. We spent the day apart and then ordered pizza and watched a movie together again. Every time I left the house I couldn’t help but glance over at Cyril and Evie’s place. It seemed like they were never there. The Audi was rarely in the driveway and the lights were barely on at night.

That was what it was, I guess. But I had found myself wondering about them and wondering if we’d ever hang out again. It was crazy to think that any of my dirty fantasies would come true in real life with Cyril. But each time I thought about it I got a monster erection that would only go away if I jerked off.

I had dreams about it at night, too. Perverted dreams of Cyril doing the dirtiest things to Nell. Things I’d never dream of doing. And me sitting there with my dick in my hand watching them.

So when I was taking the trash out Wednesday night and I saw the two of them lounging in front of the TV in their living room, I did something weird. For me. I walked up to their front door and rang the doorbell. I only realized I was still wearing my torn t-shirt and shitty sweatpants when the door swung open and Evie gave me her judgmental once over.

“Hello Theodore,” she said.

It was weird hearing her call me that. “Hey Evie,” I said. Then I stood there staring at her. I hadn’t even figured out what I was going to say. It was like my dick had led me over there and was now looking up at me with it’s arms crossed asking “Now what, genius?”

“Is there something I can do for you?” Evie finally asked.

Before I could answer Cyril loomed up over her and put his hand on her shoulder. “Teddy,” he said, grinning. “What brings you here?”

“Uh, hey,” I muttered, raising a hand and giving an awkward wave. “I just…I was taking out the garbage. Saw you guys through your window. Just…wanted to say hi or whatever. Haven’t seen you in a while.”

Evie glanced over her shoulder at Cyril who gave her a pleasant smile.

A wave of embarrassment washed over me. What the hell was I doing there? This was a fantasy I had with Nell not real fucking life. What was I going to say? Could I borrow your husband for a bit so he can fuck my wife? “You know what? I’m really sorry to have bothered you guys. I’m not even really sure why I’m here. Just…being neighborly, I guess.”

“It’s no trouble at all,” Cyril said. “Would you like to come in for a drink?”

I looked down at my shitty clothes, then up at the loosened silk tie dangling from his neck, along with Evie’s elegant suit and felt like even more of an ass. “I’m good,” I said. “Thanks. Just…hi. I hope you have a good evening.” I smirked to try and conceal my shame, then slouched my shoulders and hurried home. I stepped inside and was pretty surprised to find Nell standing at the living room window peeking through the drapes. The lights were off in almost the whole house except for the kitchen. When I closed the door we were in near darkness with only a sliver of light from the street lamp falling across Nell’s face.

We stood there staring at each other. Nell’s lips were parted and her eyes were wide and focused intently on mine. “What were you doing, Teddy?” she whispered.

I felt more sheepish than embarrassed. “I, uh…just going over to say hi. I haven’t seen those guys for a while you know?” I followed up with an awkward chuckle.

Nell didn’t buy it. She let the curtain fall into place then walked through the darkness to where I was standing in the hall. She came right up until her chest was pressed against mine and she was pushing my back up against the door. “No you weren’t,” she said, shaking her head.

I swallowed. A nervous but excited energy started to crackle through me.

Nell’s eyes were shimmering pools of bright green light. The corners of her mouth were upturned like she was about to smile. Without a warning she reached into my sweatpants and grabbed my half-hard cock.

I gasped.

“What’s this then?” she whispered.

I was stunned. It was so hot, Nell just reaching in and grabbing me like that.

“I, uh, I just…I don’t know,” I lied.

She leaned closer, tilted her head and kissed me on the mouth.

My head started to spin when she plunged her tongue into my mouth and mashed it against mine. She put her hand on the back of my neck and pulled me in, dominating me with her lips. When she finally pulled away her lips glistened with the combined moisture of our mouths. “Did you go over to ask Cyril if he’d fuck me, Teddy?” she asked softly, gazing into my eyes.

I swallowed again. I was getting a little nervous. A little scared, even. Nell was being…intense as hell. “What? No! I was just…”

Her hand fell from my cock to my balls. She squeezed them just enough to get me up on my toes. “You’re lying to me Teddy.” This would have been terrifying if she didn’t finally let that smile sprout on her lips. “You want to see Cyril’s black dick up inside me don’t you?”

I swallowed a third time, this time trying to clear the dryness that had formed in my mouth. Nell’s question made my cock throb and my resolve crumble. “Oh god, Nell,” I muttered. A little breathless from the grip she had on my balls.

She kissed me on the mouth again. This time when she pulled away she stuck her tongue out and licked a hot, wet line up one side of my neck.

Made the hairs on the back of my head stand on end.

“I want you to say it, Teddy,” she whispered.

The way she was looking at me and the intensity of her stare were crazily arousing. Still, I resisted. I smirked and pretended like she didn’t have me all figured out. “What?”

Nell’s grip on my balls tightened. She reached her other hand into my pants and stroked my cock a few times.

“Oh Nell!” I said, my voice pitching higher at the added pressure on my nuts.

“Please, Teddy? For me?” she asked. “You’ll get a nice reward. I promise.” Her eyes were locked on mine. She started rubbing the underside of my cock head with her thumb.

I glanced down at my crotch. Clear liquid was seeping from my prick and onto the heel of Nell’s hand. My head started to spin. I was turned on as all fuck and, I guess, not totally in control of myself. I looked back up at Nell, wearing a Cheshire smile. “I…I want to see Cyril’s black dick up in you,” I grunted.

Her smile widened. She dropped my pants and underwear around my ankles with a sharp tug. Yanked down the tights and underwear she was wearing and stepped into me. Guided my cock between her legs as she pressed me up against the wall. Wet spilled out of her and onto my prick. She tugged her shirt up over her tits, then pulled out her boobs one by one.

My jaw fell and my eyes went wide. I looked into her eyes, disbelief painted all over my expression.

She rocked her hips back and forth, massaging my organ with her wet pussy. “So you have something to look at,” she whispered. She picked up both of my hands and pressed them against her breasts. The soft flesh felt incredible. Her nipples were hard and bulging, the color of raspberries. She started rocking back and forth in a steady rhythm.

“Oh god, Nell,” was all I managed to grunt again. Pleasure crackled up my spine, heating the base of my brain. I let the moment swallow me, focusing on the heat pulsing in my groin. I was about to tell Nell to slow down when I looked up to see her eyes were closed.

She ran her tongue along her parted lips. Let out the tiniest exhale. Her pussy lips rippled along my shaft and more hot wetness drooled out of her. Nell had just had an orgasm.

“I’m really close,” I grunted.

Her eyes fluttered open. Her smile returned. She slowed her rocking.

The pulsing ballooned inside me. All the muscles in my cock and pelvic floor contracted. But not in the usual way I came. This was slow and excruciating, almost painful, but still felt amazing. My mouth opened wide and my hips started involuntarily stabbing back and forth, trying to finish what Nell had started.

I won’t say she slammed her palm against my chest. But it wasn’t gentle. She pinned me to the wall, immobilizing me, and slowed her pussy strokes even more. “You’re so fucking turned on, aren’t you?” she demanded.

I gave a few quick nods.

She leaned forward. She licked my lips sideways with her tongue. “Say it again. With your eyes closed. I want you to imagine it in your mind.”

I was under her spell in a split-second. I closed my eyes like she’d said. Didn’t even have to try and conjure up the picture of her getting penetrated by Cyril. It sprang to life itself. “I want to see Cyril’s black dick in you,” I whispered.

The words, the picture in my imagination and Nell’s cunt gliding along my penis shattered whatever force had kept me from climax. “Oh, oh, oh!” I shouted. My body started to twitch against the wall. I felt the intense squeeze-release cycle of my cock pumping the built up emission as I ejaculated into Nell. All that tension released at once sent a potent shot of hormones dousing my brain. As soon as I passed the crest I thought I was going to pass out.

Nell, bracing herself with her hand still against my chest, tipped her hips forward and looked down at my shimmering shaft connecting us. She slid her cunt back and forth a few more times then pulled away.

I saw my semen trickle out of her and pool in a creamy white puddle in her underwear.

“Teddy,” she whispered.

“Huh?”

“That was really hot.”

I was about to wrap my arms around her and smother her in kisses when three sharp knocks came at the door. I jumped.

Nell seemed unfazed. She slowly pulled her bra up and her shirt down. Hiked her tights up as she turned and put a hand on the door handle.

I was scrambling to pull my own pants up and stuff my cock back inside them. Just barely managed it as she swung the door open.

“Cyril,” Nell said, a smile slowly stretching her lips. “We were just talking about you.” And then her eyes wandered slowly down his body. They paused at his package before wandering back up to meet his.

“Is that so?” he asked.

I couldn’t see him but from the sound of his voice he seemed to be smiling.

“And why is Teddy standing behind your front door?”

A wave of embarrassment made my already hot face hotter still. I sheepishly stepped out next to Nell and forced an awkward smile. “Hi again, Cyril,” I muttered.

He smiled at me. “Hello again, Teddy,” he said.

“Would you like to come in?” Nell asked, stepping to one side. She looked at me for a beat. “I know Teddy would like it if you did.” She turned to look at him again. “And I wouldn’t mind either,” she added, lust smouldering in her eyes.

A moment later I saw a spark of recognition flash through Cyril’s eyes. It was unmistakable. The realization that the invitation was far more than just a neighbourly gesture. It wasn’t a friendly “come on in and have a drink, neighbour!” More like “come in and let’s see where this takes us.”

The moments between Cyril drawing a breath to reply and him actually saying something felt like an eternity. Like the long, slow climb of a roller coaster before everyone starts screaming. His smile widened. “That’s very kind of you but I can’t this evening,” he finally said. “But…” That was followed by another long silence as he gazed at Nell. “Evie and I wanted to know if you’d like to come over Saturday night again. Drinks at five?”

Nell smiled again. “That sounds lovely,” she said.

My heart was beating so hard I felt like someone was punching me in the chest.

“Excellent,” Cyril purred. “Then it’s a date.” He looked like he was about to turn and go. He hesitated and looked at Nell out of the corner of his eye. “Would it be too much trouble to as you to…”

“Bring my instrument?” she asked, finishing his sentence.

Cyril chuckled. “Well you’ve got me all figured out, don’t you?”

“Not all of you. Not yet,” Nell said.

Cyril smirked then looked at me. “You are one lucky man, Teddy,” he said. Then he turned and jogged down the steps and back over to his place.

Nell swung the door shut.

I stared at her in disbelief at her obvious flirtation with Cyril.

Her smile faded. She pinched the front of my shirt with a finger and thumb and started dragging me toward the stairs.

“Where are we going?” I stammered.

“Upstairs,” Nell said, voice nearly a growl. “I’ve a need.”


Chapter Eight

I spent way more time thinking about that interaction than working the rest of the week. Nell’s sexual appetite became insatiable. She’d wake me up with a blowjob and put me to bed by riding me cowgirl, having orgasm after orgasm straddling me. I was in heaven.

But even with all that the moment she was out the door I had a tab open to PornHut. I’d start wading through through a sea of interracial videos searching for women that looked like Nell getting fucked by guys who looked like Cyril. I missed a deadline and nearly lost a client. By the time Saturday rolled around my dick was raw and I swore I wasn’t going to touch it by myself again until I managed to get some lube.

Another weird thing happened. I started getting all…fuck, I don’t know, needy and like caring about what Nell thought of me. And when I was around her I’d get this, like, achey feeling around my heart like I just wanted to tell her about my feelings and stuff.

I’d shower and put on fresh clothes right before she came home from work. I bought a fresh stick of deodorant and dug out some jeans and button-up shirts from when I had an office gig and wore those instead of sweats and T’s.

I’m not even sure if Nell noticed but she did seem to be smiling a lot more when she was at home. She changed, too. Started wearing more makeup. Friday afternoon she came home with a bag of clothes from Le Chat Humide, a little boutique shop downtown she sometimes went to but never spent any money at.

That was a little surprising. She’d always been frugal. You kind of have to be when you’re a musician. That shop wasn’t cheap, either and the bag looked full of stuff. When I asked her what she’d bought she flashed a sly smile and said I’d have to wait until the next day to see.

The real surprise came Saturday afternoon after she’d taken a shower.

My jaw fell as she came strutting down the stairs. Maybe strutting’s not the right word. She sort of floated down but with a lilt in her step. She was wearing a red dress with little white polka dots, strappy little heels that lifted her ass and gave her the most incredible shape. She had red lipstick that matched the colour of her dress and she’d done her hair. Most of it was spilling over one shoulder with just a bit left on the side to frame her face.

I’d never seen anything like it in my life. I looked down at the jeans and white button-up shirt I’d put on to go over to Cyril and Evie’s and felt a little ashamed. I stood up off the couch as she sailed into the living room. “Holy shit, Nell,” I said, unable to stop gawking at her. “You look…amazing.”

She walked up to me and ran her fingers down the front of my shirt. She flashed the sweetest smile that just about nearly crushed me. “Thanks, Teddy,” she whispered. “You’re looking pretty good yourself these days.” She cast an appreciative glance at my outfit.

“Man if I’d known you were going to be dressed this sexy I would have put on a suit or something,” I joked.

“Oh don’t be silly you look very handsome.” Then she leaned in and pressed her cheek against mine. “Besides we’re not trying to get Cyril to fuck you.” She pulled away and locked eyes with me. “We’re trying to get him to fuck me.” Her fingers fell and she gently caressed the crotch of my pants with the tips.

A powerful tremor shook through me. “Shit, Nell,” I said. “Do you…you really think…what about Evie?” I was super turned on thinking of Nell getting dirty with Cyril. But Evie seemed like kind of an ice queen. I had serious doubts she’d be into it.

Which I guess, thinking back now, is how I let things go as far as I did. The thought of Nell hooking up with Cyril was super hot. Evie seemed like a barrier that would keep that fantasy firmly in the realm of…you know. Fantasy.

“I guess we’ll have to cross that bridge when we come to it,” Nell said. It was strange because the way she said it it sounded carefree. Not a word I’d ever have used to describe anything Nell had done before. “Come on. Let’s see if we can have some fun,” she said and took me by the hand.

Five minutes later we were standing on Cyril and Evie’s doorstep, Nell with her backpack slung over her shoulder.

Cyril greeted us with a wide smile that only stretched wider when he saw Nell was carrying her instrument. He clapped his hands together and rubbed them, then waved us inside. “Come in, come in! Evie! Fix some drinks! Nell brought her oboe!”

I let Nell walk ahead of me. My throat tightened when Cyril’s hand fell to the small of her back as he ushered her into their house. Nell’s gait in her heels made her ass swing way, way more than when she usually walked. The dress sashayed against her thighs.

I stood on the steps stunned by the vision of her and Cyril disappearing into the house. It was only when they were halfway to the kitchen that Cyril turned and chuckled at me. “You going to join us?” he asked.

That shook me from my trance. I nodded, stepped into the house and closed the door behind me.

Nell declined a drink. She told them she hated playing on a full stomach or after having any alcohol.

I’m kind of embarrassed to admit that this was news to me, too. I’d never really paid a ton of attention to Nell’s job and stuff. But as I settled into one of the chairs in the living room and watched her put together her oboe in her beautiful dress I really did feel like I was falling in love with her all over again. For real this time and hard.

And then I heard her play.

I don’t know if you know what an oboe sounds like. I didn’t. My office was upstairs and Nell usually practised in the basement. I’d put on my noise-cancelling headphones because, you know, oboe, right?

Wrong!

She told us what she was going to play and who wrote it and stuff. I forgot all that the moment she started playing. It was like this magical carpet ride of sound that, like, gave me all these emotions and stuff. Like a gentle roller coaster that doesn’t go too fast but sometimes your stomach still gets that feeling like it doesn’t weigh anything. I sat there with my mouth hanging open, unable to believe I hadn’t ever heard Nell play like that before.

I’d gone to a couple of her concerts when we’d first been dating. But she’d been in a band then and you can barely hear an oboe in a band. As soon as the last note faded and I felt like myself again I swore I was going to buy all the tickets to all the concerts Nell was in from then on.

Cyril and Evie shook their heads. Cyril started a slow clap. Evie dabbed at the corner of her eye. Nell flashed a shy smile and gave a cute little bow like she was a fifth grader at the school talent show.

But she wasn’t. She was a smoking hot oboe playing fox and she was also my wife. I realized then that I had a wierd half-erection and no idea why it was there.

“Oh Bra-vo,” Cyril said in his booming baritone.

“Absolutely stunning,” Evie said in a whisper, the first sincere thing I think I’d heard her say since we met.

Nell started dismantling her oboe.

“Evie do you remember when we heard, oh who was it? Verbier. Three summers ago I think?”

“You’re thinking of Adrienne Blanchard,” Evie said dryly.

Nell’s eyes lit up.

“That was nothing compared to this,” Evie said. “Cyril we must get to the symphony.”

Nell got bashful. “Oh, guys, please,” she said, putting her instrument back into it’s case. “I studied with Blanchard for a summer in London. I can safely say I sound nothing like her.”

Cyril stood up off the couch and walked over to where Nell was standing.

My guts tightened up when he stepped into her personal space. Like, his body was inches from hers. Time slowed down when he put his index finger under her chin.

Nell’s shy smile faded and she looked up into his eyes, lips parted.

Without a word Cyril leaned over her and pressed his lips against hers in a kiss.

My eyes opened so wide I thought my eyeballs were going to fall out. Suddenly this was really happening. Cyril was kissing Nell. He was kissing my wife and I was watching it. It occurred to me that Evie was watching it, too. My head shot sideways to look at her.

Shockingly, she was wearing a soft smile and a very calm expression. She turned to me when she noticed I was staring at her. “You don’t mind, do you?” she asked quietly.

My mouth moved like a fish out of water but no sound came out. I turned to look at Cyril and Nell again. Their kiss had ended but they were gazing into each other’s eyes, something electric passing between them. “You taste as sweet as you sound, Nell,” Cyril said.

Nell looked starstruck. Like she was under a spell and Cyril was the magician casting it. Her cute little tongue slipped out between her lips and she licked them.

With his finger still under her chin, Cyril turned to me. “I hope you’ll allow me another taste later this evening,” he said.

Again, I was speechless.

“For the time being,” he said, stepping back and rubbing his hands together. “Let’s warm up with some drinks.”

It was only when he walked out of the room that Nell’s eyes blinked and she seemed to wake from her trance. She turned to look at Evie, who was getting up off the couch, then turned and looked at me with a bemused expression.

“I’ll get the hors d’oeuvres,” Evie said. She walked past my chair, paused and put a hand on my shoulder. “I hope you’re not offended,” she said quietly. “Cyril has a weak spot for little white girls. The accent doesn’t help.” She patted me on the shoulder like she’d just complimented me on my jeans and walked out of the room.


Chapter Nine

Everyone but me seemed to ignore what had happened after Nell’s performance. Turned out Cyril had some pretty high-up connections in the classical music world.

Nell’s eyes kept getting wider the more names he dropped.

Evie would chime in every now and again.

We moved from appies to the dinner table. It was a light meal of some kind of spaghetti with a fancy sauce. They had salad after that and then little cookie things filled with ice cream and whisky. It was all delicious.

But I could barely focus on any of it. My world was still spinning. The last thing I’d expected was for Evie to be Cyril’s accomplice in seducing Nell. Something about her personality, maybe the fact that she seemed like a bitch, had convinced me she’d never let Cyril close to another woman. Instead she seemed to be paving the way for him to seduce Nell. But instead of worrying me it kind of made the whole situation hotter.

I had all these emotions tumbling around inside me like I was a washing machine. I’d go from feeling like I should feel jealous about what had happened to feeling insanely turned on by it, to bracing myself for what else might possibly happen that night.

When dessert was over I let myself be led back to the living room. The lights were turned down low. I sank into a chair with someone’s help. Evie’s, I think.

Cyril led Nell to the couch across from me and offered her a drink.

It was then that I noticed how rosy her cheeks were. She was obviously a little tipsy because she was giggling whenever Cyril would whisper something in her ear.

In the back of my mind I vaguely heard Evie excuse herself, then saw her disappear out of the room leaving only me and Nell sitting there staring at each other. I hadn’t had a chance to say a word to her all evening. “Nell? That was…so beautiful when you played,” I said.

Her brow arched in the center and she tipped her head slightly to one side. She put a hand over her heart. “Oh Teddy,” she whispered. “That’s the sweetest thing you’ve ever said to me I think.”

I was about to stand up and cross the room and sit next to her when Cyril came striding back in. He was carrying two drinks and set one down in front of me on the table. A tumbler full of expensive smelling whisky. He set the other concoction that smelled like strawberries and mint, on the side table next to Nell, then sank into the couch next to her and put an arm around her shoulder. “This is nice, isn’t it?” he asked, smiling.

Nell was looking up at him with her starstruck expression again, like she couldn’t look away.

“Tell me Teddy, did you enjoy watching me kiss your wife?” Cyril asked.

The question hit me straight in the chest. I knew he wasn’t joking because his smile had faded and his expression was dead serious. He was staring at me and wouldn’t look away. Nell was watching me too, excitement and arousal flickering in her eyes. I became painfully aware of how hard my cock was. “I…I…I…” I stammered. I’d never been asked a question like that. What do you say? I felt razors of shame slicing through me as I sat there. It was one thing to play this out for some dirty sex in the bedroom. But this was real life. What would Nell think? Would she think I was less of a man for actually wanting this? What kind of man wants to actually watch his wife fuck another guy?

These were probably the deepest questions I’d ever asked myself in my whole life. This was some existential shit I was grappling with. How was I supposed to figure it out on the spot like that?

It was Nell who stepped in and saved me from myself.

She raised her hand and slipped it slowly onto Cyril’s thigh.

I watched it settle there and rub slowly back and forth. I was mesmerized by the contrast of her white skin against Cyril’s dark complexion. That somehow made all of this seem more forbidden, too. Not that I was against interracial relationships or anything. I didn’t care who got with who. But this was Nell. She’d never been with a black man. And we were married. And here she was on the verge of doing it. It drove me crazy and wild all at once.

“It’s okay, Teddy,” she said softly. “You can tell him that you did. Just tell him the truth.”

She sounded so sweet and innocent when she said it. Like this wasn’t the craziest thing we’d ever done.

I swallowed back the tightness in my throat then cleared it with a couch. I opened my mouth but somehow just could not force any air out over my vocal chords.

Nell smiled with half her mouth and looked up at Cyril. “He’s all tongue tied,” she said. “Teddy wants to see me with you. It makes him really hard when I talk about it while we’re having sex.”

My face got hotter still. Not that I was really that ashamed or embarrassed. But it was a pretty personal thing she’d just shared and we barely knew Cyril.

“Is that right, Teddy?” he asked, not missing a beat and staring me down with even more intensity.

I swallowed again and managed to nod.

Cyril turned to look at Nell. “And what do you want, Nell?” he asked.

It felt like my blood heated in my veins when I saw Nell look down at her hand on his thigh and lick her lips. She turned her sweet eyes back up to his. “I want it, too,” she said. “I’ve never…” She paused, her first hesitation of the evening. A tiny insecurity.

“You’ve never been with a black man? Is that it?”

Nell gave a shy nod in reply.

“You don’t have to be ashamed,” Cyril said. “I’ve been with plenty of white girls but it still gives me a thrill.”

Nell looked up with curiosity in her eyes. “Really?” she asked.

“Sure,” Cyril said, smiling slightly. “It’s one of my favorite hobbies.”

Nell gave a dreamy nod.

Cyril leaned over her and pressed his lips to hers in another kiss. This time just a peck before his tongue flicked out and started licking her lips. They parted for him, Nell’s tongue coming out to meet his in a lewd French kiss.

I’m not sure how long that lasted. I felt like I’d been taken out of space time. Like I was floating in the room and not sitting in a chair. Their pink tongues mashed and licked each other, spit glistening on them both. It was magical and kind of terrifying.

Finally Cyril kissed her with his lips on hers again and pulled away. He gazed into her eyes like he was looking for something in there.

Nell looked like she was under a trance. Staring at him and not blinking. Like she was waiting for a command or something.

Cyril slowly turned to look at me again. “What do you think, Teddy?” he asked. “Would you like to see your wife fucked by a black cock?”

My pulse was racing. I was sweating just sitting there. I felt like I’d done drugs or something. Somehow I managed to nod.

“You better tell her yourself then,” he said. “We wouldn’t want any misunderstandings.”

My eyes wandered to Nell, who was staring at me again. “I…I…”

“You can do it,” Cyril said. Funny thing was the way he said it didn’t sound encouraging. It sounded like an order. The kind your boss gives you at work or something. And the weirdest thing of all was that it kind of loosened me up. Like he was giving me permission to agree to this. To ask for it. “I want to see you fucked by a black cock,” I whispered.

Nell’s eyes lit up again. She sat up a little straighter and put her hands in her lap.

Cyril looked her up and down. He lazily waved a finger at the center of the room. “Stand up Nell,” he said.

She did.

“Just step over there for me. So we can both see you.”

Nell obediently walked to where he was pointing. The center of the room where we could both get a good look at her.

Cyril turned to me. “Are you aroused now, Teddy?” he asked.

It was a pretty intimate question. I’m not sure why I answered with a nod. It kind of felt like Cyril was suddenly in charge somehow.

“Stand up,” he said to me.

His words lifted me out of my seat. I looked down at the bulge in the crotch of my jeans.

“Good,” Cyril said. “Now go stand next to Nell.”

I shuffled over until I was a few feet away from my beautiful Nell, who was watching me like a hawk.

“Why don’t you help her get her clothes off?” Cyril asked before taking a long sip of his drink. He settled deeper into the couch to watch the show.

My hands were a little shaky as I reached up and behind Nell. I found the zipper of her dress and slowly pulled it down. I gasped as the dress slipped off her shoulders and fell in a pool of fabric at her feet. That revealed the part of her shopping I hadn’t seen. A bright red bra that and a matching thong. She looked stunning. I stepped back and drank in the sight of her, her back arched and her ass jutting out because of the heels she was wearing.

“Now the bra,” Cyril instructed.

I reached around and unclasped the bra.

Nell shrugged as I pulled it away. Her nipples were hard as pebbles. The colour in her face was bleeding down onto her chest, a bright pink. She didn’t flinch or try to hide her nakedness. Stood there straight and proud.

I saw the vein in her neck pulsing fast. She was just as excited as I was.

“Good,” Cyril said. “Now go sit back down so you can enjoy the show.” As I walked back to my chair he hauled himself up off the couch, slammed the rest of his drink and strolled over to where Nell was standing.

I dug my nails into the armrests as he closed the distance between them and finally came to a stop looming over Nell. He looked even bigger and her tiny frame looked smaller against his broad chest. He leaned over her and closed his eyes. Drew in a deep breath like he was a wine-lover smelling a decanted glass before taking a sip.

“So fresh,” he growled drawing a line along her neck with his index finger.

The way he touched her sent more arousal crackling through me.

His other hand appeared around her midriff, a shadow on her pale skin. It rose slowly without touching her until he cupped her breast in his big palm.

Nell stood even taller at his touch. She drew in a quiet breath and closed her eyes. It was so dirty seeing another man palming her soft breast. Dirty and beautiful, too.

His hand fell to the thin elastic of her thong. He pointed two fingers down and slipped them between the fabric and her skin. I could see the moment his middle finger slipped between the folds of her pussy. It slid back and forth a few times before he pulled it out again and lifted it to in front of her face. It was glistening with her slick. “Taste yourself,” he whispered.

Nell opened her mouth and leaned forward. She closed her lips around his finger and I saw her tongue working inside her mouth, swiping up and down and around, licking up the moisture he’d collected from inside her.

Cyril looked up and over Nell’s shoulder at me. “She’s soaking wet,” he said.


Chapter Ten

“Turn around and sit down on the coffee table, Nell,” he ordered.

Nell spun in place then bent and squatted until her ass touched the wooden table.

Cyril gazed down at her, his eyes wandering appreciatively along her exposed body. He unzipped his pants. Reached into them and hauled his cock out.

I say hauled because that’s what you have to do when anything is that size. Nell’s eyes and mine widened at the same time as it came lazily swinging out. It was still pretty soft but even still it had to be at least ten inches. And I swear it was almost as thick as Nell’s pretty neck.

“Not what you expected?” Cyril asked Nell, chuckling.

She blushed hotter and flashed a shy smile but obviously couldn’t tear her eyes away from the thing.

Cyril admired her admiring it for a while. He seemed pleased by her reaction. Then he wagged it side to side, startling Nell a little. “You want to touch it? It won’t bite. I promise,” he said.

Nell’s hand came up and she reached out to do his bidding staring up into his eyes.

Cyril stopped her and turned her head with his finger until she was looking at me. “You’re doing this for Teddy remember Nell?” he asked.

She nodded.

“Then put on a good show for your husband. We want him coming back for more, don’t we?”

A whisper of a smile flickered across Nell’s mouth. Her eyes narrowed, her expression smouldering and lusty. She glanced at Cyril’s cock.

Cyril let go of her wrist.

Her hand closed the distance and she pressed her small hand against the dark flesh of his organ.

It rose like it was flexing. Then the full weight of it settled into her palm.

Nell’s eyes widened as she stared at it, again like she couldn’t look away.

Cyril didn’t tell her to look at me again. Instead he ran a thumb along her lips then parted them with it. He stepped in toward her.

Nell had to open her legs and spread them so he could stand between her knees. His cock was right up in her face now. She licked her lips again.

“Go on. Have a taste,” Cyril said.

Nell shot me an excited glance. Her eyes lingered on mine as she leaned in, flicked out her tongue and licked the dark crown of his cut prick.

I pressed myself into the chair. My vision tunnelled. The only thing in my world right then was Cyril’s enormous cock and Nell’s mouth coaxing it to swell.

“Atta girl,” Cyril growled. “Go on and get your whole mouth on it.” He gently tipped her head forward.

Nell’s mouth opened wider. Her other hand came up and she wrapped her fingers as far around the trunk of the thing as she could manage. It looked like there was still a few inches between the tip of her index finger and her thumb. Holding his cock like it was a giant hoagie she meant to shove down her throat and swallow, she put as much meat into her face as would fit. She didn’t even make it a third of the way down the thing.

Cyril put one hand on top of Nell’s head and the other on his hip. He took a deep breath, tilted his head back and looked at the ceiling as Nell started bobbing back and forth and sucking on his prick.

The feeling of watching her was out of this world. Every few minutes I’d get a jolt at what I was seeing. Like somebody had hooked me up to an electrical current and started pushing the button at random intervals. Then I’d settle back into a warm place deep inside my mind, disturbed only by the ache and tickle in my nut sack.

I wasn’t sure how long this went on either. Cyril was like a statue, standing still even as Nell pleasured him. At some point he tipped his head forward and looked down at Nell. Caressed her cheek with his thumb again, then turned to look at me. “She like to eat it?” he asked.

The question burned through me. Not having any idea if that’s something Nell would be into all I could do was shrug.

But she was already answering for herself. Looking up at him with desperate eyes, she nodded.

Cyril nodded back. He put a hand on the back of her head and closed his eyes.

My gaze narrowed even more. To the six or so inches of his shaft that I could see. His slow, guttural exhale was followed by that monster flexing. I covered my gaping mouth as I watched Nell guzzling seed.

She made it for three pulses. Then she choked and gagged a little. Her eyes started to bulge. She pulled back, Cyril’s thick cock falling out of her mouth still spurting. She coughed and sputtered. Flecks of his cum flew out of her mouth and nose onto her chin and chest. She started pumping his cock with her hands.

Cyril brushed them away. Looking totally unfazed he took his prick in hand and started to leisurely stroke it. The last bits of his ejaculation flew from the head, through the air and landed with wet splats on Nell’s face.

She turned her eyes up to look at him and accepted the rest of his glaze.

He shuddered when his cock stopped spitting. Gave it a quick shake then stuffed it back into his pants.

My heart sank a little. Watching Nell suck him off had been the hottest thing I’d ever seen. But I didn’t want it to be over. I’d asked to see a black cock fucking her. All he’d fucked was her face and that made me kind of disappointed. But seeing Nell kneeling in front of him covered in his seed like an obedient slut pushed all that out of the way.

Cyril yawned and smiled. “Not bad, Nell. Not bad. We have some work to do but there’s something to work with. Now go and see to your husband and then you two can come join us upstairs. Evie’s waiting in the bedroom.” He turned and disappeared from view.

There are a ton of pictures seared into my head from that night. What happened next is burned into my soul.

Nell turned and looked at me. Her face and chest were covered in globules of Cyril’s ejaculate. Her parted lips had a globe of it hanging by a strand. She looked like such a filthy slut. But instead of standing up and walking towards me she slid off the table and onto her hands and knees. Her upper lip curled in a lusty snarl as she slowly crawled over to where I was sitting. She clawed her way up into my lap, her eyes locked on mine. She looked like a tiger that was about to devour me.

“Did you like that, Teddy?” she purred.

So much tension had built up in my crotch I thought I was going to blow before I even got my pants off. Just her brushing her hand along my inner thigh felt like it might pull the trigger. “That was so fucking hot,” I finally managed to whisper.

A fiery smile flashed across her mouth. It was quickly replaced with her hungry expression. “Then stop acting the maggot and take yer fecken dick out so I can suck you off,” she snarled.

I don’t even remember getting my pants off. All I remember is Nell wrapping a tight fist at the base of my cock and plunging me into her mouth. The velvety wet heat sent a bolt of pleasure crackling up my spine. She didn’t waste any time. Started bobbing up and down and pumping my cock with her fist in time.

My hips started shaking and my ass came up off the chair. “Fuck Nell!” I barked. “You’re gonna’ make me come!”

She popped off of me with a wet plop but kept pumping with her hand. “That’s the fuckin’ point Teddy.” Then she was back on, hair flying across her hollowed cheeks as she sucked me off.

I let go and let rip. It’s hard to describe the noise I made. Somewhere between a squeak and a roar, I guess. Cum bubbled out of my cock and gushed into her mouth. Again my mind dropped to my pelvic muscles pumping and squeezing and the bolts of pleasure shooting up my spine each time they did.

Nell kept sucking like she was an animal who hadn’t had a feeding in weeks. She greedily gulped down as much nut as she could. What she couldn’t get down her throat lewdly spilled from the corners of her mouth and rolled down to her chin.

The waves of climax just kept coming until I was finally spent and had to reach out and ease Nell away.

She popped my cock out of her mouth again and, with her tongue sticking out, licked up and down until the shaft was clean and glistening with her saliva. Then, on purpose or maybe not, she pushed a wad of cum past her lips with her tongue, then sucked it back up before it had a chance to fall on my stomach.

The air in the room was dense with the tart scent of her drooling snatch.

She put her hands on my knees, got up and stood proudly in front of me, smiling. She leaned forward, grabbed my wrist and dragged me out of the chair. “Come on Teddy,” she said, breathless and dragging me towards the stairs.

“Where?” I said, trying to tuck my flopping cock back into my pants.

“Upstairs,” she said, flashing a smile over her shoulder as we mounted the stairs. “To watch me get fucked.”


Chapter Eleven

Nell burst through the first open door we found, dragging me with her. She stopped when we both laid eyes on Cyril sitting on the bed.

He was naked. Evie, also nude, was on her knees between his legs with her back turned toward us. Her head was bobbing slowly up and down as she worked to stiffen his cock for a second round.

I shot Nell a nervous glance. I wasn’t sure what was about to happen here. But me hooking up with Evie had definitely not been something we’d talked about. I guess I was worried Nell would get gun-shy that I was going to see some action, too.

But Nell looked like she couldn’t give less of a fuck. She was back in her trance, staring at Cyril and Evie giving him a blowjob.

Cyril, who’d been staring down at Evie, raised his eyes to look at us.

That dark and dominant gaze put me right back under his spell in an instant. He turned his head and tipped his chin back.

I turned to see what he was looking at. There was an armchair in the corner or the room. It was clear that would be my place, at least for the first part of the activities. I let go of Nell’s hand, shuffled over and sank into it.

Cyril looked at Nell.

She seemed to understand his unspoken command. She walked towards him, a little wobblier on her heels now than before. She came to stand a few feet behind Evie, who was dutifully still working Cyril’s cock to life.

Cyril tapped Evie lightly on the shoulder. She gave his cock one last suck then pulled off and stood up. She turned around and looked totally unsurprised to find us both there. She gave Nell a once over and smiled. “Oh aren’t you pretty,” she purred. “What a treat this is going to be.”

She stepped closer to Nell, hooked her fingers into the strap of her thong and peeled the underwear down her legs.

Nell stepped out of them, her pert little ass jiggling pleasantly. When Evie threw the underwear off to the side Nell bent over to undo the straps on her heels.

Evie touched her on the arm. “Oh no, sweetheart. Those stay on.”

I could see why. A naked woman in heels is one of the sexiest sights. Especially if she’s hot. Nell looked smoking hot standing there in front of Cyril. Her eyes fell to his freshly aroused cock. It was standing erect between his legs, swaying slightly side to side. Like a snake getting ready to strike.

Cyril patted the spot on the bed next to where he was sitting.

Nell spun around and took a seat next to him. She stared into his eyes waiting for his next command.

“Lie down, Nell,” Cyril said quietly.

Nell lay down on her back as Cyril crawled up towards the headboard.

“Give me your legs, Nell,” he said.

Nell swung her legs up, her knees coming up against her chest.

Cyril grabbed her ankles, his cock swaying right above her face.

It was only then that I saw the two incredibly swollen balls sagging between his legs. They were so big they could have been two apples in a tiny bag. I shuddered at how much sperm they must produce and how much was still in them after he’d jizzed back downstairs.

Cyril shuffled forward on his knees until his ball sack was hanging over Nell’s mouth.

Nell’s position was devastatingly lewd. Her ankles up over her head, her legs splayed, her tidy pink slit split like a gash. Beneath that her tiny puckered ass hole winking with excitement.

Evie sank to her knees, put her hands on Nell’s thighs and swiped at her pussy with her tongue.

Cyril grabbed his cock with one hand and put the other down between his legs. He eased one of his nuts into Nell’s open mouth and sighed. He turned to me and smiled. “Ah. Feels like sinking into a hot jaccuzzi,” he said, then winked. “You should try it.” He gave his cock a few slow strokes with his hand.

A bolt of jealousy zapped through me. It was followed by this sinking feeling in my gut. Hearing another man tell me I should try out teabagging my own wife? Not something I would have tolerated a few short weeks ago. I had just started getting worked up about it when Nell pushed Cyril’s ball out of her mouth with her tongue and looked over at me from under his crotch.

“Do you like it Teddy?” she half-whispered, half-squeaked.

The question pulled me back from the edge. Reminded me that this wasn’t about just me or just her or Cyril. This was about us. Cyril was a dildo. Our toy. This was about Nell getting nasty because she thought I’d like it. I wasn’t about to let something so beautiful be spoiled by a childish reaction. I leaned forward and gazed into her eyes. “I love it baby,” I replied.

Evie, who’d been lapping at Nell’s puss, threw a smirk over her shoulder at me. She pulled away from Nell’s snatch and looked up at Cyril. “Baby she’s all wet and ready for you,” she said.

Cyril smiled down at her. “Just give me a minute, sweetheart. This feels nice.”

Evie bent back down and started licking Nell again.

Nell had eagerly slurped half of Cyril’s sack into her mouth again. It didn’t take a minute of Evie’s oralizing before Nell’s body started shaking between them.

Cyril grabbed both her ankles with one hand, his thick fingers easily wrapping around both of them.

Nell moaned with Cyril’s ball still in her mouth.

He closed his eyes and smiled. “That’s the business,” he sighed. “They always suck the best when they’re about to come.”

Evie pulled her face away from Nell’s pussy.

I could just make out the wet sheen covering her mouth and chin.

She stuck three fingers into her mouth, pulled them out and pressed them against Nell’s slit. She started rubbing them wetly up and down. She eased two fingers of her other hand into Nell’s sex and started pumping back and forth.

Nell made more of a screaming noise but it was muffled by Cyril’s ball sack. Her whole body shook and a moment later lubricant began to first trickle, then pour from her cunt. It ran down into her ass crack, coating her the eyelet that led to her anus.

Evie slowed, then stopped rubbing her clit as Nell stopped shaking. She pulled her fingers out of her cunt and stood up. Straddling Nell, she shuffled up on her knees, smiling at her husband. “She’s so wet for you baby. You’re going to love it in there. She’s nice and tight, too. Just the way you like.” Cyril opened his mouth and Nell fed him the fingers she’d stuffed into Nell.

It wasn’t exactly what I’d expected. Evie hadn’t really been part of my fantasy. But seeing Nell beneath the two of them, sucking on Cyril’s nut while Evie fed him her juices was hot as all fuck. I was hard and ready again, this time feeling like I might actually have a chance at lasting longer if I got another shot at Nell.

When Evie pulled her fingers from Cyril’s mouth he leaned forward and gave her a long, slow kiss. He cupped her pear-shaped tits in his hand and rubbed them. Then he pulled his testicle out of Nell’s mouth.

Nell drew in a deep breath. Her tongue flicked out trying to lick the other side of his sack.

He was already swinging his leg over her head, getting off the bed and walking around to the foot of it, cock in hand.

Evie got off, too. She rolled over onto the bed beside Nell, then stepped off the bed and walked to where Cyril was standing, eyeing Nell’s pussy and stroking his cock. She sank to her knees and rubbed her hands all along Nell’s groin, staring up at her husband. “I’ll help you in, baby,” she said, smiling.

A smile I hadn’t seen before and obviously reserved for these special moments with Cyril.

Cyril rested his knees on the edge of bed, his cock swinging perilously close to Nell’s pussy. He reached out and gave one of her nipples, then the other, a gentle tug. “Come on Nelly,” he said. “Get up where you can see it.”

Nell glanced at Evie and worked herself up onto her elbows.

Evie darted around the bed, grabbed a pillow and stuffed it under Nell’s back, giving her a comfortable perch to watch Cyril entering her.

Nell slowly swung her head in my direction until we locked eyes. She looked incredibly dirty. The coating of cum on her face and chest had caked and dried. Her hair was a little mussed. Her eyes were narrow like she was sleepy or drunk. That look made my cock flex against my jeans so hard.

Cyril turned to look at me over his shoulder. Evie did, too. She was curled up like a cat behind Nell, her dark hands drifting over Nell’s pale skin, teasing her nipples.

“You two ready?” Cyril asked.

I gave an urgent nod.

The sound of his voice dragged Nell back under his spell. She swung her eyes up to his and spread her legs wider.

Cyril bent his cock down and lazily dragged it along the line of her pussy.

A slight panic filled Nell’s eyes. “Oh god,” she whispered, staring down at the hard organ swiping at her. Her eyes shot back up to Cyril’s. “It’s so hard,” she said.

Cyril chuckled. “Evie’s got skills,” he said. Pressing on the helmet-like head of his prick he split Nell’s folds a half-inch of himself into her.

Nell’s sleepy, sultry eyes went wide as saucers.

Evie chuckled and played with her tits some more. She licked the side of Nell’s neck.

I got surprisingly aroused at that. Seeing Nell with another woman wasn’t something I’d ever fantasized about. But Evie, despite her attitude, was pretty damn hot. Watching her making out with Nell while Cyril was working more of his meat into her pussy put my blood on double boil.

“I think she likes it,” Evie said to Cyril without looking up at him. She reached down to Nell’s tits and twisted her nipples with a finger and thumb.

“Is that so?” Cyril asked, chuckling back. “You like it, Nelly? You like that black cock?”

Nell’s eyes, and mine, sank to where Cyril’s body was fusing with hers. The head of his cock had disappeared inside her. Now the thick and veiny shaft remained. The length of nearly half Nell’s thigh it seemed impossible to imagine her body accepting all of it.

Our eyes darted up to meet. We exchanged a look that convinced me that Nell and I were on the exact same frequency of this perversion. A terror growing in my insides that what I was about to see was going to change our lives. The same way that what Nell was about to experience would change them, too. I don’t know how I knew it. I just knew.

“Alright sweetheart,” Cyril murmured, grabbing Nell by the hips. “Your pussy’s nice and tight. You ready for your ride?”

Nell bit her lip but nodded.

Cyril looked at Evie who was watching him with, I don’t know, adoration or something. Like watching him fuck this skinny little white girl was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. “I love you baby,” Cyril said. He leaned in as Evie got up on hands and knees, her tits hanging over Nell’s unbelieving face.

“I love you too,” Evie whispered back before their lips locked in a kiss.

Nell shot me a nervous look. It lasted a fraction of a second. Because as Cyril and Evie made out overtop her, Cyril eased his hips forward, stuffing that hard python deeper and deeper into Nell’s opening.

Nell’s calves and thighs started to shake. She gasped as Evie swung a leg over her head, her pussy coming to hover over Nell’s face. She let out a muffled warble as Evie lowered herself onto her mouth, still locked in a kiss with Cyril. Her toes splayed, straining against the straps of her heels as Cyril’s meat moved deeper into her.

I watched with my jaw hanging and a hand over my gaping mouth. Nothing in the world could have prepared me for the feeling crackling through me at the sight. Sure Cyril was our new neighbor. In any other circumstance it wouldn’t have mattered to me that he was black. Except this wasn’t any other circumstance. This was me watching his big, black cock slide into the one space in the universe that I felt was truly mine. It was tearing apart all sorts of taboos as it went and it was the most thrilling thing I’d ever seen.

Twice as thrilling was seeing Nell’s reaction. Nell who up until a few weeks ago would dutifully let me stuff my cock into her pussy Sunday mornings and rub for a few minutes. Nell to whom sex had been kind of a routine, kind of a chore was obviously having a moment. Going through something she’d never felt in her life.

She squealed between Evie’s legs as the thickest part of Cyril stretched her. Her hands shot to his stomach. She pushed back against him, trying to stop the onslaught.

Cyril broke away from his kiss with Evie and gently took Nell by the wrists.

Evie fell back onto her haunches, then shifted to sit against the headboard, her fingers spreading her own damp cunt and twisting around her clit.

Cyril looked down at Nell, moved her hands away from his torso and pinned them against the mattress. He came down on top of her.

I sucked in a breath when he kissed Nell deeply on the mouth.

Her back arched beneath him. Her eyes fluttered open as he pulled away.

“It’s okay,” he said softly. “You’re gonna’ like it.” Then, eyes locked on Nell’s, he drove the last three inches of his shaft in until his heavy balls slapped gently against her ass.

Nell’s shocked expression melted as she took his full length and width. Her eyelids fluttered. Her eyes rolled back, then closed. Her nipples hardened at the tips of her tits. Then her long, sexy legs wrapped around Cyril’s trunk, ankles locking behind his back. The muscles in her legs flexed as she tried to draw him even deeper into herself.

So you know how I said earlier that this was about us, me and Nell? Well that had definitely been true up to that moment. But seeing this instinctive, animal reaction, Nell trying to get Cyril even deeper inside her, twisted through me in a super nasty-hot way. Because what was happening in that moment had nothing to do with us and everything to do with Nell. This was her reaction to this huge and foreign intrusion into her pussy. Not to push it away and try to get it out. To hug it with her whole body and trying to pull it in as deep as it could go.

And I guess for me that should have been a terrible thing to see. But it wasn’t. It was sexy as hell seeing Nell getting greasy with another guy and loving it. I couldn’t wait to get my hands onto her and fuck her brains out.

“What do you think, Nell?” Cyril purred, brushing a sweaty clump of hair out of her eyes with his finger. “You like it?”

It was strange what a turn on that was, too. Seeing him so intimate and up close and whispering questions next to her ear.

Nell somehow slipped her wrists out of his grasp. She threw her hands around his neck and beat her fists on his back. “Fuck me!” she snarled, scraping her fingers down his back and leaving claw marks. “You fuck me with that big black cock!”

Cyril looked up at Evie and laughed.

Evie was lost in her own world, though. Her eyes wandering along their interlocking bodies, fingers slapping with wet flicks against her clit. She smirked with half her mouth but didn’t break her trance.

Nell pounded on Cyril’s back again.

He laughed, scooped a hand under her back and pulled her up with him as he rose onto his knees on the bed.

I tried to imagine how far up in her the tip of his cock was. Definitely farther than I’d ever get. Hell I had a pretty good sized dick. Over six inches so, you know, over average. But that meant that Cyril’s seeder was a good three inches deeper inside Nell than I would ever be. Three inches closer to her reproductive assets.

My mind started to race. Nell was on birth control but did that sort of thing matter? If Cyril popped that deep inside her would there be, like, more of a chance that the birth control would fail or something? Because I was pretty sure all that hormonal stuff wasn’t a hundred percent.

Cyril leaned back, his thighs resting on his heels and Nell sitting on his lap. He ran his hands down her sides and smacked her ass with one. He looked into her eyes. “Now bounce, baby. Ride,” he said.

Nell, her hands still around his neck, slowly lifted her ass.

I watched Cyril’s shaft emerge, now glistening with the juices sluicing out of Nell.

She rose up until just his head was still inside her. After a moment’s pause she slid back down the pole, groaning and shuddering as it stretched her just right. She did that a few times until she seemed to get used to the feel of it.

Then she lost whatever self-control she had left.


Chapter Twelve

Her hands moved in a frenzy. Caressing Cyril’s face as she kissed him on the mouth and cheeks. She started panting. Then she smacked her palms onto his shoulders and started her ride.

The room filled with the smell of her sex. She started bouncing up and down on his lap, his thick cock stretching her tight little pussy so much it looked like she might tear. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth and clung to him as she bounced faster whispering “fuck, fuck, fuck.”

Cyril leaned back and let his hands settle on her hips. He eyed the way her pretty tits bounced and slapped as she rode him. Then he looked down between them at her pussy gobbling up his cock and smiled.

It was pretty clear he wasn’t a stranger to this. Something I could never have imagined doing not too long ago he seemed almost bored by.

I didn’t care. I was lost in my own trance. Watching Nell losing her mind riding this dude’s black dick I felt like a wind up toy whose spring had been wound way too tight.

Nell started whimpering and her bouncing got more erratic. She squeezed her knees against Cyril’s hard thighs and I could tell she was getting ready to come.

One of Cyril’s hands came up. His fingers grazed her lips.

Nell opened her eyes. They looked wild.

Cyril brushed her lips with his thumb. They opened for him. He pushed his thumb in and Nell started sucking and giving him a look that said “I’ll do anything.”

At least that’s what it seemed like to me.

That look got more and more desperate until the orgasm cracked inside her. Her mouth flew open and her head tipped back and she screamed so loud and high I was pretty sure I heard glass shatter in the kitchen. Her face was red. Her tits were pink, the nipples a deeper shade than her pale skin. And out from between her legs came the sloshy wet sounds of her pussy gushing over Cyril’s hard cock. She shook and writhed on top of him, ass pounding against his thighs as she sailed over peak after peak of climax.

Cyril just knelt there like a porn star who was about to check his watch and see if it was time for his lunch break. When Nell collapsed against him sobbing and burying her face in his neck he patted her back and chuckled. Got up on his knees with his prick still up inside Nell before letting her melt off of him and collapse on the bed into a shivering puddle of quivering flesh. She looked like a doll with the stuffing pulled out.

He stood up off the bed and rolled Nell over onto her side. Stuffed a finger into her sloppy hole and fucked her a few times with it. Like he owned her or something. Like she was his toy.

Sitting there with my head in my hands I didn’t even notice that Evie had disappeared from the picture. I jumped in my seat when I felt her push her fingers through the hair on the back of my head. Turned to see that she was on the arm of the chair I was sitting in.

She’d put on a silky white robe that went halfway down her thighs.

My eyes wandered down her toned legs.

“Enjoying the show?” she whispered.

I looked back at Cyril. He was climbing back up onto the bed and over Nell, who was still on her side. His shinning cock worming up between her legs as he positioned it to get back inside her.

“He likes them sideways,” Evie explained. When I looked at her again she was staring at Cyril, obviously as awed and turned on by her husband fucking another woman as I was about the other way around.

The soft squish of Nell’s pussy accepting Cyril’s cock drew my eyes again. One knee was bent to accommodate him. He had a hand on her ass, pulling her open for himself. I gasped and pressed back into my chair as he speared her with his prick again.

Nell trembled slightly. She pawed at his hard abs. For a moment I thought she was trying to push him away. Then she hooked her claws into his side and it became clear she was actually trying to get him back inside.

“He’s so good at breaking them,” Evie whispered next to me, her voice full of wonder.

“Huh?” I muttered, turning to her.

She looked me squarely in the eye. “He’s so good at breaking little white girls into black cock,” she said, matter of factly. She looked at me out of the corner of her eye and smiled. “You like watching him fuck her?” she asked, twirling her fingers through my hair again.

It was strange. It was like she was another person all of a sudden. Smiley and friendly. Affectionate. Not the cold bitch I’d thought. And the way she was eyeing the bulge in my pants was making me all kinds of confused.

Nell let out a shaky sigh which made me turn and look at her again.

Cyril had piled balls deep into her and was humping her sideways, the way Evie had said he liked. Nell was lying there looking limp and helpless except for her cross-eyed stare and her upper lip curled into a lusty snarl. Her tits jiggled each time Cyril plowed up into her. She looked so dirty.

“She’s being such a good little slut for you,” Evie whispered right next to my ear.

Her breath on my cheek and neck sent shivers racing down my spine. She ran her fingers through my hair again, then gently tugged a fistful of it, tilting my head back to look into her eyes. “You should take your pants off,” she whispered.

“What?” I asked, eyes widening.

Evie licked her lips. “Take your pants off, Teddy and I’ll jerk you off while my husband fucks your wife.” Her eyes sparkled as she said it.

Everything was a blur. I still wasn’t sure what Nell would think about that. The last thing I wanted was to fuck up the crazy situation we were in by making her jealous or something. But she was practically a zombie on the bed. Tongue lolling out one side of her mouth, drool running down her cheek from Cyril sawing into her. And I was really fucking hard and really fucking horny. I wanted to save it up for Nell really badly but…shit. “Are you serious?” I whispered to Evie.

Her smile widened into a grin. “Of course I’m serious. What do you think I am? A tease?” She chuckled.

I looked deep into her dark eyes. Now that I had an excuse to really get a good look at them they really pulled me in. “O…okay,” I stammered. It didn’t take me long to get my jeans off. I sort of hesitated with my underwear, stealing one last glance at Nell.

Her face was all twisted up. She looked like she was about to come again. She looked so sexy and blissed out. I’d never seen her like that. I’d never seen any woman like that except in porn and stuff.

“Come on, Teddy. Pull your cock out for me,” Evie whispered.

Suddenly I felt like I was under both their spells. Her and Cyril. Staring up into her eyes I reached into my boxers and pulled my cock out.

Evie’s eyes lit up again. “That’s a good boy, Teddy,” she said. She looked down at my hand holding my penis.

I followed her gaze. My cock was throbbing and red like I’d never seen it.

Evie gently pushed my hand away. She wrapped her slender fingers around my meat and gave it a gentle stroke.

My whole body pulsed with pleasure and I groaned.

Nell had started sort of sob-panting. Cyril was thrusting into her harder and her body was moving back and forth on the bed. Not limp anymore. Her legs were flailing and she was clawing at the sheets.

“Yeah,” Cyril growled down at her. “You squeeze that cock when you come. Cyril likes feeling that tight white pussy sucking on him. You ready to come sweetheart?”

“Oh…god…yes!” Nell moaned.

“That’s it,” Cyril said, encouraging her. “There you go. You take all of it.” He shoved his whole cock up into her and held it there.

“Oh don’t stop!” Nell screamed.

I only noticed then that Evie had started stroking me. Her hand whispering up and down my shaft, a feather touch fluttering along the underside of my prick. As soon as I saw it a line of clear liquid started to ooze out of my cock. I’d never seen that, either. I tensed up and grunted, bracing myself for the climax that was about to burst inside me.

“Ah, ah!” Evie said, taking her hand away. “Not yet!” She chuckled as I gripped my seat, straining against the tension in my groin.

“That’s it. Just like that,” Cyril murmured.

Nell started thrashing under him on the bed. She rolled onto her stomach, suddenly full of energy. Pushed her ass up into the air and met his thrusts slamming backwards with the same force. A shrill scream tore out of her as she came.

“Oh that’s good,” Cyril growled staring down at her ass. “That’s perfect.” He turned and looked over his shoulder at Evie. “I’m gonna’ fill this pussy up, baby,” he said.

Evie wrapped her fist around my cock and started stroking.

“I’m gonna’ fill this tight white pussy up with seed, Evie,” Cyril repeated.

Evie’s other hand shot under her robe and she started flicking herself. She got both feet up on the armrest and spread her legs so Cyril could see her cunt stretched open.

It felt like a fucking waking dream. Evie’s soft hand on my cock. Cyril balls deep in Nell who was still twisting and turning beneath him, still racked with pleasure. His low voice echoing in my head. …fill this tight white pussy up with seed… “Waw!” I moaned as it all came together.

And then Nell, her forehead and chest drenched in sweat, swung her head around and locked eyes with me. A huge grin stretched across her lips when she saw Evie jerking me. She reared up higher, her ass rounding and giving me an even better view of Cyril’s cock sliding in and out of her.

“Look at your little slut,” Evie whispered. “She wants all that seed in her belly. You think she wants a baby?”

I sucked in a sharp breath and held it. The thought of Cyril’s sperm fertilizing Nell’s egg sent a burst of blistering heat through me. It was so wrong to think about but felt so fucking good. I shouted as I felt my cock start to flex in Evie’s hand.

Nell, excitement dancing in her eyes, craned her neck to look into Cyril’s eyes. “Give it to me,” she whispered.

Cyril grunted and sheathed his cock almost to the hilt.

I could just make out the rhythmic contractions of the root. Pump, release. Pump, release.

A frothy white batch of cum boiled out of my cock and glazed Evie’s hand.

Cyril pulled Nell’s ass cheek open wider and stared down at his prick pulsing inside her. He groaned and shuddered.

Nell’s eyes opened wide for a second. Her mouth fell open and she threw her head back. I don’t know if it was an act or real but it looked like feeling Cyril coming inside her felt amazing.

Evie let out a sharp burst of air next to me. She squeezed her legs together but kept her hand in her crotch rubbing.

The color of the light in the room shifted. Or maybe it was just in my head. I was shaking in the chair, Evie’s hand keeping a steady rhythm and milking the last drops of cum out of me. I’d just started to coast down from the peak of my orgasm when Cyril slowly pulled his cock out of Nell’s pussy. “Holy fuck,” I whispered.

It was coated in his own sperm and Nell’s lubricant. Still pretty erect I couldn’t believe he’d put that whole thing in her. My eyes panned to her pussy and my jaw fell. It was slowly sealing shut but still gaping from Cyril’s thickness. A trickle of his sticky jizz leaked out of her just before her pussy lips closed.

Nell fell back down on the bed, eyes closed and a big smile on her face.

Cyril crawled off of the bed and stood up.

Evie immediately let go of me and stood up. She wiped my sperm on my jeans leaving a big stain. Crossed the room into Cyril’s open arms and put her hand on the back of his head. Drew him into a sloppy kiss while pushing him toward the door. She swung the door shut as they left leaving me with Nell.


Chapter Thirteen

I’m not sure how long I was in that chair. Maybe a minute, maybe an hour. My eyes wandering along Nell’s gorgeous body, up to her soft smile then back down again to her sex. Her opening her eyes and giggling drew me out of the spell I was under.

“You going to come here and do something about this or are you just going to sit there?” she asked.

I felt like I was outside of my own body as I stood up. I walked over to her like a zombie, peeling clothes off and throwing them on the floor. By the time I got to the foot of the bed I was naked and had an insane erection again. “Oh baby. Oh god baby,” I kept repeating as I stared at her freshly defiled body.

“You like me like this?” she asked quietly.

“Oh fuck baby,” I said, covering my mouth as I got onto the bed. “You look so fucking beautiful right now.”

“Yeah?” Nell asked, her smile widening.

I was kind of embarrassed about it but I couldn’t take my eyes off her pussy. Her dirty hole filled with another man’s cum.

“Watcha’ looking at?” Nell asked, chuckling.

“Oh baby,” I said again. I was still staring.

Nell rolled over onto her back and opened her legs. “Did you like it?” she asked.

I nodded.

She sat up and put a hand on the back of my neck. “Should we see what he left inside me?” she whispered, eyes on mine.

“Oh shit, Nell. Really?”

“Put your fingers in me,” she whispered.

When I put a hand between her legs it was shaking. I pressed my index and middle fingers together.

Nell opened up her pussy with her other hand.

I pushed into her and my cock throbbed. A wad of Cyril’s semen spluttered out of her and made me gasp. She was filled to the fucking brim with seed. I looked up and into her eyes, dazed by what my fingers were feeling.

“Is there a lot in there?”

I gave two slow nods.

“Show me, Teddy,” she said.

I crooked my fingers and pulled them out. A quivering glob of Cyril’s spunk clung to them for a split-second before falling onto the sheets between Nell’s legs.

Her lips parted as she stared at it. Her eyes darted to mine and her hungry snarl formed on her mouth again. “I need you in me,” she said, pulling me closer.

I crawled forward on hands and knees.

Nell fell back onto the bed, pulling me between her legs.

My cock found her used cunt and I speared into her. I stabbed through all that slime, super-heated by her insides and started fucking her hard.

She pressed her hands against my cheeks and kissed me, her tongue plunging into my mouth.

I moaned as I felt another climax rear up behind me.

Nell looked into my eyes and pressed her forehead to mine. “That’s another man’s cum inside me, Teddy. You dirty pervert. You like it don’t you?”

“Ugh fuck!” I grunted. My mind threw up the vision of Cyril plowing into her from behind again. “Oh god, Nell. Oh Nelly!” I shouted.

Nell dug her nails into my ass cheeks, heels kicking at my thighs like she was spurring on a horse. “Fuck it into me Teddy,” Nell growled next to my ear. “Fuck your cum into me. I want it all. I want it in there with Cyril’s. Come on baby please!” she begged.

I started fucking her so hard the bed was shaking. Glancing in between us I saw my cum-covered cock gliding in and out of her. I looked up into her eyes again.

“I need it, Teddy,” she whispered, breathless.

I shouted and slammed into her, holding myself deep as I blew my load.

Nell shuddered beneath me. Her pussy squeezed as she came, the pressure sending me through another wave of bliss. The world froze for a moment, Nell and I tangled together as my body spent the rest of my load into her. As the white-hot peak started to clear I rubbed out a few more strokes before I felt her hands on my abs pushing me gently away. I looked up to see her looking like she was in pain. “Oh shit are you okay?” I asked, easing myself the rest of the way out.

“Fine, fine,” Nell breathed. “Just a little sore.”

“Fuck Nell,” I said, rolling her over onto her side, curling up behind her and covering her neck and back with kisses. “Fuck that was so hot.”

Nell reached around behind my head and fiddled with my hair.

I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her. The glow lasted a blissful few minutes. But as that cleared, I had a few darker thoughts come into my mind. The nagging question of whether we should have been safer about this circled like a vulture. On top of that I suddenly had this urge to, like, get inside Nell’s head and know exactly what she was thinking. I don’t know why. I’d never had that before.

“What’s the matter, Teddy?” she asked, turning her head and smiling gently.

“What? Huh? No. It’s fine. I was just…”

“I felt your body change,” she said, rolling over to face me. “Now tell me what’s wrong.”

Her smiling eyes melted my fucking heart. I shook my head. “Naw, Nell, I don’t want to…”

“Tell me,” she ordered, eyes dead set on mine, smile evaporated.

It was kind of hot and, I don’t know, loving, or whatever, to think she wanted to know what was in my thoughts, too. “Hey do you think…like we’re good right? Or I mean, like, you. Your…you’re not worried about…” I glanced down at her pussy and gave a nod.

“I’m on birth control. You know that,” she said.

I nodded. “Yeah. No, cool. For sure,” I said.

“That’s not all of it. Out with it.”

I was having a hard time looking at her for some reason.

She took my chin and turned my eyes to hers.

“Did you, like, like that? I mean…Cyril fucking you and stuff,” I said quietly.

Nell stared at me for a long time before answering. “I did,” she finally whispered.

That was a surprising gut-punch, heart-squeeze, one-two kind of thing to hear.

“How does that make you feel?” Nell asked.

I thought for a moment. “Kind of bad-good or something,” I replied.

“But you liked it?”

“I really liked it,” I admitted.

“Then why bad-good? Why not just good?”

I sighed. “I don’t know. You were like, fucking another guy. And you liked it. I guess…I guess I just don’t know why it made me feel so good. Aren’t I supposed to be protective of you or something?”

Nell giggled. “It’s not the stone ages, Teddy.”

I laughed along with her just so it didn’t get awkward. But my guts were sinking a little. Each time I thought about what had happened my cock twitched. But it was like there was a shadow over the happy feeling in my brain. “Yeah I know,” I said, not sounding very reassuring.

“Are you having regrets?” Nell asked.

“No. No!” I said and this time I meant it.

Nell let a silence fall between us.

I chewed the inside of my cheek for a while before looking at her again. The real reason I was worrying hit me as soon as our eyes met. It must have shown on my face.

“There it is,” Nell whispered. “Tell me.”

“Oh fuck, Nell.”

“It’s okay.”

“It’s just…he was so fucking big.”

Nell nodded. “He was that.”

“Was it, like, different with me after?” I felt like I’d uncovered the root of my worry. After having sex with a guy like Cyril, could Nell ever be satisfied with a guy like me again? Like, really satisfied?

Nell put a hand on my cheek.

I closed my eyes and sank into the warmth of it. This was totally like the most…intimate, or whatever, thing that had happened to us. That squeezing loving feeling came welling up through me and I just had to let it out. My eyes snapped open. Not soon enough to see Nell was about to speak. “I love you,” I blurted.

Nell bit her lip and her brow arched. She kissed me gently. “I love you too, Teddy,” she said, then looked into my eyes again. “You’re all I need.”

Like she’d read my mind.

“Oh Nell,” I sighed before kissing her. Evie shouting from another bedroom broke our dreamy spell and made me realize we were still in someone else’s house.

Nell covered her mouth with her hand as she laughed at Evie’s outburst. “Holy shit,” she said. “Cyril’s a stallion.”

“Should we get out of here?” I asked.

“Only if you fuck me again when we get home,” Nell replied.

We were out the door and down the stairs in under a minute, giggling like we’d just fallen in love.


Chapter Fourteen

I woke up before the sun came up the next morning. Nell was still snoring softly next to me. I got up and went to the bathroom and took a piss. As I was brushing my teeth I sort of lifted up my shirt and looked at the padding on my gut I’d been ignoring for a while. Maybe I was still amped up from the night before but I decided right then and there that Nell deserved better than that.

She was so sexy and trim and not the woman I thought I’d married. Just thinking of her gave me that warm feeling all over again.

I threw on some shorts and a hoodie and padded down the stairs and got into my sneakers. I was just closing the front door when I saw Cyril walking down his driveway with a bag of golf clubs hanging off his shoulder.

He smiled and waved.

It was kind of awkward. I’d been so deep into my fantasy that I hadn’t even thought of the fallout. Living next door to the guy who fucked your wife might make for some awkward morning conversations.

But Cyril set his golf bag down on the grass and walked over to where I was standing on the porch. “Hey Teddy!” he said, wearing a friendly grin. “It’s going to be a beautiful day isn’t it?”

“Yeah. Sure looks that way,” I said, having a hard time meeting his gaze.

“Everything alright this morning?” he asked. The way he said it sounded like he was asking if I’d enjoyed my morning coffee.

“Yeah. Sure. Fine.”

“Nell doing okay?”

“She’s…she’s great. I think. Still sleeping.”

“Ah!” he said, clapping his hands and rubbing them together. “Evie’s sleeping it off as well. That was some night last night wasn’t it? You, uh, you two enjoy yourselves?”

Was that how people talked about this stuff? So casual like it was nothing? “Uh yeah. Yeah we did. We both had a great time,” I said.

“Oh spectacular,” Cyril said. “Glad to hear it. We weren’t sure after you…left so quickly.”

My face turned red. “Oh. Well we just didn’t want to…we didn’t know if…”

“No need to explain,” he said, waving away my unfinished sentence. “Well Evie and I thoroughly enjoyed your company.”

“Oh. Thanks,” I said and let out a quiet chuckle.

“That is some woman you have there,” he said, nodding at the house.

A warm smile formed on my lips. I blushed again. “Yeah, man. Thanks. I think…I think that…” I almost blurted out about all the new feelings I had for Nell then realized I barely knew this guy and he probably didn’t care. “Yeah. Just…thanks.”

“My pleasure,” Cyril said. “Well. Can’t miss my tee time,” he said, tapping his watch. He walked over to his bag and scooped it up. Walked across the street and carefully put it in the trunk of the Audi then gave one last wave before getting in.

I stared at the red taillights disappearing down the street thinking what a cool guy Cyril was. Which got me thinking about the night before. Which got me thinking about…other things. Nell getting fucked had been so hot. Seeing Cyril’s black dick inside her so arousing. I kind of got a feeling like I’d just had a drink but was suddenly thirsty again. Like maybe seeing Nell with Cyril again wouldn’t be such a bad thing?

I shook the thought off, jogged down the stairs and started running east where the sun was just peeking up over the rooftops.

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? 
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