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My friend Kadin and I didn't go way back, I'd met him shortly after high school through a friend who he shared an apartment with near the beach on Watson Ave.. He was two years older than me and pretty cool. Basically, I idolized the way he got chicks. He'd skateboarded and surfed, rock climbed and mountain biked, and wind sailed and played tennis, so he was always tan and in shape. His dad owned five car dealerships, so Kadin had a cushy desk job under his dad and seemed to trade in Cameros for new ones almost as fast as he did women. Everyone I met considered Kadin a friend, but then none of them really considered him a close friend. I think the thing we liked about Kadin was that he was funny and always excited about whatever he happened to be doing. He was someone you could call last minute to go out and do something and he'd be ready to go, but if you tried to make plans a day in advance, forget about it, since he certainly would, and that always bugged me.
A couple years after becoming friends with Kadin he started dating this girl Toni, but all I ever heard about was her smoking hot friend. This guy Ethan had seen her, and compared her to a young Lauren Bacall. Eventually we were introduced at a party and we talked for a good deal of the night. She basically grilled me for information on Kadin. She'd seen right through him from the start and wanted her friend to dump him. Just as Kadin had said, she was smoking hot. I think our first date was really a ploy to tag along with Toni, but I'd never been out with any girl nearly as beautiful as her, so it was a strange new experience to have every guy in the room check out my date every chance they got. Kadin has always been the worst about it, and it was actually awesome to have him stealing glances at my girlfriend for a change. But he wasn't stupid and knew Noreen didn't much care for him, and he once said, “I don't care how smoking she is, if she keeps dogging me to Toni you are going to have to choose between a friend and a hot fuck.” Fortunately for me it never came to that because he and Toni broke up shortly thereafter. I don't know if it was anything more than he just got bored, I just know he did the breaking up.
I half expected Noreen and I to be finished too, since her best friend was single again and my insecure nature told me that we were only dating because of Toni and Kadin. But we didn't break up, in fact, that's when we moved from the dating phase into the real couple phase. Noreen's never really been good with friendships and I've only seen Toni a few times since. All Noreen's really close friends have been short term, and I guess before me she had the same pattern with boyfriends and had never been in a long term relationship. I'm not a bad looking guy, but I believe it was because we are of the same mind in so many ways that she was drawn to me. We would have married two years after that, but her mother passed away due to cancer and we postponed the wedding a year, making us both twenty-three when we did actually tied the knot.
Chad had a pool party a few years later where I got to show off my wife in a bikini. She was twenty seven and had grown even better looking. She has jet black hair, hypnotic green eyes, high rosy Russian cheek bones, five-seven (most of it legs), small perfect tits, and, what can I say, just plain fucking HOT! Ethan's Lauren Bacall comparison wasn't far off, but I thought she was better looking than that. I guess she might have been considered too skinny if it wasn't for her ass. No matter how thin she gets, she still has this full tight ass that I obsess over during sex. When she stripped down to her bikini to get in the pool, it was hysterical how all my buddies stopped what they were doing and stared like they were witnessing Christ walking into the party with a keg under each arm. This didn't go unnoticed by Noreen, only she did not find it as amusing as I did.
I see girls all the time who've learned how to use their looks to get their way, but Noreen seems to dwell on how offensive it is to have guys making an effort to be friendly, like it's actually going to get them something. I've explained to her before that she could have anything she wanted if she'd just play their game, if she'd be a little sweet in return, like some of the other girls, she'd never have to pay another parking ticket, late fees on movies, or even extra points on a business loan. She'd always say, 'Are you really going to compare me to those girls? Do you really think I need anything from those guys?' Well, she might not have taken advantage of her looks, but I did. She was always the prettiest girl no mater where we went, far and away the prettiest girl at the pool party, and she was mine, which gained me the respect of every friend I had, even Kadin. I know it burned him deep that he'd never nail anything nearly as rock solid as Noreen.
But I caught Noreen doing something that day that challenged everything I believed I knew about her. Lying sleepy by the pool she had fixated on something, and when I looked over to see what, I saw Kadin grilling hamburgers at the BBQ in only his swim trunks. She snapped out of it and looked up at me, and knew I'd caught her. Immediately, I took the opportunity to tease her.
“What are you looking at?”
She didn't answer me––she couldn't think up a lie fast enough.
“You were checking out Kadin!”
She grew tremendously embarrassed, her shiny Russian checks turned scarlet and she hid her face in her palms, and I knew I had something I could goad her about for months. But even more important, I realized that there was a part of her that under minded her indifference towards men, especially Kadin. Part of her was animal, part of her craved sex, part of her was drawn to a good looking body even if it belonged to a jerk. Part of her was just like any other girl.
Getting caught by me must have shattered her usual coolness, so for the rest of the day she was less standoffish and actually friendly with everyone, even Kadin. He noticed, too, and waved me inside the house to ask, “What's up with Noreeny? Did you take my advice?”
“You mean that stupid shit about her just needing some hard dicking?”
“You did! You boned Noreeny so hard last night that you boned the 'bitch' clean out of her.”
He punched me in the shoulder and I started laughing with him. “You tamed her with your cock! Dave the bitch slayer!” He hung his fist out in the air this time and I brought mine up to meet it. I thought, 'Fuck it, what could it hurt to let him think I'm the bitch slayer?' and so never corrected him.
Right then Noreen came in and asked us what the manly display was about. Before I could even think of what to say, Kadin told her he'd been telling me about the chick he had on Friday night. “Greeeat,” she said very sarcastically and turned to leave as quickly as she came.
Before she could get back outside, Kadin blurted, “I still got her panties, Noreeny-babe, you wanna see?” He just couldn't help himself, he truly was a jerk.
Noreen and I were a little drunk when we got home and I didn't wait to bring up how she'd been checking out Kadin at the party. She became more awkward than I'd ever seen her, but she managed to say, “He just takes good care of himself.”
“And what makes you say that?”
“Umm…,” she stammered a bit nervously, “He's in good shape. It's hard not to notice, okay?”
I said, “Well, I think you will need to be punished for this behavior!”
I grabbed her shirt at the hem and pulled it over her head, then took off her still damp bikini and threw it on the couch. I went right for her cold tits and ended up fucking her in the living room of our condo. To my surprise this little game of punishment must have turned her on, because she was way more into sex than usual, and pretty much obliged any request made, including one for oral sex. But then I was really turned on myself and uncharacteristically ordering her to go down on me. Then there was what Kadin had said earlier about taming her with my cock, which had filled me with a sense of power, even though it wasn't true, and now, given the way she was fucking me on the couch, it was like the lie was playing out as truth, and that took me to new heights. I couldn't stand it any longer as I was giving it to her doggie style, and called out, “Babe, your uppity butt is about to be tamed by my cock!”
“You think you have what it takes to tame me,” she breathlessly responded, with a hint of bitchy surprise in her voice.
“You tell me,” I said, then squeezed two handfuls of butt and really gave it to her wet pussy until she started cumming, and boy she came hard!
After it was all over and we were getting ready for bed, she asked, “Where did that come from?”
“What do you mean?”
In a deep voice she said, “Har har, I'm going to tame your little butt with my cock.'”
“Ha! That's just something I heard Kadin once say about some chick.”
“That guy is the biggest jerk. Maybe he just needs a real woman to tame him.”
“Maybe, but I think he might have been right. And you checked him out, you slut!”
The playfulness continued and we made love a second time before going to sleep.
The following week I felt incredibly alive and I could see she did, too. It was all the good sex, no doubt. All I had to do was remind her of what a jerk Kadin is, then remind her that, jerk or not, she still checked him out, and that left me no choice other than to punish her for such whorish behavior.
At the end of that week I thought I'd probe her for a little more material to incorporate into our bedroom play, and asked, “So what is it about Kadin that makes you dislike him so much?”
“I dunno,” she said kind of snidely, as if there were an obvious answer, “maybe because when he looks at me he only sees something he can screw?”
“Actually, he thinks you're a bitch.”
“Yeah, and he likes to screw bitches.”
She was right of course, and I felt it was time to share a little plan that I'd been devising.
“How would you like to play a cruel prank on Kadin?”
“Murder him?”
“Ha ha, it's even better. What if we make him crazy?” And then I added, “Crazy for you.”
I explained that I knew if she flirted with him a little he'd fall madly in love with her and that would torture him to pieces. That was basically the plan, to torture Kadin and have a little fun doing it, but she didn't really get it at first. I tired a different approach and said that it probably wouldn't work because I doubt she could get Kadin to fall for her after having been so crappy to him all these years. All it ever took with Noreen was telling her she couldn't do it to convince her otherwise, and my plan turned into a go.
First I invited him to play tennis with us, as I knew Kadin played a good game and loves any opportunity to show off, even to Noreen. Noreen dressed in a flimsy tank top with a sports bra underneath and a pair of shorts that hugged her ass tightly, and looked fucking insatiable. I gave her a few instructions and she played dumb and so I got behind her and held her wrist to show her how to line up the racket with the L of her hand. As the day progressed, Kadin became more comfortable around her, and since Kadin knew tennis better than I, he took over explaining the game and guided her through a few strokes, holding her arm and talking over her shoulder. I started gaining insight as to why Noreen was a little bitchy, since if she were anything less than bitchy she really would have every guy she met in love with her, and that was vividly apparent in the way Kadin transformed from his rude usual self into a charming decent guy by the day's end.
The last game had Noreen playing against Kadin, and she said, “I think I understand this now, so how about the loser buys a round of cocktails?”
“Girlfriend, I hope you can afford Glenlivet.”
What Kadin didn't know was that Noreen played tennis all through high school and college, but by the second serve of the game I'm sure he 'd figured it out. The ball darted back and forth between them, she could return anything he could deliver and she could dish it out every bit as hard. He'd been had, and he loved it.
As Noreen climbed into bed that evening, I said, “So, was I watching you getting tennis lessons this afternoon or getting dry humped?”
“You asshole,” she said, “This was your idea!”
“I know it was, but you still need to be punished, so get that tasty ass over here.”
The following week Noreen met Kadin and I at a bar. When I didn't dance with her she dragged Kadin to the dance floor, where during one song with a heavy beat she ground her ass around so that it pressed up against his crotch. It was meant to be silly and obviously not a serious come on, but I know for Kadin the rest of the dance was an exercise in restraint, and had to do everything in his power to keep from grabbing her hips and grinding right back. When Noreen stepped away to the ladies room, Kadin told me, “Man, whatever you are fucking Noreen with, keep it up.” Then he drove his fist through the fingers of his other hand, like some giant log was pulverizing a vutton hole sized opening. I had to laugh and then he started fanning my crotch area while saying, “All hail the bitch slayer!” I laughed even harder. I must admit, hearing this come from a cock hound like Kadin was filling me with goofy pride.
In bed I repeated to Noreen what he'd said while she was in the bathroom at the bar. I could tell it got under her skin, which was good, because he'd been exceptionally charming all evening, and I needed to refresh her memory on what an actual jerk the guy was so our antics in the bedroom could play out.
“And you ground your ass against that jerk.”
“Hmmm,” she hummed, wickedly teasing me, “I did, didn't I?”
“Oh man, I am going to show you no mercy tonight, now get over here and accept your punishment.”
“By the way,” she added, “Your friend has giant cock. I felt it against my ass-”
Before she could complete the sentence I was lifting up the big tee shirt she sleeps in and spread her legs. I eased myself into her and we went at it until almost dawn. As the sun came up, I lay there thinking how contrived our sex life was before. We'd engage in sex, but it was like practicing methods out of a textbook. Ever since the pool party, however, I'd become possessed by impulsive instinct, adventure, and power. When I was slamming into her, and her soft ass was rapidly slapping my tense thighs, it felt as if I were brutally hammering through 'Noreen the bitch' until I could hear the frail creature within mewing into her pillow. I was indeed the bitch slayer, goddammit!
We had several more evenings out with Kadin, and I knew he was falling for Noreen simply because he hadn't gone out on a date with any girls in over two weeks, which was unprecedented. Our little game was going so well, in fact, that I decided to take it a step further.
The next game involved a feature on my cell phone; a setting to let you display an image on the small LCD of a person (or whatever image you want) to let you know who's calling. Noreen had let me take some very risqué pictures of her once, but for this I was planning to ask her to pose nude. I doubted she'd go for it, but after some prodding, although far less than I anticipated, since I think she was enjoying our game as much as I, she agreed and got all dolled up for it. I won't go into the photo shoot details here, but it was a lot of fun, and I set my phone to display the best one of the bunch whenever I'd receive a call from her.
The next day I tagged along with Kadin to the rock climbing gym, and on the way home I asked if he'd pull over at a mini-mart so I could pick something up. I called Noreen before I got out of the car, pretending like I was getting a list of groceries. Still pretending, we got into a small fight about me being home late on her birthday, which ended up with me getting so steamed that I tossed my open cell phone on Kadin's car seat and stormed into the mini-mart. Meanwhile, Noreen was saying hello, hello, on the other end. From inside the store I could see Kadin had picked up the phone and was talking to her, and the sly dog had discovered the picture and was using the speaker phone option so he could get a good long gander of her sitting naked on our bed, bunching up her hair in either hand to form a luscious black nest, as her bangs fell loosely over her forehead, and she tempted the camera with slightly parted lips and half shut eyes.
Noreen was well aware from the sound quality that she was on the speaker and he was feasting his eyes on the glory of her bravely bared tits and pussy as they spoke, so when he said out of the blue, “Hey, is it cold in your house?” she knew he was referring to her hard little nipples in the picture, but continued playing dumb. I picked up some milk and beer and looked out the window again to see him still fussing with the phone, although it looked as if they'd finished talking. Then it dawned on me that he was probably searching my image directory which contained all the naked shots from our mischievous photo shoot. A sly dog indeed!
When he dropped me off, Noreen met me at the door and dragged me to the bedroom. She said, “He was so looking at my picture while we spoke.”
“I know,” I said, “I could see from the mini-mart.”
“I think you are going to have to punish me right now.”
“What for?”
“For playing with myself the whole conversation.”
I couldn't believe my ears. I wasted no time and started right in on her punishment. I stripped her down and had her lay on the bed with her ass in the air. I reached into the drawer of our night table and pulled out her birthday present. I told her not to turn her head around, as I slid it along her ass check. “Did Kadin feel this big when you danced your ass up against him?”
“Mmm, at least that big.”
“Okay then, look!”
She turned around to see the ten inch dildo I had resting on her butt. It looked like black stone and very intimidating. I slowly worked it into her pussy and the evening's punishment began.
Something more was happening to us. Our little game had taken a turn. The object of them ceased to be about breaking Kadin's heart over my unobtainable wife, and we found ourselves excited in ways I hadn't expected. She'd clearly become turned on by teasing the guy for my amusement, I mean, she'd fingered herself on the phone with him, and the naughtier she was, the more excited and ruthless I became come punishment time. I wondered how much further we dare go with our game, but was too afraid of the answer to wonder very long, and there was no stopping it, anyhow. I drove the beastly dildo deeper and harder into her pussy and spoke into her ear, telling her what a naughty little slut she was. I didn't care how sick it sounded; I was totally euphoric and had been for weeks. Whatever was happening, I loved it, and I can say with absolute assurance, she did too.
The following day I made an unfortunate discovery, which was that Kadin didn't just look at the other pictures of Noreen, he had also attached them to a text message and sent them to his phone. I trusted Kadin not to do anything stupid with the images, but it still alarmed me, because if our games ever did end, and Noreen and Kadin reverted back to treating each other like crap, then he might be tempted to misuse them. I decided it was best not to tell Noreen and worry her, or she might have reservations about my next idea. Speaking of which, I didn't have a next idea. This was an even bigger problem, because if we slowed down we might come to our senses and quit. And, dammit, we couldn't stop now; it was simply out of the question. Then on Monday I got a phone call, which immediately spawned an idea, one that would certainly prove challenging to follow through on, but it was do or die at this point.



The phone call was an invitation to a bachelor party for a friend of ours named Larry. Kadin knew him too, which meant he'd be there. That is where the final act of our next little game would take place, but before I explained any of what I had in mind to Noreen, I went and bought a movie camera. I didn't quite think this part through and was blown away by all the new digital movie cameras, so I bought one of those when in hind sight I should have picked up an older VCR camcorder.
I surprised Noreen with it and then suggested we make a blue movie in our bedroom. I thought because of how easily she agreed to the nude photographs that there actually might be a chance in hell she'd do it, but a tastefully presented nude photo is one thing, and a home made porno is another, so I found myself chasing her around the condo with the camera, trying to get her dress off. She actually started to get a little pissed when I didn't stop and so I left her alone and apologized. The movie getting into the wrong hands seemed to be the part that really bothered her, which made me feel extra guilty about Kadin having sent himself those pictures, so I began to promise over and over that if we did make a kinky film I'd erase it immediately after we watched it. During the next couple of days I kept saying, “I know it's scary, but it will be fun.” Putting it like that made her sound like a chicken, and as obvious a ploy as it was, it still worked, and she finally agreed to try it one time.
I propped the camera up on some books and a stool at the foot of our bed and we started a love making session. She smoked half a joint to relax, slowly growing more and more aroused until she was about as turned on as I'd ever seen her, and I thought I might have introduced something wonderful to my naughty exhibitionist wife for our bedroom play. I brought out the dildo and nudged it along her pussy as she stroked me. She let my cock go and looked up to ask, “What am I being punished for this time?”
“Who's cock is at your pussy?” I asked back.
“What?”
“You know what I'm asking.” I pushed the beast gently into her snatch. “Who's ten inch cock is in your pussy?”
“Kadin's?”
“That's why you're being punished!” I drove the thing in deeper and slowly worked it up to the flat balls at its base, something I've never done before, and, shocked, she took a quick deep breath and exhaled slow and steady with an erotic contemplative moan.
“Oh god, Dave,” she said as she rolled her hips against the beast, “you're gonna have to really punish me, because that felt gooood.”
That did it for me; I pulled the dildo out and grabbed the back of her head and started her bobbing on my cock. In less than a minute I had a sensation that told me I'd be cumming soon, so I yanked her away and positioned myself between her legs. She didn't lie, that thing must have felt good, because it left her pussy soaked. One thing the camera would never pick up is how wonderful Noreen's nectar is. In comparison to other girls I've been with, Noreen's juice is so thin and slick that it hardly feels wet. If you can imagine running your fingers over melting ice, and then imagine that same slick feeling but over hot delicate flesh, then you might start to understand what I mean. The camera would capture, however, how soft her light brown pussy hairs appear, short and fine and waxed into a tapered line. She was perfect ––every molecule of her––and the camera had a perfect view of it all. It only took about four strokes until I couldn't hold back, so I pulled out and let go across her flat belly. It was an embarrassingly quick fuck session, she was just getting going, and I didn't want her first camera experience to end like this, so I grabbed the dildo and eased in once again. She was extremely hot, and I could see the sweat bead on her neck and chest as she gyrated her hips and I thrust the beast inside. “You like that? You like it deep and hard like that,” I asked, and she squealed affirmatively. Another five minutes of this had her cumming, and I kept working it into her harder and faster, and then she was cumming again, and again, and again, for at least another ten minutes.
I finally brought my face to hers and let the dildo just sit inside her for a moment, then I bit her earlobe and asked, “Has my cock tamed that naughty little pussy of yours, or are you gonna need some more?”
She responded wickedly, “Who's cock?”
Damn the bitch! I flipped her over so her head was in my lap and my cock in her mouth, while I leaned over her back and started driving the dildo in again fast and furious. Man was she hot tonight, but I'd be dammed if I wasn't going to cool her off.
When it was all over we were so tired that we decided to save watching the movie for the following night. I let her keep the camera, because it made her that much more assured that no one would ever see the film but us. The next night I hooked it up to my lap top and played it back, but she just couldn't get into it, and finally said, “I know you wanted to do this, but it's just too embarrassing.” She smoked half a joint while I tried to convince her that she was beautiful and there was nothing to be embarrassed about, but it still creeped her out to see us on TV like that. She admitted that yesterday was kind of fun and dangerous, but watching it back today made her feel very self conscious about what we were doing. I guess I understood, I guess when you are peeping into your own bedroom, your life can appear pretty bizarre.
I was almost certain now that I'd never get her to go along with the next part of my plan, although it didn't actually hinge on us watching the movie, and the bachelor party was still two weeks away, so I had a little time to scheme up something more. Ultimately it came down to me convincing her it was safe, that we'd be masked, we wouldn't film it in our home, I'd make sure no one could get copies, and it would be a one time showing at the bachelor party and then she could destroy it herself. This would be by far the kinkiest thing we'd ever done and of course that part of it aroused her, so much so that we ended up fucking as our pillow talk went something like, “Everyone in the room will see how naughty you are, even Kadin. They'll see just how much cock you can take. And every time you see any of them, you'll know they've seen you do it all, and it will get you so fucking hot. It will take me months to properly punish you for this one.”
A week later we were in a hotel room and began setting up. She'd brought along a suitcase as if we were on vacation, but inside she'd packed a baby blue bed sheet, which she threw on top of the hotel comforter. She also had some towels from home which she hung in the bathroom, and then laid the hotel towels on the floor around the bed. Staying in hotels has always put her off, even nice ones like this, and getting naked in their frequented beds or even going barefoot on the carpet she'd considered extremely nasty, so I was glad she had thought this one through and wouldn't let phobia ruin the experience. I had about three drinks as I waited for her to get ready and I think I was actually the nervous one. She showered and spent about half an hour putting on make-up and drying her hair. She doesn't typically wear make-up, and so when I finally saw her I was blown away. She'd gone heavy on the cool eye shadow and thick with the black eye liner and mascara, resulting in eyes that appeared tranquilized by lust. She had wet red lips like glazed cherries, which matched the nail polish she'd applied on both her fingernails and toenails the night before. She already has pronounced cheekbones, but she rouged them as well. When she spoke I was shocked to hear her voice come from that sexually sweetened face. Her attire consisted of a loose, lacy, black slip that draped over breasts, ass, and hips, a black party mask over her eyes, and, for some reason, a pair of black cat ears. I wore a similar mask and a fake tattoo on my arm. I figured that was enough, since the film quality wasn't going to be excellent.
We started the camera and then she climbed on the blue sheet and kneeled to face it. She ran her hands up the loose slip, fondling her tits through the flimsy satin material. She then pulled the right strap free and peeled that side of the slip down until her B cup breast was exposed. One finger went into her mouth and then she twirled it around her rosy nickel size nipple. Our film was going to be very amateurish, only her stunning model looks would make it of any interest, but that was plenty. I climbed on the bed and began to tease her nipple with my tongue and raised the slip up to slide a hand between her legs. I began to move things along sort of quickly since we were trying to keep our movie well paced, and soon I was in her with the black slip bunch up over her flat stomach and her legs wrapped around my back. She was getting very worked up, and then it happened again… I found myself on the verge of cumming and it was too late to stop. Something about having the damn camera on us made me cum super fast, it was exciting to the point of being nerve racking. I pulled out and shot my load on the bed sheet because I wanted a second-take and preferred to keep her fresh for it. Noreen rolled over, letting her legs scissor in the air as she did, then sprung off the bed and went to her suitcase. I was turning off the camera but she told me to let it roll. She then returned with her big dildo and laid it in my hands. Once again I nestled the beast at her slit and gently entered. At about halfway she'd grown more vocal that usual and was attacking back at by raising her hips high up in the air and then slamming them back onto the bed with an arched back, and my cock was up and ready to go again in no time.
I pulled the beast from its favorite lair and began to get between her legs, but she sat up and said, “Not yet,” then whispered into my ear, “Just a little longer––just keep his dick in me a little longer, sweetie.”
I whispered back, “You've crossed a line now, little girl, you better be prepared for some serious punishment!”
Our game of naughty wife and sadistic husband was in full swing now, and she fell back onto the bed and I resumed giving her the fucking of a life time with the beast. She was cumming, as usual, and was making it absolutely clear to the camera with her shrieks of ecstasy and bucking hips. I pushed it deeper and deeper inside until the flat balls prevented it from going any further, and her stretched tight tummy pushed out just a little in response to its full length. I tore the slip over her head, flipped her over so she was on all fours, and pushed her to the foot of the bed so she was facing the dresser with the camera on it, offering it the closest view of her face without her leaving the bed. If this was his cock fucking her then I needed to show everyone how it made her feel, and they'd all know just how badly she needed to be punished. I begun to pulverize her pussy with the beast, and she whimpered into the camera.
“Mmm, how about it, bitch, is this too much cock for you?”
“No, no, uhh, don't stop, yeah, fuck me, cummon, yeah, uhh, fuck me.”
“Take it bitch, take it deep, take this big fucking cock to the balls.”
“Oh god, uhh, uhh, oh god, uhh uhh, oh god!”
She was coming again, and again, and yet again, her tiny cat ears sitting crooked on her head, and her green eyes, radiant behind the black costume mask, began to glaze over in lust. My arm was actually getting tired from ramming that monster home. This video was going to kill my buddies it was so fucking hot, and I was so stinking hard that if I didn't get the real thing back in her soon I'd end up blowing all over her leg. Then came her final cries, the higher pitch ones, the weaker ones, the ones that told me she was finished, that I'd broken the bitch and had reached the soft frail creature inside, and she'd be a good little girl form now on, or at least until she was horny again. I gave a few last deep strokes that made slippery sloppy noises in the now quiet room, then withdrew the beast and drove my cock in. She was dripping wet and I let her have it good and fucking hard for the camera, but she was pretty much spent and had her cheek pressed against the bed and her lips smearing red lipstick all over the sheet. It only took me few minutes to cum, but those last few minutes were my show, and I slapped her ass and still managed to give the frail, beaten, exposed Noreen a thorough, thorough punishing.
The bachelor party was a week away, and then it got postponed another week. I was going nuts. In bed we'd talk about what it would be like to have a room full of guys viewing our film, but she refused to watch it, and since she was too paranoid to let the camera out of her hands, I couldn't watch it either. On the night of the party she transferred the movie onto my laptop and I took my laptop to the hotel where the party was located.
By ten o clock there were ten guys in the hotel room watching porno movies, getting shit faced, and waiting on a late stripper. If I had had a VCR tape then I could have slipped it in with the stack of other pornos, but instead I had to introduce it on my laptop. I finally built up the nerve and said, “Hey Larry, check this out.” I flipped open the laptop on a table in the center of the suite and launched the movie. I'd waited so long for this moment that I had a strange sense of terror when it finally arrived. I made it full screen and said, “It's a shitty amateur film, but the chick is the hottest girl I've ever seen in my life.”
Noreen came into view and crawled onto the bed, and Larry said, “Holy fuck, dude, she is fucking hot!” This got the attention of everyone and they all began to gather around as Noreen slowly stripped off her slip. Watching Noreen strip in the movie was an entirely different experience than being there. The slight grain in the mpeg coated everything and made it seem extra personal and private. The lighting even looked different––brighter––making her seem more exposed. In fact, the camera's auto exposure had lightened things to the point that it looked as if the room was bathed in pleasantly revealing daylight, and hid all the murky pools of dirty yellow emitted by the lamps, that, at the time, I feared would look too seedy.
“Man, do I want a piece of that!” Larry said.
“No shit, is she going to get fucked or does she just strip?” asked Clay, who's a big black friend of ours.
“She gets fucked, alright!”
Noreen's breast was out, and the guys were starting to yell whatever rude shit came to mind.
“Wrong hotel, baby, all the dick's over here. Room 2-0-9, baby, bring those little titties to room 2-0-9!”
I backed up, and let the rest of the guys get a closer look. I could watch the film on the way home, so I was more interested in seeing the guys react to Noreen naked and awaiting her fuck partner. And then I appeared and climbed on the bed behind her. I could barely recognize myself on the screen, and that made me feel a whole lot less nervous about anyone catching on. Then someone said, “Man, if that dude don't light that pussy up I'm gonna have come over there and wreck it for him.” Then I noticed something weird, the shadows were being cast across the room as if light was coming from the window, and I realized this film was shot during the day! It wasn't our movie! That wasn't me! But it sure the hell was Noreen!
I looked around for Kadin, and he was standing a ways back drinking his beer in quick gulps. What had Noreen done? She'd switched movies on me, that's what she'd done. Other than being fairly positive that Kadin was behind that mask and fucking my wife in the same hotel I did, I couldn't piece together how this might have happened, and my mind was reeling. I had no idea how to approach him. Was this serious? Was it some kind of prank? Should I be asking Kadin to quietly step outside?
I backed up next to him and tried to gauge what he might be thinking. I needed to know more before I could react at all.
He leaned over and said, “This shit ain't cool, man. What's going on?”
I didn't have an answer for him.
“You knew?” he asked in a hushed tone, “You knew we were at the hotel?”
So now I was having a conversation with someone who'd secretly fucked my wife, and I didn't quite know how to handle it. I was plenty angry, but I also felt really naïve and stupid. In fact, it seemed like if I let Kadin think I was in on it, I might be able to save just a little face in this situation, so I only smiled at him in response.
Then I heard this guy Owen yell out, “Oh yeah, baby, show us the honey pot.”
Clay yelled, “Bring that honey pot to Clay, baby, so I can stir it, and, ooo, I'll let you lick the spoon.”
Kadin leaned over again and said, “So what is this, some kind of joke?”
I tried to answer him with just a smile again.
“You're sick or something? You're showing a video of me fucking your wife to all your buddies? Are you trying to pay me back? Because I don't care––I don't care if everyone in the room sees me screwing her. So what exactly is the point you're trying make here?”
He was getting angry now, and I knew if he raised his voice any someone would hear, so I said, “What's the point of having a foxy ass wife if you aren't going to show her off?”
That seemed to shut up for a moment. My head was still swimming, however, and then someone turned up the sound on the laptop and I heard Noreen getting fucked. I could avoid looking at the screen, but I couldn't avoid hearing it.
“Fuck her, come on, fuck that hot little ass,” screamed Larry.
Her moaning became louder and she hastened her breathing. 'Uhhh, uhh, uhh, uh! Oh god! Oh god! OH GOD!' The familiar sounds of her raucous enjoyment brought me out of my daze. The shock of the situation was wearing off, now, and I thought, 'Okay, what has really changed here? She's fucking Kadin, but then he's always been apart of our games. I'm still in a room full of guys watching a video of my wife getting fucked for my own kinky pleasure, and that's exactly where I'd planned to be, tonight. So almost nothing has really changed. Nothing!'
I couldn't fully convince myself of anything, but I'd at least gained the courage to turn around and face the image of Kadin polishing her ass with his hands while he slipped his meat in from behind. She was facing the camera, positioned just like when I was driving the beast into her, and I could she the ecstasy soar across her face. She was fucking hot, and every guy in the room knew it, especially Kadin. And she was oh so naughty, so very, very naughty. And, my god, was I ever going to punish her when I got home, in fact, I'd be punishing her every night for the rest of her sexy little life.
Kadin began to move towards the lap top now, and shouted, “Oh hell yeah, fuck that hot little hole. Look at that big dicked bastard stick it to that bitch!”
He had a fairly large cock, but not much bigger than mine, so Noreen had apparently been full of games for my benefit, and I thought, 'What a wicked wife I'd married!'
She was getting pretty well fucked now and her little cat ears had slipped down with her hair, and hung so that it covered her right eye. She turned around and shouted, “You asshole, do you really think you can tame me with your dick?” I laughed to myself and thought, 'What a wicked, wicked, wicked wife!'



The onscreen Kadin got mean, and said, “Fucking eh right!” He then leaned forward spreading her ass cheeks, and began to pound, pound, pound. The kitty ears fell to the bed and she opened her mouth wide enough to count fillings.
The off-screen Kadin yelled, “Oh hell yeah, go for it, bro, tame that bitch with your cock! Train that pussy like a dog!”
Kadin must have chose his payback in the form of shouting as many debasing things as he could to Noreen in front of a room full of our clueless friends. Unfortunately, the only effect it was having on me was that I wanted to get home and fuck Noreen even sooner.
The onscreen Kadin flipped her on her side and pulled one leg to his chest so she was spread wide and we could all see the real life beast attack. It also gave me a chance to see that he was wearing a condom––GOOD! She was on the pill, but still…
Even though their new position had her face further from the camera, it offered Noreen's perfect profile, and Larry then shouted back to me, “Dave, I can see why you think this chick is the most beautiful girl in the world, man, she kinda looks like Noreen.”
“No shit, it does,” Clay shouted.
Fear lit through me.
Kadin then said, “Man, you should sick that dude on Noreen's pussy. Maybe it would cure her of being a bitch.”
That was out of line, but I wasn't in a position where I could say much of anything, and I was glad he at least didn't give us away, so I just grumbled, “Easy Kadin.”
I imagined her cruel smile waiting for me at home, and I had to leave the bachelor party soon and fuck her, because this game was too wild. I started to invent a good excuse to get away, and then the late striper came knocking on the door. No one would care if I left now, and I had no reason to sit around watching some semi cute striper when I had the prettiest, hottest, kinkiest fuck in town waiting for me at home. And god did I need to punish her! And I wanted to do more than just fuck her or shove in the beast. She'd actually screwed Kadin, and I was having trouble thinking of a punishment worthy of such a crime. I finally walked up behind him and said, “Follow me home right now for a one time only opportunity.” I said nothing else and he followed. We each gave Larry forty bucks to have fun with the stripper and split.
The two of us were totally quiet in the elevator, even though we both had a lot to say. We got in our separate cars and headed towards my condo. My cell phone rang and I saw it was Kadin. The phone provided the courage to finally speak. He wanted to know what the deal was, and I admitted the film was a surprise to me, too. As shallow as he is, I guess he'd still harbored some guilt over fucking Noreen, only to then learn he was the victim in some couple's sex game, so relived, bewildered, and drunk, he started to laugh and shout as he blamed everything on Noreen. Apparently she called him and told him to meet her at the hotel for a surprise. I'm pretty sure he knew what meeting her at a hotel would entail, but he claimed otherwise, and that he was floored to find her all dressed up. She then pulled him inside and attacked him. Noreen told me later that she had the camera hidden in a Kleenex box and convinced him the costumes were so they wouldn't have to see one another during her infidelity. Up until now I'd been responsible for our games, but it amazed me how much planning and sneaking around Noreen had to do to pull off my 'present', which far surpassed any scheme I'd concocted, and so, as weird as it sounds, it made me more special to her than ever. I guess to a normal couple the equivalent would be your feelings towards your spouse if she threw you a huge surprise party. I was deeply in love with Noreen and I deeply needed to punish her.
By the time we'd reached my condo, Kadin was starting to show signs of puss'n out. He parked next to me in the lot and asked form the window of his Camero, “Are we both gonna to do her at the same time?” I waved my hand for him to keep it down, and he lowered his voice and his face bunched up with disgust, “But that's the plan?”
I realized that I too was a little uneasy about getting down to it with another guy around, so I said, “All I know is I'm going to fuck her. That's all I know. The rest is up to you.”
I marched up the stairs to our condo and knocked instead of using my key, because I wanted her naughty ass to face me at the door. I heard Kadin put his car in park and come up the stairs. I'm pretty sure he would have left if he wasn't drunk. When Noreen opened it, Kadin was walking up behind me.
“Oh shit!” she said.
“Oh yeah!” I gleamed.
I walked in and she backed up to the living room. Kadin followed me with a big smirk jerking either side of his face. She had on the big white tee shirt she wears to bed, knowing full well I'd be getting home in a very amorous mood. Kaden hadn't said a word, and I'd never known Kadin to have nothing to say before, but then I could only imagine how stunned he must feel.
After Noreen's mother died her father sold their house and helped us to buy a condo as a late wedding present, so we were able to move out of the crappy student housing during our last two years at UCLA. My folks helped out a little, too, and we'd paid everyone back since we'd graduated college and we're very proud of our home. The condo is beautiful, two-stories tall, occupying the second and third floors of the building with retail space on the first floor. The living room ceiling opens up into the second story, so the room is a full two-stories with four sunroofs at the top, but at night, when no other lights are on upstairs, that area disappears into darkness and feels like open sky.
Noreen took a seat on the couch and pulled the bong out from under our coffee table. “Do you guys want some grass? Or beer? Or you can make drinks, Dave.”
Kadin finally laughed, “This is… this is weird, man. I need something. Scoth?”
I poured him and myself what must have been triples of scotch. He and Noreen were both taking hits off the bong, even though I could see she was already a little stoned. She had a bunch of smoke in her mouth and said with a tight chest, “So how was the party,” and then laughed out the smoke.
Kadin lost it and fell back into the sofa. We have a leather cream colored sofa that is extremely wide and puffy, so he was laying on his back and halfway buried by leather, staring at the dark two-story ceiling, when he giggled out, “Oh fuck. You are crazy. You are like a certifiable crazy bitch!”
She punched him lightly on the leg. “Hey!”
I set his drink in front of him and then sat down on the sofa so Noreen was between us. Her big shirt just barely reached the tops of her thighs and she never wore underwear with it. She reached for the bong again, saying, “I was not expecting this, I can tell you guys that much.”
I'd stayed relatively cool ever since I'd come home, and I decided I'd be issuing the orders for this one, although I felt compelled to do it without speaking a word. When I caught Noreen's eye I gave her a stern look, like she was in deep shit. Then I motioned with my eyes and head for her to go to him––to go down on him! She gave me a pouting look in response and I mouthed the word, “NOW!” She set the bong down and slid off the couch, her big shirt scooting halfway up over her butt. She put her hands on Kadin's knees and ran them up his thigh.
He looked down and just said, “Whoo!” She rubbed his crotch and began to unsnap his jeans. There was no blowjob in the video, so this was going to be a first for her. I'd figured I'd just have to tack it on to the list of 'things my naughty wife must be punished for', and then moved up so I was sitting on the armrest of the big leather sofa with my legs crossed and my feet sideways on the first puffy cushion. She tugged his jeans down some and moved forward as she'd pulled his cock free, then brought her face down as Kadin moaned shakily, like mild electricity was coursing over his body. She turned her head slightly to the side, showing me the shaft that pushed through her lips and disappeared behind her puckered cheeks, and found my brown eyes with her green mischievous ones. Then she crinkled up her nose in a playful teasing way, like, “Tee hee hee, look at me!” before sliding her mouth down his dick again. I did look at her, and there was no makeup or mask or cat ears tonight, it was the real Noreen bobbing up and down as Kadin grew harder and harder with in the confines of her enlivening mouth.
Kadin had never stopped smirking, and I read it to mean that despite being nothing short of nasty to Noreen over the years and despite having fucked his friend's wife behind his back, he was somehow prevailing over karma with a kick-ass blowjob.
She came off for a second to ask, “Do you really think I'm such a bitch?”
“You mean while everyone was watching me naked on film or right at this moment?”
She giggled, and then licked up and down and swallowed him up again.
I was getting really hard, but I was trying to hold off. She was indeed naughty, but I knew she was going to get a whole lot naughtier, and I needed just right cue before her well deserved punishment could get underway.
She came off him again, “You at least love my amazing mouth.”
“You mean when your yapping about what an asshole I am, or now that it's full of my dick?”
“You are the world's biggest jerk! Give me one good reason why I should give you a BJ.”
“Fuck, Noreen, I love your mouth, don't stop. I love it, Noreen, I LOVE IT!”
I reached over and spanked her butt. She understood, and went back down on him. She increased her effort and fed herself another inch by pulling at the base of his cock, which caused Kadin to get vocal, “Whoo fuck!”
He was holding his scotch next to him on the sofa, occasionally sipping from it, and with his free hand he reached down, swept her bangs from her face, ran his fingers deep into her hair until his palm was on her head, and then let it move with her, up and down, up and down. Her nose was soon being tickled by his pubic hairs, and this is where Kadin's shit eating grin ceased and a look of lustful agony took over. I could hear the sounds in her throat getting trapped and released as his cock raced across her tongue and bumped the back of her mouth.
When it seemed like Kadin might be in danger of exploding, she came up and took a deep breath of air. She said, “Take off your shirt.” He pulled it over his head. She reached up and began raking his chest with her nails, then climbed aboard his lap, so that she was sitting on his lower thighs, and began to slowly lick his nipple. Her tongue then traveled up his chest and neck, and over his chin, until she'd reached his lips, and proceeded to give his a very passionate kiss. This was extremely unacceptable behavior and she'd have to be severely dealt with, but not right yet. She'd been stealing glances at me the entire time, which assured me that Kadin wasn't much more than a prop and that her performance was entirely for me. While they kissed he began to pull her big tee shirt over her head, and she lifted her arms to let it go freely. Then she stroked his abs and chest, and rubbed her tits against his pecks, breaking their kiss to look down at his body and say, “Nice, Kaden.”
“You like?”
“You mean over the years, or right now that your dick is rubbing up into my cooch?”
“Damn, you are hot!”
“What do you plan to do to me with all those muscles?”
“I'm going to continue being the jerk you think I am, and make you beg.”
“I think we'll have to figure out something else.”
I swatted her butt again, and she gave me a nasty look. I think Kaden had caught on to our game at this point and probably enjoyed it. She steadied her gaze on him once again, giving him a most wicked, sexy stare down, and brashly shot, “I need you to fuck me!”
“Ohhh, you got it, Sugar.”
I didn't realize that his cock was already rubbing against her sensitive wet folds, so all he had to do was thrust up, and he was in. She yelped and leaned forward, planting her mouth on his shoulder and biting. But then she stood up, sighing in frustration, and said, “Just one thing,” and then grabbed her purse from under the coffee table and pulled out a condom. He took this opportunity to kick off his pants and set his scotch on the table. The glass was nearly fucking empty. That was a lot of scotch! She tore open the condom package and began to slip it on, but it she was having much success. He took over and rolled it down himself and then pushed her back onto the sofa. No sooner than she'd landed on her back did he come down on top of her, and when he was snuggly in place her legs went up and locked together over his upper ass. He gradually built up steam and I believe she started to cum. I flashed back to earlier in the evening, when Kadin was shouting to himself on the LCD monitor, “Train her pussy like a dog!”
At this point I wanted her attention, but I didn't want to interfere, so I waited and waited for her eyes to find me again. She was losing it, though. Her hands were hooked over his shoulders, trapping her elbows between them, and her scrunched face pleaded for both mercy and satisfaction. But there was no mercy to be found, and he appeared ready to feast on her right down to the bone.
Finally, as she started to cum again, she opened her mouth as if dying, and her head fell away from him. The minute she saw me I started vigorously pointing to Kadin and then to my drink while I gestured sipping it. The way she looked, completely lost and out of it, I wasn't sure if she'd understood. But as he picked up his pace, she softly, yet frantically, said, “I want to swallow you!”
She pushed up on his chest until he sat up, and she returned to her knees in front of him, leaving her wet pussy to face me. She removed the condom and set it on the carpet, and replaced it with her mouth. Now I was ready. I dropped my pants and got out of my shirt like a crazed man. I smacked her ass and slipped right on in. She was soaked and I sailed all the way in on the first stroke. Soon my hips where whapping against her ass and she was trying desperately hard to get Kadin to boil over into her mouth. Lying back in the big sofa was letting him relax, and as drunk as he was I doubted he'd be able to cum. I hammered hard into Noreen, so her head was jolted forward and the whole couch bounced. I loudly slapped her ass a few times, and it was just enough of an erotic spark to shock him sober for a moment, and he reached over, grabbed her head, and pushed her face into his crotch. I continued pulling her ass back and then letting loose and thrusting her forward again, while Kadin kept jamming her head down, so that we had her jumping and jerking between us like some wild deer getting taken down by wolves. As the attack intensified, Kadin finally produced the goods and she stayed on him, forcing herself to swallow it all down. She finally let his cock go, and he began to pull himself away from her off the back of the couch.
I was still giving her some serious strokes of solid punishment as Kadin collected his clothes. She put her hands against my hips to stop me, but I tried to ignore it. “Wait,” she said to me. “Wait for one second.”
I stopped.
She stood up and, oddly enough, modestly covered her tits with her hands. “There's no way you're leaving, Kadin. You are way too drunk to go anywhere. I can get a pillow and some sheets and you can sleep on the couch.”
Before I knew what was happening, she was putting on her shirt and Kadin was back in his underwear, staggering and staring like a zombie at the carpet.
“Let me get the pillow and sheet. Do you need any water?”
I put on my underwear, too, although my dick was still as hard as a railroad spike. In a few minutes, Kadin was zonked out on the couch and Noreen and I were upstairs getting ready for bed. I told her she'd better brush her teeth extra long if she was even thinking about kissing me goodnight. She tried to breathe on me and I flinched backwards and sheltered my face with my hands. We made love in our bed, but by this point I was tired, and the real punishing fuck that she deserved would have to wait until tomorrow.
In the morning she and I made breakfast as Kadin slowly came to on the couch. I told him he could take a shower if he wanted and he did. Next thing I know, it's twelve-o-clock in the afternoon and he hasn't left yet. I wanted to be alone with Noreen and recant all the crazy going-ons of the last few days while we screwed our brains out. I wanted to punish her non stop until I'd checked off everyone one of her naughty antics, even if it meant popping handfuls of Viagra. But that wasn't going to happen as long as Kadin was sitting on the balcony that lead out from the living room, and soaking in the rays. We started to joke about him in private. I whispered to Noreen, “He ain't laving until he's fucked you again, it's pretty obvious.”
We began to pick up the house and go about our business, hoping he'd soon get the hint. It was three by the time he realized I was a man of my word when I told him tag along for a one time only opportunity and finally vacated our home. I swear we were already getting undressed before the door completely closed behind him. She said, “Too bad, another five minutes and I think I would have fucked him again.” I don't know how many times we made love over the next week, but it seemed like that's all we did. When I had to be away at work my mind was preoccupied with how naughty she'd been and how would I punish her. I wasn't eating much, even though I should have been ravenous considering how much physical exertion our game required. It was like being on drugs and she told me she felt the same way, calling me from her graphics studio to tease me from her cubical. After about two weeks, we were crashing from riding such a euphoric wave and lazed around in bed for two days straight, just holding each other and watching TV. It's been a full year since then, and we still play games, but haven't dared surpass the craziness that began with Kadin's pool party and ended up with the three of us in our living room.
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I met Janine back in nineteen-ninety-nine, she was twenty-one, I was a crazy twenty-six, and we both happened to be at a weekend river bash on Lake Mead. I arrived late at night after everyone else had fallen asleep in their tents, and since I used to have a four-wheel drive Toyota pickup for towing my WaveRunner, I decided to forego the trouble of setting up a tent and just sleep in the back under the stars. At the time it seemed like the party-animal thing to do, but ended up being one of the most uncomfortable nights of my life.
In the morning I awoke to the sounds of people making breakfast at the picnic tables under our roofed campsite, and when I peeked my head up from the back of the truck, everyone screamed "Jake!" Janine was dicing onions, and my first impression of her was that someone's cousin had tagged along. She just didn't quite fit in with any of my friends. She came across as a little shy, wore narrow rimmed glasses, and had zero tan. In fact, my friend's brother-in-law, this very cool Mexican guy named Arty, kept calling her Snow White the entire weekend. Odd or not she was beautiful, and as it turned out, she'd been in my extended network of friends for sometime and we just never had an opportunity to meet.
The camp sites along that stretch of the lake were mainly for boaters to park their cars and leave their gear, and the area remained dusty and noisy throughout most of the day, so after wake boarding behind the boats and zipping around on the WaveRunners all morning, we decided to take all our watercraft to a secluded beach where we could layout, drink, and smoke a little something in private.
Janine ended up on the back of my WaveRunner, and over the noise of spraying water, asked what had happened to my back. Apparently the ridges running along the bed of my pickup left a huge bruise across my shoulder blade during the night. Beyond that she wasn't very talkative, but when everyone had settled on a good size sand bar for us to party on, I took a chance and lay next to her in the hundred degree heat, and proceeded to tell her about my shitty night in the back of the truck. As she rubbed bullfrog sun-block all over herself, she surprised me by offering to share her tent. The tables sort of turned in that instant, because up until then I was being intentionally kind to the odd-ball Arty had nick-named Snow White, but then I'd suddenly found myself incredibly intimidated by this bikini clad hottie who'd soon be sleeping at my side.
I've never been exceptionally smooth with woman, so I had to get plenty drunk during our last night at the river to make anything resembling a move. It paid off, though, and made out for hours––and from what I can remember it was incredible. The next day my friend Nick came up to me with a crazy smile on his face, and said, "Goddamn, I can't believe you hooked up with Janine. Man, she isfine!"
"I know," I said, with a crazy smile of my own, "I can hardly believe it myself."
It was the truth, I really couldn't believe it. Janine is five-eight with gorgeous long legs and a strong protruding ass that gobbles up bikini bottoms. She has 'B' or possibly 'C' cup breasts that sit high on her chest and give her torso long wonderful curves. She has raw umber eyes, but they'll turn golden if the light is right. Her hair is dark auburn, wonderfully soft, and usually kept in a ponytail. When I first saw Katie Holmes in 'Go', I was floored at the resemblance.
Back home in L.A. we kept on dating, and two years into the new millennium we tied the knot in a quaint church by the Marina. She wakeboardsalmostas well as I do, she can at least keep up when we go mountain biking, and she's got some skills on a snowboard. Our tastes in films and food overlap enough that we never have a difficult time deciding what to do on date night. She introduced me to sushi, turning me into a real addict, and every anniversary dinner has been spent at The Hump sushi restaurant by the Santa Monica airport. Janine even bought a snug fitting, red, oriental dress especially for our anniversary dinners. She claimed it was technically a Chinese cheongsam, but it looked too good on her to worry about such details. I loved, loved, loved helping her button up the rope buttons across her chest and leading up to its high collar, and the end result appeared so stiff and distinguished and so gorgeously snug fitting, that she seemed a present waiting to be unwrapped at the end of the night.
***
Janine and I were a great couple, everybody said so, however our one big problem came up during our first year of marriage. To me it seemed like she'd lost some interest in sex, in fact, it seemed as if it had grinded to a halt. It was frustrating to say the least, and I consulted a friend of mine from work, a guy named Tim. He was always telling stories about how he'd destroyed all this willing collage pussy back home in Texas, and every one of them ended the same way, with him saying, "But I'm married now." So it came as no surprised when Tim's response to my situation was, "Jake, you got married, what did you expect?" And that got me worrying––does marriage kill sex in even the most perfect relationships?
Tim and I sort of became our own support group by joking about it at work. He'd been married for ten years, and would always say, "Let me know when you've completely given up on Janine and we can hit the strip clubs." I can't say the idea sounded horrible, but it didn't exactly seem right, either, and I always declined.
Actually, and I never told Tim this, I'd learned to deal with my frustration in a slightly more private way. Janine was a computer programmer who worked in a room full of men on medical software, but she also taught an early morning class at Santa Monica High. To make her class, she'd leave for work an hour earlier than I did, so I began to spend this extra time masturbating in bed. I'm ashamed to say that back then my favorite subject to crack the corn over was a wild night with my ex-girlfriend.
It happened when my ex and I were driving around and both of us were out of ideas on what to do, so she up and said that if I gave her twenty dollars she let me fuck her any way I wanted. Hell, I pulled over in an alleyway, gave her twenty, and screwed her really nasty in the backseat of my car. Actually we left the car door opened, so she was lying across the bench seat and I was standing outside with my pants around my ankles banging her every which way I could. Whores turn me off, but I was obsessed with jacking-off to that night with my ex when she allowed herself to become a real dirty girl for my pleasure. Something about that just worked magic on my imagination.
Meanwhile, Janine was well on her way to being the proper sexless housewife, and I felt completely guilty over my nasty little obsession, like I was betraying her daily. Over the next year we probably had sex a whopping thirty times, but then one day out by the pool at her parent's house in Malibu, I began to see things quite differently, and that changed everything.
We'd often spend the weekends there when her parent's left town, and that year her folks happened to travel a lot. I loved their Malibu house––they had kidney bean shaped pool, and their yard ended at a steep slope into a canyon, with a streak of the Pacific Ocean visible over the next hill. It also caught a sea breeze that made the air smell and taste of it, not to mention a noticeable lack of smog.
It was midsummer, and we'd been slightly drunk all day long, doing nothing but barbequing, swimming, and hanging out in the sun, when a girlfriend of hers, still living with her folks in the neighborhood, stopped by to join us. Her friend Lisa had a slightly thicker build and wore a white one piece. Janine had on a black bikini, her skin loaded with sun block. When I see Janine's figure contrasted with another woman's, it's always a fresh reminder of what a great narrow waist she has, and it makes her hips and ass look wider than they really were, not to mention a set of long slender legs and an elegant neck. Listening to Lisa speak also drew attention to how deep and soothing Janine's voice was, for a woman's, that is. Lisa wasn't bad, and kind of reminded me of that hot little Patty Duke chick whose show reran on Nickelodeon when I was a horny teen. It was her hair more than anything, but she also had a similar smart yet clumsy personality about her.
Janine isn't a huge talker, as I've said, but as she and Lisa lay in the chaise lounges, she wouldn't shut up. First they went on and on about the Lord of the Rings movies, and then Lisa started filling her in on what all her old friends had been up to. I'd known Janine was a bit of a geek, having things like movie soundtracks in her CD collection, and a wall full of computer text books lumped in with some classics and a full Shakespeare set, but as they reminisced about old school pals and the fact that neither of them had used their pools when they were kids, I suddenly saw her as one of those total backpack wielding nerds. Her folks had a photo from when she was fourteen or so, in which she wore pink preppy collard shirt, had a big smile full of braces, tall oval glasses that did nothing for her face, pigtails held with cherry sized beads, and a little red nose. I'd laughed when I saw it hanging on their wall for the first time, Janine punching me for it, but it still hadn't registered with me that she'd actually been a full on adolescent nerd.
The more they talked about old friends, the more they started screaming about what geeks they all used to be, and the more I laughed. Then Janine shouted, wondering how she could've ever become such huge dork. I had to but in, absolutely sure I knew the answer, and said, "I'm sorry, Janine, but looking at your parents, they weren't prepared for a beautiful daughter."
It was true, her parents were not lookers. Her dad didn't have any people skills, either, and I had no idea how he'd made so much money. For a living he checks literature and television for historical accuracy, and I guess he's the perfect huge brained geek to do it, but I just never figured it as the kind of gig that affords you a house in Malibu. Her mother was also a timid plain looking lady and a complete mystery to me. They had no idea how to raise a girl whose looks alone would make her popular, of that I'm sure. Marrying their daughter felt like I was a fox who'd trotted into a rabbit's den and made off with a five-star meal. I never heard a single concern or question come from either of them, and then I was suddenly her husband and they knew nothing about me.
How Janine and her friend ceased to be nerds was a much easier moment to pinpoint that afternoon. Janine said it was when her tits first appeared and she started to throw her shoulders back so boys would take notice. Lisa thought different, yelling, "Bullshit, it was when you screwed Brad."
Once the cat was out of the bag, I was aloud to hear the whole story. Brad was apparently Mr. Dreamboat, and he couldn't help but notice that Janine was cute, nerd or not, and asked her to a party. Lisa referred to it as Janine's 'Pretty in Pink' moment. Janine not only said yes, she also dumped her current boyfriend like a hot potato, which was something Lisa claimed he had yet to forgive her for, and that update made Janine feel horrible for it all over again. The poor guy had a huge plan to start a publishing company with her, a project he'd poured his heart into all so Janine could work on historical fiction, and thenwham––she's dating the best looking guy in the 'Too Blue Crew,' which was the self proclaimed name for the football team. It was pretty cruel. Then, before Janine even knew what was happening, she found herself spending a lot of time in the back of Brad's Bronco, getting her Elizabethan bouquet pummeled jock-style.
They'd only dated for two weeks before it ended, but two weeks with Brad was all it took to put her on everyone's radar. She began getting dates left and right with the 'Too Blue Crew' and several of the cooler boys, and by her senior year she'd dropped physics and had a B average. Janine the nerd was long gone, with Lisa right at her heals.
Having overheard the entire conversation, I found myself with hard-on and had no idea why. It painfully rubbed against the strips of plastic that supported me on the chaise lounge, but I wasn't about to roll over and let it be seen. I'd never met this guy Brad, but imagined him as some giant tough looking linebacker, like Lawrence Taylor, and banging on little nerdy Janine from behind. I imagined her just like the picture hanging in her parents' hallway, the one I'd laughed at, only her mouth full of braces had transformed into a vacuous 'O' and he was handle-barring her pigtails while delivering some grandiose dickin'.
It was a complete mystery to me why I was so turned on by this, and that night in her parent's bed I held her tightly and kissed her passionately, and proceeded to make strong inspired love to her as thoughts of her and Brad filled my mind. I'm sure part of it was being in her parent's house, which reminded me that she used to be someone else's little girl with desires all her own. And another part of it, of course, was knowing for certain that some other guy had stuck his dick in Janine––stuck it in and fucked the nerd clean out of her.
As we continued to make love in her parent's bed, I struggled to hold back and whispered into her ear the one question you should never ask your lover, let alone your wife. It had once been explained to me that you don't inquire as to how many lovers your partner might've had, because if there were only a few then she would've volunteered that number long ago, but if she's never mentioned it, well then...you really don't wanna know.But I was crazed with lust, inspired by a former lover, and couldn't help myself. So with my full weight rising and falling on her, and as she breathed heavily from underneath, she hesitantly repeated the question back to me without answering.
"How many lovers have I had?"
"Yeah. Besides me, how many?"
"You're really asking me that?"
I pumped a little harder.
"Come on, I gotta ask. I gotta."
"Just keep making love to me, Jake."
"You gotta tell me."
"No."
"Should I guess?"
"No."
"Tell me, Nini, how many?"
"You're going to get mad, this is so uncool."
"Please! I won't. I promise!"
"You're sure about that?"
"I gotta know."
My persistence paid off, and she finally conceded, "Maybe... Maybe, close to twenty, I guess."
"Twenty," I hiccupped, holding my dick in her, but lifting my chest slightly away.
She stammered quickly, "That's too many, isn't it?"
I realized how cruel my reaction had been, and began to move my hips again.
"I fucking love you, babe, I don't care if you fucked a hundred guys."
"I love you, too," she said, as she lifted her head to kiss my ear.
"So close to twenty, then. Like eighteen?"
"I don't know."
"You do to."
"I do? Do you remember every girl?"
"I could give you exact dates."
"Then how many lovers haveyouhad?"
"Six."
We fucked without saying anything for a short time, and then she put her mouth back to my ear. "You're my...," she whispered huskily with the renewed confidence of knowing nothing could make me mad, "You are my twenty-seventh lover."
"So twenty-six!"
"Yes."
"God, so when you said almost twenty you meant more than twenty. So you were rounding down!"
"I'm allowed to round down, aren't I?"
"Technically you can only round down if it's under twenty-five, but...."
I had never imagined Janine could possibly have had so many guys. In fact, I'd always suspected that my measly number would've been higher, and feared she'd hold it against me. But boy was I fucking wrong! Twenty-six! A whopping twenty-six different cocks had plunged into my wife before mine, and I had no idea if I was happy about that or pissed off. My dick, on the other hand, it knew what to think about it! Mydickwas having the best fuck ever, and I exploded inside her with a body crippling orgasm.
While watching morning TV the next day, I said out of the blue, "Twenty-fucking-six." Janine gave me a worried look, and I quickly reassured her again that it didn't bother me, although I was having trouble believing that myself. She then presented me with her crooked bratty smile, which really punches in her right dimple and rounds out her cute little cheeks, and said. "Well, you're six and I'm twenty-six, at least we have matchingsixes."
***
After that weekend things were different. I still routinely jacked off in the morning, but I mostly thought of Brad the football player stuffing cock in Janine's soft, round ass. Then at night, I'd tear her clothes off and make mad passionate love until we were too exhausted to go on.
I'd also realized that it wasn't only Janine who'd put the breaks on our sex life during our first few years of marriage. I'd been holding back¬¬––not a lot, but enough to make the situation a tad uncomfortable. I hadn't told as many racy jokes, and hadn't talked nasty when we did it. It's like this: she was my wife, just like my mom was my dad's wife; and that's the thing, my mom and my dad––they just weren't real sexual. My dad once consoled me after breaking up with my ex-girlfriend by explaining, "There are girls you have a good time with, and then there are girls you marry, like your mother." I guess, whether I liked it or not, my parents set certain standards for me that I couldn't really escape from, at least not until I found out about the twenty-six lovers. Because Janine was nothing like my mother, and she was someone I could have an excellent triple-X time with, and that much was fucking awesome.
That winter, after going for a chilly afternoon bike ride along the beach, we snuggled to get warm in our bed back at the apartment. Neither of us was sleepy, so we just made out for close to an hour, and then she turned over, spooned backwards against me, and pulled my arm over her shoulder. Just having my cock snug against her butt cheek was getting me aroused, and while looking back out the window as the setting sun lit up a palm tree like red ceramic glaze, I asked, "So, if you've had twenty-six lovers, you must've had a few kinky times in there. I gotta know, what's the kinkiest?"
At first she wouldn't answer, but I stroked her hair and pushed my erection gently against her, until she finally conjured up her bratty smile for me. Keeping her eyes locked on the dirty clothes lying on our dresser, she told me about some guy who used to take her hiking in Topanga Canyon, just a couple miles down from her folk's house. The two of them found a spot where the canyon widened enough that a giant gnarled tree grew in the center, and they ended up going at it against this old tree, listening to nature, and hoping nobody came walking by. Apparently the guy knew his stuff, and was able to incite a rather vocal orgasm out of her, which only added to the danger and excitement of them being caught.
I was overwhelmed with excitement myself, and I slid my hand between her thighs and raised her leg so I could enter her as we spooned. She was wet, very wet, and I asked her for more details.
"Like what?"
"Everything!"
"Like the weather, or like if he had a huge cock?"
"Everything!"
"Well he wasn't small."
I slapped her hip and thrust deeper into her.
"Oh god!" she exclaimed. "Just don't dare ask me what he looked like."
"What? Why? Was he ugly or something?"



"No."
She closed her eyes and grew an exceptionally bratty smile. I pulled her leg up so that her knee was against her chest, and became a little more aggressive. "Then why?"
"Well," she began, her voice mildly strained by the amplified action in her red velvet parlor. Then her bratty smile disappeared during a moment's hesitation, and she went for it, saying, "Well, because you've met him." To my horror she then wouldn't tell me who.
Again, I was totally confused as to why, but I fucking got so turned on I just started plowing her. My mind was a wash with the names and faces of all her male friends. She rolled over and I mounted her, pushing her knees into her chest so her tits were smashed, and began bouncing my hips against hers.
On my third guess she didn't say no, and I knew I gotten it right.
Fucking Kirk! He was there the weekend we met at Lake Mead, and he was at ourwedding! I was such a mixed bag of emotions at this point that I was seriously out of control. I was angry, verging on saying something nasty, yet I had to have her––or what I really had to do was remind that little pussy of hers that her man wasn't to be played with.
"So you fucked big dick Kirk in the woods," I said, in my best bully voice, "And it felt so good you creamed your prissy little panties off!"
Her face was tortured, and I don't know if she was cumming or just doing her best to take a really hard pounding. I eased off a bit and released her legs, allowing them to fall along either side of me. Her face was directly under mine, and I had to kiss that beautiful baby face of hers. Our mouths were opened when they met and I twisted my lips almost ninety-degrees and then back again, practically jamming our tongues over one another. Then I eased off into a real kiss and not just a mashing of mouths.
My mind settled some. I loved her. I loved her more than anything. I came right after that, and felt utterly spent. I rolled off and lay there in a trance.
After a minute or so, she astutely stated, "That was something, huh?"
***
When people say they've let the little head do the thinking for the big head, they have no idea what they are truly saying. A rapist might know the extent of that statement, and I know that's a harsh example, but,my god, I was faced with a powerful sexual compulsion and there was nothing I could do but entertain it. And so Janine continued to fill me in on her past, and I learned that she'd been intimate with another friend who'd also attended our wedding. It fucking killed me to think that as we exchanged vows, there were not one, buttwoguys in the room who'd both bopped the bride.But at the very same time,the thought of it had me drifting towards ecstasy, and left me infatuated with screwing my little slut.
Then one night in March––I know it was March because it was the first time she'd worn the dark amber earrings I'd given to her for her Birthday, and I remember thinking that I was right, that they really did match her eyes¬––she had returned from a night out drinking with some friends, and right after we climbed into bed I decided to prep her for sex with a story of my own. I began to tell her about the time I paid my girlfriend twenty dollars to screw her brains out in an alley, but Janine stopped me, saying, "Baby, I really don't need to hear about her. Not her." I didn't exactly understand, and so she said, "It just really bugs me that you stayed with that slut for three years."
I'd playfully kidded about my ex before, but up until that night I'd never heard Janine get upset. I was tempted to tell her that my ex had only eight lovers prior to me, and she, with twenty-six, probably shouldn't be casting judgment. But I smartly bit my tongue, and instead she volunteered a dirty little story about getting fucked by this guy who was big into weight lifting and part of the Billabong snowboarding team, while I gave her worldly pussy a good seeing to.
As I hammered away on Janine, she spoke in a breathy rhythm, saying, "He'd spit onto the condom right before he stuck it in me, and say, 'For good luck!' And he had a rock hard body and could fuck my brains out for hours without ever slowing down, and I told him he had to be on some kind of drug, and he'd say, 'It's being inside you, gorgeous, that's the drug.'"
I, of course, had lost my ability to reason and wildly swept my hands across her waist, ass, and thighs, getting in the occasional spank as I plugged away at her naughty tool box. Maybe with a little more punch than usual, too, since I was slightly miffed she'd cut my story off. I wasn't so much disappointed that she failed to get off on what my ex and I did, it was just that the situation seemed unfair––if a huge part of our sex was her delving into her past encounters, then she had no business getting jealous when I did.
***
That April I could no longer deny that our freaky bedroom play was also having an affect on us outside the bedroom. It was something I experienced during a Friday happy-hour at my office, when I was sitting around getting drunk with the other guys on my web team and Janine stopped by.
I work for an energy drink company, but I'd rather not say which, and we'd get the occasional extreme sports celebs in the office as part of their sponsor agreement. TheX-menmove product––they own the attitude and everyone wants a piece of that attitude, man! My job is basically to align our company with their attitude, and so even though I'd spend my day in front of a computer, the office was usually buzzing with life, and I don't just mean employees hitting the free product! This time it happened to be a mountain biker who was sick with skills and a champion of slopestyle biking, which is basically taking your mountain bike off a fucking cliff.
We had the usual happy-hour meet and greet, and I was glad Janine made it and allowed me the privilege of showing off my hot young wife. I mean, she was hotter than the girlfriend of our guest celeb, and I'm certain he could've had just about any chick he wanted.
Before I had a chance to introduce her to everyone, she was pounced on by Alana, this talkative girl in HR who I knew had a crush on me. Being a little afraid my wife's jealous side would get stung if she heard the way Alana and I harmlessly flirted, I snuck off hoping Janine would take the cue and follow after me. As I hung out with my mates by our cubicles, I could see a few of my co-workers checking out the hot chick talking to Alana. Alana happened to be wearing these thin low-cut sweat pants with flared bottoms, and she rolled the waist over once, making them extra snug on her butt. My mate Tim once said he wouldn't fuck Alana unless he had two condoms on, but as far as I knew she'd never slept around with anyone at the office. However, I would be surprised if she wasn't getting mucho sex from somewhere.
I suddenly found myself scratching my stomach, something I only do when I get nervous. Typically, having other men looking Janine up and down was a bit of an ego boost, fully knowing that they envied the shit out of me, but this was different. Standing withAlana, I worried guys were getting the wrong idea about her,or, were they were getting therightidea about her? I mean, twenty-six lovers, right?
Trying not to think about it, I kept on talking to my mate Tim, until he pointed and said, "Don't look now, man, but someone's unleashed the horn-dog."
When I looked, Alana was gone and had left Janine talking to this guy Augustus.
"That fucker Augustus makes a point of flirting with every girl in the office," Tim said, "He talked May up when she came to visit."
I let it go, but after about ten minutes my jealousy got the best of me and I told Tim, "That's it!" and went to retrieve her. I had nothing to say when I arrived, and the three of us looked silently at one another until it became painfully obvious I was there only to split them apart. Augustus excused himself to get a refill, asking if we'd like one too, but I said we were about to head out, and we did.
It was embarrassing having to break them apart like that, but when she slammed the car door shut behind her, it made me realize I was being a complete dumbshit not to trust her, and apologized. Then I confessed, "It's just really hard having such a beautiful wife." I immediately realized it sounded like the lie it had been, and I'm sure it only made things worse. She was beautiful, obviously, but that wasn't the issue.
We'd left my car in the parking garage for the weekend and were driving home together in hers, not saying a word. On the way she began to search for music on the radio, getting upset over all the crap they were playing. She finally settled on a Sublime song, a band we'd listened to a lot when we were first dating. She really was the ultimate fucking prize to me back then, and I wanted her to be my wife so bad, but all that was starting to feel like a sham. I should have listened to all the wisdom around me. Girls like Janine are for having a good time with––you're not supposed tomarrythem. If she was looking for a husband, then she never would've fucked twenty-six guys, right?
When we got back to our apartment it was like she'd read my mind, asking, "Are you ashamed of me?"
"Ashamed of you? For what?"
"I don't know––for talking to Augustus? For something else I did? It just feels like something's wrong."
"Nini, I told you I'm sorry for that."
"Well, then maybe I'm just a little ashamed of myself."
"About what?"
"I don't know."
"You're being silly, Janine. You're probably just a little tired and hungry. You always get silly when you're hungry."
Was I ashamed of her? Was I just being a jealous fool? Well, we went wakeboarding for a weekend with the same ole group of friends, one of them being Kirk, the guy she dated briefly and fucked. I was sure he wanted another shot at her, and became a complete dick to him all weekend long, pretty much looking for an excuse to start up a fight. Then I cancelled our kinky bedtime stories for some straight-up vanilla-sex, and I don't know what Janine took away from that. At the time I felt like everyone deserved whatever they got, in fact, I knew they did.
Then one evening after work, I came home to Janine crying on our bed, clutching onto one of our big pillows with her whole body. I lay behind her and she rolled over and replaced her pillow with me. She never said exactly what the problem was, but she started rambling on about the hot topic in the tabloids being gorgeous teachers getting caught sleeping with their male students, and whenever she'd remind people at work that she had to teach the next morning and would be in late, they'd look at her a little amused, like they were entertaining the idea of her being the next scandalous story for the radio talk show hosts to get bonkers over. I let her know how crazy that was, and we cuddled in front of the TV, watching episodes of Curb Your Enthusiasm for the rest of the night. Honestly, I don't know what was going on with either of us, but it stretched on for a rough six months.
***
On October thirty-first, two thousand and four, at approximately eleven-thirty PM, I met the girl who'd change my life forever.
It was at my friend Hal's Halloween party, and I was there with Janine. I dressed as a gangster, putting on a suit and slicking my hair back, but they didn't sell toy guns at the supermarket or anywhere else open at that hour, so what I ended up being was a guy in a suit with slicked back hair. Janine, however, had thrown together an awesome, sixties-style, space-girl outfit. She'd bought a silver mod style dress with a wide white belt. She had the perfect angular shoulders and narrow waist for it. The skirt was wildly short, too, leaving an inch of her black slip exposed, and she needed silver bikini bottoms to keep her naughty bits private. She'd found a pair of white lady's gloves that extended past her elbows, and she'd slipped on her pink and white snow boots, which looked huge around her bare slender legs. She'd had enough sense to pick up a plastic ray gun at the costume shop early on, as well as my favorite part of the getup, which was a bright, blue, bob-cut wig. She also left her glasses on her nightstand and showed no mercy with a dark eyeliner and shadow, which caused the amber in her eyes to truly smolder. She was wicked hot and I barely recognized her myself.
I expected Janine to have the sexiest costume at the party, and she probably expected the same, but Hal's wife Isabelle took it up a notch. She dressed as I Dream of Jeanie, with see-through pants and pink bikini bottoms. She had Barbra Eden's chest, that's for sure, and squeezed them puppies into a tight little top with a skimpy vest that did nothing to hide her cleavage. From the bottom of her tits down to her pants was completely exposed, and her pants rode dangerously close to pubic hair territory. Still, it was her heavy duty cleavage that made your jaw drop. Hal was a cowboy, and this was before Broke Back Mountain, so it was as safe a costume as it was dull––although still a better costume than a guy in a suit with slicked back hair.
When we found Hal and Izzy in their backyard, I pointed to his wife and said very suggestively, "I dream of Jeanie, alright!"
Hal then waved his hands invitingly towards my wife, and matching my manners, said, "I dream of Janine!"
I had to give him credit; he got me on that one. But I wasn't done with him,or her!
We made our way around, until I lost Janine to group of her and Izzy's friends. With Hal's permission I'd invited Tim from my work, because he and his wife May had moved from Texas a few years back and didn't have a ton of friends. Tim had a towel over his arm and I guess that made him dressed as a waiter, while May was a country girl with a denim skirt, braided hair, and big painted on freckles. She was a very pretty lady, but not exactly a standout.
Then Tim asked, "Is that Janine in the blue wig? My god, she looks fantastic! May here was going to come as Pochohontis, but she lost her nerve when she seen the outfit wasn't much more than a pair of moccasins." She punched him in his big shoulder and said he was terrible.
It's mean to say, but they reminded me of Janine and me right after we'd married, when we were attempting to be the proper husband and wife and smothering our sex life in the process. I knew from the office that Tim could partake in some pretty raunchy conversations, but around May––well, their kidding was just so safe and contrived.
Tim hit it off with a friend of mine as soon as they breached the subject of golf, something I couldn't stand, and so I excused myself to go find Hal. I felt a little bit guilty leaving May, because she looked as bored as I did, but Tim's hand was glued to her back and she seemed content with it.
Hal had moved into the kitchen and was mixing frozen margaritas in a blender, and I slapped a hand on his shoulder and pointed to his wife, "Hey man, so does that jeanie of yours grant three wishes? Because I got my first one all picked out, and it involves me, one fine jeanie, and a can of whipped cream."
Without missing a beat he said, "Check it out," and pointed with the blender lid towards Janine in the living room, "Isn't that Princess Leia's sister?EasyLeia?"
"You fucker," I said, and then he poured me a cup of frozen margarita.
I took a drink to Janine and then realized that the soldier she was talking to was Kirk. Kirk was the guy who'd fucked her in a Malibu canyon a year before we started dating, and whom I almost punched due to stupid, unwarranted, old-baggage-jealousy over it. Kirk and Hal had become friends over the course of several river trips, and I don't know if he ever told Hal about him and Janine, but whenever I saw Kirk and Hal hanging out, the thought of what they might be talking about made me nervously scratch my stomach.
Surprisingly enough, however, I was fairly unbothered by Janine talking with him at the party. In fact, I felt the old familiar arousal I used to feel when she'd recant their stories and more as we lay in bed. He was a very good looking guy, with blonde wavy hair and a tan that made his eyebrows seem frosty and his teeth extremely white. His soldier outfit comprised of nothing more than some boots, baggy camouflaged pants, and a head band, leaving his chest completely exposed.
I handed Janine her drink and let him know that Hal was making margaritas in the kitchen if he wanted one, but he said he was fine with beer. Some girl came up behind him and stroked her hand across his bare chest and blurted something about troop deployment. He turned towards her, held her face, and said, "Oh wow, I haven't seen you in forever." Then he kissed her on the lips. It was a friendly kiss, but he did it without hesitation, like it would be received as innocuously as a handshake. He momentarily forgot about Janine, then someone came by and told her how amazing her costume was, which, since her costume wasn't really that amazing from a creative stand point, meant she just looked fucking hot. I don't truly know what was causing it, but I had to put a hand in my pocket to hide the erection growing inside my pants.
I led her back outside and introduced her to Tim and May, and Tim complimented her, saying, "Jesus Christ, Janine, that's a great look for you." He then repeated the bit about Maynotdressing up as Pochohontis, and at exactly the same point in the story as last time, May hit him in his meaty shoulder.
My margarita was gone within a few minutes and I was ready for another. I found myself in a weird but good place, and the drink seemed to be helping it. I asked if anyone else was due for another, then I went back into the house and into the kitchen to hassle Hal.
As he was mixing up a fresh batch, I said, "Where's your wife, man?" He looked and saw that she was outback talking to some guys, all of them clumsily starring at her cleavage. Then I let him have it, "Man, I'd really like to give her lamp a good hard rubbing and see if she cuuuuummms out."
"Aw dude," he said, and I knew I'd finally got him. But then he came right back with, "Hey, stick around, because I just spotted a blue-haired alien life-form and I'm about toreamher onboard the Enterprise."
"Ohhhhh, you bitch!" I shouted.
In a high girly voice he then mocked, "Ream me up, Scotty, oh oh oh, ream me up like a dirty little space girl. Oh oh oh, set your phasers to hard and ream me up good."
I was feeling the drink and we both laughed something stupid. I told him I was so going to kick his ass for that one, and we laughed even harder.
Janine had disappeared when I returned with the drinks, and then I over heard Kirk say, "Man, I am hot for teacher tonight!" I quickly looked, expecting to see Janine, but it was just this girl dressed as a teacher. He then started to talk about how he always had a teacher fetish and kidded by asking the girl if she wouldn't mind sharpening his pencil tonight.
Tim and May hadn't been there more than two hours, but they decided they were ready to leave. Actually, it looked like Tim had decided for both of them.
"We had fun," he said, "Tell Hal we really appreciate him having us."
"My friends can be a bit much when they drink, I know."
"Naw, naw, naw, we really had fun, we're just early risers."
"Alright, Tim, I'll catch you Monday." And then, I don't know what came over me, but I grabbed May's hand and kissed it, saying, "And it was an honor to have met such a beautiful lady as you." I guess I'd just felt bad for her, sensing that she'd landed under everyone's radar due to an overly protective husband, and hadn't received sufficient attention.
"Well," she said, surprised, "What can I say? Thank you, Jake." She blushed, and it made me feel like I'd accomplished something wonderful.



"Now I gotta go find that spaced out wife of mine, before she gets herself into trouble with this group of animals."
After they left I found Janine in the living room talking with a group of friends. But I hesitated to walk over, and ended up taking a seat in chair by the kitchen table so I could just kick it and watch. Her costume had me rediscovering how sexy she could be. She'd kicked her snow boots free to cool off her feet, and a No Doubt song was playing, 'Running', I think, and she was sweeping her toes through the carpet while swaying her blue-haired head to the beat, and even though it wasn't much, I could tell the heat in the room was rising. The wig was the thing, because it allowed her to become someone else, and I really liked what I saw––everyone did. She began to sway her hips to the music, but she was the only one in the group grooving to it. This blue-haired beauty exuberated sexuality, you'd have to be blind to miss it. As I marveled at her moves I could easily understand how this magnificent creature had acquired so many lovers. She longed to be fucked, the rhythm in her hips revealed it. She was definitely the kind of girl you could have a good time with. The few guys in the group, Kirk being one of them, were in awe of her dance, and they all wanted her bad––makingmyprize so much more captivating.
Hal was back in the kitchen, so I went for one last drink. He knew what was coming and said, "Come on, give me your best shot."
"I got nothing."
"Bullshit!"
"Alright," I conceded, then I tried my best to perform a Bing Crosby impersonation, and broke out singing, "I-dream-of-genie-with-the-light-brown-muff."
"Ha! That's it? That's all you got?"
"Alright, let me have it. I know your dying to."
"If you say so, man!" He wiped his hands on a dish towel and asked, "You know why they call aliens ETs?" Then he motioned his hands in front of his crotch like he was putting someone's head to work on his cock, and concluded, "They give Extra Tonsil, man! BAW HA HA HA!"
"Just gimmie my margarita, bitch."
I accepted my defeat gracefully, because I knew that between the two wives, and this is despite Janine just being naturally prettier, her costume was also the heart stealer. Izzy's cleavage was too much too be entirely comfortable around. It looked good, but you couldn't get past it, and I felt awkward even talking to her. The grand effect of Janine's costume, however, was like some sweet little girl had acquired a wicked curiosity on the one night of the year where all bets are off. And how could anyone not fall for that?
Around eleven-thirty I walked up behind Janine and grabbed her sexy shoulders. As she turned her head around to reveal her gorgeous face, I asked, "Hey there sexy, what's your name?"
"Hmmm," she exclaimed in gratification, as I was now massaging her neck, "Just call me Aurora Blue."
"Well, well, Miss Blue, how would you like to come with me for a wonderful night cap?"
"Only if you promise to serve more than drinks."
"Wow, Aurora, aren't you the naughty one."
"If you only knew!"
At home the wig stayed on, and Aurora Blue did things to me that would make a sailor blush. She did things no proper wife would ever do. I loved Janine, but Aurora was born to fuck.
***
This next bit is by far the most embarrassing, and here it goes––if you haven't seen the New Battlestar Galactica series, you really should. The full series premiered the same year I met Aurora Blue, and Janine and I were avid fans. Before you get the wrong idea, the new BSG is the least nerdy sci-fi show I've ever seen. Mainly because the Cylons are extraordinarily hot females! They're no longer robots made up of circuits and gears housed in a metal casing; they are now living organisms that are indistinguishable from human beings. One of these Cylons, a platinum blonde in a red dress, also happens to be the sexiest character a TV audience has ever laid eyes on. However, that's only because no TV audience has seen Aurora Blue––mycaptured Cylon slave.
The first time we played our Cylon game, it went something like this: I ordered Aurora to take a seat on the bed. She did, with enthusiasm. I warned her that there'd be others if she failed to answer truthfully. "Others?" she hissed at me, making it apparent that my threat was lost on her.
"Others," I assured her, "And they won't be anything like the gentleman standing before you."
"So you'd send in a pack of animals and risk them devouring your only chance of stopping the invasion?"
"Yes," I stated, and then ordered her to kneel on the bed. Next I instructed that she remove her silver skirt and gloves. She adjusted her wig slightly after the dress came off, and I said, "Before you start confessing, I think it might be a good idea to clear your throat." I unzipped my pants as I stepped onto the bed. I stroked her blue hair as she looked up at me, and I ordered, "I know you fucked twenty-six of our best agents over the course of many, many interrogations, and I know that all twenty-six were killed at some point. Don't think that this frightens me. And now you are going to tell me exactly what happened during these interrogations."
She then described a brutal interrogation at the hands of Agent Kirk, who I've had the pleasure of meeting on several occasions. She fondly revealed how the interrogation took place on the balcony of a hotel during a vacation in Mexico.
At some point I interrupted her story by putting my erect penis to her lips, at which time she opened wide, like I was her dentist, not her lover, and let me set my cock onto her outstretched tongue. She closed her lips around it, and began to suck me. Her head moved like a chicken's, with a long graceful bob. I held onto her blue hair and pulled her head down until her nose touched my pubs. Aurora accepted blow jobs as a challenge, so with complete disregard for anything resembling dignity, she did her best to take me all the way in. I could feel the head of my cock bounce up against the rear of her mouth, and for a split second I felt her open up and allow me to move into the soft passageway of her throat before pulling off me. My dearest wife Janine would've never tried such a thing, and if she had, she surely would've gagged something horrible.
When my cock was freed she dropped her head to take a breath and then came back up, talking, "He fucked me in a white, cast iron chair, four stories up under the moonlight. He fucked me so nice. Thenhard! I had to reach back and grab the balcony railings, because he fucked me so hard the chair was sliding and making a grinding noise on the concrete."
I interrupted her again by shoving my dick back into her mouth, and she went right back to work. Man, I couldn't believe what she was doing to my cock. No one had ever blown me like that. I didn't even get to fuck her that first night because she sucked me dry in less than five minutes. When she was done, having swallowed it all right on down, I just fell to my knees and said, "Holy fuck. Where did you ever learn how to suck a man off like that?"
"I'll never tell," she goaded, with a horribly deceitful smile, "Not even the most thorough interrogation will drag it out of me. And you'll need to last a lot longer than that if you ever expect to obtain information out this little ole Cylon."
"Watch it, Cylon. I warned you of the others. Don't make me call for backup."
"Promises, promises," she mocked, as she pulled off her wig and took her nightgown out of the closet.
We both went downstairs after that and had a glass of wine as we cuddled on the sofa to watch HBO.
"You're wonderful, Jake."
"And you are amazing, Nini."
"You're very handsome, too."
"Fuck, Nini, you're the most beautiful woman in the world!"
***
The Others.
My Cylon slave was turning out to be one tough nut to crack, and within two months, the 'others' had arrived to assist me. There were two of them, and I walked over to the dresser and picked one up, then asked Aurora, "What should we call this agent?"
"Jude."
"JudeLaw?"
"Yes."
"Oh my god! No."
"Why not?"
"Okay fine, this is Agent Jude Law," I announced, waving the dildo in the air.
Earlier that day I'd learned how utterly wonderful it felt to buy two dildos in a sex shop. It was Friday, I was going crazy thinking about what I would do with Aurora, and the idea just sort of came to me on whim at a stop light. When I brought them up to the counter I wanted to somehow let the cashier know I wouldn't be using them on myself, but then the truth was so bizarre that I was afraid of alluding to that either, so I pulled out my wallet and said nothing. I know I must have looked extremely anxious about it, too, because the guy took my cash, bagged them, and said nothing in return. I'd also been extremely self conscious over which ones I chose, like what would the color and size of these things actually reveal about me? Agent Law was about seven inches and fat, with a healthy Caucasian complexion, while the other one was thinner but an inch or so taller, and blue.
"And who is this blue demon who I bought to match the lovely color of your hair?"
"Hmmm," she hummed, as she dragged on in thought with her all too familiar bratty smile. "That can be Kyle."
"Kyle!"
"Yes. I'm sorry," she continued, without appearing sorry in the slightest, "There's just been so many Agents. It was hard to recognize him at first."
"So, Kyle, one of the original twenty-six Agents, all of which mysteriously died over the course of multiple interrogations?"
"Yes, and one of the best!"
"Well, I guess we'll just have to resurrect him from the dead somehow. And try not to sound too delighted to have him here, Cylon, because they are all here on serious business."
"So you keep saying," she said, her voice trailing off a tad, and then she proceeded to lick her lovely lips.
About twice a month for the next three or four months, Jude Law, the resurrected Kyle and myself, wore down our stubborn captured Cylon. I'd taken to wearing thick rubber gloves at the start of the interrogation, caressing her body, and loving that warbling squeak they made against it. It was such a wickedly obscene sound to hear as I inserted two gloved fingers full of lube into her naughty pussy and worked it around. It was my job to make this uppity Cylon surrender and the job required only the nastiest gear. Next I'd get Jude going inside her, but eventually she'd reach down and take over, driving him in while rolling her hips against it, and her knees would come together and then she'd let her legs fall wide apart.
I asked her to show me how she liked it, and she agreed to. However, she wanted to make me so hot with anticipation that I'd go crazy, and forbid me to touch her. I agreed to that, and then she grabbed agent Kyle, the blue dildo, and began to gently work it into her pussy. Jude was a fine fantasy, but Kyle was so much more dangerous. Kyle had been a real lover, and the fact that the real deal had actually done to Janine what the dildo did, made it so wickedly hot.
"Oh fuck, Kyle. Fuck me just like that." There wasn't anything fancy to what she did with the blue toy, but her body sure was moving, in fact, she squirmed all over the bed in delight, and her skin glistened with sweat
After a long five minutes she began to cum. She bent her back and levitated her ass high up in the air, so that only her knees and shoulders were touching the bed. I could see the veins networking up her wrist as she worked that cock vigorously inside herself. "Oh god, I'm cumming! Keep fucking me, Kyle! Oh god!"
It was getting impossible to sit idle and just watch, and when she started to cum I quickly lay beside with my face close to hers, and shouted, "Confess, Cylon!"
In a labored voice she began to rattle off numbers, the coordinates of enemy ships. This particular hot model of Cylon had a fatal flaw, they became incredibly venerable during orgasm, and it was a flaw I'd planed to exploit to no end.
I had what I wanted, and grabbed Agent Kyle from her snatch and threw him to the foot of our bed. I then climbed on top of her and drove my cock in deep. I wanted to see if this blue haired slut had anything left to offer. But she was pretty spent, and very soon, I was too. There is nothing more wonderful in the world than two creative minds engaging in fun, and getting nasty with Aurora was by far the most fun I've ever had in my life.
Continued in part two.
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A couple months after Aurora Blue had met her two newest, bestest friends, I was at the bar with Tim. Several people from work had wondered over for a few drinks, and I asked Janine to meet me there and then we'd leave to get dinner someplace nearby. Everyone but Tim had left before she arrived, however, and he was pretty much just keeping me company until she did.
He'd been married to his wife May for twelve years, ten years longer than I'd been married to Janine. I'd initially confided in him the first year of my marriage, when Janine and I were not having much sex, and I'd never updated him on my situation. In his eyes his wife was a saint, right up there with his mother, and he wasn't worthy of her. Sound familiar? A visit to the strip club was his answer to a sexless marriage, and he'd always try to drag me along. As we sat their drinking, I was finding it harder and harder to fight off the urge to brag about my recent games with Aurora Blue. I finally couldn't stand it, and told him what I'd been up to with Janine.
I skipped over the details, and basically just let him know that I put a blue wig on her, which he'd seen at the Halloween party, called her by a different name, and screwed her all night like some cheap tramp. I didn't say anything about her reenacting all the times her old boyfriends had fucked her, because he'd never understand that.
He didn't buy my story––Janine was far too sweet for something like that. But then he pressed me for details, like what the hell kind of game did we play that involved a blue wig. Oddly enough I was welling up with pride, and I couldn't help myself and let him know that sometimes I'd used a dildo on her.
"You used a lady's longhorn on Janine?"
"Actually, we pretend she's Aurora Blue, but yeah, I did."
"Whoa!"
"And I'm telling ya, man, set May up with a costume, and-"
"Hold on, you might be comfortable talking about Janine, but I am not comfortable talking about May, awright?"
"Yeah, that's fine. I wasn't insinuating anything."
After a few moments of silence he said, "So is it big?"
"Yeah, pretty big."
"Whoa!"
Janine finally showed up and she looked good. Recently she'd cut her bangs straight, and they just kissed the top of her glasses, while the rest of her long hair was pulled into a ponytail. Tim was drinking whiskey, and even though he's a big guy he'd tossed back three and I think he was starting to feel it. I was on my second beer, and I ordered Janine a margarita and an extra shot, attempting to get her caught up. It was just going to be the one last drink and then we'd grab dinner.
Part of me was the tiniest bit pissed off that Tim couldn't admit his wife had it in her to be nasty, especially after I'd volunteered some personal information to help him see the light. Anyhow, I began to ask Janine questions, like if even sweet girls enjoyed a little nasty sex every once in awhile. She gave all the right answers and finally Tim said, "Awright, so it's not just that May is some kind of puritan. It's a bigger ball of barbed wire than that. And it's really not something I can speak my mind on with a lady present, awright?"
"I'm sure I've heard it all, Tim," Janine said, and she was using her Aurora Blue voice. Little by little, Aurora was taking charge over situations outside of the bedroom that Janine might have otherwise found intimidating.
After a little more coaxing from both of us, he finally caved, "Awright, but I warned ya. Actually, be kinda nice to get your perspective on it." He looked at Janine when he said that. "See, I'm kinda on the large side. I mean, down there. I'm always, you know, afraid I'm hurting her."
"Does she say it hurts?"
"Well, no, but then I'm usually very careful. It'd hurt if I wasn't so gentle, I know that."
"Tim, she'll let you know when it hurts."
"I ain't so sure she would. She's a bit old fashion when it comes to being husband and wife. And don't get me wrong, she's a great wife, big on wanting please me, and... I just can't say for certain she would let me know."
"Trust me, Tim, she'll let you know. Even if she doesn't say it, it's one of those things impossible for a woman to hide."
When she said that, I couldn't help but wonder which of Janine's exes had granted her this bit of wisdom.
Tim was closing in on the bottom of his fifth Scotch and feeling loose as a result, but even still, I was amazed Janine was getting him to open up about May. "Awright, maybe I'm not just concerned with her feeling pain, but––well, it would just be wrong. She's my wife. She's classy. I'll tell you what the curse of being big is, and that's any lady you lay with is automatically a honey. I know it's stupid, but only a honey would want something that big, right?"
"Are you telling me you're actually afraid she might enjoy it? That's silly Tim."
"I know it sounds silly, but you don't know May. She's always been a nice girl. She's had one other guy besides me. Look, I just know she couldn't handle me in anyway other than gentle, awright."
"Well Jesus, how big are you?" Janine inquired.
Janine had no idea I'd told him about giving her the high-hard-one with a dildo, and so she had no idea why he got a shit-eating grin when he answered, "Bigger than you could fit in a purse, okay."
Still channeling Aurora's voice, Janine seductively said, "Even nice girls can enjoy a big one, Tim."
For a minute everyone remained silent, and I waited with bated breath for someone to say something.
Tim then exhaled a frustrated sigh, and drank the last of his whiskey. "No," he finally said. He was smiled, but he also seemed decidedly angry with Janine's persistence, "No they can't. There's honeys and there's ladies, and there ain't much in between."
Both of us were surprised by this strong reaction and we looked at each other in disbelief.
"And of the honeys I've known," he went on, raising his voice even louder, "I could barely tolerate them long enough to finish up business, so I'm really not interested in having one for a wife."
After that he got up noisily and went to pay his bar tab so he could leave. Janine, fixing a bratty smile on her face, then said to me, "Aurora could handle it––all of it!"
"Don't be so sure," I cautioned, "I think he's got about six years of backed up cum."
She then leaned up against me and whispered, "Aurora would have him begging for mercy."
"Slut."
After paying his tab he stopped by our table and apologized. Janine apologized too, saying that she didn't know May very well, but was certain May is everything Tim said she was.
When he left, Janine giggled in a cruel way, and said, "He's a cheater. If he hasn't already, he's definitely going to."
"You sure that's not just a little wishful thinking on your part?"
"Please!" she laughed. Then, showing a bratty smile again, she rolled her eyes towards the ceiling, placed her finger on her cheek, and playfully said, "Although I wonder how big he actually is."

***

The newest Other.
Buying Agent Tim was way more awkward than purchasing Jude or Kyle, because Agent Tim was eleven inches of tar black rubber and I could only imagine what the cashier thought about that. Yet almost immediately after going through the trouble of purchasing him, I'd decided to wrap him up in an old towel, hide him in the trunk of my car, and leave him there with my muddy tennis shoes, car jack and a couple quarts of oil. I couldn't wait to buy the massive dildo, but when I took it out of the bag and had it in my hand, it just seemed ridiculous. There was a sexual tension surrounding our whole conversation at the bar, something Tim, Janine and I had all experienced together, and the idea of introducing a fantasy around it threatened to ruin what had actually taken place. I guess it was just more exciting to imagine real possibilities than to play a game. It's like how Agent Jude Law never produced an orgasm, but Agent Kyle, standing in for someone who at one time fucked Janine, never failed to churn out a confession from my Cylon.
For the next couple of weeks, as I drove to and from work, knowing Agent Tim was back there in the trunk, I just couldn't ease my mind from the danger of Aurora Blue getting laid by Tim. Then we drove to dinner one night, and Janine was sitting in the passenger seat looking stunning, and I just kept thinking that I had eleven inches of cock back there for her, so what was I waiting for? I mean, did I really think something was going to happen?

***

Three weeks after we'd chatted at the bar, Tim came up to me just before quitting time, and said, "May flew back to Texas to visit family. I have two nights off. Call Janine and tell her you have something to do, and then let's you and I get shit faced at 4 Plays."
At first I tried to get out of it, but he was being real pushy. He obviously had no one else to ask and was truly desperate. I finally agreed, but said I need to clear it with Janine.
"Don't tell her!"
"Dude, I'm not going to lie."
"Don't do it, she'll tell May."
I assured him May wouldn't find out, and then stepped into an office to call Janine. Something told me she just might not be cool with this, and I was right.
"You want to go to a strip joint with Tim––Tim, the guy who's looking to cheat on his wife!"
"Trust me, Nini, I'm not going to do anything."
"Well, what am I going to do? And I just picked up stuff for portabella burgers."
I pushed it a little more, saying she should rent some videos to watch while I was gone, and that I'd bring Tim over for dinner before hand. Plus, if we got enough Scotch in Tim during dinner he probably wouldn't last long at the club, and then Janine and I would get up to some real fun. I also mentioned that it might be a little kinky doing it after my night at 4 Plays.
"So you want to go out and gawk at naked girls, and then come home all hot and bothered and smelling like cheap perfume and expect to screw me. I don't think so. But if you'd really rather go to a strip club than spend an evening at home with a certain blue haired hotty, then be my guest. Maybe I'll just see what Kyle has going on tonight."
"You are so fucking terrible. I'll owe you for this, okay."
"You bet you'll owe me!"
I couldn't believe it when she actually agreed, and I knew she was saving it up until she needed something to hassle me about.
Tim wasn't particularly enthusiastic about going to my place for dinner, especially since we were having portabella burgers, but without much of a choice he followed me to the liquor store for a sixty dollar bottle of Scotch and then to my apartment. I figured if I shelled out for the good stuff he'd end up drinking more of it, and wouldn't be in a huge rush to get to 4 Plays and I wouldn't be trapped there all night.
When we arrived, Janine had already started the coals going on the barbeque, since in California it was still legal to barbeque on balconies in two-thousand-and-four. She came out of the kitchen wearing a pink and baby-blue striped tank top and a pair of black board shorts. The straps of her blue bra didn't line up with the straps of her tank top, and the top hung barely bellow her belly button, allowing us to clearly see where her blue panties peeked over her low riding shorts. She also had on Aurora's blue wig, and I practically jumped when I saw it. She had kept her glasses on, though, so she wasn't full on Aurora Blue, and it wasn't exactly a suggestive outfit, but rather a youthful getup that made my baby-faced, twenty-six year old wife look like she was an eighteen-year-old, free-and-easy, Berkley student.
Janine was obviously planning to torture me by prancing around as Aurora, like, 'Look at the hot little number you'll be missing tonight!' What she didn't know, however, is that Tim knew about our game and the wig, and he slid me a slightly baffled look as she came at us and grabbed the bottle of Scotch from my hands.
She made Tim a double and got me a beer as I took the portabellas outside to the grill. Janine is five-eight and only hundred and twenty pounds, but Tim's a big guy, about six-two and easily two-hundred and ten pounds, and I'm six feet, one-eighty-five, so the balcony was barely big enough for the three of us and the barbeque. The air was nice, though, and so we remained crammed on the balcony, while watching the sunset and keeping an eye on the mushrooms.
It was then that I realized why the idea of going to 4 Plays appealed to me. It wasn't just to see the girls, because really, why would anyone stare at hamburger when they could get a steak at home? The reason I found it appealing was that the entire evening presented another chance for Janine to hint at what a naughty little girl she could be. She was just a little jealous over the gentleman's club, which was sure to make her a little feisty. And the very fact that she knew Tim and I were about get up to no good and tolerated it, introduced a precarious climate into the evening's atmosphere. So even though I was sure nothing would actually come of it, a dangerous, kinetic energy surrounded us, and that was exciting enough.
"What'd you rent for tonight?" I finally asked, breaking the awkward silence.
"Pieces of April."
"Aw fuck, I wanted to see that."
"Well, you'll have to watch it tomorrow and have your little Katie Holmes fantasy without me."
Tim caught on to what she'd just said, and proclaimed, "Whoa, Janine. I just now noticed. You do look like Katie Holmes. A lot like her, in fact."
"Well, she's a year younger than me, so I guess that's a compliment."
"Of course it's a compliment, she's beautiful. You know who I get all the time?" he asked, but didn't wait for an answer. "Kiefer Sutherland."
"Oh god," she yelped, disgusted, "You're better looking than that. You have a full head of black hair!" She then looked harder at him, while saying, "Maybe… Maybe you have his eyes."
We ate inside around the coffee table and I had no idea how to keep the conversation going. Janine was fairly liberal and absolutely against the war, and Tim was just right of center, or a 'liberal Texan', and favored the war. Janine appreciated that I had my job, but she always felt like I was pushing a caffeinated drug soda onto a helpless stressed out consumer society, and Tim was straight up marketing, so work was better left alone, too. We'd recently bought her a hybrid and Tim was an all out Ford pickup man. She donated money to PETA, and he went hunting with his sixty-five-year-old dad a couple times a year. Being the only woman in an office full of programmers, she had to constantly work at earning the respect of her peers, while he worked the hot pants off the girls at 4 Plays so they could earn a couple of his dollar bills. Any other time it might have been fun to let them go at it, but as I said, Janine was already in a rowdy mood.
She finally asked us why we got off on strippers, and I lamely tried to defuse her question with some academic appraisal of the female form. Then Tim threw in his two-cents, "I know I'll never understand woman, Janine. But you'll never understand men, either. Don't try to figure us out. I don't even understand why we go."
"Would it bug you if May went to-"
"Please," he interrupted, sounding firm and forceful, "Let's please not talk about May. You'll never understand that, either."
"Okay," she retreated, but with the devil still in her eye she made her point another way. "Then what if I took off my top? Would that be enough to keep you guys here with me?"
"Do you really not want me to go?" I asked.
She took a big sip of wine and shook her head, as she said, "No. Go. Have fun! I'll watch my movie."

***

We arrived at 4 Plays around nine. Tim had put away two doubles at dinner, and had just killed another double as I knocked out my second beer. I'd only been to a few strip clubs in my time, and this place was nicer than any of them. Still, it always feels bizarre to have naked woman straddling poles and dry humping the ground while everyone goes about business as usual. I ended up tucking a few bills into a few thongs and then spotted one chick that was pretty cute. I nudged Tim and asked how you go about getting a lap dance. "Give it a little time," he said, "Because once you start spending that kind of money, it's hard to stop."
I had another two beers and he another double, and realized we were cabbing it home at that point. The time for a lap dance finally rolled around, and I had this pale French chick, a little on the skinny side, and slightly spidery, but with a really killer face and ass. She climbed on my lap, and at first it was great, but then her lingerie covered ass started to connect with my jeans covered cock, and that had to be crossing some kind of line. Even if the club allowed it, I didn't think I could. Up to this point in my life I'd been completely honest with Janine about everything, but this she'd have a tizzy over, and I didn't want to start lying to her now. I had a hardon before I even knew what was happening, and then I jerked my hip away and put my hands over my groin. My hands unintentionally bumped up against her ass in the process, and caused her to quickly sit on my knee and point both her index fingers while shaking her head 'no'. I knew the rules about touching, and I stupidly tried to assure her, "I wasn't touching, I just can't do the crotch thing." The altercation kind of killed the vibe, which was for the best, I suppose, and she finished her dance with very little contact.
I looked over at Tim, who had no qualms about his girl grinding her ass over his dick. She was turned around, facing me, and as she squeezed her own tits, said, "My god, your friend is huge."
Just as she was finishing up, my cell phone began to vibrate. I saw it was Janine, and thought I'd better answer or else I'd face the consequences later. With my right hand I covered my right ear and then pressed the phone tightly to my left to hear her over the music.
"Hello, Janine?" I asked, unable to hear her at first, and when I finally did I noticed she sounded funny, like she might be crying. "You okay?"
"Yes," I finally heard her say, "Guess who's here?"
I now realized she sounded funny because she was excited, and I answered, "I don't know, why don't you tell me."
"Mmmm. Agent Kyle came by, and he's giving it to me so good."
At that moment I understood she was driving the blue dildo into herself, completely worked up as she spoke to me. I looked at Tim, who'd just given the girl a tip, and kind of adjusted himself in his seat and ran his hand through his hair.
"Come home, baby," she moaned, "Come home and make your Cylon confess. Don't let Agent Kyle do all the work."
"I'm coming home, Aurora, but first tell me about this work Kyle's doing."
"Mmmm," she hummed, and then I don't know what came over me, I touched my finger to my lips, telling Tim to be quiet, and then handed him the phone.
He put it too his ear and gave me a totally shocked look. He then said quietly away form the receiver, "Is this for real?" I shook my head and scooted my chair around beside him, and he held the phone between both our ears.
I spoke into the mouth piece, "Tell Agent Kyle to spank your ass."
We heard the loud slap, and she said, "Ooohhh, he liked that. I think he's going to do it again." And again came the slap, and then another, slap, slap, slap, and she said, "Oh god, Kyle, fuck me good! Fuck me good like that! Fuck me hard like you fucked me in Mexico!"



"Don't cum until I get there, Aurora, promise me you won't!"
"I don't know if I can make him stop. Oh god he's got me so close. You better be quick, Jake. And I mean quick!"
She hung up and I slugged the phone in my pocket as Tim blurted out, "Holy fucking shit!" I waved to our server and she could see I was in a hurry. I told Tim I had to get going, and he laughed, saying he completely understood. Then, and I have no fucking idea where this came from, I asked if he was coming with.
Now to be honest, I was actually only asking him to come with so he could grab his car and head home, but it certainly came off like I was inviting him to partake in the wonders of Aurora; and then the idea became so potently erotic the instant I said it, that I lost the need to correct myself, and thought, 'Why fuckin not?'
I didn't feel like waiting for a cab, so I drove us. I really wasn't that drunk and the reality of things to come had sobered me up pretty quick. On the way Tim got a phone call from May's folks, who said they hadn't heard from her yet, and that her plane was supposed to land a half hour ago. Tim hadn't heard anything from her either and I could see he grew a little concerned, but then the weather was getting bad all over the south, and chances were she was just stranded during her connecting flight in Dallas. I worried he might change his mind after that, but he said he was still cool with everything, and so I laid out some quick rules, letting him know that we're on our way to meet Aurora, not Janine, and that he'd better not ever tell anyone about this. I then told him to wait in the car as I stopped at a corner store.
I went inside, grabbed a box of Magnum condoms, and slapped them on the counter. The girl at the register and I both smirked at each other. I also bought some gum, then stuffed the box in my pocket, went back to the car, and tossed a pack of gum at Tim. "We smell like booze," I said. I realized I'd just purchased condoms that wouldn't fit me very well, and that could only mean one thing, I'd actually decided this guy was going to fuck my wife.
When we entered the apartment Janine was on the couch, she'd removed her glasses and was still wearing the blue wig. When she saw Tim she gasped and quickly pulled a cushion over her naked chest.
"Hello, Aurora. Meet Agent Tim."
"Pleased to meet you, Aurora."
"Are you serious?"
"Gimmie a minute," I said to Tim. Then I walked Aurora to the bedroom. She kept the cushion over her chest, but she was only wearing her skimpy, blue panties with a semi-transparent butt, so basically they pretty much showed Tim her ass.
She was genuinely surprised, as you could well imagine, and once inside the bedroom, with a huge smile on her face, asked, "What do you think you are doing?"
"I don't know," was all I could think to say.
"Well you'd better!"
"Hey, I said I'd owe you one. And I just had a girl rub her ass all over my lap."
"Why are you telling me that? What exactly are you saying?"
"Just what I said, a girl rubbed on me and now I owe you one."
"Are you doing what I think you're doing?"
"And what's that?"
"Trying to make me jealous so I'll fuck your friend."
I stepped in close and pulled her to me. I kissed her softly and slid my hand down the back of her panties, getting a good handful of superb ass. I knew she was still horny form playing with herself less than fifteen minutes ago, and it wouldn't take much to get her engine rumbling again. I began to describe my lovely French stripper as Janine fetched my hand out from her underwear, and said, "If you really are trying to make me jealous so I'll do it with Tim, then you'd better stop, because it's actually working!"
"Well I ain't stopping, baby."
"Let's just go have a drink. Can we try that?"
She put on her tank top without a bra, and it was loose enough that if it fell forward you'd definitely see some tit. What she didn't do was put on her shorts, and so she walked back out into the living room in her semi transparent panties.
"What are you drinking, Tim?" She said very nonchalantly, as she marched towards the kitchen.
Tim was ready for another double, and when I saw Janine pouring herself a glass of wine and that it almost left the bottle empty, I knew she must have had a good buzz going herself. We sat around the coffee table and she asked, "So how gross were these strippers? Should I be completely put off that you two even went near them?"
"Before I can answer that," I said, "I think we're gonna need something to compare them to. And the thing is, they were naked."
"Is that right?"
"There's no comparison," Tim humbly stated.
"Now that was almost sweet," she said, smiling at him.
Most woman who knew Tim said he was a very handsome guy, so I know Janine was most likely smitten with his looks. I'd also like to add that most woman think I'm a very attractive guy, just so you know.
Aurora teased us a little more and we teased back, and then I finally divulged that one of the girls told me that Tim was huge.
Tim then replied, "She might have felt more than she could handle."
"Is that right?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"So you're so big you frightened a stripper?"
"I don't know about that."
With very dreamy eyes she teasingly said, "Do you think I could handle it?"
He got a smug smile and rolled his eyes off to the side, looking very doubtful.
Aurora leaned towards him, pinching his chin between her thumb and knuckle like he was five, and said. "I don't think you couldn't handle me, Agent Tim,"
He snatched her hand in his, and kissed it, saying, "You have no idea what I can handle."
"You have no idea what you're saying."
"Oh but I think I do!"
Pulling her feet up so she could kneel on the cushion, she reached across him and set her wine on the side table, causing her waist to stretch and her shirt to climb up her ribs, while she tilted her bottom up in a youthful posture. When she came back to kneeling beside him, she said, "Alright, tough guy, you'd better find a way to get my shirt off real quick before I change my mind."
Tim grabbed her tank top at the bottom, his big fingers brushing against her flat stomach. She graciously raised her arms as he lifted the small shirt upwards. It dragged gently against the bottom of her tits, and then her small nipples popped into view, and I didn't hear anyone so much as breathe. He finally pulled it free from her head, and left Aurora kneeling topless between us.
Aurora made the next move, lifting up her right leg and swinging it over Tim, which placed her in his lap. With eyes on me, she said, "So your stripper friend, what did she do exactly?"
I wanted to drive Aurora crazy, because she was driving me so crazy I thought my dick might bust through my pants, and I told her that what the stripper did was personal information.
"Is that right?" she said, with her brattiest of smiles. She then placed her hands on Tim's shoulders and began to rock her hips gently against his lap, with a smooth inspired rhythm. "Was it anything like this?" she hissed at me. She then began to grind a little harder, her back arching as her ass came way up, and then her stomach tucked in as she rubbed her panty covered crotch forward along his stiff jeans. She increased her pace some, and leaned her head back so she was staring at me sideways. "Or was it more like this?"
Tim put his big hands on her slinky abdomen, and she began to tilt her ribcage as her ass moved back, so that her bare tits would brush against his shirt. He then slid his hands up to her shoulders and trapped her closer so he could kiss her neck, and she sighed at the touch of his lips.
"They sort of had a no touching rule at the club," I mumbled half-heartedly.
In a breathy consoling voice, she said, "That's quite a shame," and continued to dry hump my friend.
"And you're just sort of just fucking him with your panties on," I kidded, "I didn't see any strippers do that."
With her voice growing slightly strained, she repeated, "That's really quite a shame."
One of Tim's hands had found its way to her front side, and moved right for her breast. The entire thing fit under his huge hand, and he caressed the side of it with his thumb, as a divot in her pale flesh traced its movement. She brought her head up and he leaned his back, then she looked between them and said, "My god, is that all you down there?"
"I told ya," he chuckled, "I'm big,"
"Jesus!"
Without pausing the motion in her pelvis, she leaned back, allowing him to pull his shirt free, and then she leaned forward again, so her bare tits pressed to his chest. His hands ventured down towards the waist of her panties, and the light fabric was just sort of brushed aside as his fingers combed down over her ass cheeks. Her ass was really the only body fat she had, and he kneaded the flesh and helped drive that creamy, heart-shaped wonder against his bulging pants. Their heads neared, noses touching first, and then they engaged in a kiss. Their tongues were obviously entwined and she moaned into his mouth while increasing the tempo of their grinding.
"Kissing and ass grabbing," I declared, "Maybe that happens in the VIP room, but I didn't make it in there."
She came of his mouth and looked at me with one eye hidden behind his nose, "I'm sure you had the accidental touch here and there."
"Hmm, maybe."
"That's what I thought. Tim's just having a few accidental touches," she said, and went back to accidentally kissing him while he accidentally squeezed big handfuls of her pale white derrière.
Eventually she spun herself around, so that her hands were on his knees, and rode him in reverse. Her ass was now climbing up his hard stomach and then traveling all the way down to his upper thighs. His hands where over her panties again, but this position allowed him a view, as his fingers clawed down on the tops of her cheeks, and his thumb pushed into the underside of her butt, dangerously close to her blazing hot pussy, and this tugged her cheeks apart to reveal the area inside her ass crack from under her translucent blue panties. Only an hour ago Tim had a striper in his lap, and now it was my wife, and he was manhandling her!
Aurora asked, "Do you know how to play the Cylon game, Agent Tim? Because I think you're about to get a confession out of me."
"And he hasn't even taken off his pants," I announced!
She leaned back against his broad chest, so that his face was in her blue hair, and his big hands returned to her tits. He was almost twice her weight, and in this position he looked like an oversized throne for a spoiled princess. She broke her rhythm as she came, and her delighted small body squirmed about in his lap, while she mindlessly rattled off something about a small battle cruiser in the far reaches of space. Somehow I knew she'd reveal an entire armada before the night was over.
When she'd settled down some, she climbed off him, kneeled on the floor, and went right for his belt buckle. Things were about to go further than I'd anticipated, further than I could have hoped for, and the captivating thought of it left me paralyzed on my side of the couch.
She dragged his jeans down to his knees, leaving his boxers on. His hard cock poked at the light fabric of his boxers, actually tenting it over the waistband. She stroked her hands over the protruding shape and exclaimed, "Jesus!"
"Told ya!"
He then lifted his ass and peeled his boxers down, and using his feet, he kicked off his pants and underwear completely. Agent Tim was now completely naked on my couch, with Aurora kneeling in front of him, and a whopping monster pointing straight at her. Fascinated by it, she wrapped her fingers around the shaft and gave it a gentle squeeze. The head pulsed and swelled, as even more blood rushed upwards, increasing it to a greater size.
She laughed in disbelief, and uttered, "Jesus."
"I've been known to tell a pretty tall tale, but ain't never had to exaggerate about that."
While she began moving it around in a circle, like she was stirring a cauldron with a giant spoon, she said to me, "Agent Jake, I think I might actually be a tiny bit scared. Aren't you going to do anything to protect me?"
"I think you dug you own grave, little Cylon."
"Well heck," she exclaimed, and helplessly put her lips to the monster's head.
Let me explain now that I'd purchased and eleven inch dildo to simulate what I thought Tim might be packing, and my assessment wasn't that far off. He wasn't quite as big as the dildo, but he was at least ten inches and thick, and seeing a real live dick at that size would have left a lasting impression on anyone. I'm six-and-half inches long–– seven on a good day––and Aurora has to try with all her heart before she can deep-throat me, so I knew she wasn't about to stand a chance against that monster.
Nonetheless, she tried. She opened her jaw wide, which hollowed out her cheeks, and as the head disappeared beyond her lips, her cheeks popped right back out. I couldn't stand it any longer, stripped down to my underwear, and then crawled down behind her. I lay on my back with my head between her legs as she knelt in front of Tim. I slipped her panties to the side and ran my tongue around her soft fine pubic hairs. The whole area was wet, but I was eager to get her a whole lot wetter.
I looked upwards, past her crotch and in between her tits, and although the couch cushion blocked my view of her mouth sliding over his cock, I could see her throat ungulate. That was all I needed to remind me what was going on up there.
Her body took on a little more movement, causing her pussy to occasionally land on my mouth and smash my lip against my teeth. She moved a little faster, too, making her tits lightly bounce, and I could only imagine how much cock she was taking now.
"Lord it's been awhile sense a girl's done that."
My tongue had left her sopping wet, and I don't think I could have possibly made her any wetter, so I scooted out and sat back on the couch. I pulled the Magnums from my discarded pants pocket and tossed them on the coffee table. Agent Tim had his hands on her head and was starring at the ceiling. Aurora's eyes were teary, and she was bobbing at about a sixty-beats-per-minute, letting the cock slam against the back of her mouth, but couldn't break the six-inch mark.
She finally stopped, released him from her mouth with sucking sound, wiped the spit form her bottom lip, and completely out of breath, said, "I can't. There's just no way."
"On the contrary, little Aurora darling, you're doing mighty fine."
"I just have to say," I interrupted, "At no time tonight did I receive a blowjob."
"Ha ha," Tim laughed, "Well, we probably should have arranged something after hours with one of them girls, because I don't think Aurora's quite ready to stop, are ya?"
Aurora stood up and suggested that we move into the bedroom, and Tim, completely in the spirit of things, said, "Well, don't mind if I do." She slipped off her panties on the way, and he grabbed the condoms and hustled up behind her to place his hands on her cheeks as he walked.
They paused in front of the bed, and he slid a hand over her hip bone and into the neatly trimmed downy patch between her legs. Her naked ass was pressed against his monster, and he devoured her neck. One big finger pushed between her legs, and she let them part slightly. He massaged her pubic area as I climbed onto the other side of our queen sized bed. Pretty soon I could see that his finger was lodged inside her up to his bent hairy knuckle. He continued to nibble away at her neck as she placed her small hand over his, blocking my view of his finger. Her legs were weakening and she set one of them on the steamer trunk at the foot of our bed, spreading herself wider open for his hand, and she leaned back against him completely, so he was now holding her up with his other arm which wrapped around her mid section. Her hand still blocked my view of the insertion, but I saw the muscles in his forearm twitching and popping and knew something pretty intense had to be going on.
Tim then thrust his hips forward, driving his cock against her ass and tipping her off balance so her knees landed on the old steamer trunk and her chest landed on the mattress. The big guy then stood there for a moment, smiling more devilishly than I'd ever seen him, and said, "Still wanna see who can handle who?"
She crawled over to me and sat with her legs out to the side and her hands on my knees, and with eyes pleading for mercy, playfully begged, "Jake, you can't let him do this. Aren't you going to save me?"
"Jake ain't saving you! He's here to make you confess, just as sure as I am. We're gonna have you tattling on your whole Cyborgian army."
"Cylon," I corrected.
"Yeah, Cylons! Dirty-minded, nasty, little Cylons!"
He climbed on the old steamer trunk, grabbed her skinny ankles, and pulled her towards himself, as he moved the rest of the way onto the bed. She reached back for my hand and I directed her towards my cock. She then started jacking me as Agent Tim positioned himself between her legs. He began to slowly rub the head of the monster, still shiny with her saliva, along her boiling hot slit, and all kidding aside, she actually did look a little nervous.
"Please go easy," my little Cylon begged.
"I know enough to be gentle, little darling."
He rubbed the head along her slit again, only this time he pushed down, and 'boink' it was in––barely, but in. For several minutes he kept a slow steady pace, letting her relax and enjoy the feeling as he eased his way deeper inside.
With a substantial depth reached of approximately seven inches, he began to pick up steam. Aurora's eyes were closed, and didn't see that I had my dick waiting at her mouth, but then it touched her lips, causing her eyes to pop open, and she sucked me in. Her face was sideways on a pillow, and her wig was falling down her forehead, so I just set it aside. She seemed to be really enjoying a double dosage, and moaned loudly around my generous dose.
Agent Tim brought his knees forward, which spread her legs wide open. He then palmed under her ass and lifted it off the bed, effortlessly. He immediately got another inch in her and was giving her the kind of fucking that made the bed squeak. Her legs were wrapped around his back where they were getting tossed helplessly about. I could see sweat starting to glisten all over her body and knew she'd be confessing again in no time. Soon his entire cock was gone, and he was seriously fucking her. I looked at her belly, buckling under the weight of every thrust, and tried to imagine how far up that monster invaded. Her belly button? Possibly! The second orgasm finally hit, and it was enough to make her roll onto her side and completely lose the culprit who'd been lodged unbelievably far up inside her.
When she returned to earth, she grabbed me and kissed me frantically. She'd just cum on another man's cock, and I think she desperately needed reassurance that I was okay. I hugged her tightly, and kissed her back in response.
"That was a hell of a brave ride, little darling," commended Agent Tim, "You going to be ready for another?"
Looking at me, she said, "I think it's Jake's turn."
"Awright," he politely conceded, "As long as the night is young."
She then climbed on top of me and fixed her blue wig back on her head. She wasted no time in really letting me have it, grinding her wet crotch down onto my dick and across my hips. Eventually she got onto the balls of her feet, with her knees pressed into her tits and her hands on my chest for support, and bounced her ass on top of me.
Agent Tim patiently lay down, resting his torso on his elbow as he watched us, the sight of it apparently keeping the monster hard. After a few minutes he stood up on the bed and presented his cock before Aurora's mouth. She returned to her knees and opened wide, letting him wave it around in her mouth for a second, before locking her lips down and getting on with serious business. He had to bend his legs, lowering himself to where her mouth could reach his cock, and he leaned forward some and weaved both hands onto her blue hair.



The way his body slightly folded at his waist created a pocket that he shoved Aurora's face into, with her temples brushing up against his hard belly and his flexing thigh. I couldn't actually see how much of the monster she'd gobbled up, and I seriously doubted she'd made it past six inches, but from my point of view and from the lewd gurgling sound being slogged from her throat, the impression it imparted was that he was jamming her head down so far he was fucking her face up to his balls. I knew this sight would be luridly gouged into my memory for the rest of my life, and had no idea how I might feel about it several years down the road, or in even in another ten minutes.
Trying my hardest not to cum, I joked, "You know, I just watched Agent Tim fuck the hell out you, and now you seem to be sucking his pussy killer again, while I barely had a stripper lower her ass on my crotch. I just wanna know who taught you the definition of fair?"
She tapped his hand and he released her head. She took several deep excited breaths, until she could speak, and said, "Fair? What about your poor little Cylon, Jake? There's two of you huge bastards, is that fair?"
He grabbed the back of her head again, and stuffed her mouth up with the monster, forcing her head down as far as she could take it. "All's fair in love and war," he said. This continued for another few minutes until she tapped his hand again, and he let her go. Her face was flushed and sweaty and tears trailed down from the corners of her eyes. She was panting, trying to catch her breath, and fanning her face with her hand. "My leg is cramping. And I can't take anymore in my throat. Let's try something else for awhile."
She started to get off me and then Tim grabbed her hips and pulled them towards his cock. "I gotta have another go at her pussy, you mind?"
His question was presented to me, not Aurora, and I told him, "No, go right ahead."
He drove it in from behind, grabbing onto her waist where it flared outwards around her ass. Her face was on the bed and I positioned myself so she could suck on me at her own pace. Her butt was up high, and from between her ass crack I could just barely see the end of his wet cock, then his hips blasted forward until his black pubs were smashed against her skin. I knew all ten inches were now getting rammed up her snatch, and he was using long hard strokes to do it. Each time he slammed into her ass, it produced a wet swoosh that ended with a meaty smack, she'd get jerked forward, and then she'd sound off with a, 'Humff!' The smacking grew louder, the jerking became more violent, and she released my dick to moan out, "Ooohhh, fuck!"
She reached back, touching his thigh. Her fingers slid across the hairy skin, as his legs strained to keep up the pounding onslaught. I suppose touching his leg made her feel like she could retain a slight amount of control over the situation, but that was ridiculous. He was putting the blitz on her buttercup, and she was completely helpless to do anything other than to absorb the intrusion.
And she liked it! Her face was glowing and I predicted that we might actually have a third Cylon confession, and a big one at that.
Then came a noise from the living room, and I realized it was a cell phone going off. Tim yelled, "Shit!" He yanked his dick out of Aurora and sprang off the bed. He'd used the hand he had on her ass to push himself away, which also sent her rolling close to the edge of the bed. Aurora and I looked at one another for a moment, completely dumbfounded, and then, when I heard he was talking to May, I remembered what had happened. I explained it to Aurora how May's folks hadn't heard from her and that she was supposed to have landed a few hours ago, but it sounded like she'd now safely arrived.
The way Aurora was laying, after almost tumbling off the bed, offered a clear view of her pussy. The whole crack of her butt and the inside of her thighs were glistening with her own nectar, and her thinly trimmed pubic hair was sopped with it. The flesh between her lips bloomed slightly and glowed a bright red. It looked so sensitive and hot, and I couldn't resist the temptation to kiss it. She scooted towards the center of the bed and back, so her shoulders where propped up onto our pillows. I continued to kiss her little pussy, and darted my tongue around the folds above her clitoris. It was blazing hot and drenched and soon I was devouring her snatch as she ran her hands through my hair and cried, "Oh god that is good. Eat me, Jake. Eat me all up."
After a few minutes of this I heard Tim come into the room and apologize. I didn't really want to stop what I was doing, however, so I didn't even bother to look up. "And how is poor sweet May?" Aurora asked, her voice strained with the pleasure I was providing, but also sounding slightly vindictive.
"Please, if you don't mind." Tim responded.
I then felt her hips rise and crush against my mouth, as I scooped out pools of her nectar with my tongue, and she said to him, sounding even more vindictive than before, "Well, are we going to fuck or what?"
"A big dick. Just sitting there asking for a big dick," Tim answered, nodding his head affirmatively, and starting to sound a little pissed off himself.
I can't say for sure what caused Aurora's bitchy reaction. Maybe she just felt bad for May. Or maybe she felt the same small pang of jealousy a slut does when she realizes she's here getting fucked while the guy's heart is someplace else entirely.
She slid down, until her face exchanged places with her pussy, and I started to kiss her on mouth. She then let her legs fall apart, giving Tim a clear view of her most blazing hot asset.
"What wouldn't you do for a big dick, huh?"
Something was happening with Tim, like he was having second thoughts, but after a moment's hesitation, he climbed back onto the bed, took one of her thighs in his big hand, and used it to flip her onto her stomach once more. He then grabbed her ass cheeks, pinching the soft meat between his thumb and fingers, and positioned her ass right where he wanted it.
"Are you gonna fuck me with your really big dick?" She taunted, her bratty smile coming out to play.
"You tell me."
He put his knees right between hers, then widened his stance, forcing her to do the same. She started to suck on me while he licked his fingers and then fingered her from the back. He stopped to spit on two of his fingers and then plunged them back in, diddling away. He did this a few times, working his spit into her snatch as he jacked himself back to full hardness with his other hand. When he'd reached full mast he took aim and poked himself inside, not stopping until their pubs met up and she yowled out around my cock, "Guuucchh!"
"Too much?" he asked, sounding like he didn't really give a damn, "Not quite ready for something that big, after all?"
He then picked up right where he left off earlier, really giving it to her as sloppy sounds leaked from her juiced up jasmine. He took hold of her shoulders, and said, "You really aren't a nice girl, are you?" He then beat her ass with his hips as he squeezed ten inches of fat cock so deep inside, she gave up on blowing me and just took it. Two-hundred and ten pounds of pent up sexual aggression was demolishing her one-hundred and twenty pound skinny frame, and she was helplessly getting jerked about the bed.
"Oh god," she said trying to find a voice amongst all the action. And then, with words chopped up by the hammering at her hind end, tried to continue, "Auh-wait-that's-auh-auh-auh-that's-auh-auh!"
"That's what? Too much? That's too much for ya?" Tim scolded, "And now why don't ya confess to something worthwhile, like tell me how a nice little girl like yourself can take so much of my goddamned big dick!"
"Oh-fu-auh-auh-uck!"
Her wig came sliding down her face and he plowed his hand into her real hair. He swirled it around until he had a full ponytail in his fist, and then yanked her head towards him so that her back formed a beautiful but stressed arc. She raised herself up on one arm, and tried to look back at him, a shell-shocked expression on her face. With her left arm she pushed hard at his hips, emphasizing for him to slow, as she stammered, "I-I-I'm-get-ting-re-al-so-ore! Ple-ase!"
"You ain't no nice girl, awright, and honey, I think were gonna see how much goddamned big dick you can take!"
"Tim," I said, trying to get his attention.
His hips suddenly gained a lighting fast motion, and she just dropped to the bed, letting him grip her ass and pound into it, while she lay totally limp.
"Tim," I shouted, kicking his thigh and grabbing her shoulder.
He then fell forward, landing flat on top of her, and making her exhale loudly, "Uhh!" Her head was to the side of his, and her legs splayed outwards from either side of his hips, but the rest of her body was completely buried beneath him. His ass continued to crush down onto her, trying to get his last blows as deep inside her as he could, and every time he did this, I saw her feet straighten out like he was hitting a rough spot.
"Goddammit let her go!" I shouted, moving towards him.
"Awright," he jerked, pushing himself up, his cock slipping out and springing up. He was completely sweaty and had left a pool of it on her back that trickled onto the bed. He ripped off the condom and started to violently jack-off. Sounding like an ape for two seconds until a stream of cum shot across Janine's thigh as she scooted towards me.
"Fuck," he shouted, "fuck, fuck, fuck!"
"TIM!" I yelled again. "Give us a few minutes."
He staggered to the doorway, drunker than I'd realized, "Oh, gawddamit-son-of-a-bitch!"
I held Janine, and it felt like our hearts and adrenaline raced in unison. Tim moved into the living room as I asked Janine if she was okay. She was, or so she said. Things had turned so fast that I don't think the gravity of it had a chance to set in, or ever would. She hugged me tight, and I hugged her as Tim moved about in the other room, and then left through the front door. No sorry, no thank you, nothing.
I must have looked extraordinarily concerned for her, because Janine stroked my arm, comforting me, and insightfully stated, "Well, that was something!" After that, we both laughed ourselves stupid, and cuddled for the rest of the night.

***

Even if a person could go back in time and take back something they'd done, I can't say I'd take back that evening.
Tim and I didn't talk at all after that. I don't know, I just thought so little of him that I never bothered to try. And who knows, he probably felt the same about Janine and I. Despite finding Tim spooky now, Janine admitted the evening wasn't without its moments. In fact, she even gets turned on when I talked dirty to her about having both of us at once. Still, she's pretty sure there won't be another man in our bedroom anytime soon.
But a good thing has come out of all this, which is that from that day forward Agent Tim was reduced to a black eleven inch dildo, finally having retrieved it from the trunk of my car. That agent Tim rouses more confessions than a sermon in hell. Aurora is one heck of a tough little Cylon, though, and I do things to her with that agent Tim that no man would ever dare do to his wife––things that would break Janine in a heartbeat.
So watch out all you naughty Cylons out there, pretending to be innocent girlfriends and housewives, because I know who you really are, and you better believe an agent will be coming for you!!!
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Cuthbert's restaurant hid on a tiny street near the Riviera county club, where the entire block thrived under a canopy of red maple leaves succumbing to the early fall. A wind picked up that evening, but the leaves still had enough guts to hold on and stain the evening light a brilliant crimson, inviting Kim to breathe deeply and flow lightly up the path to the restaurant, with her arms appearing to drag behind in the wind.
Prospects of an early fall had initially depressed her, since she wouldn't be returning to U.C. Davis in San Diego as planned. With two years still to go on a journalism degree, she found herself unable to cover the living expenses and having to take a year off to stay with her dad and work. In a way it felt like her life went on hold, and she'd never been a very patient person. Then she met Avery that Spring and quickly fell in love that Summer. In fact, as of two weeks ago they'd been living together in his new Silver Lake condo. It was a beautiful two story unit, and it all seemed so spontaneous and perfect.
The condo offered only two slots for parking, and to make a spot for her Chevy Caprice, Avery unloaded his Scion TC for six-grand over Craig's list earlier that week, and that meant celebrating with a pricey dinner at Cuthbert's followed by drinks at Valentine's. He always had money and gestured to pay, but Kim was a real stickler about splitting expenses. Thankfully, the easy six-grand made a great excuse for her to say fuck-all to her principals and let her boyfriend pamper her for once, and as shallow as it sounds, their extravagant evening helped her forget all about San Diego and her college degree.
She'd slipped on a tight grey dress for the occasion, which ended above the knees and clung to every move she made. If anyone paid attention, and they had, the lack of panties or a bra was clearly evident in the occasional jiggle of her modest chest, and the way the material flowed flawlessly along the natural curve of her lower back and out and over her derriere. On a fuller figure it might have been too much, but on her it seemed a stylish choice.
Catching her passing profile in the large front window of Cuthbert's, she had to admit her wonderful tight ass was the bomb. The grey fabric had the characteristic of lightening towards a copper when stretched, accentuating its volume all the more. Where her boobs blossomed in the front, the same grey fabric expanded just enough for the color to appear burnished away, especially where her tiny nipples softly poked through. The grey of it also made her white skin appear more colorful––even a little pink in her face––and that ignited her steel-blue eyes.
When they stepped through the Victorian doors of Cuthbert's, she was stunned, horrified, and a little amused. Avery hadn't just taken her out for an expensive meal––he'd taken her totheexpensive meal. They were the youngest by at least ten years, and the male attire ranged from suit and tie to suit and tie, while the ladies were draped in simple designer statements that looked pricey to say the least. As she scrutinized the room she could hear the stiff conservative babble and thought she'd just discovered where millionaires celebrate their anniversaries.
And if Kim's sexy little number wasn't embarrassingly out of place at Cuthbert's, Avery's loud-ass attire was. He'd worn a red, Asian-patterned, silk smoking jacket with a black lining. Under it, his trade mark county style shirt and bolo tie. His plain black slacks were fine, but peeking out of the bottom were Ali Boulala, leopard-print, skater shoes, and they really were a scream. It was a fabulously fun and tacky get up, yet inside Cuthbert's it just seemed tacky. But she'd come to expect this kind of thing from Avery, and loved it, so she grabbed her crazy man's arm with pride, and followed the hostess to their seats.
Avery typically knew her as a tee-shirt and jeans girl, and after sitting down to eat, she felt his eyes travel her knockout figure through every course of the meal, as well as the those of their beef-cake blonde waiter. Avery had made it clear the dress was his favorite, and just for him she'd used a tad bit of eyeliner and shadow, and a dusty rose lipstick, something she hadn't repeated since their first few dates eight months ago. And her loose, caramel, suede boots––dear god, she'd hadn't worn those in over three years!
She slowly became aware that all the stuffy men in the room must have had a pulse, because she was getting stares, and they weren't appalled stairs, they were the meet-me-later kind. She'd grown a little self conscious by the time food arrived, and couldn't take more than a few bites of her Portabella Linguine, despite the fact that it tasted and smelled of heaven. By the end of dinner, and after drinking half bottle of wine, however, she'd grown comfortable being the sultry center of attention––in fact, it became a bit of a turn on, and she wondered why she'd deprived herself of looking so good when it left her feeling so warm and alive inside.
After dessert, Avery started to say something, but his mouth froze on the first syllable, and bent into an 'oops' of a smile.
"What?"
"Nothing."
"Oh no you don't."
"It really isn't anything."
"Bullcrap! It's always the things you wanna say but don't that truly mean the most."
"What wasthat?" Then, with a slight country twang in his voice, "Mama always said, 'It's those things you wanna say but don't that truly mean the most."
He'd always do that––pick on her for sounding like a mother giving advice to a twelve year old. Admittedly she had a bad habit of doing it, but only because she hadn't heard from her mother in thirteen years, not since Kim was nine, not since a drunk driver took her from Kim, and she adored what little of her mother's sagely advice she could still recall.
"Ha ha, funny guy, but now you'd better come clean! What's on your mind?"
"Yeah... Well OK then––who in the room would you do?"
Oh god, he wasn't going to play that game on their classy night out, was he? Now she was sorry she'd pressed him. "I can't believe you."
"Come on, we're around money, one of these guys could pamper you for the rest of your life, so who would be the lucky guy?"
"Unbelievable. I haven't even forgiven you for the pictures, and now you are going to ruin our evening with games?"
"Not the pictures again! When did you turn so uptight, anyway?"
He still didn't understand why she was mad about that, and she was growing convinced he never would. It happened the day after she'd moved into his condo. She opened his laptop to check her email, and after launching the minimized browser she got the shock of a lifetime as the window revealed a page of full-on hardcore porn. Nothing outrageous, just a young girl getting thoroughly worked over by two guys, but the shocking part––the girl in the image could've easily been mistaken for Kim! She called to Avery, who'd obviously closed the computer in panic and left the room when he heard her coming.
He waltzed back in as if nothing was wrong, then looked at the laptop in front of her and slapped his hands to his cheek, poorly acting surprised. "Wow, Kim, you checkin' out some porn? Let me get in on some of that." He then pulled up a chair and dropped down beside her. She gave him the evil-eye for as long as she could, and then they both burst out laughing at the awkwardness the situation.Which was what exactly? Was he fantasizing about her in a porno?
That night she tried to engage him in conversation about it, but every time she'd start, he'd repeat her words in his 'mama always said' voice.
"Mama always said, 'If a man goes looking at porn that's his own dang business.'"
"Damn it Avery! My point is-"
He started tickling her before she could finish.
He was impossible, and she finally ran into the corner screaming. As quickly as she could, she blurted out, "What you do is your damn business, but I don't want to know about it, and if I ever catch you again, there's going to be a problem!"
As they waited for the bill to be dropped off at their table, he prodded her for an answer. "Come on Little Kim, who in the room would you do?"
An extremely wicked smile welled up on her smug face. If he truly wanted to spoil the night with his games, then she'd show him who was uptight.
"The waiter!"
"Our waiter?"
"Yep!" The guy was a total tool, and she knew that would piss Avery off.
"I don't buy it."
"Let's just say I know his type."
"Yeah, well so do I. He has frosted hair, Kim! I betchya he drinks five-thousand-grams of Mega-Mass-Multi-Muscle-Maker-Protein-Powder every day. I betchya he shaves his pecks! He isn't even close to your type."
"I didn't say he was my type. I said I know his type."
"And you'ddohis type?"
"Did you get a look at the size of his hands? I dated a cute Romanian guy like him my freshmen year, and I can still feel theo-la-lahe gave me." She closed her eyes and dreamed for a moment, then slowly and cruelly stated, "His dick wassoooo god damned big." She allowed a serene sexed up expression to flow across her face. Then to accentuate her point, she circled her hips gently in the chair. "And the things he could do with it,my god!"
Her eyes then opened to find the beefy hand of the blonde waiter setting the bill in front of Avery.Crap! Her pale cheeks burned red and she bit her tongue in order to painfully manage a polite smile. Shesooomuch hoped their waiter hadn't heard that, but given how Avery laughed, there wasn't a chance he'd missed it.
Their waiter dropped the leather wallet containing the bill, and apologized for interrupting as he poured the last of their wine. He then looked at Kim as if every dirty little secret she kept was penned across her face. "Now I'll let you get back to where you were, ma'am."
As soon as he left, Kim shot Avery a real nasty evil-eye. "You skeezy shit-head!"
On their way out of Cuthbert's, Avery asked her if she would like to know whohe'dchoose, and then softly danced towards the hostess's station before she could answer. The hostess happened to be a young pretty Brunet in a nice black coat with an empire waist, a style that granted a woman of any age that little girl appeal, and made this already young missy seem an off-limits fifteen. He began to ask how one might get a hold of the recipe for their risotto, but she claimed theyneverhand that out. He continued to persuasively flirt until Kim realized the girl was completely charmed by him.
She'd forgotten how smooth he became when he really turned it on, and the way he spoke and moved for the hostess took her back to the day Avery had won her over.
At the time, she'd just returned to LA to live with her dad and take a job in the records office of UCLA, a fulltime version of the job she performed while going to U.C. Davis in San Diego. Avery came in to ask her about his records and to say her Dark Funeral tee-shirt was wicked. It quickly became clear he was schmoozing her to fudge in some non-transferable credits and prevent having to complete bullshit-credits courses. As harmless as it sounded, doing it could cost her a job, and so she told him no way. But he kept at it, "If you do, I might let you come back to my place and browse my records department. No Dark Funeral, but I have some vinyl I know you'll freak over."
"Really? Let me just call up your record and have look-see, then."
Kim had always been cold and shitty to the spoiled brats who thought college was a birth right, especially after working so hard to pay her own tuition. Avery was different, though, he wore a leather jacket with a Porsche patch on the front, but the rest of his attire consisted of an un-tucked country-style shirt that could have only come from a second hand store, brown Dickies pants, and worn out converse shoes. These clothes mocked the jacket. Most of the students downplayed their clothing, but his appearance was like a big 'fuck you' to rich boys in sports cars. And he'd walked in there with such a cocky unorthodox way of doing things, and did it with a head of gorgeous black hair, that she simply found him too damn handsome and fun to hate. She couldn't believe she was actually considering risking her job to do this rich boy a favor, but it also gave her a perfect opportunity to play with him, andthatshe couldn't resist.
After entering in his name, she exclaimed, "Twenty-six and your still in college?" She read a bit more, "Film? Isn't that like the most expensive major ever? Surely daddy can just buy you a few more credits, can't he?" He needed those credits, so he took it on the chin and laughed it off. And then, even more unbelievable than risking her job over this guy, she saidyesto his invitation to lunch. That was seven months ago, and they'd been partners in crime ever since.
Avery had certainly charmed Kim into fudging his record, and that same charm was yielding results from the hostess. The young girl finally left for the kitchen and returned with a folded piece of paper. The way she looked at Avery while placing it in his palm made it seem as though she'd offered her phone number instead of a recipe. As he escorted Kim out the front door, he asked, "Still want to go for drinks at Valentines?"
"Oh you bet you're sweet ass, funny guy. You should know better than to push your luck when my shit looks thisgud!" She threw her ass into his hip and he had to side step to keep from falling. He recovered, got the door for her and, acting as if her bottom posed a serious threat, gave her plenty of space to pass through.
He laughed the entire cab ride over to Valentine's, but she crossed her arms and legs and shook her head. "So," he began, suppressing his giggles, "whaddya think about cooking me up some risotto tomorrow night?" She snorted laughter and then hit him in the arm, warning him he wassoooin for it.
"I can't believe you're jealous! You're only twenty-two, smart, the most beautiful girl in LA, and you haveme. Did you really think I was going to grab some ground beef when I already have a perfect rib-eye in the bag?"
"Arib-eye? I'm a rib-eyein the bag?Well too badrib-eyedoesn't go very well with risotto. You know, you should have stopped at the most beautiful girl in LA, I'd actually considered forgiving you."
"OK, you're not arib-eye––you're mylittle metal-head chickie-chick!" He pinched her nose and she gave in laughing again. He could always get her. He would always wear her down in the end. And if it wasn't some magic thing that he said, then it was just the beauty of his face––his translucent blue eyes, not a cloud between her and his soul, hollow angular cheeks, like someone they'd cast as an enemy spy, his thick rich hair, which she loved to fondle and smell and style, and of course his maddening smile that beamed out of his light five-o-clock shadow. She both hated and loved him for being so utterly charming. He'd hijacked her world, and she hadn't been prepared to fall for Mr. Right so soon.Damn, damn, damn Avery for being so charming!
Valentines was on busy Sunset Blvd in Hollywood, where bright lights hit from almost every direction and giant billboards loomed overhead. It still had a great vibe, just in a glitzy, sleazy, rock-star kind of way. They exited the cab directly in front of the bar, and just as it began to pull away, she shouted, "My purse!" Avery bolted after the car, sprinting into the street and coming up alongside the driver's side window, playing it super serious like some action star trying to retrieve a time-bomb. The guy finally stopped half a block away, and Avery recovered her purse from the back seat. Afterwards, he sauntered back completely composed as if the incident never occurred, black slacks gliding over his Ali Boulala, leopard-print, skater shoes and her grey leather bag slung over a shoulder like it belonged to him. She was laughing hysterically––he was such a madman.
He returned to her side, and when she reached a hand out for her purse, he said in a feminine voice, "Uh-uh, girl, it's my purse now." He pressed it against his red, satin, smoking jacket, right at his stomach. "See, I match."
As she conceded to let Avery carry her purse, she also became aware of a guy walking around from the parking lot, and who now made a point of quickly getting ahead of them and opening the door for her. He was a tall blonde, maybe six-two, with a cleft chin and wearing a black leather motorcycle jacket. As she walked past he stared her down with the most intense green eyes, and if he wasn't so utterly handsome she might have been pretty creeped out. He let Avery in too, and after Avery stepped inside he turned to the guy and opened Kim's purse. "Now let me see, I think I have some change in here." Kim snatched her purse from him and apologized to the guy, and thankfully he appeared to have a sense of humor about it.Gawd, Avery could besooohorrible!
The tall blonde followed them in and took a seat at the bar, pulling off his jacket to reveal a toned lean body, with a back strong enough to shape his thin tee-shirt. As Avery walked her to a booth, she marveled at the guy, still impressed by the way he'd made such a big deal of getting the door for her.
"That was unexpected. Maybe we should dress up a little more often."
"It's all you, babe. I tell ya how much I love that dress. Gurl, seeing you look this hot is worth a three-hundred-dollar dinner any night."
She hadn't pulled her eyes from the tall blonde, so Avery put his hand in front of her face. "Mama always said, 'It ain't polite to stare at people just because they look different than ourselves.'"
"Different is right," she hummed. "Muscles and manners!"
"Hey, who ran faster than a speeding bullet to get your purse?"
"Well, well, funny guy, don't tell me you're finally jealous?"
"Not of Mr. tee-shirt and jeans over there."
Valentine's was an old bar, the walls were covered in pictures of stars from the forties and fifties, most were signed headshots, but several were taken from inside the bar in its heyday. When they reached a booth, there, below a framed picture of Ingrid Bergman smoking a slender cigarette and sipping from a half full tumbler, was Tony, and her hope for a romantic follow up to dinner shattered into little fragments of stupid girl dreams, which she'd gather up, stuff into the barrel of a pistol, and shoot through her head.
Tony's hair lacked a single direction, his mutton-chop sideburns stood straight out like Hugh Jackman as Wolverine, and he wore a lettered green tee-shirt, reading, 'VIRGINS PLEASE PROCEED TO THE FRONT OF THE LINE'. He had a pint of pitch black beer and grew real happy when he saw them. "Man, you guys took forever. I've already down one of these." He held up the big pint, and being only an inch taller than Kim, about five-six, the pint looked huge in his hand.
"Look at you two all dressed up. Wow, Kim. I mean,wow! You are like, I don't know, coming off the pages of a magazine!"
Avery reached over to him and the guys slammed fists like the two best friends they were, and then Tony congratulated Avery on selling his car. "Hey, so you tell me to come out and beers are gonna be on you, and so far I've had to shell out for twofive-dollar pints.What's up with these trendy prices?"
Tony had good features and wasn't truly a bad guy––just no immediate charm. It also seemed as if he'd had it in for her, being the one who pointed out to Avery the resemblance between the porn star and his girlfriend, and that was grounds for a serious whooping as far as she was concerned.
Avery asked what she'd be drinking and she said she'd decide at the bar, then set her purse down at the booth and followed him. On the way she leaned into his ear. "How could you invite him along tonight?"



He made an ugly show of visibly clenching his teeth, and quickly explained how Tony called earlier and had been dumped, which left him totally depressed. "Let's just have a couple of drinks, try to cheer him up, and then we can make an excuse to go somewhere else, OK?"
Great! Once again he'd put Tony before her. And given the circumstances, what could she have said about it without coming off as a complete bitch? Avery had really been hit-and-miss all evening.
He leaned over the mahogany wood bar and asked if she wanted a martini. "No way," she said, squeezing in beside him. She was already feeling the wine from dinner, and pointed to a Truchard Vineyards cabernet on the shelf against the mirrored wall.
As Avery talked with bartender, who slowly poured a headless Guinness, the guy on the next stool turned to face her. It happened to be the familiar face of the man who'd held the door for her. His legs were spread slightly and his eyes wouldn't let up. It became uncomfortably clear he wanted her, and she sensed something very animal about him, which made her grateful to have Avery beside her.
Finally deciding it would ease the situation if she spoke, she smiled and broke the silence with a chipper, "Hi!" But he only continued to stare at her like he knew her, or at least acknowledged her as a hot piece of ass. He finally waved a hello instead of speaking, and that only elevated the tension. She slid one of her suede boots backwards, but Avery was there and her ass bumped into his, the mere touch of their bodies making her feel safe again, and she looped an arm around his waist and he mindlessly hung one around her shoulder. The guy had a friendly face––he just exuded sex, but now that she was safely in Avery's arm, she could admit it was a little exciting to be in his presence. Add to it the vulnerable condition of being panty-less under a tight skirt, and she was met with a surprising lurid thrill. Panty-less and sandwiched by men––one pure animal and one pure love.
The guy held up his drink––a martini. "Should've gone with one of these!"
His voice had a kindness to it she didn't expect, and it gave her enough courage to respond.
"Well, if I was a whopping two-hundred-pounds I could probably handle that right now, but I've had an early start at dinner." She instantly realized how flirty and awful that sounded, but it was too late.
"One-eighty-five," he corrected.
"Oh! Sorry."
"Don't be."
The drinks were ready and she headed back to the booth with Avery. Tony had put away most of his pint in their absence and had a sleepy gloomy look on his face. She didn't waste anytime and inquired as to what the hell happened with his girlfriend Sue.
"I don't know, you know, Sue seemed nice, seemed like things were great, then she springs on me there's someone else. But didn't you guys think she was nice?"
"Of course, man!"
"Kim?"
"Not anymore."
"You're right. Fuck, the first decent girl in years and I end up getting told she's leaving for a fucking Porto Rican club manager. I'm tired of settling for pigs. It's just, I don't know how much lower my expectations can get, you know. And Avery's always throwing away these hot, crazy, wild chicks I'd give my left nut to keep around. Well not you, Kim––I mean you're totally hot––and I mean you're a total keeper––you're just not the type Avery's always kept in his stable. Fuck, you know what I mean. Or when I do meet someone I totally click with, like Jenny Swanson, Avery ends up banging her."
She knew he would to bring that up. For a guy who demonstrated little guilt with her, Avery was a total sucker for what he'd done to Tony clear back in high school, and boy could Tony milk it.
"Wasn't this Jenny Swanson completelyin lovewith Avery, though?"
"Well, that's what Avery's always said. I never really had a chance to ask after she spit in my face for calling her a splayed leg skank."
"Didn't she tattoo your name on her arm, Avery?"
"Yeah, with pen ink and a thumb tack."
"I don't know, Tony, sounds like she might have been a little in love with him."
"Doesn't really matter. I mean we were perfect for each other, even better than Sue and I, but it doesn't matter."
Avery held up his fist. "I was wrong for getting with her. I feel like dirt for that, man. Always have! And you know my offer still stands."
A little wine dribbled down Kim's chin when she heard that, while Tony bumped fists with Avery and halfway smiled. She wiped her chin and sent Avery the most evil vibe she could conjure, since his offer to Tony was an open invitation to bang his girlfriend should an opportunity arise. Of course they'd made this arrangement before Kim was ever in the picture,but still...
Tony snapped out his hands towards Kim, and completely smiling said, "Maybe if you'd stop dating super models I'd actually have a shot."
The guys laughed, and she tried to find some flattery in it somewhere, but just couldn't.
Suddenly, they were all caught off guard as a figure appeared at the end of their booth. Kim turned to face a large pewter belt buckle reading S-M-O-K-E. It was the blonde with the cleft chin, and he held two martinis, sipping from one and offering her the second slender-stemmed glass, carefully balancing the clear liquid inside the shallow cup atop. She accepted, saying, "Why thank you!" Avery and Tony were starring at the guy in disbelief. "But you know I'll never be able to finish this."
He turned to Avery for a moment and pointed his thumb to the bar. "Karl's pouring two Guinness right now. I heard your order at the bar earlier."
"Hey man, thanks. What's the occasion?"
"You tell me," he inquired. "You two are the ones looking like you've had an evening."
"He sold his car," Tony blurted out, and having the news come from Tony made it sound like they were Meth addicts cashing in their lives for cheap drugs and alcohol, effectively killing any further notions of class.
"We're not that dressed up."
"It's more than the clothes." He pointed to the picture of Ingrid Bergman hanging at the end of their booth. "You two brought in some class, and it's been awhile since this place has seen any. Just thought I'd show my appreciation."
This guy was barely thirty, way too young to be living in the past, and given that he wore only jeans, a tee-shirt, and black boots, she hardly felt he was an authority on class, but nevertheless, she wasn't going to let any of that ruin the thrill of being told such a thing.
"Well I'm Avery, that's Tony, and this is my girlfriend Kim."
Ha, Avery actually felt the need to mention she was his girlfriend. He did have his limits.
"Well I'm Ray."
"Howdy Ray!"
Then Ray did a curious thing, he tilted his head and looked at Kim with one suspicious eye, until he finally pointed to her and said, "Does the name Christina Sabbath mean anything?"
Tony burst out laughing, and Avery, after unsuccessfully trying to hold it back, joined him. "No," she said, letting it trail off as she glared towards Avery and Tony and shook her head at them for being such assholes. Ray quickly recognized he'd caused a problem. "Whoops. I kinda counted on everybody being clueless if I'd made a mistake."
Avery leaned into Kim. "Christina Sabbath is the porn star who looks just like you."
She suddenly felt sick, because this hot guy who'd been so taken with her all night had actually believed she could be a porn star.
"Sorry, but I don't actually look like her."
The guys were busy laughing again, and Ray gestured if he could take a seat opposite her, next to Tony. She half heartedly shook her head and he sat. "I didn't mean any disrespect, Kim."
It was the first time he'd said her name, and his voice gave it a quality she'd never heard before––a stab followed by a hum. He'd even turned her name into sex. She drank from the martini, pushing her wine aside. It was cool and wicked on the throat, and a quarter of it was gone with one sip.
"Iamsorry. But forget that she makes adult films––she's still one of the prettiest ladies around, period. I couldn't have paid you a higher compliment mistaking the two of you. I mean it."
He followed the compliment with a really great smile and she eased up a bit, which was good, because if things had continued to go the way they were she might've cried. She took another long sip of her martini, which also helped to heal the wounds.
Ray scratched his head and hesitated for a moment. "I'll tell you something more––she was the one whose beauty I-Sly couldn't resist. She set off his whole scandal."
Tony overheard, and cried out, "Bullshit, I'd have remembered that. Gimmie your iPhone Avery!" Avery handed it over and Tony started fumbling with it. Within minutes he'd found something. "Holy shit, it is her!"
"I-Sly's a big celebrity," Ray said across to her. "You've heard about it, right?"
She jiggled her head yes as she took another good size sip.
Avery and Tony were both huddled to the iPhone, looking at the pictures. She couldn't believe this was happening,again!
"Oh man," Tony laughed, "So I-Sly let's them film on his estate where he keeps all his cars, and like in the movie plot she's washing them for charity, but then two chauffeurs start hanging around checking her out and end pulling a train. I-Sly's watching all this off camera, and at some point he says he just couldn't take it and had to get some of that." Then in Tony's very horrible rapper impersonation, "I'm gowna make me abigcontrobution to cherty."
Avery held up the iPhone for her. "Wanna see what you'd look like doing a famous rap star?" On the little screen glowed a close-up of Christina Sabbath with her mouth stuffed and a slobbery chin. I-Sly was one rapper she hated––'Blah, blah, bitches-and-hos, blah, blah, bitches-and-hos!'––so Avery's comment really hit a nerve. She looked away and finished her martini, then set the sleek empty glass down and pushed it towards Avery. He understood, and she let him out of the booth to get her another while fetching the two Guinness still waiting for him at the bar.
When she sat down again, Ray grabbed her hand. "When I'm tense, this works." He pressed both of his large thumbs into her palm. She began to pull away, but hesitated when she felt the hard round tips grind into her meat, which forced her shoulders to drop and her spine to go limp.
Tony still had Avery's iPhone and stared wide-eyed at the little screen. He'd found another group of pictures featuring the same girl and occasionally felt the need to describe the images before him. "Man, I don't care what they're paying her––she's earning every single penny."
So Kim let Ray massage her hand during their semi private moment, and he continued working wonders. His arms were lean and strong, the muscles rolling like snakes as his thumbs mashed her hand like a small lump of clay. Her eyes closed, she couldn't help it, and her head fell against the laminated seat cushion.
Fuck Avery and Tony! Why was she even letting them get to her?
The whole thing reminder her of being eleven and coming home to find her two brothers and their friend watching a porno movie in the living room. The curtains were drawn, allowing the TV to illuminate the whole area, and beer bottles were all over the coffee table, so the bottom of the screen was obscured by their tops. Albee was four years older than her and Josh was five, and although she typically felt herself incredibly mature to be caring for a house full of men, she'd become a complete child in this situation. When she tried to say something, Josh snapped. "This is the birds and bees, Kim. If mom were still alive she'd explain." The big TV had a lady getting her hair pulled by a guy who was shoving his penis into her so hard she screamed. Then another penis was pushed into her mouth and choked her so she couldn't scream anymore.
"I know about thebirds and the bees,but why are they hurting her?"
"Because she wants it." Albee and their friend laughed.
"No she doesn't."
"It's all about the birds and the bees, Kim! You'll understand someday. And it's what men like, so get used to it quick if you ever want to find one, twerp."
Twerp was the one name she hated the most. They'd called her every derogatory, sexist name they could think of, but twerp struck a nerve. It made it clear she was the youngest, something she couldn't compensate for, and the youngest always gets bullied around. Being a girl just added to the thrill of it.
That day haunted her for weeks. She hated her brothers––all boys, and she obsessively cut the hair from the heads of her old dolls. Then one night, as she lay in bed, the sights of the porno replaying on her dark ceiling, her hand moved into her panties, and she touched herself.
Her steel-blue eyes instantly tore around the room when Ray's thumbs dislodged from her palm. Avery carried over two martinis and set them down, then went back for the Guinness. My god, this was getting out of control!
Across the table Ray peered right through her, the only one aware that she was starting to smolder inside. She'd been wrong, he wasn't a sexual animal––he was a maestro of sex––a fucking Hollywood Don Juan! He didn't prey upon her desire, he filled her with it.
"Guys, I mean come on. Look at this!" Tony scratched his mutton-chops along his cheek, and held up the iPhone with yet another picture of Christina Sabbath in action. "She looksjustlike Kim! I meanexactlylike Kim!"
Avery returned with the last of the order, balancing two shots of tequila in between the pints. Kim got up to let him slide back in. "What I'd miss?"
"Nothing. Tony's little wee-wee is still getting off on a girl who he thinks is me."
"Just look at her."
"You sick little Italian! I'm a blonde. She has dark hair."
"She's dyed it,comeon!"
Avery sat down. "Well, does the carpet matches the drapes?"
"No carpet! She has a tattoo on her ass, though––a carrousel horse. What about it, Kim? Got a tattoo?"
"If I say 'no' are you going to believe me?"
"Avery, does she have a tattoo or what?"
"Will you even believe me at this point?"
"Then give us a peek, Kim!"
"Are you even for real, Tony?"
Avery grabbed her hand and tilted his head towards her in defeat, with a subtle expression that she took to mean she should just get it over with and shut Tony's silly ass up.
She returned a look that read, 'Really?' He kissed her cheek and touched her thigh. "Then fine!" Avery was always in for the daring, and for the first time since they'd arrived, she felt they were aligned on something. And the idea of showing her ass to this Ray character just seemed so out there. She brought her knees up on the padded bench seat to kneel, putting her butt just above the table. It left her facing the open bar, and when no one was looking, she placed one hand over her crotch in order to keep her tight dress down, and grabbed the hem around back with the other. She then peeled the skirt up her back, exposing her panty-less flesh. The way she arched her back jutted out her ass, making it rounder, and fuller, and so very powerful. And nowhere was there a tattoo, just clean, smooth, white, skin.
She noticed Ray, whose eyes were fixed on her treasures. He smiled towards one side of his face in a way that tilted the cleft in his chin. She didn't just feel naked, she felt spread wide open.
"Fucking awesome, Kim!" Tony shouted, loud enough for everyone in the bar to hear, and Kim brought her dress down in panic.
"Satisfied!" She plopped her butt on the seat again, feeling oddly proud and seriously turned on.
"Yeah, well it could be one of those temporary tattoos." He was just being funny now.
Avery then whispered into her ear, saying she was too fucking hot. From across the table, and without using words, Ray told her the very same thing, and she wished she could do it all over again.
"You could have mentioned temporary tattoosbeforeI showed you my ass."
"What? Am I stupid? That just made my night!"
She took a big sip from her fresh martini, and when she set it down, Ray pushed it away. "Maybe another one of these is a bad idea."
His boldness took her breath away. Even Avery had noticed. And she probably would've been pissed about it, except he was right––the first one had just now started to hit her.
An unsettled silence followed as she let it go and Tony went back to browsing images on the iPhone. "Let's see if we can't figure out how to prove this Christina Sabbath thing once and for all."
Ray then spoke up, "Hey Tony, look up Ray Smoke on that thing."
A minute later Tony hit pay dirt, and shouted, "No fucking way, dude!You'rea porn star!"
Everyone appeared shocked, especially Kim.
"Holy crap, dude, you're like twelve inches!" Tony held up the iPhone, and there was Ray, a huge dick weighing on the hands of a pigtailed brunette.
"Eleven and a quarter!"
"Christ man!" Avery shook his head in disbelief. "Where are you hiding that?"
"Ha! Well, Kim showed us hers so I thought I might as well show you mine."
The sight of it left Kim's cheeks a scarlet red and suddenly ashamed of playing into his hands. Seeing all the images of Christina Sabbath with overly endowed lovers, and then having unintentionally toyed with a real tool of the trade, well that would surely blur her own persona with Christina's in a way Avery and Tony would never let go. Her stomach sank as something lewd crept through her like a parasite. She suddenly got a head rush, putting her hands on the table and closing her eyes. Maybe it was time Avery took her home.
As the blood rushed past her ears she barely made out Tony's voice. "Dude, I'm sitting next to guy and looking at pictures of his cock––how wrong is that?"
This time Ray laughed the hardest.
"Wait, here's your bio, dude. 'A Los Angeles native born in1978, Ray Smoke has become one of the more sought after male stars in recent years. Shooting less than four films a year has earned him only ten films to his credit, but they are all ranked high in Hustlers top fifty, with 'Schindler's Tryst' coming in at number two. Avoiding the raunchier side of the industry, his films lean more towards the erotic than hardcore, and he appears to consistently invokegenuineperformances from his costars. In an online interview, Sasha Grey said that Ray Smoke was the performer she'd most like to work with again.'Fuck, you did Sasha Grey?"
"Yep!"
"Mother-fucker!"
Avery nudged his hip against Kim, and she got up to let him out. She asked if he was ready to go. Without answering, and without warning, he pulled her around to the alcove leading to the restrooms, the only private area in the bar. She was still a little dizzy when he started to kiss her hard. He forced his tongue into her mouth and pushed his hand through her short blonde hair. Her tongue quickly took to the warm intruder and curled against it. The kiss brought her completely back, and when she opened her eyes, Avery's face was practically touching hers, as he held her shoulders and pressed her against the wall. Releasing one shoulder he brushed her long bangs from her right eye. "I know I've been a little bit of a jerk tonight. And I know I sometimes have trouble taking things seriously. And I am sorry if I let things get carried away. But I love you, baby, and I've never told you this, but I've never said those words to another girl."
He certainly looked serious in that moment. His lip even trembled. Her boyfriend was always such a relaxed cool guy, so she loved when he grew that intense. "I love you too, sweetie."
"So I know you're aware Ray's been working you all night."
"I think everyone's aware of it. You could have said something––do you just not care?"



"I care––but you're not some wimpy chick. I don't think there's a man alive you couldn't handle. In fact, you shine your brightest in these situations. You're my partner in thecrazy. I love that! And sometimes, like tonight, it's just so fucking cool to watch you do your thing, and it's like I'll destroy the flower if I try to touch it. Sometimes I gotta just let you shine, baby."
God, if he only knew what part of her was really shining out there.
His lips brushed hers, and he spoke against her mouth. "And I saw him make you feel something, baby."
Or had he known?Of course, Avery could read her worst thoughts––and the scary part––he loved them.
She closed her eyes. "Promise me you won't be mad."
"Promise."
She opened them. "There's just something about him."
His hand came off her shoulder and she felt a finger under her dress, touching her. She looked into an autographed photo of Clark Gable, where she could see a reflection from the other room in its glass, and made sure no one was coming.
He spoke into her ear. "He stands like a goddamn statue." With one stroke his finger slipped inside the folds, revealing how wet she'd become. "You're human, babe, I completely understand."
"You don't. It's scarier than that..." Avery's finger slipped in deeper. "Uh! It's like when I look in his eyes there's nothing other than sex. Every word, every thought, every glance––all sex." She suddenly focused on Clark Gable's eyes in his photo, and realized they were identical to Ray's. Ray was a blonde Clarke Gabble with a cleft chin. "Uh!" How many women had fallen to those eyes? "Uh! God, what are you doing to me, Avery?"
"Loving you!" He licked her lips. "I do understand. You know I grew up a spoiled brat. And more than anything I spoiled myself with girls. Sluts! The sluts that wore plaid skirts, spiked heels and tube tops. The kind I'd snag at clubs or raves, and then sneak into my room at three in the morning. My parents hated it, and that was the best part."
The finger dipped in and out and in and out. Avery's touch had always been different. It felt beautiful, pure and special. It could rearrange her darkest desires into innocent games. Her mind became a blur and her knees grew weak.
"I thought I'd out grow those nasty girls, but even after I stopped giving a shit what my parent's thought, I still had the need. Nothing gets me hotter than the thought of a girl who'll do anything. And you're such a supreme closet freak, baby. You've done all the things the other's have, but you hide it so damn well. You're my dirtiest little secret."
She was biting her lip and had to stop him or else she'd come.
He backed off her completely, and her eyelids behaved as if she'd been asleep.
"So quick, baby, what's the craziest thing you've ever done?"
"I don't know."
"Well I want you to do something tonight. Will you?"
"I don't know."
"I want to invite Ray back to the condo. A fucking porn star with a bat bigger than Jose Conseco, we gotta party with him."
"You're being crazy, Avery."
"And I want you to tell him you are Christina Sabbath."
"I can't do that."
"You have to. Just pretend for one night!"
"You know what will happen if I do––at least tell me you know."
"And let him think he's the only one who's wise to it. It'll be a trip, baby––and a freak opportunity like this ain't coming around again."
"And what about Tony?"
"Leave him in the dark. But if he ends up wanting to play, that's up to you. He hasn't mentioned Sue since he started looking at the iPhone. Have you noticed? He's loosened up like I haven't seen in months."
"But Avery-"
"Let's just say Ray's my gift to you, and whatever you decide with Tony is a favor to me in return."
"This is crazy!"
"This is fun! This is fuckingliving, baby!"
Out in front of Valentine's Kim waited with Avery and Tony as they tried to hail a cab, while Ray went around back to get his bike. She held his helmet at her side, and Tony, drunk and thinking he was being quiet enough for her not to hear, leaned towards Avery's ear, and said, "I can't believe you're going to let her ride with that dude."
"Well, why the fuck not? Really, why not? Like the world just goes around and around and around, Tony. Everyday it's the same merry-go-round ride. Boring, boring, boring. So if I even smell excitement––I'm on it! I sex crazy, man, and I believe everybody should have their fun."
Tony laughed, or made a noise that sounded like, "Pah!" He then scoped out Kim, and said, "Come on!That? You're lettingthatget on a bike with a porn star?Eleven inchesof porn star! Eleven and a quarter! Sasha Grey, dude––banged Sasha Grey!"
"If I don't drink it up like an aphrodisiac, I'm doomed. I'll never have the balls to unleash myself, man! And neither will she! You gotta refine your primal urges, Tony, not discard them."
As he stood there on the Sunset Strip in his red, satin smoking jacket and leopard print skater shoes, and as his light eyes took on the color of a red neon sign and his shady chin sparkled with it, and as he philosophized about his insane desire for them to chase their primal urges––Avery appeared larger than life, larger than the faces on the signs stacked against the sky, and larger than the wilderness of dreams that awaited them both. Kim couldn't think of a cooler man alive.
When Ray pulled his bike around to reveal a moped, everyone keeled over and lost it.
"Less of a cop magnet, if you know what I mean."
About ten minutes into their ride, Kim waved Ray to the side of the road. They'd just turned off Sunset Blvd. and were heading down Eiffel Street towards Avery's condo in Silver Lake, so he veered the buzzing Moped towards an open spot in front of a Mission Style house, put his boot to the asphalt and cut the engine. He turned his head around until Kim could see his profile, and she pulled his helmet from her head.
"I wanted to talk to you before we reached our condo. I've decided there's something you should know."
"Yeah?"
She reached around and slid her hand along his thigh. "We have something in common."
"Yeah?"
Her hand moved close to the bulge along his inner thigh. He looked down at her hand very near to his breeder bar.
"We don't have that in common, do we?"
"No!" She laughed, sounding more cute an easy than she intended to. "But it plays an important part." She wouldn't touch the toy, but she squeezed the thigh meat right next to it.
"So what is it then?"
"I'm Christina Sabbath!"
He turned his head completely around to face her, sporting a puppy dog grin.
"Seriously?"
"Seriously!"
"Why the secret? Avery wouldn't understand? Is he why you quit the business?"
That was the most she'd heard him say all night, and he sounded star-struck. Then euphoric warmth enveloped her, as she grasped how powerful a simple name could be, especially one so soaked with sexual potency––and she now owned it.
"Avery doesn't know. But I quit before he came along."
"Then why?"
"I don't know. I was afraid people would recognize me on the street."
"Or in a bar?"
"Ha! Yeah––or in a bar."
His hips moved as if there was a discomfort and she realized his cock was stiffening in his jeans without any place to go. She pulled her hand away and apologized. He just laughed. "This is why people don't do it on Mopeds."
"Then let's get going."
"OK, but what happens next?"
"We'll find out soon enough, won't we?"
She put on his helmet as he pedal-stared the engine, and then the buzzing bike zipped down the road.
Avery's condo sat at the peak of a crescent hilltop, with tiled roofs running down all sides and then back up the neighboring hills. Palm trees filled in the gaps between roofs, and in several places glowed blue, illuminated by swimming pools hiding underneath. Avery's was one of four adjoined condos with backyards full of Joshua trees and licorice plants. The winds had died, but they'd left a view of the stars and a sweet smell from the riled licorice.
A raised Jacuzzi sat in the middle of the yard, and most of the neighboring hill could be seen through a short, iron-post fence along the back. The Jacuzzi was on the fritz and took hours to heat up, so Avery left it on while they'd had dinner. The controls were mounted on the wall next to the back door, and Avery flipped the lights off so the water went black, but the jets continued to rumble the surface and throw off steam. Tony, Ray and Kim ran towards it, with Kim reaching first.
Tony slowed down and stopped about halfway through the yard. "Are there any extra suits?"
"Yeah right!" said Kim, as she kicked off her suede boots and peeled her tight grey dress up and over her ass, then from the top hem lifted it completely above her head. She set it on a glass table in the little nook next to the Jacuzzi. The yard was completely dark, but the moonlight seemed especially attracted to her white skin and revealed her nudity as she climbed up the wooden steps and sunk inside.
It took Ray a little time to get his boots off, and then he climbed the steps and dropped his pants at the edge of the Jacuzzi, belt and all. Kim stared upwards, his meat hung impressively between his legs, exactly as the pictures on the phone had promised. It was ridiculous looking, and embarrassing to behold, but at the same time she felt playfully excited. He dipped in beside her as Tony stood at the base of the steps.
"You coming, Avery?"
"I'll get drinks first. Beers?"
While looking at Ray, she answered, "Just water for me." Earlier, when Ray had pushed her martini aside, like he'd determined her buzz was right for his liking, it had twitched loose a little submissive thrill, which she'd hope to revisit. She'd be the perfect Christina Sabbath for him.
"Water," echoed Ray.
"Beer, man! And make it one of your Duvels."
Tony finally got the nerve to get in and then Ray asked if they'd be up for a party favor. He reached out and grabbed a joint from the pocket of his piled up jeans, lit it up, held the smoke in tight, and waved to Kim for her to come close. Covering her tits, she lifted herself halfway up and then sat on his lap. She had to slide down before her breast returned to the dark water, and it left her head alongside his. A hand combed through her wet hair, leaving a spiky trail, and then he lifted her head, bringing her face closer to his. He pressed his lips to her mouth, and blew the smoke inside her. His breath, mixed with the harsh smoke, rushed to her chest, and apparently his lung capacity was greater than hers, and she couldn't accept it all. She rolled her head away and shifted her body, snuggling against him like a big chair. Her bare ass was on his thigh and her back was against his chest, and they feltsooocomfy.
Tony took the joint as Ray passed it his way. "Avery's going to be right back, Kim."
She laughed, letting the smoke go, and then coughed in rapid hiccups. It jerked her whole body, and Ray rubbed above her breasts, calming her lungs underneath.
"I don't know if you noticed," said Ray, "but I'm pretty sure he's OK with this."
"You think so? I don't know, man." Tony took his hit, and passed it back.
The tip fired up as Ray inhaled and then he repeated his routine with Kim, and this time she accepted only half of Mr. Mighty Lung's offering. She was getting very high, and Ray's other hand moved up and down her thigh.
Tony was handed the joint again. "You sure Avery's cool?"
She only smiled.
"What about you, Kim, are you cool with it?"
She extended her leg until her foot touched Tony's knee. He jerked it, but then let her touch. Tony passed the joint as her big toe pushed the little hairs on his leg, barely grazing the skin, and freeing the little trapped bubbles that infested everything in the Jacuzzi. Ray took the joint and touched it to his tongue, snubbing it out. His other hand moved between her legs, and she made it easy for him. The pot, the water, the touch, it almost relaxed her straight to sleep. She slid low enough that her head was against Ray's chest, and her hair was in the water. She turned to rest her cheek against his peck, and saw Avery stepping out of their condo, completely naked.
Their neighbors in the other three condos were all easy going, a gay couple, a straight couple, and lady who hung paintings out to dry in the yard. As long as they kept the Jacuzzi lights off, they didn't seem to mind a little skinny dipping, but Avery was crossing the entire yard in the buff, and that was really pushing it.
Ray now had a finger inside of her, moving slow and gentle, and as Avery swaggered down the path, carrying two beers in one hand and pinching two glasses full of water in the other, she worshiped the site of his body. She simply loved his broad shoulders, his angular pecks, and the sexy divot on the side of his ass. At six-feet tall and a lean one-sixty-five, he was something else. He didn't have large muscles, but he seemed to have them nestled everywhere, especially along his back, which created beautiful ink blot patterns as it would move.
She thought of the time one of his ex-girlfriends had spent an evening with them, Bria, and as she and Kim fooled around on the bed, they both looked up at Avery leaning naked against the wall. He'd taken a break to watch the action, settle down some, and prolong the evening. But neither of the girls could stand to have his beauty out of the mix, so they broke apart and crossed the bed towards him, meowing and scratching the air like two naked cats. He'd lookedsoooincredibly beautiful that night, like an angel on ecstasy, and as he approached the Jacuzzi, he appeared that way again.
Tony pushed her foot away as Avery climbed the steps. She giggled, but Ray's magic finger took hold of her breath and her giggle fell into a sigh. She had no idea if Avery knew a really good finger-fucking was going on under the black water, but he must've assumed it after she'd sighed. He handed out the drinks, and then placed his feet in the water, sitting on the edge. She grabbed his calf, pinching it. Ray's finger was big enough that it started to feel like real fucking, and then suddenly there were two. Her cheek circled his peck with the water bubbling against her face, and she squeezed Avery's calf harder.
Avery set his hand over hers. "Fucking gorgeous night, huh?"
Ray's two fingers suddenly got very frisky and increased their speed. "Got that right! And thanks for letting me share it with the three of you."
He spoke so coolly he couldn't possibly be the same guy who was frigging the life out of her right then. Oh god, she couldn'tnotlet what was happening show on her face. Avery was OK, she knew that, but she was about to lose it front of Tony, and that made her feel so weirdly self conscious she couldn't stand it. She panicked and moved her hips forward, losing the two magic fingers. She stood up on the wood seat, a flood of water streaming off her body and wetting everyone. She stepped up to the edge, and then jumped down into the yard. With wet bare feet, she lightly but quickly tip-toed up the path to their backdoor, dripping water the entire way.
Fifteen minutes later she'd heard Nick Cave's Tender Prey album start from downstairs, and it gave her a chill. She'd just had a long nerve building conversation with herself in their silver swing-arm mirror about what she would and wouldn't allow for the remainder of the night. As the first song played, featuring Mr. Cave's thicker-than-molasses, sorrowful voice, singing how the mercy seat is waiting, she decided it high time to get back to the party. She pulled a pair of army shorts from a black lacquer dresser, grabbed her hoodie off the chair by the bed, the black one with the giant gear and skull on the back and the Arch Enemy logo over her right breast, zipped it over herself, combed her bangs partially in front of her face, and then headed down the spiral staircase to the boys.
To take advantage of the view, their living room was set to the backside of the condo, with a large window forming the back wall. There were a wad of towels on the tile around the sliding glass door, and the boys had all returned to their pants, but apparently shirts were optional. She felt a little at ease seeing everyone at least half clothed. Tony sat in the throne, which was a large carved wooden chair they kept against the wall. Next to him were two large speaker cabinets with a record player squeezed in between, Avery being an extreme vinyl enthusiast.
As she circled her way down the steps, Avery discovered her, just as ole Nick. Cave reached a most desperate place, singing, "AND I'M NOT AFRAID TO DIE!"
"Here she comes. Here's my gal." He sat cross legged, pulling albums from his collection and handing them to Ray. Ray was seated on the edge of the couch, using one hand to comb his wet hair back. He looked her way, shocked to see a brooding, unisex, high-school girl in her hoodie and army shorts standing on the stairs, but then he leered, and Christina Sabbath whispered inside Kim's head, "Busted!"
The spiral stairs were in the front corner and next to the throne, so Tony stared point blank at her baggy jacket when she reached the bottom. "Where'd your tits go?"
Her lips swung to the right and she rolled her eyes. "Fuck you!"
"Avery, man, you should buy your girlfriend some more tight dresses, dude."
"Why, so you can look at my titsallthe time, you sick little Italian?"
She went straight to the couch, sat down on the cushion with her back against the armrest, and stretched her feet out, placing them on Ray's lap. He scooted over some, so they were better balanced, and then maneuvered into a really fantastic foot massage. The heel of her foot pressed against something that couldn't have been his leg, and she wondered what it could possibly––yeah right–– she'd pressed her heel against his cock. She stroked it gently, rocking her ankle, while his fingers splayed bones and tendons, and his thumbs burrowed at her arch.
Avery pulled an album with a black cover and headed for the stereo. Tony caught sight of it coming his way. "Man, you're going to play Misfits right now? I'm high, dude! I'm mellow!"
"Nooo! Leave on Nick Cave." She made her eyelashes butterfly.
"You love the Misfits."
"Not after a Jacuzzi!"
"All of you––prisoners of comfort!"
"Shut up babe, and come here."
Avery tossed the album on the coffee table and came to her for a kiss. He then lowered himself and spun around, sitting against the front of the couch. She moved a hand over his shoulder and began to rub. She could feel Ray growing under her heel as he kept grinding heaven into her feet, and now Avery was rolling his head while she kneaded his back and neck.
Nick Cave was spewing morbidly about Deanna's soul, as Ray's hands moved to her other foot, leaving her free one to touch his confined sweetness with her toes. She gently brushed it, the motion beginning at her knee, and the three stayed like that through another song.
Avery leaned back to kiss her again, and she whispered in his ear. "Tony hates me right now."
He looked, and Tony, still in the throne, watched them with a face devoid of life.
"He thinks I'm fooling around on you."
Avery put his face down, so his mouth was to her ear. "That's not what it is." He nipped her lobe. "He has a crush on you. He's totally jealous."
Avery then pushed himself up, and saw her agile toes brushing Ray's gentlemanly assets. "I thought I felt the couch moving." He reached down and placed his hand between her breasts, flattening out his fingers. He then pinched the zipper on her hoodie and began to tug. He took it all the way down, splitting her jacket open and exposing a gutter of flesh. The inside edge of her tits were visible, a dip from her rib cage to her stomach, and a mild depression around her flat belly button. Avery then asked Ray to join him outback, and, really, what could Ray say. Before getting up, he reached down the front of his pants and shifted himself into a better position, and then he followed Avery outside.



Kim continued lying on the couch, directly confronting Tony's narrowed eyes with a passionate gaze of her own. She trailed a clear coat finger nail up and down the white gutter of flesh, bumping the waist band of her army shorts, and then back up between her tits. She finally flicked the jacket off her left tit, and Tony's face grew intense. She had small coral colored nipples, which were a little cold. She circled it with her clear coat nail a few times, and then grazed over the lithe button. Tony merely looked horrified. Avery hadn't intended for her to scare him, so what was she supposed to do now?
Finally she decided she'd have some goddamn fun, with or without Tony. So much for her post Jacuzzi relaxation. She spied the one narrow stack of her CDs seated next to Avery's massive album collection, and rose from the couch and walked towards it, swinging her hips and looking back over her shoulder at Tony, like 'just you wait.'
She pulled Arch Enemy's Rise of the Tyrant, and crossed the room to the stereo near Tony, who remained paralyzed in the throne. She hit play, committing the blasphemer of using CD technology in Avery's house, then she turned it up, and howled, "Fuck yeah!" As the air raid sirens began to wail, the guitar landed heavy and fast, and she threw her arms up and hammered her fists to the lightning paced metal. Her head got into it, snapping side to side. Soon her whole body joined the slamming grind, and her long bangs beating against her eyes. The world was in motion. The guitar had her by the throat and shook her delerious.
She spun her way to the couch, threw herself on it, grabbed the backrest and started to drive her hips into the cushion, fucking it to the double bass drum. She then jumped from the couch onto the coffee table, almost stepping on some of Avery's precious vinyl. Feeling the cool wood on her toes, she started thrashing about and slicing the air with her fists. She then leaned back and her hoodie fell to her elbows, putting her tits on display. She stared down. They weren't big, but they were great tits. Guys should love her tits more, they were perfect!
She stepped off the table and seductively marched towards Tony. She had a big smile, and Tony had one, too. Reaching him in the chair, her chest heaved furiously, her tiny ribs spreading out and her tits rising with them. She had great hair, layered in the back and four inches all around except for her bangs, which reached an eye concealing seven. When damp, as it was, her bangs would hang like long white needles. She dropped these soft needles on his face, letting the tips wipe across his skin and his crazy mutton-chops. He shut his eyes and chuckled. She could do this––she really could!
She grabbed his shoulders suddenly.
"You're crazy, girl!"
"Come on, you sick little Italian, let's do this!"
"You and Avery, you're the same damn kind of Looney Tunes."
She jumped into the air and landed kneeling on his thighs.
"Ummf! Fuck! Ow!"
Breathless and a little dizzy, she took two fistfuls of black hair, and she made him bob his head, while leaning her chest closer to his face. Right before his nose connected with nipple, he reached up his hands and held the sides of her head. He then brought it down, forcing her back to hunch outwards, and he kissed her.
Her heart was racing. She was hot and frisky and feeling good. They looked at each other through her damp bangs, she breathed heavy against his mouth, and they both grew the silliest smiles. But her eyes now held a steel-blue devil inside, and the devil grew hungry. She growled, and slid off him, landing with her knees at his feet. Tony could be cute when he wasn't being a jack-ass.Aw, he was cute even when he was a jack-ass.
She touched his hands where they clutched onto the heavy wood armrests of the throne, and it suddenly dawned on her that Tony had more going on in his mind than just Kim––he'd been dumped. She'd been so caught up in the mystery of this evening that she'd forgotten about that. She never liked Sue. Tony was cute enough and sweet enough to do better than that bitch. All he needed was some self esteem, something she could probably help cure. She would not only do this, she'd make it the best he ever had.
She reached out and unsnapped his grey striped shorts.
"You're fucking nuts Kim!"
Smiling, and addressing him with the steel-blue devil inside, down went his zipper, and then she pulled his shorts under his hips and to his ankles. He stroked her hair, losing some of his reluctance. Thankfully his cock had made allegations towards her antics and was now casting a stiff verdict. She took it gently, stroked it, moved her lips in close for the kill, and then faked him out by licking his stomach. He laughed. She smiled. Then she took him for real.
At fourteen she'd learned how to deep-throat a guy. She did it by stuffing a large condom with a row of ping-pong balls, and over a two month span she kneel on her bed and poke her toy at the spongy gooey flesh behind her tongue, her makeshift rubber lover leaving a sour plastic taste in the worst way. She'd slightly over estimated the size of a man's penis, however, and her toy was something like nine inches and fat. During those two months she threw up once, gagged so hard her esophagus swelled for a day, and fell on the floor drowning when she'd breathed in a pool of her own thick saliva. But it was worth all the trouble in the end. She had a gift to give that very few girls could––and certainly none at age fourteen.
Tony would never know about those two months, nobody would, but he'd know she was the hottest bitch he'd ever have. He'd never forget this. Ever! She tongued him for awhile, and clamped her lips around the first two inches, pleasuring him until she had him real nice and slippery. He moaned, still just lightly touching her hair. He was at least six inches in total, an easy prey. She went down, and his stomach jerked when the head of his cock hit the spongy wall. The psychotic guitars chugged on, Angela Gossow's howls tore at the night, and Kim's heart raced with them. But she needed to catch her breath and her body had to remain still.
Initially she'd learned to bring her tongue forward, open her throat and then try not to think about it, distracting herself with the prepubescent sounds of The Pixies playing through her headphones. But like the Pixies, that was kids stuff. As she bobbed on Tony again, her tongue flattened, her throat dipped back and away to open, and she pushed the head through. Those first two moves now brought to mind setting the safety on a gun, because they'd disengage her well trained gag reflex and it would simpley shut off. Her sinuses crawled with insecurity and her vision melted, but it passed quickly, and the muscles completely succumbed, letting Tony's hard-on enter at will. She no longer needed distractions––in fact, she became aware of nothing but the cock moving into her soft pipe. Her improved technique made it pleasurable for her too, and she was getting incredibly turned on as the first area of her neck began to expand and spark with strange sensations. She bobbed again, her nose touching his belly and the little hairs that snaked about it, while her neck-inflating-clog moved deeper.
"Oh god! Oh fuck, that's crazy!" His voice was barely a squeak. It was cute!Welcome to the unreal, Tony––welcome to deep-throating!
Losing all hesitation, he held her head and laced his fingers into her damp blonde hair. She pulled off and went down again––leaving his breath jagged and airy like he'd dived into ice water. With her nose glued to his belly, she looked up through her bangs. He was in shock, like, 'what the fuck did you do with Kim, you goddamned devil!' Then he moaned, "Ahhhhh!" It was the sound of someone begging to be tortured.
She started bobbing faster, her lips feeling his pubs, and his cockhead fully in her throat. She could hold off the gag reflex, but she couldn't stop her throat from secreting fluid. She stopped for a moment to jack him off and wipe the outside of her mouth.
"You're so beautiful!"
She smiled in response. and it was a fresh friendly smile, one hundred percent genuine.
"I'm serious, you're so fucking beautiful."
She took him in her mouth again and gave him another round of the same, then backed off once more. "Fuck my throat, Tony! Really fuck my throat!"
"What? I can't do that. You're too beautiful."
"I can handle it."
"No. I can't. You're too beautiful––so, so beautiful."
"I swear––I'll be ok."
"I just can't!"
There was something sweet in that he couldn't, and she let it go with a smile, then took him a third time and gave it her all. She bobbed to the blaring music. Her esophagus was all lined up proper and her forehead thudded against his abdomen. He started moaning and didn't stop. His hips left the seat. His hands pressed against her skull. She went through the motions of swallowing, causing her throat to grip his cock, as sound emanated from inside, gulping, gagging, gurgling. He screamed but hardly made a noise.
"I'm coming! Oh god I'm coming!"
She pulled back a little and felt the hot flow splash over her tongue. Tony's orgasm was a long one. He scrubbed his finger tips against her head, and when he final stopped and let her go, she came off his cock to confront his droopy face of pleasure. Three seconds later, without either of them moving a muscle, her throat rose and fell as she swallowed, leaving her mouth dry.
She stood up as he remained in the throne, his black and grey striped shorts still around his ankles. Her baggy army shorts ended just below her knee caps, her hoodie remained unzipped and partially open, and her drying hair was sticking out where he'd been holding on. She must have looked a teenage hesher right then, but Tony had to know better––she was inhuman, a twenty-two-year-old goddess––a goddess with a steel-blue devil inside. Giving your throat for someone to completely ravish might not sound like something one would be proud of, but she was one of the privileged few who could––and as for her equally privileged recipients, they'd cherish her devil's gift to the grave. A poem she'd written in high school leapt into mind, one she'd written out next to scribbles of little girls with black eyes and holding knives:
My hardened pain, my lovely, lovely soft heart
My hardened soul, my lovely, lovely soft heart
My hardened knees, my lovely, lovely soft heart
My hardened lover,
my lovely,
lovely
soft
heart
She led Tony by the hand and found Avery and Ray in the very back of the yard. They sat on the black metal fence along the back wall, staring down the hillside as Avery strummed on his guitar. The wind had picked up some. Ray had crossed his arms over his bare chest to keep warm and Avery danced his bare feet along the fence. Both of them were gorgeous. Avery was just too fucking cool! Ray wassoooodreamy, and would leave a ghost behind for sure.
Tony couldn't get rid of his mindless grin if life depended on it. And when Avery realized he wasn't goofing around, that his best friend was actually left speechless in the after glow, he had an awesome laugh about it. "Oh man! Give it here!" He held out his fist and Tony brought his up to meet it.
"I think I'm going to take a walk, man. Grab some cigarettes at the liqueur store."
Kim scrubbed his head like he was a child. "Don't go and get lost."
"Bring me back some Gatorade, man. And some Snickers. And a Starburst."
"How am I going to remember all that shit?"
After Tony made a list and left, she leaned against Avery, who still sat on the three foot fence. He moved the guitar out of the way and set it beside her, then reached his hand under her hoodie to touch her lower back.
"Why are you still in your dress pants? They're going get ruined."
"Mama always said..."
She elbowed his leg.
"So Ray tells me he deals cards for a living."
"Like a hustler?"
"Ha, only when I'm not dealing cards for the Man on company party barges. You want any?" Ray held out a lighter and half a joint with no cherry––they must've smoked it earlier.
"I'm OK." She tugged at the bottom of her hoodie, bringing the unzipped flaps together and then swinging them apart, but not far enough that her tits were exposed.
"Feels great out here."
She finally swung her arms way out, her coral nipples making an appearance. Keeping her hoodie held out like that, she leaned her head back to see the stars and collect a kiss on the forehead from Avery. "Either of you care to follow the rabbit into the rabbit hole?"
She lay in the center of their king sized bed, her hoodie was discarded downstairs, and her arms were outstretched, which left her tits for the picking. The upstairs had a master bathroom towards the front of the condo with the bedroom set to the back. Like downstairs, the second-story back wall was all glass, taking advantage of the view, and the sliding doors leading to the balcony outside were open for the sake of a breeze. The dimmer switch sat at about twenty-five percent, meaning anyone on the neighboring hillside could make out vague shapes of people but not much more––unless, of course, they had star gazing equipment. But this hadn't prevented her and Avery from leaving the curtains drawn since they moved in, so why should it be any different now.
Neither of the boys had approached the bed yet. Ray seemed to be waiting for the couple to take the initiative, and Avery looked as if the gears in his head were spinning like mad.Thatmade for a frightening thought! She locked onto Ray, who stood at the foot of the bed. His Clark Gable eyes had been confronting her all night, from the very first moment he'd held the door at Valentine's until now, and she finally understood the influence they had on her. She was being owned––those black pupils nestled in glittery green and yellow shards, fixed upon her so intensely that everything around her dissolved into an unfocussed abyss, completely isolating her and leaving no chance of escape. She knew what he wanted, the eyes had articulated his thoughts perfectly and he was a lusty man. Herfearcame from the intensity itself––could she handle it?A fucking godlike-lover stood before her and this was her put-up-or-shut-up moment. Her nerve came crumbling down. A breeze picked up outside and chilled her exposed skin, and that's when she panicked.
She leapt to her feet. She had her youth and her fight, and both men were afraid of that. She took a wrestler's stance. They'd do this her way!
"This ismybed!"
"Is that right?"
"And nobody's allowed onmybed!"
"Like hell!" Avery jumped her.
She couldn't move fast enough and got tackled. "Noo!" He rolled over on his back so he was just crushing her by lying down. "Get off my bed!" She pushed at his neck until he had to move. Then she got a foot in his back and kicked him until he was off.
"I think she means it." Ray smirked, but wasn't quite ready to step into the game.
She stood up, widening her stance and hunkering down a bit. "My bed!"
Avery made another move, but this time she kicked his hand, and wasn't gentle about it.
"Fuck! Oh, you are asking for it, girl."
"Ha! Just try it. Try to take my bed and see what happens." She jerked her head towards Ray, putting the challenge on him.
"You can have your bed, I'd rather takeyou."
Avery made another move, landing solidly on the mattress. She got a foot in his stomach, but he was moving too fast and he just kept coming. He took her down with a bear hug, but her legs were going crazy. She lifted her knee up to her armpit, trying to hook that leg around his neck
"Shit Ray, grab the legs! Grab the legs!"
Ray finally moved, landing flat and making the bed grind an inch along the floor. His chest smothered her legs and it looked like it was over for her. But not so! She attempted to bite Avery, making him flinch and struggle to keep his arms away from her mouth.
"You want something in your mouth do you? Because I got something." She chomped her teeth like she'd bite it off. "Ok then," he retreated, "what about a fist? Can't bite a fist, can you!" He balled up his fingers and put it to her open mouth. She moved her head quick and got her teeth over the top of his knuckle and bit. "Fuck!" He pulled his hand away, shaking it.
She then felt Ray's hand on her feet as he proceeded to tickle her, and she started shouting, "No, no, no!" The same magic fingers that had introduced her feet to heaven were now experts in the art of torture. To silence her Avery risked putting the side of his hand in her mouth, hoping that she wouldn't actually try to bite through it. She bit, but he was right, she wasn't going take a piece of meat off. Her arm broke free and grabbed Avery's hair, and then she pulled hard.
"Goddamit! I'm getting killed up here, Ray!"
"I got her legs. That's about all I can do."
Avery pried open her grip on his hair. He slammed her wrist against the bed. Her other arm was starting to escape his weight, so he pulled his hand from her biting mouth, let the arm escape, and then caught it. He brought it up next to her other one. It only took him one hand to trap both of hers, and with the other he fetched a tee-shirt lying on the bed from earlier that day, and shoved it in her mouth. Ray still tickled her feet, but she was helpless to do anything.
"Holy shit you have one crazy girlfriend!"
Avery parted her bangs and kissed her forehead, which bore a mist of perspiration. Like almost anyone with a lot of fight inside, she had a weird thing for being pinned down. She needed Avery to break her spirit on occasion. She finally stopped squirming and went limp under the two men––no matter how unbearable the tickling had become, there was nothing she could do. She was made vulnerable and submissive––something the fighter had no tolerance for, and therefore left. In this state she could admit how she craved for Avery to call the wild shots, because there was no shame in pleasing, and the degenerate acts of the steel-blue devil would go un-judged.
"It's over! You and the bed belong to us. I'm pulling the shirt from your mouth." He did, and then ran his finger over her the tips of her teeth, tempting a bite. He pulled his finger away unscathed, and grew a cocky-ass smile. "Yep, it's over!"
He began kissing her throat next, which she obediently extended out to him. Her neck was on the svelte side, with a sexy little step down from her jaw. As she tilted her head back it grew to an amazing length, and she purred in her throat, making his soft lips tickle against it. Avery kept his lips firm as he smooched along the delicate fine arc up to her chin.
Ray had lifted her leg and kissed along her calf, holding her foot in the palm of his hand. Avery then caressed along the side of her breast and stroked her lithe button with his thumb, and in return she teased his back with her clear coat finger nails.
Ray's hand then climbed along her inner thigh and into her baggy shorts. A pre-coital tingling spread over her entire pubic area, as his hand massaged its way back out. Reaching up he unsnapped her shorts and tugged them just over her hip bone. The first of her fine blonde hairs were partially revealed. Ray kissed just above them as he held her hips, his fingers still hooked into her shorts. He took his time teasing that area with his long pointy tongue. Her guitar playing boyfriend ran his calloused prints along her neck, the roughness tickling her in a way that made her shiver. Or was she shivering because Ray was kissing closer and closer to the borderline? It was hard to tell. Finally she felt Ray tug, and she raised her bottom off the bed, letting him take her only clothing down to the knees. Lifting her legs in the air, he pulled them off towards the ceiling. He brought her legs down, spreading them enough to reveal the majesty of her treasure. The night was progressing wonderfully.



Avery laid his head on her shoulder for a moment, watching Ray as he eyeballed her wonderful sensual snack. "Wanna know something, Ray? Kim was a virgin when we met. You're the second lover she she's ever had."
She squeezed her eyes and tried not to laugh. What was Avery up to now? First he wants Ray to believe she was Christina Sabbath, and now he tells him she was avirginbefore they met? "You're going to be her second lover, man. How does that make you feel?"
She flicked a finger at the back of Avery's head. Surely Ray could hear the sarcasm. Ray shot them a polite grin. "I always find it's best to assume a lady's had one lover besides yourself until she tells you otherwise. I haven't met a lady yet who doesn't like being thought of that way. So I can hardly say I'm surprised to hear it."
Kim melted a little when he said that, and she momentarily pined for it to be true. Then Ray moved her knees a little further apart, and covered her thighs with wet mouthed affection, gradually moving into the higher more sensitive areas where her tone leg tapered into pure heat. Her body responded with an electrified wave, which traveled upwards, making her twitch, and leaving a cool buzz along her spine.
When he finally movedthere, she was more than ready for him. His cool tongue fluctuated, firmly flexing and then pillowing into shapeless warmth. It traced every part of her treasure, leaving her with a mental map of a rose, and then she shuddered and sighed when it climbed the short length of her clit.
Kim had never been an extremely vocal girl, not in the wild way. She was embarrassingly fragile deep inside, she couldn't help it and she couldn't hide it, not when tongues and hands tormented her so. Her moans came, distant and faint, and cascaded down her breath like escaped water-lilies on a trickling stream. But this always seemed to do more for the boys than all the 'FUCK MEs' in the world.
Her two lovers were covering a lot of ground, and left her feeling particularly safe, like a kitten flanked by two adoring men. Avery's lips sealed in her moans, kissing her deeply, and her pleasure finally caused her body to squirm involuntarily. She'd become a minefield of erogenous zones and could no longer remain composed. She gave in to them for the second time that evening, but this time it was a soft surrender, and the rewards were immediate. Her consciousness was momentarily flushed away from her body, leaving a gauzy pink heat. Up it came, circulating from her pelvis to her head, until the heat burned, leaving her teetering on the brink of passing out. The steel-blue devil grew a seething smile and fled, soaring upwards through the clouds, against a rain of sparks, striking her flesh like needles. Finally she opened her mouth wide, Avery's lips moved to the side of her face, and needles stuck her tongue and the inside her cheeks.
Very slowly she came down again, her skin ultra sensitive, and her wits a tangled ball of twine. If she'd spoke it would have been unintelligible babble, but she couldn't even manage that. Their light touches now seemed unbearable, but her orgasm had her paralyzed and left her incapable of stopping them. She swam back towards the earth in a frenzy, panicking for the mental capacity to say no more. She became vaguely aware of her hand brushing at Ray's head, attempting to push the hungry beast away from her crotch.
Finally she shoved him, and then rolled away, snatching a pillow. She curled around it, hiding her face in one end. The boy's chuckled. They weren't being mean––they were just feeling a little full of themselves. Even if the night had ended there, she would have felt completely satisfied, but they were just getting started.
When she showed her face again, the cutest look of embarrassment had spread all over it. Ray was taking his jeans down, and she said to Avery, "Youstillhave on your nice pants. And unless you want to explain the stains to the cleaners, you'd better lose them now and comefuckme."
"Mama always said, unless you wanna explain those stains, you'd better lose 'em now and come fuck me!" As he joked, he also took down his pants and folded them.
"Well mama's waiting, baby." She'd slid close to the edge of the bed and trailed a clear coat finger nail up and down her stomach.
"I'm going to find an album real quick. Why don't you entertain Ray and I'll be right back."
"No, baby, just come here." It was too late, he'd already walked to the spiral stairs, and hurried down them naked. His absence was immediately felt by her. She liked the edge, but she hated being there alone, and she didn't know if she could do this without his soul cleansing touch.
Ray was standing naked at the foot of the bed, and she couldn't help herself, and looked straight at his cock.
"What was all that virgin business? I'm starting to wonder if maybe you two aren't playing with me."
Catching herself staring, she broke away and found his face. "Avery's just a nut. He likes his games."
"Sorry, but you're both pretty nuts."
"And that's just the way we like it!"
"So are you really Christina or is that another game?"
She slid her legs off the bed. "Does it matter?"
"Well, a little."
She walked over to him and dropped to her knees. She took it and began stroking. It grew and grew. She brought the monster to her lips, and then inside, sucking and devouring him wildly. She needed him drenched in a hurry for what she'd panned to do next, which was something she'd rather Avery not witness.
He swept her bangs from her eyes. "You're beautiful. But are you Christina Sabbath?"
She tilted her head and straightened her neck, and the monster grazed the entrance of her throat. The gun safety clicked into place, she winced momentarily, and then quickly refocused. Forward went her head, as the monster fattened up past her jaw.
"Fucking Christ! FuckingChristina!"
She took him deeper, and deeper, until he took hold of her hair and pulled her off. Speedily she licked and spit on the tip, stroking fluid down the shaft. He was good and lubed, and she attacked again. Her svelte neck filled with pressure, and she let the muscles squeeze and release, swallowing around the intruder.
She came off, slobbered him up with the thicker spit secreted beyond her mouth, and then gorged herself on the monster again. This time she got it all, all eleven inches, all he had. The big Hollywood Don Juan, well hung for even a porn star, and she took him all the way, filling the entire length of her neck and then some.
She searched his face, and found the same guy who'd first stared her down at the bar, thinking he'd just recognized Christina Sabbath. Even then he must have been anticipating the sight before him, his cock buried in her head up to his pubs. After all, wasn't deep-throating Christina's specialty?
This was a very dangerous thing she was doing, because Ray believed she was Cristina, Avery wished she was Christina, but Kim, well, Kimknewshe was. She pulled off, lubed him up again, and then went to town in a way only Christina Sabbath could. The gig was up and no fake tattoos or hair dye could protect her anymore.
She kept bobbing, all eleven inches snaking down her throat, and grew more excited than she'd been all night. This was so fucking dangerous, and she'd sworn never to tell anyone. Not since telling her producer she was done for good. Not since the day that I-Sly came down her throat on a set that was anything but closed.
The rap-star bastard invited friends to come see the porn production filmed at his estate, and her fucking director let him. It was an overcast day, and suddenly the director, Steve, pulled her aside and told her to name her price. Just watching them film wasn't enough for I-Sly, he finally wanted in. The rest happened so fast, she could hardly remember agreeing to it. He wasn't huge, but he expected her to act like it, making a game out of gagging her. His buddies moved closer, standing just out of the shot. She'd listen to rap now and then, and recognized Defari and Xzibit in the crowd. She'd always had a little crush on them. But they were yelling at her––all of them were. They wanted to see the bitch choke. They wanted Sly to fuck her head off. They were all screaming at once. She was use to being adored and in control while performing, she sort of demanded it, and they always complied, keeping everything fun and friendly. But as she blew Sly, the tears pouring down her cheeks were not from gagging, not that time. It was scary, degrading and horrible. And it was the end of her college funding career.
Avery put a record on the stereo downstairs, The Ravonettes, as Ray pumped her throat good, taking some control and helping to push his cock straight down her soft pipe. Her nose smashed flat, and everything went dark as her eye sockets pressed against his hard stomach. Then the world grew light again, the clog in her throat shifted back up, promising to leave. The promise was quickly broken, however, and down it went, her world going black, her body getting desperate for air. When light returned, she hurriedly peered up. Ray's thirty-year-old face held admiration and gratitude, thanking her for reaching a new altitude in heaven, and sweetness and experience spun in his eyes, a promise to her twenty-two-year-old body she'd soon reach similar heights. The two if them weren't just sexual partners, they were pros.
"Fucking hell! How on earth are you doing that? You're a fucking gift from god, darling! My God!"
The iron steps clanked as Avery climbed the spiral stair case. He wasn't stupid, if he saw her taking eleven inches the hard way, he'd know the truth. This meant she'd only had a few more seconds to blow Ray's cock and mind. And those last desperate seconds became the best. She was having fun being Christina again, and god did she love Avery for letting her, even if it was all pretend to him.
His monster exited her mouth, like a marlin breaking from the sea, and a stream of spit trailed behind it. Avery emerged from the stairs at the far end of the bedroom just as she wiped her chin clean and took to stroking and kissing the monster. His maddening smile grew extra snarky. "Don't even think about it, Kim. I mean you're good, but you ain't getting far with that."
She had to look away, pretending to suck on the monster's head, when in actuality she was laughing around it. Fortunately, Ray was much better at keeping a straight face. "Don't worry man, I wouldn't think of asking your little Kim to blow me. Christ, I know it kill a sweet girl like her."
She laughed in secret again. Everybody had their games now!
Ray sat down on the bed, and Kim remained on her knees. "Are you going to join us, sweetie, or what?" He walked towards her as she climbed on the bed after Ray. He gave her round little bottom a spank while she crawled forward and reached for Ray's cock. Ray sat against the headboard with his legs apart, and she came to a stop with her lips kissing the big head.
Avery got behind her and licked at her cooch, which she assumed looked inviting between her raised ass cheeks. She began to suck on Ray, but only treating a few easy inches to her infamous charms. A minute later Avery's cock was sliding up and down her cooch. She felt a tingle light through her body when the tip entered her wet jackal's den.A jackal's den, she hadn't called it that since she was sixteen. This night was reawaking every stage of her wickedly wonderful life.
Avery always played DJ come nookie time, taking little breaks to change the record. But she never complained, since he'd always picked a sensual inspirational groove and would follow it with a lover's dance on the bed. He was the best she'd ever had, and tonight he proved to be on fire. He moved just right. The Ravonettes playing down below helped. He had a grace about him, and a sense of rhythm that she chalked up to more than just music. He maneuvered short slow stroke inside her and long pawing strokes down her back using his calloused finger tips. He drove in completely, and started with a circular motion, gently grounding his hardness around her jackal's den. He also gripped her narrow waist and began to twist it from side to side. It felt like he was wringing the juice right out of her, and he was. She breathed fragile cries onto the head of Ray's monster, as her spine rippled up and her midriff twisted on its own.
A song passed, and then another, and then Avery sped away from the Ravonettes beat and took things up a notch. His stare flashed on her, like the first wolf to break from the pack at the sight of prey. She felt herself building towards another exhilarating crescendo, and given how powerful the last had been, she didn't exactly welcome it. And when she finally came she found herself going flush with delight but not completely losing her mind. It was a bit of a relief, actually.
He treated her jackal's den to another song of deep penetration, and then she felt him playing with her ass crack, and that was something new. She let her hand work on Ray, and turned her head to see what kind of mischief Avery was getting into. He had his hands flat together like he was preying, with the pinky sides wedged into her ass crack just above her very busy pussy.
"Are you praying, baby?"
"I am. I'm preying to your pussy."
"Well I hope she answers your prayers."
Minutes later she apparently had, as Avery was getting into heavier faster beats and really gripping her ass. She was mostly jacking Ray off, but finally started blowing him again. He knew not to take her throat in front of Avery, but he started to tap at it some. The big head bumped the spongy flesh, jolting her head back, creating a sight for Avery to grow friskier over, and he gave her treasure a gushy pounding. He spanked her round cheeks and she could hear the slick sounds of lubricated skin sliding at great velocity. Ray poked at her throat a little harder, matching Avery's enthusiasm.
Kim on her knees, with Avery determinedly working away at her hind end, and Ray gripping her head and thrusting his hips so the monster knocked, knocked, knocked on the door to the basement, must've been one hell of a beastly sight, because it brought the beasts out in both of them. There was nothing they could do to her that hadn't been done before, but they sure as fuck were going to try.
She had a little nagging fantasy she thought of again as Ray's cock slid in and out. She wanted to swallow a real sword, just to see if she could. She imagined kneeling with Avery standing over her, holding a sword by the grip and gently feeding it straight down her esophagus. She'd hadn't yet told Avery about it. He would be up for it––there was no question about that––in fact, he'd have insisted they do it. She had to be careful what she said to Avery sometimes.
But for now, just to get a dangerous little thrill, she dipped her neck down and head up, and let Ray past the welcome mat. He'd been thrusting pretty forcefully, so it sank far into her neck. This caught him off guard and he grunted loud, "Huhoo!" and withdrew quickly. With Avery right there she played a very dangerous game, and very hot one, too.
"She get you man."
"She's just good!"
"Fucking tell me about."
Avery was building to the end, and his intensity built with it.
'Fuck I love her! 'Fuck I love you, Kim!"
Then he pulled free like lightning, a sudden emptiness causing her ass to roll in the air like it was punch drunk. He hooked his arm around her chest and pulled her over backwards. He tore the condom off and slid into her mouth. She lay on her back with her face sideways. Ray quickly leaned off the bed, fished a new condom from his pants, and was back and suited up before Avery could blow. He pushed her knees to the side and drove into her jackals den. She saw Avery's amazement, as he watched the first of eleven inches slide into little Kim's glistening ravine. Avery then threw a leg over the front of her and straddled her small rib cage. He reached behind her head and tilted it forward as he feed his cock slowly between her pouting lips.
Ray was a gentleman, a classical lover, and this Daun Wuan of Hollywood eased and teased his way inside. Avery's hips moved, doing all the work, not wanting to wear her neck out in the rather awkward position. His weight on her chest felt good, as did his killer cock gliding across her tongue. She loved kissing, and really any sensation to her tongue, and the penis was such a beautifully shaped organ for it to mingle with. From this position, with her chin almost touching her sternum, she could perform none of her specialties, so she hollowed her cheeks and raised her tongue, making her mouth an enjoyably tight fit. Her hands rested on his thighs, and when Ray introduced what had to be another four inches, she gripped his leg and furrowed her brow. Oh god, it was good!
It traveled a path deep inside her, and then into the uncharted territory beyond it. She felt parts of her abdomen moving about that had never experienced sex before. Her soft creaky moans gushed out around Avery's cock and he pulled out to let her speak.
"More! Uh, uh! More! Uh, uh! More!"
That was her one and only sex word. She never wanted it to stop. Not with Ray or Avery, or any lover before them.
"More! Uh, uh! More! Uh, uh! More!"
Avery grew as excited as she'd ever seen him, his cock absolutely rock hard and huge in her mouth. She'd known him to have awesome staying power, yet he was already going to blow. She knew the signs, how his face would fight the pleasure in those final seconds. She wasn't herself tonight, and perhaps more than even Avery could handle.
The cocked and loaded knob she'd swallowed finally squeezed one off. Goop quickly discharged, filling up her mouth, hot and thick. He pulled out and trailed a white strand across her check. She swallowed, and then forfeited her body entirely to Ray.
Ray leaned forward and kissed her, his conquistador charging forward, helmet first. They fucked for a few minutes, and when she felt his pubs smash against her jackal's den, she knew the monster had completely claimed her lair, and if this wasn't something worthy of coming over than what was? She bit his shoulder, curled her toes, and crushed him in her thighs. It literally felt as if something living inside her was trying to get out, the temperature of her skin shooting up, then down, and then up again. Her thoughts skipped about her head, and she lost the world for a spell, like someone had shoved her under water and left her incubating in warm ecstasy. Zowie, she was really coming herself silly, again.
When it passed he was still going and smiling as he did so. Little convulsions flickered about her pussy, making it too sensitive to keep him comfortably inside. They too would pass, but before they did, she pushed her hands against his hips and asked for him to slow and stop. He pulled out, and she rolled over to see Avery sitting on the floor against the wall, catching his breath and sporting a toothy smile.
She remembered something Avery had said, the thing that first led her to believe they were soul mates. Lying next to her in bed he'd spoken upwards, asking, "Nobody can take love from us. And as long as I can make love to you at night there isn't a chance I'll regret a single day of my life. Because of you I am absolutely fearless!"
She rolled onto her belly to stare at Avery through her bangs. Ray spanked her ass. "God, you are one intense woman!"
Ha! Ray had saidshewas intense. The Don Juan of Hollywood had just said this abouther. My god, was she actually on a sexual par with this tiger!
She then felt him lying on her, her legs being moved to the side, and a hand on her ass as he guided himself in. Oh shit, he felt even bigger than before. He kept most of his weight off of her, getting into a push-up position with his fists pressed into the bed. He essentially built a cage of muscle around her prone body, and cause for her to feel safe, not trapped. He had a kindness about him that offset his steadfast lust for her hot ass––a well tempered obsession. He lowered his head and nuzzled against her cheek, and she was well wet enough that he soon bumped his pelvis against her ass, signaling he'd bottomed out.



She looked around her shoulder, to where their bodies collided. He had those structural breaks at his hips, like the ancient roman statues––absolutely gorgeous. The real thrill of his size was not the feeling inside, it came from watching his ass move an extra four or five inches away from her, without disengaging, and then drop all the way back down.
With her face sideways on the foot of the bed, she could only see up to his face with her right eye, and she watched him as she bit the bedspread. His head had a subtle movement, as if the sound was turned down on his conversation. His eyelids squeezed and relaxed and his eyebrows shifted with every action and thought. An epic dream rolled inside him––materializing in the action packed fucking he imposed upon her cooch. Desperation drove him deeper, as if getting her to climax would some how save her, and the conviction in his face and in his tense toned muscles led her to believe it true. Then her hero opened his eyes, taking her again with his all too familiar, owning stare. His size wasn't the real source of her pleasure––it was his confidence, his bravery and his gentleness. They put her fragile heart at ease.
She reached for Avery. He moved over to take her hand. Avery was her master, and her master had wanted this for her. For a girl with so much fight, it was odd how she becamesoooturned on at the mercy of Avery's will. Anyone else she'd kick the shit out of, but Avery––she couldn't wait to follow his kinky wishes. It was his morally cleansing touch. He could embrace the demon in her, lead her through all the depravity of their sexed up little hearts, and then restore her to innocence with a single peck on the cheek, which he then did.
Ray lowered himself onto her, pressing his chest to her back, creating as much body contact as physically possible. She felt his weight shifting as his ass continued moving, hiking his cock up inside, and she felt his breath on the back of her head as he kissed it. The taste of Avery was still in her mouth as she panted. It all felt too good to be true, and the steel blue devil lurking behind her eyes danced wildly, screaming her name over and over in song. 'I am Christina Sabbath, Christina Sabbath is me. I am Christina Sabbath, and Cristina Sabbath is free.' But the boys were merely treated to a moan and a flutter of Kim's eyelids, having no idea of the triumphant reunion playing out within.
As he kept going, the naughtiness of his size passed, and really, he would have felt just as good at half the size. Better, actually, because a discomfort had developed deeper in her body. Her organs didn't really dig being jostled around like the pins at the end of a bowling lane, and they were starting to protest. The ache grew, like something sharp was left inside her, and each push dug it in a little deeper. The muscles up there hadn't been trained for this kind of thing, and she bit down hard and placed a hand on Ray's hip. She pushed harder against him until he slowed. "Oooo, OK! No more! No more! Come out a little!"
He did, and the cramp in her abdomen subsided. He had the wisdom to know it was time to wrap things up, because he took quicker half strokes and his breathing grew heavy, then whispered into her ear, "You're about to do it to me, little Kim. Goddamn you're good and tight and beautiful,Chris-tin-a!"
In the final moment he grabbed her ass, pinching a big firm handful. It gave an insight to his raw power, and the fact that all night he'd channeled it so well into a pure act of pleasure and not a brutal handling of her little body, allowing her to relax and feel the last of his quick manic strokes to the fullest. She didn't hold back, she let him know she was melting. She caressed her own face and rolled her head. Her bangs fanned out on the bedspread and her neck felt long and sexy. He drove the entire way in one last time, keeping it there and practically shouting in her ear. "Ummmahh, ummmahh, ummmahh!"
He stayed on her for a moment, stroking the short hair near her neck. Her world was rocked. She then became aware of Avery when he started to applaud. He was giving them a standing ovation. She wiggled her hinny a bit, and Ray rolled off, his cock sliding across her thigh. She got to her knees, then put one foot on the floor and dived towards Avery. He caught her, steeping back to keep balanced, and she locked her legs around his back. She kissed him frantically as he held her by her rump. Her wet crotch pressed against his belly and she ground against him, still coming down from the horny escapades of their evening. Ray sat for a minute watching her and Avery act quite the lovebirds, then headed for the bathroom to lose the condom.
"I love you so much, baby!"
"I love you, too."
After another round of kisses, he pressed his forehead to hers, her sweat smearing her bangs between them. "So who was better?"
"Are you serious?"
"Come on, me or the porn star?"
"I swear to god, if that's what this was all about!"
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, I was just curious. It's hard to watch your girlfriend screw somebody's brains out and not get alittle..."
"Avery, you total lame-o, you're the best I've ever had, and you're the best I ever will.I love you!"
She wasn't paying him lip service, she really meant it, and she new he could tell, because he brimmed over with pride. She hugged him as tight as she could. God she loved him.
"I'm even better than Tony?"
She laughed. "Well now that's a bit tougher."
"Like you say, he's one sick little Italian!"
They kissed again.
"Avery, can we keep our bed just between us for awhile?"
"Absolutely, baby."
"Maybe just Angela Gossow. Maybe we can let her come play."
"Absolutely, baby."
Less then twenty minutes later they were all out front, as Ray prepared to pedal start his moped. Kim went to him, wanting to send him away with a few last words of thanks. She gave him a kiss and he whispered first, "Why don't you tell him. He'd love to know your Christina Sabbath."
"I can't."
"He'd be into it."
"I know. He's going to throw me in front of a bus one day just to say we've done it, but it's not him––I just can't go back there."
"So no chance you'll ever work again? And I'm only asking for purely selfish reasons."
"Not a chance."
"Can I ask why?"
"Christina's last film killed her."
"Well, that really sucks, doesn't it?"
"But you gave her a lot of peace tonight. I'm serious. So thank you."
"Haha. You're welcome, but really I feel like I'm the one who should be thanking you!"
He kissed her one last time, and then put on his helmet, pedaled down the road until the engine kicked on, and buzzed away. Tony, Avery and Kim watched as he shot down the hill and disappeared behind a row of palm trees, and then the three of them headed back to the condo, Avery snuggling Kim against his side.
"Hey Avery, you know what?"
"What, Tony?"
"You're girlfriendblewme tonight!"
The couple laughed, shaking their heads.
"Yeah, that's exactly what happened alright. And after all these years, were finally even."
"I didn't even think about that. I guess we are. And we're even because your girlfriendblewme, dude!"
"Jesus, I can't believe I thought you were cute earlier. You're such a sick little Italian."
"I know! I know. But hey, Avery, you know what?"
"Yeah, Tony?"
"You're girlfriendblewme tonight!"
"Ha!"
"Totallyblew me."
"At least you returned her without scratches, unlike my fucking Coolio album."
Kim elbowed her boyfriend hard and laughed.
The faint hum of the moped faded away as they stepped towards the front door to their condo. The final distant sound made her think of him as a stranger again, and Kim wondered where he ended up when his nights ended. She hugged Avery tightly, catching him by surprise. She was home, with Avery, a sliver of sunrise streaking across his clear-blue eyes. The night had ended beautiful under an unblemished sky, with a gentle breeze cooling her face and catching her bangs.
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I am a truly normal guy in every aspect of my life, confident, successful, well liked, but I'm also a voyeur and have been for as long as I can remember. I grew up with Penthouse and watched late night movies on cable, but it wasn't until I dated Kelly that I discovered how much it turned me on to have my girlfriend show off her body. It didn't take her long to figure it out, either, and we had incredible sex one day after skinny dipping at friend's pool party. From then on Kelly became the subject of my voyeuristic fetish.
I don't suppose it's uncommon for a guy to take pride in showing off his hot girlfriend, but as we became serious I doubted I had it in me to make such a wild girl my wife, and for a awhile we sort of broke up. During this time she was very mixed up inside and ended up in the sack with a friend of mine, Scotty. Instead of splitting us up for good, however, it actually brought us together. We'd talked it through, but not how one might think. Our talks took place in the bedroom and involved her telling me every detail of their affair as I made love to her mercilessly. Of course that kinky indiscretion ended after we married in 2006.
Following the wedding Kelly turned incredibly energetic. She bought a bike for getting to work and rode it everywhere. It was a beach cruiser, which allowed her to sit upright and show off her perfect posture. Attached to the handle bars was her Toto basket, which I named after the wicker basket used to carry off Dorothy's dog in the Wizard of Oz, and Kelly's Toto basket always had something inside when she'd return----fruit, flowers, Chinese take out, or maybe even sexy black lingerie. At the hair salon where she worked she bragged about her husband to her clients and they claimed we had magic between us. I even hung the little plastic figurines from our wedding cake on my review mirror, and I swear I couldn't look at them without feeling overwhelming pride.
However, the admiration and excitement that started during the initial planning of the wedding lasted roughly six months into our marriage, and then it felt a little like coming off a drug and returning to reality. More often than not, the Toto basket had a six pack of Corona inside, sex was pretty infrequent, and the little figurines hanging on my rear view mirror lost their paint to the California sun and turned bone white on one side. We still loved each other, but we'd settled into our new life and now a long predictable future awaited us.
Then about a year into our marriage the six-pack disappeared and a pair of ice-skates poked out from the Toto basket as Kelly rode to the ice rink several times a week. As a child she'd actually won a county championship so it was good to see her getting back into it. She'd perform little spins around the house, too, her ponytail bouncing about like a slinky, and then I'd tackle her on the couch and we'd do it right there in the living room. The sex didn't compete with the wild sex we had prior to getting hitched, but it was wonderful, and it was with my wife. But as great as it was, I couldn't shake a feeling I'd missed the bigger picture, and grew increasingly wary that ice skating wouldn't be enough to satisfy her post-marital restlessness for long.
Wary I was, and then along came Aaron. Instantly I believed there was more to the two of them than she let on. Aaron played for an adult league hockey team called the Panthers, whose practice ended when Kelly arrived and the rink opened to the public again. So every Wednesday night after getting cleaned up and changed, Aaron came out of the locker room to see Kelly spiraling across the ice. He finally got her attention one evening, calling her over to an open section of the boards, and asked if she would be interested in giving him skate lessons. She readily agreed, and they began the following Tuesday.
Kelly assured me Aaron was harmless and had a girlfriend, so other than the fact I was a bit wary of Kelly's boredom I can't say what compelled me to make insinuating jokes about the two of them every Tuesday night as we climbed into bed. Then again, every guy I'd ever met had a crush on Kelly and she was typically the last one to figure it out.
On the night of his fifth lesson she finally returned fire. She'd just emerged form the shower and rubbed herself down with orange flower body oil, a nightly ritual before climbing into bed. I loved it----it scented our bed sheets and left the whole room smelling of her.
"Teach anything new tonight?"
"Same thing I've been teaching him, not to be such a sidewinder."
"Really?" My hand zigzagged up her naked back "I'm a bit of a sidewinder myself."
"Ooo, that feels yummy, but it means he skates sideways."
She hadn't washed her hair, and pulled the velvet Scrunchy off her ponytail, letting blond silk splash over her shoulder blades.
"So he hasn't asked you to teach him a triple sixty-nine, yet?"
She rolled her eyes, and her sympathetic eyebrows slanted as they always do when I'm being corny. "No, he hasn't asked me to teach him a triple sixty-nine."
"Ha! So what, he expects you to skip the basics and jump right into advanced ass-fucking?"
"You're so bad!"
I quickly dropped my hand between her legs, making her jump away. "I am bad!"
She pulled her hair in front of her right eye and gave me a nasty teasing look.
"But you're the one out on the ice with Aaron the hockey player, so what's that make you?"
"A teacher! And I swear, if I didn't know better I'd say you want this guy to be another Scottie."
"No, no, no. We've been there and done that."
"You're sure about that?"
"Why? Do you want him to be another Scottie?"
"I swear you are just plain bad!"
"Do you?"
"No!"
"Well OK."
She grabbed her pillow and shook it, getting it fluffed up for bed. Things had grown suddenly serious. Our joking had turned real for a moment. I scratched the back of my neck.
She pulled back the covers and started to climb in bed. As she did, she curled her lips against one another, fighting back a smile. "Maybe if he didn't have a girlfriend..."
"I knew it!" I grabbed her, laughing and, before either of us knew what we were doing, we fucked each other in a frenzy.
The following Tuesday she wasted no time, starting up as soon as she arrived. She'd wheeled her bike into the backyard and came in though the sliding glass door, then grabbed a glass of water and sat on the couch with me to watch Six Feet Under. My eyes were glued to her the entire time, but she hadn't acknowledged my presence once. Finally I broke the silence and asked why she was late.
"Aaron's having girlfriend troubles and needed a woman's advice, so we went to the bar and had a drink."
"You had a drink with him?"
She looked at me for the first time that night, wickedly. "A drink, yes. That's what people do in bars, they have drinks."
"Thanks for clearing that up."
"You're welcome. It was outside in his car where we actually fucked."
"I see, well thanks for clearing that up, too."
She then slipped off the couch and twisted herself so her head was between my legs, and now her eyes wouldn't leave me. She undid the buttons on my pants and slipped my jeans and underwear down to the floor. She grabbed my cock firmly, finding it already hard.
"Before we fucked I gave him head----lots and lots of head."
She licked up my shaft and devoured me. She took her time, taking me deeper than she usually does, and getting tons of saliva everywhere, so much it leaked through my pubic hairs and on to the underside of my thighs. Then she really worked it, so her whole body rose and fell as I pushed into her throat. My happy ending finally approached and I wedged my fingers into her hair and pumped out a hot mouthful of juice. She made a show of swallowing it in front of me, got up, kissed my lips, and then ran to the shower.
Nothing actually happened in Aaron's car, but neither one of us was short on imagination, so we had ourselves a hot little game for the playing.
When she finished her shower, I didn't even give her a chance to dry off, and threw her onto the bed wet. Rolling her onto her knees, I chastised her for being a naughty little girl, and 'punished' her until we were too exhausted to continue.
From then on Tuesday nights were hot nights! She'd get home later and later every week, as Aaron took to moaning about his girlfriend over a drink while Kelly comforted him. There wasn't a doubt in my mind Aaron had a crush on her, especially after hearing the little things he'd said, like how he wished his girlfriend was more like her. But these subtle hints were lost on Kelly and she denied the possibility he might be hitting on her. So to her, he was nothing but a friend who fueled our fantasy for when she returned home to me.
I'd finally seen Aaron, too, and he was a pretty big guy. I had an inch on him, but he was built wide. He wasn't fat, just thick, like he had logs for bones. His ankles were so thick the top eyes on his skates spread an inch apart from one another. And I admit, if he wasn't so big the fantasy wouldn't have been the same. But imagining this brute tangoing away with little Kelly, well that was truly an inspired image.
To be honest, I think we would've been content playing our kinky game for the rest of our lives, but my sweet Kelly has a knack for getting into compromising situations, and I'd soon find out we had a different ideas about what constitutes as a game.
I'd left Kelly home alone for weekend when I took a trip to Vegas with three friends. My buddy Darin and I arrived in Vegas late Friday night and met Scottie and Dan-Dan at the MGM Grand. We gambled and drank, then jumped casinos where we did more of the same. We didn't make it back to our room at the MGM until six in the morning, and Scottie didn't show up until close to noon. He'd spent the night with a twenty-two year old who'd just had her marriage annulled. He told us how he woke up in her bed when he felt something in his mouth and then freaked out when he pulled a pubic hair from between his teeth. It left him with a pub phobia all day, so we planted one in his water glass to find. It was totally awesome!
Despite the fun we had goofing on Scottie, I felt like my entire body had become a mosh-pit for last night's butterscotch schnapps, and spent most of the afternoon melting by the pool, trying to get a few hours sleep and burn off my hangover.
Then Kelly called, sounding super stir-crazy after just one night alone. Her friends were busy all weekend and so she'd arranged to go see Aaron's team play that evening. Not exactly her ideal night of fun, but it beat staying home alone.
As the evening rolled around I continued feeling like crap, and since Darin didn't feel much better, the two of us decided to bail early and drive home to LA. When I arrived at 10:00 PM I couldn't find Kelly and suddenly remembered she'd gone to the Panthers hockey game. I called her cell to let her know I was home and asked when I could expect her. I happened to catch her sitting alone at the Crown Jewel sports bar drinking her second Sea Breeze while waiting for Aaron and his team to show up. Apparently they'd won and were heading to the bar after shedding their gear and stowing it in their cars. I didn't feel up to joining her out, but she felt obligated to stick around for one drink with the guys before coming home.
The friskiness in her voice led me to believe I could expect a good time when she arrived, and in anticipation I had a beer, figuring it would alleviate the hangover.
An hour and a second beer later I called again. The bar raged with noise and Kelly obviously had more than one last drink. She apologized for being late and claimed she'd had so much fun after they arrived she lost track of time. The opposing team had also showed, and after a lot of unsportsmanlike bragging on behalf of the Panthers, their rivals challenged them to a pool tournament.
Being the only girl amongst them I suspected it wasn't heckling the losing team that put Kelly in such good spirits, but rather all the male attention. The girl lived for attention, there was no denying that. I heard her name get shouted in the background, somebody saying it was her shot. She yelled back, saying she'd only be a minute, and then someone else asked if I was OK with 'the plan'. Something then brushed up against the phone, which had to be her hand cupping the receiver so no one else could hear. "Do you care if I flash my ass tonight?"
Her question caught me off guard and it took a second to grasp it.
"Ali? Did you hear me?"
"Yeah, I heard. Why? Is somebody asking you to?"
"Well... It's part of some prank they want to play, a winner's line. The Panthers want to line up and flash the Maple Leaves after we kick their butts at pool."
"If you feel like showing ass, then show some ass."
"So you don't mind?"
"Just be ready to show me some when you get home. And bring it back in one piece."
Someone asked again if it was cool and she told him I was fine with it, and then informed me she'd be home in another hour or so. Before hanging up I asked if she felt safe with these guys, and she assured me everyone seemed really nice. And besides, she had Aaron there looking out for her. Someone then shouted, "Hey, I got another plan!"
"Alright baby, they're waiting for me to take my shot, I gotta go."
"Who was that?"
"Aaron's friend Seth." In a funny low voice, she added, "Mr. Smooth."
"Oh. Well I love you."
"I love you, too. I gotta go, honey, I'll see you soon."
I hung up the dead line, looked down at my pants and said out loud in my quiet living room, "Would you look at that, my dick is hard."
It was 2:00 AM when she finally called it a night. It wasn't safe riding a bike so blitz, especially at that hour, so I insisted on picking her up. She wanted to get a ride with one of the guys and save me the trouble, but from the sound of it no one there was in any condition to drive, and I loved Kelly way too much to even consider it.
I pulled up in front of the Crown Jewel and sat in my BMW for a minute. Butterflies popped up in my stomach as I envisioned myself walking inside and seeing her party with a team of hockey players, so I called her cell and asked her to meet me out front. She wanted to use the restroom first, and through the front window I could see the bar had closed and the place was clearing out, and then I spotted her near the back giving a guy a hug and a peck on the cheek, granting my voyeuristic demon a quick thrill. I recognized him as Aaron, and then another taller guy leaned towards her and tapped his cheek. Mr. Smooth? She gave him a quick peck and then disappeared into the hall leading to the back bathrooms. The guys left out the front door and Mr. Smooth pushed Aaron, almost knocking him into my car. Aaron was big, and it obviously took a lot to budge him, but Mr. Smooth, or Seth, was tall lean and muscular, and made it look easy.
"Dude, if you don't tap that ass soon I'm so gonna!"
Aaron shook his head decisively. "I'm telling you, she isn't like that."
"Are you fucking kidding me?" He pointed his thumb back towards the bar. "Her? She's a swinger!"
"You made her say that."
"Me? How could I make her say that?"
"You don't give people a choice."
"Aw fuck you, man!" He deeply chuckled and shook his head. "I see to it everyone is having fun, but I don't make them do anything."
"Whatever!"
Aaron's car was two spaces in front of me and they climbed inside.
"I'm just letting you now, Kelly isn't like that."
"Sucker, your clock just ran out, I'm calling fair game before that pussy fountain dries up."
Seth shut his door, ending their conversation for me, but I'd heard plenty. Although, I had to wonder why he'd called Kelly a 'swinger'. Then Aaron gassed it, spinning the tires on his Camero and launching them onto Santa Monica Blvd. The shrieking tires interrupted my train of thought completely and returned me to my preoccupation for the night----imagining Kelly's ass on display for bar full of guys.
Kelly was sloppy and loud when she came out and climbed into my BMW, but during the short eight-block drive to our house her energy vaporized and I had to help her from the car. I barely got her undressed before she passed out cold in bed.
I woke up first on Sunday morning and saw Kelly had kicked the blankets off herself during the night. She also rolled onto her belly, so I sat up, leaned against the headboard and stared at her prone body, naked except for a pair of pink cotton panties. The morning light squeezed through our blinds and caused her tan skin to twinkle like gold. Her sandy blond hair fanned over her back, and she'd buried her face in the crook of her arm. Kelly had an athlete's body with just enough muscle to leave her arms, legs and torso shapely and tight, but also full enough to remain soft and feminine. Especially her ass, which held its shape no matter what position she was in and met her thighs with two perfect thin lines, like a kitten's smile.
Then I noticed a black smudge leading into her underwear, like she'd brushed against charcoal, and it pricked my curiosity enough to peek inside. I grabbed her panties at either side and gently tugged them down. As more of her ass sprung up from under the tight elastic, I saw two large black numbers, a 6 on her right cheek and a 2 on her left. Sixty-two! I still had no idea what I was staring at, but one thing was for sure, someone had written on my wife's bare ass.
I pitched a tent in my shorts faster than a boy scout could salute, and I redrew the six with my finger, making her ass divot where I touched. My mind was wild with ideas, and I was desperate to know the truth, but I knew she wouldn't be awake for at least another hour. If I didn't leave it alone immediately, I would end up jacking off on her ass, so I left her panties around her thighs and jumped out of bed. I went straight to the kitchen and proceeded to go about my day as usual, but every time I'd peek in on Kelly, I'd see that big sixty-two and my dick went into orbit again.
Kelly returned to life around noon and I presented her with an aspirin and some orange juice. She'd pulled her panties back up and her sympathetic eyebrows sloped in complete misery. Freakishly anxious to know everything, I started right in with questions. She closed her eyes and held her head, and then began to explain how she drank way too many Sea Breezes. She winced as she said it, and I could see she was far far from being in the mood for sex, and since I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off her if she continued, I had her save the story for later.
She spent the rest of the day regretting the prior night, but as evening rolled around we began to make out on the couch and I pried her for the details. Within minutes I'd resigned to kneeling between her legs as she lay back into the cushions and trailed her toes up and down my back. I tongued her torrential talisman as she told me all, and just like her pussy, her mouth held nothing back.
She'd planned on having just one more drink at the bar, but as the team trickled in, two of the over zealous guys each bought her a drink by mistake, and the additional drink left her far drunker than she'd anticipated. Then Aaron arrived with Seth, and the team whooped loud. Seth was team captain and the best player the Panther's had, but Aaron had netted three pucks during the game and the two friends had to cope with sharing the limelight. The rest of the boys set them up with a round of beers and Aaron went right for Kelly. He wanted to know what she thought of his skating, but she never had a chance to answer, as one teammate after another interrupted to let her know she'd turned Aaron's game around, and if her lessons could make a hockey player out of a retard like Aaron----sign them up. Being the biggest player on the team, Aaron jokingly threatened to pop them to the far end of the short yellow bus.



Lots a goading came as the losing team arrived, which lead to a Panthers vs. Maple Leaves pool tournament. They played eight ball with four players on a table and the Panthers drafted Kelly to balance out the numbers. She only had three shots in three games and missed them all, but Aaron cleared the table with authority. They'd already planned to flash their asses at the Maple Leaves when the tournament ended, but upon learning Kelly would be joining in, Seth started bouncing around saying he had a much better idea. The plan for a winner's line of bared asses was ditched in favor of Kelly performing a solo stunt. When she heard what the plan entailed, she declined, but they'd pumped another Sea Breeze into her and Seth kept insisting it would be the ultimate way to humiliate the Maple Leaves. Handing Kelly yet another Sea Breeze, Seth whispered, "If you didn't have such a perfect ass the gag wouldn't mean shit and I wouldn't even ask." For close to ten minutes straight he kept on about her perfect skaters ass, enlisting a few of his teammates to chime in on the subject until all the flattery and alcohol surpassed her inhibitions and she agreed, which prompted a cheer from the Panthers.
Next thing she knew, she and Seth were on the other side of the bar with Aaron on lookout. Kelly dropped her pants and Seth drew a large 6 and a 2 on the un-tanned skin of her butt. Six to two was the final score of their game, with the Panthers dominating all three periods.
Seth couldn't wait for the end of the pool tournament, and called for everyone's attention early. Kelly stood directly in front of Seth, and felt a rush of heat and nerves as the room quieted and looked her way. She was flanked by six or so Panthers on either side, then Seth shouted, "We know it sucks to lose ----well not really, but we know it must suck----so we wanted to make this as sweet for the Maple Leaves as possible and we got you a gift." Kelly then turned around, pinched the hem of her jeans, and pulled them down to expose her fat fit ass. The guys all shouted around her, "Wooo, wooo, wooo!" As they chanted, they also crushed in on her to point straight at the big black numbers. At the moment she'd dropped her pants, Seth had leaned over her to point down at her ass, and had placed his other palm on her back for support. He jumped up and down like a kid, and Kelly had to fold over at the waist to get out of his way, which caused her ass to flare outwards and protrude to an even fuller size. Seth began pointing from one cheek to the other, reading off the numbers as he did. Soon the team chanted along, and what she expected to be a quick flash dragged on for at least a full minute. The more riled up Seth became, the further he leaned forward, putting added pressure on her back and forcing her to bend until her head was on par with her knees. The guys on either side continued to shout and close in, bumping her hips, and requiring her to place her hands on the floor for support. She was stuck there with no way to pull her pants up, as the six-two-six-two chant continued to grow in volume. Despite her growing concern, she claimed the situation made her pussy tingle like mad. Then suddenly she felt a finger poke her butt accidentally, and then another and another, which caused her to doubt they were accidents at all.
She finally walked her feet forwards towards her hands, and having to squat slightly to do this resulted in her jeans inching further down her thigh. She felt a final spank as her ass moved away from the line and the guys squeezed into the gap behind her. The spank wasn't cool. As she stood up on the other side of them and alongside Seth, her pants dropped several more inches before she could catch the hem and pull them back on. She then noticed the bar tender laughing, and realized from where he stood he'd had nice peek at her neatly trimmed, dirty blond bush.
The guys laughed for a long time and Seth pulled her back out front, and kept her under his arm.
The captain of the Maple Leaves was a heavier set Cuban guy, and as soon as things settled down enough to be heard, he cocked back his head and shouted, "Shit, bring your girlfriend over here and I'll put real a score on that ass!" Burst of laughter resonated off the wood walls and the guy next to him quickly took count of his team mates. "Ten! Shit, we'll put a 'ten' on that ass."
"Eat your heart out chumps, she's our scoreboard."
"Too bad for your girlfriend, cuz we pack the real meat."
Aaron then stepped between everyone and shut the whole thing down, saying they'd all crossed a line.
The bar remained loud and rowdy for the rest of the night, and having showed her ass earned Kelly twice the attention she'd received earlier, plus she was smashed. She admitted to being as rowdy and horny as any of the guys, but Aaron never left her side, and kept things under control.
It wasn't until the crowd thinned down to about five guys that Seth grew anxious for a picture with Kelly, or more specifically----with Kelly's ass. Aaron shook his head and waved his hands, but Seth got everyone worked up about it. Kelly was a little tired of Aaron speaking over her, and politely made it clear he wasn't her keeper and that a picture wouldn't be any big deal. At a loss, he then asked about me, and how I'd take to having my wife's ass photographed with five guys. She tried to explain that I sort of didn't mind showing her off.
Seth butted in, "You guys are swingers?"
Our relationship wasn't something you could explain easily, let alone after seven Sea Breezes, and describing us as 'swingers' seemed much easier to her than the truth, and so she just smiled innocently and batted her eyelashes, leaving him to think what he wanted.
"Awesome!"
Minutes later she was bent over and bare-assed as four guys leaned in to frame her butt with their faces. Seth instructed the guys to move in closer and wasn't truly happy with the shot until their faces practically rested against her ass. Finally he snapped a picture on Aaron's cell phone, and the guys then rotated positions until each had a picture on their own cell, including a sixth one on Kelly's.
By this point in her story I'd advanced to licking and fingering her twat like a power tool. Then I felt something cold bump my forehead, and grabbing my hair she pulled me slightly away from my juicy feast. Resting on her dirty blond muff, positioned above her slobbered up pussy, sat her opened cell phone, which displayed the photographic evidence of last night's mayhem. I barely glanced at it, however, before she slid up the couch and caused it to drop on the floor. I quickly snatched it up and stared at the tiny screen in disbelief.
Her bent over ass was dead center, slightly washed out due to the flash, but not enough to hide the large 6 and 2 printed there. Aaron and some other guy were on the left, their mouths open as if issuing a war cry, and their fingers entered the shot pointing towards the score. Their faces were touching against her ass----there was no doubt about that. The guy on the top right acted much the same, but Seth, just underneath him, nestled his face against her cheek and looked towards the camera with satisfied passionate eyes. He'd nipped her butt, trapping an inch of her voluptuous flesh between his teeth, and rested his hand at the bottom of her ass, pulling ever so slightly on her right cheek, and causing it to just barely separate from the left one. In fact, if the lighting had been better it might have revealed a sliver of pussy.
I continued to stare, not knowing what to think about this. Yeah, I'd been cool with her flashing some guys her ass, but this was something else entirely.
My fantasy world came suddenly crashing down. This really happened! Some guy had really bitten my wife's ass! In the past this would have barely phased me, but she wasn't my party-girl girlfriend anymore, she was my wife. I had to get my bearings, and with all the turmoil I felt starring at the picture, I had to shut it off and look away before I could think straight again.
Kelly had disappeared into the bedroom and when I approached the doorway I could see her naked on the bed. She rubbed her clit gently and, upon seeing me approach, spread her legs wider----an invitation to take over.
I hesitated to move beyond the doorway, and so she rolled her hips and gouged herself a little deeper. "Come on baby. I want to hear how much you liked that, and then maybe I can tell you what Aaron did to me afterwards?"
Fantasy talk had returned, but my emotions remained on the fence.
"Come on baby, your naughty wife needs to be punished. Are you going to let your naughty wife get away with this?"
"I gave you permission to flash your ass, and that's all."
"I know, baby, and you saw how much the guys appreciated it."
"That picture shows a lot more than you flashing your ass."
She stopped fingering herself for a moment and stared at the ceiling, obviously frustrated.
I stepped into the room and sat on the bed. "I'm sorry, I cant help it."
"Come on honey, don't pull this. I've already had a long day of alcohol poisoning and regret. It's not the time to act stupid." She looked at me again and returned to messaging her clit. "You're not a stick in the mud. You like me naughty. You love it!"
"I'm sorry but----I don't know what to think right now."
"Yes you do." She began to roll her hips as she fingered deeper. "You want to punish your naughty wife." She fingered harder.
"Some guy bit your ass!"
"I know. You love it honey, I know you do. All those guys looking at your wife's ass----touching it. You should have seen it. You love it, I know you do."
I couldn't deny I was excited, since my raging hard-on tented my loose shorts in an obvious way.
"Come on baby, don't you want to add your score?"
Without thinking I pulled off my shirt and dropped my shorts to the floor. As I crawled on top of her she grabbed my dick and guided it in. This was our first fuck in five days and she seemed even more desperate than I.
"They all got a good look at me bent over. All those eyes on your wife's naked ass."
I fucked her really hard, her pussy gushing like a soaked sponge. How had Seth referred to her? A pussy fountain? Boy was she ever!
"They all wanted to fuck me, but only Aaron could."
I grabbed her ass and flipped her over, popping my dick inside with zero friction. I went berserk, and she stabilized herself on her hands and knees. I stopped listening to what she said and concentrated on the faint black pen marks on her ass. I could still make out both numbers. They shook and jerked as my hips impacted her rear and her amazingly resilient glutes slapped back with equal force. Her Aaron fantasy wasn't doing anything for me, but that big 6 and 2 sure the fuck were.
"Forget about fucking Aaron. Tell me again how it felt having all the guys look at your ass."
"Gre----unh----great!"
I picked up the pace, the meaty punch sound getting very loud in the room.
"Did Seth touch your ass?"
"All them----unh----all of them did."
"Did Seth fuck you?"
"No!"
"Yes he did. Tell me how Mr. Smooth took you outback and fucked you."
"No----unh----unh----nothing happened with Seth. Not him."
"Come on baby, he fucked you royally."
"No he didn't. He couldn't have me. He's----unh----unh----a jerk."
"He sounds like Scottie to me."
"Unh----unh----unh----totally! Oh god I'm coming!"
Despite what she'd said about the guy, her screaming orgasm told me otherwise. I pumped her as hard as I could, then pulled free, stomped to her end of the bed, and let her catch a load in the mouth. I held clumps of her dirty blond hair and kept her face on my cock until she swallowed five days worth very loudly.
"What the fuck am I going to do with a naughty wife like you?"
She finally pulled her head from my grasp and used her forearm to wipe the come off her big smile.
"Keep on feeding me?"
It took Kelly two weeks to get over the embarrassment of her drunken night out and meet with Aaron again, but it wasn't for a lesson. Aaron needed to moan into my wife's ear about his girlfriend troubles, and Kelly, as usual, felt like she couldn't say no. She went with my blessings, however, because we hadn't made love since the night she'd recounted the incident to me and I hoped seeing Aaron would turn that around.
Half an hour after leaving to meet him, she called, asking me to come 'save her'. It seems Seth had turned up and had already persuaded her to have a second Sea Breeze. When I told her to just come home, she said she couldn't, because Seth's idea of comforting Aaron was to continually state how he should kick his girlfriend's ass to the curb, and she worried Aaron might get drunk enough to listen to him. I said I'd need about twenty minutes to eat some something, secretly hoping things might escalate a bit further in my absence.
Arriving at the Crown Jewel I found them all seated in a booth, with Seth's face down on the table and hidden in his arms. Kelly sat on the inside next to him, rubbing his back. It looked to me like Seth was in need of her comforting, not Aaron.
I announced my arrival by saying, "Everyone enjoying their time in the penalty box?"
Seth raised his head. "According to Kelly I belong in the idiot box."
"I didn't say you were an idiot, I said the idea that a man and a woman can't just be friends is idiotic."
"So what I said is idiotic----isn't that basically saying I'm an idiot?"
"No."
Seth then pointed to me as I sat by Aaron. "And I bet Alistair backs me up on this----no man and woman can be best buddies without some ulterior sexual motive, especially if they've bumped uglies in the past. Wouldn't you say that's true?"
Before I could answer, Kelly screamed. "They were friends long before they were lovers, and as lovers they didn't work out, so they are friends again. Can't you see how that makes for a completely safe friendship----they already know better than to sleep with each other.
"I take it this is about Aaron's girlfriend?"
"Yes!" She tilted her head at Seth. "So according to you, Seth, Aaron and I can't be friends without me being unfaithful to Alistair? Al, are you jealous of Aaron?"
"Should I be?"
Seth got up laughing. "I'm getting a drink!"
He took my order and Aaron's, but Kelly was done for the night.
I sat next to her and she brought me up to date on Aaron's dilemma. It was actually very simple, his girlfriend remained friends with her ex-boyfriend, and she'd left Aaron alone for a night to accompany her ex to an art opening. She was into that kind of thing and Aaron wasn't, so it seemed OK to me.
Seth returned with the drinks, including a Sea Breeze for Kelly. "I thought about it at the bar----Alistair isn't jealous because you two are swingers!"
Aaron laughed out loud and then quickly zipped his lips.
"Am I right or what?"
I looked at Kelly and played stupid just to tease her. "You told them?"
Her sympathetic eyebrows grew dreadfully pitiful. She grabbed the Sea Breeze in front of her and took a long sip, her face glowing beat red. "Sorry honey, it just kinda slipped out."
From there we talked, joked and finished our drinks, and then Seth started teasing Kelly about being a lousy pool player. Next thing I know were huddled around the pool table at the other end of the bar, as Seth and Aaron argued about who was the better pool player and would partner with Kelly----the worst of us. They played a game between them to settle it.
Aaron broke, dropping a solid, and for his follow up shot he took his time scouring the table for something remotely promising. Seth assumed the role of an evil sports commentator, saying, "Looks bad for the underrated hockey player. All those balls----too many balls----no way to get one ball past another..." Kelly was sitting on my lap with her fourth Sea Breeze, burying her face into my neck to conceal her laughter.
Aaron extended the very same courtesy to Seth on his shot, saying, "Oh man, you're looking sluggish, dude. All that extra weight you've been putting on must be slowing you down."
Seth banged his head on the pool table, laughing. Then he stood up. "What are you even talking about?"
"I'm just saying, you've been eating a lot of cheeseburgers lately."
Still laughing, Seth set his pool cue on the table and lifted up his shirt. "Does it look like I've been eating a lot of cheeseburgers?" He practically had a washboard. He then turned to us. "Kelly, what do you think? Do you see a cheeseburger anywhere?"
"Very nice Seth, and now you can pull your shirt back down."
The game went fast with Seth coming up victorious, and upon doing so, ran screaming to the bar with his hands up in the air. When he returned he had drinks for everyone. He set Kelly's fresh Sea Breeze on the little table next to us. "It'll help you relax, and being relaxed is an important part of the game." He smiled brazenly and then went to find her a suitable pool stick.
As she got up off my lap, she whispered, "Do not let me drink this."
"To be honest, babe, I'm hoping to get you a little drunk." Just in case there was any doubt to my meaning, I pinched her bottom.
She punched my arm in return. "You're terrible."
During the game Seth 'helped' her line up a few shots by leaning over her and guiding the pool cue. Aaron and I were winning, but the two of them had all the fun. She'd finished her Sea Breeze and actually made a shot, so I rewarded her bottom with a little spank. The next time she sunk a ball Seth did the spanking, eliciting a surprised look from her.
I finally pocketed the eight-ball and won the game, then demanded my winners kiss.
As I smoomched Kelly good, Seth shoved the triangle in Aaron's hand.
"Rematch?"
"Sure."
During the next game Aaron grabbed Seth's phone from the tiny cocktail table, flipped it open and started tapping away. "Kelly, you need to make Seth delete his picture from the other night."
"I want all those pictures deleted."
"His is bad!"
He handed the phone to Kelly and she hesitantly opened it as I rubbed her back. Seth looked horrified. "Dude, what the fuck are you doing?"
"I told you to delete it."
"Don't fucking show them that."
It was too late----Kelly had the phone open and I could see it over her shoulder. It wasn't much different than the one on Kelly's phone, but here Seth's hand wasn't just against her ass----he firmly cupped the bottom of her left cheek and spread it to that side. The lighting was much better in this image, so I could clearly see Kelly's bent over snatch and Seth's finger tips parting the folds open. He hadn't bitten her this time----he actually stuck out his tongue until it touched the 'pussy fountain'.
Seth immediately began apologizing. "Man I was so drunk. We were all goofing around and I didn't even realize what I was doing. And it was our faces in it----you can't identify Kelly, so I figured it was a safe goof." He was more or less directing his apology to me. "I know I fucked up. It was totally uncool of me, man!"
I whispered to Kelly, "I think you forgot to mention this part."
"I'm so sorry, honey. I should have said something, I know should've, but you started to get so mad about the one on my phone. I was just scared you'd get even madder. And I had no idea what he was up to back there or I never would have allowed it."
Seth continued apologizing as she figured out how to erase the picture and did.
I brushed her hair. "I really don't feel like getting upset about it all over again." If I'd seen the picture in the privacy of our home it probably would have made me so horny I would've fucked her on the spot. But having Aaron and Seth around was fucking embarrassing. With a little anger I said loud enough for them to hear, "Fuck it, were swingers, right? What do I care, right?"



She handed the phone back to Seth but continued to look at me.
"I swear to god I'm so sorry, honey."
Things cooled down after that incident. A line had been crossed, and I'd made the situation slightly uncomfortable. After our second game ended, Aaron and Seth put away the pool cues and returned the balls at the bar. While they were gone, Kelly grabbed my dick and said she'd make me forgive her as soon as we got home. Then she made her way to the ladies room.
When Seth returned he apologized again, and then made a tempting offer, which was to go someplace and smoke a joint, referring to it as a peace pipe.
I then excused myself and waited for Kelly in the alcove leading to the bathrooms. When she came out, I grabbed her and pushed her into the corner. With her back against the wall I kissed her deeply. My hands ran over her body, squeezing her tits and pinching her nipples through her white blouse. I bit her earlobe and breathed heavy words, "You had a guy's tongue inside you, babe."
"Oh god, I know should've told you, I'm so sorry."
"I think your going to need to be punished in a very bad way."
"Please, don't start this here----not now. Wait until we get home and I'll do whatever you want."
"Fine, because I just invited Seth and Aaron back to our house for some pot."
She bit her lower lip and got an 'oh shit!' look in her eye. She'd be fending off Seth's advances for the rest of the night and she knew it. A fitting punishment indeed!
They followed us for the short eight block drive, while she rubbed my dick through my pants and said, "Make sure they don't hang around too long, because the sooner they leave the sooner my plans for you begin."
"Really? So you don't plan on inviting anymore strange tongues into your pussy tonight?"
"Hey, you're the one who invited that horny bastard back to our house! I should give his big dick a little treat just to teach you a lesson. What do you think about that?"
She'd screwed up, and was doing her best to turn it into our game, which was fine by me.
"Big dick? Don't tell me you've been peeking at his package all night?"
"Whoops!"
We turned into our driveway and she moved her hand off my crotch. "No more than an hour and then we chase them out, OK?"
"OK, but a lot of fun can be had in an hour."
"Hey, no more kidding around, there isn't going to be any games while they're here, promise?"
I maintained a devilish expression that promised no such thing.
"Really honey, don't give Seth anymore wrong ideas or he'll never stop."
After meeting up at our house, we smoked out in my tool shed, which was a miniature metal barn barely big enough to hold the four of us and pitch black inside. As we passed the joint we couldn't help bumping into one another, until finally someone pinched, and then there was a push, and suddenly hands were flying everywhere until we spilled out of the door and onto the grass, laughing hysterically. Just two hits and I'd felt it, and Kelly couldn't stop smiling so I know she did too.
Back in the house she screamed, "Oh my god, I forgot I TVOD the winter finals! We have to watch it!"
For the next ten minutes we sat around the TV and watched couples figure skating as Kelly narrated, telling us what moves she could and couldn't do and who was the best at what. Aaron interrupted her, saying, "There's a lot of crotch grabbing going on."
He was referring to a move featuring a guy holding a girl in the splits over his head with one hand as he circled the ice.
"No shit. His hand's right on the button."
"You guys!"
"And I thought all these guys were gay."
"They are----that's how they get away with copping a feel during prime time. They should let some hockey players out there with those chicks, and put that shit on the adult channel"
"Or just put a stripper pole out there."
"You guys!"
I finally put on some music and turned down the volume on the TV, which Kelly objected to. "If I can't watch then I want some ice-cream. Please, please, please, sweetie, go to the corner store and get me some and I will love you so much for it." She ran up and gave me a kiss. "Please, please, please!"
It's impossible to say no to a gorgeous stoned girl with the munchies, so off I marched to the corner store and bought two pints of Ben and Jerry's.
The walk to the store and back took only ten minutes, and as I headed up to the door I heard Kelly scream from inside, followed by an explosion of laughter.
My mind reeled for an instant, and then I found myself racing up the small stone path alongside our house leading to the backyard. I then crouched behind our BBQ and peeked into our living room through the sliding glass doors.
Kelly was laying on her back giggling, with Seth sprawled out next to her. All I could think is they tried some couples ice-skating trickery on our carpet and failed. Aaron sat on the couch laughing hysterically, and muttering, "Shit, that was an illegal grab Seth----I'll need to dock some points for that."
"Man you gotta give me points for that."
Kelly slugged him lightly. "I was over your head! What were you even thinking?"
"I was thinking about my next move." He then rolled her over and spanked her ass, which made her scream and swing wildly at him.
I couldn't believe what I saw, and then I wondered just what would happen if I left them alone for longer than a trip to the corner store. I mean, how far would my hot little Kelly actually let this big horny bastard go? I couldn't help myself----I had to know, so I went back around front and entered. Kelly practically jumped to her feet, and then came for me, kissing my cheek and taking the ice cream from my hands.
I then took a deep breath and lied, "I hate to do this, everyone, but I need to leave the party for awhile."
Kelly turned, flashing me a stunned look. I then explained that Liz from my office had worked late and then found her car wouldn't start. She had a tow truck coming but it wouldn't arrive for close to an hour, and she knew I lived close and asked if I could wait with her just to be safe. I then added that I also offered to drive her home afterwards and she lives about fifty minutes away. It was one of those lies so good I almost believed it myself.
Hearing the news Kelly froze were she stood, holding the ice-cream, her chest heaving from either her acrobatic stunt with Seth or the shock of having me walk in on it. Her eyes waivered with fear and excitement, Aaron just looked dumbfounded, and Seth studied Kelly's reaction, obviously gauging where the rest of the evening would lead----a true wolf.
As I left the house and got into my car, I trembled with apprehension, but it was too late to reconsider. I drove up the street to the corner store and parked, then walked back up the block to our house, headed down the path along side it, and took up position in the backyard again. We had a row of tall junipers that kept me hidden from the neighbors, so it was just me, our large sliding glass door, two horny hockey players, and the naughty love of my life.
They'd finished the ice-cream and Kelly rose from being cross legged on the floor, collected their bowls, and started towards the kitchen, when Seth got up from the couch and stopped her. "Whoa, don't move."
"What is it?"
He stood and put his finger on her back. "Your eighth vertebrae is wonky."
"What?"
"Must've happened when you nose dived off my shoulders."
"My eighth vertebrae? What are you even talking about?"
"I spent two years in chiropractic school, I know what a wonky vertebrae looks like."
"You're so full of shit."
He took the bowls and set them on the floor, then began to rub her spine. "See, it's starting to feel better, right?"
"It never felt bad."
"Well the muscles are relaxing. Oh, wait, here's the problem. Your deltoids rotated forward."
He stretched one arm away from her body and out to the side. He began to work on her freed arm, mashing the muscles all the way down to her wrist and back. He rubbed her deltoid hard as his lips neared her ear. I sensed he was breathing softly over the oval ridges, and then his hand dipped foreword, going into the collar of her shirt and over the top part of her chest.
Kelly smirked. "You really think you're something, dontchya?"
An embolden Seth then threw his left arm around her front side with his palm traveling up her shirt and along her belly. He pulled her close with her butt against his crotch, stretched the loose collar off to one side and began to knead her bare shoulder.
"There we go, things are real close to popping into place." His hips grinded her ass, punctuating his true meaning.
Kelly threw an elbow back, forcing out an "Umfph" and a laugh.
Looking a little flustered over things getting out of hand, she grabbed the bowls and rushed into the kitchen, saying she needed a glass of water. I couldn't see past the kitchen doorway form my vantage point, but I could see Seth walk there and wait, taking off his Kings jersey and dropping it to the floor as he did. He caught her as she came back into the room, spinning her around and kissing her lips. She appeared to pull away, but he pressed his lips back against hers, extending the moment until she succumbed to the soft feel of his hungry mouth. He took the full glass from her hand and reached through the doorway, setting it on the kitchen counter. He then gently tugged the back of her shirt, slowly lifting it up, and then broke their kiss momentarily to lift it over her head. He tossed it far into the living room, leaving her tits exposed. The way they rose and fell with her nervous breathing was mesmerizing. The moment of truth had come, and the butterflies in my stomach were almost unbearable. But I'm sure I wasn't alone, and all parties involved experienced a dizzying rush of anxiety.
She didn't press her chest against his as they kissed, instead she left a small distance, and moved a hand towards his bare peck. At the last minute she took hold of his pewter crocodile pendant and delicately fondled it. Finally he pulled her close, crushing her tits against his chest, trapping the pendant between them. When they separated she closed her eyes and drifted away, muttering, "OK!"
When her eyes opened they found a ferociously satisfied smile, and before she could fully recover he kissed again. Long fingers slipped down the back of her jeans and his stubbly jaw grazed her soft cheek. Their passion ensued, until his hand finally pushed her jeans from her ass and they fell to the floor. She then pulled away, although her head had to follow her body----her lips not quite ready to part with his.
"Timeout! Whoa! Whoa! I can't do this."
"You're doing just fine."
"I'm married."
"I thought you two were happy swingers?"
Seth then moved in for another kiss, and when she didn't resist he boldly palmed her right tit and full on fondled it, his fingers catching a nipple and pinching gently. He'd finally worn her down, and when it dawned on her how powerless he'd left her, she moaned, sounding like a helpless frightened kitten who'd been released into the dog pound.
It was on!
Or so we all thought.
Aaron had all but vanished into his own quietness until right then, when that god awful Sugar Ray song cut loudly through the room, and Aaron placed a hand on his pocket in a useless attempt to silence the musical ring tone. Seth pulled away from Kelly's lips just enough to mumble, "Don't you dare fucking answer that." Aaron timidly ignored him and slowly took out his phone. He walked towards the hall and put it to his ear as Seth called after him, "She's with her ex dude. You are the biggest pussy in the world!"
Kelly shut him up by punching his shoulder.
"Ow!"
"Don't be such an asshole."
"Me an asshole? One minute you're macking all over me and now I'm an asshole?"
"He's hurting."
"He's being stupid. And he's the one who chose a phone call over..." He waved his hand at her partially nude body. "Why isn't he the asshole?"
She opened her mouth but ultimately responded with silence, and a moment passed where neither said anything. She then looked about the room, presumably for her tee shirt, which seemed to have disappeared. Seth's discarded King's jersey sat on the floor next to her, so she reached down and grabbed it instead, then turned her back towards him to slip it on. He wore an extra large that fit her small frame like a nightgown. She then plopped herself on the couch, looking slightly stoned and frustrated. Seth sat down next to her, leaving a small distance between them. She then leaned into him and laid her head in his lap.
"You're right, you're not an asshole."
"Thank you."
"I'm still really high. We should just watch the Winter Finals until Ali gets back."
"What? He'll be gone all night."
"I know----and we can't do this."
"You'll never make it. You can't resist me for that long. No way."
She lifted her head, shocked. "You are the most arrogant son of a bitch!"
"I just know my women."
"Is that right? Well you obviously don't know your women and you've just set yourself up to be seriously disappointed."
His hand was on her thigh and she brushed it off and faced the TV.
A minute later his hand swept up her calf and came to rest on her thigh again.
"God, you really think your something, dontchya?"
He moved it between her legs.
"We can't."
"So you keep saying." He bunched up the bottom of the King's jersey to access her honey pot.
"Seth, no!"
"Jesus you're hot."
"Seth!"
He didn't remove his hand, but she didn't attempt to remove it either.
"Girl, your panties are wet. Feels to me like you've been thinking about this all night."
"You should be so lucky."
Her own lusty heart had betrayed her, yet she insisted on playing otherwise. His hand began moving under the long jersey and it was obvious he was fingering her piping hot mezzanine. She squealed when those fingers arrived, and hummed as they settled in. Then she sighed in frustration. "I'm tired of everyone thinking they can just fuck me, like as long as Ali doesn't object it's like some done deal."
His hand emerged dragging down her blue cotton panties.
"I'm not just some slut."
He snapped her panties away from her feet and tossed them over his shoulder.
"I'm not, so how do you guys get off treating me as if I am?"
"Well..." Instead of saying anything more he returned his hand under the jersey and began to finger her a little more intensely.
"Well, what?" I could now hear what he was doing to her in her voice.
"Well if I was chick, people would probably consider me the slutiest of sluts." His voice sounded firm and reassuring. "So I'm not one to judge." He really fingered her, his gyrating wrist telling of the dance being performed behind the jersey, and her face speaking for its reach.
"Good, because I'm not. Oooo, God your fingers are in there so good!"
"Hey, there's someone I want you to meet." He removed his hand and rocked his hips, nudging her head up and off his lap, and then he motioned for her to sit up. When she did he rose and stood before her, and then began to unfasten his jeans.
"Ha! God, you really, really think you're something, dontchya?"
"No, but this is something----I'd like you to meet Marmaduke."
He pulled his jeans below his hips, allowing his cock to spring out. Kelly hadn't been prepared for what emerged from Seth's trousers, and slapped her hands over her nose and mouth and bunched up her face in a very cute way. "Oh my god! You have got to be kidding."
"How about it, Mamaduke? Didn't I tell you she was a beauty!"
"You have no idea how naughty I feel just looking at that huge thing."
"I think she likes you, boy. Maybe she'll even give you a little pet."
He took her hand and guided it towards Mamaduke, and she let him. She held on to it when he let go, and began to gently stroke it, captivated by the smooth fully bloomed head as it pulsed to the rhythm of her touch. "It could be a baby seal!"
Kelly turned her attention upwards, and confronted Seth's dark eyes and smug smirk with a siren's leer that would have sent me running for the hills. She then put her lips to the tip and slowly parted them over the entire head. Gradually she swallowed a quarter of the monster, and began twisting her mouth and tonguing the helmet so attentively his legs momentarily buckled.
"Shit!" With his smirk returning he put a hand atop her head. "Marmaduke, I think this little swinger girl really knows her stuff." Getting a little too anxious for more he bucked his hips forwards, just enough to make Kelly gag and pop the beast form her mouth.
She wiped the residual spit from her lips. "Now, now!"
She went to work again, this time pushing herself halfway down the shaft. Her throat was slick with spit and thick with dick. Seth scrubbed his fingertips into her blonde hair, pulled tight by her red velvet Scrunchie to form a lovely bouncing ponytail.
"Don't hurt yourself, darling. Many have tried----almost all have failed."
Impervious to his male arrogance, her eyes narrowed with courage and she grabbed his cock as her mouth dove deeper over it. She forced herself further and further down. Now over halfway, the fat cock stretched her cheeks and lips so badly I hardly recognized her. Seth groaned and tightened his hold on her head, seemingly to regain some control over the wild chick. He nudged her gently downwards, ticking off another inch along that slippery slope to her tummy, and forcing tears from her eyes and little gurgles from her neck.
She pulled off to take a breath. "Fuck!" She confronted the beast in her hands, her forehead crushed up in extreme annoyance, and then took another deep breath and resumed. He tilted her head, forcing her to stare straight up his torso, and readied himself to fuck straight down her throat.
He began stroking her hair and grunting as he stared maliciously into her eyes. There was something dirty about him. His intentions were always bad. If a woman was in his presence you knew he was frying her up for some pornographic bonanza. And as he looked down at his cock buried in Kelly's head, I felt certain this sight was not new to him. It's how he'd envisioned her at the Crown Jewel when they first met. For him it was only a matter of time.
Kelly defiantly glared back, fighting her gag reflex and swallowing the intimating Marmaduke. I then understood why she refused to include Seth in our games. He was way too dangerous. His confidence held the key to her panties, she couldn't help herself around him. And now that the inevitable had arrived and she sat naked before him, sucking a dick that rivaled his monstrous ego, she'd appeared to be fighting back. She would not give him the satisfaction of breaking her. This 'little swinger girl' was not someone to be messed with.
His hips then jerked foreword in what appeared to be a muscles spasm, and the last inch plunged into her throat. She jerked away from the invader and coughed, which rocked the long strand of saliva leashing her mouth to his purple cock. She squeezed her eyes shut and swallowed roughly. "Do that again. I just need to be ready for it."
"Really?"
Once more she swallowed his cock, and he pumped her throat until he was balls-deep. Her cheeks puckered and inflated over the massive meat piston and his balls squashed against her chin.
"Uh----shit that feels good. Uh----little swinger girl, I hope you can fit some luggage in there----Uh----I think Marmaduke is moving in! Ohhh!"
He rocked his hips, slogging the fat cock up and down her gullet. The deep accompanying sound was inhumane, like someone stirring a bucket of Jell-O with a sledge hammer.



She withdrew the porker from her mouth, breathed hard, and smiled with dreamy pride.
"Fuck girl, I gotta feel the rest of you."
She lost the jersey. He ripped off his jeans and produced a ribbon of packaged condoms from their pocket. He tore open the top package, suited up and approached her on the couch. Setting a hand on both her knees, he gently parted them while lying completely on top of her. From my view Kelly's knees were all that remained of her, until hands appeared at his side, clutching his hips and slowing his entry, almost as if having second thoughts. But her final reservation was not enough to keep him back, and his hips met her crotch, penetrating her realm of wonders for the first time. A mutual sigh hissed through the room and his back seemed to glow with heat.
Kelly just couldn't keep her legs closed, and for some reason that suddenly struck me as really fucking funny. I had to bite my knuckle to keep from laughing, and then I thought about playing a cruel joke.
I moved further into the yard so I wouldn't be heard, and as they fucked away on the couch, I dialed her cell phone. It rang from the small table next to the couch. Seth broke his steady rhythm for hard attention-grabbing thrusts, not wanting to be interrupted by yet another phone call. But the phone won out, and Kelly asked him to grab it off the table, saying it's probably me. He obliged, handing it over, although he didn't bother to remove his naughty bits from her cooch. In fact, he took hold of her ankles, spreading her wider as she looked to see who was calling. "No, no, no, Seth, it really is Ali. I have to answer it." He stayed still until she clicked on, but as soon as she did he started fucking again, so that when she spoke I heard, "Yyyyoooowww-my, Ali, how are you doing sweetie?"
"Hi babe, I'm fine."
"Is Liz Ok?"
"Yup!"
"So you two are sitting alone in a dark broken down car like a couple of teenagers?"
I laughed, "Yes, just the two of us, and Moon River is playing on the radio."
"Well you'd better be good, because I'll know if you aren't."
I had to bite my knuckle to keep from laughing too loud again. She was something else, warning me to be good while some guy held her legs like a wishbone and deep stroked her pussy.
"Liz is married, you have nothing to worry about. How about you? Are the hockey players still there?"
"Yeah, Aaron's been having it out with his girlfriend on the phone and poor Seth is on the couch with me watching the rest of the winter finals."
Through the glass door I watched 'poor Seth' give her a little more and deliver it a little faster. I could hear their bodies slapping and her voice became increasingly labored, but she still tried to play it off.
"I----I think he's starting to w-warm up to couple's figure skating. He-oh jeeeeeeze, hold on."
She was interrupted when Seth flipped her on her side, and clutched her right thigh so her leg ran vertical against his torso. Once again I could only see Kelly's little foot flailing above his head, as Seth's back and ass pounded away at her sideways pussy.
She pulled the phone away and cried then, in her I'm-so-going-to-come rapid pant. Seth responded by loudly spanking her ass. She quickly managed a few last words. "I g-gotta go honey,"
"What's all that. What just happened?"
He continued to drive her harder and harder. Her voice rose to a mere squeek. "I sp-spilled suh-uh-uh-uhmthing," and hung up.
I didn't need the phone to hear what was going on inside, because even from the far wall of our yard I heard her joke, "You really are an asshole, aren't you?"
"Yup," he responded with baited breath and a big toothy grin. "And you just love it, you nasty little swinger cheat."
"Uh-fuck, you are so mean."
"Yeah, and it's all that mean dick in you, that's what you so love!"
"Oh God, Seth! Uh-fuck! Your making me crazy! I'm coming! I'm so uh-coming!"
His hands continued to spank the ass I couldn't see as he took to ramming it harder, his own ass becoming a flex fest of level-nine calisthenics. "That's it, come----come hard on my dick, little swinger girl----come fucking hard all over it!" He stopped spanking but a spanking sound continued, caused by his statuesque hips slapping her tone behind. It was enough to scoot her length-wise on the couch, facing me, so I had a lovely view of her pained expression and blissed out eyes, as well as her sloshing tities.
I began to sneak closer to the window again, but froze when I noticed Aaron in the hall doorway and discovered I was not the only audience they had. He was poised pathetically, his baby face full of pain, and I really started to hate the guy.
Actually he didn't look entirely pathetic, not like before, in fact there was something foreboding in how his massive torso filled the doorway. His stomach appeared as one tall oval of tight-tee-shirt covered muscle that rolled as he breathed, and his sensitive blue eyes appeared mean between swollen eyelids, like blue pearls trapped in a nutcracker. They were fixed on Kelly as she came at the mercy of his friend's fervent fucking. Aaron had a massive crush on her----there could be no denying it any longer.
Then it was Seth's turn, as he drove in deep and held it there, coming full force, grunting and filling up her pussy the way it was meant to be filled. He then pulled out, dropped her raised leg and peeled the condom off his dick. With the loaded rubber still dangling from his hand, he spotted Aaron.
"Where the fuck did you come from?"
Kelly then noticed, and grabbed a sofa end cushion to curl up and hide behind. "Oh shit, Aaron, I forgot you were here."
Seth tossed the rubber on the carpet. "Well, did ya dump the bitch?" He flopped on the couch next to Kelly, doing nothing to hide his nakedness.
Aaron hadn't moved from the doorway. "Nope!"
"Did you tell her to quit hanging out with that dude?"
"Nope! She keeps saying he's just a friend. Were gonna talk some more after she gets home."
"Really? So like how Kelly's just a friend? Look, chicks are dogs just like us, so you're not going to win anything by being the bigger guy, your just going to end up being a chump."
Kelly then shouted, "Seth, enough with your BS----it's not helping!"
"Fine, but come on, Aaron, at least join the party tonight, and save the guilt for tomorrow. Hell, even then the guilt's gotta be better than being pissed off all the time."
"Seth, just leave him alone, already. I'm sorry Aaron."
"What are you apologizing to me for? Save the apologies for Ali. He's supposed to coming back soon, right? Or is this part of the whole swinger thing and he doesn't care?"
"Ali is Ali. He's more understanding than you can possibly believe. And he won't be back so don't worry about him. But you're angry, and I'm feeling totally embarrassed, and that's why I'm apologizing."
"I'm not angry."
"You are too----I can see it. You think I'm horrible."
"Look, I'm not angry. Do whatever want----what do I care?"
"If you're not angry, can you maybe come give me a hug? It would mean a lot right now."
He made his way across the room, and Seth stood up and headed for the bathroom so Aaron could take his spot on the couch next to Kelly. They hugged with the end cushion between them. When the embrace ended she grabbed his hands and laid into him with her sympathetic eyebrows. "Promise you don't think I'm horrible?" Aaron then held her head and kissed her, something he must have wanted to do for a very long time, for it was an intensely passionate kiss. The end cushion came out from between them and Aaron quickly disrobed. She wrapped her legs around his hips and at some point penetration occurred. He so desperately wanted her that he forgot a condom, and Kelly had to break the moment to remind him. He took the top Jimmy from the ribbon Seth had brought, and then climbed back on, gliding between her hips. From where I stood she appeared no more than a ponytail sticking up from his shoulder, with his stocky build pinning the rest of her soft little bod to the couch. I imagined his reddish pubs brushing her wet dirty blonde muff as I watched his back slowly rise and fall. Kelly's arms appeared on his left side and she pushed him away. She then reclined lengthwise on the couch with her head on the end cushion. Aaron practically dove on her and guided his dick in with little patience. Our wide couch allowed enough room to bend her knees along side his hips, which now moved with speed. He'd transformed from gentle lover into a hungry beast. He'd lied earlier when he said he wasn't mad at her, because he was obviously plenty mad. Through a mouth growing increasingly contorted he mumbled, "Why'd you have to do Seth?" Then he bottomed out in her hard, hard enough to alarm her.
She answered in a very soft tone. "He just has a way of making everything seem fun. I didn't know it would upset you."
"So you liked it----you liked banging his cock and coming for him?"
It was an odd question, not one someone would ask out of jealously alone. She looked out the sliding glass door, right at me, almost as if she'd known I hid behind the BBQ. I instantly recognized her expression, the cruel naughty look she'd get describing her adulterous mischief while I sexually punished her for it. I then understood what she'd already figured out----Aaron wanted to play our game. Huge-fucking-Aaron got off on seeing Seth fuck her every bit as much as I did.
She took hold of his hips, and appeared to brace herself for what would come, and then seductively asked, "So you liked it----you liked watching you're handsome friend make me scream?"
Aaron answered with his cock, and with it he pumped her deep into the couch cushion, making it squeak and pop.
Watching Kelly's face, I could see she chose to act the tough girl. She breathed loud and wet, her cheeks puffing slightly, forcing the air through clenched teeth, and she challenged her angry fucker with a soft smile that just begged him to bring it on. "He stuck it in so deep, Aaron, so wonderfully deep!"
"Oh yeah, I saw you. You banged him and he tore that pussy up."
"Tell me you liked what you saw."
"Bet your hot ass I did."
Aaron had fallen into her spell, as had I. His beefy legs, arms, and back were starting to show muscle definition and glint with sweet. He appeared determined to give her the fucking she asked for, and I doubted very much that either could keep it up for more than a few minutes.
Aaron quickly slowed, showing signs of early fatigue, but Kelly knew how to fix that. She grabbed Aaron's face. "I bet Tammy's getting it as good as me right now."
With one hand on her upper thigh, Aaron flipped her over. He split her ass cheeks with his fingers and squeezed his red cock back inside her puss. He then administered a furious doggy style fucking. Her ponytail whipped wildly and he grabbed it.
"You really think she's banging him?"
"I would!"
He let go of her ponytail and fucked the shit out of her, as Kelly took one for Tammy.
"Yeah, you probably would. I bet he probably has his dick inside Tammy's asshole, and she's begging him to make her come."
It was truly scary how much they sounded like Kelly and I.
Several minutes passed and Aaron's hair clumped up with sweat and Kelly's tan skin glinted with it. They'd been going at it full steam in this position for several minutes----squish, slap, scream, slurp, sigh.
Finally Kelly reached back and caressed her own ass. "I'm going to get sore if we keep at it like this."
Seth walked back into the room just then, without me even realizing he was gone. "One step ahead of you, little swinger girl!" He held out a tube of lube, which he must've found in Kelly's nightstand, and tossed it to Aaron. He'd kept his other hand hidden behind his back, and only then revealed a ten inch purple dildo, waving the stiff thing in the air. "I found your other lover. Nice!"
This was news to me, since I'd never bothered to search her night stand, and even though some guy plowed her in our living room, I found myself suddenly distracted by this toy of hers. She must've had fantasies beyond our games. That would certainly explain how a little sex kitten like Kelly managed to stay good this far into her marriage. But to think about the copious sex we'd had and yet she still needed to play solo on the side----Christ-all-mighty what a little nymphomaniac I had at my disposal.
Seth brought me back to the present when he stood with his hips in front of Kelly's face, just above the soft armrest. He was close enough that his hardening dick was forced upon her lips. At the first touch she opened slightly and his cock poked in. He then rubbed the dildo along her jaw line as she blew him.
Aaron had used a fair amount of lube and, grabbing her shoulders, fucked her from behind like his rocket was ready to eject its fuel. Having her suck on Seth right in front of him was too much to handle.
Grabbing her head Seth slid his monster in and out, the inhuman sounds louder than before due to the added physical stress of being double teamed. Kelly had two guys at once----a first, and the way she looked up at Seth, her eyes wide and obedient, her defiance completely subdued by two ravenous cocks, was testament to her pleasure. Especially with Seth----he left her feeling hot, nasty, and cherished all at the same time.
"This is like Porno fucking. Never thought I'd meet a chick willing to Porno fuck. And I never thought I'd Porno fuck a hot piece of ass figure skater!"
Aaron had let go of her shoulders to grab the tube of lube off the floor. He spread her ass, watching his cock zip in and out of her sopping pussy, and brought the tube close to the action for another un-needed application. He was interrupted, however, when Seth put out his fist and asked him if this wasn't the craziest shit ever. Aaron bumped knuckles, and told Seth to just keep to his end. Seth then set his fist by Kelly's hard-at-work face.
"Come on girl, give it up, it's your ass were banging!"
She put her fist out to bump with his, but all the action at both ends meant she couldn't keep still enough to aim. Seth had to target her fist and then yelled, "Come on, put it back to Aaron!" It had become a major testosterone fest, but Seth treated her as part of the team and not a point, and that actually seemed sweet.
She put a fist back for Aaron and he met it with his own. He fucked her insanely and used his other hand to whap at her jumping ass. "Look at you sucking on Seths' cock like a slut."
"Easy bro, she's just our little swinger girl. If we were chicks would-"
"If you were a chick my dick wouldn't get within thirty feet of your skank hole!"
Aaron then pulled out in a frenzy, tore off the condom and let the goo fly. It painted a racing stripe up her back, and then a second squirt nailed the top of her ass crack. He then began whapping his dick clean on her bent over butt cheek.
He swatted her remaining clean cheek, indicating he was through, and proceeded to collect his clothes from around the room. He seemed calm, happy and satisfied as he sat tying his shoes in the fluffy chair. He hadn't said a word, and finally motioned with his head for Seth to go, but Kelly's lips were still on his dick and he wasn't about to go anywhere. She stroked the fat hard shaft and licked it, glancing at Aaron with a glazed over smile, knowing full well the affect it had on him as he walked out the door.
Shortly after Aaron left, Seth announced he couldn't hold back any longer, but Kelly didn't pull off. "Oh baby," Seth said, and grabbing the sides of Kelly's head, he jerked his hips and blasted come. His ass cheeks clenched as a second and third sprayed across her tongue. He held her head in a vice grip as he closed his eyes and cried a very creaky moan. He finally released her and pulled his dick slowly out of her mouth. She kept her lips tight, leaving it clean and shiny, and then looked up at him before swallowing.
"You can't be for real."
"But I am, Mr. Hockey Player." She stroked his huge cock one last time. "And you're not so bad yourself."
He wiped the come off her back with her panties and tossed them over the couch. She threw on his jersey while he put on his pants. I called then, and said I'd decided to spend the night on Liz's sofa and give her a ride to work in the morning. Kelly sounded disappointed that I wasn't coming home and said she'd miss me, but as soon as she hung up she bounced wildly on the couch like a school girl and told Seth to stick around. He came up behind her, hugged her waist, kissed her from over her shoulder, and slid his hands up under the jersey and onto her tits. "I gotta work tomorrow."
She put her hands over his and made him knead her tits. "Just a little longer."
He agreed, but made her agree to two shots of tequila and a little more pot, claiming they'd help stay awake. She ended up totally wasted and even hornier than before.
I checked my watch and discovered it was two-thirty in the morning. I decided I'd better find a bed if I wanted any sleep that night, so I let them finish there lovemaking in private as I wandered back to my car and drove to a Motel 6.
I didn't have clean clothes or my toothbrush, so I called in sick the next morning and headed home. Kelly leaves for work at nine-thirty, but when I pulled into the driveway I could see through the gate that her bike was still in the backyard. With my curiosity pricked, I snuck around to our bedroom and peeked through the window she insists upon leaving half open. The bed was empty, and then I heard Seth talking nasty in the other room.
Being too bright out to safely hide behind the BBQ again, I took a chance and quietly climbed through the bedroom window and into our bedroom. In the process I stepped on a condom discarded on the floor, and realized the maniacs had gone at it in there. The condom had thin black lines across it, and I stretched it out with my shoe for closer inspection. Someone had written 'Go Panthers' down the length of it, and I wondered what the fuck that was about. The detective in me searched the room until I spied Seth's phone on the nightstand. As I picked it up I heard him say to Kelly, "If I get the lube can I have one last shot at your..."
"Jeeze Lueeze, give a girl's butt a break already."
"Ha! Well, you should never have given Marmaduke a taste. Come on, little swinger girl, you love getting it as bad as I love giving it."
"Fine, but I definitely need lube."
I couldn't believe what I'd heard, he fucked her ass and was about to do it again. Then I remembered seeing the KY tube on the bed, so I kept his cell phone and slid under our tall bed frame. As he entered the room I could hear him singing to himself, "Gonna fuck a girly's ass-hole, gonna fuck a girly's ass-hole, because that ass is fine."
I crawled back out when he left, and began to browse his photo album on the phone as I crept into the hall. From there I could see directly through our living room and into the kitchen, where they were going at it for a fifth, or sixth, or maybe even a seventh time.
Seth had her bent over our little table in the breakfast nook as he prepped her ass by working in a lubed finger.
While that went on, I found what I was looking for at the end of his photos----about fifty pictures of Kelly taken during the night. They did it with the bright lights on, and since all the photos had Kelly in some position with her ass pointing at the camera and her face off in the other direction, I suspected she didn't know they were being taken. The first few had his huge condom covered cock lying on her back, and gave a good idea as to how far inside Kelly it could reach. The 'Go Panthers' was clearly visible, and then he'd squeezed his cock in between her buns so the words ran down her crack. Another had the head just barely popping into her pussy, so the writing could still be seen, followed by a shot where the writing disappeared inside. I emailed myself each nugget of gold as I went, which made browsing them go very slow.



I heard Kelly grunt from the kitchen and looked up to see she had a knee on the table and made it possible for him to frig her pussy mercilessly, causing a loud juicy noise. As his dick touched her ass, it just looked too fucking big to have ever fit, but it did----and squeezed right on in, her ass cheeks caving in around its steadfast entry. Lube glimmered up and down her crack and her own juice darkened the hairs of her dirty blonde muff. Meaty hard smacks began to fill the room as he fucked away. She rolled her head on the table, her face glowing with desire and looking kinder than ever in the somber morning light, while her eyes fluttered in a sleepless dream world.
I went back to the photos on his phone, where the 'Go Panthers' slogan was now planted in her ass like a flag on the moon. I convinced myself those images were planned for his locker door to accompany the picture of the game score on her ass. Initially I'd planed to delete the photos after I emailed them to myself, but as I watched Kelly take his cock in the kitchen again, I thought it might be worth her suffering a little humiliation just to know what kind of guy Seth really happened to be.
The next several pictures were just silly. He'd leaned over her with his face looming above her bent over ass, while making various goofy expressions and either fingered her snatch, probed her ass or shoved in that dildo of hers. The last few in this series had Seth under her, eating her out, with the empty condom draped over right cheek so the slogan was visible. I'm pretty sure Kelly was sucking on his cock at the other end in a sixty-nine position. In some his tongue was in her, and in others he just spread her open for display----all the while, triumphantly snarling at the camera. The hottest one simply had him pointing towards her rosy lube-glistening asshole, with the 'Go Panthers' condom arrowed towards it, and a gloating smile on his face, like he was telling us, "Like candy from a baby, the Panthers just took that ass by storm!"
Next came several shots that he secretly snapped of her walking around the house naked and bending over to grab some pillows off the floor. Then came more of them fucking again, although this time he held the camera off to the side as he banged her. He basically made silly faces while pinching her ass, yanking on her ponytail, or squeezing her tits. These concerned me because you could see Kelly's blonde ponytail and the side of her face, making it possible to identify Seth's co-star.
My attention went back to the kitchen when the meaty thuds grew louder and quicker. He really jostled her soft tone ass by slamming it with his boxy solid pelvis, and she moaned louder, sounding one step closer to orgasm.
"Never thought I'd meet a girl as horny as me, but you are the bomb."
"Just let me have your beautiful cock----just this last time."
"Last time----yeah right! Something tells me I need to find away to combine fucking with hockey practice before I'll have enough time to satisfy your hot-little-swinger-girl snatch."
He then slapped her ass and pointed a finger to the roof, like he'd just had a brainstorm.
"Maybe I'll play horn-dog hockey." He began moving his body like he was skating as he continued to work his big cock in and out of Kelly's butt.
"What are you doing?"
"It's horn-dog hockey. I just made it up."
"Just fuck me you freak,"
"I am. Horn-dog hockey is fucking. But you skate up behind the girl as you do it."
Once more I had to bite my knuckle to keep from laughing.
"See, you gotta get up on her, cut left, then right, and create an opening----like this!." He swayed his hips to the left and stuck it in, then to the right and stuck it in, and finally he thrust hard, smashing his balls up to her snatch. He spread her ass cheeks with his hands, and he really pried them apart, leaning over her and crushing down with his weight. He then swung his hips backwards, yanking his cock completely out. With her butt crack opened flat, like a book with a busted spine, her sphincter failed to close, leaving a ruby red tunnel----and he'd spoken the truth about creating an opening, because he could've dropped a shot glass in there. So with her ass pinned open and obscenely dilated, he said, "Once you got that big hole in front of you, ya take advantage of it to net a puck." He concluded the demonstration by spitting straight down into her butthole, and immediately sunk his cock in after it.
Her dreamy eyes flew open as she looked back over her shoulder. "Oh my god, I can't believe you just did that!"
He still had her ass pinned while driving in and out of her heavenly gate. "The East Coast kid scores at horn-dog hockey and the crowd goes wild!"
"You're so twisted! Is this what I get for getting laid by a big stupid hockey player?"
Spitting in my wife's asshole was a huge foul in my book, so I decided then that this arrogant prick doesn't get to keep his photos and began deleting them. In the end I left him one, which featured him sitting on top of her ass and facing backwards, jabbing his cockhead downwards into her ass and angling the 'Go Panthers' writing upside down, while Kelly fingered herself deeply from underneath. For some reason just knowing he had a photographic memento of doing Kelly would make our future games much more exciting, at least to me.
After spitting, Seth never stopped banging her ass for a second, "Can the East Coast Kid do it, can he score another one the feisty little swinger girl?"
"He'd better not!"
He finally took a break to lift Kelly off the table like a doll and carry her laughing to the living room. On the way he convinced her to try a serious porn position, and Kelly found her head and shoulders braced on the living room carpet while the rest of her torso extended straight up. Her legs bent forwards with her knees landing down by her tits, ultimately looking like a frog in a headstand. Her ass and pussy were put on extreme display and spread wide open. Seth casually stood behind her with his feet next to her elbows, and shoved his cock down into her perfectly positioned asshole.
He pumped hard enough to knock her down, and needed to hold her up by hooking his hands under her thighs, making it look like he operated a jackhammer. It also spread her so wide her wet pussy bloomed like a spring flower--a bright scarlet flower that brimmed over with nectar.
"I'm driving that ass now, baby. You see this. See how much of my cock is stuffed up you?"
"No, I just feel it, mmm!"
"Bet you can, bet you can. This is nasty, baby—we're getting so nasty."
"You like taking me this way?"
"Like this and every other nasty way I plan to fuck you."
To screw in that position for any amount of time demanded athletic prowess, and after several minutes sweat ran down her thighs and stomach and dripped down his chest. A hypnotic drip formed on her nipple and I gasped as it landed on her forehead.
He moved one hand to her abdomen to support her, and then grabbed the purple dildo off the floor with the other. He rubbed the head along her bloomed slit, glazing it in the growing mixture of juice, lube and sweat as his cock continued its assault on the southern neighbor. Soon the dildo glided into her snatch with ease. He held it with the base flat against his palm and twisted, like juicing an orange. He then added a plunging motion, literally screwing the purple pussy pounder into her, and screwing so deep his finger tips entered. A big hard cock in her ass and a big hard dildo in her snatch, stretched, mashed and contorted the area between her legs into something alien looking. It turned concave as he fucked in, and convex as he pulled out, making it breathe.
"Aw fuck that's beautiful. You're wide open for business, girl."
Apparently he struck a magic spot, because she howled and swung her stuffed butt around in circle.
"Goddamn you got some ass on you. I haven't stopped thinking about it. When I was writing the score on there with a sharpie I knew I had to hit that. Shit, it's got my whole fucking team talking. The last two practices----it's all I heard about----what those bastards wouldn't give to be here tearing it up. And here I am hitting it nasty-ass porn style----Kapow!
He let go of the dildo, leaving it three quarters of the way in, and squeezed her cheeks until the flesh was taunt. The meaty thuds reverberated through the entire house. Blap blap blap blap!
Her blonde ponytail had come loose, and sweaty hair concealed the half of her face not against the carpet. Barely visible was her mouth, her lips pulled back from her teeth. She howled loudly, wet blonde strands strung over her lips. "Ah-ah-ah-ah-ah! Oh fuck I'm coming apart inside!. Uh-uh-uh!"
Seth began shouting so loud I thought he might be trying to address the world. "Give me that ass! I'm a balls deep rhino, baby, and I'm charging ass!"
"Oh yeees!" Her voice wavered as her head rocked on the carpet. "Don't stop. Don't ever stop!"
His veined cock nearly slipped out of her lubed sphincter, then crushed its way back in. He was going so fast I worried he might turn her inside out.
He then spun his palms outwards, so his fingers rested on her sphincter and against his pistoning shaft. Judging by his turbo speed and tortured face, he was moments from coming. He announced how close one last time as Kelly screamed even louder for him to do it. But he surprised us both by pulling out, leaning his weight onto her propped up butt and, just like he'd done in the kitchen, crushed her cheeks as far apart as humanly possible. This time, however, he jammed four long fingers in to replace his cock, two from each hand. He then pried that asshole open like a draw string pouch, and spread his fingers wide to form a large square cavern. A petit woman's fist could have fit between his fingers and plunged way into Kelly with ease. Then he spit once again, and once again landed another bull's-eye.
"The crowd goes nuts for the Kid!"
"Oh my god! You did not! You did not just do that!"
Her ass snapped close and swallowed his spit as his fingers popped out, and then he shoved her butt forwards, tipping her over with the purple dildo still sticking out of her pussy.
"Did you see how open the net was, like pitching a penny into the Grand Canyon!"
Her hips had fallen over her head, and she ended up on her hands and knees. "That's it, you can just forget about-"
He interrupted her by ripping off the condom and pushing his swollen cockhead against her lips. She barely had time to clear away her bangs before he hooked her head forward and shoved Marmaduke into her mouth. The urgency in which he acted made it clear there wasn't time for anymore games, and so she compliantly sucked his cock regardless of his second 'foul'.
My complaisant wife may not have faulted him for spitting in her ass again, but I had, and as she strenuously bobbed up and down on his dick, I dropped my pants and took about forty pictures of my ass. Ha, I wish I could've seen his face when he found those.
Instead I got to watch his face as he scowled in orgasm and fed my darling Kelly a hot meal of come. Her eyes widened as he erupted and she squeezed his thighs tightly.
"Oh fuck!" His mind settled and he eased his clutch on the back of her head. When he could speak again, he resumed gloating. "And the East Coast Kid blasts one in for an amazing third score!"
She removed his cock and pursed her lips, preparing to spit her mouth full of come in revenge. But she didn't have the stomach to be that cruel and instead gulped down the contents to laugh without choking. Luckily she did have the stomach for that. "You're so bad. I bet you just loved doing that, didn't you?"
I quickly and quietly snuck back out the window and drove to the corner store. I called her to say I was heading home early from work and would be there in about five minutes. I could hear the panic in her voice as she said, "Oh wow, I took the day off too. You're really only five minutes away from here?"
I'd left her barely enough time to pick up the condoms and run Seth out, so when I arrived I found her naked in the kitchen, where she sat with her feet on the chair and knees poking above the dining table. She smelled of his sweat and sex, and all over her skin, drying perspiration sparkled like gold dust in the filtered sunlight, making me think of her as a dirty princess. Rather than torture her any further, I suggested we take a nap, and she practically raced me to bed and immediately collapsed asleep.
That night I took Kelly out to a nice dinner at Monticello's in Manhattan Beach. We sat in our own little world of candlelight amongst a room full of glowing couples, the smell of garlic and crab permeating from the kitchen. Kelly wore a white, cotton, strapless dress that accentuated her tan skin. Her sympathetic eyebrows, her captivating baby blues, and her zesty smile gave her a fresh vibrant appeal----a throwback to Doris Day and the era of finishing school.
Looking around the restaurant, catching guys stealing glances and checking out my wife, I wondered if any of them could have guessed she'd been pounded by two guys last night. But even I had a hard time believing Kelly and that 'little swinger girl' were one in the same.
I then had to wonder if any couples in the room shared secrets as nasty as ours. Nobody is truly as innocent as they appear, are they?
Our waiter placed two Caesar salads in front of Kelly and me. As she swallowed the first bite, she tapped her plate with her fork. "Ahem. See something you like?"
I hadn't lifted my fork as I absent mindedly stared at the brunette to our right. She had a dangerously low cut dress----not innocent in the slightest.
"Sorry."
Kelly's eyes hinted at tears. "Honey, I really need you to look at me like I'm beautiful tonight. Please!"
Her neediness surprised me. Usually she just fired off a few playful threats if she ever caught me looking. "Jesus Kelly, you know I think you're the most beautiful girl in the world. What's wrong?"
"Nothing. I'm sorry." She then went quiet, and I really had to press her for more. Finally she took a deep here-goes-nothing breath. "How upset would you be if I had a juicy story for you that's kinda more than just a story?"
"What----not from last night?"
"You left me there totally high!"
"Son-of-bitch, let me guess, Seth?"
She bunched up her face. "Mostly."
"Both?"
I looked away, waiting for her to panic as my face boiled red. Instead I felt her toe touch my rock hard cock. She yelped, "I knew it!" I cracked up then, as she shook her head and took a bite of her salad. Dear lord I'd married one hot piece of well-fucked ass.
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Caution: wife sharing story ahead! If this subject is not your thing, please do not read any further and please demonstrate enough maturity not to comment. I'm most interested in feedback from fans of this genre.
Gusts of rain flattened the field of wild sage, and beyond it, the dark woods leading to the lake hissed and groaned in a very uninviting way. Staring out the cabin window, Mia told us of her urge to run into the dense maze of wood wearing nothing but sandals. I laughed, believing she wouldn't last five minutes in the mountain cold. She took it as a challenge, and I suddenly found myself seated on a pine-post railing, rain beating against the metal porch roof, and my girlfriend leaning naked on the railing next to me, describing how much she loved a good storm. Her bare tits rested in her folded arms and her bent over twenty-three-year-old ass looked round, tight and delicious. I reached out and caressed the top of her bad-ass bubble-butt. Top-fucking-shelf! I still had trouble believing I'd landed such a top-shelf piece of ass.
When we returned to Paul's warm cabin ten minutes later, she glided straight to the fire, breaking stride only to snatch the knitted blanket from the leather sofa back. She wrapped herself inside and flopped down on a buffalo skin rug a few feet from the fireplace screen. My vegetarian girlfriend never set foot on that rug before, but the temptation of the blazing pine logs finally proved stronger than her disgust. Soon Emily took a seat next to her, and together they watched the flames flicker and spit, while Paul and I heated up mulled wine in the cramped kitchen. We took a cupful to the girls and then he broke out a bottle of brandy, pouring a fair amount in two large brandy snifters.
It wasn't long before the wine hit the girl's and their conversation grew louder, bolder and full of laughter. They must have exchanged stories about every guy they'd ever known, as Mia shifted behind Emily and braided her long brown hair. She'd wrapped the knitted blanket just below her armpits, leaving her shoulders totally exposed and her arms free. The loose knit blanket let her skin peek through the holes, and my eyes kept finding the pink of her nipples. Paul carried a hot ladle across the room, topped off their wine cups, and then sat next to me at the small dining table. He angled himself towards the girls, as did I.
"I could watch that all night."
"No shit."
"So Mia sure does love nature, rain or shine."
That summer Mia had lead the four of us skinny dipping in the lake, but it had been hot, sunny and a totally summer thing to do, but stripping down at this time of year rang just plain insane.
When Mia completed Emily's braid, Emily removed her sweater, leaving her in a wife-beater and sweatpants. She has splendid tits, and seeing them braless in a wife-beater, the nipples poking at the fabric and the outside curvature of her boob visible from the side opening, warmed me in a way the brandy couldn't.
But it was more than her partially exposed boob––something about Emily told me I could have her if I wanted. Something about her thick lipstick, thick eyeliner, and her sparse tattoos, seemed... I don't know... slutty? But then Paul's girls have always struck me that way. He may have displayed a taste for refined luxuries, rolling about in a Mercedes and showing off his pricy wine rack, but he gauged his woman by their performance in the sack, and that's about it.
Mia turned her back to the fire and loosened the knitted blanket. She clutched it to her bosom but allowed it to fall from her back, leaving her bare skin sparkling in the firelight. Mia may have lived in a way that made minced-meat out of social norms, but she seemed oblivious to the affect it had on people, and never came off slutty. Weirdly enough, however, watching her get friendly with a girl like Emily blurred that distinction for me, and I couldn't keep my mind off fucking her super sleazy like. Maybe that's why Paul preferred the easy chicks––their willingness to do it all set fire to the imagination.
Mia caught me gawking, her sharp green eyes trapping me like a spotlight. She'd do that often––her eyes would bound wildly about the world and then lock onto me with a sudden razor sharp intensity. And while her cocky smile let me know she could damn well read my mind, her green peepers revealed the pure heat living in the depths of her soul. I literally found myself salivating, like a hot buttered carrot rested on my tongue, and I proceeded to swallow awkwardly.
Paul sipped his Brandy to hide his own shit eating grin, then whispered, "Dude, you're girlfriend's amazingly hot."
"Yeah she is. But so's yours, man."
"Isn't she though?"
I checked to make absolutely sure Mia wasn't listening, and then turned again to Paul. "Don't say anything to Emily, but I'm getting a ring for Mia in a couple of weeks."
"Holy shit! Seriously, Devon?"
I just smiled proudly and nodded my head.
"Fucking congratulations, man!" He looked back at Mia, naked under the blanket, and snorted a laugh.
"What? You wouldn't marry that?"
"No dude, that's not it at all."
"Then what?"
"Well I'm just glad you told me before I said anymore."
"Oh yeah, such as what?"
He punched my arm instead of answering.
"This is an excellent Brady, but I'm breaking out the choice Cognac for this."
He went to the liquor cabinet and brought back a brown bottle littered in calligraphy.
He then explained how he'd met a French electronics genius who bragged about a family making a Cognac to rival Hennessey's finest, and charged about one-sixth the price. So Paul spent a hundred dollars in long distance calls tracking this family down and then bought six bottles at two hundred a pop, which is nothing compared to the price of supreme quality Cognacs. .
"It was such a legit operation the bottles arrived on my doorstep in an actual wooden crate. How insane is that? But here it is, and now you can honestly say that you've tasted the best fucking Cognac in the world."
I took a sip and let it hover in my mouth before swallowing.
"Liquid silk, right?"
"Wow!"
"So alive, yet so tranquil––wakes up the throat, then leaves it cool and happy."
His dark eyes, which I've heard woman describe as seductive, ignited with devilish excitement. With his next sip he completely lost his customary cool composure and drifted away in an almost heroine like daze. Nobody appreciated life's finest more than Paul.
"So fuckin' smooth, smooth, smooth."
He then produced two cigars from his flannel shirt pocket. "Let's go finish it on the porch with these. You know your cigars?"
"Not really."
"Well this cigar is about on par with the Cognac, that's all you need to know."
Outside he passed a clipped and lit cigar as I zipped up my winter coat. The icy drops fell in sheets just beyond the eves and I asked if we might see any snow. Being a databank of worldly wisdom, Paul assured snow wouldn't show for at least another week.
"I'm back up here with a snowboard on the third, how about it?"
"I wish. We're pretty booked until the New Year." I took a drag off the cigar and felt myself turn green. I had to take Paul's word it was 'primo', because all cigars tasted like ass to me. Still, I was sipping the world's finest Cognac and smoking an equally fine cigar, and felt very Fortune 500 doing it. As I took another drag I wondered if that was most likely their universal appeal––the awesome taste of power.
I directed my thumb towards the cabin door. "So back in there, what was so funny about marrying Mia?"
He dodged the question by asking about our friend Mitch. "You think Mia is going to allow him at the wedding? I mean, when's the last time you've even seen him?"
"Months! There's no way he's not coming to the wedding, though."
"Hahaha! That girl holds a grudge worse than I do. Doesn't she get Mitch is just a scatterbrained surfer?"
"I think so."
"Doesn't she know all of us passed around a girl at one point or another? And shit, it worked out for her, didn't it? His loss, her gain, right?"
"Man, I haven't even asked her to marry me yet, I can't worry about all this now. Anyhow, it makes choosing my Best Man a whole lot easier."
"Well shit, Devin, thanks!" He took a drag off his cigar and exhaled with an I'm-up-to-something smile. "Well now I'm really glad I silenced myself back inside."
"Come on fucker, out with it!"
"If you really gotta know, I was going to suggest we swap score-cards for the night." He immediately broke into laughter.
"Swap score-cards?"
"Girlfriends!"
"Ah, got it!"
"I was just bullshitting, you know."
"Yeah, I got it."
"We were both bullshitting about our girls, right?"
I laughed a cloud of smoke. Every guy Mia met had a crush on her, and hearing Paul repeatedly stress he was only bullshitting lead me to believe he was at least horny for her.
Mia's a beauty. Her red hair hangs straight for a few inches and then turns into big looping curls that circle her head like the brim of a hat. She almost always hooks them behind her ears or ties them up into a springy ponytail, which I prefer because it showcases her elfish cheekbones and roundish forehead. She also has twinkling green eyes set into very shallow eye sockets, granting her a look I lovingly refer to as "Irish Exotic". At five-seven she isn't really short, but Mia has a long svelte neck, lowering her shoulder line and granting her a more petite body. Thankfully her slender ribcage and narrow tummy help maintain an elegant length to her proportions and make her smaller tits look substantial. They also help launch the gorgeous curves bowing around her hips and ass before they dramatically taper down her long shapely legs. Mia avoids make-up and sexier clothing, going for a natural sunnier look and allowing her God-given beauty to stand on its own.
But what really stole my heart was her spirited attitude. Her mission in life appeared to be waking mankind from a state of depression, with an arsenal of fun, fearlessness, and a total love of adventure. A few have referred to Mia as an attention whore, but time with her always amounted to one memorable moment after the next, and its a criticism made by bores and fueled with envy.
Paul, on the contrary, came off as an incredibly tactile guy, a trait typically at odds with Mia's spontaneity. Just that afternoon he'd led us twenty miles on mountain-bikes to a place called The Gorge, and about three miles out, Mia diverted us towards the remains of a burned out house. She searched the aged debris strewn over the old slab foundation, determined to find a lost belonging to reveal the lives of those who lived there. We were free to leave when I discovered an old picture frame in the bushes, which she held like some mystic channeling the past. By then no one seemed too interested in reaching The Gorge, and I could tell Paul was a bit annoyed his day had been derailed.
I also suspected he despised women he couldn't control, which is why it really surprised me to discover he'd go for Mia. And as Paul and I smoked down our cigars, I felt surging pride knowing that this man, who probably carried more debt than the government in his pursuit of the finest pleasures in life, desired my girlfriend. In fact, he desired her so bad he'd have me fuck his girl in trade.
I needed to hear more, my buzzed ego demanded it, and I baited him by suggesting he let me have one final night as a free man, and stuff Emily's cannoli full of some sausage.
He tapped the ashes from his cigar. "You couldn't handle Emily, my friend. She's one hell of a nasty girl."
"I don't know about that, I think Mia's prepared me for anything."
"Yeah, I can only imagine she's a pretty wild lay. But if you let me snake her plumbing I'll make an experienced woman out of her. I'll give you back a pretty girlfriend who knows more positions than a Rubik's Cube."
We split a gut laughing, and kept on 'bullshitting', until suddenly we weren't bullshitting anymore. He suggested we get the girls drunk and really swap, and if I'd been sober I would've flat out said no, but instead I used Mia as my excuse, saying she wouldn't go for it.
"I have a pretty good idea how Mia's wired." He tapped more ashes over the porch railing. "She'll go along with it just to spite us. She's a feisty one, man, she'd turn it around just to knock us down a peg. Am I right?"
It amazed me he thought he knew her so well. "That's a stretch, man."
"Come on," he persisted, "You complained she's always putting herself at the mercy of strangers for the sake of adventure, so put her at the mercy of a friend instead."
"I said she's too trusting of strangers."
"How's that any different? Listen, Emily does these exercises called Kegals. Let me tell you, you haven't ever felt anything like a Kegal tightened pussy. It's almost as good as this." He then displayed his glass before his face
"Almost?"
"Hey, this is really good Cognac!"
The thought of Emily's tight pussy made his proposition very enticing, and after returning inside, Paul saw to it their mugs of mulled wine never went dry.
Eventually the girls were ready to call it a night and we headed off to bed. Mia had reached her giggly level of drunkenness. She'd agree to almost anything in that state, and as I shut the pine slated door to our bedroom, I searched for a way to broach the subject. Before I could, however, we climbed into bed and immediately began to fool around, and then it seemed impossible. I kissed her gently and let my hands roam up to her tits and my tongue wind down her neck. She has lovely youthful tits, just big enough to feel some heft as I held one, and to swell outwards as I squeezed. Her nipples are tiny, and because of this I tend to treat them delicately. I don't know why, other than they just seem so perfectly perched on top of her boob and I hate disturbing them. I rolled one gently between my lips, sucking no harder than I would hot soup.
Because she has a voice like Fiona Apple and a presence bigger than a house, I tend to forget her smaller size until I actually touch her, and then it just amazes me a one-twenty-pound creature can drive a six-foot one-eighty guy utterly helpless with desire.
She began to hum, and so I spread her legs, deciding I'd really give her something to hum about. My mouth found her exposed and wet. My thumb rubbed the little patch of bush above it. She didn't grow much pubic hair to begin with, and waxed those fine hairs into a narrow landing strip. As I tongued her with increasing intensely, her humming progressed into soft moans. The sound she made was so utterly cute and sexy I almost forgot I'd soon need to abandon her. But some 'strange' waited in the other bedroom, and Paul would soon be here between Mia's legs.
Weirdly enough, I wanted Paul to have her––I wanted him to know what a great fuck she could be. I wanted him to be there at my wedding, envying me for landing such a juicy hot fuck.
I lifted my mouth from Mia's drenched labia, and asked how badly she wanted it.
"Very!" she moaned.
I slipped two fingers inside her and began to frig her little bunny hole.
As feisty as she was, she let me direct all her wild energy during sex, so I took her hand and replaced mine with hers. She took over pleasuring herself as I kissed her delicate nipples. I couldn't see in the darkness, but the sounds of wet smacking flesh painted a vivid picture of her digging in two-knuckles-deep.
"Could you ever see yourself fucking Paul?"
The sound of her wet smacking pussy ceased. "Fucking Paul?"
"Yeah, Paul."
In an effort to ease any suspicions I might have, she laughed. "Paul's a little too into himself. That doesn't really do it for me."
"Yeah, but Mitch was never your type."
"True, he wasn't."
She spoke carefully now, trying to piece together where I might be headed with this. It may have been a mistake mentioning Mitch's name, but before growing fed up with chasing down the flighty, flakey, surfer dude, they'd had a hot and heavy couple of weeks dating.
"So I'm just wondering if you think Paul's looks are anywhere near Mitch's. You know, attractive enough to take to bed?"
I found her fingers, licked them clean and returned them to her wet pussy. She compliantly resumed business, and the room again filled with sounds of her wet pussy being pleasured.
"I suppose he's handsome. If I found him in my bed, I probably wouldn't kick him out."
Her sudden change of heart led me to believe she'd figured out the entirety of our plan, and did exactly what Paul said she'd do––acted into it just to spite me!
"So if he walked through the door while I was gone..."
Her fingers quickened and she moaned. "I'd keep him very warm."
"Good!"
"And I suppose you plan to keep Emily very warm?"
I suddenly found myself having to choose words carefully. "That's the plan. This is one hell of an adventure, babe. It's a real chance to wander into the dark woods, naked and free."
"Into the woods where a big bad wolf is waiting for me!"
The sound in the room grew louder, wetter, and faster than before. God she was fucking hot. I muttered that I loved her, and then rushed out the door while I still could.
I met Paul in the dark living room and we flashed each other our square flat condom packages. He quietly boasted what serious balls we had, and we softly hi-fived before continuing on our separate ways.
As soon as I stepped inside, Emily spoke, telling me to hurry up and get into bed. The sound of her voice was strange and startling. She slurred her words and her throat crackled seductively. Not knowing what to say, I charged the bed and dove onto the bottom half, then quickly cuddled up next to her and unleashed my hands over her body. I trembled nervously, but once my mouth found a nipple to suck on, my fear transformed into need. I recalled the sight of those beauties earlier, the sides visible from the loose tank top, and now those globes of squishy fun were in my hands as I sucked back and forth between nipples. Unbelievable!
She seemed as cool as a marble statue about the arrangement, yet her body burned at the touch of my hands. It helped me grow bolder and hornier by the second, and I descended onto her pussy with a hungry mouth. My tongue made its way into her wishing well and instantly became a conduit between more than just flesh. Her pussy exploded with heat and secreted fluid like a sponge in vice grips. I tasted her, much like Paul's pricey Cognac, and that little slurp of her soul would remain in my catalogue of worldly pleasures forever.
Minutes later we fucked. I could tell she was tired, but I had to come inside her. We spooned as I slowly pushed my cockhead in, and she moaned a guttural, "uh!" Wasting no time, I soon pounded her in that position. My dick wasn't just inside her, it fucked her tight little cooch righteously. I lifted her leg up and placed my hand alongside the action. Using my palm, I tugged the skin away, opening her wider.
She moaned in her crackly drunken voice as I pumped that stretched open pussy hard for several minutes. Even stretched open, her pussy gripped me as tight as Paul claimed it would, and I concentrated on that fact to help bring myself off. After a crescendo of fuck-me's, she began to quiet down, and I realized she might be passing out, so I hastened my pace and headed towards climax like a dog on a fox hunt.
It was a short fuck, but it left me remarkably satisfied. I mean, when you're with someone for the first time, there's a tendency to hold back and keep to the basics, since you never quite know what she'll consider obscene, and while technically you might have fucked the girl, you can't really say you've had her––I mean, you've barely backed the car out of the garage and broke first gear, right?. Well I at least got Emily out for a perfect lap, during which time she was well and proper fucked. I'd had her, and felt very great about it in my afterglow.



She went out fast without so much as a word, and I skedaddled into the living room. Moonlight streamed in from the large front windows and the fireplace glowed with a few persistent embers, radiating just enough light to reveal the room was empty. The rain had ceased, and I heard them from the other bedroom––a haunting wail that chilled my bones. And then I couldn't not hear them, as their activities must've escalated to a point requiring grunts and yelps.
I sat on the couch and pulled the knitted blanket over me, wondering how long I'd be there. Mia's husky coo grew louder and more frantic
Paul kept quiet, but his presence was revealed by a loud slap cutting through the house and making Mia chirp. More followed, and then two distinct slapping sounds, the second popping off rapidly and producing a meaty thud, and surely do to his hips slamming her ass with brazen authority.
The tempo quickly picked up. Thud, thud, thud, slap!
I sat listening to them for quite some time, maybe ten minutes, feeling proud, then jealous, and finally horny enough to whip out my dick and masturbate along with Mia's moaning and Pual's ass tenderizing rebuttal.
Eventually they settled down, and as Paul came through the door, I could see him smiling in the moonlight.
"Sorry Devon, your girlfriend was apparently very in the mood."
I laughed, and said he was right about Emily, her puss was fucking-ay-tight. Then he wavered on his previous opinion, and acknowledged Mia's little cooch had to be on par with Emily's. "Man, don't ever let a pussy like that slip away from you. As long as you can put up with her feisty-girl shit, she's gonna serve up her wifely duties spicy-hot."
He gave me a hand getting up from the couch, and then Paul, who I'd always considered an amazingly particular human being, confided his envy over my choice for a bride.
When I finally slipped in next to Mia for the night, she stared out the cabin window, where stars pricked pinholes into the smooth ultramarine sky and the forest beneath stood tall and black.
"Did you two have fun?"
"Fun enough. I won't bother asking you, because I heard your fun."
"Ha! Well it was fun, except for the part where he kept trying to stick it somewhere I wasn't ready for."
I laughed. "Where?"
"Where do you think? I finally told him he was too big and I didn't do that on first dates. Your friend has a really big dick––just in case you were wondering."
"Oh, is that so! Well, rumor has it––Emily had some rather large cock tonight herself."
"Oh, is that so!"
"You're not jealous, are you?"
"No, I'm not jealous, but you're telling me you aren't?"
"No, actually, I'm not."
"Hmmm!"
"I see guys check you out all the time, eating up how hot you are, and I feel pretty proud about it. What just happened––I think I sort of feel the same way!"
"Proud, huh?"
"That's right!"
"You're weird!"
I hit her with my pillow, and then we snuggled up laughing and fell asleep.
I wasn't sure how I felt about things when I awoke sober in the morning. Peering up at the blue sky through the rippled glass window, buried under a heavy blanket, since Mia had me turn off the heater in the middle of the night to prevent her skin from drying out, I thought back to my late teens and early twenties, when this type of thing was practically common place.
Paul was something else back then. He, Mitch and I were good looking enough, I suppose, and we were these cool semi-stoners and fulltime surfers. At school we wandered the edges, looking a little rougher than we probably were, but were well known at parties and on the cool patch of sand next to the Santa Monica pier. Paul had mediocre surfing skills, but he was our charmer. He could reason with anyone, college kids, cops, gangsters. He'd get us into parties, out of jail, and he'd charm the pants off a girl like nobody I'd ever met. He had class and was for real, and I haven't met anyone like him since.
Mitch was a blonde six-one surfer built of lean tan muscle. He spent the day in swim trunks and the night in a Mexican poncho. His energy was endless and love of the beach unreal. Even now he works in scuba gear under docked boats at the Marina, grinding barnacles from their hull. He always got us into trouble, yet did it with a no-bullshit innocence that made it hard to blame the guy. In fact, the girl's typically coerced him into doing the nasty. Diana, this black chick, once pushed him into his van and said she was going to undress him like a doll. Beyond that, however, no chick could seriously pin him down. He'd rant about blowing out of town. He'd throw up his hands when asked what time he could be expected. He was always high.
I fell somewhere in the middle. I was definitely shy like Mitch, but I was also too sharp to balance out my irresponsibility with innocence and made a lousy boy-toy. Thankfully I had a pretty good smile to fall back on. I also claimed to understand the 'poetry of a woman's mind' like some teenage guru, and young chicks love nothing more than to hear about themselves.
Paul always invited too many girls to join us at the beach, which is what made it possible for us to mix it up. I had very few serious relationships until I hit my twenties, and the girls frequently rotated between our beach towels. Eventually Paul openly set us up with his recent lays so we could experience something like a blow-job by Nikki Malone's pieced tongue. It would've seemed a dickish thing to do, except that Paul didn't just share women, he wanted us to partake in everything he had, shoes, boards, pants, you name it. His weed was king of all chronic and he passed it around freely at parties. And he cherished these women, they were all special to him, and he lived for reaching new pinnacles of pleasure. Hell, he probably appreciated what they had to offer more than any boyfriend since. So I don't know––it all seemed like young harmless fun at the time.
After her night with Paul at the cabin, Mia had been officially passed between the three of us, and I had to decide if it still felt as harmless. But as the day progressed, I couldn't keep my eyes off either one of the girls, and I realized everything was fine, I had no regrets, in fact quite the opposite. When I asked Mia, she confirmed she pretty much felt the same, and I jokingly called her weird.

***That Fall Mia and I married on the terrace of Casa Romantica. The reception took place inside the nearby Flynn Ballroom, where Mia flowed across a marble floor in her long white dress, as I ushered her from table to table. Relatives and friends congratulated us with big toothy smiles, and cameras flashed if we did anything nearing cute.
After dinner, cake, a garter toss, and lots and lots of alcohol, the twenties and thirties crowd migrated towards the DJ and his dance floor. Mia and I were drunk and everyone had to dance with the bride and groom. Then I saw Paul nudging Mitch towards the DJ's mic and found myself extremely anxious to know why.
"Hi everyone, I'm Mitch. But most of you know me as Mia's favorite friend."
A few people laughed and he became a little more at ease. He scratched the back of his neck. "Did you guys know Mia kidnapped Devin on their first date?"
People laughed again, but I felt Mia's fingernails digging into my hand. She'd agreed Mitch could attend our wedding, which I took as a sign she'd forgiven and forgotten, but her message was clear––get the dick off the stage or else. I let go of Mia and moved towards the mic, wondering how to politely flip it off before Mitch ruined any chance of us being friends again. Mia had kidnapped me, he wasn't lying, but she was dating Mitch at the time, and that's where it got complicated––more complicated than our wedding night could tolerate.
Less than two years before we married, Mitch had stumbled upon Mia working the counter in the Ford Service Department, and as he sat there observing her twenty-one-year-old manic mannerisms and punchy sense of humor, he decided to follow her back to her place for a feisty night in the sack.
They lasted three weeks together, and then Mia turned up in Tom's Tavern on Barrington, where Mitch, Paul and I were pre-celebrating Paul's twenty-ninth birthday. Mitch saw her looking around and told me to go intercept. He expected me to say he'd lost her number, but nobody loses a number after three weeks. Before I could argue it with him, however, he slipped out the side door and into the parking lot. Mia quickly found me and immediately barked, "Where's Dufus?"
Next thing I know, she's pulling on my arm and leading me to her car for a private conversation. Then she's pulling out of the parking lot and flipping open her phone. She left a message for 'Dufus', saying she'd kidnapped his friend, and if he ever wanted to see me again, he'd better call. Then she entered the 405 Freeway and started to let loose.
"What is wrong with Mitch? I mean, the guy throws around the word 'love', and then doesn't show up at my birthday party, and then I don't even hear from him for two days. And then I find out it's because he drove up the coast and got a flat trying to drive his van up a deer trail in the canyons. And then, he walks to a friend's house in Malibu and stays a day. Never once did it occur to him to call. And he missed a job, Devin. And when I told him he can't possibly 'love me' and treat me like that, he starts saying he totally loves me––and he loves dolphins, and he loves the wind, and kids, and carrots."
As she continued, I privately read a text Mitch had sent. It read, "You're up!" He knew I had a crush on Mia. Partially because I stood up for her if he ever complained, but mostly because I constantly stared at her like a love sick puppy.
"What's wrong with him, Devin? Does he even know what he's saying half the time? And if he doesn't want me, he needs to tell me so, not pull a disappearing act! I deserve that much. I'm not even getting anything out of this. I'm always the one going out of my way. He's getting sex with a cute girl, help with his life, and I even cleaned his apartment. I shouldn't have, but I couldn't wake up with sand on me one more time, so I did. If all he was interested in was sex, then he needs to come here and say it! He needs to tell me that's all I was to him, a great fuck!"
We'd parked on a windy road above Sherman Oaks, and I hesitantly let her in on Mitch's text, which caused her to flip-out all over again.
"I've never let a guy use me before, and I totally can't believe I fell for it. And with Mitch! I mean, what's his IQ? How stupid am I that I let man-boy take advantage of me?"
I brushed a tear from her cheek. "Will it make you feel any better to have a guy with an IQ of one-twenty-eight take of advantage of you?"
She laughed, unable to believe what I'd just said.
She then grew a very proud-of-herself smile and wiped her eyes dry. "Actually, it probably would make me feel better. I think I might be intelligence starved."
Of course Mitch wasn't going to show, we both knew it, but she held me hostage under the stars for two more hours, anyway. Mia was the most vibrant woman I'd ever known, and as we stood on the hillside next to her Corolla, sweaty and naked, overlooking the billion lights blanketing the valley floor, I confessed, "I like dolphins and wind and all that, but none of it compares to you."
Mia and I blossomed as lovers, but it didn't excuse Mitch for the way he'd treated her. For nearly two years she held onto a grudge, and certainly wasn't ready for a trek down memory lane during our wedding reception. So, as he spoke on stage, I quickly eased my way towards the DJ area, trying not to look concerned about the collapse of my wedding.
"I was supposed to bring the ransom the night she kidnapped him. I'm not going to say what the ransom was, because it's probably inappropriate."
A couple people read into it and laughed. Mitch then realized how it sounded and smiled. "No, no. What's wrong with you people, we're at a wedding? Like I didn't bring the not-what-your-thinking ransom, because I knew being kidnapped made Devin happy."
I slowed my pace a little, becoming curious where this headed.
"Devin was like totally Mia crushin'. And like, I'd get them out with me and then bolt, because they were so Bonnie and Clyde together. Paul knows what I'm talking about. Anyhow, I know you hate me, Mia, but if you'd given me a second chance back then––well, I still would've stepped aside at let the better man win."
I'd reached him at that point, and as people applauded, I grabbed his arm and dragged him from the mic. I took him straight to Mia, and then grabbed her wrist and led them both to the dance floor.
The magic at our wedding was incredible, and as the three of us stood there, I said, "Mitch, I love you, man. And Mia, it would mean a lot to me if you could get over it and dance one song with Mitch. For me, guys!"
Mia was nervous, I'd really put her on the spot, but there just wasn't a place for any anger in our hearts that night, and so she took Mitch's hand and they danced to No Doubt's, Don't Speak.
Almost immediately they laughed and talked, not appearing forced into the situation at all. At one point, Mia hugged him tight and came away with tears in her eyes. I later learned she'd confessed to forbidding him as Best Man, and then apologized profusely, crying into his shoulder.
Most of our friends knew the score, and so their dance garnered more than a few interested stares. Paul actually stopped dancing with his new girlfriend, Presley, and applauded them. Mia laughed cutely, and then gave Paul a huge hug, with Mitch's hand still at her waist. For an instant, I was reminded both these guys had fucked her, but I wasn't about to entertain that thought at my wedding, and I shook it straight out of my head. And proud––proud is how I really felt. They were the only other two guys in the room who knew the entirety of what I had to be so proud of.
Then I noticed Presley, Paul's new girlfriend, gritting her teeth and refusing to look at them. What the fuck? She appeared jealous, but over what--our one time swap at the cabin? I studied her face again. Not jealousy––judgment! She was actually looking down upon my bride as she stood between two ex-lovers. My suspicions were absolutely unfounded, other than Presley just reeked of the sort who'd latch onto dirty gossip as a means of taking down the competition. I stopped myself from thinking about it further. Presley didn't matter, I was now married to a beautiful woman and it looked like I had my friend back, and nothing could surmount the wall of love encasing me that night.
Our wedding wound down shortly after their dance, and during that time Mia remained cordial towards Mitch. I can't really explain my happiness over it. I had two genuine life-long friends, and the most beautiful bride in the world, and a man couldn't ask for more than that.

***Six months after the wedding, Mia and I met up with Paul and Presley for dinner in Downtown LA. It's not easy getting Downtown, but Paul insisted we try 'the best sushi house in So-Cal'. We hadn't talked much, partly because I'd been enjoying the life of a newly wed, but mainly due to all the hours I'd spent relocating my landscaping business to a larger lot in Torrance. It hadn't been entirely my fault, however, because Paul had cut his teeth on cases, and was well on his way to being one of the law firm's hardest working and hardest hitting lawyers.
After eating, the four of us took a short walk to the Dorothy Chandler Pavilion, where we sat beside the fountain arrangement in the courtyard. A light beamed up through each jet of water, creating rows of golden glass feathers. It was beautiful, but made me urn for the rhythmic roar of the Pacific, something I rarely heard anymore.
At dinner Presley flaunted her engagement ring, and now sat beside Mia to pick her brains on wedding details. Paul pulled me aside and explained he was leaning towards Mitch as a Best Man. He'd decided the only fair thing to do was rotate, and I'd be Mitch's Best Man in the unlikely event Mitch ever settled down. It made sense, but I was only half listening. Mostly I eavesdropped on the girl's conversation, because I had the horrible feeling they'd turn on each other at any moment.
Presley asked Mia what she'd thought of Emily, Paul's ex-girlfriend, but never gave Mia a chance to answer. "I'll be honest, he had a picture of Emily he'd labeled 'Virginia Slim'." Her eyes rolled upwards in disgust. "When I saw her and then he explained what Virginia Slim meant, I swear I made him get tested for STDs."
"Virginia Slim?" Mia burst out laughing, "Paul, what the hell is a Virginia Slim?"
"Mia don't!" Presley yelped, "And don't you dare answer, Paul!"
I couldn't help laughing myself, mainly at Paul being put on the spot. I fielded the question for him. "Every woman falls into a category. If she has an exceptionally tight pussy, she's a Virginia Slim." I turned to Paul. "Sound about right?"
"Pretty much." His monotone voice highlighted his concern over Presley's discomfort.
Mia's excitement wasn't so much outrage as fascination. "That's the most machismo, womanizing thing I've ever heard!"
"Well," Paul exhaled, "It is what it is."
Presley straightened her dress, seeming totally uncomfortable.
Mia's green eyes then shot open wide. "So, like when you all get together and sit around drinking beers during your man outings, do you all say," she acquired a deep mocking voice, "That Mia's a real Virgina Slim."
Paul stood up and stepped towards Presley, being the first of us to understand she'd legitimately grown upset by this conversation. This was obviously a sore spot in their relationship, and he appeared thoroughly annoyed by Mia's persistence. "You no doubt are deserving of the title, but no, we don't." His voice was flat, yet there was no missing the irritated undertones.
"Good!"
"But it's only because Mitch initially informed us of an even finer quality to your being. He declared you as the most Killer Kind Bud he's ever scored. And since I know you're wondering what that is, let me explain––it means fucking your asshole is up there with driving a Lamborghini Diablo on the Col de Torini."
"Enough, Paul!" I shouted, but he was too irritated to listen. Clearly he blamed Mia for upsetting Presley, and he wasn't quite finished with her yet.
"But while I can vouch for the fact that your Virginia Slim flows plentiful and can take an tremendously tough tapping with all the prowess of an Olympic gymnast, you're rosy little backdoor never opened, even when I politely knocked." He then winked at her, which proved more debasing than anything he'd said.
"Oh my god, you are such a..." She could hardly speak, her spotlight glare on Paul turned deadly, and I grabbed her arm and pulled her quickly away.
Paul helped Presley up and into his arms. Her face glowed red. "You promised, Paul!"
"You brought it up, and she asked, so..."
I rushed Mia out of there. Paul could go fuck himself. Where'd he get off talking vulgar about Mia like she was some pricy Cognac, and acting like she'd performed a disservice by not letting him sample her asshole? He was way out of line with that. No, that wasn't entirely true. Because prior to that night I would have felt proud to hear her charms considered praise worthy by Paul, but that's only because extraordinary sex dignified woman in his eyes, and inspired him. But he'd changed. He was going to marry Presley and all the standards she came with. His past couldn't coexist with her. So where did that leave Mia and me? I'm pretty sure I'd seen the answer in his eyes before he walked away. And that's really why Paul could go fuck himself.




***On a particularly warm fall afternoon, nearly half a year since I'd last spoken to Paul, I pleasured my wife cowgirl style on our avocado living room sofa, when suddenly a knock shook our front door, startling us enough to gasp in unison. It sounded again, and Mia rose off me, threw on her long tee shirt, and cracked the door just enough to greet our badly timed visitor. A few days earlier, Mia surprised me by dying her hair bright pink, and I heard Mitch's voice comment from the other side of the door, "Whoa! What's up with your hair? You've gone full-on Anime!" I hurriedly dressed, as Mia closed the door on him and snapped her fingers for her panties. They'd been discarded on the floor, so I tossed them with my toe while pulling on my own shirt. Her long tee hid her panties, providing enough modesty for Mitch, and so she let him in.
He sat on the couch, where only a minute earlier I'd ruthlessly banged Mia. I took a seat in the chair opposite him, while Mia grabbed a hair tie and pulled her pink curls into a high ponytail. With her arms raised, the bottom half of her yellow panties came into view. There wasn't a chance Mitch missed it, and it didn't take an Einstein to figure out what we were up to before he arrived.
Mia flopped on the couch beside him, dropping her legs over his lap.
He'd already apologized for the surprise visit, and as he shook his hair around in a troubling way, I asked him what was up.
"Nothing major. But I think you might be right about Paul."
"About what?"
"He's kind of an asshole."
"Uh-oh!" Mia tried to pinch his knee with her toes. "What are you boys fighting about now?"
I tossed a little cushion I'd held over my lap, and it bounced off her head. Her cheeks were flush, an indicator her arousal hadn't completely cooled, and a reminder my dick just moments ago rammed her little precious asshole. I probably looked much the same, and found it hard to concentrate as Mitch explained his situation with Paul.
Over beers, Paul tried to coax Mitch into a five year plan for expanding his hull cleaning business and hiring some help. Apparently Paul's recent rise at the firm meant dealing with clients wealthy enough to own yachts, and he felt he could line up a huge customer base. But Mitch dreaded being a boss or spending time behind a desk, and wasn't interested in planning anything past his next trip to Baja. Then Paul exploded. He reminded Mitch how he'd helped set up the business, which is true, and that he could legally claim a percentage of it, and thus turn it around whether Mitch liked it or not.
I couldn't believe what I'd just heard. "He's not interested in your business, Mitch. He's not taking it. Seriously, don't worry about Paul."
"I never thought he'd actually take it. I just wanna know why he suddenly started tripping so hard."
"The guy's obviously not as happy with his success as he hoped, and wants to drag you down with him. Like I keep saying, Paul can go fuck himself."
Mia shifted her butt, coming to rest on her side with her head propped on her arm. "You need to not keep saying that. He needs you two right now, but he's too proud to admit it, so he just gets mad."
She'd adopted a boys-will-be-boys attitude regarding the extremely sexist remark Paul made the last time we saw him, and had recently asked several times if I'd planned on staying mad at Paul forever, as if I was being childishly stubborn about it. It surprised me she could forgive Paul so quickly, especially considering how long she'd held a grudge against Mitch. But I think the fact I'd become so intensely angry made it easier for her to back away from it. And she was right––Paul's only means of letting people know something's wrong, is to act like a dick until they figure it out on their own. That's partly why Mia's directness bothered him.
Mitch tickled her foot. "What would Paul need from me? The dude has everything." He tickled her foot again, as if it might help jog her brain for an answer.
Mia's extremely ticklish, and slid off the couch. She then got up and walked towards the kitchen. "You guys are his friends, and you are his friends, so you need to figure it out."
When she slid off the couch, it lifted up her shirt and it became slightly tucked into the waist of her underwear, allowing us to glimpse her panty covered ass. Across the seat of her panties, written in bold Letterman print, arched the word "Porsche." We'd come to laugh about Paul comparing Mia's ass with a Lamborghini, and I found the underwear as joke.
Mitch turned to me, grinning. "Better buckle up, Andretti!"
I laughed, and then called him an asshole.
"Bro, you totally owe me for introducing you to that."
"I owe you a knock on the jaw for being such an asshole."
"So, is senorita Porsche giving us the Dr. Phil on Paul or what? Does our boy need us?"
"Paul probably just needs to get laid. I guarantee that bitch he's about to marry is straight up vanilla."
"Purty Presley's totally given sweet muffins, bro."
"Sweet, but not spicy."
"You gonna toss him the keys to your Porsche then?"
"Fuck are you ever a big, hairy, sandy asshole."

***Two weeks later we drove Mitch's van to Paul's cabin, just two guys and a case of Dogfish Head beer. We'd eaten dinner at a roadhouse and planned on a trip for groceries in the morning. We arrived before Paul, and an hour later, we wondered if it would only be the two of us. Then he pulled up in his Land Rover, with barely so much as a word. He was in his same funk, but he came, and that alone meant something. He hurled his suitcase through his bedroom doorway, and then went straight for the liquor cabinet. He didn't fuck around, and poured a snifter of Cognac––the good stuff––the unknown French family's humble but priceless heirloom. Paul knocked it back so fast I doubt it touched his tongue, and then he joined us around the sitting area for a beer.
I'd climbed into the van that afternoon committed to the notion Paul would need to make the first move, but I couldn't take staring at his miserable face and finally asked if he and Presley set a date for their wedding.
"We did. It's never!"
That I hadn't expected, and all I could think to say, was sorry.
"Presley's the perfect lawyer's wife, but... Well, you ever been around someone who makes you feel uncomfortable in your own skin? Fuck it!"
He stood, gave Mitch and me a foggy glance, and strode to his room, beer in tow.
Mitch sat in the recliner and leaned forward towards me, and then quietly asked if Mia knew Paul and Presley had gone kaput. I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head.
Mia had planned the entire weekend for us. She got Paul on the phone and convinced him to go. She did it without my knowledge or consent, and later that week, she told me over dinner to not make plans for the weekend and take Monday off. I didn't have the slightest clue what was going on. That Saturday, she packed a bag for me and then Mitch showed up in his van around noon, just as she said he would. If she had known about Paul and Presley's break up, I really wished she would've told me before I climbed in the van.
While her intentions were good, I realized by morning the trip was a mistake. Around eight I phoned her on the landline in my bedroom, since cell signals were non existent that far into the woods. Turned out she had known about Presley. I then explained how it feels when a guy has all his ducks in a row, as Paul did, and then loses his girl and all the plans they'd made. The last people he wants to see are the one's who called him out for acting so high and mighty. That's just a recipe for getting mad, mad, and madder. She reminded me Paul hadn't been forced to come, and I had to give her that. She still apologized for not telling me, and in return I acted a bit like a dick and grumpy over being stuck there. That's when she volunteered to drive up and fetch me, and I could treat her to a bed and breakfast in the wine country. It sounded unbelievably great, and just knowing she was coming boosted my spirits.
Paul napped most of the afternoon, while Mitch and I ran through the woods howling like animals. That part was actually fun! I ended up telling Mitch Mia was arriving later. He wasn't real happy about being left with the gloomy bastard, but admitted he'd do the same. We returned to find Paul on the porch and he wondered why the fuck he'd heard elephants and monkeys in the woods. A moment later he blurted out, "If I could just treat a whore like a whore, I might be able to keep a wife who isn't one."
"The more you talk, Paul, the more it sounds like Presley just didn't do it for you. You're never going to fit in a country-club life style, not the Paul I know."
"Maybe! But I'd love to fuck her one last time. I'd teach her the ways, man. I'd show no mercy. I'd love to punish that pretentious snatch."
That had to be the darkest thing I'd ever heard Paul say. The gap between his worlds had unleashed a demon in him, and I had no idea how to respond.
Mitch did, however. "Yeah, I know how that is." He grinned at me stupid as he spoke, and I knew a joke was coming at my expense. "I wanted to give Mia one of those after we went splitzky." He then smacked his forehead with the heel of his hand. "Wait a minute! What am I saying? I did nothing but punish that chick's snatch."
He bolted back into the woods with me after him, and Paul laughed hysterically from the porch.
About an hour later, Mia rolled up in our Lexus RX-10. She jumped out, her face hidden by big red sunglasses, and body barely hidden by a pink and chocolate, rib-high tank top and a very short, navy-blue skirt. She was glad to be out of the car and totally hyper. Mitch was asked to grab the ice-chest from the back, and I carried in her bag. Forgetting how cold mountain evenings could be, she put on the flannel shirt Mitch left hanging over the porch railing. It fit her like a raincoat, and she rolled the big sleeves high up over her tiny elbows.
I finally cornered Mia while she brushed her teeth, and asked if she'd be ready to head out soon. But after seven straight hours in the car, she'd figured on spending a little time cooking a small dinner for everyone and leave shortly after that. She'd already picked up some fish, vegetables and a few other things in Sacramento, and proceeded to take over the kitchen for the next hour. Only a few times a year will my vegetarian wife allow herself to eat fish, so I knew it would be an extra special meal. It smelled fucking great, especially considering I'd eaten nothing but Cheerios and a plain baloney sandwich.
Her twenty-four-year-old energy permeated the cabin, and electrified Mitch and I into walking along the porch railings from one side to the other without holding onto the top roof beam. With the fish in the oven, Mia took a break and attempted it with us. The setting sun behind the tall pines turned her pink hair bright red, and she looked gorgeous standing up there. Being several inches shorter than us gave her an advantage, she didn't have to tilt her head to keep from bumping the roof beam, and she actually balanced across the entire stretch, which made Mitch and I more determined than ever to succeed.
Her fish came out perfect, and we ate at the table like a family. Paul had become pleasant, and blathered on about a fishing trip in Cabo San Lucas. We just needed a pretty face to wake us up, and there could be no prettier face than Mia's. She and I discussed staying at the cabin, since eight-o-clock had crept up on us and we wouldn't reach the wine country for another several hours, making the trip rather pointless. Once we'd agreed to stay, she produced a bottle of Cuervo and insisted we all toast to a lifelong friendship.
It had dipped into the low forties, so Mitch carried in a few logs and built us a nice tall fire. Soon we had ourselves a toasty cabin, and that enticed Mia to remove the huge flannel shirt, leaving her in the skimpy outfit she'd arrived in. Between her low-riding, short skirt and a half-length tank-top was a long, snaking hourglass of tone flesh. She looked way too fucking hot not to stare. Her skirt teetered awesomely with her hips, and the skimpy tank top did nothing to prevent the slight jiggle of her titties. Paul clammed up at the sight of her, not the reaction I'd expected at all.
She finally sat on the couch-back with her legs over my shoulders, rubbing my neck and head as I methodically squeezed her little tootsies in my lap. She registered a little drunk, and leaned her head against mine to whisper. "I have a naughty confession to make. I made a bad promise. Don't be mad, but in order to get Paul out here, I had to agree to something."
"Yeah? Like what?"
"Sex! Or actually a very specific kind of sex."
"You did not tell him he could partake in the Kind Bud, did you."
She sucked air through her teeth while giving me a guilty smile. I couldn't help but laugh, and she hit my shoulder. "You're not helping. I don't think he was serious, but what do I say if he mentions it?"
Jealousy surprised me like a broken guitar string, and for a moment I saw myself driving away with her before anything else was said––but then the feeling passed as quickly as it came. We'd swung once in the past, so I never gave any reason to believe I'd be upset by this kind of play. I asked her to pour me some tequila, and she did. By the time the gold liquid reached my belly, I'd favored the idea. I preferred her slutty at times, and obviously she did too.
"I hate to say it, babe, but you made your bed, now you gotta fuck in it."
"I'm being serious, Devin."
"So just do it, then. You slept with the guy once before, you didn't exactly complain about it afterwards, and it certainly didn't hurt our sex-life any."
"I can't. We're married now. What would he think?"
"Look, you've slept with every guy in this room––I guarantee they aren't going to judge your virtue. Although your performance might be up for review."
She punched me in the shoulder again.
"So you're telling me you're cool with some guy doing your wife?"
"No, not some guy––Paul, the guy I've shared everything with my entire life."
"You're weird."
This time I punched her gently in the shoulder.
Over the next hour she flirted, but made no progress in seducing Paul towards his bedroom. I even discreetly let Paul know that no matter what happened I was totally cool with it. He gave me a shit eating grin like never before. It was all up to Mia. She was drunk and ready, I could see it in her face, yet she kept hesitating. I'm pretty sure it was me. She'd never be able to step into his bedroom while I was there to see it happen.
Finally she accused Paul of being seriously tense, and had him lay on the buffalo-skin rug in front of the fire. She then sat on his butt and dug her fingers into his bare skin. There was no way not to see it as a mildly erotic act, but she looked too incredibly hot arching over him in the firelight for me to feel anything but excitement. And as her fingers spread across his tone back, she gave Paul a sense of peace Mitch and I could never provide.
Mitch teased he'd been feeling pretty tense lately, and Mia said he'd never been tense in his life.
"What you need is skin-cream. You're in the sun all the time, and in all that salt water. It's going to turn you into a sixty-year-old man."
"Damn, girl! Now I really am tense!"
Paul asked about her pink hair, and she explained, "I guess I just needed to convince myself I could still get away with it. Being a wife can make you feel old sometimes."
He laughed, "You're not even twenty-five, silly child."
"No shit," I agreed. "But I like my little punker-girl, so don't change it back just yet."
As much as I wanted to see this through, I knew I had to leave in order for her to feel comfortable taking the next step. I walked over to her, kissed her sweet lips, and told everyone I was going to pass out. She said she'd be right in, and sounded as if she meant it, but I suspected she'd change her mind once I'd vacated the room.

***After lying in bed for fifteen minutes without any sign of Mia, I knew something was going down. I heard Paul pour them a tequila from his cabinet, informing them how Mia's Cuervo might get the job done, but his evokes passion. Shortly after, Paul blurted out to Mitch,, "Five dollars says Mia's new hair matches the color of her nipples." Shocked laughter erupted from both Mia and Mitch. But Mia wasn't the kind of girl to let unsolicited audacity go unanswered, and when I heard the guys howl and crack up, I was certain she'd flashed them her scrumptious titties. I know Paul, and he knew she'd pull something like that in retaliation.
I was hard as a rock, and began stroking my cock to the sound of them. And then I quickly dressed into warm clothes and climbed quietly out the window. I stepped onto the porch, and stood off to the side of the wide front window. I had the perfect view of the living room. I wouldn't be able to catch the real action in Paul's bedroom, but I could at least watch the frisky business leading up to it.
Paul escorted her by the hand and sat her on his lap. She then lifted her tiny tank top as he trickled tequila over both her nipples. Christ, was he actually going to do a nipple shot right in front of Mitch? Was she going to let him? To my amazement, he freely sucked her cute, little, tequilla-covered button into his mouth.
Mitch's head suddenly appeared along side Paul's, and he proceeded to clean her right breast. The two of them were being extremely thorough in lapping up the tequila. Extremely thorough! In fact, what should have taken a second had stretched into several minutes, with both of them practically engulfing her small pert tits.
Mia let them have at her, until finally she ran her hands through Paul's straight black hair, and breathlessly said, "No fair guys. You're getting me way too horny." She pulled Paul up for a kiss, and Mitch retreated back to the Lazy-Boy. As their tongues explored each other's mouths, Paul squeezed her right tit, which still featured a wet sheen from Mitch's tonguing.
From where he sat in the Lazy-Boy, Mitch called out, "Yo Mia, one more!"
As she pulled her skimpy top completely off, she also looked over towards Mitch, only to find him holding his dick in his palm as he dribbled tequila along the head. Mitch's cock had to be eight inches, and it wasn't even hard. He'd boasted in the past, but I'd never believed it.
"God, Mitch, you're such a jack-ass!" She grew a wicked look in her eye while sizing up Mitch and his exposed cock, and then, as if solely to torture Mitch for his behavior, she dropped off Paul's lap, and went for the zipper on his pants. A minute later she bobbed on his cock like a fiend.
His fingers were laced through her hair, encouraging her to swallow more with each downward plunge. "Come on Mia. Do it for me, baby." With nearly seven-and-half inches lodged into her svelte throat, she noisily struggled to gorge herself on the last damn inch.
Always the funny man, Mitch called out. "Wow Mia, the veggie cops aren't going to like you putting away all that meat."
Paul then lifted her head off his cock, and dribbled some tequila down his shaft. He let go of her hair then, and down she went, swallowing a good seven of his eight-and-half inches.
"So I pour tequila on my dick and I'm a jack-ass, but Paul does it and you totally lollypop him."
She pulled off with a glazed chin, "Sorry Charlie, but nobody asked to see your sad fella." She then went back to slobbering on Paul's bad-boy, and motioned with her eyes towards his bedroom. It looked like the show was ending for me, since Paul's room would be too dark to peek inside.



Mitch stood up and slowly and quietly stepped behind her. He then lifted her skirt, and gave her a hard spank. Mia promptly got up, turned to face him, and pushed him backwards. She pushed him again, and didn't stop until he was on the buffalo skin rug. She then sat him down and circled him like a predator. Mia can stand up for herself, and knows how to tell a guy off when he's being too pushy. But without a word, she grabbed his broad shoulders and pulled the big guy onto his back. He didn't resist, and then she threw her leg over his body, straddling his chest and arms. It appeared she had him pinned, but it also appeared like mighty Mitch could just sit up and affectively toss her off.
"What is it about you that's so cute?" She poked his cheek. "It's gotta be those dimples." She then began to tickle him in little bursts.
"Don't do it."
"You don't have a choice, do you?"
He did, and up he went and off she flew. He then pinned her arms and sat on her naked chest.
"Shit! No Mitch don't! I'm totally ticklish! You'll totally make me scream!"
He magically produced a condom from his pants pocket. "Don't worry, this ain't gonna tickle. Here, hold it for a sec." He slipped the package between her teeth. He then stood up and dropped his shorts, while she got up on her elbows and took the condom from her mouth. Mitch towered over her supine body, his cock free and pointing towards her sex like a divining-rod. He dropped to his knees and pulled her short navy-blue skirt down as she lifted her ass. Her undies quickly followed. They were both completely naked as he slowly lay down on top of her, kissing impulsively the instant their lips met. Her arms draped around his neck and he caressed her thigh. After a few minutes of making out, he rolled onto his left side, semi-privately put on the condom, and rolled back. He then raised her legs slightly and moved forward, slipping into Mia.
They quickly gained a steady rhythm, with the firelight tracing their dancing forms. His hand climbed up to her knee, pushing it forwards, towards her chest. Moving his pelvis forward with her knee and his torso upright, he spread her wider, and quickened his thrusts. "You missed my cock, didn't you?"
"I won't lie, but it's the only thing I missed."
"Always gotta be the stone cold queen, huh?"
They inched their way towards animalistic with pleasure laced groans. I hadn't expected Mitch to be a part of this, and I probably would've been upset about it, except I'd grown unbelievably hard watching them. They were lovers in the past, and I knew she had been genuinely hot for the guy, and no doubt enjoyed herself now. I had to take a step back when I saw my breath beginning to fog the window.
She arched her back and rolled her head, her hips gyrating with increased desperation. Mitch followed their lead, answering her relentless hips with firm bursts of formidable strength. Orgasmic power rocked Mia and ravaged her face and posture.
She then pushed him off and climbed on top. The fire perfectly lit her face, tits and her entire front side, and fell into shadow where their pubic areas met. It artistically revealed her body and face like a model in a fashion mag. Sweat beaded up on her forehead and chest, twinkling in unison with the flickering flames. The moment was so artistically perfect, I could almost imagine words scrolling up beside them, listing the songs included on the Acoustic Guitar for Lovers compilation.
She rode Mitch harder, until the magic moment quickly crept up on him. And as Mia's big play toy prepared to pop off inside her, she too came like wild animal.
After the fireworks settled down, she leaned forward to cuddle with him, but allowed his whopping cock to slowly soften inside her––keeping it all to herself for as long as she possibly could.
When her eyes opened, Paul stood over her, naked and holding out his hand. She took it, and was led to the Lazy-Boy, where he sat down and pulled her onto his lap. Full on penetration was almost instant, and they wasted no time rocking the Lazy-Boy. As their love making continued, all the subtle noises climbed up in intensity––the mussing of hair, skin brushing against leather, wet skin on wet skin, and Mia's faint sweet moans. Her speaking voice is seductively low and breathy, like someone has cranked up the volume on a whisper––and her moaning the exact opposite, like she's singing at whisper level, a soft and pleasant sound that travels deep into my bones.
She leaned all the way back as Paul continued to rock his hips powerfully. She now faced the window where I hid, and arched backwards off his lap with her head upside-down and on the floor, I was reminded of a cowboy on a bucking bronco, who'd snapped so far back his head smacked the horse's ass. And while practically staring right at me, demur excitement tugged at her brows, her lower lip quivered, and her pink hair mopped about the floor.
When she pulled herself back up, the big looping curls tumbled in front of her face and into Paul's. He did the honors of pushing them back behind her ears.
Soon she began to raise her hips up and down and grind them forwards and back. Paul was feeling like a champ. He grunted once and then didn't breathe, placing a hand on Mia's ass and slowing her down. She stopped completely, and they hugged.
He whispered something into her ear, and then forced her knees onto the arm rest, spreading her legs wider and plumping out her ass, full and taut. He then stripped off the condom, and poked a saliva covered finger into her butt. "I'm totally clean, and I gotta do this au naturel, is that OK?" She smiled, and then reached behind herself to gingerly guide his cock towards the Killer Kind Bud. Her eyelids grew heavy, leaving just a stroke of green under the closing lid, and she crackled, "Don't move! I gotta get used to you."
"Take all the time you need."
She didn't need much, and soon Paul had exactly what he'd wanted, he was ass-fucking Mia. With her knees on the Lazy-Boy armrests, he gripped her creamy ass cheeks so tight they glowed red, and drove her bottom up and down on his rock hard pole. "Oh jeeze, Mia. Mitch didn't lie, you got some ass on you."
Her tone ass landed with a solid thud on his thighs, over and over again, as his huge engorged cock disappeared inside it each and every time. Part of me was disappointed to see Paul finally driving anal on Mia. Only because he had the bullshit notion he was entitled to it, and I secretly enjoyed lording it over him. But every thud of her ass announced the spoiled brat was at last indulging in my prized treasure, and Mia was just giving it away, taking his big cock deep and dutifully.
He let go of one cheek to squeeze her perfect, teacup bosom, and then mouthed it with urgent fervor––like it contained the elixir of life and he meant to drink Mia's tit dry. He spanked her hard and lifted her off, his cock popping out and revealing the tunnel it made inside her. Taking a moment to position her in front of the Lazy-Boy, with her head resting on the seat, he kneeled behind her, and spit several times into her tunnel. His cock then took a quick plunge into her pussy, for more of the au naturel lube, and only then submerged into her asshole again. He fucked like that for several minutes, as she rolled her head across the leather seat and girlishly murmured how wonderful it felt.
His attention sharply focused only on the penetration, truly fascinated by his dick busting in and out of her snug buttery burrow. He brought his feet forward, squatting over her, and angled her down, with her head against the floor and her ass sticking upwards. Being folded at the waist gave her a big stout ass, which she needed, because Paul wasn't just thrusting into her anymore––from this position his dick had a downwards path, and that meant the weight of his body was being dropped onto Mia's bum, forcing her cheeks to bulge outwards upon impact with an incredibly loud smack, and to hammer all eight-and-half, fat inches completely inside. Mia grunted each time he landed on her, which only inflamed his malicious assault.
"Oh god, Paul, you're really giving me one."
Veins had appeared at his temples, and he could barely speak. "Ooo fuck, I really am." He moved a little to the left, and began spanking her ass cheeks hard. "Shit, I'd love to give Presley's some of this." I could see his legs straining to keep up the bombardment, and then he palmed her ass cheeks and began pushing off her with the assistance of his hairy arms. Sweat poured down his face, turning him into a glistening lunatic. "I so need to fuck Presley like a whore, just one time."
Was that what he was doing right in front of Mitch, and with me watching from outside, fucking Mia like a whore?
Swatting Mia's side, he rolled her forwards and lifted by her waist. Her shoulders settled on the ground with her back against the chair, and her knees swung back alongside her head. Now he had her ass in the air, where he could work it without squatting. He spit several times on his finger, and dug them into her butt. Then he was in, standing over her and banging straight down into her chastised chasm. There was no question about this new position––Paul was absolutely banging her like a whore, which left me crushed but also jacking-off like mad.
I'd forgotten about Mitch until he spoke up. "Whoa man, Devin's way tripping if he wakes up to you totally spelunking in his Kind Bud like that." Neither Paul nor Mia had it in them to laugh at the moment––in fact, I doubt they even heard him.
Paul squeezed the base of his shaft, pushed deep inside her and then shook it around. "This is how I'd like punish Presley's pretentious asshole––right here, like this." Instead of cherishing my priceless Lamborghini as I do, Paul performed a rigmarole of grueling tests, like one would a cheap rental car. Business law had created an even bigger self-centered monster, for him to blatantly bang my wife so voraciously.
"Know what I'd really like to do? Dick dive on her!" He pulled out, leaving her wide open, and then punched his cock back in. He repeated the move several times, with Mia gulping every time his cock hit bottom and his knuckle struck her perineum. "Oh yeah, right like this, dick diving in a whore's ass." Preasly had left a serious dark demon inside him, but Mia, finding herself in the blitzkrieg of this marauding, ass-hungry oppressor, only materialized stronger, and certainly showed no signs of needing help. He added spit to the mix as his cock came out, and soon his cock slipped in with such ease it enabled him to increase the speed. Mia's body recoiled so badly that he had to hold her steady with his free hand. "Oh fuck. Look at that asshole. Look how hollowed out I got it." Then he stopped for a moment, his dick lodged in to the maximum, and slowly pulled out. "Oh shit, Mitch, you hear that?" Of course Mitch heard, because I heard from clear outside. As his au naturel lubed up dick slid in and out, it made a surprisingly, lurid, wet sound. "That's her ass talking, man, and it's telling me how much she likes my dick. Mmmm, oh yeah, that's a whore's ass alright––just begging for dick."
"Dude, what you're doing now would totally kill Presley."
Paul then looked down at Mia's face, her chin pressed against her chest and her sweaty pink curls splashed about her forehead and over her left eye. She breathed heavy through clenched teeth, but her right eye stared intensely back up at him. His mission to crush some ass slipped from the forefront of his mind, as their engaged eyes spoke in a way words could not. Her feistiness pit against his domineering arrogance was always the cause of some tension. As good of friends as we'd been, I knew if the two of them spent a week in the cabin alone they'd end up killing each other. But now they were face to face and fucking, and their firecracker chemistry exploded between them.
"I almost forgot about you down there, Mia."
She rolled her eyes and halfway smiled.
"Wow, I think I became someone else for a minute there. You OK?"
Her rosy cheeks lifted into a smug smile. "I've had Mitch. You're small potatoes compared to him."
She meant to push his button and she did. "Is that right?" He put a finger into her snatch and pulled it out dripping wet. "Look at that. You like this, don't you? You like having your ass punished! I can't give you enough, can I?" He sucked her juice from his finger and then poked it in again. Both of her holes were then fucked in unison, as she squealed delightfully from below and gasped for air. He leaned over and reached down to feed her the juice off his fingers. "Taste that? My cock is making you so wet, little Mia. And you can't stand it, can you? You can't stand that a male chauvinist prick like me gets you so sopping wet."
As the fucking resumed, their eyes remained locked, like two boxers in a ring. He spanked her ass, spread her legs like a wishbone, and gave her everything he had. And although her body squirmed and her breathing stuttered through an orgasm, she continued to defiantly stare him down. When it came to sex, Mia was into a little humiliation, I knew that, but it was near heart stopping to see it that roughly dished-out by another man.
"You have a serious slut side, Mia. I'm owning your asshole like a whore's, and the harder I fuck, the harder you seem to come." He pulled his dripping fingers out of her snatch and wiped them on her thigh. It was no longer about playing Connoisseur to the Killer Kind Bud or a Presley grudge fuck fantasy, Paul now put the feisty little Mia in her place with an extremely hard, balls-to-wall bang session––something I'm sure he'd longed to do from the very first day the outspoken hottie stepped into his life. He then knelt behind her, pried open her loose butthole with his fingers, and spat several times into her rectum. He'd been working over her ass for almost thirty minutes, and appeared to be preparing for another half-hour. I have to admit, I was incredibly impressed by both their stamina.
Barely audible, Mia incited, "I want you to come in my mouth."
"What did you just say?"
"You heard me."
"Say it again."
In a pseudo porn-star's voice, she repeated it louder, "I want you to fucking come in my mouth."
He stood up. "Let me get in two last dick dives, and then it's all yours, baby." He then punched his eight-and-half inches into her freshly lubed butt, and yanked it right back out. He maintained eye contact and practically bounced her off the floor by shoving it in so hard. His 'two last dick dives' turned out to be more like two-hundred––he just couldn't stop butt bludgeoning her. I watched in disbelief as he smacked into her over and over like some hydraulic powered machine. She finally had to beg him to come in her mouth before he'd stop.
Paul ended up melting into the Lazy-Boy with Mia's face buried in his lap, sucking him off. Both of them were sweaty and exhausted.
Mitch saw an opportunity and came over to lift Mia's ass, leaving her on her hands and knees. He broke out a condom and lube, and as he fingered the lube into her butt, he declared, "I'm so fucking this." Her back quivered into an arch, the mere thought of his words involuntarily exciting her. He then eased his way in, penetrating her ass much gentler than Paul had. He had to go easy––my boy Mitch was damn near eleven inches.
"Oh the memories!" He poked it in a little deeper as Paul chuckled. "Man, when we were going out, Mia so made me wait an eternity to split some ass." Then he slapped the heel of his palm to his forehead and shook his tangled hair. "What am I saying, she totally took a trunk full of meat on the first date." Paul laughed out loud this time, and Mia, while still sucking his cock, swung an arm backwards, nailing Mitch in his thigh.
Paul then mouthed words in complete silence. "Seriously, on the first date?"
Mitch triumphantly brought a fist down in front of his own face, and shouted, "Boom!"
Paul broke into laughter and Mia lifted her head. "Am I doing all this for nothing?" Paul didn't answer, instead he grabbed the back of her head, put her mouth to the light-house, and with a renewed interest, began pumping her throat. Similarly, Mitch began to drive his monster in with force, spanking her sweaty rear as he did.
Mia was getting totally rocked, cocks busting into her from both sides, and mine sprang up hard enough to bat one out of the ballpark. Paul stood up, locked eyes again and gave her Irish-exotic face a throat-bruising bone. She spit and drooled, her mascara bled, she whimpered faintly, but her green eyes gleamed with more radiance than ever. Behind her, Mitch used her sphincter to mark off ten-inches on his cock, while reaching around to frig her little puss towards a wet smacking crescendo. Both guys were grunting loud, and their wet bodies clapped against hers. They were being extremely noisy, making me grateful for the solitude. With his fist, Paul made a ponytail out of Mia's pink hair and used it to jack her mouth on his cock. His balls smashed against her chin and the sound from her throat was louder than anything yet, like Vin Deisel plunging a clogged drain. Not to be out done, Mitch slammed his dick completely into her ass, all eleven inches, the meaty impact echoing through the house, and then followed it with the lighter sound of his balls whapping against pussy.
Not in my wildest dreams did I ever anticipate seeing my little Mia impaled between my two big friends, a cock going in one end and another in the other. They amusingly appeared to be connected, like Paul and Mitch were lumber-jacks pulling a dick shaped saw through her.
In the back Mitch kept on squeezing his monster in with full force, and the son-of-bitch was in great shape and capable of ramming her harder than Paul or I ever could. It surprised me, too, because Mitch was so laid back about everything, yet here he was, teeth clenched, muscles rippling, and absolutely destroying Mia's ass with his iron giant. He was competitive, that was the thing, and I'm sure I was witnessing a one-ups-man-ship on Paul. Then he slowed down, almost to a stop, and grabbed Mia's ass cheeks.
"You hear that, Paul?"
Paul was still feeding cock to Mia and on the verge of unloading. "You mean the sound of my dick poking her tonsils?"
"No, dude! Her ass––it's taking to me." Using his hands he flapped her thick butt cheeks back-n-forth, making her crack appear like a talking mouth, while speaking for it in a girl's voice. "Oh Mitch, I just love your huge dong in my soft hole." He started fucking her deep again, still flapping her butt cheeks and now garbling his words. "Oh god, it's hard to talk with so much meat in me. You're so much bigger and better than Paul. On god I love your dick so much, Mitch. Fuck me harder!" He did. "No even harder!" He did. "No even harder than that!"
By now he was jam-packing her wobbling booty at blistering speeds. I had never seen anything like it––a man pretending to have a conversation with an ass whilst fucking the hell out of it. Only Mitch could pull off something as asinine as that. "Oh god, stud, your gonna make me come. Oh god, oh god, oh god, I'm so coming."
Then the oddest thing happened, Mia actually came. Her back humped up, her toes curled over, and she moaned sweetly over Paul's dick. That was enough to set Paul off, and he pushed her face into his abdomen and broke into a fucking war cry. Their eyes remained engaged throughout, and her cheeks fluttered, letting me know a hot load was splashing against the back of her mouth as she struggled not to gag. He pulled her head slightly away, grabbed his cock, and then squeezed the last of his come directly on her tongue. "Oh fuck you, little slutty Mia, you get all my come." She licked his shaft, catching a final drip, and then swallowed, glaring seductively up at him the entire time. Paul was left speechless, and then he walked over to the couch and sat down. And this is where I came, shooting a load onto the doorframe of Paul's cabin.



Mia then lowered her head on the ground and raised her ass, giving it to all to Mitch. He continued to pump her every bit as hard as before, and I feared he might try to outdo Paul's time. Paul had his dick in her ass for over thirty minutes, so would Mitch give it to her for forty? And then, as I watched that monster bulldoze right through her, compressing her body against the floor, and her beet red ass mashing against his hips, I realized Mia had out performed them all. I mean, her whole body was under duress, and Mitch's tool reached well up into her waistline, so where did her innards go when that thing came burrowing through at lightning speed? Yet she totally took it as hard as he could give, and seemed to love every minute.
Paul apparently had a similar realization, and said across the room, "You're a hell of a trooper, Mia. I have never subjected an asshole to that kind of abuse before. Seriously, the gloves were off and I kept waiting for you to buckle under, but you didn't. And Mitch, you're in breech of every human rights treaty there is, tearing up an ass like that. Look at that ass bounce––damn that's humbling."
Mitch then chimed in, "Whatever gramps, I'm just paddling around waiting for the big set to roll in." Goddamn, he really was going to pound her all night long. Then he pulled out suddenly with a loud sucking pop and split her ass cheeks apart. "Now look at that, man. Now that's an awesome hollowed out ass." Mia slapped his thigh––hard. "Ow, girl! I'm just saying, it's such a wide open sweet spot I 'd like to get my board in there for a tube ride." She hit him again.
Fortunately for Paul, he was out of reach when he added, "Or drive a blimp clear to Japan."
They weren't lying, Mia's ass gapped so lewdly I had to look away.
With a flurry of new found pride, Mitch sunk right back in, causing Mia to howl. "Oh fuck that's deep, baby." She was on her side now looking back at him. "Did your cock miss my ass?"
"Not anymore!"
This is where I cut out. I was cold, I'd come, and it was getting harder to stomach. No question I'd just witnessed the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life, but I could only take so much, so I climbed back through the window to our bedroom, and went right to sleep.
Around two in the morning, I awoke without Mia next to me and got up to hunt her down. As I approached the door, however, I heard someone in the living room. I creaked open the door and saw her on the floor with Paul fingering her Virginia Slim and fucking the Killer Kind Bud yet again. It was almost like I'd never left. I surmised the one-ups-man-ship had continued, with Mitch finally conceding in favor of a few hours sleep.
She was upside down, balancing on her head and shoulders, and legs spread and bent foreword so the balls of her feet rested on the floor. Paul stood with his knees rubbing her inner thighs and his feet on either side of her head. He faced away from me, so he looked down her backside while she stared straight upwards between his legs at his ass and balls as they banged down on her butt really hard. Occasionally he'd reach behind himself and jam his fingers in her snatch, which were met with a gushing reception.
Mia noticed me, and with my thumb I gestured for her to get in the bedroom. She turned back to Paul and said she was ready to pass out. Her voice was brittle and hoarse, and her body looked soft. Paul pulled out, grabbed the base of his cock and punched it back in, making her coo as it hit. "Just a few last dick dives, baby. Just a few, I promise." She looked back at me, her eyes full of lust, but glazed over, like she was staring off into a pleasant dream. He'd worn her down. She was taking all he had, but Paul had fucked the feistiness out of her and she had nothing to give back. She'd simply given up, her ass was his for taking, and boy-oh-boy did Paul help himself to every last tender morsel.
His promise of only a few more dick dives proved as genuine as it had earlier, and several minutes elapsed while he continually punched his cock in with his knuckles sounding off against her ass cheek. I got her attention again, and this time she gave me a pleading look, like she was saying, "What can I do?"
I staggered back to the bed and sat down. For several more minutes I was serenaded with the thwump, thwump, thwump of his knuckles against her ass, and the sklich, sklich, sklich of his fingers in her snatch. I finally realized I had no business being mad. I'd let it go this far––maybe even encouraged it. Then I figured what the hell, and stroked my cock in time with their sex drumming.
Finally she spoke up, but that's only because she was coming, so her words were mangled with lust and completely incomprehensible.
I went back to the door, still stroking myself. Paul had taken control of her ass, gripping it roughly with both hands and spreading it open until the skin was tight and taut around her butthole. He pumped his dick in so hard and deep I half expected she'd split in two, while Mia's upside down tummy rolled in powerful orgasm. She saw me then, standing there with my cock in my hand, and she screamed with uncontrollable pleasure the instant she saw me watching.
Then it was Paul's turn. Still facing away from me and unaware of my existence, he picked up speed and began spanking her. "Oh yeah, Mia, here I come. I'm going to fill up your gorgeous ass, baby. I'm going to unload so deep you're going to taste it." With a few last grunts and spanks, he pulled out and told her to open up that gorgeous pink tunnel. Using her fingers she did as instructed, creating a nice porthole for Paul to peer down into, and he beat his meat right at the opening. "Jesus did we ever fuck you tonight, Mia. You are one hot and horny bitch." His ass tightened and he jerked himself even more fiercely. "Fuck, Mitch and I totally hollowed out some ass on you. Oh shit, get it wide open, here it comes. Yeah, right like that. Even wider if you can. Oh shit, now that's one cum hungry ass. So fucking gorgeous. And they say the eyes are the window to the soul. Well they never saw the soul of a whore, because I'm looking down on yours, baby, I truly am."
He squeezed his dick and shot a rope of goo deep into her pillow soft pocket. "Oh shit, that's going way down yonder inside you." He wasn't kidding––I half expected to hear a delayed splash, like a stone tossed down a long dark well.
A second, less accurate shot, roped over her pussy, her prying fingers, and dripped down her back. On the third I swear he meant to aim for her face, but also managed to splatter her tits.
I quickly moved back into the room and quietly shut the door behind me, fearing I might burst out laughing and embarrass us all.
"Oh my god, it's all over me. I'm completely covered."
He told her not to move, and I presume fetched a towel from the bathroom. As she cleaned up, he sang the praises of their marathon night of sex. "Seriously, I've never torn into a girl's ass like that before I mean, damn, Mitch didn't lie, you have the killerest Kind Bud I've ever had the pleasure to pleasure."
A few minutes later she was in our room, still naked and smelling of sex.
I pointed to the living room. "What was that out there?"
She twirled a pink curl around her finger and feigned innocence. "Why whatever do you mean? I was just talking with your friends, sweetie beans." She'd just had an eight and half inch dick up her ass and an eleven inch one prior to that, yet there she was playing naive, and strangely enough, that made her irresistibly cute. I couldn't be mad this adorable creature and I desperately wanted some of what the other boys just had.
"Did I or did I not just see you full of more cock than poultry truck."
She put her hands on her hips, still kidding around. "Hey, how dare you insinuate such a thing. Unless you can prove all this, I think you owe your wife an apology."
I pointed to her tit, where she'd missed a huge glob of come. Without missing a beat, she scooped up the white fluid with her finger and sucked her finger clean. "Mmmmm, no more proof. Now how about that apology."
"Jesus, Mia, you fuck one lawyer and suddenly sound like one"
"That bad, huh? Well, maybe I need to fuck more really hot husbands." She dropped to her knees and immediately proceeded to blow me.
She took a deep breath, sounding both a little silly and concerned. "I may have let them get a bit carried away, but you and Mitch, with all your talk about Killer Kind Bud, well I just didn't want to disappoint him."
She tongued my shaft and then swallowed me again. As I mentally reviewed a highlight reel of the evening, I had to admit––watching her get fucked was pretty damn cool. Then she popped back off. "I think you three are good again, so if anything, you should be thanking me."
"So that's all this evening was, eh? It was all a selfless act to reunite old friends."
"Is that so hard to believe?"
"And it had nothing to do with your five or so screaming orgasms?"
"Hmmm. OK, guilty as charged."
"You are something else!"
"And don't you ever forget it."
Her lips sealed around my dick once more.
"It's a rare woman who doesn't come between friends, but it's one in a million who can come between them."
She stopped sucking one last time before I came. "And I heard she has a really Killer Kind Bud, too."
"More so than you could possibly know." I laughed as a thought grabbed me. "And multiple sources have confirmed it."
As I unloaded hard in her mouth, an insane wave of emotion ran through me. "Oh my god! I love you so fucking much."
The morning's first light painted the room a rosy pink and turned Montana's frisky green eyes into magnificently cut fire opals. And with my come seated in the basin of her mouth, Mia carefully spoke, "And I yuv you." She then swallowed, climbed up my body, the fire opals blazing hotter as they neared my face, and kissed me softly.
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All night long, at the Louisiana state line, I could not lose––not with Kylie blowing on the dice, not with her full California lips smooching sweet luck into our numbers––making them sizzle, making any-sevens every time. When luck courts your woman, you know your woman's fine as they come, and Kylie surely was. And for a hundred-fifty miles I watched that fine woman sleep next to me, the morning light gracing her thigh where her short, flimsy, green dress rode way far up during the night, and I knew if I didn't get me a piece of that booty soon, I'd run our Totyota pickup into an old cow fence.
But I also grown real hungry for food, and my eyes left my wife's black panties in search of someplace to eat alongside the long Texas 10. Our trip to the riverboat craps table had paid big, leaving a sweet seven-hundred burning in my pocket, so I itched to reward Kylie with fresh croissants and espresso, but such a thing doesn't exist between Huston and San Antonio, and I instead pulled into a diner boasting the best waffles in Texas.
Kylie began stirring as our truck bumped up the pounded dirt driveway and crunched into the gravel lot. I then noticed the building directly behind the diner, and followed through to its larger lot. It belonged to a titty-bar, and I saw a sweet chance to get a little rise out of my wife.
She ran a hand through her spiky brown hair as her turquoise eyes twitched open and peered through the bug splattered windshield. She immediately read out loud the sign mounted on the building's tin roof. "The Road Hump Gentleman's Club?"
"We've got ourselves seven hundred bucks––time to have a little fun!"
"You'd better be kidding me, or you're about to be two balls short of a pair."
I bounced out my door and went around to hers. I took her hand, leading her out of the cab, and as her back lifted away from the vinyl seat, I could see her dress was soaked down her backside.
"Damn it! I'm so done with the constant sweating. How did you ever live here?"
"Easy, baby––we Southerner's, our hide is thicker, like tire tread." I pinched the skin around my bicep to prove it. "And I was broke in––humidity on me all day and Southern girlies on me all night."
I began leading her towards the diner, but she stopped.
"Albee, come on, there's nothing remotely vegetarian here. Can't we just get to San Antonio?"
"What about the best waffles in Texas? I've seen you eat eggs!"
"Organic!"
"Damn, can you be more difficult?"
I gave her a push from behind, making her march towards the diner. "I gotta eat something, sugar shackles. I'll get you some toast and coffee, and we'll stop again at some hippy hangout in San Antonio where you can eat hummus and sprouts and I can burn a fatty."
She walked ahead of me and spoke over her shoulder. "Eat what I do for one week and you'll feel so clean inside you won't ever wanna eat this crap."
"Well, maybe you oughta eat some crap for a week and pack some meat on your bones." I raced up behind her, reached around to squeeze her boobs, and let her know exactly where I imagined that extra bit of packing would go.
"You ding-dong! You sure are full of yourself this morning. And if you don't like my tits, I know plenty who do."
Her twenty-five-year old perky tits were perfect, and she fucking well knew it, so I had to give her shit, 'cause it's the only to keep a heart stopper like Kylie interested. She wouldn't have married some punk gushing all over her––she'd craved a leading man.
The sun had just broken off from the flat lavender horizon, and Kylie rubbed her eyes while I pulled the glass door. As my wife made her way to the single bathroom to brush her teeth and take a paper towel bath, I took a counter seat and tapped to get the waitress' attention. She was in her fifties, with a face that aged nicely around her wide smile.
"Hi doll, what can I do you for this morning?"
"Two coffees, and couple pieces of toast, and big OJ––all to go, Ma'am, if you don't mind."
"Not at all. You want a couple of the little jam packets with you're toast?
"No thanks, Ma'am!"
Business was slow, and I felt bad for ordering so little. I sat at the corner of the counter, close to a booth occupied by a sleepy looking trucker. I was itching with excitement, and the silent, worn out, little diner begged for some noise. I swiveled my stool around and asked the sleepy trucker where he headed.
"Going out to Blanco, and then wherever Central Freight sends me next."
The waitress had come around to pour him more coffee. "And all these years I thought you just come our way for a piece of Manny's apple pie."
I couldn't resist her kindness anymore. "Ma'am, I'll take a slice of that on a plate."
"You betchya, doll!"
The trucker smiled at her as she headed back behind the counter, and then flagged me to lean towards him.
"Don't tell Darlene, but I really comes through here for the pie they serving round back at the Road Hump." He winked at me and I smelled whisky on his breath. He must have slept in the big truck parked along the very back of the Road Hump lot, about thirty feet from where I parked my Toyota pickup.
"There's gotta be more churches than 7-11s in this town, you telling me they let that kind shit fly here?"
"Hell, Sherriff knows what's going on, and he always come back for more––ha!"
I then saw a chance to rile up the mood, and brewed up a little lie.
"Good to know! Though, it's a shame ya gotta be on the road tonight, 'cause Road Hump just got themselves some new stock."
"You ain't talking about that cute thing come in with ya?"
"Sho'nuf am!"
"Sweet mother of pearl, she is damn sho' cuter 'n' anything set foot on that stage in my ten years riggin' through here. She gonna make a mint."
I whipped out my wallet and flashed the trucker the seven-hundred we won at craps. "That's one nights work in the French Quarter. Lots a table dances in that stack, but most gets made around back." This timeIwinked.
"Well I'm passing here at least two times a month. What's her name––'cause I sho' is hell gonna ask for her."
I told him, and he seemed to brighten up like he swallowed a chunk of sunshine. He introduced himself as Colin, and we shook hands. My pie arrived then and I turned back around for a couple of bites. Kylie stepped out of the single bathroom and we both looked her way. She looked so fucking good as she walked towards us––a little dirty, a little tired, and a bit fogged over from our wild night at the riverboat––all of it divulging she was more badass than this little town could handle. I introduced her to Colin, she politely smiled, and then I told her to finish off the pie while I quickly hit the head.
As I stepped through the bathroom door, I looked back to see Colin eyeing up Kylie as she hunted through the pie for chunks of apple. I figured the trucker wouldn't be able to keep his mouth shut, not with the big smile he had going, and he had no idea what messing with Kylie meant. That trucker was gonna trigger a mouthful outta her fo' sho'!
While pissing in the head I heard a loud crash. I shook, zipped, flushed and ran back to the diner. The trucker sat in his booth wiping off his shirt with a napkin, as the waitress rushed over with a damp rag. Apple pie had splattered all over his front side, and shards of plate were on the floor. Kylie was gone.
"Shit! What happen to you?"
"That bitch of yers is crazy, that's what happened to me."
I slapped a twenty on the counter. "For your trouble, Ma'am." I then turned to the trucker. "If I gotta come back in here, it's gonna be bad!"
The waitress froze in fear, but the trucker remained calm. Still, he knew better than to say what he must have been thinking, so I went for Kylie.
She sat on the lowered tailgate and eye-balled me crossing the lot. "Did you tell that old gross trucker I was a dancer?"
"He wasn't that old and he wasn't that gross."
"The way he looked at me was totally gross, like I was on the menu."
"Well, I might have said something about you starting at the Road Hump."
"Goddammit, Albee, why would you tell him such a thing?"
"I don't know. The thought of your gorgeous body draped around a pole, dancing up there like the world belongs to you––and it does––it ain't seemed like such a bad thought. It painted a real pretty picture in my mind, baby, I couldn't keep it to myself."
Kylie's always strived to be something more than just pretty, and she'd succeeded, earning good money as a pharmacist, but it still warms a woman to hear she's sexy as all-fuck, and her tone softened some.
"Well what in the hell were you hoping to accomplish making up something like that?"
"I thought I'd show you some of the old, nasty South, and maybe you'd give 'em back some of your uppity California snap. But I had no idea you'd plaster him to the wall with apple pie––plate and all!"
"You know what he said to me?" She deepened her voice like the trucker's, "If I have to sit here and watch you eat one more bite of that pie, I'm gonna go out and nap in my truck until the sun drops––and your pants with it."
I laughed hard. "Oh baby, that's good!"
"Good?"
"You want I should go back in there and settle it?"
"No, I just wanna get to San Antonio."
After quietly marrying in Vegas, we'd spent the last two weeks in my truck driving a loop around the country, delivering the news and bringing the celebration to our scattered out families. But I was getting rowdier by the day, starring at nothing but the endless stretch of black asphalt. It was our Honeymoon, for Christ's sake, and I itched for some gawddamn fun.
"Alright, you win, we'll go."
"Yes, please! But get our bag out––I need to change out of this sweaty dress."
Showing her daring side, she slipped the dress over her head, leaving her standing in the dirt lot wearing nothing but white cowboy boots and black panties. She handed me the dress, and before sliding my seat forward to get at our bags in the back of the cab, I gave her a once over.
"Mmm, look at you! What that body wouldn't do to that pole in there!"
"Really? So that's your dream? I bust my ass and finally get licensed as a pharmacist, but you rather I just strip out of my clothes for gross old truckers?"
I then quickly tossed her dress on the driver's seat, slammed the door, and sprinted around back of the truck. I tapped the key alarm and the trucked locked itself with a chirp.
"You're gonna to get it, Albee!"
"One step closer and you'll need to go get it, 'cause I'll throw these bitches."
She took a step and I threw the keys to the north end of the lot, landing them in the dry brush. She shook her head, done with me, and crossed the lot towards them.
I've never known a woman quite like Kylie. First off––she is fine! Her face widens at the temples, making room for her big turquoise eyes, and then drops around her cheekbones and quickly tapers into a delicate jaw, with just enough room her luscious lips. Her nose is small and straight, and the angles along the bridge and nostrils have the smooth perfection of folded paper. Her brunette hair is short enough that the morning wind carried it like a field of wheat, and the perfect length for running my hands through. As she stepped across the dirt, her narrow waist countered the swing of her solid yet soft ass, which had a just the right amount of jiggle. But more than being fine, Kylie keeps up with me. She plays every bit as wild as I do, even though she'll pretend otherwise.
I stomped up behind her, and when she heard me coming, took off running. She changed her course towards the front of the club, forgetting about the keys in order to get away from me. I grabbed her in my arms from behind and lifted her off the ground. She's only about one-hundred-fifteen pounds, so I tossed her into the air like nothing, and spun her until she landed in my arms facing me. She screamed and kicked her legs before I caught her and jugged her up with her bare tits flat against my tight tee shirt. My left hand slid up to the back of her head, and I kissed her ruby lips with a passion I'd saved up for days. After a few seconds her hand caressed my cheek, and then her legs wrapped around my ass.
When the kiss ended our faces stayed close, the tips of our noses gently touching. "You're eyes, baby––they're deadly serious and dangerously deep. And they just wander about under shady lids and all that heavily black eyeliner. They're like innocent souls staring out a whore-house window."
"I know you didn't just call me a whore."
"You're right, I didn't!"
"Goddamn you, you try so hard to come off whacked and backwoods, and then you go and say something beautiful like that. You can't fool me, Albee––I know you're a genius––insane––but a genius."
"I'm inspired, is all. And you're the reason, Mrs. Kylie Forester. And damn, don't my last name sound good on you."
I kissed her again, my tongue finding an eager playmate in hers. From the corner of my eye, I spotted the trucker heading back from the diner. He watched as I held my half naked wife firmly against me, her hips starting to grind just a little. My right hand was holding up her ass, and I began to squeeze to the rhythm of her grind. The trucker stopped to give me a nasty look, even though he couldn't have possibly known I saw him. He then carried on to his truck, eyes on us the whole trip. I had no idea where his head was at, and that was enough to get my adrenaline going. Couple that with Kylie grinding on me and my heart thumped like a gorilla trapped in an iron lung. My body shifted into gear, I could feel fire coursing through my veins. I worked-out and ran every day to wear down the hell raiser I was born into, but riding in my pickup for weeks left me ready to bust out like a mother-fucker.
My left hand drifted down her rolling back and tucked into her black panties. As her grinding ass moved outwards, my middle finger slid towards home plate. For an instant I was treated to heat and wetness, and then her pelvis pressed forwards into mine, my finger trailing out along her crack. The bow in her back returned, and her butt rose upwards and out, reaching a ninety-degree angle from her back. My finger returned to position, this time finding the door slightly ajar and slipping inside. She kept her ass out for a beat, letting me enter and sweetly murmuring my name, and when she drove against me again, my finger chased her pussy, lodged inside.
Kylie, totally burning now, bit my ear and slid her tongue around the folds and ridges. The amplified sound and the hot slick feeling fired a tingle throughout my body and wreaked havoc on my poise. I widened my stance, not wanting to lose her. She then totally gave in to the moment––a loud involuntary breath almost deafening me. I knew the effects a little teasing had on my wife, and she did not disappoint.
I'd almost forgotten about the trucker until I heard his cab door shut. Kylie froze, but I squeezed her tighter and my middle finger deepened, letting her know she was safe with me no matter what. The trucker continued watching from inside the cab, as Kylie and I got busy right there in the open lot.
Behind his truck a row of Junipers held back the morning sun, their long shadows extending over us and past the entrance to the Road Hump, and Kylie's cool shaded skin heated into a soft pink. I could feel the muscles in her ass contract and then expand––its taunt shape firming into ovals and then softening back into a near perfect heart. The muscles in my forearms poked out like steel cables, my fingers strained to both hold and pleasure her, and her tender cooch enveloped my rigid finger like a cupful of velvet.
"Goddam you got some moves, baby."
"I do! So tell me why you want so badly to see me dance?"
"Easy––you're gorgeous––and you got grace––your heart speaks so freely when you move your body."
"Maybe you'd rather watch me dance than make love?"
"I didn't say that!"
She slid off me, her boots gently landing on the dirt. She then started to dance against me, her hands clutching my ass. I picked up her rhythm and took hold of her back. Our bodies slowly swayed together, our hips brushing in way that made my dick as hard as a hitching post. I let my hand travel down her lower back, feeling it slither like a snake.
"Mmm, baby, you know a woman's back is the sexiest."
She peered up at me, with wide, questioning eyes. I let my finger travel over the bumpy road of her spine.
"It all starts here––the twisting, the rocking, the desire... It feels like some primeval serpent living under your skin." I ran my hand back up to her neck. "It's like a leash in the grip of some old-ass master, leading you to seduce, fuck, and prey on a man."
"Ummm, Albee! You just say or do whatever comes to mind, dontch ya? Even the nastiest stuff comes out heart felt. Everything gets beautiful when I'm with you. I lose all my hang-ups. I love you."
She danced a step back, losing my arms. Her left cowboy boot lead to the side, and then Kylie spun around it, her bare tits pointing away from me. She glanced over her shoulder, watching me watch her backside, as she rolled it like a raft on a mild swell. She kept her feet close together, and her ass performed a slow spiral descent downwards. Her fluid grace totally blew me away––she was a goddamned natural. She then thrust her butt backwards against my legs, and let it sweep up my thighs until it came to rest on my crotch. Kylie's back bowed something fantastic, and I thanked Christ for all her hours at yoga. She then held a ballerina's pose, with her torso absolutely vertical and hips completely horizontal, while balancing on straight legs. From there she began to grind––left and right, and then harder up and down. Her flimsy panties and soft behind smothered my stiff jeans and stiff cock.
At this point my body wanted to get involved and add some friction to her gyrating, come-on-and-fuck-me hips, but I held back, fearing I'd mow down her sweet elegance with a Neanderthal stomping. She kept it going in front of me, surprising my fired-up brain by raising her leg alongside her head, and pulling at the tip if her toe, she then brought it down, the heel of her boot landing on the opposite, inner thigh, and then shooting to the ground behind her.
I had to ask where she learned to dance like a whorish angel, and she moaned how her friend used to stay for sleep-overs and they'd practice in front of a full length mirror. That got the attention of my dick like nothing ever had.
She danced a few steps away, and then began slowly stepping backwards into me, giving her ass the ole stripper heave hoe. Her butt cheeks snapped up and down like they rode on blown shocks. Those panty covered globes worked together like two fit men pumping one of those old railroad handcars at sixty-miles-per-hour. She picked up speed as she neared, and the building suspense wreaked hell on my pumping heart. I was so lost to the hypnotic jiggle I actually licked my lips, and the closer she came the more I expected her to spin around and sink venom spouting fangs into my skin.
Just shy of touching me, she reached high for an imaginary pole, stretched her back and bent her knees. She then began to rhythmically swing her taut, round ass hard enough to demolish a building.
I could not sit still another second, and took hold of that beauty mid swing. I wrapped her in my arms and lifted her off the ground. She took hold over my neck with her arms and my waist with her legs. I carried her to the truck, laid her on the hood, and tugged her panties down. I pressed my lips into the velvet, with my nose resting on her little Hitler. Kylie exhaled in shock as my tongue wandered over the side and slid along her clit, and then her voice seeped into a helpless moan. She ran her hands through my blonde hair as I continued to lap up her warm saucer of cream. My wife was going crazy, and I felt a deep surge of pride knowing this fine cool chick, who was hotter than a frying pan full of carnitas and had a wild appetite for sex to rival my own, had allowed me to make her my wife.



The danger of doing the deed in public must have thrilled her right down to the roots of her existence, because she rolled her head around the hood of our truck completely mindless of the fact it hadn't been washed once since hitting the dusty roads. She raised her bottom off the truck to feed me more of the good stuff, grinding it into my mouth. I deepened my tongue and slid my hands down her thighs and alongside my face, spreading her lips and opening her up so I could lick that plate clean.
Just as Kylie came her brains out, I heard a car pull alongside the diner. I looked up to see a Texas sheriff entering the lot with his lights silently flashing. I slapped Kylie's butt, letting her know she needed to get the fuck up. The sheriff gave us a quick burst of siren, which rudely snapped Kylie out of her orgasm. She slid off the hood and grabbed her panties, putting them on while ducking from view behind the truck.
The car rolled just past the back of our truck and stopped when Kylie was in view. His head poked out the window, and he hollered at us to stay put.
The sun had done its share to his face, creasing his eyes and etching in a stern expression I doubt could be changed with anything short of an axe.
His door opened and Kylie covered her bare tits with her forearms. I stood between them.
"Good morning Sheriff. Ya sorta surprised us there."
"That's about how it looked."
"We were jus' about leaving."
"I got word some hanky-lanky was occurring at this location, and it looks to me like the report checked out."
Kylie was so humiliated she wouldn't open her eyes.
"Is it alright if she gets dressed? And I need to get the keys from-"
"You need to stay put, is what y'all need to do. Y'all breeched the law, son!"
I stopped walking and faced him, wondering if he was serious. If what that trucker said was true, this sheriff wasn't exactly against a little "hanky-panky" in the club parking lot. He had something else on his mind, and I was pretty sure I knew what the horny bastard wanted.
"You work here, miss?"
Kylie had withdrawn so far into her embarrassment that she hadn't heard the question.
"Miss?"
I finally spoke. "She starts tonight."
That got her attention, and her wide eyes told me I was in deep shit"
"Well congratulations, darling." He'd stopped looking at me to focus one-hundred percent of his attention on my half-naked wife.
"A pretty girl like you could do alright here. I'm just sorry your first night might hafta follow a day at the station."
I smiled, for no one's pleasure but my own. The son-of-bitch wanted some ass off Kylie, like that would ever happen.
Kylie was biting her tongue at this point––pissed as all hell, but not about to do anything stupid. For as feisty as she was, she could ultimately hold back her temper and behave when serious repercussions stared her in the face. Stupid was my department––getting us out of there was up to me.
The Sheriff kept his gaze on Kylie, waiting for her arms to drop from her tits and present him with an offer he couldn't refuse. Kylie wasn't about to offer anything of the sort, hugging herself tighter and her boots tapping nervously in the dust.
"Can I make a suggestion, Sheriff?"
"Depends." He reluctantly shifted his gaze to me.
"I know you gotta uphold the law, and gotta stay respectable and all, but Kylie would love to have you around tonight. She loves cops."
"Is that right? You love cops, miss?"
"She loves gettin' frisked. Especially while handcuffed. "
His sun-beaten cheeks rose, and he looked like I'd just presented him with a box full of donuts. He was mine.
"Let me give ya a free ticket to her first show." I pulled out my wallet and tugged a hundred-dollar bill free. It was hard to see it go, but at least it was courtesy of the craps table, not my sweat and blood. Luck, she comes, and Luck, she goes.
I offered it over, as he squinted one eye and hesitated to accept.
"This ain't anything more than a ticket to the after show. Bring it tonight."
"And what's this get me?" He took the money and slipped it into his slacks."
"Who knows? Might get ya into that pretty little bottom of hers."
We both checked out Kylie, and the very thought of getting into that pretty little bottom clawed at my patience. She understood I'd just about had us out of there, and she relaxed a little. The Sheriff then apologized for having to go, but asked if she wouldn't mind him coming by in the evening. Kylie's arms then came down, exposing her creamy white tits, and she told him not at all. The California sun is gentle, and had evenly worked its way into her skin, baking all but her tits down to a beautiful gold.
"Now that's really something."
In Kylie's eyes I could see her confidence completely return, and the crazy girl grabbed the side of the truck and hoisted herself up and over the side-wall, landing in the bed. Even I wondered what the fuck she was doing. Then she resumed her dance, using the bed of the truck as her own private stage.
She hadn't known about the trucker, but our friend the sheriff stood right there, eyes fixed on her as she flung her ass left and right and held the cab for support. She lowered herself almost to the floor, her butt broadening and her panties stretching thin. She rose back up, that butt dramatically swinging to a heated rhythm.
"Miss, as much as I appreciate this, this just ain't the time for it. You're gonna have to save it for tonight."
She spun around then, reached down, pulled off her left boot, and tossed it towards the end of the truck bed. She threw her right one straight at me, and I caught it just before the boot heel nailed my chest. That sexy ball of fire tried to get a rise our me as payback, and fucking well did. But she'd lost her mind in the process, and despite the sheriff's request to stop, she squeezed her tits and rocked her body to a sexy beat inside her head.
"Miss, it's Sunday. We gonna have folks coming from church looking for waffles at the diner. I can't have you moving to your daddy in the grave when they show."
Once again she ignored his warnings, turning so her rear faced us, and then caressed her hands down her inner thighs and back up again until they were planted on her panty covered bottom. She bent over, and peeked back at us from the side, hiding the rest of her body behind that sweet voluptuous ass.
She then stood facing us, and slipped two fingers in-between her red swollen lips to suck on.
"Miss, this is going to be the last time I tell you..."
"Kylie!" I shouted, "Whatchu doing girl?"
Her finger came out of her mouth, and she trailed them down between her lively tits. She hadn't heard a word we said. This was Kylie without her fancy soaps and creature comforts. The hot sun blazing on her, sweat leaking off her like a two-dollar shower head. But she looked and smelled tastier than ever. She presented her backside again, that slinky spine behaving like a cobra luring its naive prey. The heat took her from me, she was possessed. The devil hiding in the southern heat had pocketed another raving beauty.
She tugged the hem of her panties, the very top of her crack coming into view. The etched skin bracketing the Sherriff's mouth dropped down, and our friend was either going to arrest her or fuck her, neither of which would I let go down. He reached for his cuffs, but I leapt up onto the truck bed and took hold of her arm before he freed the cuffs from their leather belt pouch.
"I got her, Sheriff. She'll be cool now." I pulled her to the tailgate, and sat her down I handed her both boots and both socks, and then my wife slipped them on, as I ran over to the brush to find the keys.
By the time I'd found them, the sheriff was in his car. As I jogged back, he called out, "You git some clothes on that girl." Then he smiled. "At least until theclubopens." He spiced up the word 'club' by thickening his Texas accent. He then looked over Kylie one last time. "Unless you wanna finish up your dance in a cage, you mind your new sheriff, ya hear." He then tipped his hat and drove off.
I stood in front of Kylie, looking at her like the brave, sexy, little mystery she was, as she innocently swung her boots back and forth.
"Showin' off fo' the sheriff, huh? You crazier than an ecstasy filled piñata!"
She'd called my bluff and I folded, and she was all smiles about it. "Can we please get to San Antonio now?"
"There's just one thing I gotta do." I turned around and walked to the big rig where the trucker lay low inside. The little snitch saw me coming and fired up the trucks big engine rattled to life. He threw it into gear just as I reached him. The smoke spewing monster lurched forwards, and I jumped up onto the step leading up to the cab. I grabbed the anchor bar mounted next to the door and banged hard on the window.
"Bitch, you best get your ass out of here!"
The rig faced the wrong way for getting out, and so he drove a wide U-turn, circling Kylie as she stood topless by the truck, no longer bothering to cover her tits in the slightest.
"If I get this door open, your snitch-ass is going to the hospital!"
I barely heard him yell back as he pressed his cell phone to the window. "I'm calling the Sheriff back, you crazy idiot!"
As he drove past the front of the Road Hump I jumped off, and then watched him maneuver the long truck through the narrow passage between the diner and the row of junipers, out through the diner's lot and on to the asphalt road.
Kylie was left in the center of a huge ring of settling dust. "You knew that gross trucker was there? Yousoneed to make this up to me in a big way. Now can we please go?"
"You danced naked in front of a cop. I think you owe me."
"Not a chance bully-boy, you absolutely asked for that one."
As I walked towards her I pulled off my T-shirt, exposing what Kylie once described as classically strong and irresistible. I was about to test just how irresistible.
"What are you doing now?"
"Making it up to you."
"Put your shirt back on, it's going to take more than you getting off to make this up to me."
I unbuttoned my jeans, and let my fly hang open, my pubs sprouting over the over the top of my drawers.
"Albee, can we just go? I don't want that cop to come back."
"We'll go! But first I'm gonna make you cream!"
"Oh brother!"
Four more steps and my jeans had dropped to my ankles. I was also in front of her now, staring into her blue eyes, both of us down to our underwear.
"You're staring at me like we're about to do something, and we'resooonot."
I leaned forward and kissed her, gently at first and then deep and hard. She couldn't help but respond, our tongues feverishly swapping worlds. Then we broke, and I could see in her eyes she'd lost her urgent need to split out of there. For appearance sake, she pleaded anyway.
"Please Albee, please can we go?"
I kissed her again, lifting her up to sit her on the tailgate. Her legs grabbed me and her fingers dug into my back. We remained locked together until I was certain she was beyond self-control. When I felt her hands slide onto my broad chest, I knew she was mine, and broke our kiss to whisper into her ear.
"I love when my tough little angel momentary falls from grace––becoming a nasty minded girl while the big O's got her by the throat."
"I so hate you. Albee. I can't stand being helpless and that's all I ever am around you."
"The world will have to go through me first, so you are far from helpless."
"It's not the world I need to be afraid of."
"Is that so?"
"My father's right about you, I married trouble."
"I can't argue with the man, but the way I see it, if you ain't trying to claw yourself out of a grave, then you just ain't realized you're in one."
"None of this will ever catch up with you, will it? There's some crazy sexy thing about you that makes you untouchable."
I looked down, where her hand had crept into my underwear and stroked my cock. I smiled, and so did she. "OK, untouchable to everybody but me."
I leaned her back and stripped the underwear off her legs, and with my tongue still alive from the taste of her mouth, I treated it to the desert of her pussy.
Kylie tastes good. She wets up in seconds and her juice is thin, slick, and warm. My tongue explored her hot little cooch, parting the springy folds and plunging into the burning recess. She pleaded for me to wait, but it was the last thing in the world she truly wanted. Whatever Southern devil possessed her, he'd really heated up that pussy good.
I finally did remove my mouth, and told her I'd stop there if she really wished me to.
"Maybe just a few more minutes."
"I thought so. And what if the sheriff checks back in?"
She teasingly blinked her eyes and wrinkled her nose. "Well, you'll just have to kill him."
"Shit girl!" I hooked my arms under her knees and rocked her backwards. I tugged my shorts down and my tallboy sprung free. I rested my hand on her crotch, just above the dainty divide, and brought my cock up against it like a buffalo about to bust into a teepee.
"Oh god, Albee. You make me so utterly crazy. Fuck me, honey. Fuck me please!"
Like a gentleman I obliged, and like a beast I crashed my wife's pussy in one deep stroke. Inside was so warm and wet my dick landed like a fat man cannon-balling into a Jacuzzi. She cried for mercy and she cried for more. My wife lit up like a goddamned Las Vegas sign.
"That bold dance of yours didn't leave much to the imagination."
"I take it I had a fan?"
"Hells yeah!"
"Do you think our friend the sheriff was a fan"
"Do I even hafta answer? And the poor son-of-a-bitch actually thinks he's getting some of this tonight."
"We could always stick around."
"You'd want that crazy kook's cock after gettin' some grade-A Albee Forester in ya? Would you really,Mrs. Forester?"
"Not on my life. Oh god, Albee, I'm gonna come! I'm yours, baby. Give me all you got. Give it to me right here in this bum-fuck strip club parking lot!""
I ran my hand under her butt until my pinky bumped my cock as it slid in her snatch. I gave it to her, alright. Damn was I hard. Damn was she soft. Damn was I wrecking my stripped down bride something nasty.
I churned that creamy pussy until I whipped it into orgasm, her ass jerking up off the padded truck bed and bumping back down. She cried to the ghostly morning moon. "Oh fuck, Albee! Oh fuuuuck, Albeeeeee!"
I raised her ankles over my head, bending her backwards some, making Kylee's snatch an easy target to spike in the chub.
She became about as worked up as I'd ever seen her, screaming my name into the open air, and I took advantage of it by I slipping a pinky into my wife's tight little booty. Her ass jerked until my finger popped out.
She grabbed my forearm tight and leaned her head forwards. "I don't want to disappoint your stripper fantasy, but I can't be a full-on on total slut for you, at least not out here in the middle of nowhere."
I just smiled back, and she sighed as she collapsed her head down on the pad. She knew I'd get some before we drove out. She doesn't have a choice in times like these. I'm "irresistible", and my pinky had teased her something cruel, and a nasty minded girl like Kylee couldn't let it go until that itch got scratched.
I grabbed her thigh, pulled out and flipped her like a pancake. I then leapt up onto the truck bed, stood over her, and hooked my arm around her waist. I'm a strong mother-fucker, and I carried Kylie like a doll towards the cab. I set her down, and she stood grabbing the roof, with her legs spread for me. From behind I took her pussy again, getting deep and fast in no time. I quickly taught her how a Southern man gets his swagger.
The girl was worked up. There weren't no more worries about the sheriff or anyone else catching us, the only thing preying on her mind was my devil's dick helping itself to its angel's little lusty halo. God she felt good. The beautiful flowing flesh of her puss parted in mirrored calligraphic curves around my cock. Every dip was like biting into a ripened peach.
I ran my hand up her back and took hold of her hair. I had trouble buying this beautiful girl had not only hooked up with me, but had become my wife. Now I ain't never had a shortage of women wanting to get busy, but Kyle wasn't one of those mamas. The night after our first date, after spending hours in a candle light booth just talking, after walking around King's Harbor to the sound of the roaring sea, I laid alone in bed, still seeing her face, smelling her smell, and pretty much hearing her thoughts alongside my own. I vowed to win her heart, to never let her get bored, and to never lose her.
I looked at my cock slipping into her fine sweet pussy, and realized she'd been inside me long before I got up in her. I slapped that gorgeous ass, telling her to giddy up and go, and she did.
"Oh fuck, Albee, you make me so crazy! Oh fuck, Albee! Oh fuck, Albee!Oh fuck me, Albee!" Her voice then seized up on her and I knew she was coming again. In a faint squeal she finally begged, "Fuck me, fuck me haaaaaaarrrrd!" And then, after a labored breath, added, "In the ass."
She folded tighter at the waist, presenting that hungry asshole like a trooper. I eased in, and moments later I owned Kylee's butt right out in the open.
My wife's head hung down below the truck bed sidewalls, so anyone peeking around the corner of the diner wouldn't have seen her face, just knees and shoulders converging into a raised ass, and my big frame busting anal on it from behind.
I watched my dick slide in between her cheeks. The skin between her legs was so smooth and tight that light danced across it like satin. The sight of it was too much and was about to hurl me over the edge, so I pulled out and lifted her to the center of the truck bed. I hugged her off the ground as my dick found its way inside her wet warm wonderland once more. I kissed her passionately, pure love talking control of my mouth. I stood as she gripped me with both arms and legs. For roughly ten minutes I listened to her noisy breath as it passed by my ear and I breathed heavily beside hers. I can't really explain what we had, but it felt like I'd reached the top of Mount Everest. My entire life spread out before me and it was a beautiful view, but I new I'd peaked. Nothing could be finer than what Kylee and I achieved in that moment, and I preferred the thought of dying over climbing down off her. Looking back I was wrong, my love and desire for her would grow every day, her life stretching on beside mine into an endless sunset. She'd be a part of my world I could never roll without.
I squeezed the soft ass as my dick slid up between the cheeks. The southern devil possessing my wife gripped my dick in a wicked tight clench. We'd grown so hot I felt flames crawling up our bodies. I couldn't take another second of it, and my balls tightened as come shot up my shaft and into Kylee's sweet snatch. She'd had taken to moaning unsteady in my ear, and the sound lowered into momentary disappointment as she realized we were descending down from the mountain. I kissed her long and hard and then let her slide down my body until she sat on the padded truck bed.
She gave my cock one final kiss before we climbed into the truck naked and drove off. We were still six hundred up and crazy hot for each other, which, if you ask me, ain't such a bad way to kick off a marriage.
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Bethany didn't write this story and that is the greatest tragedy of all. She'd earned a scholarship to UCLA for journalism and poetry, and the one short story she allowed me to read struck me as sensual, razor-sharp and pure genius. It was frighteningly angry, but also vulnerably deep. If she wrote the story you're reading now it would've been a work of art both loved and hated, but ultimately loved, as Beth was. Hopefully I've captured a fraction of her spirit, we'll see.
She stopped writing in her second semester at UCLA, deciding her teachers were full of shit and losing a scholarship. Her sister, who I always found to be jealous of Beth and quite nasty about it, suggested Beth try modeling, since no matter how badly Beth fucked up, she'd always be too pretty for her own damn good. That's roughly the same time I met Beth, and to my knowledge she hasn't written anything since. So this is Bethany as I knew her, unpredictable, sexy, opinionated, strong, poetic, passionate, and wife.
About eighteen months ago, after fighting horrible Labor Day traffic leading into Santa Monica, I came home to find Beth tapping a pen on a glass desk, transfixed on my computer screen. She was dressed in her thin white sweats but had apparently skipped yoga class.
"Beth? Everything cool?"
"No it isn't cool. Look what Sherri just sent me."
On the monitor glowed a professionally lit picture of Beth laying face down on a pool table with her ass raised in the air. She wore a pair of black lacy panties with eight-ball graphics centered over her butt. Her ass took up most of the frame with her torso hidden behind, making it impossible to tell if she wore anything else. Her head lay off to the side, her black hair hanging partially over her face, and she stared back at me with steely blue eyes and a far from innocent smile. In the background stood the out of focus mid-section of a man wearing a suit and holding a full shot glass. But the overtly sexual focal point was her gorgeous juicy ass in the tight eight-ball undies. I grew hard the instant I saw it.
"I knew when I let that huge asshole talk me into this shot it would end up going to print. Brad pushes it, and I'm not the only one who says so. If I give him a little cleavage he asks to lose the whole top. So the one time I let the jerk 'try something a little more exciting' this is what happens."
"What's Sherri say?"
"She thinks it's great!" Beth threw the plastic pen at the monitor. "She says it's nice to see me loosening up, and that it should be a huge boost to my career."
"Is she right?"
"It doesn't matter––she's supposed to have my back."
Sherri is my wife's lesbian agent and has continued to represent my wife despite Beth's reputation of being difficult to work with. Looks-wise, my wife is well aware she's out of everyone's league, and typically behaved icy cold towards any man bold enough to flirt, which photographers like Brad loved to do. She also got a little soapboxy whenever they nudged the shoot in a sexual direction, and I can only imagine how annoying that was. On one occasion she violently scribbled lipstick all over her own face and affectively ended the session. It's not that Beth had real issues with men­­––trust me, our sex-life was sound and there were several lovers before me––it's more or less she felt competitive with them, and hated being trivialized into a pretty face and cute tits by a masterful photographer executing his vision.
"Look, Sherri loves a good ass as much as I do. Face it––you have a great ass, take pride in that."
"Really? Well Sherri sent the type that goes with it. Read it!"
The shot was intended for a Svedka Vodka ad, and the top line would read, 'It's you're shot!' and then continued at the bottom of the page, 'Take it!'
"OK, its suggestive, but-"
"Suggestive? People are going to open up a magazine and see a full page invitation to fuck me."
I laughed, which didn't help the situation.
"Look baby, you have the most deep seductive eyes, like a poet's, every shot of them makes me want to fuck you, too."
That's not the same and you know it."
"Maybe not, but I still think you're making more out of this than you need to. And like Sherri says, you're getting a bit of a reputation so this might help alleviate it and line up a little more work."
"So you're totally OK with––well like Parker staring at this when it goes to print."
Parker was my big macho friend and boss who really liked to talk up the ladies.
"I'm fine with that."
"Really?" She suddenly smiled, totally holding back laughter. "And what if he took it into the bathroom and pulled out his disgusting little worm and started jacking off and making that monkey face he makes every time he says 'Let's get it on!'" Beth could barely finish without completely cracking up.
"I'm not even going to entertain that thought."
"What if he tells you about it afterwards? 'Oh man, Beth's ass looked so righteous in that ad, I had to totally stroke myself!"
We were both cracking up now.
"This is precisely why you freak out over stuff like this––you think every man behaves like a Viagra stuffed horn-dog."
"But if he did, you'd be fine with it?"
"Yes, because it's my shot, not his, and I'm taking it!"
I picked her up and carried her laughing into the bedroom as I took one last look over my shoulder towards her picture on the screen. Damn I wanted that ass in a bad way, and the lucky man I was, I soon had it!
I quickly pulled off her jeans and tossed her on the bed. I then jumped on top of her and made out for a minute before grabbing her leg and posing her like the ad.
In an effeminate voice I used the words of Brad the photographer. "Let's try something a little more exciting, shall we?"
"Very funny, but Brad is more of the Parker type." I slapped my hands on her tight butt cheeks. "He's all muscle and gross, fake-baked tan, and he can barely keep it in his pants long enough not to hit on every model he works with."
"Really?" I yanked her underwear down. "I guess that makes sense, only a straight man could truly grasp the beauty of your booty." I then spanked that beautiful booty to accentuate my point. "Goddamn I love your ass." I leaned down and bit it, and bit it hard enough to make her yelp.
"The photo has you a little worked up, does it?"
"If you only knew."
I quickly buried my face between her cheeks and feasted on her creamy snatch. The thought of my feisty wife submitting for a photo drove me wild. She laid face down, ass up, and totally surrendered to a devouring of her lady parts. As I brought her towards orgasm I stopped just long enough to ask a favor––let the ad go through. And when she surprisingly agreed to it, my dick turned full-on concrete. I quickly dropped my pants and stuck my cock in her juicy little depot, making her hum like she'd sunk into a warm tub.
"You really are all the same. Even my own husband sees me as nothing more than some hot piece of ass he can stick it in."
I pumped her doggy style as hard as I could and teased back, "You cook a pretty good meal, too,"
I was always horny for my wife, but that Svedka Vodka photo turned me into a real sexual deviant. As a result we did it almost every night for two weeks straight, and then another straight week when the ad finally went to print.

***I've been referred to as weird, but only by friends and always in an endearing way. It's actually one of the reasons Beth fell for me. What I'm about share next, however, would've certainly caused Beth to either shake her head in disgust or laugh herself to pieces.
I was on a business trip in Maine, representing my company at a boat convention, and in the evening I clicked through cable channels from my hotel room bed. While I never caught the name of it, I happened upon a softcore action flick on Cinemax that changed my life forever. It featured Arab terrorists holding a general's daughter hostage, and a secret-ops team commanded by a James Bond wannabe who was called in to rescue her. The top billed Actress was the chick playing the kidnapped daughter, but it was a female soldier serving the American team who was absolutely the best looking. In fact, she was way too hot to be in such a cheesy skin flick, and I only watched in the off chance she'd shed a few clothes.
Then about three-quarters into the film, the secret-ops team traced a terrorist internet broadcast announcing the execution of the general's daughter, which led them to an old factory in the Middle East. Time was of the essence, and the American team of black clad assassins stealthily raided the abandoned factory.
The hot soldier had a slightly tighter outfit than her fellow assassins, and her steely blue eyes and pink lips glowed from the slits in her black ski mask. She positioned herself on the top most catwalk and functioned as sniper while the rest of the men searched ground level. Just as she locked sight on an Arab patrolling a row of shipping crates, a huge hand grabbed her from behind.
After a blurry second she was suddenly held by one terrorist while an enormous bearded Arab reached for her mask. Her knee met with his groin, which obviously hurt but ultimately just angered the giant into shoving her back against the wall. His hands then patted over her chest until he felt something strange underneath her jacket, and tore it open to find a pair of tits.
So I got my wish, the scathing hot girl actually showed her goods. They were every bit as beautiful as the rest of her, and her awesome military posture presented them quite proudly.
The huge terrorist did rip off her mask then, and revealed her pretty steely eyed face. He smiled brutishly and she spit right between his eyes. They briefly stared each other down––clearly only one would live to end of the film, and given the fact she was a super secret-op, odds were in her favor despite the current predicament. The big Arab then grabbed a handful of short stylish blonde hair and dragged her down the catwalk, while the second guy trailed excitedly behind.
In the kill room where the general's daughter was held, the terrorist leader received word on his ear-piece that an American soldier had been captured. He then ordered them to take the daughter away and start the camera recording.
The secret-ops commander had just spotted the guy patrolling the shipping crates and whispered to his team something must be wrong if their girl hadn't taken him out. A soldier operating a laptop and tracking the broadcast reported the execution had begun. They all watched over his shoulder as the terrorist leader appeared on the little screen and blamed the tyranny of American Pigs for what they were about to witness. The small team jumped into action, shooting the terrorist guard and desperately looking for the kill room.
Back inside the kill room, the female soldier was carried through a huge steel door. To my surprise she was completely naked, with two men carrying her legs, two men carrying her arms, and the big guy still holding her by the hair. They flipped her onto her stomach and set her on a table placed in the center of an otherwise empty room. It was too short for her to lie on, so she had to kneel. They tied her hands and one guy pressed her face against the cold metal table top, which left her ass sticking straight into the air. There were roughly eight terrorist all jumping around her excitedly and chirping a bunch of nonsense.
For a moment I thought they were going to gang rape her, and I actually grabbed the remote control to spare myself the grizzly sight. But this was a softcore action flick filled with bad jokes and nothing quite so dark, so I braved the outcome, banking the cool sexy soldier would be saved by her commander and troops.
The terrorists then argued about the best way to execute their alternate victim on live Internet, going back and forth between shooting, hanging, or stabbing her to death. Through the entire film the terrorist were these bungling dumb-shits, and their leader had grown increasingly annoyed with them.
The huge Arab she'd spit on earlier suddenly let out a shrieking war-cry and produced a hand grenade from his jacket pocket. The rest of the men watched in disbelief as the giant man tore out the pin with his teeth and ran up behind the hot soldier. With her ass still raised in the air he slammed a meaty paw on her squishy cheek, and punched the grenade into her asshole. They filmed it from the side, making it appear as if his whole hand plunged in. She gritted her teeth and her eyes grew intensely wide, while another Arab kept her head to the table and the big guy struggled to dig his arm deeper into her butt. It was a joke out of an Austin Power's movie at this point, and they went to the extreme of having him burry his oversized arm all the way up to his elbow, causing his jacket sleeve to bunch up at the crack of her ass. The Arab holding down her head yelled out, "Fire in the hole!" and everyone dropped to the ground and hid in the corners of the small windowless room. The big guy then began to pull his arm out only to find she'd clenched her ass and trapped his hand inside. As concern emerged in his eyes, he braced his free hand roughly on her ass cheek and struggled to yank out the arm lodged deep inside her bowels.
Despite the fact it was all filmed as a joke, the implications of it were just so wrong that I shouted out loud in my hotel room, "Who thinks up this shit?" I mean, I'd fallen for this cool hot girl in the last sixty minutes. While her commander banged every bimbo informant they met, she'd roll her eyes and stay true to the part of the steely-eyed, tough soldier who performed most of the killing, and then without warning, she's suddenly naked on a table with some giant dude trying to rip his arm out of her ass in the most ridiculous, humiliating scene ever imagined.
The Arab finally leaned his forehead against the top of her butt, tightened his grip on her left cheek, made the scariest face you've ever seen and, screaming, popped his arm free and dove for the floor.
Outside, her commander stormed the factory halls in search of the kill room, until the soldier with the lap top again alerted him to the events of the broadcast. The commander turned white as he realized the naked girl with her ass in the air and a grenade up her butt was not the daughter, but rather his favorite soldier.
Then came a shot of the terrorists huddled on the floor with their fingers in their ears, waiting for the loud pop. And as orchestral thunder built up, I was shown a cropped frame of her ass crack that rapidly zoomed out to her entire body kneeling on the table, surely an indicator she was about to blow.
The image on the soldier's laptop turned into static right as they all heard a loud bang from across the building, and immediately charged in that direction.
Meanwhile, the terrorist were coughing as they got back on their feet in a smoke filled room. The leader ordered them to retreat out the back door as the big bearded Arab landed a hand on his shoulder. He asked the leader if he'd made Allah proud, and the leader angrily scolded he'd almost killed them all. He then looked disgustedly at the giant arm with the sleeve still bunched up around the elbow, and carefully poked it away from his shoulder with a gun—obviously not keen on being touched by the same arm used to defile the girl's asshole.
The terrorist escaped that incident, but after they outrageously offed the hot soldier I stopped paying attention
Instead I puzzled over the girl who played the female soldier. It blew me away that a good looking talented actress would agree to such demeaning warped scene. While the violence was so toned down the grenade apparently vaporized her into smoke, the nudity was damn sure real. She may have only acted as if some guy's hand was jammed way up her ass, but the guy's other hand was squeezing on her butt cheek, and he was clearly into his role. And during her final shot, the very brief close up of her butt, the extreme bend at her waist meant her ass cheeks were pulled apart just enough to expose her cute little anus to the camera. I doubt she realized how much could be seen at the time, but zoomed in so close there was no way any viewer missed it. So not only did she show bush, something the other actresses failed to do, her asshole made a cameo. In a mere five minutes I saw her in a completely different light. Undoubtedly that scene limited her career, too, because no matter what roles she took afterwards or how great she acted, she'd always be remembered as the girl who had a grenade shoved up her ass. I'd even bet my house someone's made a looping gif of the big Arab punching the grenade up her keester, which routinely gets attached in angry forum postings, because there can be a no bigger, toe-curling fuck you than that.
I fell asleep early that night and in the early morning I dreamt of the movie. Dreaming, I watched the cast filming the grenade scene as if I were one of the crew. The crazy part is the hot soldier happened to be played by my wife, and I suddenly realized why I'd been so attracted to her in the first place. It took seeing Beth in the role to recognize how much the soldier reminded me of her. Beyond sharing the same gorgeous steely blue eyes they didn't look much alike, but they both possessed a cool scathing attitude and an untouchable allure, they both way out classed everyone around them and they both didn't take crap from any man. And like the character in the film, my wife is the last person in the world to have her bare ass in the air before a room full of men, yet there she was.
They were about to film the scene where the huge Arab inserts the grenade, when Beth stopped them to argue how the scene made no sense, because her character would never let herself end up at the mercy of a bunch of imbeciles. I had to admit, she did look out of place kneeling there naked with her ass presented to the room like... well like she had in the ad for Svedka Vodka. And it dawned on me––the way she'd posed on the pool table with her ass taking up two thirds of the frame came surprisingly close to the girl getting fisted on the metal table. Perhaps I was incorrect in thinking my wife would be the last person in the world to do this scene. My dreaming brain further merged reality with fantasy by adding the eight-ball panties she wore in the photo shoot, which now hung around her knees so Remy, the actor playing the big Arab who fists her, could do just that.
The actors in my dream grew annoyed with my wife for delaying the shot, and most wandered about the tiny room grumbling. What my wife missed was the longer she delayed filming, the longer she had to stay in that position, and the longer the cast and crew would stare at her perfectly displayed asshole, which they unabashedly did.
The director argued the scene was not only relevant, but the most gratifying scene of the film. He asked Remy for his opinion, and he whole-heartedly agreed.
The thing about my wife is she loves to hassle men for behaving like men, and challenging the director actually put her in a good feisty mood, so with a wry laugh she asked the entire cast and crew, "So everyone here would rather the bad-ass female take a grenade in her butt than hold her own with the terrorists. You all really think that's what my character deserves?"
They did, and Remy joked, "And not just your character."
She laughed. "You huge silly asshole, Remy, so you'd actually want to shove a grenade up my butt."
"More so by the minute."
That cracked up the entire room, including her.
"Guys are so fucked up. Fine, let's film this already."
The director then cried action and Remy squeezed her butt cheek and jammed his fist in, while my wife gritted her teeth and groaned "Uh, Uh, Uh, Umph!" She rolled her head towards me, and with a piercing stare and wicked smile, asked, "You do realize you're dreaming about some guy shoving a fist inside me, don't you?"



I woke up suddenly, finding myself sweaty and hard.
I went to my suitcase and pulled out the Playboy I'd packed. It fell open to the ad for Svedka Vodka, featuring my wife on the pool table. I then waited three hours for it to turn nine on the west coast so I could phone her.
My dick grew hard again the instant I heard her voice. I confessed to staring at her picture at that very moment, and then to having had a dirty dream about her, although I kept the details a mystery. I was surprised to find her receptive to a little nasty talk, so I asked her to pose like she had in the picture, but totally naked. She gave me some shit about it, but she finally complied, or at least said she did, and then fingered herself towards orgasm as I jacked off, squirting come across the glossy page adorned with her eight-ball undies.
I was stuck in Maine another two days, and again found her tolerating a little long distance role play, even when asked to imagine her hands tightly tied behind her back. I can't explain how exciting it was to hear her cooing into the phone as I thought of my dream. It brought on such elation to have my wife submit to my kinky desires, that on my last day I bought her a stylish green vinyl jacket and boldly purchased a pair of handcuffs.
In person it was too embarrassing to even bring up our phone calls, let alone the idea of handcuffing, so I waited until after dinner, slipped them into the pocket of the green jacket, and laid it on her pillow to discover.
As I said, my wife is not the submissive type, and when she found the handcuffs in the pocket she rolled her eyes and dangled them in front of her like a dirty condom.
"Are you kidding me?"
I smiled guiltily. "Surprise!"
Luckily for me she found them more amusing than offensive and we kidded back and forth until she finally asked for the keys.
"This is what I get for letting you have your fantasy phone sex, huh?"
I pulled the keys from my night stand and tossed them over.
She held them in front of her. "So let's try these out." She jingled them when I didn't immediately offer over my wrists. "You don't trust me?"
I actually didn't trust her, she had way too much mischief in her eyes, but I also wanted to call her bluff. Quite frankly, it didn't matter who wore the handcuffs, it was turn on enough having my wife explore her sexual side.
I put out my wrists, and she brought the handcuffs underneath them––then stopped.
"You should remove your shirt first."
I did as asked, and she openly stared at my chest.
"That's better." She took hold of my wrists and I felt her hands tremble, and that slight tremble instantly transformed our roles. I felt stronger than ever. My half naked body was seriously turning on my hot model wife, and I congratulated myself for spending so much time in the gym.
She decided it would work better if she cuffed me behind my back, and I tried not to smirk at her growing uncertainty. I suddenly realized it might be the first time she'd ever initiated sex between us, and openly craving cock must have been awkward after constantly mocking my gender's inability to keep it in their pants. I compliantly turned around and brought my hands together over my butt. Again she brought the cuffs up to my wrists and stopped.
"Aren't you going to resist a little?"
I pulled my hands away, which met zero resistance as I slipped free of her grasp. She grabbed them and tried to reposition them for cuffing, but when I lightly struggled again my hands broke free a second time.
I've playfully wrestled with my wife before, and for a skinny little girl she puts up a pretty good fight, so I could only assume she'd allowed me to get free.
I wrestled her arms, and only when placed on the defense did her battle grow spirited. But for a guy who benches reps of ten with two-hundred even, it didn't take much to pin her on the bed and cuff her hands behind her back.
"You huge ass, you better hope I don't get free or you're sooo going to get it."
I spanked her butt and then raised it enough to pull down her skirt. She fought against it, but only for show.
"Oh my god, you are such a pervert. Let me go!"
"Don't make me gag you."
"This is totally what I get for stepping into my husband's fantasy."
I striped off her blue panties in one hard yank. I then balled them up and shoved them in her mouth, cutting her off mid sentence. From then on she was all mine, and oh the terrible things I wanted to do.
I spanked and kissed her bottom, and relished the idea of sticking my pinky into her ass, but feared it would genuinely upset her. After turning her over and unbuttoning her shirt, I helped myself to her precious little titties. My tongue met her lithe nipples and circled delicately. But soon her legs hung over my shoulders and I drove her pussy like a prize fighter pinning her to the ropes.
She spit out her underwear, which could have been done at any point, and came hard for her man. I watched her body squirm. Her knees were trapped over my shoulders, her hands trapped under her body, her shirt flipped open so her tits jostled freely, and her black hair streaked against her sweaty face. I almost cried she was such a beautiful sight.
One thing became clear, even though she couldn't admit it to me or even herself, this was now as much her fantasy as mine. I couldn't exactly call my wife submissive, but she definitely took to being restrained. The bratty bitch in her liked it rough. For all her outspoken girl-power competitiveness, being overpowered in the bed made her cream herself crazy.

***The Svedka Vodka ad garnered Beth more work in the following two months than she'd seen the entire prior year, just as her agent said it would, and most were higher profile, with one series running in GQ. Even more amazing, she'd loosened up considerably when it came to the risqué sessions.
For one ad she wore a black skirt, pink tennis shoes, a black body stocking, and a pink ribbon around her neck. No bra meant her coral nipples glowed plain as day through the shear transparent stocking.
Even better was a session she did for Tallia Orange. They cut her hair into something like Elvis's, applied a dense layer of midnight-blue eye-shadow, long fake lashes, and put her in nothing but a white, men's, dress shirt, unbuttoned down to her navel. A fully clothed man stood behind her, and she kneeled facing away from him, arching her back so her shoulders and head rested on his abdomen, and held onto his tie like a rope. His face poked out of the shot, while hers stared straight at the camera, her eyes glowing like blue neon over a brothel door and her lips puckered full and relaxed, as if quivering from cold or lust. Her unbuttoned shirt buckled on the far side, so the profile of her tit was exposed. She looked so ready to fuck I couldn't stare at it without getting hard.
It was tame enough I could tack to my office wall, and I did. She was so heavily made-up it took Parker, my boss, a week to recognize her. When he did, he said, "You better keep a lot of ice on hand, because your wife's so hot she'll burn your dick off." I gave Parker a knowing smile just as my phone rang, and he left my office shaking his head.
Beth was on the line, and her agent just received word they needed her for a follow up to the Tallia Orange ad. The bad news––they planned to pair her up with Brad, the photographer who shot the Svedka Vodka ad and the overbearing masculine type Beth has a problem with. I tried telling her it didn't matter, but she wanted to back out, fearing he'd try to push the limits on an already racy campaign.
"Tallia Orange needs something they can print, so he's bound by that."
"I know, but he just likes to shove his camera where it doesn't belong and I know I'll say something and be branded the mouthy girl all over again."
"Pretend it's me. Pretend we're in our bedroom alone and the rest of the world doesn't exist. Or just think of the money!"
I hid my excitement over the fact she'd more than likely return from the shoot ready for a night of handcuffs and love making. My excitement turned to disappointment, however, when I learned the day of the shoot fell on the same day I had to be in Maine meeting with a group of old rich men interested in purchasing Parker's super yacht
Super yachts are amazingly cool. They are basically mini cruise ships, and this particular one featured seven decks and a pool. Parker purchased it for ten million from some guy in Spain desperate to sell, and spent six years and another two million restoring it. I honestly don't think he expected to ever unload the thing, since he priced it close to a hundred million, but I'd chatted up some old guy at the Maine convention, and he called me back, very interested. Parker needed me there for the final deal, and I expected to earn one hell of a commission as a result, so as much as I wanted to be home when Beth returned from the shoot, there was no getting out of the trip.
The following week I flew to Maine, where Parker and I met the old rich guy at his Cape Elizabeth estate. He happened to be the president of an ultra elite yacht club, and it was the club who planned on jointly purchasing the ship, so we presented to nine members of the club board in his huge courtyard overlooking the Atlantic and backed by a grove of reddening maple trees.
By the time we headed off to dinner, Parker was confident I'd made the sale and treated me to five-star restaurant in town. We headed back to our hotel around ten with a couple Martini's in us, but I couldn't fall asleep as I was running on West Coast time, and so I called Beth while I spread out on a queen size bed. She answered with an irritated "Hello," and I immediately knew things hadn't gone well at the shoot.
She'd done as I suggested, pretending I guided her through each shot instead of Brad, and for the most part she relaxed and did as asked. It wasn't until he spanked her that she snapped, and then yelled for him to punch her in the face, shouting, "Punch me as hard as you can. Do it, I want you to. You want to lay one on me––I know it, so just do it, please!"
She then ran to a side office and took five minutes to gain control again. When she returned she claimed to be especially accommodating just to prove he couldn't get to her, a move he totally took advantage of.
"He had me lay over this guy's knee and the guy pretended to spank me with the belt, like I was a little girl! I totally have Brad figured out now––he wants me to be a bitch because he likes to force bitches to do degrading shit––that's how he gets off. I always knew he hated women, I just didn't realize his boner depended on it."
"Hates women? Couldn't he maybe just like to objectify women? He is a photographer, after all."
Beth wasn't hearing me, she only wanted to vent, and so I let her––for over an hour I let her.
I flew back to LA early the next day, grabbed my car from the lot and drove home as fast as I could.
As I turned down my street I spotted a fire truck blocking our driveway, and coldness trickled down my spine. Then I smelled it, the pungent stench of burning plastic, and my mind flooded with a vision of a burnt-out bedroom window and a smoldering bed. The side gate hung open, so I parked on the street and followed the cobblestones into our backyard. I saw our metal trashcan pouring out white smoke in the middle of our patio, and three firemen surrounding Beth. One of them held a clipboard out towards her, but her arms remained locked across her chest. She wore only a large T shirt, and probably nothing but underwear underneath.
"Ma'am, this isn't an admission of guilt. This just says we were here. You can still dispute any penitential fines."
"The problem is I didn't ask you to come."
"The problem is it's illegal and dangerous to burn gasoline and plastics."
"It wasn't like I was burning tires or trash."
"There were gasoline flames as high as your roof and I could smell plastic and rubber. Look, if you wanted to get rid of your clothes, just donate them."
"Why, so some woman can turn anorexic trying look good in something only a twelve-year-old should fit into?"
"Without a signature I guarantee they'll turn it over to an investigator."
"I didn't have to let you in!"
I stepped in then, introduced myself and signed his paper. As I did, he explained there'd been a report of a fire and it appeared my wife had filled our trashcan with gas and burned several shoes and items of clothing. She fled inside without saying a word to me. As soon as the firemen left I walked over to the remaining pile of clothes. I grabbed the vinyl green jacket I'd bought as a present, the one I hid the handcuffs in, and carried it with me as I went inside to hunt her down. I found her sitting in our sofa, her arms still locked over her chest.
Beth weighed about one-twenty––she was thin but tone. She had perfect curves and hips slightly wider than her shoulders. Any skinnier would have detracted from her beauty. She once explained how the super models filling the pages of Vogue and Elle are beyond thin because all the women reading those magazines fantasize about being skinny and young, and models that aren't walking skeletons tend to land in garbage catering to men, like the Tallia Orange campaign.
"OK babe, I get it. I know it sucks that all the big-time fashion gigs go to bone thin little girls, but did you really need to burn your clothes?"
"I'm tired of looking at my fat ass in them."
"Now you're just being stupid! Your ass is a miracle from god, and it isn't fat."
Her forehead softened some, and then tensed up like she was about to cry. "I just want to kill him. Can I? Can I just kill Brad?"
I laughed and reached for a hug. She wrapped her arms around me tight and squeezed me intensely. I comforted her, at least for the night. I realized then she'd missed our little bondage game more so than I, in fact, her bruised ego couldn't heal without it and she only became worse.
Over the next few weeks she grew increasingly depressed, barely speaking to anyone and rarely leaving the house. I felt horrible for encouraging her to do the shoot and wondered if she'd ever snap out of her funk.
Little changed over the next month, and then on a Friday morning I noticed several bruises on her thigh as I dressed for work and she slept in. It troubled me throughout the day, as I came to the conclusion she'd taken to hitting herself, and I grew anxious to get out of the office and back home to her.
Then at four-thirty, Parker rapped on my office door and told me we were heading out for beers. Apparently the check had cleared and I'd officially sold the super yacht. He also slipped me a commission check for a million-five, and I could barely focus on all those zeros as I laughed aloud.
He dragged all fifteen employees down to a sports bar on Washington to celebrate, and announced to everyone how I was the man of the hour. My head spun. I knew my commission would be big, but I'd suddenly become rich.
Parker then disappeared to take a quick piss, and on his way back, pulled me aside to ask if my wife was on the wall. I had no idea what he meant, until I remembered the corkboard in the men's room littered with pages out of Playboy and Penthouse. I shook my head no, but he said I'd better go check it out, and I did.
When I stared at the board running the length of the bathroom wall, the air in the room compressed and I felt as if my body was being crushed inwards. I had the panicky feeling everyone knew my dirty little secret, because not only were the pictures of my wife, they were of my wife tied up with belts. They had to be from the session she shot with Brad for Tallia Orange and while they didn't use the image of her being spanked like a little girl, what actually made it to print wasn't any better.
Before me hung a three-page fold-out of three separate images. On the left was a shot of my wife from the waist up, heavily made up and staring at me with inescapable I'm-going-to-fuck-you eyes. She was completely naked except for a belt wrapped around her chest, squeezing her tits and concealing her nipples like some bondage inducing tube-top. The way the soft flesh squished out from either side of the stiff belt made her tits seem huge.
The photo on the right focused on her bare ass. She had a man's belt fastened around her waist, but it did nothing to change the fact it was simply a photo of my wife's pronounced, bare ass.
The image in the center featured her kneeling between two men in suits. Everything above their shoulders and below their knees was cropped out. Again my wife was naked, but without even a belt to cover her up this time. Her tits were right out front, every nuance of her nubile nipples captured in stunning detail. With her teeth she pulled a belt free from the trousers worn by the man on her right, while her hands unfastened the belt buckle belonging to the gentleman on her left. Her poet's eyes stared right at me, glistening with unquenchable desire. The picture offered a story––these two guys were about to fuck the hot little bitch between them, my wife. That was the reason someone pinned her 'fashion ad' onto a board full of pin-up girl smut.
Beth must have been buck-naked for the entire shoot. Counting Brad, the photographer, she was buck-naked alongside three fully clothed men for several hours. She was buck-naked when Brad actually spanked her––skin on skin contact. No wonder Beth freaked, it was far more degrading than I could've imagined. I grew harder by the second.
I couldn't stand it. Even though I was the man of the hour, I had to see her immediately. I returned outside and was straight with my boss, telling him those photos gave me a sudden urge to see my wife.
He toasted me and winked. "You and me both, brotha."
I laughed and downed my beer.
"Show your little mamma that check, that'll ensure you get it on!"
Beth was right, he did make a monkey face when he said that.
From the bar I made a quick stop by Neiman Marcus and then raced home. Upon arrival I found Beth lying on the couch with a book. I tossed the Neiman Marcus bag on her stomach and she dropped the book flat against her chest.
"A present?"
"You haven't been right, and I thought you could use a little cheering up."
She opened the bag, peeked inside to see a coiled up Tallia Orange belt and shook her head.
"Really? This is my present? This is what you thought I needed to cheer up?"
I had a check for a million-five hiding in my pocket, so no matter how deeply I dug my grave, I could instantly eject at any moment.
"That's only part of the present. Here's the rest." I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone, then queued up a picture of the men's room corkboard with her Tallia Orange spread smack dab in the middle of all that smut.
She took the phone and held it before her. I knew an ocean raged within her, but her face remained stone.
Finally she looked up while handing it back. She smiled but her eyes told a different story. "That's really great! You're right, that's just what I needed––to be reminded of the most humiliating ordeal of my life."
My optimism only grew––I wasn't afraid of her self loathing anymore. I grabbed the belt off her lap and gave it a snap.
She opened her mouth but froze before saying anything, and then finally sat up and reached out her hand. "Oh fuck it, let's go."
Once on her feet, she practically dragged me to the bedroom. I got the feeling nothing had changed for her, but I'd managed to momentarily distract her stormy head with a horny impulse straight to the crotch. I quickly bound her wrists with the new belt. I grabbed a second belt from my drawer to wrap it around her face and kept her balled up panties trapped inside her mouth.



Her pussy looked so gorgeous that I couldn't figure out what to do to it first. I started with my finger, gently circling the lips and finally breeching the gates into the warm stuffing box beneath. With my other arm I managed to get her whole ass into something like a head-lock as I fingered her harder. Her pussy was mine, and my perverse imagination crashed against the forefront of my mind like the sea into a shore line of rock. I reached over and took the pink vibrator from her night stand. I stuck it in and worked that pussy over good.
Then I took notice of her precious bottom, and images from my dream brought up the biggest wave of perversion yet. With her ass high in the air and in my complete control, I slowly worked the pink plastic vibrator into her butt. What can I say, it had to be done.
A third of the way in I let go and her tight sphincter held it in place, so it poked out like a flagpole on the side of a building. I stepped back and stared. It was beautiful. I'd never seen anything so beautiful in my life. Beth was bound and gagged, her ass jutting upwards, round youthful and flawless, and vulnerably presented for my perverse mischief. Then there was the vibrator, glowing with the red evening light from the window, like a marker indicating her ass had been claimed, manhandled, desecrated.
I was suddenly compelled to say something a little mean. "Betcha Brad would love to photograph this."
It caused her to lose it and freak out. With her belted hands she tried to pull the other belt free from her mouth. I quickly moved beside her and unfastened it from the back. The belt fell, she spit out the balled up panties, and then she really let me have it.
"That's the best you can do? Tie a girl up so you can stick a stick in her butt and stand around completely full of yourself? Is that what it takes to feel like a man?"
I was stunned. Maybe I'd gone a little too far, but still. She hadn't moved, she remained on her knees with her ass in the air, vibrator and all.
"Pathetic! Why don't you get it over with and just stick it in your own ass already."
I lost it then, grabbed the vibrator and pushed it further in.
"Shit! That's it––let me know how you really feel."
I did! I began to jam the vibrator deeper, then in and out. I fucked her ass with our little plastic friend like a madman. Finally I jammed it all the way in.
"Oh fuck! Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you!"
I grabbed her hair and yanked back her head as I furiously worked the pink rod in and out. Our pink friend was thin, smooth and lubricated, the flesh of her asshole was slick and oily, and welcomed the speedy trespasser with quivering solidarity. It glided through her sphincter so smoothly the flesh didn't fluctuate with the motion, it stayed as still as a hole in a wall with Pinky darting through. She was speechless, and probably coming. I was agitated, confused and totally out-of-control excited. For the first time in our marriage I understood Beth's insanity. My own heart had become that of a poet's, and sights, sounds, yearnings, pain all flowed through me in wild passionate rhythms, and satisfying the rhythms took precedence over reason, which screamed for me to stop.
It dawned on me how close I'd come to recreating my dream, the dream where Beth played the hot assassin who paid dearly for her profession with her ass. And from out of nowhere I remembered the old rich man who bought the super yacht, the one with enough cash to buy anything. He played a part in this somehow. As my thoughts returned to my wife's behind and the slender pink rod inside it, I suddenly had a premonition of how my obsession would play out, in fact, it seemed to have all happened before and every detail had been seared into my brain. I feared for my wife and myself, but a torrent of passion drove me forwards.
I gradually lost interest in the vibrator and flipped her over for a fuck. I trapped her bound hands over her head, and kissed her with an open mouth. Her legs locked around my butt, and I came with our cheeks pressed together, watching the last of the light fade behind our thin rose patterned curtains.
Twilight left the room blue and dark and the vibrator was hidden in the shadows on the floor. I rolled off her, undid the belt around her wrists and she immediately hugged me and proceeded to curl up into my lap. I held her like a child, caressing her hair and kissing the top of her head. She wouldn't speak and wouldn't let me go. She needed to be cuddled, and so I held her for close to an hour. Our demons had been vanquished, and the sex and shouting and insanity now seemed eons ago. The entire house turned pitch black. I kept her safe as a calm peace settled over both of us, and for a moment I lost my obsession, and let go of the old rich man, Brad the photographer and my troubling dream.

***Absently staring at the beige cinder block wall separating our backyard from the alley, I took a sip of coffee and let the smell and warmth calm my nerves. The sleeves in my bathrobe were getting damp from the dew on our glass patio table, so I pulled a sleeve back as I set down the cup and hit send on the email with Beth's Tallia Orange spread attached.
I pressed my phone back to my ear. "OK, it should be on its way."
"Give it a minute, my mail's slow."
While waiting I closed down the browser window displaying the billionaire's yacht club and a second window showing a large still shot of a camera and machine stamped text, reading, "Brad Court Studios."
Brad came back to the phone. "That's the model your client wants? Listen, even if she goes for it, she'll probably ask two grand before doing the kind of shit they're asking."
It was so bizarre to hear my wife's price and I spaced out for a moment trying gauge what it meant.
Brad must have taken my silence to mean I'd reconsidered, because he spoke up quickly. "Look, I can probably talk her down to fifteen hundred, but I could get you a decent girl for half that. Also, check out that chick's eyes in the center photo, there's a crazy bitch living in there. You have no idea what she's like to work with. I'm going to need an extra five-hundred if it has to be her."
I stopped myself from yelling, and calmly reasoned, "You want five hundred extra bucks to photograph a pretty girl in the nude?"
"Don't get me wrong, I'll enjoy it, it's just gonna be rough. And given this is some obscure newsletter for some super elite yacht club, there's zero visibility on this, so there's nothing in it for me beyond the money."
I already didn't like the guy, but if anyone could get the shots I wanted that jack-ass could, and I begrudgingly agreed to his price and hung up the phone with shaking hands.
I stared at the beige cinder block wall again. It suddenly dawned on me I finally had the money to knock it down and put up the double slated wood fence Beth wanted. Hell, I had over a million dollars coming my way––I could buy a whole new house. And with Christmas only a month and half away I pictured myself handing Beth the keys to a Porsche, or passing her an envelope stuffed with airline tickets for a trip around the world.
Breaking the news of the money should be magical like that, and not a band-aid to tide over her depression. If money came into her life right then that's exactly what it would be––Beth would spend and spend until she felt numb, and whatever brief change it made would inevitably end right back where she started.
I quickly closed down my email when the sliding glass door to the patio opened and Beth came through the doorway wearing nothing but panties and a tee-shirt. With a sexy smile she thanked me for making coffee and cradled a large cup of it in both hands. It was the earliest she'd been out of bed in months, and appeared vibrant and content. Maybe last night's game of tied up wife effectively lifted Beth out of her funk. I breathed a huge sigh of relief, nothing meant more to me than seeing Beth happy, and the little present I'd secretly schemed for myself became more important than ever.

***On Friday Beth and I ate dinner at Taix French Cuisine in Echo Park. Seated across the table from her I noticed a change in her appearance. I was still getting used to her black flowing hair having been cut short, but that wasn't it. Beyond the allure of her blue poet's eyes and flawless beauty, something else popped her out from a crowd. Maybe it was only me, but my bondage loving wife acquired a dark mystique even more compelling than her looks.
After our soup arrived I asked if she had any jobs coming up, trying not to sound so interested as to give myself away. She claimed not to, but her eyes dropped towards her soup. For a moment I wondered if she'd accepted the job and planned to keep it from me, but I couldn't believe she'd accept that kind of work without my consent.
Our entrees arrived and she began cutting into her tomato and mushroom crepe, and then set her fork down.
"OK, I've been offered a great paying job, but it's for that guy Brad, and it sounds extremely strange, so I'm hardly considering it."
"It's extremely strange?"
She lowered her voice and leaned a few inches forwards, so I did the same.
"Strange! I'd be nude, but what's strange is it's supposed to be for some kind of newsletter going out to a group of wealthy men. Apparently they are very secretive with it."
"OK, that's a little strange, but it also means you don't have to worry about anyone seeing, right?"
"I knew you'd say that. I kept it from you because I knew you'd try to talk me into it, and I need to be sure about this."
"I'm just saying..."
"You're just saying I should strip naked for the camera any chance I get. Men are just so predictably simple. The only reason I'm considering doing this is the money. I'll get a thousand for day's work, and that's unheard of."
A thousand? Apparently my wife's price was lower than I'd been told.
"So what's stopping you?"
"I told you, it's a newsletter for some rich, old, pervert's club needing a few nudie pics to accompany an article. Doesn't that strike you as pretty weird? I'd be a spy in it or something. Brad didn't give me too many details, but he said they were perverse enough to make the old perverts ask for discretion. Just when I thought men couldn't be any more fucked up, life presents me with this."
"Well it's your decision, babe, and if you decide to do it you don't even have to show me the pictures." Guilt stabbed into my stomach knowing I'd be the recipient of the final pictures, a fact I'd planned to keep secret until they were in my possession.
She relaxed and had a few glasses of wine, and as soon as we arrived home I led her to the bedroom and tied her up tight. After forty-five minutes of intense sex, I held her close, where she whispered excitedly into my ear how she'd procure at least one of the photos for me.
At the time, I couldn't have been happier.
Another week crept by and I heard nothing more about the shoot. Then on Thursday a strong wind picked up, sending wave after wave of elm leaves tumbling up our street as I headed towards a dark house. I smelled the same burning petrol smell as the night I came home to find firemen in our backyard, but it was only my mind playing tricks, there was no fire to be found. Her car sat angled in our driveway, and inside the house I went from one black room to the next calling her name.
Then I entered our bedroom, and on our bed laid a single print of Beth tied up at the feet of a big U.S. Soldier in camouflaged fatigues. A second soldier pushed her head to the floor, his hand smashing her furry Russian military hat embroidered with a hammer and sickle emblem on its front. She wore a grey tee-shirt but from the waist down was naked and beautiful. Being shot from the side no actual privates were visible, and it came out so perfect I had to reach into my pants and give my dick a few strokes.
"Is that right?"
I retracted my hand and turned around to see Beth standing naked in the doorway, lightly drying herself with a towel.
"Where'd you come from?"
"Where do you think?"
"Didn't you hear me calling?"
She sighed. "I just needed to soak and listen to the wind awhile longer." She then motioned with her head towards the bureau, where two belts lay over its top.
Her poet's eyes lacked their depth. Clearly she'd had an extremely emotional day leaving her a mere husk of her usual self. She was... defeated? But the belts where out, waiting for me, so whatever happened left her in need of my bondage. Yet something was wrong––so wrong I wondered if I could go through with it. I wanted this more than anything in the world, but not with a dark, defeated Beth. Reason screamed that I was on the verge of losing her for what I'd done and was about to do, and I froze standing in the middle of our bedroom.
Beth had never been molested or even badly jilted, so her darkness was a bit of a mystery to me. At best I had a weak theory. She was the youngest of three sisters, and probably her father's last hope for a son. Her sister claimed Beth was daddy's little princess, but she was wrong. He coached her at baseball, took her to car shows, let her help with his sports column, and pretty much raised the son he never had. I imagined Tatum O'Neal in The Bad News Bears whenever those stories came up.
Then came high school and the two semesters she spent at college, where a promiscuous student spoon-fed herself men and wrote elusive jeering poetry. She was daddy's little nightmare, and scarred him so deep Beth worried he wouldn't give his rebellious daughter away at our wedding.
I knew the aggressive tomboy lived on, but lived alongside an inordinately sexual woman. So in many ways a male dominated society wasn't her worst enemy––she was. And I hoped that maybe, just maybe, being tied up and forced to be a woman allowed her to fuck like mad without betraying the spitfire rebel who took on the world. It was a weak theory, but the best I had.
"Don't tell me you lost your stomach for this now!" My cheek lit up as her hand slapped my head to the side. My eyes settled on the printout, and tightened on the image of her face shoved to the ground. He'd done exactly as I'd asked––she was helpless, subdued, deserving.
No article existed but I'd invented a topic, which was a comparison between the cold war and the war on terror, and asked him to support it with pictures of a captured Russian spy being searched for bombs. I thought of my dream, were Beth argued with the cast and crew as she lay naked in front of them. She'd given Brad a similar earful during the shoot, I'm sure of it.
Between the slap and the photo, I was back in the game. In silence I prepared her like a dish meant for the most ravenous of appetites. She cooperated and moaned frailly as I tightened the belts, and then again when I slid my fingers in and out of her butt, and followed up with the pink vibrator. The fight in her was totally gone––she just took it. Beth wasn't Beth, I missed that, but my dream had come true, and spurred me to deal out an extra hard thumping on my wife's raised up juice-box. I banged her hard from behind, my cock furiously bottoming out. Like I said, my wife wasn't one of those bone thin models––she actually had an ass, a fit juicy ass that rang like a snare drum when I smacked it. Amazingly enough she began to shove back against me. She was even more determined than I to get every last centimeter of dick jammed in her cooch. I watched her ass thud against my hips, her perfect drenched pussy swallowing up cock, and my finger dip in to the last knuckle. I could not believe what a horny bitch my wife became. I hit new heights, my ears ringing with blood and my dick painfully hard with it. I wondered if they touched her ass or if they roughly stripped her naked, maybe even brushing a tit in the process.
I quickly removed her gag and forced my cock into her mouth. I remembered something she'd said one night while out drinking with our friends, "I could never even get a guy to try different foods, yet they all think I should happily ingest their come––yeah right!" Her attitude apparently changed since then, because she surly knew my intentions and made no effort to pull away. She flinched with a loathing scowl when I erupted, but stayed on, and her delicate throat rose and fell, swallowing one hell of a load.
We both collapsed then without saying a word. Minutes later she twitched, and I knew she'd drifted into sleep and sunk into a dream of her own. I started the dishwasher and locked up, and then lay awake for hours. Instead of lying in the afterglow of the most gratifying fuck of my life, I found myself listening to the wind beat against our window, smelling an imaginary petrol fire, watching her eyes travel beneath their lids, and worrying who I'd wake up to in the morning.

***Brad's studio was actually an apartment in Westwood where he both lived and worked. The living room was cleared of furniture and set up with lights and equipment. Off to the side was a glass desk where he sat at his computer in nothing but ripped, baggy shorts. He only shot in digital format, so he pulled up his work on a twenty-four inch monitor and walked me through the photos he described as 'usable'.
It started with my wife fully clothed in a Russian, military long coat and a soft furry hat sporting a hammer and sickle emblem, and flanked by two large U.S. marines clutching her shoulders. In the next few images her face revealed slipping courage as the men slowly removed her coat and patted down her sides for weapons. The intensifying fear in her poet's eyes tore into my heart––pleading for a decent man to rescue her, but she portrayed the enemy here, making the eminent lack of mercy cruelly exciting. As they stripped her collared shirt off one arm, her other pressed against her chest, trying to hide her tee-shirt covered breasts. Next her hands were tied as our boys in green removed her boots and pants. All three of them turned forwards, as again they clutched her shoulders, only this time they'd forced her to her knees. The men were fiercely poised, there heads tilted back, looking down at me. My wife's head also tilted back, the furry hat having slipped down partially over her eyes, and her mouth hung crookedly open, dreading her predicament.
My skin flushed with heat when her underwear came down. Each marine lent a hand in tugging her skimpy panties away, exposing her shiny smooth ass. She stood between them again, bent over with her ass facing forwards and her hands tied just above it, as the two marines slipped on rubber gloves, preparing to take her body search to whole new level. There were several photos of them running their hands over her body, and one where they searched her mouth.
Brad turned his chair towards me. "I had a good idea of what you were looking for, so you are really going to appreciate this next batch. I just still can't believe she agreed to it." He brought up the first image, with Beth's ass consuming most of the frame and one set of gloved hands holding her cheeks while the other inserted a finger into her butt. As my consciousness receded in disbelief, he continued to flip through images of two marines fingering my beautiful wife. I hadn't asked for full on penetration. I'd expected shots from the side like in that cheesy, softcore, action movie where they faked it. But there kneeled a huge marine grappling with my wife's waist and ass, while his buddy issued a warcry and worked in a second finger. Then something appeared in her ass––a stick of dynamite! It was longer and fatter than the pink vibrator I'd used, and looked twice as obscene.
I verged on losing my shit, and stopped Brad, telling him I needed to be somewhere. As I paid in cash and collected a DVD, he told me he'd had a beer with the guys after the shoot and they jokingly came up with a name to use for the article.



"What makes her tick? Get it? Like a bombs inside her."
"I'll pass it on."
"OK. And hey, now that I know what this chick is capable of, please let me know if you ever need more."
"Sure, sure."
I hated the guy. His body seemed unnaturally tone, tan and hairless. He had shoulder length dreadlocks, a big bleached smile, and shallow granular eyes. He just didn't respect anyone or anything, I could tell. I headed for the door as quickly as I could.
"One last thing––I left a real short movie on there for laughs."
Once home I slipped in the disc and picked up where he'd left off. I was terrified to see anymore, but had to. Several more sticks of dynamite were supposedly pulled from her bottom, until a stack of six lay on the ground by her knees. Then her cheeks were pulled dramatically apart, with a timer held between them, suggesting they just extracted it from her ass. Brad's words echoed in my head, "What makes her tick?" The final shot featured both marines leaning their faces against either side of my wife's ass and giving a gloved thumbs-up, the stack of dynamite along with the timer sitting directly underneath. They'd hit pay dirt, and looked quite proud of themselves over a job well done.
I was destroyed, but also hard as hell. There was still the short movie, and impulsively I clicked on it. My hand slipped into my pants as a shaky camera focused on her butt. I highly suspected the movie was filmed without her knowledge. Brad could be heard saying they were going to insert this stick in a little deeper to reinforce the idea it was coming out, not going in. Instead of giving him lip the way I'd imagined, I heard her compliantly agree, but asked them to go slow. The dynamite was then steadily shoved inside. The marine's meaty hand looked as if it exerted strength to move it, until she finally asked him to stop. He did, but Brad complained, saying it was only halfway, and just a little further would make it all the more convincing. At this point I further understood why my wife hated him so, and shared her sentiments entirely. I guess in an attempt to loosen her up the big marine began moving the red stick in and out. He gradually moved it faster and I could hear Beth begin to grunt. Even though her grunts sounded very sexual, I convinced myself otherwise. The marine announced he was making progress, and he had. It only took a minute of fucking it to spike it nine inches deep. She asked for the picture to be taken quickly, and Brad told her she was doing great and looked fantastic. The movie ended there, and left me masturbating fiercely as my heart ripped in two.
"Is it everything you hoped for?"
I almost fell out of my seat at the sound of her voice. I struggled to simultaneously pull up my pants and close the Window's Media Player before she could see. Unfortunately one of the images was open, and I knew her question was in regards to that. I finally found the nerve to face her, but speaking was out of the question.
"Actually I should be relieved," she laughed, walking towards me. "I was only ninety-nine percent sure you'd set this up, so I'm glad to know some old perverts aren't staring at those right now."
I still couldn't speak.
"You haven't answered––are they everything you hoped for?"
I managed a guilty smile.
"The minute Brad told me I'd be tied up so guys could stick things in my hiney, I knew you were behind it. I'm not stupid."
"I know you're not stupid."
"Oh, you can speak now? So then, is it everything you hoped for?"
At this point I wanted to tell her no, I had no intention of them actually penetrating her privates, but then I feared she might slip into a serious funk knowing Brad took advantage of her.
"It's hot enough."
Her eyes narrowed. "So now what?"
I rolled my eyes towards the bedroom, figuring it would be the quickest way out of my predicament.
"I figured as much."
Inside our bedroom I undressed my wife and brought out the belts. Having just been revealed for my part in her humiliation I felt in heinous violation of her trust, but the images it produced left me turned on enough to proceed. I slid the belt along her tummy and she moaned. I then grabbed her face and stared her straight in the eye. She smiled but couldn't take it, turning around and placing her hands behind her back for me to restrain. As I ran the belt around her wrists, I wondered who the fuck this compliant bitch was, because the spitfire I loved had completely withdrawn. This slut wanted my dick and nothing more. This slut gave up her ass for two complete strangers. Maybe I couldn't look her in the eye, but I could fuck her––that much I could certainly do.
I replayed the movie in my mind as I nailed her bent over frame. She just took it as Brad spoke in my skull, complaining until she took it nine inches deep. And then I slammed her faster to a speedy tempo replaying of the marine jamming the stick in and out of her ass. I reached forward and removed the belts from her wrists––there was no need to restrain her. She let a guy shove a stick of dynamite up her ass. She was a slut, so why restrain a willing slut? Gaddammit, how could she let them do that to her!
I was coming apart at the seams. I was a train wreck crashing through her tunnel. Anger weighed heavy on my forehead, love trembled in my hands, and passion pulsed through my cock. It didn't take long for me to climax, and I came so hard and fast I almost fell on top of her.
I scooped her into my arms and crushed her tightly against me. She cooed and curled up along my chest. "I'm numb. I want to stay numb like this forever." She wasn't numb, she was going through hell––I could feel it.
When I was eight my dad cut a branch off our walnut tree and I found a monarch cocoon stuck to the gnarled bark. I thought it was beautiful, until I realized it wasn't empty. The caterpillar spun a cocoon so strong and safe the butterfly inside never escaped it. The same incomprehensible sadness I felt then crept up on me as I held Beth, but I forced it down until she fell asleep in my arms.
I once believed we'd found something totally our own. I once believed our obsessions were compatible and generated an excitement I'd never known existed. I'd believed we had something that we'd never share with another soul. I was wrong, our obsessions were destroyer her.
The next morning before I headed off to work I stood over her prone body. Asleep she appeared her old self. I loved her. I needed her. I couldn't lose her. It seemed almost cruel to mention the million dollars now. I needed to reach her some how, but not that. I shook her until she rolled over and stared up annoyed.
"I promise you, I'm sorry."
She rolled back without responding. I hesitated for several minutes, and then climbed back in bed with her. I kissed her neck until she finally turned to face me again, and then I planted one on her gorgeous lips.

***Over the next three days I treated her like a queen, making gentle passionate love to her. The belts stayed in the drawer, just laying with her was erotic enough.
I came home on Thursday to find she'd cooked a meal and set the table. As we ate she announced her decision to quit modeling. Part of me wanted to convince her not to, the part that craved seeing her beautiful body exposed to the world, but I knew her decision was the right one. She was happier than I'd seen in weeks, and her glorious, blue, poet's eyes were emerging day by day.
Then, as luck would have it, I had to do a quick weekend trip to oversee delivery and close payment on a ten-meter Cabin Cruiser in Mexico. Everything was cool between Beth and I, however, so I didn't worry for a second I'd come home to a burning trashcan full of clothes.
I arrived in Puerto Vallarta on Friday night, and tried to get in touch with her after checking into my room, but she never picked up. I tried several more times, and I assumed she'd gone out and couldn't hear her cell, and if that was the case, good for her. Still, I can't say it didn't leave me slightly concerned.
When I failed to reach her all day Saturday and then again on Saturday night, I knew something was wrong. On Sunday morning I popped open a Corona and stared at the row of palms between my hotel and the ocean, and then spit out my first sip when her sister finally answered, and confirmed Beth was there. Relief and beer poured over me, until her sister started to give me hell for the photo shoot I'd set up. My brain dumped all plausible explanations as to why Beth would tell her about that, and none of them made sense, but the shame of it was huge, and I sat in silence as her sister repeated, "How could you? How could you do that to her?" I then repeatedly asked her to put Beth on the phone, raising my voice every time I said it until her sister finally hung up. She altogether stopped answering my calls after that.
I tried to make sense of it, things had been bad, but everything was fine when I left. I never felt like I'd truly paid my dues for setting her up, but it wasn't like Beth to run to her sister.
When I arrived home Monday afternoon I called her sister one last time, and left her a massage that I would be heading to her place in one hour, and would talk to Beth one way or another. She called me back five-minutes later, and this time I immediately apologized and quickly explained I'd fucked up but intended to fix it.
"If that's the case, then why dear god did you have her do it again? Do you have any idea what a complete mess she is right now?"
"Fuck, just please let me speak to her."
"She doesn't want to. And I wouldn't let her even if she did! DO NOT COME OVER HERE!" She hung up before I could get in another word.
I took several deep breaths as our conversation echoed in my brain. She'd asked me why I'd done it again, what did that mean? What had Beth told her? I pulled a beer out of the fridge and held it to my forehead. It struck me then––a sick possibility too fucked up to even think about. I pulled my phone out so fast I dropped it on the floor. My hands were shaking as I picked it up and called back. I left a message about there being a mistake––I just needed to know one thing and to please call me. I then sat motionless at our dining table until I jerked forwards and threw my beer against the wall.
When her sister finally rang, I tried as hard as I could to sound calm. My one question was, "When––when had Beth modeled for this shoot." Her answer was Saturday––the same day I arrived in Mexico, and a dagger plunged into my chest.
"It wasn't me! Tell Beth right now. Tell her it wasn't me."
Beth nosily took hold of the phone, sobbing something awful. "Just leave me alone!"
"Beth, listen, it wasn't me. I didn't set up a second shoot, I swear to-"
It was too late, she'd already hung up while shrieking the most wretched sob I've heard in my miserable, fucked-up life.
Goddammit!
A half-hour later she called back. I never answered. I couldn't bear to hear what happened, and I didn't know where to begin picking up the shattered pieces of our life.
It was dark outside when I finally picked up my phone again and dialed. I didn't expect him to be home, but he answered. He asked what was up, and after pausing I asked if my clients had contacted him for another photo shoot. He answered yes, and I then grumbled how it was funny since they didn't know who the fuck he was.
OK dude, I looked up your client. Those old guys wouldn't ask for the kind of work you wanted, so I looked you up."
"Is that so?"
"I get it, sort of. Bethany's your wife, dude. I ain't judging, I'm just doing what I'm paid to do."
"So who was your client on Saturday?"
"That's not your business, is it? And it doesn't matter, because I pay my models and it's all under contract."
"is it? Is it?"
"Yeah, it is. Look man, I think you got me all wrong. Or do you just want a copy, is that it?"
I still wasn't sure exactly what happened, and that's the only reason I didn't scream into my phone and managed a calm silent response.
"You don't have to say it, I know it's hard. Look, I'll put them up for FTP tomorrow and email you a link and password. Cool?"
"Yeah," I mumbled, not feeling cool about it in the slightest.
"Alright then, fucking enjoy, dude! I know I did!"
I got off the phone and held it in my hand, staring at its dead screen. I don't know why, maybe I hoped Beth would call and tell me it was all a joke. I then picked up the broken beer bottle and washed the shiny brown drips off the wall. I never could dwell on problems I couldn't solve, always turning away to face the ones I could. So even though my marriage teetered on a cliff, I found myself focusing on Brad. My hands closed into a fist. The pictures would never make it to his FTP, that much I could ensure.
It had to be near eleven as I stared up at Brad's small balcony jutting from the second story. I took hold of the iron fence surrounding the lower unit and pulled myself upwards. I wedged my Reebok sideways in between the iron posts and placed my weight on the top cross bar as I grabbed the cement base to his balcony. A dim light became visible from inside his apartment as I steadily raised myself up the metal railing.
I knew it was crazy, but it was beyond me to stop. The clouds parted before me, the world cast a blind eye, and righteous indignation guided me inside.
The kitchen light was on, but no sign of Brad. I headed towards his computer and stopped when I heard him in the bedroom. He had company––extremely fuckable company from the sound of it. I heard the bed thump and Brad shout out, Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah!" Jesus was he giving her some.
I stopped staring at the bedroom door, confident he wouldn't hear me with all that going on, and took a seat behind his desk. His photo directory sat smack dab in the middle of his desk top. The images from the job I'd orchestrated we're labeled with a date, so I found and deleted them quickly. Finding the ones from Saturday, however, meant opening each directory and waiting for the thumbnail images to load. Slowing me down was the fact about fifty folders lived in that single directory.
The noise from the other room increased, with the girl grunting like she had something plugging her mouth. A loud spank followed, and Brad shouted, "Oh that's it, that's the ass I love." Whoever belonged to that ass must have loved him back, because that ass took a devout pounding. It actually got to me, like overhearing a porno and imagining what position could produce such a wet squishy sound. It even caused my dick stiffened up right as a row of thumbs loaded showing Bethany naked from behind.
I knew the photos existed, yet I must've held on to some stupid notion I'd gotten it all wrong––a grave misunderstanding straight out of some romantic sit-com, but there was no denying the truth now, and the evidence hurt. I slowly scrolled down to the next row as it loaded. One of the Marines from the last shoot had returned, but this time he wore painter pants and using a brush painted his palm blue. Another row of thumbs and a blue hand print appeared tucked into the hem of Beth's jeans.
I heard a loud thump from the other room, and the shuffle of feet. I froze, remembering where I was. Brad's voice then asked if she was OK. Apparently he'd accidentally fucked her so hard she fell off the bed. "Sorry, babe," he laughed, "I just couldn't get enough. Your pussy's smoldering! There we go, now we're back in business." The bed then shook and their bodies clapped together once more.
Their activities caused a full on erection even as I confronted the pictures of my wife about to be taken by another man. I needed a heavy dose of reality to get my mind off the slut in the other room, so I scrolled down quickly through the numerous rows of loading thumbs, and double clicked on one at random. The picture viewer popped open and displayed a hi-res image of my wife's thighs. On each was a bright blue hand print as if they'd parted her legs.
My dick stayed hard.
In frustration I closed the picture viewer. I would've smashed the monitor had I not entered illegally.
Without realizing what I was doing, I opened another image, and felt a blow to my stomach as it showed a red print across her ass, slightly spattered and obviously from a spank.
I popped open several more, and several more hand prints in various colors appeared. She had one over her tit with the fingers pinching her nipples. Another showed the fingers along the top of her pubic hair, so the palm had to be resting on her privates. Soon she was covered in them, they'd explored everywhere, and left an artful documentation of their journey. Before I knew it, I'd reached the end, and felt an odd sense of relief. I thought they were going to fuck her––I thought I'd see strange dicks driving into my wife's snatch––but instead I stared at Brad's attempt at near tasteful art. They were almost respectful. I felt my love for Beth return ten-fold. This wasn't nearly as bad as the shoot I'd arranged. I could live with this as long as she could. But that was the thing, she clearly couldn't. And even if she thought it was at my request, I didn't understand why she'd agreed to pose for the pictures knowing she'd leave me for it afterwards.
I quickly went back to a shot where Brad caught her laughing. She bent over slightly as the guy pressed his palms onto her back, making hand prints resembling angle wings. She actually appeared to be having fun––maybe even behaving a little flirty. So could it be Beth got off on all this? Had she agreed to the shoot because she secretly craved the testosterone infused attention her unchaste behavior brought on? And maybe the anger that precipitated our recent sex life didn't come about until later, after her initial excitement died down? But I was gone––her husband wasn't around to give her the one thing that always sorted her out––our little game of bondage. So she instead ran to her sister for support.
Fuck! If that's what happened I knew I could fix our marriage. I could win her back––I had to.
I deleted the last set of images from Brad's computer and pocketed several memory cards sitting on his desk. I seriously doubted he'd backed up his work beyond that.
Then I noticed a flashing icon on the tool shelf. A bright red dot pulsed next to the active folder, and as I moused over it a small movie viewer revealed an armature porno. It then dawned on me it wasn't a movie being played––it was a movie being recorded. Brad and his lady friend in the next room were on camera.
I expanded the window to full screen and watched the two of them going at it like animals. She was blind folded and gagged with thick strips of velvet. They were both sweaty messes, and must have been going at it at it for quite some time. I was fairly certain the girl was unaware every inch of her naked body was being recorded, but what did she expect climbing into bed with a douche like Brad.
He had her on her back, her legs over his arms as he rocked forwards and pushed in. Being able to see them offered an element of romance which sound alone failed to betray. He caressed her stomach and planted kisses along her calf. I had to hand it to him, she was pretty fucking cute, probably a model like Beth, so there must be something to the guy if he can bed and pleasure a smoking hot chick like her.
She grabbed his biceps and pulled, encouraging him to give her more of his dick. Wow, she wasn't just hot, she was also a little slutty.
To think, I came there worried my wife had cheated on me and instead found a front row seat to some other hot chick getting the high hard one. I decided to celebrate by slipping my hand down my pants and stroking my hardon.
Brad let her legs fall to either side, then began squeezing her tits together. They inflated against one another with her nipples going cross-eyed. His lips sealed around one areola and then around the other. He mashed her tits closer together still, darting his tongue left and right, from one supple button to the next. They glowed scarlet red, and he practically devoured her entire right tit into his mouth. His right hand traveled to her pussy, and splayed the lips apart as his dick continued to slide inside. Her fingers tore across his back, and she moaned against her velvet gag. The little slut loved it!



Hooking a finger under her gag he tore it away, and planted a kiss on her freed mouth. Her head rose off the bed, her lips staying with his and their mouths aggressively forming to one another. I didn't watch two lovers, only lust transferred between them, and it was sexy as hell. It reminded me of Beth and I engaged in our bondage, where love took a backseat to our pure animal instincts. We exorcised our demons and nothing more. Brad and his fuck-toy were no different-––they were together for the sake of getting off, and I doubted any friendship existed beyond that.
Eventually he flipped her over and took that luscious ass from behind, and I had a view of her ass for the first time. I had to admit, that ass of hers rivaled My wife's. In fact, I almost had to wonder if Beth's ass didn't have a doppelganger. And for Brad's part, I now had a good view of his cock, and fuck-me if that bastard didn't have at least ten inches of lady-pleaser poking into her. No wonder that slut writhed in heavenly bliss.
I stroked myself hard, watching him take a firm grip on her cheeks and force their bodies together with a harsh smack. He continued delivering solid meaty pumps, and flat out dominated the gorgeous girl naive enough to climb into bed with his huge cock.
He then removed the strip of velvet he'd used to gag her and fastened her wrist together tightly. With her arms tied behind her back, her face dropped to the bed, leaving her ass high in the air and at the mercy of her overzealous, demanding partner. Her ragged breath and hoarse moans emphasized again they'd been at it for some time.
I stroked myself harder still, watching him slam his meat home, again and again, as muscles carved ridges into his back and thighs. Her butt was in constant motion, the recipient of a brutal hammering. God was he ever sticking it to her. Until right then, tied up and facing down was a position belonging only to Beth and I, but witnessing another couple engage in the rough play was every bit as exhilarating, and I found myself about to come.
A sound at the front door reminded me in flash where I sat. Without even pulling my pants up, I raced for the balcony and flattened against the outside wall beside the sliding door. I heard the door open and close, and man's voice call out for Brad.
"Dude, I got you the blue Gatorade. There's one for her, too."
I carefully peeked between the door frame and the vertical blinds. He pulled the bottles out of a plastic bag. "And for me..." Out came a box of Trojan condoms that he set beside the bottles. He carried the three items towards the bedroom, but stopped when he spotted the monitor and the two of going at it in the other room.
"Oh shit!',he said to the monitor, "Couldn't wait, huh? You are one nasty girl! You are one fine-ass girl!" He tapped the monitor with the box of condoms. "I can't wait to dip into you." He then turned around, grabbed his crotch, and headed for the bedroom while shouting, "Time to know what a real man feels like, sweet-stuff!"
I had to fight back laughter. Making a bold statement like that could only mean he hadn't seen the size of Brad's cock. Hell, I know I wouldn't suffer the humiliation of banging a chick fresh off the Bowing 747 of boners.
The guy entered the bedroom and shut the door, granting me an opportunity to split. But my curiosity got the best of me––I had to see if the girl in there planned on servicing two at a time. Could she possibly be that wild?
I quietly made my way back to the computer, where I saw the guy gingerly cradle her chin on a curled knuckle. Her velvet blindfold and wrist straps remained on. Brad had given her pussy a break, and sat haunches to heels behind her, guzzling the blue Gatorade. Standing before her the new guy stared directly into her face and asked if she even knew who he was.
She slyly smiled. "I have a pretty good idea." Her words came slow and her voice crackled some, as if stoned. "But if you actually brought the Gatorade then you're the man I love most in the world."
"You'll love me even more once my pants are off."
He then poured the blue contents into her mouth, careful not to spill any on the bed. Her stretched throat rose and fell, drinking small sips until he began to tip the bottle higher, at which point she had to struggle to gulp it fast enough. He was just cruel enough to make it sexy.
About a third of the bottle was gone when he set it on the floor and quietly pulled down his baggy shorts. His dick loomed in front of her face, threatening to bump against it. Blindfolded she had no idea what confronted her––the guy was seriously hung. He had at least an inch on Brad, and my total respect.
"I got some more Gatorade ready, sweet-stuff." His cock gently pressed against her lips.
She smiled, knowing exactly where this was going. "Gatorade, huh?"
"Yup, a new flavor, it's called Purple Helmet Gatorade."
His dick circled her lips, making her giggle. Finally she stuck out her tongue, and the head of his cock came to rest on it. He slowly fed more cock into her mouth, until she finally realized Purple Helmet Gatorade was a super-sized beverage and pulled off. "Oh my god, that isn't even funny. You're huge! There's no way!"
"Come on." He tapped it to her lips again. "I bet you'll surprise yourself if you just give it a try. I mean, I never pegged you as a shrinking violet."
"Shrinking violet," she echoed amusedly, and accepted the challenge by opening her mouth to take in the monster.
Brad shook his head, impressed. "Man I'm getting a serious workout. We should market this ass to gym junkies." He tapped the Gatorade to her butt in toasting fashion. "Advertise it like Total Gym, except we'd call it Total Ass." Taking on an announcer's voice, he continued, "Wanna stay in shape? All you have to do is spend one hour a day fucking Total Ass and unload those unwanted pounds."
Laughing, the other guy added a tag line. "Don't wait, unload with Total Ass today!"
Brad set down the Gatorade and laid a hand on her ass like a car salesman selling a Farrai "And Total Ass is easy to use. Just shove your dick in.," he positioned his cock at the opening of her pussy, and pushed inside her, "and then do what comes natural." He began to bang the girl again, jumping right back into the raucous rhythm they shared before. "And by natural, I mean fuck Total Ass until your balls run dry, and watch the muscles grow."
"I'm watching my muscle grow right now."
She pulled her face away from the guy's crotch to laugh. "You guys are the total asses!"
"Yeah yeah," Brad's friend scoffed, as he ushered her head forwards again and popped his dick back down her throat. "Now that's nice, that's nice, that's oh so nice!"
At this point the girl was really sucking on cock. She opened wide and sealed her lips around his shaft, hollowing her cheeks and widening her throat. Slowly her lips climbed upwards, like a lumberjack scaling a tree using climbing spurs and straps. She lowered back down just as slow, and when I expected her to stop, when her throat couldn't possibly accept anymore cock, she continued, noisily cramming the monster in, like the last inch was the only one that mattered.
Meanwhile, Brad took it up to eleven on his 'Total Ass", dripping sweat profusely onto her sheen skin. His long wet locks swung like seaweed and his wide chest heaving and glinting like a basted turkey. He showed signs of fatigue, but instead of easing up, he leaned forwards, grabbed her shoulders with his elbows resting on her back, hung his head so that his hair pooled between her shoulder blades, threw one leg forwards, and let his hips get back to business. And fuck he did, his pelvis thrashed her juicy butt, bouncing it forwards until it rebounded off his raised left thigh.
She issued the sweetest sexed up vibrato as she was pumped from both ends. Their strokes arrived at the same time, compressing her like an accordion. They did her like that for several minutes, and I thought the poor thing was about to get a break when they stopped to wipe off their sweaty faces, but then they switched places and her punishment continued.
I whacked off like mad as Brad's friend wailed on her mercilessly, ramming in ten-plus inches of rifle up to its shoulder stock. I'd never witnessed such determined teamwork. In unison the guys made sure her cup runith over with cock, and her wet pussy and mouth swallowed up every inch with whorish greed.
Her lips released the spongy head, and she leaned her face against Brad's thigh. Even though her eyes were hiding under a blindfold, I knew she was coming, and the way she twitched and whimpered her skin must have been crawling with ecstasy from head to toe. Just watching her made my own skin tingle.
Brad's friend kept slamming her pussy, which prolonged her orgasm for a ridiculous length of time. With his dick driving into her full bore, she grunted, "Uh, uh, uh." like some wild animal running for its life. She was possessed by the sensations brought on by being taken so fully, and shook her head in a desperate attempt to regain her senses.
The sight of her getting off pushed Brad over the edge, who frantically reinserted himself into her mouth and fed her his gooey deposit. I diverted my eyes away from the screen in a moment of descending shame––it was bad enough she swallowed one man's come as a second pounded her pussy, she certainly didn't need a third man peeping in on it. That's when I noticed it––draped over a crate full of studio lights––the green vinyl jacket I'd given Beth. The same jacket I'd hidden the handcuffs in and salvaged out of the pile of clothes next to the smoldering trashcan. As reality caught up to me, the smell of petrol burning haunted my head again.
I stepped towards it as I shoved my dick back into my pants. It took a moment for the anger to hit. First I recoiled at my own naive stupidity. Even as I marveled over how much the girl behind the blindfold looked like Beth, I never once entertained my wife could be in there getting the fuck of her life.
I stood over the jacket, and then shifted my gaze towards the folded-up tripod lying beside it. Through the door to the bedroom I heard Brad proudly inquire, "What would your husband think of his little wifey swallowing up another man's come?"
As I marched towards the door with the tripod in hand, I decided to answer his question myself.

***Catalina broke through the fog, appearing as a rulered grey line on the starboard horizon. Lady Starlight was a fifty-foot super sport and cut the waves beautifully. The weather hadn't cooperated with my weekend plans but her maiden voyage couldn't wait.
Despite the fog and choppy waters, the endless spans of sea liberated my passion for life. There were times during the last six months when I couldn't close my eyes without seeing the devil standing before me, holding out his palm, poised to collect. I faced serious jail time, and that's enough to make any man long for a boat ride.
Both the boat and my freedom didn't come cheap. Getting clocked in the mouth with a folded up tripod with its flower shaped knob jutting out like the head of a hammer, left Brad with a new face. His friend got out with several stitches, but the left side of Brad's check suffered nerve damage and drooped ever so slightly. When he appeared in court I couldn't except I'd done that to a man. The guilt almost killed me.
I have my boss Parker to thank for showing up at my house and insisting I spend my money to hire his family lawyer. I paid through the nose, but it bought me a not guilty verdict. And when Brad sued me, Parker showed again, telling me to make this thing go away and he'd bump me to partner in his business. Once again his family lawyer owned the courtroom and Brad barely got enough to cover his legal fees. And parker's lawyer gave me more than freedom––he gave me peace of mind, when at our last meeting he confided I was the easiest win he'd had in a good long while. All he had to do was sell the truth.
As Lady Starlight cleared the crest of a steep wave, Beth braced herself in the cabin doorway, then stepped out onto the deck and stared up at me as I spun the wheel back towards Catalina.
"Any sign of the sun?"
"She's thinking about it. Half an hour tops and these clouds will burn off."
She climbed the stairs to where I stood at the helm. Her green vinyl jacket was unbuttoned to reveal the one piece bathing suit with a pattern like butterfly wings. The jacket dropped to the deck as she stepped forwards and dug her fingers and thumbs into my shoulders and pressed her warm tummy and breasts along my back, lighting my body with smooth tranquility. For a moment I closed my eyes to see not the tumultuous ocean but a small agitated pond, and her touch calmed the surface until it revealed my own reflection. When the water became as still as glass a figure floated behind me, and it was Beth.
We'd endured a tough year, not every detail of our sex life was exposed in court but enough for me to expect a woman of Beth's caliber and numerous options to leave her embarrassing marriage behind. Surprisingly, however, she hung in. In his summary my lawyer explained my actions as defending my wife's honor, and how I'd risked everything to win her back safe and sound. Maybe his defense was as he'd said––just a straight line of truth.
As her arms locked around by chest and her cheek fell against my shoulder, I thought of a man less fortunate than me. He, perhaps more than anyone else, helped me to stop second guessing myself and get on with my life. He was the husband of the woman Brad and his friend ravaged the night I bashed their faces in. I had recognized Beth's jacket folded on the box of lights, but it was left there the prior day, from the shoot. The husband of the woman showed up in court, alone, and thanked me for what I'd done. On the stand he swore it would've been a whole lot worse had he found them. The remark was stricken from the court's records but remains forever with me.
"Smell that? There's two margaritas with our names on them waiting for us at Two Harbors."
"Margaritas? Didn't you pack half a case of wine?"
"Those are rations. God forbid we get lost at sea without wine."
"That's our rations––wine?"
"That and a pair of handcuffs."
She gave me a spank, and then returned her head onto my shoulder.
A strong beam of sunshine graced the distant cliff side ahead of us and I recognized its Northern slope as the way to Two Harbors.
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The California sun had cleared the hill leading down to Bodega Bay, and I moved my bare feet into a white, warm patch of sand. I brought a cup of instant coffee to my lips, eased back in a folding chair, and took in the sight of my wife rolling over in the chaise lounge across from me, her top undone.
It was only ten-thirty, but after reports of a cloudy afternoon, Kelly intended to soak up the sun while it lasted. As she settled on her back, I mentally fondled her gorgeous C-cups and cute tiny nipples, vividly exposed in the angled light. And then she startled me by sleepily saying, "Hon, keep an eye out for our neighbor."
We'd briefly met the guy camped beside us after we'd unloaded our gear the evening before. For the most part our camping site was enclosed from the beach and the small walking trail leading down to it by a natural line of sagebrush and small trees, but nothing separated our site from his––they were practically conjoined. We'd exchanged a friendly hello, but it turned dark by the time we had our tent up, and by then he'd already ducked inside his for the night.
I suspected he was up and somewhere on the beach as Kelly lay topless, but kept an eye on his tent door just in case. A group of seagulls gathered noisily on the other side of the sagebrush, as my eyes wandered back to Kelly's bare breasts. She'd rubbed on sunscreen, which caused her nipples to sparkle with pin pricks of sunlight. That's when I looked up to discover our neighbor had returned from the beach.
"Uh, Kelly, we have company."
She quickly draped her bikini top over her chest, sandwiching it between her tits and forearms.
The guy set down a bucket with fins and a spear gun inside, the kind of simple spear propelled by a rubber tube sling. "No worries, forget I'm here."
He wore the bottom half of a wetsuit with the top flipped down behind him. He had a broad, muscular, hairy chest and equally strong legs and arms––a swimmer's physique.
"I'm so embarrassed. That was totally rude of me."
He shook the water from his black hair and pulled it back into long spiral locks. He then presented us with a white full smile. Hey, it's your vacation. Go ahead, forget I'm here."
I pointed at the bucket. "You spear anything?"
"Not this morning, but it was the same yesterday––dead in the morning and then pegged a huge Bonita late in the afternoon."
Kelly sat up, still covering her tits with her arms. "You caught it with a spear?"
"Yep! Nailed it right through the back!"
"How big?"
He held out his hands, indicating a length of roughly two feet.
"And you were swimming in the water with it?"
Most girl's as beautiful as my wife have developed a little ice in their gaze to ward off predictors, but not Kelly. Her eyebrows have a gentle arc, granting a kind sympathetic expression, like she's hanging on your every word, and her eyes are so wide, blue, and inviting, they embolden every guy she meets. And when she's truly fascinated, and she was, her eyes grow so big she appears flat out gullible.
"That's nothing, I could've speared a six-foot nurse shark moving along the sea floor, but I wasn't that hungry."
"You did not see a shark!"
He laughed.
"Please tell her you're kidding or I'll never get her to snorkel."
"Alright, alright, I didn't cross any sharks, but last year I saw a Moray Eel as long as my arm, and those suckers are nasty."
He slid his wetsuit down his legs, revealing his red Speedos and a bulge that looked like he might've trapped an eel in his shorts. Kelly's eyes momentarily went from gullible to spell bound before looking away so fast her ponytail swung around her face. At this point he introduced himself as Jerry, and I shook his hand. My wife did the same, freeing one arm from her chest to grab his.
"We planned to do a little snorkeling ourselves, except our friend's got our gear and he's been held up a day."
"Bummer." His eyes formed a kind sheen as he turned towards Kelly. "I got a pair of fins hanging around that used to be my ex-girlfriend's." He grabbed the spear out of his bucket and pointed towards his domed tent. "You're more than welcome to them. They're just sitting in a bag. I keep forgetting to unpack them."
Surprisingly she declined. Normally Kelly bends over backwards to make new friends, so I immediately suspected something was up with her. I coyly looked him over as she might. His body was extremely well defined and his tan was so deep he seemed a natural part of the beach habitat. But at the same time he came off worldly and wise. And there was no missing that bulge, which made even me feel a bit awkward.
"Well, the fins are here if you change your mind."
"So what happened to the girlfriend, if you don't mind me asking?"
His face twisted up some, and he jerked it forwards, so his hair fell in front of his eyes like a crazy man. "Don't worry,I didn't spear her."
"Ha! Fair enough, I'm being rude."
"Naw." He combed his hair behind his ears again. "She was a bit too young." He softly nodded his head, reassuring himself she was indeed too young. "And a bit too unbalanced. Really I'm amazed we lasted a full year. She was twenty-one––just a kid."
He had to be ten years older than my wife, at least forty, so Kelly snorted a laugh when she heard the age difference.
"Hey, do you know any thirty-nine-year-old women willing to drive up and down the coast and live out of a tent for weeks at a time? And just so you know, an experienced man in his prime and an adventurous young girl..." His white teeth lined up in devilish formation. "Some aspects of our relationship made putting up with Arcade Fire and Geisha faced Jack White a whole lot easier."
"Awwww, I love Jack White."
"He's alright. But maybe for my fortieth I'll treat myself to a forty-year-old who likes Sublime."
"A forty-year-old! Don't get ahead of yourself, Jerry, maybe start with a thirty-year-old who can afford her own fins."
I don't think her sarcastic kidding was meant to highlight her age, but the coincidence wasn't lost on Jerry, who pointed his spear in her direction and winked. Kelly reddened when she caught on, and then curled her finger at me to come over to her side. She flipped back the strings on her bikini, indicating she'd like me to tie them, which I did. As the fabric straightened out over her breasts, her nipples made a slightly more prominent stance against the stretchy material than usual. Kelly loves attention, she's a huge flirt, and I was definitely witnessing straight up hot-guy on hot-girl chemistry in action.
Just as I was starting to feel like a third wheel, Kelly announced, "Ali, we should take a little walk. If we don't I'll end up lying here all day." I helped her up, and she said to Jerry, "Nice meeting you."
He laid his wetsuit out over a huge smooth log next to the fire pit. "Yeah, you too."
"See you in a few, neighbor," I said, waving as we left and feeling my wife's grip tighten on my other hand. I had no idea what was wrong, but she was submerging something in a quiet pool of tension.
***
Kelly and I mostly hiked the rest of the day, first along the ocean stained shoreline and then over rocks that resembled pitted asteroids and housed tiny tide pools. After that we took a short drive into Sebastopol to explore the streets in search of a restaurant. The town was quaint, lots of slated wood beach houses and colonial style shops selling folk art and souvenirs. It felt like cheating being inside a shop looking for a pair of sunglasses when our plans were to rough it in a tent, but I'd received a text from Fenton saying he'd be a day late, and that meant our food would be a day late, as well.
Fenton was my boss's brother-in-law and invited me camping when my boss backed out of the plans due to an allergy flare up, or so he said. When my boss told me I should go in his place, I used Kelly as an excuse to get out of it, but Fenton insisted I bring her along. I'd only met Fenton that month and the whole arrangement felt a little sudden, but Kelly seemed excited to go when I called her, and so that was that, we'd driven to the campgrounds that Friday, yesterday.
Our search for food in Fenton's absence led us to a small Italian restaurant with a green awning, twinkling lights and plastic grapevines framing the windows, and a tiled checkered floor inside. We ended up having about three glasses of wine each, which embolden me to ask the burning question.
"So why have we dodged Jerry all day."
"I didn't realize we had?"
"We haven't spent more than forty-five minutes at camp."
"It's boring at camp."
"No, you've been extremely nervous whenever we're there. And when he showed up again you practically dragged me into town."
She gave her wine glass a flick, making the red liquid ripple inwards. "If you must know, he kinda gives me the creeps, OK?"
"Not the creeps––I've seen you creeped out by someone, and there's nothing creepy about Jerry."
"Well he didn't look at you like your clothes were transparent."
I laughed, thinking back on the morning. "What clothes?"
"Very funny, mister, but seriously, he's too intense."
"He'sintense? Weren'tyouthe one who cut to the chase about his ex-girlfriend this morning?"
She flicked her wine glass again before gifting me her full attention. "What are you doing, Ali?"
"I just find it odd, that's all."
"No, you're trying to nudge me into feelings I don't want to have."
"What are you talking about?"
"Aaron, Seth, Scottie!"
The three glasses of wine had an affect on her speaking volume, and so I shut up before everyone in the restaurant became privy to our kinkiest drama. But her point was clear, and to be honest, I couldn't deny it. When other men drool over my wife it simply reminds me of what an awesomely fine woman I have on my arm. But there's been a few times when a guy did more than drool, and pursued her to the point her legs were spread while his dick made a deposit deep inside her little married nook, and for my part I'd done nothing to stop it––quite the opposite, in fact.
The temperature dropped at least twenty degrees by the time we'd parked in the lot and walked back towards the beach, and we leaned into a wind that cut straight through her thin sweat shirt. We kept a brisk pace as I massaged her shoulders and she wrapped her arms tightly around herself. We reached the dark gravel road to our campsite and hiked up the small hill to see a shimmering path of moonlight leading up to a full moon bathing on the endless pitch-black horizon. The shear magic of it inspired me to tease, "Kind of romantic. Think Jerry missed us?"
"Don't start again! It's cold, can we please just get back to the tent."
"Hey, look at that." From the top of the little hill we could see a campfire burning, and it had to be coming from Jerry's campsite.
"Is that Jerry?"
"Looks like he's trying to warm things up for you."
"Would you stop already!" She tried to sound mad, but a giggle got in the way.
When we reached our tent we discovered the sage brush sheltered the area from the wind. Jerry played his guitar by firelight with a quarter full bottle of Patron beside his sandy feet. It was hard not to feel like we were intruding on his peaceful evening alone, but he insisted we join him. I motioned with my head towards the fire, and Kelly, knowing what kind of mood I was in, narrowed her eyes at me and respectfully accepted. "I'm pretty tired and we don't want to keep Jerry up, so only for a minute."
We took a seat on a smooth log and Jerry immediately offered us a plastic cup with a hit of tequila inside. He told us about nearly spearing a bass, while the fire flared up and Kelly slipped off her sweatshirt, leaving her in a tight fitting tee and a stretchy short skirt. Jerry sat across from us, meaning my wife's knees had to kiss each other in order to keep the color of her underwear secret. One more round of tequila went down, and Kelly's head came to rest on my shoulder.
Jerry set another log on the fire while telling me about his time in the Philippines, and then poured a third shot as I told him about the river rafting trip Kelly and I went on before we married. It bothered me I had to go back so far in our relationship for a good story, and I kissed her forehead, wishing I could give her the life someone as extraordinary as her deserved. She then passively tapped the cup to my shoulder and downed the tequila. As the residual burn left her throat, she stared into the fire and unconsciously squeezed the cup until a white crease formed on either side.
I decided to ask if Jerry missed having his girlfriend along, knowing the conversation that followed would spark some interest in Kelly.
"I like company at times. Other times it's nice to be all by yourself––and that's a hard one to explain to your partner."
"I bet she was pretty," Kelly said, responding to the sadness in his voice that I heard as well.
"Yep! Cute with a fitness-junkie's body. Naturally cute. And I'm just now noticing she had the same sort of eyebrow thing going on as you, which I always liked."
"What?" She laughed. "What eyebrow thing?"
"Ha. Well, there's always some kind emotion happening up there. Graceful movement. They probably reveal a lot more than you intend."
I set my hand on her knee, drawing attention to the fact her knees had parted slightly, and she snapped them back together. Her head lifted off my shoulder and her eyebrows tightened as she told him how full of shit he was.
"Well, you're eyebrows are telling me I shouldn't argue with you, so I won't. But, Ali, am I lying?"
"Not at all."
She pinched my knee, the tickle forcing me to remove it from her fingers. "Weren't we having a conversation about Jerry's girlfriend?"
"Really there isn't anything more to say."
"Yeah there is," I interrupted. Something about Jerry, maybe just how easy going he was, made me feel like I could screw with him like a best friend. "You can explain how a cute, twenty-one-year-old fitness-junkie would hook up with an old fart like you."
Kelly's mouth dropped open and Jerry laughed.
"Only if you tell me how you pulled a smoking... Um, a fine... Uh, how you pulled a pretty woman like Kelly."
It was the first awkward moment he'd had, shuffling his language around out of respect for Kelly, and she giggled, "I'll tell you why a cute little twenty-one-year-old ended up with Jerry." Her eyes appeared glossy in the flickering light as she studied his face a moment. "Because he looks a lot like James Franco."
"I knew you were going to say that. And you're probably right, my girlfriend dragged me to all his movies."
Her eyelids settled halfway over her pupils and her lips curled into a smile, and whatever scampered through her head was far from innocent. "I don't blame her. James Franco's one of the only Hollywood hunkies who doesn't come off as an egomaniac. Especially considering his face is all over Glamour's top-ten most sexy lists. I mean, he's so down to earth, doesn't it seem like you could just hangout out with the guy?"
I rubbed her back consolingly. "You're telling me that when you dream of James Franco you're just hanging out together? You sure you're not dreaming about an Oscar worthy performance in his dressing trailer?"
"Oh my god. That's totally one of your dreams, not mine."
My blood froze. Kelly must have been drunker than I realized to allude to our kinky play. She recognized her boo-boo almost immediately, and curled her lips against her teeth and bit them shut.
Fortunately Jerry's mind was elsewhere. "Yeah, Franco would go for you, I could see that."
Suddenly eyes were on him. Whether he meant it or not, there was an implicationhe'dgo for Kelly. He finally poked at a log, which released a ribbon of embers along with a faint squeal, as Kelly continued to stare, dumbfounded. "What? You know you're pretty."
My wife shook her head in disbelief, forcing him to continue.
"OK, I didn't mean any disrespect. I've never been good at complimenting women, and that's all I was trying to do. You're pretty.Reallypretty."
She covered up her eyes and leaned back against me. "Now you're just fucking with me."
I decided to come to his rescue. "Kelly's better at giving compliments than receiving. And don't let her big innocent peepers fool you––she knows she's smoking hot."
Jerry's poise returned with a smug laugh and she punched me in the arm.
"This is so not fair. I'm not like that at all. You just have a one track mind."
"Don't we all." Jerry said, now coming to my rescue.
She let us sweat a moment before giving Jerry a wicked smile and sinking down off the log, seating herself closer to the fire. Goddamn she could behave sexily. Jerry and I followed her lead––the flames had thinned out and it felt good nearer to the heat. On the ground Kelly had to wrap her arms over her knees and keep her feet together to conceal her panties. Even still, I caught Jerry's eyes wandering there for a split second.
As the fire burned down into slithering bursts of light, she tapped the back of my calf and I took it to mean I needed to get up. I stood as she reached out a hand, and then I helped her up beside me.
"It's getting late. We should make a trip to the restrooms while I still have the walk in me."
After gathering our toothbrushes and flashlight, and thanking Jerry for the fire, I escorted her along the dark path to the bathrooms.
At the peak of the hill, with the black Pacific Ocean sparkling along the western border, Kelly stopped me and hugged her warm body against mine. We silently embraced for a few minutes, and I knew she was building up the courage to tell me something. I had a pretty good idea what, too, since her cheeks burned and her revealing eyebrows took on an alluring slant––a clear indicator she was drunk, horny and seriously ready to fuck.
I kissed her forehead and asked what was on her mind. She looked up at me, the moonlight electrifying her blue eyes. Her hand traveled from my back around to my crotch, but as I went to kiss her, she sprinted away from me.
She didn't make it five feet before I caught up and lifted her giggling body off the ground. My arms were around her butt and her legs around mine, which placed her breasts just under my face. I leaned her back and rolled my lips across a tee shirt covered nipple.
"OK," she finally said, "here it goes––if you really, really want something to happen between Jerry and me, then maybe I can work it out."
I froze a minute, and gently set her down. Obviously she was attracted to Jerry, but I hadn't expected it go further than kinky talk between her and me. It's not that I was mad, just surprised. For the past eighteen months she'd referred to her previous affairs as drunken mistakes.
Kelly is attracted to strong, handsome, confident men. If my gorgeous wife is talking to a guy, then without question he is the best looking, funniest, and most charming guy in the room. Unfortunately he often tends to be the biggest asshole, too, like Seth. Seth wasn't a bad guy, per se, just an extreme opportunist out for some balls to the wall fucking and armed with enough charm to make it happen. I know because I spied on them, and saw a lot more that night than she later confessed to during our naughty bedroom talks. I can only assume she wasn't exactly proud of losing control of herself with the arrogant prick. And then came a phone call two weeks later, where a very drunk Seth wanted to come by the house for another go. She told him it wasn't going to happen and wouldn't ever happen, but it still left her feeling cheap, and cheap is not at all how she views herself. After that she'd made it clear there'd be no other men between her married legs, and so I needed a moment to grapple with my pride over her sudden change of heart with Jerry.



"Did I say something wrong?"
"It's not that, you just caught me off guard."
"Oh. Well I just thought you wanted something to..."
"No, no, you're right. But what happened to 'never again'?"
She shrugged her shoulders with a mischievous smile. It was adorably sexy how she couldn't fully confess to wanting our ruggedly handsome neighbor. "Well? Should I say something to him?"
My mind flashed on her naked body pressed up against Jerry's, causing my neck to burn and my throat to constrict. It felt like dread and anger, and not the excited reaction our play had initially induced. Then I thought of my boss's brother-in-law joining us the following afternoon, and it intensified the tightness in my throat.
"This is tough. Fenton will be here tomorrow."
"And tonight?"
"It's still going to be weird when he does get here."
Her forehead softened and sunk with her eyebrows. It slowly rose again as she placed a hand on my less than inspired crotch. "Anything I can do to change your mind?"
"Yes, but don't."
Fenton was a weak excuse, and after a moments silence she started back towards the bathrooms. I couldn't tell if she was frustrated or confused, but coldness had settled on her. It settled on me as well, and I tried to privately deal with the unidentifiable anger creeping up on me.
At the bathroom she took her time cleaning up. Outside I listened to the waves and watched at least twenty moths flutter around the light above the doorway to the woman's bathroom. On the way back she unexpectedly stopped in the middle of the path. I turned around to see her standing with crossed arms and tilting her head so her blonde ponytail hung over her shoulder.
"You know what, you're mean!"
I laughed. "I'm mean?"
She began walking again. "Yeah––mean! All day long you keep pestering me about some guy, and then when I finally cave, you get jealous."
"Jealous! I may be a little jealous in my own special way, but you know that isn't it. It's Fenton." I could feel the heat build on my neck. It was more than Fenton, but I couldn't explain things beyond him. I didn't understand it myself. "I don't want to risk my job. You want to do this when he isn't around we can make a party of it."
"But he isn't around."
"Babe, not tonight."
She fell silent again, but clutched my hand when I took hers. She gave it a tight squeeze and placed her other hand around my bicep and her head on my shoulder as we kept walking. My neck cooled, but my throat continued to tighten.
At camp we found Jerry had retired into his tent where some kind of reading light glowed through the nylon fabric. Inside our tent Kelly disrobed, and I began to stroke down her back and rolled her earlobe between my lips. She stopped me before I took it any further, shaking her head and pointing in Jerry's direction. She whispered that it would be too embarrassing if he heard us. With the faint sounds of the ocean a hundred feet away, we could quietly perform without him knowing, so I knew she was full of it.
"Well, I want Aquaman to hear us. I want him to know I'm over here ravishing my wife."
She giggled, until the soft peak of my tongue circled her ear, and then she went, "Oooooo! OK, OK!" My thumb followed the ridge of her jaw all the way around and then back again. My lips moved to hers. They collided, crushing softly into one another.
"I love you so much!"
"I love you too!"
My hand slid to her nipple, the nylon sleeping bag whining as my arm brushed over it. My mouth joined my hand. I took in the delicate pink thimble using wet warm suction, and chased it around with my tongue. My humid breath quickly heated her tit, and I squeezed it, forcing the nipple further into my mouth. Her hand brushed into my hair, and then her other hand came up alongside my cheek, directing me back up for a kiss. My fingers went in the opposite direction, slipping down her belly, and then gingerly walked downwards until I felt the feathery tickle of pubic hair. Her hand traveled a similar path, ending with a grip on my throbbing cock. As she pulled the skin up towards the head, I felt blood gush into my dick, filling, stretching and hardening it. She stroked me faster, and my fingers found their way into the tender raw slice between her thighs. Her pussy was so soaked that several drips ran down my finger when the labia parted.
"Something has you worked up."
"Hmmmm, maybe the thought of our gorgeous neighbor. But don't dare tell my husband."
Her words cut me instead of heightening my arousal, although I had no reason to feel hurt––we've always made love like this, with talk of another man brining on unprecedented orgasms for us both. The words I spoke next were foreign to me.
"Your husband already knows, and he plans to make you forget all about Jerry."
More juice streamed down my finger, and it felt criminal not catching it all in my mouth, so I slowly spun around, grabbed her hips, and pulled her on top of me. With her ass in my face, my tongue tore into her snatch. I sealed my lips around her pussy, and the deeper I pushed in my tongue the more she flowed into my mouth. Hot slick fluid pooled at my throat, and I had to suck it down or choke. It had been a long time since I'd experienced her that wet.
Her lips were tautly around my cock, and already she bobbed frantically. She had no patience whatsoever––she needed a cock and needed one bad. Her nose landed in my pubs. Shit it felt good! Her hips began to rock into my face, and her breathing grew intense. Her knees crushed inwards against my arms and released. Her whole body contracted.
It didn't take long for her orgasm to build, and as the rhythm moved through her body, I tried to tip her over the edge by slipping a finger from either hand into her snatch, and separating the slick folds.
The hurt I felt still burned in my neck, and I thought maybe if I forced myself to play our game it would chase the feeling away. "Bethchya Jerry would love to make a slut out of you. He'd have a field day eating your tight little cooch."
I stuck my tongue back in just as she screamed, "Fuck, fuck, fuck!" She came good and hard, pulling her mouth off my dick and resting her cheek on my thigh as an army of tingling phantoms swept through her torso, into her tits and arms, down her legs, and finally reaching clear to her toes. She ground her coming pussy roughly against my face, glazing my chin and nose like a soaked wash cloth, and cried, "Oh god, I wish I could feel him. Oh god, I want Jerry to make me come!"
The heat in my neck burst into my whole head, and with it came an urge to shove her ass off my face. Hearing my wife utter his name under the spell of her needy climax, her writhing body ringing it from her lips, was fucking torture. I was absolutely jealous, and not the good kind.
Kelly sucked my cock back into her mouth, her pussy still rubbing itself into my face as her climax trailed off. She bobbed her head quickly, taking on the entire length of my cock. But I hardly noticed. I'd decided why the game was different with Jerry and it troubled me something awful.
Seth and Scottie we're just toys for Kelly to fuck. And fuck they did, for hours on end, for all she was worth. But when the party was over they went their very separate ways. She might've cared a little for Aaron, but only how a little girl cares for a puppy dog. Jerry embodied more. A stoic kindness imbued his voice, his posture and the stories he shared, and he offered a modest maturity the others lacked. His comment about her eyebrows revealed an attentive sensitive man searching for more than an easy lay.
It made sense, my wife was finally willing to fuck another man because Jerry not only stroked a deep chord in her wild pussy, he also tapped the romantic, starry-eyed princess further inside.Myprincess! The only princess I'd ever want and could never bear to lose.
She brought me back to the business of having my dick sucked when she noticed my erection softening and warned with teasing vindictiveness, "If you're not going to try, then you'll leave a girl no choice but to visit our neighbor."
That remark settled things for me. I lead her head back onto my cock and leaned forward so I could speak softly near her ear. "Still can't get that bulge in his shorts out of your mind, huh? Still thinking about getting your hands around it, huh?" My dick throbbed in her mouth. "Betchya Jerry's been doing the same, imagining how you'd look with your panties down and your legs up, and what his big dick looks like sliding into home-plate."
She released my dick to speak. "Oh god, I'd love to have that sexy man inside me. I'd love to kiss his lips and stroke his hair as we made love." She took me back into her mouth, and bobbed furiously.
I needed to strip the romance out of our fantasy before jealousy consumed me again. "I don't think he's interested in a kiss. Aquaman likes to get wet, and you're pussy's so fucking wet."
Her lips sailed up and down my shaft, her ponytail bouncing in a youthful hypnotic frenzy. Her mouth salivated profusely as the head raced over her tongue. Jesus she was blowing me good, and I quickly reached the edge. When I began to buck my hips faster, she pulled off just long enough to say, "What would my husband think of Jerry getting wet when his wife comes all over him? Hubby wouldn't approve of that at all."
My jealousy was completely gone. My starry-eyed princess had been frightened away. This fantasy was between my slut wife and Jerry's fat cock, and nothing else.
"Fuck that feels good. I betcha he wants to fuck your cute little ass––right in your cute married ass."
"Ooooo, you think?"
Her mouth almost didn't make it back on my dick before I popped. I shot stream after stream, making her hum with shock as each stream blasted against the roof of her mouth.
A minute later I was beside her, telling her how much I loved her, how hot she was, and how lucky I was to have her. We cuddled, occasionally saying something to make the other giggle, until her voice became groggy and she drifted off to sleep.
I, on the other hand, lay awake for another couple of hours, silently trying to settle my feelings. Sharing my wife was the ultimate sexual experience, but after what I'd experienced earlier, I feared I might lose the thrill of it to jealousy. Even as I lay there, admitting how much I needed Kelly's extramarital mash ups, jealousy returned over and over again––not in thoughts, but in sickening lumps of insecurity impossible to swallow.
***
In the morning I awoke to my shoulder being shaken. My eyes crept open and there was Kelly. "Sweetie, Jerry says there's something like eighty-percent chance of rain. Do you mind if I go snorkeling with him? It might be the last chance before it rains."
I was only partially awake as I told her to go ahead, and it was only after she crawled out and the sound of his spear gun rattling in the plastic bucket got further and further away, that I remembered everything we said the night before.
When I opened my eyes again it had to be close to ten. Our campsite was empty, and with a hint of jealous apprehension. I walked over to Jerry's and peeked inside his tent. Nothing! I ended up taking a walk along the beach to keep from going crazy, then cut inland about two miles down the coast. I tried Kelly's phone, but of course she'd left in our tent while snorkeling. I then followed the road leading back to the park entrance, looking for decent cup of coffee and torturing myself with Kelly's whereabouts.
I doubted they'd snorkeled more than an hour, so where was she?Was she...?Were they...? Did they climb out of the ocean and shed their gear? Had they taken a break to sit on one of the smooth rocks in the small cove, stripped down to her bikini and his Speedos? Her hair would be wet and out of its ponytail, clinging to her back in a wavy pattern. Her eyelashes would hold together to form stars around her vibrant blue eyes. Her sympathetic eyebrows would have acquired their alluring slant, with Jerry reading them like a romance novel. And then maybe a turbulent swell would slip into the cove, and she'd cling to him as it crashed around their feet. And when it retreated back out to sea, she wouldn't immediately let go, because his broad shoulders and hard chest felt too good to lose hold of. He wouldn't be able to resist my wife, no man can, and that would mean Kelly would have to be good for both of them.
So was she? Was my wife behaving herself? Or was she letting his toughened hands travel within the confines of her bikini. Was he touching places defenseless against such a captivatingly handsome man? Was her avid libido betraying both of us as his fingers pressed into the soft flesh of her bosom? My neck burned, and panic stirred within my chest.
In a daze I grabbed a coffee at the tiny general store, the paper cup dampening in my sweaty palm, and I hurried back to camp.
At the top of the hill I spotted a Mini Cooper parked at the end of the ranger's road. Beyond that it became a foot trail only. I heard my name and looked to see Fenton sitting on a cooler next to the car. He'd apparently gotten off to an early start and arrived several hours ahead of time.
"Good timing, Aleee, now you can help me carry my shit down." I don't know why he always accentuated the last part of my name, but I took it as a compliment.
We shook and then he pulled out a smaller bag and got out the camera packed inside it. He then attached a telephoto lens and aimed towards the beach. As far as views go, it didn't get much better than the end of the ranger trail. As he snapped away, I set his duffle bag on top of the ice chest and lifted them both.
"Hold up, Aleee, we got some boom-chika-wow-wow going on. Check it!"
He handed me the camera as I set the cooler back down. He aimed it towards our campsite as my heart began to race. Through a break in the tall sage brush, in the same spot where Kelly and I spied the glow of Jerry's campfire the night before, I now saw my wife pressed up against the fit spear fisherman's chest. I froze as I realized she was massaging his shoulders. She wore only her bikini, and he had on nothing but board shorts, so her barely covered tits contacted just beneath his chest, and her flat uncovered stomach rested against rippled abs. His hands ran down her back and over her ass. He then spun her around by the waist, his hands journeying upwards as her mostly exposed butt cheeks crushed against his groin. He cupped her breast just long enough to delectably squeeze them––a sip before accepting a full glass.
They stayed there a moment, swaying gently to the rhythm of the sage in the wind. Fingers then crept into her bottoms, lifting and tugging down the elastic and traveling through her trimmed pubs. His face nestled against her hair, as if inhaling the scent of it. A dimple cut into his cheek as he kissed his way through the blonde strands. Her lips parted, as his hand pushed further into her suit, a finger most likely hooked into her wet velvet interior.
What I witnessed was not X-rated, but rather an R-rated romance, where emotion guided the sex and not the other way around. My neck burned and the heat traveled down my spine, tightening the muscles along my arms and jaw. My heart raced at the thought of Fenton beside me, privy to my wife's total betrayal.
I had no idea how to handle the situation. Kelly was being fingered by another man in front of my boss's brother-in-law. My worst nightmare had come true. For a moment I considered letting my jealousy overcome me and make a furious scene just to save face. Then I quickly ran through all possibilities of Fenton being persuaded not to say anything to my boss, and all seemed unlikely.
"Isn't that our spot?"
My mouth had dried and my voice cracked as a result. "It's our neighbors. Ours is one over."
"So who's the dude getting it on with your wife?"
When he said that it felt like my heart stopped beating altogether. About a million different thoughts passed through my mind and the growing panic caused my arm to shake as I handed back his camera.
"I'm only fucking around, man. Wasn't she gonna come, though?"
It finally registered with me that he'd never met Kelly––he had no idea the girl roiling in ecstasy was my wife. Rubbing my thumbnail over my brow, I apologized for her being unable to make it, and chuckled, "I guess it's going to be a guy's weekend."
"Sucks she couldn't come. Actually, I forgot the fins I had for her, so that solves that." He peered through the camera again. "So we're peeping on our neighbors, huh? Oh shit, you didn't tell me he started fingering her. Awesome! She's crazy fine! Oh yeah, she's giving him a reach around. That's a girl. You got his attention now."
Fenton's update caused the heat to spread everywhere. I tried to dispel the thought of my wife's hand on another man's dick by changing the subject. "I meant to call you before you left. I heard there's about eighty-percent chance of rain later today."
He was too busy grinning behind his camera to hear me, so I repeated myself.
"It's like thirty-percent, it won't rain."
"Oh, I must have heard wrong."
"Betchya fifty bucks he fucks her on that log."
"Fenton, they're our camping neighbors, man, don't you think we owe them a little privacy?"
"Hey, they wanna get busy in broad daylight I say we owe it to them to watch. Oh shit, her top is off. We've got titties, Aleee! Goddamn, I'm telling ya, our neighbor's are about to get their groove on."
My stomach plummeted a mile a second. "Come on Fenton, we have to go down there and face them in a minute."
"Take it easy, Aleee, they won't know."
"Well, our neighbor strikes me as the type who punches first and asks questions later, so you better hope he doesn't find out."
"Maybe, but right now he's too busy squeezing on those titties to notice. You gotta see this, Aleee!"
Fenton handed me the camera, but I shook my head no.
"Lighten up man, it's not every day you get to see some hot chick taking one in public." He peered through the view finder again. "Oh dude, you really need to see this, he's about to stick it in her ass."
"Stop making shit up."
"Wait, first he's going to tongue it––gonna provide a little A-T-D action!"
"A-T-what?"
"Anal tongue darts!"
"Jesus Christ, he is not sticking his tongue in her ass. Give me that camera!"
He handed it over. Fenton would just keep going if I didn't look, so with one eye up against the viewer I focused on my wife and Jerry in action. Fenton told the truth about her tits being out, but if she had stroked his cock, she wasn't anymore. Her ass remained snuggled against his crotch, but her bottoms were still on, and he certainly wasn't fucking her, let alone slipping it into her ass.
I felt anything but relief, however, as he tilted her head upwards to meet his lips, and they kissed each other long and deep. His left hand still busily fingered away inside her bikini bottoms, but the kiss is what got me. The kiss is what caused me to lose all hope. That wasn't my slut wife with some guy's fingers jammed up her cooch, it was my starry-eyed princess spiraling into a forbidden romance with a man who'd make any woman believe in fairytales.
My wife's face looked as sweet and innocent as ever, even as his hand grazed over her trimmed pussy and his fingers climbed upwards inside. Her bikini bottoms were stretched completely down in front by the back of his hand, the tendons in his forearms rippling. He could've easily had two fingers inside her, taking a long deep trip into her buttery snatch.
She ground her hips forwards as fingers were thrust inside, and she rested the full weight of her body against him, clutching his thighs for support.
"Sucks your wife couldn't make it. Larry tells me she's as cute as Jennifer Lawrence. I hoped for some bikini action."



"Do you know no boundaries, Fenton? If I ever do introduce you I'll be sure she's wearing a nice big one piece."
"You know me, I'm always going off on Larry about his fine-ass, jailbait wife and she's my sister."
"Jeeze, Fenton!"
I became suddenly distracted when my wife almost collapsed to her knees. The euphoria of an approaching orgasm rendered her legs useless. Jerry caught her waist, helped her back to standing. As he lowered his head to kiss my wife again, fear surged in her eyes. She broke free of his arms and wrapped hers over her bare tits. Her head tilted forwards, away from Jerry.
Something was wrong. My jealous anger fizzled out faster than a Mexican skyrocket, and I felt the urge to go to her and hug her in my arms around until the fearful look was gone.
I set the camera against my chest, and saw that Fenton was still talking to me and hadn't noticed Kelly freaking out. If he had noticed, there'd be no explaining it, so I began snapping my fingers excitedly, and shouted, "Shit, I completely forgot." I reached into my pocket, pulled out my wallet and slipped Fenton three twenties. "I helped them finish off a bottle of Patron last night, and told them I'd have you bring a fresh one."
"No need, I brought some bourbon and wine."
"That's not the same. Look, I'll carry down your gear if you can drive back to town real fast and grab one for me."
"I just got here, hombre."
"Come on, they just provided a little X-rated entertainment, it's the least you could do."
He finally agreed, and then asked if I needed anything else from town, and I told him I only needed the tequila. He then backed his Mini Cooper down the small ranger road towards the parking lot, where he turned around and headed towards the gate. I grabbed his canvas bag of fins and another holding wetsuits, and rushed down to our camp as fast as I could.
As I approached, I caught sight of Jerry gently stroking her back, his other hand holding her shoulder. Her hand rested over his, but she still couldn't look at him.
"Kelly!" I called, as I stepped around from the sage brush.
At the sound of my voice she dropped to her knees and picked up her top. With graceful but hurried maneuvering she draped it over her bare tits and took a seat on the log bench. Funny she felt the need to cover herself up at the sight of me––her own husband. I stared at both of them, hunting for the words to begin.
Her voice cracked as she spoke up first. "It's not what you think." It was such a guilty thing to say that my jealously instantly returned.
"Don't say anything––just let me talk for a minute. Fenton's here and we both saw everything that went on."
"What do you mean you saw everything?"
"Exactly what I said, he had a camera with a telephoto lens and he saw everything down here."
Jerry actually broke his silence. "Ali, you cool? Kelly seemed to think you'd be cool with..." He cut himself off before revealing too much.
"I'm fine, but I need a minute with my wife."
"Yeah, sure!" He discretely shifted his wilting erection downwards to hide it as he walked towards the beach about thirty yards. I think he was actually relieved to get away from the situation.
"Before you say anything," my wife began, "it's not Jerry's fault. We didn't plan for this to happen, I swear. I came back here to find you, and when I couldn't, I just lost my head. We talked about it happening so much yesterday, and then everything you said last night replayed in my head. And Jerry's been a total gentleman all day, I swear. It was me. I don't know how it started... I just... I just lost it."
She slouched forwards and her arms remained tightly locked across her chest, hiding her beautiful tits from me. Her eyes settled on my face, and then my chest, and finally the ground. The confusion looming within highlighted the innocence I'd seen earlier. The heat in my neck had completely returned, and with it an urge to share my pain.
"Fenton saw everything, babe. This is exactly why I asked you not to do this."
"I know, Ali, I just–"
"You just lost your head, I get it. But what Fenton doesn't know is that you're my wife, and that's how it's going to stay."
"What does that mean?"
I yelled, "Jerry, would it be alright if Kelly crashes in your tent for tonight?"
My wife was shaking her head no as he came back into camp. "I guess so, what's up?"
Ignoring Kelly's concern, I answered, "She'll explain it to you." I then grabbed her sleeping bag and clothes, and moved them into Jerry's tiny tent.
Kelly used it as an opportunity to get her top back on, and then grabbed my arm and pulled me away from camp. "Can't we just go home, Ali?"
"Not really. I let Fenton think you guys were a couple, I didn't have much of a choice, so unless you can think of something else, you've got yourself a new bunk mate."
She crossed her arms and sort of looked at me with one eye. "You realize you've just given Jerry the wrong idea about me."
"From what I saw earlier he doesn't have the wrong idea at all."
"It's not just Fenton, is it? I knew it! It felt like you were there watching, like you wanted it to happen, and then all of a sudden you were gone. It was just me and Jerry alone. I felt it––you'd left me."
I looked over to see him rearranging his campsite, and I instantly felt like an asshole for not thinking this through. She'd succumbed to Jerry, but she also found it within herself to put a stop to it––for me. And then I go and put her in this predicament. I hugged her against me, and kissed her head. Her warmth flowed through me, and I never wanted to let her go.
"Just for a couple of days, babe, we can do this."
She clutched me tighter.
I dearly wanted to comfort her. "We'll talk about this later, I promise."
She twirled a finger into my dark hair and kissed my lips. "I don't feel good about this, Ali. I just don't."
"You'll be fine, I know you will. You like his company. And I'll be right here."
She quietly hung on me a moment longer, watching Jerry's strong back as he hammered a tent spike into the ground, making the tent fabric exceptionally taut for a few extra inches of room.
"I know, but tonight he's going to think it's OK to..."
"I just watched you put a stop to it. You'll be fine."
She rolled her head against my chest and looked away from Jerry. "If it's not OK, you need to say something to Jerry about it, Ali. I don't know what's going on with you, and now you're putting me in his bed. You need to say something about it."
"I'll work on it, babe. Don't worry about anything now, just have fun. We'll worry about tonight when it gets here."
***
Fenton returned with the Tequila and Kelly vanished into Jerry's tent. Only then did I recognize the situation was more awkward and embarrassing for her than me. I helped Fenton quickly erect his tent, and then the two of us made our way down to the beach where we snorkeled along the cliff face.
Afterwards, as I walked back from the beach, I spied Kelly doing a cartwheel up on the hiking trail along the northern cliff. She landed on her feet and then turned to throw several playful punches into Jerry's chest. He gave her ass a spank and she ran ahead of him. I'd smelled pot around the campsite earlier, and she seemed to have grown amazingly relaxed with the situation.
They both disappeared into splotchy shadows cast by a large tangle of Oregon Myrtle, and thoughts of what I'd seen that morning haunted me once again. The look on her face as his fingers worked magic on her pussy had been so vividly ingrained that I could almost hear her moaning in my ear. Were they about find a nice secluded spot to finish what they'd started? Would his dick be the instrument of choice for round two with my wife's incorrigible pussy? I doubted it, but only because I knew they'd take their time, savoring each other's company, and let it build into a long passionate night of sex. I know because that's what I'd do if I were trying to win the heart of a girl as awesome as Kelly. They would kiss, however, I was almost certain of it. And I fretted over seeing her later, knowing by then she may belong to someone else.
After a dinner prepared on a propane burner, Fenton and I headed down to the rock jetty with a bottle of wine to watch the sunset. As the sky bleed red into purple and the waves shredded themselves against the barnacle encrusted rocks and settled into quiet pools of froth, I temporarily forgot about my wife and Jerry.
Fenton bringing a nice Cabernet was a bit of a surprise, since I'd anticipated a twenty-four-year-old to be all about pounding beers. Apparently coming from money at least provided the elements of class that are purchasable.
On our way back to camp, we passed a beach bonfire, and spotted Kelly and Jerry amongst the ten or so people struggling to remember the words to 'I Will Survive'. Fenton, about five steps ahead of me, made his way towards the group and introduced us. A girl wearing a skin tight sweat jacket offered us a beer, and Fenton grabbed a seat in the sand next to Jerry. Almost immediately Fenton told everyone about his friend Chang who'd bleached his hair orange, and so Fenton started calling him Orangou-Chang. From then on he was pretty much the life of the party.
With some encouragement from Fenton, Jerry finally broke his silent bit to tell a few surfing stories, which then led into how he worked as an engineer six months out of the year and spent the other six answering the call of the wild. Even Fenton was impressed.
Kelly got up, saying she needed to use the bathrooms and turn in early. Jerry arose too, but she told him to stay and have fun. I then got up and volunteered to escort her, explaining I needed to make the same trip myself. Around the first bend of tall European beach grass and just out of ear-shot, I asked if she'd been having fun.
"Actually, yeah. I had a great time, in fact.You?"
"I did alright. Fenton's a trip. I'll probably be sore tomorrow from swimming so much."
"Aw, nice. He seems like a pretty funny guy. I probably would've had a crush on him when I was twenty."
"I missed you," I said, as my hand took hold of hers.
"Good!" Her firm tone and smirk made it clear she blamed me for our situation. As we walked to our tent and then up to the showers, she explained how Jerry took her to a shady secluded spot off the hiking trail and massaged her shoulders as she looked out on the grand view of the Pacific.
"Are you mad?"
"No, but that's all? That's everything that happened?"
"Well... There was another kiss." My hand tensed over hers, but she continued. "He was really sweet about it. He just pushed my ponytail aside and kissed my neck before I even knew what was happening. I don't even think he realized what he was doing, because when I turned around, his hands were up in the air and he looked totally apologetic."
"I'm sure he didn't realize he was fingering you earlier, either."
"You are mad!"
"I'm not."
"And you're not being fair. Jerry had the wrong idea then. And you're the one who asked me to be his pretend-a-girlfriend."
"So he has the right idea now?"
She rolled her eyes in my direction, and laughed with an inflated sigh. "I don't know. Did you talk to him, yet?"
"I haven't had a chance."
"Then I guess he still thinks you have a hardon for him to screw your wife."
Her gate livened up and she couldn't hold back a big toothy smile. Her comment was meant as playful encouragement, intending to crush my negative shit by being her awesomely fun self. Next she jumped on my back, expecting a piggyback ride up to the showers. It worked, my jealousy simmered down until I could only think about her strong thighs wrapped around my waist.
She then whispered into my ear, "You really should have said something to Jerry."
"Why's that? And I don't see why you can't explain it."
"Because when I tried to explain it he already had me in his arms again." Her voice became a seductive whisper, and she spoke right into my ear. "He was pointing out to the cove, to a pointy rock sticking straight up out of the water, and told me it was called Sundial Rock. And while he told me this, I could feel his cock press against my butt, and he wasn't exactly soft." Kelly gently breathed into my ear, filling it with passionate heat and leaving residual cool moisture in its wake. I wanted to stop her and make her confess to kidding around, but hearing her say the word "cock" caused mine to respond. Having her clutched tightly onto me and talking dirty held my jealousy at bay, where it heightened my arousal instead of destroying it.
"He began to push it against me, soft and slow enough that it didn't feel deliberate. But then his hands brushed lower onto my hips, so there was no pretending his cock grinding against my butt wasn't intentional."
She paused to momentarily take my earlobe into her teeth, giving it a little nip. "Then I felt Jerry's thumbs slip into my bottoms, stretching down the waistband." She suddenly stopped whispering close to my ear, and loudly announced, "This is my stop!" She jumped off my back and quickly fled into the women's showers, blowing me a kiss as she rounded the corner.
Son-of-a-bitch did I want to follow her, but someone else was bound to show up at this time of night. Instead I entered the men's room and showered alone. As the warm water hit my face, I wondered what the hell was happening. Four hours ago I dreaded the thought of Jerry seducing my wife, and now I found myself really turned on by my slutty wife's behavior. God did I want to sneak her into my tent for the night and hear the rest of the story.
After getting dressed and brushing my teeth, I waited outside the woman's bathroom for over ten minutes. I began to question if I'd missed her, but then I heard her sneakers squeak on the smooth concrete floor inside. When she finally came out, my nose took in the smell of orange flower body oil. The oil also highlighted her skin in a magic way. I let her know how incredible she looked while hugging her tightly against me.
"I'll never get used to how beautiful you are."
She stepped back a foot and pulled the elastic waistband down on her yoga pants. As the waist lowered to her thigh, I suddenly realized what she was doing––she'd shaved herself, clean and smooth. Zero hair surrounded the keyhole fold at the start of her pussy, and no doubt the rest of it was every bit as bald. Damn!
"Oh shit! You gotta let me feel it."
I stepped towards her, closing the gap between us, and as she held the waist band down for me. I set my hand against her pubic mound. It was super smooth, and I wondered what it would feel like once it had been slicked over with her juices. She quickly pulled away, spun me around and jumped on my back again.
"No petting the kitty tonight."
"There's nothing left to pet."
"Are you saying you don't like it?"
"Oh no, I like it alright! It proves my wife is as naughty as they come."
"Oh that's right, I was telling you about my afternoon with Jerry, wasn't I?"
The feel of her bald pussy pressed against my back, with only the thin material of her yellow-ochre yoga pants to protect it, turned my dick into a gangplank. I had to hold my shower-bag over my crotch to hide the boy.
"Did I already get to the part where he fucked me?"
The humorous inflection in her voice gave her away. "You lying son-of-a...."
She broke into laughter. "I'm sorry!"
"So did you make up everything?"
"Everything after the massage."
"Why? I was going out of my mind waiting for you back there."
"I know. I know. I just couldn't help it."
"Why then?"
"You've been acting mad at me all morning. You've been acting kind of mad all day after what happened. You even seemed a little bit mad last night."
"I'm not mad."
"I know. At least now I do. Or at least I know you aren't mad about what happened this morning."
"Jesus, how did I ever marry such a crazy woman?"
She began to tickle my chest and neck until I threatened to drop her.
"So, are you sure you're going to be OK with me in his tent?"
"Why, are you going to be OK with it?"
"It depends. I mean, I was worried you were mad, and now..."
"And now?"
"Well, it's like Jerry's a total guy, but he's sweet and respectful. I feel mean about this whole arrangement."
"He got to spend the day with the hottest chick on this beach. Trust me, he's glad for the company."
"I don't know. He didn't sign on for a pretend-a-girlfriend. What if he wants to bring one of those girls back for the night and can't because of me."
"The more the merrier."
"Ali, I'm serious. He must think I'm a complete mental case after what happened earlier, and I can't have him thinking worse of me than he already does––not if I have to spend another day with him. And I feel like I've been leading him on even though I've tried really hard not to."
My dick softened and my neck burned again. She spoke like a bashful school girl with a massive crush. He was more than a just the stud in our game, and it pissed me off. We'd reached the tent and she slid off my back and took hold of my hand. "He'll understand, babe, you don't owe him anything."
Softening me up with a hug, she pleaded, "Please talk to Jerry. He's been too sweet to me. I need you to set him straight on this arrangement. And ask if he wouldn't mind sleeping in his jeans for tonight."
"I'msupposed to ask him to keep his pants on?"
"I'm imposing on his privacy enough as it is. I can't ask."
There was a gleam in her eye that contradicted everything she said. She'd shaved her pussy––clearly she was in the mood. She wanted me to talk with Jerry, becauseshe'dalready decided to give herself to him. And the awkwardness of their situation was ripe for a quirky, romantic night of passion. My neck felt as if it were on fire. I hesitated to speak as I tried to find a way around my pride and ask her back to my tent. The gleam in her eye only grew stronger as I held her cheek in my palm.
She then startled me by quickly kissing my face, and then dropped down and climbed into Jerry's tent. Only then did I hear someone coming up the path leading from the beach.
It was Jerry, and as he walked into camp, he informed me Fenton had drank quite a bit and could probably use a friend. I quietly led him back a ways, trying to find the words to say my wife was off limits. But no matter how I worded it, I sounded pathetic. The heat my neck grew intense. It was humiliating, horribly so. This was an even more unwelcome feeling than the jealousy. Then I flashed on a future where Kelly was being fucked by every good looking guy we met as I tapped them on the shoulder, asking them to please stop doing that. I had no intentions of being an insecure jealous husband who started fights or pleaded with other men because his wife handed out pussy like Halloween candy.
Jerry stared at me in silence, his blue eyes taking sympathy on my plight in a way that only made me angrier. I couldn't do it. The words simply didn't exist in me, because it was not my decision to make. It had to Kelly. It would be her chance to redeem herself for what she'd done that morning. I forced a grin and thanked him for helping us out of our predicament, which brought a relieved smile to his face.
"You don't have to thank me, man. Your wife is awesome. I'm grateful to have met her." He then added, "...to have met both of you, actually."
Ha! He didn't give a rat's ass about me beyond the fact I'd just stepped aside so he could try to fuck my "awesome" wife. He then entered his tent and jokingly said, "Honey, I'm home." I gritted my teeth and made my way down the path to the beach once more.
As I approached the bonfire, I saw the crowd had thinned down to three guys and Fenton. The booze mangled his speech. I slapped a hand on his back and suggested he contemplate getting into the ocean with a massive hangover tomorrow. The thought of it sobered him up just long enough to call it a night. I led him to his tent and then climbed into my own.



The ocean was relatively calm, so I listened over the faint sound of breaking waves for anything going on between Jerry and my wife. I could hear the rustling of sleeping bags, and the occasional giggle, but nothing to indicate she'd be on his dick anytime soon. I probably listened intensely for over a half hour before it became real quiet and I knew they'd fallen asleep.
My mind continued to spin, however, and I shifted my body from side to side, unable to get comfortable. Sudden fortitude brought me up to my knees. I had to end this. It was stupid to hide my insecurity from my wife and then blame her for not coddling it––especially if it meant losing her to another man.
I scooted out of my tent onto the cold sand. I wrapped my arms around myself and stepped over to their site, quietly so as not to wake Fenton or Jerry. And then I heard it.
For a moment I thought Kelly might've whispered something to me through the tent window, but the sound of her voice trailed into breath only. And before I could move again, I realized Jerry was not only awake, but inside her. She moaned a second time, louder than before. I heard Jerry, too, echoing her with a murmur like he'd taken a very satisfying bite of dinner. They continued this way, creating a slow sexual rhythm that cut through the outside air where I stood. A dog barked from down the shore, and hearing it alongside my wife's audacious, spoken pleasure, reminded me our campsites were in a public space. My heart dropped, my throat dried and my jaw locked up tight.
A minute more and the sound of two bodies coming together punctuated their moans––a dull slap, forceful and paced. My wife's moaning also shifted to an, "Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhh!" She took more of his cock, and felt it.
They kept it going, their sounds increasing as they lost their heads in the heat of the moment. Soon Kelly muttered words at speaking volume, "Oh Jesus! Be gentle!"
"Of course. All I ever hear is be gentle. It's the burden of the well-endowed."
She giggled, but the joyful sounds were lost, torn to pieces by the throat crippling pleasure of having his cock sink into her.
"God!" Jerry exclaimed, his voice only slightly more controlled than my wife's. "You're dangerous."
"I'm dangerous?"
"Because you're so amazing!"
"You feel amazing.Soooo amazing!"
"You feel even more incredible than I imagined, and I'd imagined way more than I should've."
"Oh my God, Jerry! Just don't stop doing what you're doing––promise you won't ever stop!"
"You're that one chick I always feared––the one that makes me wanna give up everything for a night that never ends."
"You're as silly as you are sweet."
"Silly, huh? I'll show you just how silly I can be,"
"Oooooooh! Silly feels very nice."
The sounds of their bodies colliding increased. A breeze swept my hair across my neck, tickling the skin as it flooded with heat. I stood there for well over five minutes, wearing only boxers and a tee shirt, but the sobering cold did nothing to cool my jealousy.
Rustling sounds came again and the tent shook and a bulge from a knee scraped down its side as the occupants changed position. Once settled, they picked it up again, my wife telling him he could be a little less gentle. Her firm ass then rang in the night like a snare drum as he stepped up his game. And she loved it, crying a soft song over Jerry's up-tempo beat.
"Jesus how I've wanted you. Oh my god you're huge."
"Remind me to thank your husband's friend for showing up when he did."
She giggled.
"How's that feel? Too much?"
"No! It's wonderful. God, Jerry, you are so fucking sexy."
I couldn't take it any longer and stepped backwards towards my tent. It was happening. Aquaman was stealing my wife. I almost stumbled, imagining how Kelly laughed each time I'd called him that, our little inside joke. Fuck!
The closer I got to my tent, the more aggressive their love making became. Her moans were teetering on animalistic, originating deeper in her throat, lowering in sound, succumbing to his tender torture. The volume followed me, they weren't letting me escape. I stared hopelessly at their domed tent, silhouetted by the light sage brush. It was just a still, dark hump along the dusty clearing, and yet it had become the most evil shape imaginable––a UFO here to abduct everything I cared about.
Then it shook, and then it shook again. This time I caught a bulge appearing along the south wall. When it appeared a second time I could tell it was an ass protruding out from the tent's side. It continued to appear each time he pulled out of my wife, and then disappeared again, as he returned his cock deep inside her. It was hardly pornographic looking, but any visual confirmation made what they were doing all the more obscene. The motion of his long deep strokes we're revealed. Long. Loving. Strokes.
"Oh jeezus! You are going to make me come, Jerry!"
"Come, baby. Come for me!"
"Oh god! Oh god! Oh my GOD"
Kelly's cry rose into unintelligible madness. Jerry's ass picked up speed.
"I'm right behind you, baby!"
His raspy growl joined her tortured wine, until his ass stopped bulging through the tent, and together they came. He was squirting deep inside my wife under the still dome as I stood outside in the cold. For almost a minute they came, good, hard and loudly. And then it was all heavy breathing and whispers, and the sound of resilient lips uniting and separating, or perhaps they nipped at another part of the body. Maybe she even kissed his big cock.
I don't remember getting into my tent after that. My mind had receded to a place even more claustrophobic than the tiny nylon interior. Anger wasn't there. Neither was jealousy, not really. The expression "life goes on" kept surfacing in my mind. I understood it's meaning differently now. It wasn't about moving on with my life––life simply had no interest in me. It rolled downhill like a bus with a failed parking brake, either missing me entirely or running straight me over. I became upset with my part in driving my wife into his arms, but in all fairness to myself, she would've fucked him regardless. I could've begged or fought, but emotions would've only sped up the inevitable. If her love for me wasn't enough to stop her, what could?
Maybe that's why I got off watching her with other men, because deep down I knew it was all I could ever really do––stand by while the inevitable happened. For a brief moment I imagined Seth's ass had poked against the tent wall and it was his dick plowing into my hot swinger wife. And as confusing as it sounds, it actually gave me a welcomed erection. But the reality couldn't be staved––she snuggled against Jerry, not Seth, drawn to all his fun and sexy quirks and comforting savvy. The very things I believed she'd found only with me.
***
I pulled Kelly's arm so hard she had to jerk it from my grasp and grab her shoulder in pain.
"Don't wake Jerry, just hurry up and get out here."
She dragged a pair of shorts out the door of the tent with her. She was nude from the waist down. She'd spent the night nude by his side with a freshly shaved snatch. I could see something resembling guilt in her face as she quickly put on the shorts, careful not to get sand inside.
The stretchy cotton short-shorts had thin black horizontal stripes traveling out over her butt and around to her flat front side. The stripes seemed to graph her perfect figure, or at least a very narrow section of it, with the shorts begining a millimeter above the V of her ass, and ending quickly, leaving the bottom of each cheek exposed. They looked gorgeous but did little to protect her from the cold.
"Hurry! Come on, come on!"
"OK, OK! What's so important?"
"You'll know soon enough."
She wasn't moving fast enough, so I began to tug at her arm again. She picked up her pace and hurried behind me.
"You're almost scaring me."
"Yeah?" I asked, with growing optimism in my voice. I held up the camera I'd been carrying in my other hand, as to confirm her escalating apprehension.
"I have to pee."
"No time!"
As I crossed the beach for a second time that morning, I noticed the sun now splattered the clouds gold and orange, but the mountains still kept the rays clear of the land, leaving the sand cool with a pleasant lavender tint, like faded eye shadow. Even with the clarity morning brings, I still didn't know how to feel about Kelly giving herself to Jerry, but as I headed back to camp for my camera, I knew I had to share my find with her.
She again asked where we were going, as I led her along the damp rocks that formed one side of the cove. We'd cleared the peak of the rock jetty, and could now see into the cove. I stepped down a ways and searched the water.
"What are we looking for?"
"You'll see. If we didn't miss it."
The water in the cove was deep, but the white sand along the bottom bounced just enough dim morning light to make the clear water glow. Most of the cove floor was visible with the exception of a few large patches of kelp along the far wall. Then, emerging from one of the large black kelp patches came something like a missile. It continued to stretch outwards and grow, until it finally separated and moved towards us. The way it snaked along the ocean floor it couldn't be anything other than a shark. The length was anywhere from ten to fifteen feet and I have no idea what kind, but it was big and clearly a shark.
I kneeled on the last row of rocks and held up my camera, as Kelly grabbed my shoulders and nervously dug in her fingers.
"Is that..."
"Oh yeah!"
"We need to back up. We're standing too close."
"I think we're fine."
"I'm never going in there again, you know that, right?"
"Is that so?" I challenged, and then grabbed her arm and jerked her off balance for a moment. She screamed, and almost knocked me in trying to push back against the rocks.
"Ali, don't even play."
I turned around laughing and saw the amused fright in her face. A rose light illuminated her skin. She was filled with vital life while the surrounding natural landscape slept quietly in morning shadows. Having spent the night in a stuffy tent after intense moving sex seemed to have no effect on her––she looked fresh and beautiful, a face straight out of a swimsuit catalogue. The mere sight of her erased any chance of living a life without her, even if I didn't yet know the way back. My insecurities hardened over into concrete confidence, and I took her face into my palms and kissed her lips softly.
"I love you, Ali. I really do."
I swept my hand down her cheek, and then across her lips as she kissed my passing fingers. We then looked back at the water, where the black creature moved slowly away from us. It entered the dark area masked by kelp, and we watched patiently to see where he'd emerge next. I had never felt such a clear distinction between land and ocean. It was hard to believe I swam in those very waters just yesterday. And then something snapped in my head, the growing confidence in me overwhelmed even my primal fear of the shark. I handed Kelly the camera.
"What are you doing Ali?"
"Just get a good shot, OK."
I kicked off my shoes and dropped my pants, and then pulled off my shirt while keeping balance on the damp rocks.
"You are not going in there. Don't even pretend!"
"It's just a little cold water." I lowered my foot until it broke the surface. It was actually freezing cold water.
She grabbed my arm. "No!"
"Just be ready to take a picture."
"I'm not letting go."
"You have to. I'll be OK."
"I do not have to."
I smiled and began lowering myself into the cold ocean, until she had to let go or come in with me.
My body suddenly plunged into the water right up to my chin. The crest of a tiny wave hit me in the mouth just as I gasped for warm air. I didn't choke but the taste of salt flooded my mouth and attacked my tongue. The shock of how cold it was gave me another good reason to pop right out again, but I had to do this. I'd stood by listening to my wife get fucked, and couldn't move to stop it. I was the one who needed to prove something to myself, and maybe her. I needed to prove it wasn't due to a lack of courage.
I dog paddled out from the rocks as Kelly complained. Being so close to the surface of the water made it harder to see into it, leaving Kelly with the task of informing me to the shark's whereabouts.
"Is he still in the kelp?"
"I don't see him."
"Shit, he might have swum back out to sea."
"Good! Come back to the rocks."
"Almost. Just give him a few more seconds."
Kelly's eyes shot open desperately wide. "Ali, here he comes.Get out!"
"Get a picture, quick!"
I could see him now––shooting out of the kelp straight for me. Kelly snapped two pictures as the shadowy predator quickly crossed over the white sand. I swam the few yards back to the rocks as she waved at me frantically and shouted, "Hurry, hurry, hurry!" I took hold of the smooth wet rocks and tried to plant a foot on a thin ledge while fighting against an undercurrent. With every bit of strength I had, I locked my fingers into two shallow pits, and pulled myself against the rock, while my legs lifted me up. I scrambled quickly up the first shelf of rock with Kelly pulling on my armpits. When I turned around I saw the shark had changed course and now headed back out to sea. I have no way of knowing exactly when he lost interest in me, but I'm convinced it wasn't until my heels left the water. It was the craziest, bravest thing I'd ever done, and adrenaline exploded through my body.
As soon as I sat up, she kissed me on the lips and then punched me twice in the chest. "Why would you do that to me? You scared me to death."
"Just please tell me you got a picture."
She handed me the camera and we took a moment to view the images. She was upset with me, but not really, and more than anything she was excited and loaded with adrenaline herself. As we settled down, however, the sea breeze picked up, and she stood, rubbing a hand speedily along her exposed legs.
"I think I need to get something warmer on and I still have to pee."
I didn't immediately stand up. Our moment would end if we returned to camp, she must have known that. I just snapped, and without thinking I firmly stated, "I see, can't wait to get back to Jerry, huh?"
She smiled teasingly. "Well, he does run pretty hot."
I inhaled a deep troubled breath, before I realized I was doing it and stopped.
"What's wrong? Jerry? Again?"
"It's nothing."
She sat back down on the rocks. "Ali, I'd be lying if I said I understood how you feel, because I don't understand it. I mean, don't get me wrong, I'm not complaining that get I get to screw any handsome guy I feel like, but I'll never really understand whatyouget out of it."
"Trust me, I puzzle over it myself."
"Then you can't expect me to read your mind. Is it just Jerry, or has everything changed?"
"I don't know, did you sleep with him?"
Her face froze. She struggled with the truth. "You never said anything to him last night. I asked him if you had."
"Look, I heard you fuck him, OK."
Her sympathetic eyebrows twisted up in painful confusion.
"OK, let me try to explain what I get out of this. As horrible as it sounds, and please don't get mad, but when I think about you with Seth, I imagine it playing out like some porno. But with Jerry..."
"So it is just Jerry!"
"Yeah, pretty much."
She chuckled. "And here I thought you two would make great friends"
"I like him fine." She was looking out over the ocean, unable to face me, so I gently guided her cheek until our eyes met. If I was about to bare my soul I needed to know if it received a truthful response. "I want you to imagine you weren't with me. Could you see yourself going somewhere with him?"
She paused as her hand went up to pinch a loose strand of hair. "No, I don't think I could!"
"Well, what I heard last night sounded-"
"I can't imagine being without you, so no, I couldn't!"
"But you do like him?"
"What is this, Ali? You're right, he's not like Scotty or Seth. He's actually a decent guy. Is that what's bothering you?"
"I don't know.Maybe?"
"OK, so as long as some guy is treating me like a porn star, that's fine. But if someone actually sees more than a pair of tits he can fuck, you get jealous?"
"That almost sounds correct, and I know it also sounds pretty shitty. I like to watch you get fucked. I just don't have the stomach for anything more going on."
"Well I'm not twenty anymore. Showing my tits to a bunch of guys and blowing some guy's mind with crazy sex used to make me feel like hot shit, but there's no dignity in that kind of attention. I'm thirty, Ali, I'd like to think I have more to offer than that. And I'll be honest, Jerry turns me on more than the other's ever did. I like having a guy find me sexy, fun and interesting, and not just some vapid slut he can stick it in."
She leaned against me for a hug, seemingly in need of comforting from her own words. I held her tightly. My love for her was greater than my twisted fantasies. It would hurt to give them up, but clearly we'd come to a crossroads.
"I need you to understand something else, too. I've always kind of jumped into things with guys. It's like I'd be totally into what they were doing, what music they liked, how good they are with a spear gun..." She waited for me to smile. "And I'd rush right into their world, all of it. I'd soak up as much of them as I possibly could. But it's never really been about them. I was actually just bored of being me. Anything was more fascinating. But their worlds become so boring, so fast. Far more boring than mine ever was. And the thing is, with you, I've never grown tired of it. I never want to stop being part of your world."
I kissed her head. "I'm not about to lose you, Kelly. Don't ever worry about that. So I don't want you to do anything that makes you feel less than you really are, agreed?"
A tear ran down her cheek. "Agreed."
"Besides, boring? You? I'm the boring one." I began to stroke her hair and pressed her head against my chest. "It's actually funny. Growing up I always had this stupid fantasy some beautiful agent lady with huge sunglasses and dangling jewelry would discover me. Some chick whose job was spotting the next big thing, would look me over from head to toe and scream that all my lame attempts to dress down and all my lame attempts to act like I didn't give a shit about being noticed, added up to me being the fucking shit. And once she said it, people would have to agree, and I'd become this super Kurt Cobain anit-hero."
Kelly straightened her posture and leaned her forehead against mine. "There's no way you ever weren't fucking cool. You're the shit and you know it!" Her nostalgic phrasing emphasized her sincerity.
"Maybe. But only because of you. And you'd probably get pretty bored of my world prior to you being in it."
There was a lull in the small waves popping against the rocks, making it seem as if something big was brewing out at sea, something so powerful it could suck the shark down like a wet noodle. My adrenaline had worn off, and the Pacific breeze on my wet skin grew unbearable. I stood up to put on my shirt and sweatpants, and Kelly got to her feet as well. As much as I wanted to drag the moment on forever, she had to get warmed up, and so we carefully climbed down off the rocks onto the beach again.
Little was said on our walk back to camp. I kept my arm around her, clutching her to my side. As we neared camp I let go and allowed some space between us. From the other side of the tall beach grass, Fenton and Jerry were saying good morning.
***
"That's her, Aleee. She's watching my boat and she's watching my back."



The girl in the picture looked young. In fact, she could've passed as a very young Kelly. "Is she even sixteen?"
He pocketed his phone with her picture and winked. "If she's old enough to drive, she's old enough to be driven."
"Really?" Kelly interrupted from the neighboring camp as she sipped coffee with Jerry. Her eyebrows were cocked in disgust, but her eyes were slanted in pitying amusement.
"I'm only messing with you. She's nineteen. But she's saying I gotta clear my boat out of the lot before the owner of the slip tries to dock tonight and finds my boat there. Ha!" He went back to collapsing his tent. "Sorry I gotta bail so soon, but this is my boat we're talking about."
I shook my head like it was a bummer, when in actuality I could only think about Kelly being all mine again. "I think I'm gonna stick around and drive out later this afternoon."
"Whatever works, Shark King!"
I'd shown both Fenton and Jerry the pictures of me swimming with the shark. Jerry said it was probably a great white who swam inland to hunt for seals, which made my stunt seem even crazier than I'd realized. When Fenton heard that, he quickly dubbed me 'Shark King'.
Once he'd packed, I lugged his gear up to the end of the ranger trail while he drove down his car. As I walked out of camp with the last of it, Kelly called to me, saying I should check out the awesome view from up top. The sun was now over the cliff and lit up the beach with gorgeous light, but she'd eluded to something else, something I was too tired to pick up on at the time. I didn't think any more about it until I set the last of Fenton's gear down and stood overlooking the beach and breathed in the salty air. Then, in the small window through the brush revealing Jerry's camp, I saw my wife sitting on Jerry's lap as she kissed him. They were too far away to be sure of anything, but it looked like her tank top was gone. I took Fenton's camera from its bag and attached the telephoto lens. I located the clearing in the magnified viewer. Yup, she was topless. She moved Jerry's hand to her bare breast, and he gently kneaded it as they held each other's heads in a passionate kiss. It made me wonder if I'd only imagined our conversation down on the beach that morning. But she'd told me to check out the view, hadn't she? She wanted me to catch her kissing Jerry. Her kiss to him was meant for me, even if I didn't understand why.
She slid off his lap and kneeled at his feet, her hand tracing the inner seam of his shorts until she moved it to the snap above his crotch. Jerry's shorts came down to his ankles, and his massive hardon sprung upwards. My wife took hold of his thick member and began slowly stroking it. They were gentle dutiful strokes, meant to keep him hard and upright so she could marvel at its form. Her blue eyes were transfixed, just inches away from the swollen head, and widening with awe. Naughtiness tugged the corners of her mouth, until her tongue peeked out and slowly licked her upper lip. She gazed up at him, her lids half shut and her lips pursed as if softly confessing her secret crush. Her attention returned to his dick, which had grown larger and dwarfed her small hand. Her tongue appeared again, extending towards the base of his shaft. I could hardly breathe. It had been years since I'd seen her acting like a slut for another man's cock. True jealousy was nowhere to be found, only a desperate need to see her mouth engulf his huge dick completely.
The escalating scene whizzed away in a streaky blur as I lowered the camera, startled by tires crunching along the gravely dirt road behind me. Fenton's Mini Cooper approached in a wake of dust, as anxiousness caused my foot to tap rapidly on the ground. Damn it!
He pulled up alongside me, his arm hanging out the window. "Pack me up, Shark King!" He stepped out and we lifted the ice chest, little stove, and big duffle into the rear of his Cooper. I literally threw his backpacks into the back, wanting badly to return to my wife's show. I then shook Fenton's hand firmly and patted him on the back as I said a quick goodbye and a thanks. But he wouldn't get in his car. He stood there looking at me like I was crazy, a grin warming up his otherwise accusing expression.
"You gonna give me my camera, man?"
I suddenly realized the camera still hung around my neck. We'd packed the case, but I forgot to put the camera inside it. I shook my head at my own absentminded mistake, as I pulled it off and handed it over.
He took it, but didn't leave. Instead he stepped towards the hillside and peered through to camera. "Whatchu looking at, Aleee?" He found Jerry and my wife before I could answer. "Aw sheeeet!"
There was no way to explain myself, I'd been peeping and got busted. And there was no way Fenton wouldn't be privy to wife's progressing infidelity. But none of that fazed me, I was only concerned with seeing for myself, so I stepped up beside Fenton and asked what they were up to.
"Finishing what they started yesterday, what do you think?"
Without the camera I had a hard time telling what I saw, but I'm pretty sure it was her head bobbing in his lap.
"Alright, what the fuck are they doing now?"
"I'd tell you, but that would be infringing upon our neighbor's privacy."
"Fuck you!" I took the camera from him, while his haughty-ass laughed. One look down the hill and I was caught up on the action. My wife had his cock in her mouth, and was not only blowing him, but letting it poke at the sides if her cheeks in a very lewd way. It stretched her cheek out so far I thought it might pop through like the chest-burster in Alien. She then pulled it from the moist confines of her mouth and stared up towards her lover, saying something I couldn't hear. She jacked him vigorously and then pounced on the rigid column of meat. She bobbed two times, causing such unexpected elation in Jerry that his hands went for the back of her head. Fingers touching down on her hair only riled her up, and with two bobs more she had to be taking him into her throat. His dark eyes grew, stoked by the ravenous little girl on his dick, and his elbows rose to firm his grip, cautiously feeling his head squeeze into the soft relaxed tunnel.
My wife was working on his cock like a slut, like it was her calling in life to service men. She'd become that twenty-three-year-old I'd first met, so horny her pussy popped like a water balloon the instant you touched her, and she gave it to Jerry––gave him everything she had. He now knew what he was up against as she took even more of his dick down the tube beyond her tongue, and he rolled his head backwards and muttered something into the air, as if thanking God for the young, sexed-up, hot piece-of-ass sucking him like a hardcore pro. Then I had to surrender the camera back to Fenton, who had to see for himself what nastiness boldly brewed below.
"There's a girly who knows no shame. Shit, there's a girly who likes to please on her knees." He grabbed his crotch with his free hand. "Betchya she couldn't swallow all of me." I checked out his crotch, which didn't reveal any evidence to support his claim. He'd looked away from the camera just long enough to catch me looking. "I ain't saying I'm huge right now, but my dick goes Voltron before battle. When I'm hard, pussies quake with fear!"
As he feasted on the action again, I tried to get a taste with my naked eye. Having just seen the couple through the zoom lens, I could mentally fill in the details and vaguely make out what went on. My wife bobbed fiercely on his cock as Jerry leaned back so far he almost fell off the log. A few minutes later he moved her starved mouth from his massive erection, and my wife stood up.
"Man-o-man, that guy is hung. And she packed that shit in her throat."
Jerry grabbed the stretchy shorts and yanked them down my wife's legs. I clearly made out their figures once they'd separated. Jerry grabbed the back of her head and pressed her lips to his. They kissed fast and quick, his hand finding her hairless crotch in the process. Her head rolled back as his fingers most likely teased her needy pussy. His body then got in the way, but I could only imagine he was still lathering up her Netherlands.
For a few minutes I stared at his distant back, and then his shorts dropped to the ground. When he stepped aside to kick them from his ankles, I could see my wife laying on the smooth log with her knees pointing up and parted.
"There's no way that little fine-piece-of-ass can take that thing."
Jerry spun her to the side, and moved into position with a quick assertive swagger.
"Oh shit, it fit! And he looks pretty happy about it."
Hearing Fenton report my wife just had another man's cock enter her hot juicy cunt punched me back into such a mixed bag of emotions I almost threw up. All Fenton saw, however, was a slut getting nailed. And that's exactly what it was. My wife was a total slut for Jerry––for me. Goddammit I loved her!
"Look at those legs. He's spreading them wider, and wider––shit, look at her split in half, she must be a gymnast."
'A figure skater!' I corrected in my head.
"Oh yeah, he's giving it to her in the one-eighty splits." He licked his lips. "And she likes it like that!"
Fenton didn't lie. My wife was limber, I could push her legs apart until they formed a vertical line from toe to toe.
"Man, if I had a chick who could spread eagle like that, I'd hold down her foot with mine, stretch her other foot over my head, and pluck that pussy like a standup bass."
I snorted laughter. His comment caught me completely off guard.
"You like that one, huh?" He then began making bass noises to the tune of 'Rawhide' and plucking his finger in the air.
With his face against the camera again, he shouted, "Whoa, look at that. Those legs don't just come apart––they go all the way back! Oh, it doesn't go in any deeper than that. Aw yeah, he's giving her booty the giddy-up hand." Fenton then presented me with the camera, saying, "You have to see this!"
As I looked upon my wife, my dick just about to bust out of my pants like the Incredible Hulk. My wife had slipped off the log so her butt rested on Jerry's hips. He knelt in the sand while she leaned her back against the log. Her knees were up by her ears, where Jerry held them firmly in place. He rocked his pelvis upwards with determined force, driving deep into Kelly's wide open pussy. I could see his cock was huge, and getting wetter with every plunge.
My wife's face was an emotional eddy, her eyes pleaded for mercy while her hands clutched his ass and pulled him in for more. She was about to come. A lump formed in my throat. Jerry thrust all the way in and swayed his hips in a side to side grind, and that made it happen for her. Her jaw dropped, her eyes shut, and her head tilted to the side. He gently kissed her cheek as she quivered in orgasm beneath him. He allowed one of her legs to drop, freeing his hand to run a finger over her lips. She tried to suck it, but her climax was so intense she couldn't keep her lips sealed around it. Instead he lowered his hand to her chest and began to vigorously massage her tit.
Fenton pulled his camera back just as she was coming. "He's got her right where he wants her. Look at those toes curl! Whump! Whump! Whump! And boom goes the dynamite!" He brought the camera down and looked at his phone. "Shit, I gotta bolt or my boats getting towed for sure."
As he patted me on back and jumped into his Mini Cooper, I felt a weird loss of heart. My voyeur partner was leaving, and that once again made me the freaky husband who got off watching some guy stick it to his wife. As he drove off and the dust cloud settled along the road, I felt suddenly alone. Without much thought to what I was doing, I began to walk down the tiny road to our camp. About a hundred feet away I could hear my wife. Once again she was calling out Jerry's name, asking him to "make her blush." Unlike the prior night, however, I found my feet unable to stop walking. The small leafed shrub along our campsite would've made perfect cover, but I walked right past it. I kept walking until I saw her stretchy striped shorts flat on the ground, dust spilling over one leg, looking like unsettling evidence at a crime scene. I imagined my next two steps would reveal a cluster of concerned cops, all dreading informing the husband what his slut got up to. Butterflies plagued my stomach¬¬––even though I'd just seen everything and knew damn well my wife was being fucked less than ten yards away. My feet kept moving, the heat in my neck burning, but something greater than jealousy pumped blood straight into my cock and into that mystical little chunk of brain responsible for sheer fucking ecstasy.
The first I saw of them was Jerry's back, wide and pitted, like a large carved wooden butterfly lived under his skin. One more step and I saw Kelly's shins framing either side of his back with her pointed feet hugging against his butt cheeks. She sat on the smooth log, her legs pushed back to her shoulders, stretching her ass around into a large sphere, which his hips fell against steadily. Her hands were at his waist, in a cautious position incase his size became too much. It didn't. He went slowly, her feet moving with his ass, as if braced on attached stirrups. Her knees widened as he pushed fully forwards, and a gasp caused me to envision her collapsing face somewhere beneath his neck, wavering between bliss and tension, between clam seas and crashing waves.
I'd stopped by then, standing in the wide open space between the last full shrub and the naked moaning union of my wife and Jerry, sex-locked into one creature. He pulled off her some, his feet sliding apart and lowering his ass. I could see my wife's face, her expression exactly as I'd imagined. Her hands moved to his chest as it rose, but the touch was gentle, as if her fingertips alone could guarantee its return. She smiled when it did return, and then faintly grimaced as his hips came down right after, parking the big cock deep inside.
Only one eye opened at first, immediately shutting again, making me go away, but then both slowly opened, and a sanguine smile spread across her face. She was undeterred by my presence, continuing to let Jerry have his way with her.
"Did you enjoy the view up there?"
I nodded my response.
Jerry looked down at her, confused. When he noticed her eyes elsewhere, he began to lift off her and turn towards me. Her feet darted forwards just enough to hook his ass and catch him. His cock never disengaged. His blue eyes squinted uncomfortably, apologizing to me as he helplessly obeyed her––a brazenly insincere apology.
"Fenton's go-ne?" Her voice fluttered as his dick returned to its impressive depth.
I nodded again.
"Well, I'm just saying good-bye to Jerry."
There was mild concern in her voice despite the joke, and Jerry, although still fully in her, hadn't resumed fucking. He just stayed over her, waiting for some kind of conformation from me. I joked back, putting them both at ease. "Ever hear of a handshake?"
"Mmmm. I'm about to shake all over, honey."
My joke worked, or maybe it was Kelly's, because Jerry's hips returned to business, his head dropping down to kiss my wife's forehead. Her bottom lip hung twitching, her breath unsteady and her eyes wavering under dark sensual lids. Her face conveyed how fucking good his cock felt, and her pelvis found a sexual rhythm she couldn't stop even if a train headed her way.
As Jerry got back into it, his body began to move closer with each thrust, until I could only see her eye peeking over his shoulder. Her lashes flinched and white appeared as her irises rolled back into her head. And then his broad cut shoulder jerked forward and hid my wife completely. At the same time her knees fell away from him, the soles of her feet now flat against his sides. She'd spread herself wide open for that big cock. At this point I realized he whispered into her ear. I know he tried to make a private connection with her, and to exclude the guy standing ten feet away just watching.
A French manicure crept over his shoulders, and then Kelly lifted him off her. This time they separated, his huge erection awkwardly bumping her butt as she turned around and leaned forwards. She wasn't quite kneeling, but her knees bent low as she braced her arms on the smooth log. She was then taken from behind.
I'd been watching her sexy ass jiggle in tight shorts all morning, imagining the moment when I could finally peel them down and get my hands on those magnificent hardboiled eggs underneath. Apparently Jerry had the same idea. Kelly, eyes to me, glassy and glazed, revealing the true depth at which he penetrated her, called back to him, "Oh God, Jerry, you are going to make me scream right in front of my husband!"
Jerry, without breaking stride, began to lean over her again, his chest on her back, his arm running along hers to hold her hand to the log. This caused his head to block her view of me again, almost like he was protecting her, forcing her to look at him, to keep her away from our strange arrangement.
It didn't take a genius to know he was uncomfortable with me around. My wife egged him on, wanting dearly to be a slut for me, but Jerry was trying to blot me out of existence. Of course I couldn't blame him––even I would get weirded out banging a girl in front of another guy. I mean, what did he think of me standing there like a tool, just standing there watching him bone my wife? I suddenly felt like I was bobbing in the ocean between the rock jetty and the great white, and oh how I regretted not ducking behind that last shrub when I had the chance.
Kelly finally rescued me from my awkward predicament. With Jerry hugging himself against her, my wife squeezed her head out from under his, and asked, "So why do you still have your clothes on?"
It took me a moment to decipher her question, and then I had to ask it myself a few more times. Why did I still have my clothes on? Until right then joining her with one of her lovers had never crossed my mind. But really, why the fuck not?
I zipped out of my shorts, your-word-is-my-command like. I pulled my feet loose as the shorts collapsed to the ground, and approached my wife in mid coitus. I stepped to the other side of the smooth log and kissed her on the mouth. Jerry backed his head away as I did. In fact, he began to step away, but Kelly turned around and grabbed his forearm. "No, no, no, Jer, please don't stop."
"I don't know about this, it's not really my thing, you know."
One of her hands moved to his cock, slick with her juice. Her fingers squeezed and brought the condom covered skin partially over the bell-shaped head. I could not believe how big it looked in her hand as she jacked him off. "Just try. I'll make it worth your while, I promise. I'll do anything. Anything you want"
He sucked in a ton of air, and then raised her arm to the sky and spun her around like a dance move. Front to back now, he guided his dick towards her butt again. Kelly stared straight at me, eyes weightlessly lifting into her head as he sunk into her pussy. She fell forwards onto the log, holding herself up with only one arm, and grabbing my dick with the other. Her tongue touched the tip of my cock, her breath coming in bursts as his body smacked hers.
Jerry still held back. Craziness tugged at his early crow's-feet, but for the most part he stayed expressionless. Even as he screwed my beautiful wife his focus was elsewhere, on some painful psychology being worked out in his own head. Jerry wasn't a true player, he swam in deeper waters. I'd known that all along.
Kelly's ass began to grind, up and down, forwards and back. The roll became intense, her back sinking and rising as her lips sealed around the head of my cock. Jerry barely moved, he just stared down, watching the assiduous ass gobble up his cock. It had taken on a life of its own, his entire shaft sticking out of it, glistening, stiff and red, and then her butt rocked back and slurped his cock up completely, landing against him with a wet thud. Her gorgeous legs worked hard to keep it up. I loved the shape of them, with just enough feminine padding to smooth her fit muscles into simple curves of womanly perfection. The one give away to her underlying strength was an indent running the length of her thigh––and as she forced her ass on Jerry's cock, the indent deepened into a slit.



Her striper-hot moves finally made an impression. Jerry's eyes widened, a hand grabbed hold of her bouncing cheek, and although she needed no additional encouragement, Jerry felt otherwise, and spanked it. The sting of her cheek against his palm proved satisfying enough to do it again––and then again. Finally he leaned backwards, leaving his hips way out in front of him, allowing one arm to dangle behind, and looked about as arrogantly cool as one could manage while fucking a girl. The way he posed, hard at work, the bright sun beaming off on his sweaty body, looked like something out of deodorant commercial geared at macho pride, where some booming voice announced it was a tough job needing a tough man to do it.
She took me completely into her mouth, while Jerry hit it just enough to make her dirty-blonde ponytail dance. I'd only watched her with other men, never participated. But feeling her tongue brush up my shaft and everything growing more snug the deeper my cock went, while at the same time watching another man burry himself even deeper into her pussy, was just plain dick-dunking delightful.
After some quick shuffling around with his cock inside her the whole time, Jerry ended up sitting on the log as Kelly bounced her ass on top of him. She then stretched forward to suck on me some more. We stayed like that for a while, finding a rhythm that allowed us to invade Kelly's body simultaneously.
"Come on, Jerry, make me blush. My husband seriously needs to know what a naughty woman he married."
He shook his head dismissively, but acted anyway, getting to his feet and repositioning her by hooking an arm under her left knee and lifting it back towards her chest with a strong jerk. He kept lifting it up, forcing her to straighten out so her vagina was flat against his erection. My wife stood on one leg, the other pinned in a high kick by his arm and offering a clear view of his cock ramming her pussy from the underside. Fenton's rendition of Rawhide came to mind, only in double time.
She reclined backwards into my arms, so I supported her by her armpits. Her upside down head settled next to my crotch so I slid my dick over her lips like an access card. It worked! Her mouth popped open and in my dick went.
We used teamwork, and my wife floated between us like an angel, bridging our cocks in what had to be a difficult position. It made me question why my wife didn't pursue couples figure skating in high school. "Goddamn, Kelly, with your skill you could've toured with 'Fucking on Ice'!" I don't think either one of them heard me, so I laughed alone.
Eventually she relaxed her mouth, and I could feel the vibrations as she moaned through a throat full of my dick. Her eyes pinched tightly closed, and her fingers let go of my waist and fanned out. She was coming, and coming hard. What a slut. What a gorgeous, delicious, little slut.
"Kelly, you really are fucking nuts!"
"Too true," I chimed in, "Knew you'd figure it out sooner or later. Most men do." It was a dick thing to say, but I didn't want him to get the wrong idea about his role in our game. He seemed unfazed, however, and I realized something as she arched between us with her perfect c-sized tits sliding up and down her chest, her pussy smacking wet as Jerry pumped it relentlessly and her throat stretched out long and graceful for my cock. I realized she couldn't be a slut. She was simply too perfect. The sight of her getting fucked belonged in magazines featuring supermodels, not smut. Her skin picked up the sunlight, and it twinkled along one mesmerizing curve into the next. I could've told Jerry she fucked every one of the Oakland Raiders and he would still look at her like some goddess. And I couldn't blame him––Icould never see her as anything less than a total goddess.
My balls began to tighten as come readied itself in the chamber. I didn't give her any warning, I was too engrossed in her long throat and how it would soon be home to a hot load of come. She barely even flinched, but on the second burst she pulled off me some, so the come hit the roof of her mouth and not her throat. She arduously swallowed after that, trying to get it down as quickly as it came. She managed to swallow it all with my dick in her mouth the entire time, being rather discrete about, almost like she didn't want Jerry to know. I slowly pulled out, letting her lips clean my shaft along the way. She lifted her face and stared up at me with wide glittery blue eyes.
Jerry, who'd steadily pounded her through all of it, grunted, "We gotta switch this up before my legs go numb." He slapped my wife's butt loudly. "Let's get lower to the ground."
"It's too sandy, naughty boy."
"Damn!"
"Ali, honey, could you bring me one of our blankets?"
Something about my wife asking me to get a blanket so she could bang some guy on it didn't feel right, but he was already fucking her so there wasn't much point in letting pride creep up now. I fetched the extra blanket from our tent and they stopped so she could lay it flat.
A moment later, Jerry knelt behind her and the fucking resumed. She started on her hands and knees, but quickly showed off the wonders of banging a figure skater by crunching her thighs and stomach together, leaving them both absolutely vertical. It forced her butt into a round tight bulb that stuck straight into the air. It was a bizarre site, she looked a little like an inch worm preparing to stretch towards a neighboring leaf. It left her tits smashing into the angle where her knees met the blanket.
"Whoa!" Jerry exclaimed. He took a wide stance behind her, his huge erection poking up between her butt cheeks until he pushed it down with his fingers, popping inside her.
"Oh god! That's the big one I love."
From where I stood I saw only his butt over hers and his condom covered cock glistening with the juice from her splayed dripping snatch. Something had shifted in him. His laidback smile had flopped over, and he looked mean. She'd tempted him to get a little wild, a present to me, but I'd come, she really didn't need to keep it up. Unfortunately, it appeared she'd created a monster.
After a few minutes of grunting and spanking and squishing and popping, I began wondering what to do with myself. I felt another erection coming on, but I wanted to save it for when we were alone, so I walked around to her side and leaned over. "I'm gonna go ahead and start packing up and you can you finish saying goodbye to Jerry, alright?"
She opened her eyes and stared through her sweaty bangs. "Oh I will, honey. Love you!"
Jerry's head rocked back and his smile returned––a dubious smile high above two big handfuls of my wife's plump ass––so I walked away and left him to it.
"You like that? You like it like that?" The tone of his voice made it sound like a threat. Soon the moist smacking sound of his dick driving into to her snatch increased, and Jerry announced, "Oh sweet-stuff, you are wet. I knew you preferred a man in charge, but you are gushing." He'd called her bluff and now raised the stakes, and would keep on raising them until one of us tapped-out. It wouldn't be Kelly, however, as she only meowed like a cat.
As I cleared out our tent I heard Jerry order, "Reach back and open yourself up for me. All the way. Yeah. Now wider. Nice and wide. Come on baby, open it all the way and welcome me. Oh yeah, that's nice––a nice, wide, gorgeous road of generosity."
She moaned as their bodies spanked together. "Mmmm," hummed my wife. I could only see her ass in the air and her pussy folding in and blooming out with his plunging prick, and comically it looked as if her pussy did the talking. "Just don't let me fall."
"Yeah, you keep holding it open and I'll keep holding you up."
I climbed out of the tent so I could start breaking it down, and for a moment I actually got scared when I saw Jerry sway to the right and backwards, grabbing something long and mechanical looking off the ground. Then above his head appeared the spear gun, as he stretched the tube along the length of his arm. My heart froze––what the fuck––but then he took aim at the at box of cereal on the log across from them, and as his hips continued to pound at a fever pitch, he fired the spear through the box, carrying it into the bush past his tent and scattering corn flakes through the air. He then grabbed a hold of my wife's ass again and let her know that pretty ass what a hunter he truly was.
Big wicked teeth unzipped across his face. "You still want to blush?"
"Depends, what are you thinking, naughty boy?"
Without another word he pulled his cock out of her pussy and pressed it over her ass.
"Oh shit,really?"
"I've always wanted to try, but I've never met a woman who would."
"Oh God! I don't know." He held it there a moment until she set a hand on his thigh. "OK, OK then. But you're huge, so please go slow."
He eased his way into her ass, her hands still reaching back and spreading herself wide open. Right in front of me this was happening, Aquaman was squeezing his huge dick in my wife's asshole. And then he began to fuck it, giving it a slap like he would his own knee after a damn good joke. She buried her face in the blanket, surrendering, some guy totally dominating her and flat out using her ass up like it had an expiration date stamped on it. Within a minute Jerry delivered strokes with determined, frantic, almost violent movement.
I felt almost guilty for getting her into this, even though her body willingly gave a tiny thrust back just before full insertion.
"Do I compare to your twenty-one-old?"
"No comparison. She was no virgin, but not in your fucking league either. I just don't understand, though. I don't understand how a girl so cool can be..." His thought hung unfinished.
"You still find me cool? Even now? Like this?"
"Too cool and too pretty!"
"Too pret-ty?"
"Too pretty, I can't..."
He then suddenly buried his cock in deep and stopped. His chest heaved as trails of sweat flashed with white light down the grooves of his back. He took several breaths hovering like that, as Kelly remained still, her face lost in the blanket, appearing little more than an ass in the air totally stuffed with cock.
Jerry folded forwards, setting a palm on her shoulder blade, then gingerly journeying up her arm, taking hold of her hand and pulling gently until she stared back at him. He rolled her onto her back and sunk slowly back into her bottom, Kelly biting her lip as he went. He then he planted a kiss on her lips. His eyes bore into hers, their breath met between them, and he rubbed his nose cutely over hers. She seemed to melt under him, her eyebrows rising, trying to combat the growing heaviness of her eyelids, and a warm pleasure turned her cheeks pink.
Two skater's feet locked over his back. I could just barely see his shaft appear from her bottom, before he'd slid it lovingly back inside. They gazed upon each other as if their faces were the only in existence. He was through with my slut wife, and now wanted to make passionate love to Kelly. He cherished her with everything he had, and for the first time I saw how badly Kelly desired him. He owned more than her ass in that moment, a moment in which she gave up every part of herself. Their lips slowly met, sparking off unbearable heat in my neck.
A few moments later Kelly began panting, "Ooo-ooo-ooo!"
"You blushing yet?"
"Oh God, I am!"
Their foreheads touched, her eyebrows going completely miserable but telling the exact opposite. Such intimacy overwhelmed her that even I, her husband, felt like it was wrong to watch. I pulled out my phone, pretending that my heart wasn't beating through my chest, but my hands shook so bad I couldn't read the screen. I stared at it, anyway, finding it impossible to look at them and impossible to walk away.
"Oh god, Jer, you're beautiful. You're just beautiful!"
"Oh Jesus, Kelly, I can't hold out."
"Don't!"
"Here it comes! Oh Jesus! Jesus you are pretty! Jesus you feel good."
"Oh fuck, it feels too good! Oh God, like that. Just like that. Oh God Jer, you're going to make me come. I want it. I want to come with you! Oh my God, I am. I'm coming. Oh my God ,your dick. So fucking good! I'm going to scream. You're making me scream!"
She didn't scream. Instead her mouth opened as if she was about to, but not a sound came out. Her face fell into distant serenity, and her thighs tightened around his waist. Jerry growled until his hips just plummeted down, staying inside her, butt muscles twitching, a sure sign come was gushing out of his cock and into her ass.
They lay there still for several minutes, as he swept her sweaty bang to the side and kissed her over and over again. She grazed her knuckles down his jaw repeatedly, sanding them smooth on a two-day growth. He'd grown soft by time he dislodged himself from her ass, and he had to pinch the condom to keep her tight sphincter from stripping it off. He then slipped on his trunks, while Kelly stretched her back and legs before standing up.
After finding her balance, she walked over to where I sat in a pile of our gear waiting to be moved up to our car. Jerry strode right behind her, a hand petting her back, like it was up to him whether or not she'd return to me. She hadn't bothered with clothes––her hairless pussy glowed vividly pink in the bright sun, its color a testament to being fucked good and proper. Stopping a few feet in front of me, she reached out, with a nervous apologetic smile. I took hold of her hand as Jerry announced he was going to cool off, and then broke into a jog towards the beach. She helped me to my feet and we stood in silence for a moment. I smiled cruelly, like a blackmailer about to reveal the dirt I had her.
"What?" she broke first, her voice cracking.
I raised one eyebrow suspiciously. "What was that back there?"
She seemed to retreat for a moment and then widened her gaze. "I'm not really sure. I just know I love you."
"Of course you do––now that your boyfriend's run off."
"Boyfriend?"
"From where I stood, he sure looked like one."
"Don't dare get jealous, Ali, not now." She touched my cheek. "I did all that for you. I don't think I could have been a bigger slut."
"He knows you aren't a slut, though. He sees right through you, doesn't he?"
She retracted her hand. "He can't possibly still think... He... He just..."
I grabbed her shoulders. "It's OK."
"Don't tell me it's OK unless it's really OK."
I hugged her close and crushed my lips into her damp hair. "He thinks you're the most amazing woman he's ever met, and he's right."
"He does not."
"Oh yes he does, and that turns you on. A guy as perfect as they come thinks the same of you. I get it. And..." I squeezed her tighter, and kissed her lips. She kissed be back with desperation, grabbing my face and pressing her breasts against me. My erection poked at her belly, and she took notice, slipping a hand down to accompany it. My hand brushed the side of her bosom, and then I sunk my fingers into the cushiony flesh. She lowered my shorts to the ground, the move leaving her on her knees. She stroked my dick.
"Don't be mad.Pleasedon't be mad."
She sucked my cock into her mouth. I looked over at the remnants of burnt logs in the fire pit next to us, where Jerry had tossed the condom once he'd finished with it. It hung over a thin log that survived the fire from two nights ago. Come bulged in the tip, a lot of it. The fact it had been in my wife's ass when the come was deposited made it so extraordinarily personal, and there it hung, incriminatingly, for all to see.
I gritted my teeth as she deep throated me for the second time that afternoon. Her intentions were different this time, however. She wanted me to forget what I'd just seen. She was going to suck the jealousy right out of me.
"Does that feel good?" she asked, looking up at me as my dick smeared her own saliva across her full lips. I lifted her up and carried her to the blanket. I laid her on top of the wet spot she and Jerry left behind. I pushed my dick in, and she was so wet and swollen it felt like a different pussy. Jerry's pussy! The heat in my neck flared, and, wasting no time, I hit a steady tempo as I massaged her breast and nibbled at her ear. I whispered, "So how did he finally make you blush?"
"You saw." She sighed. "He was doing me so hard, I..."
"I saw, but it was after he pounded you, when you were both close. So what was it that made you blush?"
Her fingers dug into my back at the mere thought of that moment, but she wouldn't say why.
"It's OK, I already know what made you blush."
"Just fuck me, Ali. You feel so good right now."
She badly wanted the conversation to go away so I knew my suspicions were correct.
"You want me to tell you what caused it?"
"I just want to be fucked. By you, Ali." She added my name haphazardly. Guilt! I wasn't the only one on her mind.
"You blushed because Jerry fucked you in a way I never could."
She tensed beneath me, but her hips never stopped dancing.
"He fucked you in a way you longed for, burned for, broke our vows for. I saw you look at the handsome man that first morning, and when he started paying more attention to you than you were be comfortable with, you lost control instead of telling him no."
She cried softly how much she loved me.
"You surrendered to his advances, you couldn't help it, he was the most intriguing man you've ever met, and he felt the same way about you. He offered you a forbiden romance. You knew it was wrong. You knew it was taboo with your husband so close, but those are the buttons that really get you going, aren't they? And they are the buttons I can never reach. That hurts, bad. But it's OK."
She rolled her head to the side, as if it sheltered her from my syrupy voice. "You're my husband. I want my husband."
"But I'm not the only one you want. You couldn't resist him. And so you tried to scare him off. You said you were being so nasty for me, but it was for him. You hoped his blue eyes would stop snaring your heart every time he looked at you if you behaved like a slut. He wasn't interested in a slut, though, he wanted something more. And you let him have it."
"I didn't mean to-"
"You didn't stop him!"
"I wanted to."
"No, you wanted to him to make you come. I've never seen you come like that before. Not with me, not ever."
"No, it just... He surprised me."
I thrust harder, the burn in my neck egging me on. The burn even felt good. Incredible!
"You had yourself a screaming orgasm, the kind only a cheating wife will ever know."
"Stop! Just fuck me, Sweetie. Come for me." She desperately raised her hips up to meet mine.
"The look on your face when you came––when he came in your ass––I'm never going to forget it. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life. You looked so fucking hot!"
Her eyes opened, and her head rolled back to face me. She finally understood I wasn't mad, but it wasn't until right then that I'd come to understand it. The jealousy felt good. The game had become dangerous and emotional, but it was still our game. We'd just played it with a guy smart enough to realize he was being played, and man enough to rewrite the rules to his liking. And watching that man steal my princess' affections as he fucked her, made me realize it has always been the endless pursuit of my wife's elusive pussy keeping our love passionate and raw. In those precious minutes after Jerry had had his way with her, she became so beguiling I felt like some fan in the presence of a gorgeous movie star.
"I've been a complete ass about all this. I know you aren't leaving me for Jerry, and I've never been as hot for you as I am right now."
"Oh God, Ali! I love you so much!"



"I know. I love you, too."
"You're right. I blushed because I was embarrassed. I didn't know anyone could make me feel so good. I didn't want you to see. Or Jerry."
"You never have to hide anything from me."
"I know, I know. I just... He made me feel like liquid fire, like my life was leaving my body. Those blue eyes on that gorgeous body and the feeling of that beautiful big cock so deep in me, I couldn't resist him, I'm so sorry."
My thighs shook I was doing her so hard.
"But you liked it? That he didn't just fuck me? That he made me feel so safe and beautiful? You liked that?"
"I liked seeing you come like that."
"Oh fuck. I did, I came on his big dick! It was the most amazing orgasm I've ever had."
My hand rode down her back and over her ass. From behind I slipped in two fingers.
"You are the naughtiest, horniest wife in the world."
"And you liked watching your naughty little wife give herself to another man. All of me––he had it all.Sooodreamy. He has the most beautiful big dick and he fucked me so deep and I came so hard––so unbelievably hard."
I sensed an orgasm building in her, and one in me, as well.
"I wish I could watch you come under Jerry every night––come like a hot cheating wife."
"You can." Her forehead scrunched up nervously. "I gave him my number."
"You did? Your phone number?"
"Do you want to see him come in me every night? To see his big dick inside of me every night?"
"I wanna see him make you come again right now."
Her feet began to jerk spastically on my back.
"He is, isn't he? You're thinking about him right now."
"Oh fuck, I am! What he did to me. It's making me come again. Fuck, oh fuck! I'm coming, Ali! He's making me come again." Her voice was a quivering, crackling mess. I couldn't take it, my dick convulsed without warning and I moved quickly to pull out. I shot straight up her belly, with a few drops landing on her shaved pink snatch.
***
It turned out to be a surprisingly quiet ride home. Kelly said she was tired, but she stared out the window through half-shut eyes, never falling completely asleep. Her hair was down, and it was rare for me to see her without her ponytail. The dirty blond waves draped partially over her cheeks, boxing in her face.
She hadn't bothered getting dressed, still wearing only my T-shirt, which she'd pulled on after we'd fucked. The man's shirt made her shoulders and neck seem scrawny, and it just barely hung low enough to hide her privates. When Jerry came back, just as we were leaving camp, he commented that it was a good look on her. She flipped up the bottom of the shirt, flashing her bald snatch, and thanked him.
It was actually a quick goodbye between them, and their parting kiss surprisingly tame. As we walked out of the campsite, however, Kelly turned around and put her hand to her ear like she was holding a phone, and mouthed the words, "Call me!"
I wondered if she was dwelling on him as she stared out our Lexus window. Would he actually call and where would that call lead? She'd been silent for fifteen minutes, and then in a voice soft enough to be thinking aloud, asked, "Did I tease him?"
"What?"
"Do you think I led Jerry on?"
"Really? You're feeling guilty?"
"A little, yeah."
"Hey, don't feel bad for Jerry, I'm sure you've given him a new favorite story to tell at the next bonfire."
She smiled, and came out of her daze to look at me. "Well, I think he gave me a new favorite story to share with you." Her hand moved down between her legs, lifting the shirt enough to expose her pussy. She unabashedly began to finger herself, placing both feet on the dash, watching me as my eyes darted back and forth between the road and her crotch.
"Think he'll call?"
"I don't know. Are you hoping he does?"
She grew an incredibly wicked smile, shutting her eyes and gorging herself deeper.
"I'll take that as a yes."
She sped up, really getting herself excited, and causing her sympathetic eyebrows to jerk about her forehead. In a hushed fractured voice, she said, "God do I hope he calls."
She then collapsed towards me as an orgasm washed over her. With the back of her head in my lap, she feed me the juice on her fingers, until she finally rolled over and began loosening my pants. Within seconds I was watching cars pass as my wife's head bobbed in my lap.
I'd come twice that morning, making it hard for me to come again so soon. I drove like that for close to an hour, feeling her mouth glide up and down my cock, and trying to center the car between the lines. During that time she brought herself to another orgasm, reaching back between her legs, her shirt bunched up to her waist, her lovely ass exposed where she knelt in the passenger seat. Occasionally she'd raise her head and say how bad she wished I could fuck her right then, or how certain she was Jerry would call. And of course, she was right about that.
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Montana's glossy red fingernail tapped at the six-dollar vodka collins, which Pierce had just lined up beside two red wines. "This Pink Shirt's order?"
"Hold on, I still need the margarita for his table."
What she did next left him completely slack jawed. She spit directly into the vodka collins, and then spun her finger daintily through the ice until it disappeared amongst the seltzer bubbles.
"Our little secret,K?"
He couldn't believe it, his girlfriend routinely exercised a temper, but spitting in someone's drink was entirely beneath her. While he mixed the margarita to compete the order, she made a quick trip to the lady's room, and almost as soon as she left, Pink Shirt strolled up to his bar.
"Is that Montana Sparks?"
"Yep,"
"Knew it! That explains why she hasn't looked at me all night."
He was a good sized cat, six-foot-one and roughly one-ninety, making him about dead even with Pierce. He was an attractive man with a slight resemblance to Ryan Gosling, and looked about twenty-five, the same age as Montana, so Pierce asked if they were possibly classmates.
The guy pointed to the bathroom door. "Cheerleader!" He then turned the finger on himself. "High school quarterback." He glanced at the vodka collins. "This mine?"
As he reached for it, Pierce covered the glass with his palm and dragged it off the bar. "Let me get you a fresh one."
"Why,did she put something in there?"
"Let me just get a fresh one, OK."
"Please do. Un-freaking-believable!" He appeared more amused than mad, and as Pierce poured a fresh drink he began to laugh. "Women never forget, do they?"
Montana returned, but the guy headed back to his table the instant he saw her coming.
"What didhewant?"
"Just curious if your name happened to be Montana."
"Shit!"
"I'm guessing you two had something?"
"Not a chance!"
"Drinks are up––you'll have to give me the details next order."
"I really don't want to go into it now. Actually, I don't ever intend to go into it. He's getting a special drink, that's as much as you need to know."
She unknowingly took him a fresh Vodka Collins, and if she wasn't his girlfriend, Pierce swore he would've fired the insubordinate hostess. But as he watched her dynamite thighs disappear into the crowd, he realized insubordinate or not, those legs were irreplaceable.
The reception dinner wrapped up around eight and as the caterers cleaned the plates, Montana came up and stood idly at the bar, waiting for Pierce to fill the first tray of stemmed champagne glasses with Martini & Rossi Prosecco. The wedding party required twenty full-size tables and filled the Elroy Ballroom from end to end, and would take the couple quite some time to deliver a full round of champagne.
She picked up the tip jar and gave it a shake. "I think people are holding the groom's selection in wine against us. Look how light this is and we're already serving champagne."
"Might be the wine, but it also wouldn't hurt for you to lighten up some. Move that ass, baby, that always loosens bill clips."
"If you only knew what I'm up against tonight you wouldn't say that."
"Pink Shirt and friends?"
"You have no idea what dicks they are."
He handed her a tequila shot. "This oughta help the mood."
She hesitated a moment before accepting the little glass, mulling over whether he was serious or not. They'd met working at a Cuban bar, the only white people on staff and both pretty heavy drinkers, and it was way too easy for him to pour them free shots all night long, so they found themselves drunk almost every night and fucking like mad back at his place. She was the most beautiful girl he'd ever known and at some point during those foggy nights they fell in love, and that miraculously garnered them the strength to quit drinking. Or at least set a reasonable limit. They'd had each other's back ever since, and by handing her a shot of tequila Dan essentially gave her permission to make a night of it. She smiled, knocked it back, and carried off a tray full of champagne, her ass finally showing life.
That ass of hers wasn't fat, but it was damn juicy––a real voluptuous, gravity-defying, miracle from God. Her waist, on the other hand, was a narrow stretch of gorgeously flat terrain. And then there were her great fat tits with half dollar conical nipples. She told Pierce they were Ds, but he always thought of Ds as gratuitous top-heavy tits, while hers were firm and well proportioned, like your classic pin-up girls. And while the caterers all dressed in black slacks, the cocktail hostess wore a swank, extra-short, black, fluffy skirt with a white, fitted, collared shirt, and man did Montana put the curves in it.
Pink Shirt marveled at the same thing Pierce did as he again approached his bar.
"Hard to believe she was a little prissy once. Still every bit the bitch, though. You two together? Heh, I probably should've asked that before opening my big mouth."
"As a matter of fact, she's my girlfriend."
"Aw shit! Sorry man. I mean it, sorry." He held out his hand, "Dan Clemens."
"Pierce. And don't sweat it––she's a handful, I know."
"I bet she isa handful," Dan kidded, sexing up its meaning.
As Montana braced the tray steadily on her arm, she suddenly felt uneasy about bending over to pass out the glasses in such a short skirt, and instead dipped her knees until she could reach the table. She'd worn the sexy, black skirt with the Lolita-style petticoat to make her boyfriend a little jealous of her flaunting an excessive amount of tone thigh to the wedding party. It was a little cruel, sure, but it never failed to turn him into an animal, and it had been awhile since they'd been intimate. What she hadn't anticipated was Dan being there, zeroing in on her thighs with a hungry smile, and that really pissed her off. And then, as she stooped to set another glass of champagne down at a table, she noticed Dan talking to her boyfriend at the bar again, and it almost looked as if they were having a good time.Fuck! She thought about confessing the whole embarrassing truth about Dan, but that would probably send Pierce into a rage. Also, in telling the story, she'd actually have to admit there was a time she'd had a crush on that jerk, and that was more than she could manage.
As she worked her way towards the next gentleman, forcing a smile as she placed a glass of champagne in front of him, her mind sunk back into the past. She'd tried so hard to forget it all, but the painful memories began unraveling the instant she saw Dan's face. Most girls had had a crush on the handsome quarterback––there was no shame in that. He'd shown off in front of the cheerleaders during practice, and then ran close enough to give Montana the once over and a wink. It wasn't surprising, considering she had the best boobs in school. They were far better than Dan's girlfriend, who happened to be on the cheerleading squad alongside Montana. All Montana did was wave at him, but that was enough to set off his girlfriend.
She remembered Dan's eyes bugging out and then a fiery pain as she was grabbed by her hair. Next thing she knew, she sat on top of the bitch as they pushed at each other's faces. A pair of hands quickly came around her and pulled her off. It was Dan, and he was lifting her and pulling her backwards by her boobs. She had no idea if he meant to grab her tits or if they were the only reachable part of her, but when the teachers finally noticed the commotion, they looked over to see Dan dragging a screaming cheerleader across the field by her tits. As a result, Dan was booted from the team. It was so stupid and embarrassing. Everyone blamed her for it, making school absolutely miserable. And it didn't end there.
A couple of weeks later she decided to brave a house party. The football team showed up towards the end of the night, and although she tried to avoid them, one of them actually came up to her and offered her a beer. She couldn't believe they were finally forgiving her, and thanked the guy with a big smile. But then, when she was about halfway through the beer, she began to notice Dan and the team watching her out of the corner of their eyes and laughing. And when she finished it, a girl came up beside Montana and whispered Dan had come in the beer. She'd drank Dan's come! The guy next to Dan began pointing at Dan's dick, then at his beer, then towards Montana, and finally towards his stomach. Her fists tighten and she stormed across the room. Someone grabbed her before she could get to him, which is just as well, because she probably would have killed him. His come had made its way into her stomach, and she'd never live it down, nor would she ever get over it. She really wouldn't––she'd drank his come in front of half the senior class––how could she get over it?
All the smiles being exchanged at the reception felt mocking, like those at the party, and she found it increasingly hard to look people in the eyes. She headed back to the bar, where her boyfriend finished pouring another tray of champagne. Dan was still there, and this time he didn't flee as she approached.
"Hello Monty."
She glanced at her boyfriend questioningly, wondering why he'd conversed with the enemy.
"HelloDan."
"It's been what, five years? You look better than ever!"
"Thanks, and it's been seven."
"You're right, seven years we've been out of high school––Jesus time flies!"
"I don't know about that, tonight seems to be dragging on forever."
"Ha! Hey, I know you're working, but real quick––I want to apologize for being a complete jack-ass our senior year. You think you could forgive me?"
She chuckled in disbelief, tapped the empty shot glass for a refill of tequila, killed it as fast as her boyfriend could pour it, and marched off with the tray of champagne.
Pierce watched his girlfriend balance the tray and dip her knees to set it down. She'd worn that skirt that bordered on unacceptably short and looked like it belonged to a French maid's outfit. He had a love-hate relationship with that skirt. He hated that it drew the attention of every guy in the room, but loved how worked up it got Montana. He pictured her on all fours with her skimpy skirt flipped up as he worked though his jealousy. Pierce then noticed Dan watching his girlfriend while he leaned against the bar, and he couldn't help but smile. It would just be one more thing he'd have to work through with Montana later.
"You're girlfriend found herself a great look, man. Nothing like her old preppy self!"
Again Pierce only smiled. Dan was right––his girlfriend was serious eye-candy. He'd seen pictures of her from high school, and if it wasn't for the cigarette dangling from her mouth, they could've been from a shoot for The Gap or J. Crew. Always with her dark hair in a ponytail—usually tied back with a ribbon or bow—always in a printless sweater. Dan wasn't exaggerating about the preppy bit.
Ever since he'd known her, though, she'd bleached her dark hair into platinum vibrance, deliberately keeping her dark roots—more a style statement than lack of upkeep. She'd experimented with different lengths, but right now it was his favorite: cascading waves that bounced on her shoulders and frequently escaped across her pouty, heart-shaped face. Tonight, she wore the usual heavy eyeliner, rose-red lipstick, and wore a loosened black tie around the unbuttoned collar of her white shirt. Thinking about those J. Crew days that Dan associated her with, Pierce laughed. She now looked stylish and oh-so-fuckable!
A short while later, she came by for another tray of champagne and wrinkled her baby doll nose in annoyance as Dan turned to face her.
"Monty, while you're here, there's very little in my life I need to apologize for, but—"
"Seriously Dan, save your breath."
"Hold on. There's something I gotta say––Beth was really jealous of you, and you really put me in an awkward spot with her."
"You're telling me little-miss-prom-queen was jealous ofme?"
"Extremelyjealous! But that's not the point. See, when I got kicked off the team they might as well have cut off my legs––because I lost everything that mattered. It's like, there I was, captain of the football team and everybody's hero, and then,poof, I'm just a regular guy showing up for after parties. It was difficult, you understand?"
"If you're looking for pity, Dan, try sobbing to one of the girls you didn't..." She looked at Pierce before continuing: "You didn't humiliate in front of the few friends she had left."
"Look, Iamsorry. I was eighteen and stupid, I wanted to stay tight with my team. I didn't have their respect on the field anymore, not after you got me sacked."
"Wait a minute,Igot you sacked? I never asked you to..." Again she looked at Pierce. He began to tap his finger nervously, wondering what she held back.
"You're right, and I always knew that, but the team blamed you even if I didn't. And at the party—" Dan cut himself off.
Pierce tapped his finger harder. It didn't sound like his girlfriend had ever dated this guy, but they were certainly hiding something.
"Pierce, didn't I just say my biggest regret in high school was not getting to know Montana better? And what a lucky guy you are to have her?"
"He did," Pierce answered, and noticing his girlfriend's hand in a trembling fist, he poured another shot to ease her nerves. Montana might've come off as a friendly flirt, but she had a temper when crossed, a bad one. He smiled as he handed her the tequila, and she killed it before carrying off the tray of champagne.
The tequila sat warm in Montana's stomach as she set down the last tray of champagne. She felt it in her cheeks, too, and it was such a welcomed feeling. Her hand didn't shake once as she lifted the thin stemmed glass, even when a gentleman placed his hand on the small of her back and thanked her close to her ear. Her nerves and tension were going comfortably numb. The Pink Floyd song pleasantly drifted into her head. Pink Floyd was one of Pierce's bands that she actually enjoyed.
Looking back towards the bar, she saw Dan had finally grown bored of her boyfriend and left, which calmed her nerves even more than the tequila. It would be stupid for Dan to tell Pierce she'd drank his come at a party, but Dan was reckless. There was no telling what he would or wouldn't do. It was a big relief to have them apart. And as she glided through the crowd with pronounced agile moves, again thanks to the alcohol, she wondered if her boyfriend would even care. Dan had called it a stupid mistake, which could describe ninety-percent of high school. Pierce would understand––yes, she drank Dan's come, but that was just stupid ole high school stuff. Still, a sickening feeling came over her just thinking about it. What kind of girl was she when the entire football team could get behind a prank like that? Even if Pierce did dismiss it as high school bullshit, she couldn't. It needed to disappear from her life, along with Dan,for good!
The tequila had relaxed her so much she suddenly realized she was bending over instead of crouching. As she set the drink down she scanned the room quickly, and sure enough, Dan stared at her ass from across the room. The tension returned tenfold, with her almost dropping the tray of champagne on a silver haired woman. God damn it, her boyfriend had better have another tequila shot waiting at the bar or she'd lose it for sure.
When she got there and set the empty tray flat on the bar, she tapped the empty shot glass with a pleasant smile on her face. Pierce shook his head no, and her smile slowly faded.
"Just a last one."
"You're already a little drunk. Finish off the night and you can have one afterwards if you still really need it."
Annoyance crept over her but she managed to bring the corners of her mouth back up."Please."
He shook his head again. Pierce was protecting her from old habits, she got that, but this was just about tonight. Dan was too much to bear. It would only be the one night, why couldn't he understand. She had to look away she was so annoyed, and felt her brow furrow unpleasantly.
"I'll give you one more if you tell me everything you'renottelling me about this Dan guy."
"That's not fair."
"Sorry then."
"For real?" Her annoyance turned to anger. He was actually trying to control her! He silently stood and she rocked her jaw, until she just gritted out, "Fine," and turned away.
"Hey, looks like that tables ready to order." Pierce pointed towards a table of mostly guys, half of which raised empty beer bottles trying to get her attention. It was Dan's table, and he sat with four more guys from his old high school football team. "Don't keep them waiting." Distain burned in her boyfriend's voice. He was jealous. He was being stupid. But she was beyond furious. Montana refused to look back at him as she marched towards the table of ex-jocks.
She'd gotten drinks for the table earlier, but the two wives in attendance were elsewhere, and all five guys sat huddled together. Dan waved her close, a big smug smile on his face. Her anger at Pierce mixed with her disgust for Dan in a way that made her feel crushed between emotions. She breathed in and her breath hitched, which meant tears were only seconds away. Shoving her feelings down as best she could, she approached the table. They were all a little drunk and sang her name as she neared. She so did not want to give them the pleasure of seeing her cry, but it was coming. She couldn't stop it.
"The guys have something to say, Monty."
To her amazement, one by one, they said they were sorry. The guy who'd handed her the beer with Dan's come so long ago took her hand and told her he'd felt bad about it ever since. Since the time she'd last seen him his eyes had sunk in deeper, and they were the same shade of blue used on sympathy cards. He was a huge man, his hand dwarfing hers, but his eyes were so unbelievably gentle and sincere. She dumbly stared for a minute, the tense furrow in her forehead gradually working itself out. A simple apology had never fixed much in her life, but the look on his face had a tremendous affect. Tears did come then, and she quietly weeped, "Excuse me," and rushed out of the ballroom.
Pierce had just inserted a spout into a fresh bottle of Tanqueray, when he saw Montana rushing out the grand doors along the side of the ballroom.Fuck! He narrowed his amber-brown eyes at the empty shot glass she'd tapped only a few minutes ago. Damn could his girlfriend's temper make his life hell––he'd now have to solo at the bar. There were nights at the Cuban bar when she was so far gone he'd have to help her make change. She'd eventually remember how it was and realize he was only trying to help, but until then he was screwed. To curb his own temper, he thought ahead to tonight, when he'd flip that skimpy little skirt up onto her back and tear down her black panties. God was his girlfriend fucking hot! He'd put up with anything as long as he got to slip his dick in between her gorgeous ass cheeks.
In lieu of a waitress, people began approaching the bar. Dan was one of them, two twenties scissored in his fingers. He ordered for his whole group, and as Pierce prepared the drinks, Dan looked over the grand doors where Montana had exited.
"I had the guys apologize, and it must have caught her off guard."
"OK, I've got to know, what is all this apologizing about? And why does she utterly hate you?"



"Well, it was stupid. High school stuff, you know? At a party, someone handed her a beer, and this beer, well, the beer had come in it."
Dan snorted a surprised laugh. "That's why shehatesyou?"
"Yeah, that's pretty much why. We kind of set her up."
"That's terrible. It certainly explains why she spit in your first drink, though" Pierce barely got the words out before breaking into full laughter.
"Anyway, I never thought she'd get as upset as she did, but I think she might understand how bad we feel about it now. And so I was wondering, would you'd be OK if I asked her to dance? I feel like I owe it to her."
Pierce shook his head. "Yeah, that's fine." He then pointed to the drinks he just prepared for Dan. "Hold the come?"
Montana was sitting on a red leather couch in the middle of the hotel lobby, just a ways down from the Ballroom. As people strolled through the lobby, coming and going, she massaged her temples and struggled to keep her short skirt down, but the springing chiffon pleats kept popping up in a bad way. The couch sunk as a body took up residence beside her, and she removed her hand from her temples to issue an annoyed look. She returned her hand when she saw Dan, leaning forwards with his elbows on his knees. He just couldn't take a hint.
"Hey, I got a present for you."
When she looked again, he held out a shot glass of tequila. She went to take it and then stopped, not wanting to give Dan an excuse to stay. He pushed it into her hand, and then revealed the second shot seated on his other palm.
"A quick toast, to the bride and groom."
"Fine," she said. She brushed Dan's fingers as she took hold of the small glass, and the touch released a crack of static electricity.
"OK, here we go, to Mr. and Mrs."
Montana downed the shot before he could finish.
"Wow,thirsty?" He then threw his back and breathed out.
She made the mistake of addressing his face as she thanked him, catching his blue steadfast eyes, kindly sloped at either end. In high school, she'd day-dreamed he was an airline pilot or WWII hero, because he held such stern confidence in his face and the body to make a uniform look absolutely yummy. But those were only day dreams––Dan was no hero. He wasn't even a nice guy. She quickly looked the other way, wrapping her arms over her tits.
He stood up. "Listen, at this point I know it's useless to keep apologizing, so I'll let you be. I just wanted to bring you the drink. But, there is a really fantastic party going on in there, and I feel like I owe you a dance. Would you care to dance with me, Montana Sparks?" He extended one arm while setting the other on Montana's shoulder. The touch sent a hot jolt through her body, and this time, it wasn't static electricity.
A wedding at the Elroy Ballroom, with its fairytale sized chandeliers and blue velvet curtains lining the silver ornate walls, has to be the romantic setting every woman dreams about––and as Dan pulled her close, his arm circling around her back, she glided right into him. From behind his bar, Pierce watched his girlfriend dance with her high school quarterback, and slammed a beer bottle into the trash. Montana liked weddings, even after working so many. She was a romantic at heart, he knew that, and she was only indulging in the atmosphere. She would never actually cheat.
His girlfriend then rested her head on Dan's shoulder and they swayed their bodies pleasurably to "Dancing Queen". Dan uncorked a fresh bottle of wine. He closed his eyes and saw Montana's skirt flipped over her back, her lacy panties down to her knees, and his dick gliding in between her ass cheeks. The longer they danced, the harder he imagined fucking her. Fuck, he wasn't even going to let her make it home. As soon as they packed up he'd nail his girlfriend right in their van.
It was happening. Dan held her close and they swayed to the music. His cologne was intoxicating and his skin a vibrant treat to touch. Her feelings were changing so quickly she became lightheaded. It's not that she felt like the incident with the come never happened. It did. She would never forget it. But she was now remembering how things were before the prank. Dan used to give her a gentlemanly two-finger salute as he passed her in the hall, and say, 'Looking as beautiful as ever, Montana.' If he was coming down the hall with friends, he'd even break their conversation to deliver the compliment. It would be halfway through her next class before she could think about anything but his perfect smile. And as their bodies bounced left and right to the music, she thought of him on the field, running with his perfect posture, his chest way out front, and then cutting so fast the defenders landed on the ground as he shot the other way.
"Now this isn't so bad, is it?" he said, with the same heroic smile that had cost her a grade so many years ago.
She pressed herself closer to him, her tits against his chest. She was blessed in that department, and she knew it. Fuck, why be modest? She was way hot. It's why she landed a boyfriend who could easily be a model, and was now dancing with the best looking guy in her high school class.
Dan's arm lowered down her back, the bottom of his palm settling on the top of her ass. She told herself it was the tequila making her so warm and relaxed, and not the feel of his chest pressed up against her. She then had the urge to touch his face, and that had to be the tequila. She resisted, and just let herself fall into him, flowing to the rhythm and feeling his cheek on the side of her head. She hoped to god Pierce was watching, because he'd be a wild man when they got home, and she was ohsoready for it.
When the song ended, he walked her off the dance floor, leading with a firm hand on her lower back. They stood for a moment, and for once she had no idea what to say. She didn't like him. He was such an asshole. It was so fucked what he did—although what it was had momentarily slipped her mind—but he was still an asshole! She was pissed! So pissed! Yes!No...
The little pissed off furnace inside her, which continually spat out harsh licks of fire, was nothing but a cooling pile of embers. It was gone, and she felt so dopey without it. In its absence she could only stand there, staring up at his heroic face. She then had the horrible realization that her mouth hung open, and suddenly she shot outside herself, finding her consciousness floating a few feet away, staring in terror at a little twerp of a girl gawking at the big handsome man smiling sweetly over her.
Even worse, she was horny, and she hoped to god her big green eyes did not tell him that. Pierce always knew when she was in the mood to be naughty, and if she revealed that to Dan, he'd think she was horny forhim!Because...she was? The feel of his chest, his heat, his hands on her, it was so fucking wonderful.
Dan then pulled out his wallet, produced a business card in scissored fingers and slipped it to her. "That was really nice. We should hangout soon, and have a drink or two." He then let her be, as he returned to his table.
She looked towards the bar, where her boyfriend poured a glass of wine for a nice looking blonde. He hadn't seen Dan hand her the card, and she quickly tucked it into her white collared shirt pocket. If Pierce saw that he'd get the wrong idea for sure, because she had no intentions of calling Dan. She didn't, she really, really didn't.
Stepping up to the bar, with her hips still following the music, she rested her hand on top of her boyfriend's. He looked at her touch, his eyebrows angling. "It's time to start breaking things down," he said, pulling his hand away. She watched him stoop to grab a liqueur crate hiding under the tablecloth. He did everything he could to ignore her, which meant he was extremely jealous. That was good, because she needed to be fucked in a bad way.
As her boyfriend carted two crates out to the parking garage, she went to use the ladies room. On the way, just outside the bathroom door, a member of the football team stopped her. It was the guy who'd handed her the beer filled with Dan's come, and who's pleading eyes and apology had brought on tears.
"Real quick, Monty, I just want you to know my apology was sincere."
"I know, Carl. But I'm OK now."
"That's good. But there's something more. I don't know if everyone was as sincere I was. Dan just told me something, and I'd feel like a real ass if I let it go." Montana suddenly felt queasy. "After you two danced, he said something to the guys." He hesitated as Montana's big green eyes wavered anxiously. "He said he had you just about ready for another drink of his..." He couldn't say the word. "And that this time you'd be drinking it straight from his..." He pointed to his own crotch.
Montana remained speechless as the news sunk in.
"Dan's a good guy, but he'll always choose to show off over doing the right thing."
She forced a smile at him, thanked him for telling her and let him know everything was still OK. Once inside the bathroom, however, she dropped her forehead to the wall, and said aloud, "That fucking asshole." It was only guy talk. He was just showing off to his friends the way guys do, and she shouldn't let it get to her. But it did. It proved he hadn't changed. Being so nice to her all night had nothing to do with him genuinely feeling bad about the prank. He just saw an opportunity to fuck her, that's all it was. She'd spit in his drink, there was that, but it wasn't close to what he'd done to her. And then she'd actually allowed him the satisfaction of dancing with her. Fuck, was she ever stupid!
She carefully avoided everyone on the walk to the parking garage and down to the van, where her boyfriend had just finished loading everything into the very back compartment.
"We all set?"
"Just about," he said.
He then roughly grabbed her and pulled her close against him. His mouth came down on hers hard, and his tongue moved along side of hers with force. She'd been so angry, she'd forgotten her jealous boyfriend would be in the mood to fuck. But as his hands squeezed into her ass, she was quickly reminded.
The touch of his lips also reminded her that she'd been tingling with excitement all night long in anticipation of getting her boyfriend's hard cock inside her. She pulled her mouth from his and spoke hurriedly. "Get me home, because I want you so bad."
A devilish smile spread over his face. He lifted her with ease and carried her through the side door of the van. Did he plan to fuck her right there in the parking garage? He cradled the back of her head and pulled her close for another kiss. Their warm tongues rolled together like lovers in bed, while his fingers clawed into her platinum hair and dug into her darker caramel roots.
He lifted the loose tie over her head, and then quickly ran his hands down her white, collared shirt, loosening each button on the way. The shirt dropped from her shoulders straight to the floor, and then her lacy, black bra followed. Breaking away for a moment, he moved back on his knees, drinking in the sight of her. Her large tits stood out proud, ample enough to touch one another and firm enough to stay up high on her chest. He pulled his eyes from them to throw a padded shipping blanket over the van floor, and then patted it like a comfy bed.
She flipped up the front of her short black skirt and tugged the front of her panties down until the top of her clean-shaven mound came into view. She then teasingly let the elastic band snap back in place. If he wanted her, he'd have to take her. And boy did he want her.
A minute later he was fully naked, and Montana found herself on her back as he slid her panties from her feet. He then positioned himself between her, leaving her spread eagle. The Lolita-style petticoat fell with the satiny skirt backwards on to her waist, as she awaited her boyfriend's dick to press just a little harder against her pussy and enter.
He pushed in, slowly at first, and then slamming it home, her belly jumping as prickly waves of pleasure raced up her spine. All her tension went out of her. She'd longed to feel him inside her. She'd been preoccupied with sex all day, her enlivened libido being triggered off by the littlest things. She could barely contain herself earlier in the day, when Pierce lifted the liquor crates out of their living room. The mere sight of his arms flexing and back straining backwards as he lifted it to his waist made her want to fuck him right then and there. And now the moment was upon her as he speared her towards heaven.
His hips bolted backwards, his dick out. She pulled at his wide shoulders, needing him back inside her, crushing her. He obliged, thrusting down, his cock going in full force. He hadn't wasted a second, pulling zero to sixty on her in record time. She was wet and ready, had been all night until... No, she was not going to think abouthimnow. She needed to stay in the moment. She needed this.
Continuing the rapid intercourse, he raised up on his arms, going at it harder now that he had more room to work. Her heart was a flutter, all the teases she'd experienced throughout the day left her wildly sensitive, and within minutes he'd nearly hammered her towards an orgasm. Then he was up on his knees, clutching her hips and driving in harder still. Her legs fell apart and he placed one hand on her stomach to pin the bouncy chiffon petticoat flat, preventing it from brushing against his abs.
As she looked down over her body, witnessing her bald mound glistening with their combined excitement, her tone thighs quivering with each thrust, and her hips gyrating about the floor, she also became aware of a creak coming from the van's shocks. The sound had a rhythm that coincided with her boyfriend's pelvis banging into her. He rammed into her so hard the van rocked like a boat. The creaking grew louder, so loud it became a distraction from her pending orgasm. Jesus, they were in a public parking garage, and the van was rocking with a loud rhythmic noise.
Pierce looked over his shoulder at the sound, and then altogether stopped. He pulled open the side door as she sat up on her knees. Where the hell was he going? He then reached back and took her outside of the van with him. She would've been cold if she wasn't smoldering inside. He'd parked the van in the last spot on that level, next to a solid concrete wall. He'd also parked it crooked, so the back of the van angled towards the wall. That angle kept them hidden from anyone driving by, but someone walking by could potentially see through the narrow space. She stood there naked except for her skirt, her arms wrapped tightly over her big tits, creating a gorgeous amount of cleavage. Her boyfriend had stripped down to nothing, his huge hardon poked out in front of him, and he didn't seem to care.
He moved her towards the front of the van, alongside the wheel well, and then bent her forwards. She placed her hands on the stubby, van hood as he flipped her skirt up and inched inside from behind. Flashes of heat tingled her skin and around her waist, and her pussy flat out burned.
"Oooo-aaahhh-mmmm!"
The tight echo inside the parking garage fractured her moan over itself, doubling the volume. Pierce jammed himself into the hilt, and she experienced both the very private sensation of a cock inside mixed with the very public drone of footsteps and cars. It made her feel super dirty in the best of ways. Pierce was really on his game tonight.
Her orgasm began to build again, and gauzy heat spun in her head, teasing her closer to climax. He arched his back and held her waist, posing like earlier, when he'd carried the liqueur crates. Her back bowed as well, only perpendicular to his. Her tone thighs assumed a wide stance to help stay balanced, and she was grateful the rubber soles of her strapped waitress shoes could grip so tightly to the concrete floor.
Her mind boggled over how horny she'd been. She'd always liked sex more than her girlfriends claimed to, but she'd been on fire today. And then, as her boyfriend pumped his cock into her, she drifted back to the divine moment when Dan's chest pressed against hers as they danced. She shook her dirty blonde hair, bringing herself back to the present. She hated Dan. But as her pending orgasm spun in her head, humming as it past her ears, he visited her again. Out of the velvet darkness of her desires came the kind yet mischievous, heroic yet dangerous smile she'd gawked upon less than an hour ago. His cologne lingered on her clothes, teasing her nose into sensing he was still really there. Her temper flared, but the heat inside her flared with it, bumping her closer and closer to the edge. She struggled against it, but her body responded so strongly she simply couldn't help doting on how his strong arms felt around her, and how his hips swayed sweetly with her own. And at one point, hadn't he brushed his thigh against her in way that allowed her to feel more than just his thigh?
Fuck!
That did it, she was coming.
"So that Dan guy, he and his friends gave you a beer full of come, huh?"
Startled by her boyfriend's voice, she lost her ability to have her orgasm peacefully inside the public garage. "Oh fuck, baby, ooooooooohhh!" She couldn't hear a thing after that. Total pleasure jailed up her consciousness, and the only baggage to survive the trip was the sudden discovery her boyfriend knew her darkest, most troubling secret. Her skin tingled to the point it stung. "Oh god yes!" He knew she'd drank Dan's come. "Oh God no!" And out of it all came a vision of herself kneeling as Dan shot into her mouth. The guy with sorrowful eyes spoke in her head. "He said you were about ready for another drink of his... And this time you'd drink it straight from his..." It kicked her deeper into orgasm and the vision of swallowing his load seared itself into her brain. She was being vocal yet well aware she shouldn't be, and it only made her impulse to scream out loud that much more intense. Her shoulders pinched up, her head sunk down into her chest, and needles pricked her from all directions. And as the burst of ecstasy slowly receded, she heard Pierce's question again.
"You really drank a beer full of come, huh?"
Straining to find her voice, she crackled out, "He told you that? He told you I drank his come?"
The pounding escalated. Her orgasm had left her muscles slack, and she was tossed to and fro like a rag doll between his hips and the front of the van. Jealousy had him in a sexual frenzy.
"It wasDan'scome?"
Fuck!Had Dan had the wisdom to withhold his involvement from her boyfriend? Of course he had! And because she hadn't, her boyfriend was now fucking her so hard she felt ready to collapse. Maybe she'd overdone it tonight and made her boyfriendtoojealous. She craved a long overdo fucking, but he was outright out of control.
Still descending from her plateau, she heard footsteps, just barely audible over the deep growl of cars on the upper deck and the harsh impact of their bodies. And then came the sharp screech of laughter, two distinct laughs shattering against the concrete surroundings. She bit her lower lip, desperately swallowing her screams. And then, as she peered through the front windshield and back out the passenger side window, her line of sight clearing the top of the Honda Civic parked next to them, she saw him. There was Dan, walking past all the parked cars, talking with an old teammate, both headed straight towards her. Panic overtook her already pounding heart. Her boyfriend had lost any discretion once he'd learned whose come rode the beer into her belly. She couldn't speak, but even if she could he was pounding her wet pussy now, and there'd be no stopping him.



She was wracked with conflicting emotions. She hated Dan, and feared the deep humiliation of him discovering her naked, disheveled and sweaty, and behaving so impetuously slutty in public. But she'd also beheld his face for real, and his heroic smile and confident eyes flooded her body with so much heat she could feel it rising off her into the cold air—and the wonderful stab of her boyfriend's cock plunging in and out became far more stimulating with Dan so near. She fought hard not to think of him, but couldn't pull her eyes from his strong, lean frame.
Pierce's hand locked to her waist, his hips slamming against her, and his cock buried into her excited pussy. Her body craved it so bad she risked being found out, and mumbled softly, 'Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!'
Dan and his former teammate had stopped at a car, and hugged each other the way men do, barely a bump of the chest accompanied by a firm forearm clutch on the back, and then his teammate climbed into his car and Dan began walking their way again. A few more feet and he'd surely hear the clap, clap, clap of her boyfriend slamming against her tight ass, the echo not only amplifying the sound but sharpening it. Finally she looked away from him, back towards Pierce, and whispered someone was coming.
Pierce leaned his head over until he could see through the van windows and smiled when he spied Dan walking towards.
"We'll, well, speak of the devil." Delight percolated from his voice, and he slammed her harder still. "Bet that dick wishes he was me right now."
"Don't say that," she said to herself, "don't dare say that!"
She bit her lip spying up at Dan through the windows, as her boyfriend thrust in hard from behind. He was only five cars away now, and headed straight for them.
"Mr. Dan the Quarterback must've really missed his favorite cheerleader," her boyfriend whispered, pacing the words to his assault.
She could see the gritty blue of Dan's eyes, and they brought back her favorite high school cheer. 'Break through the defense, the quarterback's our man! Score, quarterback, score, the quarterback's our man.' Her debauched mind then cruelly conjured up an image of herself lying on a bleacher seat, cheering the cheer as Dan drove into her, grabbing her raised ankles and making her legs clap twice at the end of each rallying verse. "Oh God no!"
Dan was just two cars away and had to hear bodies smacking together. She preyed he blamed something mechanical, like the air conditioning malfuctioning. Her boyfriend continued to boast in whispers. "Here we are, Mr. Dan the Quarterback, right here where I'm scoring the touch down you only dreamed of."
Oh god, did Dan really dream that? Her pussy drenched her boyfriend's cock. If Pierce knew why, it would crush him to pieces. He'd crushherto pieces!
Dan then pulled out his keys and unlocked his BMW parked one slot over. Just as he opened the door, Pierce began ramming her like never before. Her hands braced on the van were causing it to rock ever so slightly. Dan looked up, smiled, and glanced through the van windows just as she dropped her head.
"Sounds like someone's getting real lucky," he called out, and then climbed into his car.
Montana's heart raced and her thighs shivered. Once again she'd plateaued, and just as the BMW's engine started with a roar, she screamed out, "Oh god Pierce, I'm coming! Make me come. Make me come like a dirty girl, you bastard. Oh god, I hate you for making my pussy feel so good. I hate you for making me want to fuck you so bad. I hate you for making me want your dick so bad!'
She was coming so hard she had no idea what she was saying, and then it reached a point where she flat out collapsed. Pierce grabbed her around the waist and held her firmly impaled on his dick. He was obviously swimming in pride over how strongly he'd made Montana come, and asked, "Who makes you come so good, baby."
Her orgasm tore gasps and whimpers from her throat as she tried to answer. It was for the best Pierce couldn't understand a word she said, or else he'd know that during the most intense climax they'd ever shared, Montana had been quite preoccupied with Dan.
As the BMW pulled out and began to drive away, her boyfriend shook and stopped moving, her ass completely mashed up against his pelvis. He unloaded a massive amount of come inside her as she hung limply in front of him. Her head buzzed, her ears rang, and behind her eyes, purples and pinks bled together in fuzzy union. Dan was still fucking there in the colorful darkness. She was on her knees before him, his cock in her mouth. As she slowly approached earth again, she felt her boyfriend's hands caressing her butt under the flipped up skirt, admiring his handy work, the illicit climax he'd ripped from Montana. It was his cock that fucked her, and his come inside her, yet she raised her head up to the van's windshield, sweat streaming down the side of her face, searching for something more in the empty parking slot on the other side--woefully empty.
She'd let Dan humiliate her in way she hadn't thought possible. Despite her contempt for him he'd managed to inflict just enough charm to bring her back to his handsome sweeping cheekbones, his unkempt yet stylish hair with the blonde Superman curl, and the extraordinarily fit body of an ex-athlete. His blue eyes had conned her into betraying her boyfriend, whose cock went limp inside her and who was certain her pussy only belonged to him. And then, as Pierce lifted her and carried her naked back into the van, she clung to his neck and swore Dan would pay.
***
Pierce stood in the modern kitchen, the lip of the black granite counter tops pressing cold on his naked ass. The reflective chrome toaster opposite him displayed the back of his girlfriend's head bobbing fiercely at his crotch. Down by the flush handless cabinets kneeled the real thing, his shaft disappearing into her mouth, and reappearing with a very satisfying wet sheen. She was doing him so good he had to white knuckle the counter top. A half-eaten sandwich sat on a plate behind him. His dinner had been interrupted without warning, when his girlfriend dropped to her knees and started blowing him. He had no problems letting his lady eat first, however, that's just the kind of guy he was.
She'd been horny all week, ever since the wedding. On a hunch, while doing it in their bed, he brought up her old high school friend, and she almost bit his head off, yelling, "What is going to take to make you understand how much I hate Dan? Would you please stop being such a jealous moron!" Despite her insistence, something about the night the two of them danced upset him, even now, and to make himself feel better he grabbed the back of her head and gave a little assistance.
Usually when he pulled that move she'd immediately stop and look up, her angry green eyes demanding he'd better be fucking kidding. But as he laced his fingers into her long, platinum hair, digging all the way down to the darker roots, and thrust his hips gently forwards, his girlfriend actually went with it. In fact, she was all business, hollowing her cheeks, pressing up with her tongue, making full, warm, soft contact from her pouty lips to her tender throat. He'd never met a girl who could give a blow job quite like her, she just preferred to be in control, which is why it surprised him to be grabbing her head and actually fucking into her mouth.
"God damn, baby, you're doing that too good. I might lose it already!"
As he thrust into her mouth, her big green eyes stared upwards. They were so gentle and compliant that he had to question if she wasn't playing him—allowing herself to be his own personal fuck-toy so she could go off on him for it later. But Jesus did she look hot with her cheeks hollowed and lips swollen to form fit his dick.
She was so ridiculously hot he wondered how he'd ever landed her. When his dick slid outwards he could see down her top, into the glorious cleavage presented by her extremely sexy pink dress. The dress was made of a sheer springy material with a black rose print, and almost skin tight. It had spaghetti straps that left the thin straps of her black, lacy bra visible. A yellow gossamer-mesh sweater clung to the edge of her shoulders, but left her prominent collarbone, neck and chest completely exposed. One reason her tits looked bigger than usual was the pink dress hugged her waist, showing off her flat stomach and contrasting it against her pin-up girl bosom and curvaceous ass. She also wore a black bead necklace, with a single strand of beads hanging from its center, dangling down between her soft globes.
Her fingers were digging into the back of his thighs. She took almost all of him––all six-and-three-eighth inches. Montana's, face was just so pretty, too pretty to have a cock stuffed in her mouth. Her cute nose, cool flat cheeks, slender jaw––they were all so preciously pretty. He felt guilty about violating them with his big dick. Although her pretty face spurred his thoughts in another direction, too, and he had to resist the urge to really hammer his dick into all that prettiness.
The temptation to do so grew stronger the longer he stared down into her big eyes. They were surrounded by light eye shadow and thick eyeliner that popped her green irises forwards in a hauntingly alluring way. Which was another thing that amazed him about the spontaneous blow job––she had just finished getting ready to go out with her girlfriends. And now her lipstick was a goner, her hair was getting mussed up, and considering how far down her throat his six-and-three-eighth-inches reached, she'd soon shed tears and lose the eyeliner too. Then again, maybe she decided to thank him with the killer blow job because he was being so cool about her night out with her girlfriends. It wasn't that often she got to dress up and have fun.
He slowed down a little bit to prolong the moment, but she wouldn't have it, and sped right back up, her cheeks crushing in and her tongue undulating along the underside of his shaft. She became so aggressive her tits started bouncy madly and his balls actually slapped her chin. Fuck, he was going to lose it. "Oh shit, babe, I'm there, I'm fucking there. I'm coming, babe, here it comes!"
He tightened his grip on her head as ecstasy squeezed at his brain and he neared unconsciousness. His balls tightened, and come flew up and out his shaft. She didn't make a move to get away, not with his hands locked tightly on her pretty head, and he exploded in her mouth.
Holy fuck! It was a major load, leaving him babbling how much he loved her as his cock pulsed come over her tongue and she breathed hard and shaky through her nose. And then his big six-and-three-eighths-inches and its massive load became too much for her. She scooted back a few feet, stood, and tore down the hall towards the bathroom. Jesus, he must have come straight down her throat and made her gag. He pulled up his pants and shook his head to clear his senses, and then went to see if his girlfriend was OK.
She'd shut the door, so he knocked and asked if everything was cool.
"Yeah, it just went a little too far down."
He felt like a complete ass, although his pride was soaring. He was big, he'd looked it up, six-and-three-eighths inches was well above average. He should have been more careful. Then again, he'd just earned some bragging rights.
Five minutes later she came out, her lips looking fine, lipstick reapplied, and a minty freshness on her breath. He gave her a kiss and a hug, and explained how he loved her. She was so pretty and so beautiful, and could be so insatiably sexual at times.
"So I have no idea why I got lucky tonight. But you're still only allowed two drinks, that hasn't changed."
She brushed his cheek. "I know, I just love you." Mischief crept up in her voice, "And... I'm going out with the girls, so there'll be a terrible shortage of this." Her hand brushed over his crotch, and again her baby doll lips pressed against his.
***
The bartender asked what she'd have, his bristly beard undulating with his words. Montana held her breath a moment and then ordered a single shot of El Mayor Reposado. Dan was paying, so why let it go to waste.
The bartender was handsome, but rougher than she liked, and he perked up when he heard her order. "You know your tequilas, huh?"
Dan answered for her. "She's a cocktail waitress, and a damn good one."
Montana tugged her gossamer-mesh sweater a little higher on her shoulders. The bar had a draft, or maybe it was just the bartender's eyes.
The shot landed on the bar, Dan scooted it along the heavily varnished wood towards her and guilt immediately set in. She was breaking promises left and right. There was to be one drink with her girlfriends and one more with Dan, but the girls were so much fun, and the margaritas so good she couldn't sit out the second round. The tequila with Dan was her third drink, breaking her promise to Peirce. But then again, she was out with Dan behind his back, and an extra drink seemed like small potatoes compared with that.
"Fuck it," she said, raising her shot glass. She clinked it against Dan's vodka and tonic and then gulped it down.
"You're my kind of woman," the bartender said, ready on the pour as her glass came down. She shook her head, but he filled the glass anyway. "Just watching you drink is worth a free one." He then sent a second little glass spinning in the air, caught it, and slammed it down next to hers. This one he poured for himself.
"Thank you. You know I've always had a thing for bartenders."
Dan pounded the bar. "Damn, and here I thought you had a thing for quarterbacks."
She rolled her head back, letting her shadowed, upper eyelids lower seductively, and leaving just the glow of her brilliant green irises peeking between the black eyeliner. "Only the nice ones." She then raised her tequila towards Dan's vodka and tonic, but at the last second, she redirected it towards the handsome rough bartender. He clinked his little glass to hers, and together they knocked back the amazing Reposado.
The bartender smiled at Montana and Dan interrupted. "Alright, Franklin, don't you have some business at the other end of the bar?" He may or may not of had any business, but Franklin strutted away with grandiose pride.
Now that Dan had sole ownership of her attention, he only stared at her, his staunch blue eyes beaming out a warning.
"What?You still have a long ways to go to make up for what you did."
"Well, you're here with me, so I can't have that far to go."
"Clever boy."
"Damn, Monty, you are really something. If in high school someone told me you'd grow to be even prettier, I would've said they were full of crap. But look at you! You really are even more gorgeous."
She actually blushed. "OK, I think you just made it up to me a little tiny bit." His hand moved over hers. "You know I have a boyfriend," she said, addressing his affectionate touch, "I'm here as a friend, and only apotentialfriend and that."
"OK Monty, I can do the friend thing for as long as you can."
She laughed with him. "You are still the most cockiest bastard ever."
"Hey, I call it shooting from the hip."
"Oh my god, I remember that line from high school. You are the exact same guy." Her eyes wandered from his face, intrigued by how tight the shoulders of his shirt stretched over his deltoids and the pearl buttons on his collared shirt tugged slightly over the girth of his chest. The instant she realized what she was doing, she began to blush again. He was in such good shape, but she couldn't let that affect her judgment. She thought hard about that night at the party, how sick it made her feel when she learned she'd drank his come. He was every bit as gorgeous as before, and every bit as bad for her, dangerous even. Ever since the wedding he'd pop into her mind at the worst times, mainly when she was trying to do it with her boyfriend. She had to put a stop to it, and it had to be tonight!
"I remember seeing you in the halls between class and wondering why the prettiest girl in school wasn't heading up the pack of marginally attractive popular girls. And what'd I use to say?You're prettier than them all, Montana.Was that it?"
"As beautiful as ever," she corrected. "You probably saved the other line for Beth."
"Hardly."
"What?She was your girlfriend our entire senior year."
"Eh! She looked good on paper." His eyes darted across the room. "I'll let you in on a secret. I was actually glad you beat her ass up that day."
"No you weren't. You were the one who pulled me off. God I was so going to hurt her!"
"Well, she was my girlfriend. I would've been a very sorry man if I stood by letting you beat her senseless." He sipped his drink. "Youknow what she's like, turning the whole school against you."
Her brow furrowed at the thought of it, and Dan held her hand again. "And I'm so sorry for that shit, I never meant to grab you there. They just...," he overtly glanced at her cleavage, framed by her stretchy, pink dress, "...got in the way."
"Well, you really paid the price for that one. And I'm not saying I'm convinced you didn't mean to do it, but even I thought it was unfair kicking you off the team."
He raised his glass in a toast, only to realize her tequila shot was gone. "You need a drink, let me get Franklin back over to pour another round."
Montana didn't argue, the last gave her courage, and she really needed courage for what was coming. Dan put an arm on her shoulder, like a lover would, possessing her as he called to Franklin. And, leaning closer to her than he'd been all night, close enough for her to breathe in his captivating cologne, he sweetly inquired, "You ever think we'd end up here like this, sharing a drink and civilized conversation?"
Her hand found his jean covered thigh all on its own. It was intentional, she meant to lead him on, or so she told herself. As she rubbed her hand up and down his developed quads, she imagined herself more and more as the girl in La Femme Nikita, indulging in a little disarming fun before taking out her mark. She was hunting him, after all, and hunters are bound to become a little excited over their prey, it was only natural,right?
Franklin poured them another round, and once again included himself. Dan then raised his fresh drink with Montana and Franklin followed his lead, "Here's to the femme fatal who got me kicked off my football team." He smiled, waiting for Montana to argue the point, but she only shook her head amusedly.
Franklin went back to watching the game on TV at the other end of the bar, and Dan scooted off the barstool.
"I need to make a quick trip to the bathroom. Keep an eye on Franklin for me. Make sure he doesn't get lost."
"If I get lost it's 'cause I'm on your momma," he called back, still facing the TV.
"For fucks sake, Franklin, you got a nice girl listening to all this."
"Pfffttt, nice? She's cleaning me out of El Mayor." He broke contact with the TV to give Montana a smile.
Once the bathroom door shut behind Dan, she grabbed her handbag off the barstool next to her and set it on the bar. She reached inside, feeling for the small jar that once held a single serving of fancy apricot jam and came in a gift basket sent by a bride. Once her fingers found the cool glass, she glanced at Franklin, making sure he still faced the TV. She reached her other hand inside the small handbag and twisted the lid. It made a loud pop, and she flinched so hard she almost spilled it inside her handbag. She was lucky, she loved the handbag and gooping it up with her boyfriend's come would've surely ruined it. And there was so much come. She couldn't believe how much when she'd spit it into the jar earlier. She couldn't use it all, he'd certainly notice that.



She slid Dan's drink close to her purse, a sly smile spread across her baby doll lips, and she received a little kick of adrenaline.
"So you two went to high school together?"
She jerked back on her stool, ripping one hand from her handbag to grab the bar and keep from falling. Franklin also grabbed her shoulder, although a little late.
"Fuck."
"Sorry, didn't mean to scare you." He released her shoulder. She met his hand with anger, and then reached into her bag again as he set the tequila bottle on the bar. "I've got a little something for those nerves."
She twisted the lid back on and set her purse back on the chair. She fought back her irritation to compliantly smile.
"I was just going to say, if you went to high school with Dan then you already know what you're getting into with the guy."
"Save it, I have a..." Before she could say boyfriend, she thought how badly it would look, what with Dan flirting all night and her doing nothing to stop it. "I have a good idea how handle Dan."
"You really are something. Prettier than a painting and tougher than nails, I like that."
She became even more irritated. He obviously wasn't going anywhere, and hovered like some kind of angel sent to intervene in her demise. Her temper flared, she'd sooner out the devil inside than let him dissemble giving a shit. With placating sarcasm, she said, "You know what? You are probably the most descent guy I've met all year." She slapped her palms face down on the bar. "Fuck it, let's have another shot."
Cooly trying to read her sudden bitchiness, he poured. She emptied the little glass as soon as it was set in front of her, and made a point of spreading her shoulders back and tilting her head up, offering a splendid view of her cleavage. Her bosom pushed forwards, the low neckline of her dress pressing into their roundness, accentuating both size and softness, and the rough handsome bartender couldn't resist eating up the sight of them. She gave him a good look at what he'd never have, and caught him staring as her head came forwards with the empty shot glass.
"God, could you please stop looking at my tits already! Go back to your fucking football game." He gave her the once over, this time sizing her up like a man, and then returned to his TV. Finally he saw her as a threat and not just eye candy.
"Fucking bartenders!"
As soon as she said that, she realized he wasn't just catching her anger towards Dan, but also some residual anger at her boyfriend. Pierce held her head and pretty much face-fucked her, and he seemed to really get off on it. And the look on his face, it was like she deserved it, like he would've shoved it in even further if there'd been more of it to shove. The only reason she hadn't stopped him was due to the awful fact that at that moment she'd been struggling yet again with the vision of herself kneeling in front of Dan, his cock spasming come into her mouth, just as he'd described to his good ole teammates at the wedding. The fucker! She needed that shit out of her head. Deep, dark humiliation spread through her. She realized her pussy was tingling with excitement, probably due to her conviction to reformulate her plan.
Dan returned from the bathroom, with his blonde superman curl set in place. She imagined him speaking to the mirror as he twirled the thick strands around his finger, saying something iconicly crass, like, 'Who's putting the stang on that poontang tonight? You, Danny boy, you!'
However, he was quite the gentleman as he walked up beside her and said, "I had a horrible sense you'd be gone when I came back. And I'll be honest, I wouldn't have blamed you. You deserved so much better than the jack-asses in high school, myself definitely included. I'm amazed you even came, you're a far better person than me."
That was unexpected, and if there had been a drink full of come waiting for him, she might've felt an inkling of guilt.
"Thank god I'm irresistible, huh?"
And just like that, he'd become Dan again. She handed him the vodka and tonic as he sat down. "I'm still here, but I'm about ready to call a cab."
Disappointment ruined his heroic smile, until he opened his mouth and swallowed the drink in one gulp. "I'll give you a ride."
This time her hand landed over his. "I was hoping you'd say that."
***
It was dead quiet and dark, except for an upstairs light Pierce must've left on so she could make it safely up to bed. She led Dan in by the hand, shushing him with a finger held to her baby doll lips.
"Pierce's asleep, which is where I should be. We have to drive out at five for a wedding in a vineyard up north."
"Five! Jesus, that's only six hours away!"
"Shhhh, I know. Hopefully I can sleep in the van." She walked into the center of the room. "Wanna a quick drink before you go?"
"I don't remember you being so into partying."
"I guess I was kind of a good girl back then, huh?"
He slid off his light blazer and she hung it on the coat rack, and then she set the wall sconces on very dim. If her boyfriend woke up to find Dan in his house, there'd be no explaining it.
Dan took a seat on the couch as she made her way through the dark kitchen and then into the garage, where they kept the liquor crates. She unstacked the last row and grabbed the bottle of Grey Goose. She refused to think about how much that bottle cost, she only knew it would distract him. Hopefully Dan would chalk up the additional funky taste to quality.
She returned to the kitchen where she'd left her purse on the counter and fished her hand inside, keeping her eye on Dan through the serving window over the sink. She set the single serving jelly jar full of cloudy white goo into the sink, and then filled a tumbler full of ice. She gently cracked the lid on the jar and the smell of come seeped into her nostrils––a sharp musky odder far stronger than she'd endured earlier. It made her queasy to think she'd held all that in her mouth, and from out of nowhere came the vision of her on her knees, sucking lovingly on Dan's cock. "Goddammit!" She was so upset the little jar slipped from her hands, and she caught it just before it went clanging into the sink.
"Everything cool?" He kept his voice low.
"Yeah, yes, I just almost spilled something." Her heart was racing now. Slipping Dan the come would fix everything, she had to do it, and she'd almost fucked it up for good. She let out a deep sigh of relief. She laid the Grey Goose over the ice, watching it cascade towards the bottom of the tumbler. She was about to validate her flirty behavior tonight. And the moments where Dan had surprised her by showing up in her thoughts, those would end, she knew they'd vaporize the moment his lips touched the glass. She tilted the small jar over the tumbler, the white goo running towards the edge. She wouldn't be the quarterback's bitch anymore, the score finally settled.
"What's that?" Dan's head peered through the serving window.
Montana gasped, and her hands flew to her chest. The little jar rang off the tumbler and then clamored into the sink.
"Holy fuck, is that the Goose?" He pulled his head away and walked around into the kitchen.
Montana watched the white goo sludge its way towards the garbage disposal. Game over. Mission failed. Despair tore through her so powerfully she couldn't bare the sight of the mess, and closed her eyes. Waiting under the darkness of her eyelids was Dan. She was on her knees, his hard dick in her mouth, and he had biggest, fattest smile on his face. The reason for it was obvious––he wasn't going anywhere, he'd stand right there savoring her mouth every time she'd make love to her boyfriend, or when she'd simply shut her eyes.
She was utterly destroyed, hopeless.
"Damn, this stuff is expensive, no?" He spun the bottle around in his hand. "What's that in the sink?" Montana couldn't speak, or even move. "Looks nasty. Some kind of bar syrup? Don't sweat it––I prefer the taste of something this fine straight up." He lifted the half full glass and took a sip. "Oh God, fantastic!"
He placed a hand on her shoulder and she practically jumped out of her skin. "Wow, you are tense." He set the glass down and placed both hands just to the side of her neck. Her lips twitched as she mumbled for him to get the fuck out, but the words ran together in a listless hum that could have been interpreted as thankful relief. "Jesus, girl, you are majorly tense." His fingers kneaded into her back and neck. It hurt, badly, but the pain felt good. His thumb was amazingly strong and drew smiles across either shoulder blade. She sucked in a ton of oxygen, leaving her slightly more relaxed and a bit lightheaded. It was just enough to raise her from her funk.
The powerful thumbs burrowed up her neck, meeting the base of her skull, where they released nerves and tension that had been strangulating her throat and constricting over her crown. In fact, they freed up so quickly she thought her head might fall off into the sink.
She really needed to stop him, but even she was amazed at how tense she'd become and how his fingers were magically grinding the tension into submission.
"Wow, you are a mess. This knot is crazy." The knot sat at the top of her shoulder blade, and the powerful thumbs dug into it, breaking it apart and mashing it down. He kept working at it, until her hand fell from the edge of the sink and her arm hung limp at her side. Even then he tortured the spot further, heating it up, the mashed up pulp now melting into liquid.
She realized carrying around so much anger had left her exhausted. She needed the anger, there was no question about that, but lord was it exhausting. As her body loosened, she actually found herself getting sleepy. Her anger simmered down and now she saw herself telling him she was tired as she led him to the door, and saving the harsh words for later, because he'd surely keep after her until he got what he wanted. She would lead him out in a minute, after the powerful thumbs crushed the remaining knots into frothy pools of Jacuzzi water.
He attacked her deltoid on the opposite arm until that arm fell limply to her side. Then he slung his powerful forearm over her upper chest and pulled her back against him. Before she could even think to pull away, five fingers pressed deep into her back. Instantly her spine crackled and it felt like her vertebrae dangled freely along a slack string. It was enough to make her hum breathy and long. God that felt good. With quick moves he cleared her gossamer sweater from her shoulders, allowing enough room between their bodies for it fall halfway down her back. She wanted to protest, but she was so weak she probably would've collapsed if not for his forearm strapping her against him. Instead, the feel of his fingers over her bare shoulders caused her throat to crackle with relief.
"Like it, huh?" He continued to grind deeper into her bare shoulders. "It almost sounds like you've just about forgiven me."
"You're such an asshole." Her voice was too relaxed to be taken serious, and he laughed as his fingers frolicked down the back of her pink dress and along the skin just under her shoulder blades.
She had to end this, but it feltsogood. She focused on all her reasons for hating him, but his powerful fingers weren't just melting her muscles, they were also liquidating her brain, and she found it impossible to focus on anything but her body going limp under his touch. She finally flashed on the vision of herself kneeling before him, cock in mouth, eyes to his. She could never let that happen, ever, and her arms finally moved. She took hold of his forearm to pull it off her, but found she couldn't. As much as she willed herself to pull, her body refused to obey. Instead she held onto his arm, which he could've only interpreted as affection. Fuck!
"You have to stop. No more, Dan, you just have to stop." Again her message lacked any conviction whatsoever, the meaning totally lost to the heavenly breath behind it.
"Just a few more knots. I love a challenge, and you carry more tension in your back than anyone I've ever met." His fingers swept lower down the back of her dress, plucking at sensitive nerves just below her ribcage. "It must be all the hours on your feet serving people drinks. You need to relax more, let someone serve you occasionally."
Oh God yes, that sounded so utterly fucking wonderful. She deserved this. Maybe she could just let Dan make up for the past and his remark at the wedding, and maybe then––she sighed out loud––she could feel this heavenly all night. His finger then delved up her back, pinched the softened meat of her shoulder, and then gently brushed down the top of her chest. When he met his own forearm, he released her, and her hands fell down and back, landing on the side of his thighs. He then repositioned his forearm just under her breasts, so their firm underside gently rested on it. Feeling sinew and hard muscle touch against her boobs heated up their soft flesh in a wonderful way. Fingers worked themselves into the pocket between her collarbone and chest, and then lower, right at the top of her breast. The skin of her breast alerted her to his touch with a pleasant ache. Emboldened by her lack of objection, the fingers dipped lower, circling the start of her breast, causing the top of her cleavage to stretch and compress together, and the fabric of her finely threaded bra brushed her nipple. Both nipples firmed up and there could be no mistaking Dan's expert massage for cunning foreplay.
Finally Montana's body heeded her warning brain, and she twisted just as his fingers coursed over the fuller flesh of her tit. He understood, and removed his hand from her chest and his forearm from just above her flat stomach. The sudden loss of support left her falling forwards, and she grabbed hold of the sink. The yellow gossamer sweater hung at her elbows, limiting the forward movement of her arms, and she couldn't brace herself until later than expected. Recognizing she was collapsing, Dan also clutched her hips to keep her upright. The result of all this left her bent slightly at the waist, with her ass almost grazing his crotch.
"Whoa! Sorry! Didn't expect you to collapse to the floor when I let go."
"That makes two of us." There was embarrassment in her voice. Her near collapse revealed the affect he'd had on her body. He knew she was under his control.
"I thought you were telling me to stop, is all. That was crazy, though. You really should let me finish." His powerful thumbs pressed firmly into the lip of her hip bone, sending a soothing jolt clear down into her thighs. Feeling his magic address that area, she knew things had gone too far and had to be stopped.
"It's too much..." Her head sunk forwards, her shoulder blades coming together. "You're too good at this... I just..." She kept starting sentences, but couldn't get to the part where she actually asked him to stop. She finally turned to the one person in her life who meant more to her than anything. "My boyfriend, he's upstairs. You have to stop." The instant she said it, she regretted it, because he'd now believe her boyfriend was all that stood in the way of taking her right there in the kitchen. And worse, she'd made it sound like staying true wasn't the issue, but rather getting caught.
His powerful thumbs pressed deeper into her low back, threatening to shred her bunched up gossamer sweater. Waves of pleasure wrapped around to her front side, and the last of her anger, which hid inside her sexy little belly, gave in to the sensation of Dan's amazing thumbs in her back.
"It's only a massage, we're not doing anything wrong."
"I know but..." Shit, he made it sound like she was the one with all the salacious ideas in her head. She'd never had this much trouble speaking her mind before, but her brain just kept rejecting everything she really needed to say.
He slipped the gossamer sweater off her arms, which she straightened one at a time so he could pull it from her wrists. Then his hands went back to her waist, and thumbs right back to the spot on her low back, right where all her girlfriends were getting tramp-stamp tattoos. They bore into the tail of her spine, just at the initial divide of her ass. It was true, he wasn't touching her any place inappropriate, but the effects of it spread down over her anus, the puckered orifice becoming less uptight about his crotch so close by, and down into her thighs and into her vagina, which had come to life completely. Her juices started to flow, and then came a tingling urge to have his fingers nearer still.
His thumbs continued to unearth pleasure from her tight muscles, as his long strong fingers wove into the sides of her flat tummy. "As beautiful as ever, Monty!"
Even though she faced away towards the sink, she knew he looked at her ass. "Just as cocky as ever, Dan."
"I already told you, I only shoot form the hip." He gently bumped his groin against her butt.
She gasped and opened her eyes to see the streaks of her boyfriend's come leading into the garbage disposal. She'd really underestimated Dan. She'd been so intimidated by him in high school, and nothing had changed. She couldn't resist him. She wouldn't resist him. She should've known that. She should never have gotten close enough for him to pounce, because he was on her now, and she didn't want him off.
His hands left her lower back, caressed up her flat belly, and settled on her tits. She straightened up, leaned back against him, shuttered when his lips nipped at her neck. He didn't squeeze her tits, he only weighed them in his palms. She knew he liked what he felt, every man she'd ever passed stole glances at her tits, they were superb. And they fit so wonderfully in his big hands. He did give them a gentle squeeze then, and she hummed, making her throat vibrate against his lips. Her backside pressed against his front, more forcefully at his crotch. She both loved and hated the feel of it. He was such an asshole, but there was something about him––his dreamy confident stare and unwavering manly rigidness, and even his macho irreverence––it made her special to be the recipient of his lavish attention, and in love with the touch of his greedy hands on her tits. She dropped her head, offering her long neck. And when his lips nibbled towards her ear, and nipped at her lobe, her head rolled until her lips parted unbearably close to his. And for a split second their lips touched before she pulled away, pressing herself against the sink and wrapping her arms over her chest.
What the fuck was happening? It wasn't right. How could he? How could she?
She turned to face him, shaking her head, her lower lip trembling, and a scathing burn sloping her brow. In contrast to hers, his face swarmed in horny pride. "You're such a fucking asshole."
He grabbed her arm, pulling her into him. He was so strong. So strong, in fact, his strength mocked her temper. At any moment during the night he could've physically overpowered her. She'd toyed with him, and he finally pushed formalities aside and simply took her. She went stiff, locking her arms over her tits. It was the only thing she could do as he squeezed her roughly against him. But the sudden grab was followed by a tender stroke of her hair, and his eyelids easing down as the blue irises wistfully deepened, ending with a long draw of breath.
His head took on a perfect tilt, as he guided her closer, eyes shutting at the precise moment his lips touched hers. He kissed her like something out of a movie, rehearsed until every nuance was perfect. His chiseled angular lips felt full and juicy when pressed to her own. The smooth pillowy feel of them tightened as his mouth opened and his hot tongue slipped in to meet hers. For several seconds they kissed, her arms leaving her tits to take hold of his amazing shoulders.



He then broke away, stepped back, and left her standing there woozy and disoriented. His cocky smile was billboard sized. She'd let herself get close, and stepped into his trap. He had her right where he wanted her. She was such a fool.
Her heart raced in her chest. Any chance of ending this was gone. She watched in horror as her own hand reached for his. Once she found it, he seized her close again, her feet dragging over the linoleum. Her tits met his chest, and his kiss was immediate. As she panicked inside, her body softened into his, molding against his tall solid frame. She'd never felt so safe, nor did she ever feel so vulnerable. He didn't want her, he only wanted to have her, but that's exactly how she felt about him.
Fingers pressed against her back, hers moved to his ass. She had to feel it, and rested her thumbs on the stiff border of his jeans pocket as her fingers fanned out over his firm cheeks.
They made out for several minutes, her desire slowly overtaking her fear. His coolness diminished as he continued to kiss her deeply. His hand cupped the back of her head, and his mouth would not leave hers. His eager tongue thrust forwards and nestled beside her welcoming tongue.
Because she'd held his ass, his hand took the same liberty with hers. The thin fabric of her pink dress and panties did nothing to hide the feel of the tough skin on his palms and finger pads. They were not calloused, just toughened, probably from lifting weights in leather gloves. Even his gentle touch bore into the soft firm flesh of her ass. She'd always been proud of her tight tone ass, all the running with Pierce had given her quite a booming roundness back there, but compared with the strength coursing through Dan's squeezing hand, her butt seemed cotton-ball soft. The fingers then danced their way onto her thigh, using the same rhythmic pressure he'd used on her back, and her whole pelvis warmed up. He finally took hold of her thigh and raised it up to his side––the weight it once supported shifted onto him, her tits squeezing out from between their bodies. Her calf locked around his butt, just under her hands, and her hips involuntarily ground into his.
Jesus, she'd made a spectacle of her desires, but he felt too good to resist. His jeans bulged and her hips rode up and back, rubbing her crotch against the bulge. Her skirt had bunched up to her waist when he'd raised her leg, so only panties protected her pussy from the course fabric and hard dick underneath. His mouth stayed on hers, as his hand rolled under her ass and took hold of the sheer fabric of her dress, and then brought it up high enough to slip his fingertips into her black lacy panties. While maintaining their kiss, his palm moved down over her ass cheek, taking her skimpy panties with it. Her breath hastened as he squeezed her generous flesh. She rocked against the bulge again, her pussy screaming for more, and his hand moving down as her hips returned upwards. His fingers were almost there, teasingly close, alarming her obstinate nature yet placing her at his mercy.
It seemed a long torturous time before his finger stroked her wet slit, producing a sudden burst of sexual energy. It surprised her, and she crushed her mouth over his, her nostrils flaring as a rush of oxygen filled her lungs. She had to release her mouth and exhale loudly into his neck when his finger dipped in, gently hitting the front of her vagina, his first knuckle knocking on her clit. She leaned harder into him, as his finger began to work on her tender opening.
"Nice shave."
'Just for you,' she almost said, thinking about how she'd touched herself up as she got ready for tonight.Wasit just for him?
Instead, she said, "Wouldn't want anyone to know I'm not a natural blonde."
Dan glanced up at her dark roots and chuckled. "No. We wouldn't want that."
His fingering was on par with his massaging, he knew the spots to hit, although at this point, she was basically a grab bag of erogenous zones. His hand began to feel wet where it rested against her inner thigh. Two fingers now––and the wetness was from her. Her hips squirmed against him, her pubic bones against his hardon, and on the other side of that bone, were his fingers, buried completely in. She bit his shoulder and squealed. He bit into her neck and gave a wicked, laughing moan. Dan was having his way with her, and she was helpless to stop it.
Her eyes began to twitch, the heat in both her pelvis and head began to creep up. The heat became feverish, overpowering her senses, and then something like sparkling honey crept up the back of her skull and into her thoughts. It smothered over the anxiety she'd felt, knowing her boyfriend could come down at any moment, and it seeped into her embarrassment over the likelihood of Dan boasting to his buddies he'd fingered Montana Sparks. The sparkling honey glazed over these emotions so thickly––the danger of getting caught or revealed only increased her sexual thrill. The strong fingers swept up and back, in and out, and her hips ground against that hard cock, which felt huge under his jeans. Fuck it felt amazing and she dearly craved more. His fingering hastened with her breath, her head verging ever closer to golden bright light. She'd become a wonderful mess, as he outstripped her desire in ways unimaginable.
And with her mouth wide open, biting into his shoulder, her panties stretched around his wrist, his hand wet between her humid thighs, and his finger striking pay dirt over and over, she came, and came like never before. The refrigerator kicked on, almost as if it knew, and its motorized hum a sigh of relief. She squirmed harder against him, until the sensitivity grew too strong, and with a shaking hand, her fingers spreading in different directions, she clumsily pushed his hand away.
He kindly removed it. He also let her leg fall so he could pull her skimpy panties down with the departure of his hand. She was so busy coming she hadn't realized what he'd done. When the golden light began to recede, her panties where on the floor and Dan had unbuttoned his shirt.
Then, over the hum of the refrigerator, she heard a creak on the stairs. She grabbed Dan's shirt flaps and pulled him down beneath the counter. They quietly huddled as panic raced through her. She was about to be caught with her panties on the floor and her lipstick smudged over another man's lips. She curled up next to Dan, hiding behind him, and listened for the second creak, which would signal Pierce had reached the creaky board at the bottom.
The refrigerator fell silent just before the second creak sounded. Dan carefully moved an arm over her, which felt nice, like he was protecting her. But then his hand scooped her ass, and she realized he was just copping a feel. The fact the arrogant prick would pull a cheap move right then, with her boyfriend in the next room and her relationship of three-years about to explode into smithereens, it pissed her off. But she allowed the grope in order to stay still and silent.
"Montana? You home?"
The living room lights were dim, not off like she'd found them, so he knew she was there. She then bit her knuckle, remembering Dan's blazer hanging on the coatrack. Pierce's footsteps sounded on the hardwood, and thankfully he headed towards the center of the living room and not the front door.
"What the fuck, Montana, did you come home and go back out again?"
She flinched in Dan's arms when she heard Pierce ask the question. He was only thinking aloud, but it caused a pang of guilt over just having come all over Dan's fingers. Next came the click of metal against glass, which had to be Pierce picking up his phone from the glass coffee table
"My hand bag," she whispered right into Dan's ear. He reached one arm up and slowly lifted the bag off the counter and brought it down without making a sound. She fetched out her phone, pressed the button on the side, and powered it off just as Pierce began to mutter, "Come on, pick up, pick up!"
Her heart raced and she tapped her hand over her chest as if it would slow it down. She realized something else––Dan had moved his hand over her breast and gently cupped the soft firm flesh. A thrill shot through her. This was naughty, super naughty, like the time she went on a date with a guy in a stolen car, naughty.
She heard Pierce's footsteps move towards the side office, next to the front door and opposite the stairs, and pushed Dan towards the far end of the kitchen, sneaking with him across the black tiled floor. She moved into the dark alcove leading to the garage, and pointed to the door. With upmost care, he turned the knob so the latch soundlessly cleared the strike plate. They slipped through the door and onto the concrete slab of the garage.
The van took up most of the space, so she pushed Dan over to the far side where the van blocked them from the door. A night light was plugged in just under the garage door button, and provided the same soft luminance as candle light. Dan's mouth came down hard on hers. The fear of being caught was gone, but the thrill of it lingered, and she was hot again, real hot. His hand swept up her leg, up her dress, on to her ass. She dropped her sweater, purse and panties on the floor, and took hold of his ass. Tight buns, nicer than she'd imagined. Suddenly she was pressed against drywall, as Dan went to his knees and lifted her legs off the ground. Her pink dress bunched around her waist, his face wedged between her thighs. His tongue drove into juicy snatch and she swallowed spit, her mouth wet from his kiss. God it felt good. Fuck did she want him. Christ she was bad!
Her thighs were seated on his wide shoulders, and he brought his arm over the right one. From there his thumb rubbed above the divide, where his tongue sunk into the folds like they were soft rose petals. He rubbed and licked, his thumb making her leak and his tongue swiping it up. His other hand stole onto her breast, lifting her pinup-girl tit and mashing it into her chest. He moved her legs higher, her knees swinging back, her back pinned hard to the drywall. Her hands zipped through his blonde hair, one finger playing with his Superman curl, as he hummed against her pussy, the bassy tone making the sensitive flesh vibrate and tingle.
"You've got a sweet pussy, Monty, I could dine on you all night." His mouth returned to doing just that, and the thought of his thick strong tongue plowing through her folds of flesh all night long caused her to bite her lip and roll her head against the wall. It was such a lovely idea, in fact, that it prevented her from hearing her boyfriend's voice in the kitchen, most likely speaking on the phone. But she did notice the metallic screech of the doorknob turning. And then she heard him as the door opened and suddenly his voice was in the garage with them. She tugged at Dan's hair, trying to get him to notice, but he couldn't be bothered and kept her pinned to the wall as his tongue darted into her.
Her boyfriend's timing couldn't have been worse. The honey was melting through her brain again, and golden light washed over her eyes, bleaching his dimly lit hair into an angelic sparkling cloud. She needed to scream, and couldn't. Pierce was right there in the room, on the other side of the van, and there she was twenty feet away, another man's face jammed between her legs and her about to come all over him.
Even though she couldn't concentrate on what he said, the tone in Pierce's voice told her he was upset. "When you see her, remind her she has to be up at five tomorrow." He noisily grabbed one of the liqueur crates off the stack, and clanked a bottle inside it. "And tell her I'm upset she chose our best vodka to party with." Thank God he was making enough noise not to hear the juicy smacking of Dan's tongue gliding through her pussy. Damn was he digging into her. She tightly closed her eyes and clenched her belly hard enough to crush her insides and trap down her screams.
Pierce then laughed angrily at whatever was said on the other end of the phone. "No, this isn't just about me being a hard ass. This is her business too, and you can relay that message as well."
Leaving the garage he shut the door so hard Montana felt the wall behind her jerk, which shocked her enough to gasp loudly. The gasp set loose the orgasm she'd struggled so hard to contain. Heat form on her lips moved over her tongue, into her throat, and then flooded upwards into her head. Dan seem to know she was verging on coming hard, and jammed two fingers under the hood, attacking the bud in its juicy little nook of home. She helplessly let him have at her as a full on wave of hot bliss rolled in. Honey coated the inside of her skull and all over her skin, golden, sparkly and languid. Her hips bucked against his face, the light stubble on his cheeks scratching her clamped down thighs. Her head rolled sideways against the wall, his hand leaving her breast and hooking a finger into her mouth. She moaned weakly, helplessly, creaking out pleasure as his fingers rubbed over the ridge of her bottom teeth.
She was off and away in dirty heaven, finally coming back as she slid down the wall and set her feet on the floor. For the first time she realized Pierce had been talking to Debbie Sue, the friend she'd been out with earlier. Debbie Sue didn't care much for Pierce, she called him controlling. Even if she was right about him, it didn't matter, because Montana was uncontrollable.
She kissed Dan and leaned her head into his chest. "Wow. That was wonderful, but really stupid."
"If it was wonderful then there was nothing stupid about it."
She bunched up her nose, made a pursed lip smile and shook her head no. "It was stupid, and now I need to find out how bad I actually fucked up here." She let go of him, and knelt down to get her purse.
"Don't be like that. He doesn't know anything."
She grabbed her phone from the purse, as Dan pulled off his dress shirt, and hung it on a hook next to some old rope. She hit the button, waited for it to boot up, and then checked her calls. Two missed from Pierce and one message from Debbie Sue. She played it. 'Hi girl, you're bo' just called and is totally pissed. Don't let it stop you from having fun, I just wanted to give you a heads up. Oh, and I told him we went by your house, so tell him I was there with you, kay. And he thinks you're still with me, so you're all covered.'
She stopped playback. She needed to call Pierce or he'd call Debbie Sue again, and she wasn't the best at lying. She took a deep breath, and punched on Pierce's name. He picked up after one ring, and she could just barely hear his voice echo from inside the house as he said hello.
"Hi, baby, you're still up?"
"I woke up, saw it was eleven and you weren't home, and got worried. We'd agreed you'd be home by ten, babe."
"I know, I know, but Debbie-Sue wouldn't let me go." Out of the blue came a pang of guilt over lying to him in front of the guy who'd just brought her off behind his back. She couldn't let Dan take this any further. It wasn't right, no matter how bad she wanted him. She turned around to face Dan, the dim night light revealed his bare chest. As Pierce went on about Debbie-Sue, and what a bitch she could be, Montana stopped listening, distracted by Dan's gorgeous body. He didn't have a barreled chest, but was very broad with hard layers of dense muscle pancaked everywhere––well defined without being overly bulky. She slid her hand over his peck, she couldn't resist no matter how guilty it made her feel.
"You'll come to like her one day, I know you will."
"Why are you whispering? And whose blazer is here?"
She turned away from Dan again, panicking. "I'm in the ladies room. It was too noisy near the dance floor." Panic set it stronger, she couldn't explain the blazer. "Debbie Sue," she said, trying to shift the blame on her. "She borrowed it from some guy we met, and she left it there when we came by."
"What a slut."
Dan's hands came around to her tits, and, out of hot water again, she actually enjoyed it. As Dan massaged her breasts and kissed her neck, her boyfriend reminded her they had to head out early. And as Dan rubbed his crotch into her ass, she told him she'd be home soon, and not to wait up.
"You know, I should be really mad at you right now."
Why, because some guy's dick was pressed up against her ass as he mauled her tits? Dan's hands then moved to her shoulders, and gently pushed down. Without giving it any thought, she dropped to her knees.
"You know what saved you tonight, and why I'm not out of my mind furious right now?"
Dan moved around in front of her and began unsnapping his jeans. Oh no, no, no, she knew where this was heading, and shook her head. Dan shook his head yes, and continued to lower his pants. She stopped listening to her boyfriend again as Dan's pants inched downwards, first revealing the darker blonde pubes, and then the start of a thick base, and finally down, down, down the long shaft. When his pants passed the head it sprung forwards, partially erect. He had a huge gorgeous penis. It just wasn't fair being presented with something so promising while trying to convince herself things couldn't go further. But with a slight touch on the back of her head, her face moved towards it. Dan had only used one finger to guide her head, making it clear how little encouragement she required.
"...and I had no idea you could give a blow job like that." She'd tuned into her boyfriend's explanation as to what saved her. "I've been thinking about it all night."
Her high school dream god had his dick a millimeter from her mouth while her unknowing boyfriend, the guy she loved more than anything, complemented her on her oral skills. The taboo of it had her unduly hot and bothered. Her lips parted, and the beautiful cock breeched her warm mouth. Her mortifying vision had actually materialized, and her tongue relished the feel of that bulbous head, spongy and smooth. It slipped in further, until hot hard meat filled her entire mouth. He was absolutely huge, and she imagined the way her cheeks must look. Her eyes wandered up to his, and the lust that met her told her exactly how beautiful she appeared and how good she sucked cock.
As if reading her thoughts, Pierce whispered through the phone, "You swallowed all of me, baby. I had no idea you could do that. I had no idea a blowjob could be so good."
She pushed her head further onto Dan's cock, feeling the prominent head at her throat. If her boyfriend only knew the half of it. Dan's eyes stayed locked with hers, as a cocky smile, boarding on silent laughter, spread over his face. She understood. He was watching his dick slide into a gorgeous girl's mouth as her boyfriend, who happened to be in the next room, spoke to her on the phone. It was dirty and wrong and awful, but so incredibly hot. She pulled off and then slid back down until the fat head was at her throat again. Dan placed a hand on her head, and then took hold of the phone with the other. He held it to her ear for her, which freed up her hands to grab hold of his hip and the thick section of shaft that wouldn't fit inside her mouth. He was enjoying this way too much.
But then so was she.
She pulled off his dick to say, "You have such an amazing cock, I just couldn't resist." She spoke it to the phone, but looked at Dan. She took him inside again, and this time pumped his cock with her hand and really jacked it with her mouth.
"You wanted my dick so bad you couldn't wait until later, and you went down on me right in the kitchen."
She freed her mouth of dick to speak. "It's so big and beautiful. I want your dick so bad." Dan must have had an idea what was being said on the other end, but with his confident gaze he had to know she spoke to him. She sucked his cock deep into her mouth, giving him the full attention of her tongue, basting the underside in saliva. The head of it just barely entered her throat now. Dan wasn't the only one who loved a challenge.



The phone in Dan's hand spoke again. "So why am I only now learning about this talent of yours?"
Dan's beast withdrew, bringing a weird gulping sound with it. "Because now that you know what I can do to a big gorgeous cock like yours, you're going to want it all the time."
This time Dan shoved his dick back inside her mouth, whispering, "You are one hot little mama."
As the hard flesh glided through round lips, and the spongy head snuggled into her throat, Pierce said, "I already want more. Fuck it felt good. My hands in your hair. Your mouth so soft and hot. Fuck, I must have been halfway down your throat."
Right as he said that, she moved her head forwards at the same time Dan decided to thrust, sending his cock plunging down her throat. Her eyes popped open, Dan's did too. There was a scary moment where both had to wonder if he'd just destroyed her esophagus. She could feel the gag coming. Her eyes teared up, and her nasal passages burned, but she kept her throat relaxed. After a second, she acknowledged a discomfort, but experienced no pain. Her throat was fine. Carefully she pulled her face away from his crotch, the bulbous head inching out and back through her mouth. A smile spread across Dan's face when he realized she was OK. Nowthatcock really was halfway down her throat.
"God, I wasn't ready for that."
Pierce's voice came through the phone. "Really? You could've fooled me. Or are you talking about at the end. I tried to warn you I was coming."
She'd forgotten about Pierce listening in, and hardly heard him. She jacked Dan's monster in front of her face. It glistened with saliva and filled her hand. She grabbed it with her other hand and used both to stretch the skin up the shaft and over part of the head, keeping Dan hard and happy. She bit her lower lip when she realized there was still room for a third hand on that beautiful fat cock. And with eyes back to his, said, "Let's try that again."
Her mouth opened to the size of his girth and she brought her face towards it. Just as she was about to take him inside, Pierce's voice interrupted. "Bring your ass home and we can try again right now." His sudden, anxious demand irritated her, or maybe it was just the interruption. But it also made doing what she was about to do a tad easier on her conscience.
"Honey, look down and tell me what you see."
"What?"
Dan whispered, "I'll tell you what I see." She wagged a finger at his dick, as ifitwas misbehaving.
"Am I down on my knees?"
Dan shook his head affirmatively.
"Oh yeah. Yeah, you're totally on your knees about to get some." Pierce finally caught on she was engaging him in a little phone fantasy, although the dick in her hands was anything but.
"You'll have to do the talking, sweetie, because it's a little hard for me right now." She'd lied about being in a public bathroom at a dance club, but of course it was that dick in her hands, which now entered her mouth, making it difficult to speak. She steadily descended, stopping when the head poked at her throat like before. She was done with Pierce's interruptions, and dead set on sucking Dan's huge beautiful cock. With her throat completely relaxed, she went for it again, the fat dick blocking her pharynx, alarming her nasal passages, and then further, widening the circumference of her esophagus. Her mouth poured with saliva, but remained resistant deeper down. She worked him upwards, until the head was in her mouth, and slathered the monster with spit, her tongue forcing its way between the intruder and her teeth, over the veiny top, and down the other side. She circled it again and again. She followed the ridge of the helmet, and licked up the underside, the tongue's tip going up the split and tickling at the opening of his urethra. She stared upwards, her eyes watery and wide, revealing the concentration and effort she excreted. He smiled appreciatively and gritted his teeth. His eyebrows and forehead tensed and relaxed, and his smile transformed into a snarl and then back into a smile again. She saw flashes of pain and anger, but they settled quickly into his lusty reprise. It was pleasant agony, she felt it too.
With his cock doused in slippery saliva, she made her move on the hard beast once more. This time it cleared her pharynx without making her sinuses twitch, but when it reached deeper into her throat, she gagged, her jaw fell open, and tears streamed down her check. Dan pulled the phone away so her throaty gasp couldn't be heard by Pierce.
He returned the phone to her ear and she forced herself to relax. She left her jaw stretched down. Doing so seemed to open up her throat. She could only imagine how it looked to Dan, her mouth wide open and his hardon going straight on in.
Pierce imagined something similar, saying, "My hands are on your head and you're looking up at me with your sparkly green eyes."
Dan's hand was on her head, fingers burrowed down into her dark roots––check. Her green wet eyes met with the vehement blue of his––check.
"It feels so good having my cock in your mouth, and I see in your eyes it feels good to have it there."
The tips of Dan's teeth we're revealed, and the corners of his mouth curled deep into his cheeks, looking cocky and satisfied––check. And having that monster shoved down her throat felt... Well, she certainly felt naughty. She loved what it was doing to Dan. She was meeting the challenge and that gave her a cheap thrill. Maybe she even drifted towards the cool side of slutty. Also, she was so hot she was tempted to reach down and play with herself. OK, so sucking Dan's cock felt great––check.
"And I can't believe you're taking so much of my cock down your throat."
Double check!
The phone moved away from her ear and Dan hit the mute button. Something was up. The hand on her head tightened and brought her forwards. She went with it, her heart beat quickening. His strong fingers were both intimidating and protective. As he pulled her forwards again, she felt owned. The bulbous head pushed its way down, her gag reflex anxious but controlled. He pulled out and pushed back in a little faster, forcing a moan that was smothered silent once her throat became stuffed completely. He sped up, the sound getting louder. "Guluch! Guluch! Guluch!" That's why he muted the phone, he knew this blow-job was about to get noisy.
She'd moved her hand from the last section of cock, so she could take in more of it. His hips moved more dramatically and her nose brushed his abdomen as he thrust. She sealed her lips around his shaft, feeling the veins bump passed the tightened rosy 'O' of her mouth, but it barely suppressed the sound of his cock squishing into her tender, slippery pipe.
And to think she'd planned onsavingface tonight, not getting fucked in it.
Liking it was her biggest surprise of all. He took her throat like it was a toy, pumping it in complete disregard to her pride. She wondered who the slut on her knees was, because it certainly wasn't her––she'd never behave so submissively, especially towards a guy like Dan. But she couldn't deny how turned on it made her, and she did reach down and touch herself then. The instant her fingers contracted with dripping wet snatch, she let out a girlish sigh, until his dick choked out the sound.
Hunger crushed his eyelids and something feral stared down at her. He balled a fist around her hair, forming a wavy mane. No more hiding behind sexy stray waves of blonde, her hollowed cheeks and teary green eyes were on complete display. The sight of her spurred the animal to thrust harder.
His confident smile turned brutally heroic, a straight line under his nose that sharply curled at either side, while a hint of bloodlust tugged his lower lip. He appeared a throwback to the dark ages, cutting through men, taking a woman, and showing her what it is to have a real dick. It had been a devastating night, but finally surrendering to his power, his dick feeding into her throat, it brought vitalizing wind into her chest. And those intense blue eyes steadied her. With one arm she hugged herself tightly against his legs, her head tilting backwards, his cock going down. His power now belonged to her. Whether it was bullshit or not, her pussy gushed over her fingers something primal.
"Can you talk yet? Babe, you there?"
Fuck! She kept sucking, ignoring him, but Dan had enough sense to pull her head back and place the phone to her ear. She quickly took a deep breath and wiped her mouth. "What, honey, what's up?"
"I hate to leave you like this, but I have to get some sleep." She hadn't heard the last of his fantasy talk, but it almost sounded like he'd just lost interest. Maybe he knew she wasn't listening.
"OK, honey, I'll be home soon."
"Love you."
"You too," she replied as she stroked Dan's cock.
Dan hung up the phone and guided her back to business. She took the iPhone from him and set it on the floor. Two hands then sunk into her sexy ringlets as his dick took up residence in her throat again.
"Fuck you are hot."
She fingered her pussy like a DJ working a scratch.
"Never thought sweet Monty could give head like this. But when I saw you at the wedding, I knew right away you weren't the same girl. Fuck did you get hot."
She'd closed her eyes and took to just feeling his cock in her throat. It had become surprisingly easy, even as Dan sped up, probably because her saliva glands were freaking. There was still an inch of him that wouldn't fit. It wasn't because of her, though. He winced when he tried to force it in further and then stopped trying. The noise was something else, a gut wrenching gurgle, far from sexy, but it seemed to excite Dan, and so she did nothing to quiet herself.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come, Monty. I'm going to fucking come in your throat."
She suddenly imagined Dan telling his old teammates howhe nutted up little Monty's tonsils.She found herself not caring. Let him brag. He was so fucking gorgeous. Such a stud. Why wouldn't she want them to know she'd blown his beautiful dick? She was hot, so fuck them. Let them envy Dan. And let their girlfriends envy her.
Oh Jesus, she was about to come again. Her tits bounced wildly. She circled her pussy into a blur, clobbering ecstasy out of her clit. Sparkling honey blasted into her head. And then so did Dan.
She groaned in orgasm as the head of his cock swelled on her tongue and come shot into her mouth. She opened her eyes wide, Dan's face wavering through her tears. His white teeth bled bright light.
"Oh shit, Monty. Suck it all up. Get my come in you. Get all my come down in you."
Her thoughts finally buzzed with the realization it was happening again––she was drinking his come, and a ton of it. At least three huge jets splattered the roof of her mouth, but his dick continued to spasm, leaking pools of it onto her tongue. Her own orgasm just about burned itself out, as solar flares cut through her vision. Her pussy hummed, and again his cock pulsed more goo into a pool that covered her bottom molars.
"Oh that's good. Open that pretty mouth, Monty."
She opened wider and he stroked his cock, milking the last of it straight inside. His one hand ran down her head and cradled it. Hers left her pussy, and she used both to squeeze her tits. They were so soft, yet firmly held their shape. Her pink dress and bra just shear enough to feel the quality of her skin.
A grin was shared when the last drop landed. She slowly retracted her tongue, puckered her lips into a kiss, fluttered her eyelashes, and then swallowed. Dan stood over, dick in hand, watching. All he could do was mutter a long, breathy, "Sheeeeeeeet."
It was done, for the second time in her life she'd swallowed the asshole's come. But this time it played out like one of her teenage dreams, and filled her with girlish insecurity.
She let go of her tits and reached out her hands to be lifted up. He obliged, and then she fell into him, her arms locking over his wide back. His semi erect prick poked at her belly, as if listening for the arriving come inside.
Right then came the sound of a woman engaged in some kind of sexual activity. The volume increased. It came from the house, muted by the dry wall, making the girl sound nasally and inarticulate. It was the TV in the living room, tuned to a cable porn channel.
Dan laughed. "Perfect!"
She stood back enough to face him. "Great. He made it sound like he was going to bed."
"Sounds like he's got a hot date with his hand."
"Yeah, right on my couch, too. He totally plans to wait up for me, I know it."
"So now what?"
"We'll have to sneak around the side." Just using the word "sneak" shed light on the bigger picture––she'd just cheated on her boyfriend. However, there was no time for feeling guilty, because she was more concerned with not getting caught at the moment. And at least she hadn't fucked Dan. That proved something, didn't it?
Her underwear was damp, so she stuffed it into her purse and wiped the remnants of lipstick from her mouth. She then ushered Dan through the side door and crept into the backyard. The gate on the other side of the house was unlocked, so they crossed the tiny lawn, staying against the banana palms and ferns lining the back fence.
As they passed the porch, Dan stopped her. "Check it out." Through the glass doors leading to the patio she saw the TV in the living room and the back of Pierce's head over the couch back. On the screen a football player, naked from waist down, screwed a topless cheerleader inside an empty locker room. Pierce streamed a porno from his laptop onto the TV the same way they streamed movies.
"Make you think of anyone you know?"
"Yeah, skanky Beth."
"Really? You're really going to play modest after we just..."
"Shhhhh. Let's just go."
"Don't you want to see what happens next?"
She pulled his arm, but he didn't budge.
"He can see us here."
"I think he's a little too preoccupied to see us."
The back of Pierce's head bounced ever so slightly, and she knew he was masturbating on the other side of the couch. She suddenly thought of him rushing off the phone in the middle of talking dirty to her. She was relieved at the time, of course, but now realized he'd hung up so he could finish off to some skank on the TV, and that kind of pissed her off.
She pulled harder on Dan's arm, but he gave the cocky version of his heroic smile, and stayed were he stood.
"Are you trying to get me caught?"
"Give me a kiss and then I'll think about leaving."
"Oh brother! You already got what you came for, now you're just being an ass."
He pointed with his thumb back towards the garage. "Back there? I thought that wasyougetting whatyouwanted."
She playfully punched him. He hadn't buttoned his shirt, which flapped wide open, and her fist bounced off his hard peck.
"Ow!" He spoke teasingly loud, threatening to give them away.
"Shhhh!"
He tapped his cheek. "Just one last kiss." He'd kept his voice raised, so she reached out to touch his lips and silent him. Her lips then tagged the rectangular plane of his cheek right where he'd pointed. She hated giving in, purely on principle, but the lovely feel of his cheek certainly took away the burn.
He shifted his head until she ran out of cheek and found lips. It became a heavy kiss the moment she did. He seemed unable to get enough of her, pressing her closer, hands zipping to her ass, pulling her pelvis against him. She opened her left eye, peeking past his ear, into the house. Pierce continued to enjoy his program with a subtle nod. The cheerleader was now on her knees, sucking a cock as big as Dan's. Her mouth was stretched so far open she looked like a different girl. Montana wondered if she'd looked as hot as that just minutes ago.
Dan went down the back of her dress, working the clasp on her bra. When it released her tits were so firm they barely dropped. She slid the strap down her arm, pulling it free without dropping the spaghetti straps to her pink dress. She then pulled the bra out the other side and let it fall alongside her handbag containing her panties.
She was now naked under her dress. Dan squeezed her tit––the shear fabric conformed to his fingers like it was non-existent. His thumb stroked her nipple, as they continued a desperate kiss.
She began to consider how much the moonlight revealed. Their house blocked the street lamp out front, but the silvery light of the near full moon lit the yard. If Pierce turned around, how much would he see? The light inside the house was dim, and might cause a reflection on the glass doors, but only a faint one. If they moved around, surely he'd notice. That is, if he could tear his eyes away from the cheerleader on the TV. She still couldn't believe he was jacking off to that slut.
Montana suddenly flinched when Dan's dick grazed against the smooth skin where her pubic hair once thrived. She'd unconsciously allowed the front of her skirt to be raised, and at some point Dan had dropped his pants. She was seconds away from being penetrated. This was her last chance to stop him. This was her last chance to prove he couldn't just do with her as he pleased. But as he lowered her onto Pierce's weight bench, and his dick slid along her inner thigh, she didn't think again about her boyfriend only thirty feet away, and sighed into Dan's mouth, "Oh yes."
The vinyl covered pad was cold on her ass, but it was clean and slick, due to Pierce laying down a towel when he lifted. The head of Dan's cock touched upon her pussy, which dripped in anticipation. It felt even more bulbous than it had against her mouth, and there was a flash of fear as it nuzzled through her lips. A dick so big and thick was bound to hurt.
"Please go slow. You're so huge."
"I know. I'll go easy."
In her heart she knew those were only words used to get inside her. All his caked on muscles weren't for 'going easy'.
Dan leaned over her, her legs spreading to either side of him. He braced himself by grabbing onto the poles at the head of the bench, where the bar would rest if it wasn't sitting on a pair of car jacks against the wall. Montana lay back, breathing deep as he began moving his hips and stroking her pussy with a cock straight out of her dreams. His girth rounded out her vulva as the canal walls were stretched tightly around it. Dan was just incredible––there was no way to deny his prowess. Her hands clawed up his back as he sunk in deeper. She began to whimper lightly, a creaky hum that rose and fell with her lover's rhythmic penetration.
"God, that's sexy. Fuck you feel good."
"You too, baby. Real good." Guilt emerged and cut through her pleasure like a shark's fin. She shouldn't have called him that, Pierce was her 'baby', not Dan. It was enough for her to put a hand on his chest to stop him, but he was already on a downward stroke, and my God did her pussy light up as his dick sunk inside. And then he thrust again and again, fucking those guilty feelings right out of her head, replacing them with the familiar spread of golden honey.
"Oh baby, don't stop, not ever. I need it. I need you in me so bad."
"Don't worry, Monty, I'm just getting started."
She rolled her head, startled to see Pierce standing up from the couch. The football player and cheerleader had finished up business, and Pierce walked towards the kitchen.
"Stop, stop, stop, he can see us!"
Dan looked over towards the house, holding still on top of her. He had a devilish look as he watched Pierce go towards the refrigerator. His eyes creased, staying aimed on Pierce while slowly moving his cock inside Montana. He seemed to be silently saying to Pierce, "That's right, your girl's on my dick, and I'm gonna tap that shit dry."
As Pierce entered the living room again, Montana saw the beer in his hands, and got a little pissed. He wasn't supposed to be drinking, and he'd made such a stink about her only being permitted two drinks with her girlfriends. It gave her a wicked urge to egg on Dan, and she whispered, "This is crazy. My boyfriend's right in there and you're here with your huge dick in me. What are we doing?"



Dan began to raise his hips higher and fuck her deeper, ignoring the increased risk of being seen. "Giving you what you've been waiting for." He drove in faster. Her whimpers deepened into a purr that matched his tempo. "Am I right?"
She searched for Pierce before answering him. He stood to the side of the couch, sipping the beer. On TV the cheerleader sat at a bar with her friend. Her friend wore glasses and looked like a sexy little nerd. Their voices were muddled by the glass door, but Montana suspected the cheerleader wanted to go have fun while the nerdy girl tapped the stack of books set in front of her and insisted on studying. The cheerleader danced out of there and the movie panned over to the bartender, who gave the sexy nerdy girl the once over. Pierce seemed to know what was coming, and shouted out, "He'll yeah," and moved back onto the couch.
Witnessing her boyfriend getting off on a fellow bartender about to porn-out on some twenty-year-old didn't exactly sit well with Montana, and she finally had an answer to Dan's earlier question.
"I've wanted to jump on you ever since the wedding."
"Only since the wedding?" He was really plunging into her now, making a mess of her senses. "You've had it coming long before that."
He leaned harder against her, lifting her hips off the bench, his huge dick stretching her out, forcing her clit against his solid speeding shaft. She could barely think, let alone speak. Amidst a husky pant she gathered her voice. "I've hated you my entire adult life. You know I have. I know you know it."
"You aren't the first girl to tell me that. You're not even the first to tell me that with my dick inside her. You only hate me because I made you wait for this. You hate being patient."
She resisted calling him an asshole again. She just needed to be fucked, and he was fucking her so awesomely.
"But I'm here now, Monty. The wait's over. I'm going to make you scream my name, I promise."
She looked towards Pierce, his slow nod speeding up as he lived vicariously through the bartender on TV. The guy nailed the twenty-year-old nerd right on the bar, hard and fast. The sight of Pierce's fantasy fuck stung, and she gave in completely to the actual feeling of another man inside her.
"Do it, baby. Make me scream your name."
Braless, her tits went for a rowdy ride under the light fabric of her dress. Dan stilled one by squeezing it, but his hard thrusts and her jerking body caused her supple tit to undulate from within, and shifting bulges escaped from either side of his palm. Her other tit swung wildly up and down her chest so bad she took hold of it herself.
"I'm not a patient person either. You have no idea how badly I've wanted to get on top of you. Since I first laid eyes on you I've wanted this. I wanted to jump your ass right there in the school halls."
"Oh fuck, I wouldn't have stopped you."
"I know. Shit, I jacked off to the thought of you all through senior year. I wanted to do you so bad."
"Oh fuck Dan, why didn't you?"
He kissed her lips. "You weren't ready."
She actually found her voice, with a little bite even. "I wasn'tready?"
He closed his eyes, relishing the feel of her. "There's always beautiful girls, lots of them, but most don't deserve to be as beautiful as they are. You know why?"
He'd slowed into long deep strokes as she swallowed hard and shook her head no.
"Because they don't command the attention that comes with being beautiful. What did all your modesty in high school ever get you? Nothing, I bet. But you had me at the wedding. You were so fucking fiery and sexy. I couldn't wait another day, let alone another seven years. That hot ass of yours in that killer dress––I couldn't stand it. I was actually shaking inside when I handed you my business card."
Those words out of that man's mouth shattered any and all insecurities she'd acquired in high school––or since. A building orgasm swarmed with memories of catching Dan staring at her while crossing the field. She had such a crush on him it hurt.
"You're so gorgeous, Monty. I been unable to get you out of my mind since."
Even in the throes of ecstasy she felt herself blush. The man behind the cocky curtain had finally revealed himself. She joked, although whimpering bursts of breath stifled any humor, "Are you sure you didn't just want to feed me more of your come?"
He smiled. "Well, there's that too."
It was the first time she'd ever joked about the incident, sharing it with Dan no less. She realized the memory of it had been defanged. Dan pushed away the horror of it forever, offsetting it with the most intense thorough fucking she'd ever received.
"You're already between my legs, Dan––you don't need to sweet talk me anymore."
He looked down between them, where his glistening cock slid in and out of her. "What do you know, I am!"
He looked inside the house, but she couldn't take her eyes off his beautiful face to see what was up. His expression was so intense, even more angular and stern than usual, wracked with a greedy need to stretch open her gushing pussy. "You are so tight, so gorgeous. I really hope he knows what he has."
"He does."
"Well now I do too. And don't expect me to be much of a stranger."
"Just keep fucking me. Tonight I don't want to think about anything but you inside me right now."
He pushed her thigh back, burying his cock deeper and deeper. She was there. He knew it, too, driving her faster and faster towards her destination. The sparkling honey poured through her in thick globs. He mashed his lips over hers, swallowing her moans into his mouth. His hips raced to bring her off, and her knees were pressed back against her shoulders. He hammered her pussy like a demon, matching the sex sounds on the TV. Thank God the sexy nerd was a screamer or surely Pierce would have heard the slap of their bodies and her calling out, "Fuck me Dan! Fuck me Dan!"
She came hard, but Dan was in the mood for a whole lot more. For next ten or twenty minutes they got in a full workout on Pierce's bench. Her straps fell from her shoulders and Pierce peeled the top down, so her dress sat in a bunched up ring around her waist. Dan threw her leg up the front of his chest as she lay on her side. He grabbed the upper tit and squeezed it as he repeatedly jammed his dick into her horizontal snatch.
Fuck he was plowing her good, and she couldn't keep her wonderful thoughts to herself. "I'm going crazy. You bastard, your dick feels so good. Fuck me harder. Please, Dan, make me come again."
"You are really something, Monty, fucking me with all you got and your boyfriend's just inside."
"Hmmmm. He has his TV, I have you. And my God are you hung."
"You like it? You like having a big one in your tight little cup."
"Yes!" She ground her pelvis harder into his. All nine or ten inches had to be in her. She felt so full. His balls struck her ass, and his hips slapped her thighs. She had such a gorgeous man on her, with such a huge cock. She cranked her neck forwards and began to scream his name in between furious gasps for air. "Oh Dan. Uh, uh! Oh God. Uh, uh! Fuck me, baby. Harder. Harder, Dan. Uh, uh, uh! Oh God fuck me harder."
He had her folded in half and pounded relentlessly. He had her about ready to come yet again. The bench ground on the concrete with each thrust, making a loud noise that rattled her teeth. She'd never be able to watch Pierce workout again without thinking about Dan fucking her brains out on the weight bench. And then she remembered Pierce inside. All the noise they were making, he had to hear it.
As Dan slammed into her pussy like no man ever had, she looked over her shoulder and saw the big arrow button across the TV, meaning the movie Pierce streamed off his laptop had ended. The sounds of them going at it was no longer masked by the porno's soundtrack. Even more alarming––Pierce's head wasn't sticking up from the other side of the couch. She had a moment of fluttering nerves, where she searched the living room for signs of her boyfriend. Then she saw his hand hanging over the couch arm. He'd fallen asleep.
At least she hoped he was asleep, because right then a powerful wash of euphoria cascaded over her body. It trickled over her forehead, warmed her cheeks, made her ribs expand and her tits feel hot and raunchy crushed up against her thighs. Once again the world was adorned in golden halos and her mind awash with sparkling honey. Tingling bliss effused from her pussy, along with enough lubricating secretion to make it sound like Dan's cock punched into a split plump orange. His cock was a blur, plunging in and out, and she screamed loudly as he juiced that orange right down to the rind.
"I'm coming, you bastard. Uh, it's too much, I'm dying. Too good! Oh god, Dan, I'm coming so fucking hard."
"Come, you hot little slut. Feel me. Feel me making you come. Feel all of me in you making you come."
"I feel you. So much of you. Every inch. Fuck me, Dan. Please make me come! Please make me come! Oh god, please, please, please make me come!"
His face loomed over hesr, his determination chiseling angular grooves in every direction. He pinned her ankles to the top of the barbell post directly over her head. She set a hand on the side of his neck, perspiration making it slippery. His natural scent, infused with cologne, permeated her nostrils and further awakened her orgasm.
"Fuck me, uh! Hard! Uh, fuck me!"
"Oh shit! I'm going to come."
"Oh please, Dan, please come in me."
"I'm so fucking going to come in you. I'm going to come way up in your fucking-fine ass."
Mantic thrusts built towards an impossible speed, his pupils were chaotic swirls, his superman curl sprung about until it finally stuck to his damp forehead. Her sweaty back slid up and down the vinyl bench pad with each slamming pump. Her shoulders hit the bottom of the barbell posts and her ankles hit the top.
"Fuck I'm coming!" She prayed her boyfriend stayed asleep, because she could not hold back. "Uh! I'm there, Dan! I can't take it. You're too strong, too gorgeous, too big, too good! Uh!"
His final thrusts were so strong he almost knocked her off the bench, and then he planted his hips on hers and started to blast her canal full of come. His eyelids fluttered, his lips split away from his clenched teeth, and his forehead rose up into his scalp. She bit her lip and savored his final minute.
He withdrew, leaving a saddening emptiness in her pussy, while the rest of her body blossomed in fulfillment. He tapped his dick on her shaved snatch, depositing one last glop onto the smooth skin above her lips. It glistened pearly white in the moonlight, and she knew there had to be five times that amount swimming about her reproductive organs.
He pulled up his jeans and kissed her on the forehead as she lay there with closed eyes, trying to regain her sanity. Her dress remained bunched around her waist, and when she finally opened her eyes to see him staring at her, she had an urge to cover herself. But she didn't. She didn't want to drag her dress through the glob of come. Her silly embarrassed smile was interrupted by a kiss, and his hand took hold of her large exposed breast. His mouth moved to her nipple and sucked her big tit with big circular movements of his head.
"I need something to clean you off me."
He looked down at her pussy, and ran two fingers over the glob of come, scooping it up. He brought the fluid up to her lips and she allowed them into her mouth. She sucked his fingers clean, with an exchange of telling glances. And for the second time that evening, she ate Dan's come.
Minutes later she carried her shoes and handbag full of under garments as Dan followed her into the house. His shirt was still unbuttoned and his hair gleamed with a light sweat. Montana was worse, her cheeks red, hair totally disheveled, and pink dress wrinkled. If Pierce woke up now there'd be no hiding the fact the two had just been screwing like animals. But Dan's presence alone was more than enough to incriminate her, so their appearance hardly mattered. She carefully led him past her sleeping boyfriend to fetch his blazer. Seeing her boyfriend conked out on the couch as Dan's hand gently caressed her side and his come trickled through her vagina produced a flutter in her stomach. She had no desire to hurt Pierce, she loved him as much as ever, but sneaking Dan through the house was such bad, sexy fun. She couldn't resist stopping mid-way through the room to give Dan a kiss.
After retrieving his blazer, he asked if he could use the bathroom. She hesitated with an answer, because her boyfriend really could've woken up at any moment and the bathroom was adjacent to the living room. She finally decided to walk him up the stairs to the master bathroom, because she couldn't risk being in the same room as Pierce for another second.
As she climbed up the stairs, she felt Dan's eyes on her ass, watching each round cheek pinch fat and full. In her experience guys were the most attracted to her after they'd fucked her, and doubted it would be any different with Dan. So she took each step like a show girl, her cheeks seesawing up to the second floor. His hands landed on either side of them, framing her ass in motion.
"I can't believe I just had some of that. Monty, you've ripened into perfection. You are built so goddamn tight."
What he'd said earlier was true––she'd really learned to command attention. She'd blown Dan's mind tonight, he'd never be able leave that alone. For all his irresistibility, his perseverance belonged to her.
At the top of the stairs she ushered him to the right towards the bathroom at the end of the hall. He shut the door, separating them. She made her way back past the stairs to the door leading into her bedroom and took a seat on her bed. She noticed two empty beer bottles on the nightstand. So Pierce had at least three drinks even though he'd insisted she set a limit of two. She smiled. She loved him despite being a hypocrite, and because she felt somewhat responsible. She'd left him alone to watch his dirty movie and drink more than he should have. He needed as much looking after as her. Dammit! Why did Dan have to be so goddamn irresistible and lure her away? She rolled her eyes. He didn't just lure her away, did he? He fucked the living hell out of her as Peirce waited at home in need of her support.
While watching the doorway, she began bunching the fabric at the waist of her pink dress and tugging it up her legs. She then pulled it entirely over her head. She went back into the hall and waited completely naked for Dan to open the door. She had no intentions of ever seeing him again, and this was her way of ensuring he didn't get what really wanted, because he'd never stop wanting her after this. Forcing him to say goodbye to her naked body would be her final act of revenge for breaking her heart seven years ago and forcing her to cheat on her boyfriend.
When the door opened, his eyes drilled into her nakedness, confronting her rosy nipples with wide eyed amazement and a flare of the nostrils. She stepped forwards and brushed past him in the doorway, her tits grazing his chest and her crotch glancing his. He grabbed her face and gave her a deep kiss, followed by quickly pulling her exposed flesh tightly against him. She pushed him back and away from her, forcing him to back-step into the hall.
"You remember the way out, right?"
He held out his arms, inviting her into them and challenging the veracity of her corny line.
"I'm serious. I have to brush my teeth and get to bed." She shut the bathroom door, and headed to the sink. Her own smug smile and perfect body staring back from the mirror delighted her. The narrowness of her jaw, something she always hated, suddenly came across as youthfully perfect, as did the upturn of her tits.
As her electric tooth brush buzzed loudly in her mouth, she thought of Pierce. She wasn't truly sorry for fucking Dan, it dealt with history from before Pierce's time, but she'd still make it up to her boyfriend somehow.
She rinsed her mouth in the sink, and headed towards the bedroom. But when she entered, there was Dan, sitting on the bed, his shirt and blazer lying beside him. A lamp in the corner showed off his wide cut-muscled shoulders and chest as he tapped the space next to him, inviting her to have a seat. His hero's smile had turned full on devilish.
She crossed the room towards him. "You gotta go. He's going to wake up soon. He never sleeps more than an hour on the couch."
When she was close enough to reach, he pulled her on top of himself, and attacked her mouth with a kiss.
Meeting him naked in the hall was just plain stupid. What part of tonight led her to believe she could resist him enough to tease him? A minute later his jeans were crumpled on the floor, and she rode him like a reckless cowgirl. Her hips broke into a frenzied roll, her shapely cheeks climbing completely off, and then slapping back down, like the hull of boat clearing the crest of a wave and landing hard on the turbulent ocean. His thick rod pulled nearly free, and then plugged deep inside, with her loving every fat inch. Once again her pussy was being filled to the max by his delicious cock, making her realize she'd have a hard time ever resisting.
"You want it so bad, dontchya, Monty?" His hips were flying up to meet hers now. "Tell me how bad you want me to fuck you."
"Oh God, Dan, you know I do."
She landed hard on his dick with a shutter and a squeal.
"Say it. Tell me what you want."
"You! I want you! I want you to fuck me."
"How bad?"
"So bad. I need it so bad."
"You want it harder?"
Could he give it any harder? "Yes! Oh God, fuck me harder."
He could! A second later she was on her side. He spooned her in a way that would've made spoons clatter and clank. He caressed her cheek and turned her head back for a kiss. His tongue burst into her mouth as hers scrambled to intertwine with the intruder. He squeezed her tit roughly, grabbing it and releasing, her nipples rubbing all over his strong palms.
And then she was on all fours. Dan's hands were all over her as he hit that ass from behind. He pulled back on her shoulders, making sure she got his complete length, which she did, lightly screaming in euphoric shock as his balls thwacked on her shaven pubic area. He moved his hands to her ass, squeezing the cheeks roughly, using them as squishy handles to steady her ass right where it needed to be. It also separated her cheeks, and she knew he had a clear view of the penetration––a view of all that cock plowing through her tight, wet snatch. He finally took hold of her hair, pulling her head back with it and arching her back.
He fucked her so hard and good she was out of her mind and writhing with pleasure. From head to toe her body jerked and rebounded, trying to keep up and even give a little back. It was so physically challenging she felt a picture of them going at it should appear on the front of a Wheaties box.
"Fuck, you got some pussy on you!"
"Give it to me. Oh baby, I need it so bad!" There was that word "baby" again. And now that their love making had turned into balls-out-fucking, it seemed even more inappropriate––but also so very right. "Oh shit, baby, you are hitting the spot now. Right there, baby. Hard like that. Uh! Oh, Dan baby, that's it!"
"That's the spot, huh? Should I keep hitting that spot right like that?" Still holding her hair, he drove his dick in hard and fast, her gushing pussy splayed wide open.
"Oh Dan, oh jeeze."
"Yeah, that's the spot alright, listen to that pussy splat."
He kept at it, full steam, and as much as she wanted to continue to feel his big dick inside her all night, she knew Pierce would wake up soon and hear her getting the fucking of her life. She needed Dan to come now. She needed to fuck him back harder, but he'd worn her down––he was such a machine. And he'd already nutted in her twice and it would take even more effort to get him there a third time. He shoved a finger in her ass and she let him––anything to help him come. But as his finger began to piston in and out, she was the one who came. Oh dear God, it was amazing.



Her orgasm rolled upon her so quickly she couldn't stop her cries, and began pleading out his name repeatedly. The hand in her hair pushed her down now, pressing her face against the mattress. His pelvis boxed her ass so firmly that the solid wood frame began to rattle loudly. Surely Pierce would hear them, but she was so far gone she didn't care. The only thing that mattered was the huge cock and strong finger knocking her further into orbit with even deep stroke.
Moments later she'd floated on a sea of golden honey, the world miles and miles away. She knew her body was back in her bedroom, Dan fucking it as mercilessly as he pleased, but she was in heaven and planned to stay there for forever.
She became vaguely aware of him spanking her ass, and her own voice whimpering to be fucked. And then his voice, "Shit he's up. I hear him in the kitchen."
Who was he talking about? Who was in the kitchen? The warmth running up and down her body felt like the sun beat down on her in the most luxurious way. Dan was fucking her furiously, preparing to join her in the heavenly honey sea.
It was the familiar creak at the bottom stair that finally brought her situation back to light. The distant world was still a swirling mass of confusion, but that sound meant she needed to get back, a base instinct told her so. As she struggled her way back to consciousness, she tried to say something to alert Dan that her boyfriend was on the stairs, but she was still too far gone to speak, and Dan's continued assault wasn't helping.
Dan's body became a blur of pounding madness, obviously on the verge, but he was too late. A second creak sounded at the top of the stairs, signaling Pierce was about to reach the room. He was less than ten feet away from the open door, where he'd surely see Dan pounding her out of her mind on their bed. She was about to be caught. Her stupid indigent cheat was about to end with Pierce witnessing her ass in the air and Dan's cock stuffed in the cookie jar. The thought of it almost caused her to plateau again, and she squealed out loud.
Dan had let go of her hair and withdrew his finger from her asshole in favor of gripping both cheeks and resting his weight on them as he savagely slammed his big dick in scary deep. The sound of her wet snatch gurgling as Dan's slick, fat cock stretched it open had to be audible from out in the hall. But it didn't matter, by now Pierce must've been at the door, visually confirming the lewd sound was indeed his girlfriend getting stuffed with cock. She clutched the bed sheets tightly and pressed her face into the bed. She couldn't bear to look in his direction.
But the yelling she'd anticipated didn't come. Not even when Dan finally drove in for the last time and exploded deep inside her. She held her breath, as Dan's grip stayed fixed on her ass and his cock pulsed within her pussy. Another man was filling her full of come, and she sensed Pierce's presence in the doorway, horrified as he took in what a dirty, little slut his girlfriend was.
But as Dan milked globs of come into her reproductive organs, she finally peered over the wrinkled sheets to see the doorway empty. Her pussy was suddenly abandoned, but only for a second. Something cold and smooth, and not nearly as big as Dan, sunk into her snatch. She looked back to see Dan had pushed in the neck of a beer bottle.
He gave it a few quick strokes, fucking her with the improvised dildo. "Quick, play with yourself like this." He then took her hand and placed in on the base of the bottle. "Come on, he's going to be here any second." The sound of an electric toothbrush came from the bathroom next door, and she finally registered what Dan was trying to do. She began to slip the bottle in and out, and forced a loud moan as Dan whispered how beautiful she was and kissed her ass cheek. He then grabbed his clothes and slid under the bed in a classic move she'd watched a thousand times in the movies. And never once had she seen it work.
Pierce heard her moan even louder and clicked off his toothbrush and rinsed. A hardon tented his sweatpants as he thought again about what Montana might be up to in the bedroom. To his own reflection he said, "Time to find out!"
Nothing had prepared him for what he saw when he finally entered the bedroom. His girlfriend had her knees to her chest, and a beer bottle gliding in and out of her cooch. Her face laid sideways, eyes shut. The humid air struck his nostrils with the smell of sex. She'd really been working herself over. A smile edged up the left side of his face. It had to be the hottest thing he'd ever seen in his life. It made him wish he hadn't pleasured himself to that lousy movie so the feeling would be even stronger. That nerdy chick was cute, but had nothing on Montana.
Without disturbing her, he approached the bed, tugging down the front of his sweats and freeing his erection. Kneeling on the bed he grazed her cheek with his dick, causing her beautiful green eyes to open to the sight of his ragging hard cock. Without a word she took him into his mouth.
A moment later he lay on his back with his legs over the edge of the bed as she kneeled in the carpet and sucked his cock like a rampant slut. Her sweaty hair splashed over his thighs as her hollowed face rose up and down his pole like a merry-go-round horse.
She began to shutter and moan as if his blowjob was as pleasurable to give as to receive. He sat up and wove his hands into her hair, forcing her face into his lap and his eager dick through her pretty lips. He stared down her back, marveling at her thin waist and how it teardroped into a pale ample derrière that jutted out behind her. Fuck was his girlfriend hot.
Not only was she moaning all over his dick, her butt moved in rhythmic, sexual thrusts. She gyrated her hips so erotically he was almost convinced she was actually getting fucked. If her hands weren't slapped to his thighs, he would've sworn she was at least fingering herself. She must have imagined his dick in her, and the power of her mind made her pussy feel it deep inside, striking all the right notes, making that ass dance.
Her blowjob shifted to a light tonguing, as she panted hot breath over his slobbery cock. She was going to come, and the sight of it brought him towards the home stretch himself. Shit her ass was moving wild, out of control even. And even though he couldn't actually see her pussy, she was so wet he could hear her it making sticky snaps as it hard-fucked the phantom in her mind. It really did sound like she was being fingered. Goddamn it was hot.
"Oh God, I'm coming you bastard! You've got me coming again!"
Again? Had he missed one? It didn't matter, he'd never witnessed a woman make herself come without direct stimulation. It was too much, and he grabbed her head, shoving his cock down her throat just in time to unload. Three quick blasts jetted out of the pulsing head, as she fought back her screams to swallow her mouthful of hot fluid. Her hips slowed, and the sticky sound gradually died down. He fell backwards, as a fourth and fifth wad of come ejaculated onto her tongue, replacing the ones she just ingested.
He could barely move when it was all over, but managed to scoot over to his side of the bed as she climbed next to him and snuggled. They kissed, and he could taste his own come. It brought to light what she'd done for him. His girlfriend had swallowed two loads of come. Two! What a thirsty little slut she was. It almost got him hard all over again. He was the luckiest fucker in the world. He briefly thought of that guy at the wedding last week, Dan. It couldn't have been more obvious how badly he wanted to fuck Montana, and who could blame him? But the poor chump would never know the half of it. Montana had to be the hottest, cock-sucking, piece of ass in the world.
Montana awoke as something brushed lightly down her arm. Her eyelids lifted to see Dan standing in the dark, smiling at her. He kissed her silently and crept towards the door. She carefully climbed out of bed and followed him. She wanted to say goodbye, and make it clear this could never happen again. Before stepping into the hall, she looked back at Pierce. He was sound asleep, and judging by the big grin on his face, he was dreaming of her going down on him again. At least he better be dreaming of her and not that nerdy slut in the porno. She actually smiled at her ridiculous jealousy. It reminded her that she loved him. She loved him more than she ever thought possible. And it gave her the strength to tell Dan goodbye for good.
At the front door she gave Dan a last kiss. He was fully clothed and she was stark naked. His hands slid over the sides of her soft firm tits, and then he cupped them with a gentle squeeze. The way her nipples slightly inflated as he squeezed put a hunger in his eyes.
"Fuck, I can't wait to get my hands on these plump lovelies again."
"You know that's never going to happen."
"So you keep saying."
"Seriously Dan, you had your fun with me, now you need to go back to your life and I need to go back to mine."
"We did have fun. And you know you should never say no to a little fun."
"I have a boyfriend, Dan."
"Come on, Monty. I don't want to steal you away from him. I just want some more of this." He began to brazenly message her tits.
She felt herself lighting up inside, wanting it as bad as he did, but she couldn't. "No, no, no. You can't!" She pulled his hands from her tits, but they landed on her thighs.
"If you can honestly tell me he makes you come like I did tonight, I'll never bother you again."
"He does, OK!" Ugh, she knew that sounded horribly unconvincing and the shame of it washed over her face.
He grew that cocky smile of his before she could say anything more. In fact, he beamed with such uncompromising certainty it made her a little nervous. She should tell him off and put her foot down. How dare he think he could be so egotistical when she was trying to make their goodbye as sweet as possible? But she couldn't. She simply ended up staring upwards at his face, trying to hold onto her pursed lip defiance. But as her confidence waned with each passing second, his seemed to only grow.
Finally he removed his hands from her bare thighs and stepped back, conceding, although his expression remained resolute. With slow deliberate grace, he unzipped his pants and brought out his cock. She told him no, but her eyes were on his cock, not his face––that huge, beautiful cock, belonging to that gorgeous jerk.
Pierce woke up as the covers tugged on his shoulder. Montana was sliding back into bed. The alarm clock read 2:30 AM. He drifted off around one, right after she'd given him head, but she must have remained awake.
"What's wrong, babe, can't you sleep?"
She jerked, startled by his voice. "Yeah, I mean no I can't."
"We gotta be on the road in few hours. You OK?"
"Yeah. Butyoushould be sleeping." She curled up beside him, her big tits pressing to his chest.
"Well, I guess you can get some sleep in the van."
"I love you, Pierce." There was a strong conviction in her voice, like the feeling had moved so powerfully through her she had to say it.
He kissed her, and he could smell his own come on her breath. It had been an hour and a half since he'd unloaded down her throat and it still lingered. No wonder she rarely gave him head. He hugged her tight and felt something cold on her breast.
"Hold on, you've got something on you." He sat up and switched on the bedside lamp. She looked down at her chest, where a filmy white fluid dripped along her right tit. Her nipple was practically covered in it.
"What's that?"
She clenched her teeth and furrowed her brow in panic, like she'd discovered a tattoo from a blackout-drunk or something.
It suddenly struck him. He was staring at a huge glob of come on his girlfriend's tit. He thought she'd swallowed his entire load earlier, but some of it must have leaked out of her mouth. His dick stirred to life once he'd identified the goop. Montana turned to him, worried and concerned. She obviously hadn't figured it out yet.
Having a little fun, he gave her a stern look, and then dragged two fingers over her nipple and collected the goo. He placed them against her lips. "It's come." It didn't immediately register with her, because she still looked panicked as hell. "It's from earlier. When we..." He raised his eyebrows suggestively.
She figured it out then, because her eyes shut and she took a huge breath. A wicked smile then appeared as her eyes opened back up. And then her lips parted and sealed over his fingers.
"You like that, huh?"
White sparkled over her green irises as she sucked on his fingers, lapping at the come, thoroughly cleaning each one.
"Look at you. You love it. It must have stayed moist because you were so sweaty. You were really working yourself over when I found you. Man, even now you're a little sweaty and hot."
She suddenly turned away. "I'm sorry. I'msosorry."
"Sorry? What are you sorry for? I loved the way you looked. I don't know what came over you, but the last thing you need to do is apologize."
"Yes I do. I'm a horrible person." She almost looked like she might cry.
He set a hand on her cheek and angled her face towards him again. He chuckled, "Horrible? Shit, I wouldn't mind walking in on you like that every night." He swiped the last of the shiny remnants from her nipple. He displayed the goo coating his two fingers close to her nose. "I know you want it. Because now I know what a come hungry girlfriend you are."
"No you don't. You really don't."
He gently pressed his fingers to her lips. "I do. And stop worrying, I think it's fucking hot."
Her eyes glazed over, her embarrassment succumbing to lust. She shut them, sighed, "I love you," and then parted her lips and allowed his come coated fingers inside. Her face drifted into complete ecstasy, her eyelids big and dark, and her cheeks hollowed and sensual. Her hips ground against his thigh. What an unbelievable hot little slut he had at his side.
"There you go. Get it all off. You know you're thirsty for it." He finally freed his fingers. "I could watch you do that all night, but we have to get to sleep, OK?" He slid down beside her again and she hugged him close. "Besides, there's a lot more where that came from."
She bit her lower lip, and he could tell whatever had gotten into his sexy girlfriend tonight was in her for good. It wouldn't be the last time he'd come home to find her like that. Seriously, Montana was a hotter piece of ass than he could've ever hoped for, and he drifted off to sleep loving the feel of her gorgeous sweaty body against him.



        

  
    A Controlling Interest
  
  A Controlling Interest

        She's seduced by a hotshot at her boyfriend's Xmas party.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-controlling-interest

Title: A Controlling Interest

Author: Odeon

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: She's seduced by a hotshot at her boyfriend's Xmas party.

Tags: blowjob, cheating girlfriend, seduction, cheating, hot girlfriend, exhibitionist, huge cock, christmas party, cuckold, big dick




With a crooked, shaky finger, Mr. Nelson directed Reagan's eyes toward a Christmas tree adorned in small brass bells and holly and centered along a windowed wall that showcased the entire San Fernando Valley. "Fifty years ago, right over there, I watched Audrey Hepburn share several drinks with William Holding as they looked out over the sparkling Valley."
Reagan's teeth were dry and sticking to her lips after smiling all evening. Most of their gloss was lost to politeness, but having made their way around to the two elderly men who cofounded GRG, the holding company her boyfriend worked for, she'd discovered they were like windows into L.A.'s glamorous past.
"I'll tell you something else----I know Audrey Hepburn was considered one of the most beautiful women in the world, but wow... You don't know the half of it unless you've seen her in person." He diverted his gaze entirely from Brandon, who was standing at Reagan's side, and spoke straight at Reagan. "From the minute she entered the room I couldn't pull my eyes from her. I had trouble believing those perfect, nuanced features could exist off-screen." He leaned closer to Reagan in a way that invited her to do the same. "It's a lot like that with you, my dear."
Mr. Nelson's wife patted his back. "You're embarrassing the poor child, Bill."
"Nonsense! Was I embarrassing you, dear?"
"No, no. I know flattery is ninety-nine percent protocol, or least that's what my mother liked to say. So I'll accept that I'm one percent as pretty as Audrey Hepburn." She was aware her cheeks were heating up and must've reddened, which surely revealed her embarrassment despite professing otherwise.
Brandon rescued her modesty. "It's good for Reggie to hear it from someone else, because my opinion has been branded biased."
"Brandon's actually seen what I look like first thing in the morning and didn't run screaming for the door, so his opinion is hardly credible."
Mr. Fillmore, the other cofounder, guided a hand around his wife's waist. "Well the Pimentel has always attracted the most beautiful ladies." His wife leaned against him, drawing a hand over her husband's chest. "And it's where they behave like anything but." Her hand then slapped against his chest as she gave him a look.
Mr. Nelson was quick to pick it up. "He's not kidding. His eyes bulged and his finger wagged unsteadily towards the south, cheery wood wall of the hotel's banquet hall, where a lone piano player played a jazzy version of "White Christmas". "Right there is where I spotted Joanne Woodward for the first time." He sipped his drink. "She had on dark sunglasses, but it was her, alright. And she was with Paul Newman." He winked. "But you see, Paul Newman was still married to his first wife at the time."
He then shifted his attention to Brandon, and practically yelled at him, "You need to catch me in the office and bring me up on all the mergers you own." He finished by tilting back the last of his scotch, and Reagan watched his eyes roll about in his head and worried he might collapse. She nudged Brandon to lend a hand, but then Mr. Nelson's pupils finally steadied, and what they focused on were her tits. His wife had been latched onto his arm throughout, and she shook the tweed jacket sleeve to get his attention and suggest they get some water.
"I have to watch this one like a hawk," his wife murmured as she past Reagan, and led her husband to a table full of punch bowls and trays of Asian-themed, finger foods.
"Bill never could hold his liquor." Mr. Fillmore chuckled and touched Reagan on her bare shoulder, in an I-know-you-understand kind of way. "But Bill is right," he said to her boyfriend, "Reagan is both gorgeous and delightful. This is where I tell you to marry her, but I trust you'll figure that out on your own. I like to think we hire our men bright."
"You do hire them bright." Brandon tightened his lips, grinning in a way that made light of his eager confidence. But then he looked to Reagan and the stupid grin melted away into total sincerity. "And trust me----I know she's one in a million."
Now Reagan full on blushed. "You're both way too nice."
The aged hand pulled away from her shoulder, and then he leaned in on her. "Don't let it get around, I have reputation to uphold."
His wife then jumped into the fray, seizing Reagan's hand. "I just love your dress. You could be a model in a magazine, darling. And the length is perfect." She stretched out her own sexy stocking covered leg from under a short, black skirt. "I always say, if you have legs worth showing, let 'em know it."
Mrs. Fillmore was in her fifties and still looked fantastic. She was clearly a second wife, or maybe even a third. She then pinched Brandon's cheek. "And they made the right choice hiring you. I dare say, if your date wasn't so drop dead gorgeous I might try to show you what us old gals are made of."
"Ha haaaa!" Mr. Fillmore guffawed, his baritone voice waking up the whole room. "Come on Barb, let's let the kids mingle with the other youngsters."
"Yes, and we should check on Bill. He really didn't look too well," she added, and after a quick peck on the young couple's cheeks, she and the firm's cofounder walked off.
Once alone, Brandon pulled Reagan in for a hug. He embraced her tightly, crushing their bodies together. She squeezed him back, but not quite as tight----they were in the middle of his work party after all. He then moved his lips to her ear. "Fuck was I nervous. You have no idea how those two can be."
"You did great," she whispered back. "They really seem to like you."
"Ha, they've never said a word to me before tonight. I'm pretty sure it was all you, babe."
"Shut up already, and quit selling yourself short."
He stepped back and looked her over. "No, really, that dress is... Well it's hard not to notice the perfection inside."
"Oh really? So you no longer think I look like I should be out clubbing?"
He shook his head and laughed. "I know what I said, but look around----this is a very different crowd than at your office Christmas party. I mean, that is a form fitting dress and even I can't pry my eyes from your cleavage. I half expected them to drop dead from heart attacks."
"Ha. They were looking at me like a daughter."
"Yeah, the kind of daughter who sends their dad to an early grave."
He slipped a hand over her ass, knowing she was backed close enough to the wall to block anyone's view. "There's another couple of guys I need to show you off to. You ready?"
"More rich old men?"
"Not these guys. They're a couple of young hotshots like me. They aren't part of GRG. They're mainly corporate financiers, but we're merging a few assets together with their group."
As he led her across the banquet hall into the attached bar, she spotted the four gentlemen from clear across the room. She'd actually noticed them earlier----or at least the tall handsome blonde. She'd seen the blonde somewhere before, and his presence came with a very unnerving feeling, like bumping into an old flame.
"Have I met them before?"
"Doubt it. We're just finalizing the merger now. Something wrong?"
"Oh no, I was just wondering if I'm expected to remember names."
"Don't worry----these guys are way easier going than the partners. They seem to love the ladies, too, so they'll eat you up. Honestly babe, the hard part's over and you did fantastic."
When they reached the men standing inside the hotel bar, Brandon shook hands as she displayed her sweetest, warmest smile.
"Doesn't her smile remind you of Jennifer Garner's? She's got the greatest dimples."
She rolled her eyes at her boyfriend. These guys were all truly good looking and probably dated pretty young women all the time.
First she was introduced to Steve, who had a dense build with an exceptionally puffed out chest, although he didn't appear to be puffing it out. He was gaunt around the cheekbones, and under his brow, and it pronounced the muscles lining his thick, wide jaw. His ruggedly handsome face coupled with his black, black hair and shadowy, Italian eyes caused Reagan to see him as the well groomed, handsome villain in a Bond movie. He was six-two at least, and his hand was huge. It engulfed hers as they shook. She instantly knew he was the one in charge.
"Very nice to meet you."
"Glad to meet you, too."
The next two were Samuel and Kai, both around six feet, lean and well built. Samuel was black with high cheekbones that gave him a suave wisdom. Kai possibly had a hint of Asian descent that streamlined his eyes and smoothed over his cheeks. He also had a light thin mustache that hooked down into the corners of his smile.
Samuel introduced himself as he shook her hand, and said, "Wow, you are straight off the pages of Vogue."
She looked to her boyfriend. "If one more person compares me to a model, I'm going to suspect bribery."
Kai then took her hand. "Pleased to meet you----and you can trust that nobody's paid me when I say you are stunning. Your boyfriend's a sharp guy and a very lucky man."
She could feel her cheeks burning again. "Well you are all very handsome yourselves."
Then a final hand appeared before her, and she looked up to see the tall, gorgeous blonde. She struggled to force a smile. She was sure she'd seen him before, and the memory seem to stem from a work related nature. But that was impossible, because Brandon had only recently met them and she knew by name all thirty-two employees at the design agency where she worked.
The way he looked at her didn't help to alleviate her concerns any, either. He flashed his straight, white teeth, the corner of his mouth digging higher into his left cheek and exaggerating the angle of his strong jawline, and she read mischief in his brilliant-blue eyes. Definitely mischief, she wasn't making it up. He knew her, that was for sure, but from where he wasn't letting on. She then knew for certain that if she could remember him it would cause her horrible embarrassment.
"I'm Patrick, glad to meet you."
"Yes. It's a pleasure."
"So are your eyes blue or green? I thought they were blue, but now that you're closer, they seem almost green."
Her boyfriend slid a hand up her back. "They are blue, but it's the strangest thing, they change color when she's embarrassed. It's like blushing."
"When I get emotional," she corrected. They also turned when she became horny, but she wasn't telling Patrick and his workmates anything about that.
"What's got you so emotional?"
The boldness of Patrick's question caught her by surprise, and she deflected, "My lack of drink."
Brandon laughed. "Alright. Anybody else? This rounds on me." He stayed a moment longer to get their orders and then left for the bar.
Trying to disengage Patrick's forwardness, she asked Steve, the large chested guy, about the nature of their company, and he explained, "We started doing mostly auditing, business analysis and risk assessment for larger holding companies like GRG, but our capital grew, so we rolled it into some companies we were assessing, leveraged several sizable yields and became small time players ourselves. Now we're merging our acquisitions in with GRG in hopes of growing our holdings."
Patrick chimed in. "Yeah, we're hoping these old farts can fill up our pockets as fast as they fill up their Depends."
Reagan laughed, but quickly put her hand over her mouth to silence herself. She then removed it and giggled. "Sorry, I've been in dignified mode all night. I forgot I'm allowed to laugh at jokes that are actually funny. So why are you boys all by your lonesome in here when the party's out there?"
"Well..." Steve began, and then looked at his buddies before continuing. "The ink hasn't dried on the contracts yet. Our lawyers kind of ran into an issue, so we're laying low until we can get it resolved."
"Oh no! Well let Brandon know. He'll straighten it out. I know he will."
"I hope he can, because these tight-assed blue-hairs didn't even provide an open bar. What's that tell you?"
"He can help. He's really good, and they love him here. You guys should enjoy the party, and I'm sure Brandon will cover your drinks, too."
"Sweet!" Kai chimed in.
Patrick then graced her bare upper back with his hand. "So Reagan, how about you? We've learned you're not a model, but I'll go out on a limb and say you are involved in fashion in some way. Maybe advertising?"
Talk about hitting the nail on the head. "What makes you say that?"
"That dress, the sleek bob cut, and just a hint of makeup. You seem very dialed in."
He was scaring her now. Who the fuck was he? "Impressive! I actually do work for a design agency, and we handle local ads for Sacks, Barney's of New York, and a few other fashion staples."
He smiled again, driving his left cheek up into his face to form the sexiest dimple.
"So where are your dates?"
Kai's subtly Asian eyes went moony, "Couldn't find a sitter at such late notice."
She turned to Samuel, the dark skin on his face tightening away from his mouth in a smile, making his cheekbones appear even higher. "My girlfriend's at her sister's. Her sister just had a kid, and she's helping out."
Steve took a deep breath, his chest actually puffing out now. "I'm single as of last month."
"Oh shit! I'm sorry."
Patrick waved his hand dismissively. "Nothing to be sorry about. I got my wingman back."
Steve shook his head. "I'm your wingman? See, I always thought of it the other way around."
Kai then butted in. "Oh great, we're back to this game. If this is how it's going to be again, I'll lament your girlfriend more than anyone."
Brandon returned with the drinks and Patrick's hand slid discreetly from her bare back. So he'd known it was a tad inappropriate or he wouldn't have felt the need to remove it. She even felt a prick of irresponsibility for allowing it, and stammered, "Honey, Steve says there's an issue with whatever deal they have with GRG. Do you know anything about it?"
"First I've heard. What's up?"
Steve smiled and half rolled his eyes like it was no big thing. "The deal as discussed had a few hiccups going to contract. My lawyers are saying there's a cap on our percentage of Titan Matrices. And those are the guys we brought to the table."
"Fuck! I have a pretty good idea who might be behind this. I can clear it up."
"Nice!"
"Maybe I can even get a few handshakes tonight."
"No, that's alright."
"No, really, I'd rather knock it out now than have it waiting for me to deal with in the morning." He kissed Reagan on the forehead. "Reggie, would you mind staying here with our friends while I bust a few skulls?"
She could see Patrick's smile grow, and her words caught in her throat as she told her boyfriend it would be fine.
"Great! And I've got a tab at the bar, so whatever you need, guys. Reggie, make sure they're taken care of, OK."
"Rock on!" Patrick exclaimed, looking totally amused and giving her the once over. A tingle caused her to retract her belly, even though she had no belly to speak of.
It seemed like only seconds after he left that some of the politeness surrounding her slipped, and she realized the guys were more than a little concerned about the merger. Kai then spoke up, "Think he can do it?"
Steve shook his head. "Doubtful. If my hunch is correct it's that Jacob dude who wants Titan for his portfolio. And guys like Jacob eat pussies like Brandon for breakfast." He then snapped his attention to Reagan. "No offense. Brandon's a great guy, but you know..."
Patrick's hand returned to her back. "What do you mean no offense, man? What wasn't offensive about that?"
It was good Patrick said something, because her hackles were raised so bad she might've said far worse.
"You're right. Sorry Reagan, we're getting into bed with a new set of partners, so you can imagine we're all a little on edge. And Brandon's a nice guy, and it's nothing personal, but he's so nice it tells me he hasn't been screwed around the block yet."
"You know what, Reagan, Steve has a hard time separating business from pleasure. Why don't you and I take a walk and let these guys discuss their newest bed partners."
His hand circled her back in a let's get a moving way. She would've stepped free of it, but Steve's comment burned and she needed to be away from him, and so for that moment it slipped her mind just who she'd be getting away with.
They began walking, but before taking two steps, Steve grabbed a hold of Patrick's arm and stopped him. He didn't say anything, he just locked eyes with Patrick and shook his head in warning. Patrick only smiled, clearly unfazed. They didn't need to speak in order for Reagan to understand what was being communicated. Patrick was not to seduce their new partner's girlfriend, and she found it horribly insulting he thought her naïve enough for it to even be an issue.
"Relax dude," Patrick said, shrugging Steve's hand off his shoulder. "I know what I'm doing." He then led her towards the other end of the bar, while she secretly hoped Steve would not relax, and in fact stew on it until her boyfriend returned, announced everything was straightened out, and proved Steve to be the big, over-bearing asshole he was. She even gave him a flirty little wave as they left, placing a cherry atop his piles of concern.
"Let's step inside here for a minute." Patrick extended an arm, presenting a darkened room attached to the north side of the bar. A velvet rope blocked it off, and from the rope hung a sign.
-Breakfast 7AM to 11AM
-Lunch 11:30 AM to 2PM
"It's closed."
"Yeah, but it's got a better view."
He wasn't kidding, a long window made up the back wall of the room and offered a view down the hillside and a panorama of the lit up Valley floor.
"I should probably stay here in case anyone is ready for another drink."
"Speaking of, it looks like you could use another."
She hadn't realized she'd been steadily sipping on her White Russian since it arrived, and now sipped at a tumbler of milky ice.
"I should probably slow down."
"Slow down?" He took the final sip of his bourbon. "I'm empty too. Sit the next one out and join me this round."
"Fine, but put it on Brandon's tab. He'll kill me if I let you guys buy your own."
Patrick stepped away and she pulled out her phone. Illuminating its screen was a message from her boyfriend.
-Sorry babe. You hanging in there? Jacob is really digging in his heels. I might need my senior on this. Don't let the guys know any of this, tho.
She tapped at the little screen and texted back.
-I'm fine. Take as long as you need to do whatever it is you need to do.
She thought for a second about Steve's comments and how badly she wanted him to eat his words, and sent a follow up.
-Don't hand it off to Hal, OK? You can handle Jacob without your senior taking all the credit again. I know you can. Love you!
Patrick returned with the drinks, and presented hers by rattling the ice inside the glass. He then raised his. "To pleasure before business."
She didn't like the way he said pleasure, and offered, "Here's to your successful merger."
He paused before drinking. "Those are probably the most prosaic toasts I've ever heard, how about we just toast to your green eyes."
He drank before she could object----leaving her cheeks to burn once again and surely her eyes richened into a shade of malachite. He pursed his lips like there was something more he wanted to say and invited her to wonder what. She hated to admit it, but he was charming in his own arrogant way, and it stirred her to confront his cunning smirk, "What? What's so funny?"
"Nothing."



"There's something, what is it?"
"OK, there is something, but I can't ask here." He gestured with his head towards the closed off dining area. "In there."
"What on earth are you talking about?" She was really afraid now. With him standing so close she could see he was even more gorgeous than she'd previously thought, and his elusive familiarity was definitely a sexual one.
"It's just an embarrassing question, is all. And I'm not sure exactly how..." He flashed his clenched teeth in awkward frustration, a look she hadn't expected from such a poised, self-assured, good looking man. It made him human and she appreciated that. "It'll just be easier away from the guys is all."
"Really? It's that bad?"
He closed his eyes and laughed. "No, but you'll know why I'm hesitant soon enough."
His gaze rolled down the front of her dress, and his eyebrows relaxed in a way that made her think he was having a fond memory. Watching him jogged a memory of her own, and she raised her eyebrow and bit her lip, seeing herself standing naked before him, the light from a computer screen turning her flesh blue.
But that was stupid, out of seven lovers only two were one night stands and she could still see their faces in her x-rated, mental snap-shots of those two, very long nights. It was just the way Patrick looked at her, so confident, so knowing, she was inventing memories to explain his presumptuousness.
She offered him her hand. "OK, you win, lead the way."
He unclasped the velvet rope and she stepped into the dim deserted dining room with him. He then led her over to the windowed wall, and they both took a moment to marvel at the panoramic view of the Valley. It was an awe-inspiring, endless grid of street lamps and glowing signs. She imagined some obsessive-compulsive deity plucking the billions of stars in the universe and arranging them like a Christmas display across the black velvet basin.
"Pretty amazing, huh?"
"No kidding!"
"It's weird to think I work somewhere down there, and that one of those little tiny offices is where I sit at a desk and dream about being someplace else."
"I know what you mean. I sit bored behind a desk somewhere in that mess too. I like my job, though."
"Don't get me wrong, I love what I do. I like working with startups----helping them get funded. I don't think I'd do anything else, but if I could do it on a boat..." She could see his reflection in the long window, and his teeth gnashed together behind his smile. "OK, that's the 405 and there's the 101, so that other big vein of red and white lights has to be Ventura Blvd. I bet I can follow it clear to my office."
"Alright, as pretty as this is, I have to know what is so embarrassing you had to drag me in here."
"Dragged?" The corners of his smirk curled into a patronizing flourish. "Enticed maybe. And I'm getting there, just give me a second, I've almost pinpointed my office."
He pressed a finger against the glass as he announced the intersection at Laurel Canyon. He put his other hand on her cheek and leaned her in close, so her eyes aligned with his fingertip and the intersecting beads of light off in the distance. Her black, straight hair brushed the side of his face, and in the reflection she saw strands sweeping over his lips as they parted. The last drink cushioned reality, but her heart still beat so strongly she wondered if he felt her pulse in her cheek.
"Right there, see it?"
She suddenly realized where he was pointing, and her heart drummed faster and harder as she again conjured up a memory of herself standing naked. No fucking way!
OK, so there was one incident that would cause Reagan to die of embarrassment, and it took place in the tiny building just above his fingertip. But not even Brandon knew that precious little secret. She was just being paranoid----there was no way Patrick was leading up to that. He couldn't possibly be one of the guys who....
She broke away. "You are some kind of flirt, aren't you?" She patted her hair down, straightening her perfect black bob.
"Guilty as charged. I can't help it. Sweet talking is just what I do. It's my gift."
She chuckled. He was just so boldly arrogant. "Well I should probably get back to the party."
"I thought your boyfriend wanted you to stay with us----make sure we were well taken care of."
"Is that another one of your gifts, twisting meanings around?"
He held her by the shoulder, applying almost no pressure. "Look, I know you're unavailable, and I'll let you go, but there's still something I need to ask."
She swallowed hard. Patrick had the kind of eyes that could see right through a person, and she drew a finger towards the edge of her mouth, desperately trying to convince herself he couldn't possibly know what she'd been up to in her office.
"OK." She trembled, and the trembling affected her voice. "What? What do you want to know?"
His smile climbed the right side of his face and he lightly massaged her shoulder. She allowed him to, because the way he was putting the moves on her he had to have some really juicy ammo backing him up.
"Just one thing first. I just want to actually point out my office." His finger tip touched the glass again and a light fog surrounded it. "It's the horseshoe shaped building. That one, right there, just off Laurel Canyon. See it?" His head came beside hers again, and they both stared past his finger as life evaporated from her body into a vacuum of relegation.
"There's a little courtyard inside of the horseshoe that was left as a concrete slab. So Steve and I put up a basketball hoop and play a little ball after work two nights a week."
She recalled the courtyard in her mind. Whenever she'd grown frustrated with a spread for a client, she'd taken a break from her computer screen to stare out of her floor-to-ceiling, office window and imagined how it could be spruced up with trees and a small garden, and maybe even a very small pond. It would've been a pleasant place to eat lunch, instead of a sparse white slab between the nice office buildings where leaves collected. But when she'd seen the two guys wheel in a portable basketball hoop not fifteen feet from her window and then leave it there, she'd finally accepted the property management would never do anything with the ugly neglected space. The dream was dead.
"We share the building with a design studio, and first evening we shoot hoops I noticed two girls working in neighboring offices at the head of the courtyard." His lips neared her ear, and he whispered in a seductive tone. "One was pretty, but the other was out of this world gorgeous."
Obviously he was pressing her to admit it was her, but she remained silent. It was all she could do as she recalled the evening Janet had come next door to her office, sat on her desk, openly stared at the two guys playing basketball, and said, "Looks like our offices finally got a view." The guy who must've been Patrick had then peeled off his jersey and tossed it to the side, causing Janet to smirk and announce, "Well, there's nothing distracting about that, huh?" Reagan had given up on getting any more work done, but couldn't bring herself to look directly out the window like Janet, even as Patrick came running towards them and leapt up, stretching towards the basket. From the corner of her eye she'd caught the muscles denting outwards all along his torso, but payed no attention to his face. Janet had giggled. "God, he's really something, isn't he?"
Reagan's thoughts returned to the hotel and the magnificent view of the Valley when Patrick placed a second hand on her shoulders, and gently kneaded deeper into her tense deltoids. Again she didn't resist, still too petrified to move.
"I'd always wondered if we were bothering the two ladies, but then it was after five and they were free to go home, and yet they never did. I had to wonder if they didn't stay late on purpose. I know the pretty girl did, because she'd spin her chair around and just watch, but the drop dead gorgeous one... She seemed more reserved. At least that's what I thought." His lips actually nudged her ear. "But I think I'm wrong about her. Very wrong!"
Reagan took a deep breath, readying herself to step away and tell him she had no idea what he was talking about. He wouldn't believe her, but she had to deny it. She opened her mouth, prepared to speak out, but then exhaled deeply as his fingers seemed to melt into her back and a cool burn raced up from her pelvis, leaving her knees too wobbly to move. The burn was so strong, in fact, she had to clamp her humid thighs together, and that's when she felt him lightly press his slacks into the butt of her stretchy dress.
"It turns out the gorgeous one liked to either go running or hit the gym after work. I know because every night at five-forty-five she'd lower the blinds and then get dressed." His hands slid down her arms, his fingers grinding into the springy muscle. "I know this because when November approached, and dusk set in earlier, the light inside her office seeped through the slats of the blinds."
His hands lowered to her hips, until his fingers rested on her pelvis bone and then his thumbs began digging into her low back. "There was just enough space between slats to make out the figure inside. Not enough to see any detail, but I could tell by the way she moved she was slipping out of a dress and unfastening her bra. Steve thought about knocking on the window and letting her know the blinds weren't as private as she thought, but I convinced him it would only embarrass her and ruin a good thing."
His thumbs touched lower, burrowing into the top of her butt cheeks. His cock firmed up inside his slacks, and she could feel its large shape aligned to the crack of her ass. Light headedness caused her to lean back against him, and he took that as a cue to nuzzle his cheek against hers.
Fuck, was she ever getting turned on, but she should feign innocence and slap him in the face for insinuating such trash. Even if it caused bad blood between her and her boyfriend's new partners, this had to stop before it became something even worse. No matter how good it felt to be against that body she'd inadvertently marveled over the last couple months, someone could look into the dim deserted dining room at any moment, and they'd see his hands on her hips holding her against his groin as he pressed his cock against her ass and whispered into her ear.
There was no other option than to end the moment, and she began to turn away from him, but then a hand raced up to her cheek and he spoke to the side of her face. "I was right. That gorgeous woman knew what she was doing, because each time we played ball after that the slats in the blinds widened. And as long as we kept dribbling and shooting, we were treated to everything she had."
A palm swept down her short, blood-red dress to her thigh. It stayed still a moment, luxuriating in the smooth tight feel of her leg. He then took hold of the silky fabric, pinching it between thumb and forefinger, and brought the dress upwards. She watched her own faint reflection, as the hem neared her panties.
"That girl was fucking hot and she wanted us to know it. She had to be aware those half opened blinds didn't hide a damn thing. And she seemed to take longer and longer getting dressed. There must've been a full length mirror on the wall, because she'd stand in front of it and check herself out. Needless to say, we did the same."
Her hem moved to her belly, and his other hand landed softly on her black, lacy panties. His fingers teased at the miniature black ribbon lying flush and center, and then he inched them into the waistband and threatened to pull it downwards.
It was too much. A line had been crossed. "What makes you think I'd be interested in hearing about this woman?" She began to step forwards, but he pulled her hips back against him. In the process her short dress was lifted higher in back, clearing her butt. The entire lower half of her dress was now up around her waist, and his dick was close to hard and crushed between her thong exposed ass cheeks.
"The woman had a very nicely groomed... What's a good way to put it? She kept only a very thin strip to point the way----very distinctive and memorable." His thumbs stretched the waistband of her panties outwards. "Shall we?"
She took hold of his hands, stopping him. "Please don't." Her voice was weak and unconvincing. She saw herself in the window, in his arms. She saw her skimpy black panties like tissue paper about to be snapped apart by his long, stout fingers. She wanted him to lower them, find the thin strip of pubic hair underneath and prove himself right. A dirty heat seethed in her pelvis----a inner burst of diesel fumes that circulated throughout her legs and chest, leaving a tingling residue in its wake. She craved to be exposed... again. But she couldn't allow it. She just couldn't.
"I had my doubts at first, but you wouldn't look me in the eye. And then you followed me in here..."
"If I'd known who you were I never would've."
He laughed. "Yet you did. And I find it even more interesting you'd step away from your boyfriend with a complete stranger."
Her palms flattened over top of his hands, releasing their control and caressing the fingers holding her panties. His thumbs were still inside and in contact with the sensitive skin at the peak of her thighs.
"You have the whole Valley watching from up here. Show them what you showed me." He nibbled her earlobe, and she exhaled a creaky moan. "Let them discover what a hot pussy you're hiding in there."
"Pussy" didn't sound vulgar on his whispering lips. In fact it sounded so sensual she had to repeat it. "My pussy..."
"Your hot little pussy."
His thumbs glided downwards, her panties going with them. They paused at the thin strip of pubic hair and her breath paused, too. He began humming, humoring himself as he kissed her cheek, but then with a quick jerk he exposed her pussy to the brilliantly lit Valley beyond the long spans of window. She gasped when he did, and his humming shifted gears, becoming a little sinister and divulging the wickedness in his intentions.
She could hear voices from the bar, reminding her again that at any moment someone could peek in. And as she stared at the reflection of her pussy in the clean glass, she pleaded, "Patrick! Someone will..." His mouth came down on top of hers. She instantly gave in. She'd been bewitched by him for so long she didn't have to think twice about it, and their tongues roughly tore at one another. He sucked on her lip and she bit back. God he was so sexy she just wanted to devour him.
He then lowered to his knees, sliding her panties down her thighs. They passed her knees, glided down her smooth calves, loosely fell past her ankles and then he assisted in lifting her black pumps off the floor----first one and then the other----until the skimpy black thong cleared the last pointed toe.
He stood up and kissed her neck. "You're shaking. Let me get you another drink."
She was just beginning to feel the last, but returning to the party would return her to her senses. At this point being around other people would be the only way to return to her senses and stop what had gone far too far. And it had to be stopped. He had to be stopped. He had to be!
"Yes please." She turned, breaking free of his hands to face him. "I could really use one."
She began to walk away, but he took hold of her shoulders and prevented her next step. Her black thong dangled from his hand and hung down along her arm. "Allow me." His blue eyes focused on her so powerfully she felt like she was being hypnotized. "Brandon's buying, so at least let me do the fetching." He then sidestepped and released her shoulders. He paused and slipped the black panties into the pocket of his slacks. "I'll just hold onto these. I'll consider them my bearer bond." His smile broke big. "I suppose you don't know much about the market, but I bet your boyfriend would find that pretty fucking funny."
She doubted that. Without another word she watched Patrick walk out towards the doorway and back into the bar area. She fixated on how his broad shoulders smoothed out his deep-mustard button down, revealing the classical shapes along his back, and how his black slacks flowed with his confident relaxed gate and hugged his tight buns. It was distressing watching the gorgeous man step through the velvet rope and leave, especially knowing panties were in the pocket of those tailored pants----her panties! And god her dress was way too short for this game.
It was crazy! What was happening? When she'd undressed in front of the office window it had felt safe. They had been outside and she'd been protected by the pretense of the blinds. She'd accidentally given them a show, even if she'd been more obvious than she'd thought. But blinds didn't exist here, nothing separated them, and Patrick was exactly as dangerous as she'd imagined. Her libido was like a tightly wound spring as she replayed the moment his tongue had entered her mouth and he'd slipped her panties to the ground. She then looked back out at the Valley and confronted her own reflection again. She looked like a ghost in dream. She felt like a ghost in a dream----a wispy apparition of her inner dirty heat. The reality of what just happened hadn't yet set in. Maybe it never would. When she'd undressed at her office things had only grown less real in passing time. Her mind treated it as something that had happened to one of her girlfriends, not her. If she'd managed to look directly at their faces it would've made it all very real, but she hadn't, and as a result she'd never been rationally present.
She placed her hand on her tummy, where the sides of her cotton chiffon dress snuggly converged to form an hour glass. Goddamn she looked good. Her hips tilted right and her thin waist snaked left, offsetting her small torso. The scoop neckline displayed her perfect cleavage and encased her tits so firmly that her C-cups pressed into one another like the opposing Cs in the Chanel logo. And that older woman was right, she did have great legs and the short dress did show them off well. Her nightly run provided a tight, toned shape and sexy, gentle curves. Really her body was always a step above her girlfriends', and they were all beautiful woman in The Biz.
As she stared at herself superimposed over the Valley lights, it dawned on her Patrick had known what the grand view of the city lights would do to her. The urge to be naked in front of millions hit strong. And was that so wrong? She'd had this conversation with herself before, and previously decided there was nothing weird about showing off, not with a body like hers. Even if just one pair of eyes traced her young, fantastic figure and lingered on her bare breasts, the dirty heat would smolder in her like a kiln. And there couldn't be a more desirable pair of eyes than Patrick's wicked blue ones. Her hand lowered until it rested over her crotch. What if he returned to find her dress collapsed on the floor, and her standing there in that vast deserted room completely exposed to the city below. She tucked two fingers between her legs, the cotton chiffon stretching around them. Her mouth dropped open as she breathed in a quick, audible gulp of air. She held them in place with just enough pressure for her pussy to circulate burning heat around them. She closed her eyes, thinking of her panties balled up in the pocket of his slacks. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck, she was losing it! Patrick played her so smoothly. She wasn't strong enough for this. Fuck!
"Goddammit, Brandon, where the fuck are you?"



On the evenings she'd put on a show for the boys and their basketball, she'd make it up to her boyfriend with a wild night of sex. He never knew what aroused her to become so insatiable, nor would he tonight, because tonight she would be tearing off his clothes and making love to him on the living room sofa. Whatever game she was playing with Patrick, it would have to end with Brandon. Her eyes closed, and conjured up Brandon's face. She envisioned the ceiling behind it, as he lowered himself inside her. She breathed out a long sigh of relief. So what if he always complained about her house keeping and piles of magazines, he was a gentle kind lover who would do anything to please her. Brandon was worth a thousand Patricks, she needed to remember that. She needed to get her panties back and stop this. It was time to return to her boyfriend.
Her nostrils flared as cool air expanded her ribcage, and then her eyes shot open, hearing a noise from outside. She almost died when she saw Kai and Samuel wandering onto the stone patio area twenty feet below the dining room. It was a short patio that ran out to the edge of the hill, and she only had to step back a few feet in order to recede from their view.
She then got a second scare when Patrick's voice boomed from behind her, and she spun around frantically, almost knocking the drinks from his hands.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa! Everything OK?"
"Yeah. I just didn't hear you there."
He handed her the White Russian, and she immediately took it down a third of the way. He walked towards the window, and peeked down at Samuel and Kai.
"Did those fools spook you? They love to get high. Don't sweat 'em." He then waved down at the guys.
"Don't! They can't know I'm here."
"They already saw us come in together."
"Oh no, this is bad. This is real bad."
He walked back over to her and tapped his glass with hers. "Here's to being real bad."
"I'm serious----we need to get back to the party. Let me have my panties."
"OK, OK." He swept a hand down her cheek, clearing the black hair and revealing more of her cheekbone. "Just finish this last drink. And we still haven't gotten to my question." He then caressed the small of her back. "Let's move back there if it makes you more comfortable." The caress turned into a firm, guiding hand, and he led her to the end of the long room. If anyone walked into the room, they would immediately be seen, but they were just far back enough from the window to remain hidden from Samuel and Kai down on the patio.
She took another big sip of her White Russian, taking it down a third more. She licked the cream from her lips, and then Patrick ran a finger along them, apparently getting a spot she'd missed. He then brought the dripping finger to his mouth and sucked it clean.
She gulped, and in a somewhat shaky voice, informed him, "My drink's running low, so you better ask whatever you're planning to ask."
"Alright, here it goes----last month when Steve and I were out playing ball behind your office-"
"My office?"
He laughed, shook his head, and played along. "OK, behind the strange, gorgeous woman's office. And this strange gorgeous woman's blinds were almost wide open, and just as she finished undressing, she went to her purse and pulled out her phone to make a call. And for the next ten to fifteen minutes Steve and I were treated to the sight of her exploring her fine body in the mirror as she talked on the phone."
He stepped closer, and with her back to the wall she couldn't retreat. He then took her clutch purse from her hand, set it on the table next to them and leaned in to whisper. "So who do you think she was on the phone with?"
His lips settled on her neck, and she felt herself weakening. She should've just left while he was gone, panties or not. He then kissed his way up to her ear. "You haven't answered."
Oxygen seemed to be in short supply, but she creaked out, "Her boyfriend?"
"That's what I thought, too." He reached for her clutch bag again, opened it, and pulled out her phone. He pressed Brandon's name under the quick dial and it started dialing. He handed it to her and then slid against the wall, positioning himself behind her.
Brandon answered as Patrick's hands took hold of her waist. "Hey babe. I'm still sorting this mess out. What's up?"
Her brain quickly strung words together to justify the phone call. "I just thought I'd check in. Is everything alright?"
"Could be better, Jacob's pissed, Steve is pissed, and I'm about to speak with the CFO."
Patrick's hands slipped down her thighs and hiked up her dress as they glided back towards her hips. He kissed the side of her neck opposite the phone. She was burning up and it took every bit of energy she had just to speak. "You'll sort it out, honey bear, you always do."
"So where did you go? Steve said you disappeared."
Patrick whispered into her other ear, "Tell him you smoked a little pot with Samuel and it made you tired."
"Samuel had some pot. And you know me, I got sleepy. I didn't want to go back to the party that way, so I'm taking a walk."
"Great, so on top of everything else I have a stoned girlfriend to contend with." He laughed just as Patrick's finger touched her pussy and made her yelp. She bit her lip to suppress any further outburst. "Don't walk too far from the hotel. And the company reserved a few rooms just in case, so I can talk to Amy from HR if you want to sleep it off."
Patrick buried a finger inside and a bolt of heat shot through her belly that transformed into a moan as it reached her throat. "Ooo... Oh-oh-K, I might do that if you run too late."
"Keep talking," Patrick whispered, "You're a naughty girl who undresses for strangers, and now I'm going to set you off."
She could see the occasional body pass by in the bright doorway leading to the bar, and coupled with the wide open view into the valley, she felt unbearably exposed. She savored it, drawing in another long breath that turned into another light moan. "Ooo... So why isn't Jacob hmmmm... agreeing?"
"He finally did. But now Steve's demanding a higher share count because he now knows we're set on a controlling interest."
Patrick worked two fingers up inside her, making her gush wet and hot. The sound of them smacking in the juice filled the vast empty room. Oh god, what was she doing? And why couldn't she stop it?
"Can't you re-reason with hiiiiii-" She was suddenly lifted up by her armpits and set on the table beside her, knocking aside the place settings. The napkin wrapped silverware fell to the floor and the plates were pushed to the edge. Patrick dropped to his knees and buried his face between her legs. She reclined, resting her head beside a sparkling drinking glass.
"Sorry Honey-bear, I lost my footing. I'm OK, though." That was a lie, she was not OK, and Patrick's tongue was causing her to lose her mind, not her footing. It darted into her tender folds, stimulating the muscles along her thighs until they twitched involuntarily. She brushed a hand through his short blonde hair. He inserted two fingers under his burrowing tongue and, forming a peace sign, splayed her open to provide his tongue easier access. She gushed so hard she thought she might drown him. She needed relief. She needed it bad. God his tongue felt good!
She no longer heard what her boyfriend said, his voice drifting into distant chatter. Patrick's tongue was tearing through her slit and ringing her clitoris. Dirty heat raged inside, leaving its tingly residue everywhere. But then he stopped and his head popped up to speak. He fucked her with two fingers fast and forcefully, nudging her closer to orgasm with each insertion, as he instructed from just above her pubic bone, "Tell him you have another call."
Only then did she realize Brandon was waiting for her to respond, and probably suspected something was wrong. She did as instructed, lying that she had another call, and Patrick went back to feasting veraciously, which tipped her over the edge. She came hard right then, grabbing at his hair, wrapping her short heels over his back and bucking her hips.
"You-ewl do great. I..." She drew in a quick breath and her voice became a high pitched squeak. "I love you Honey-bear, I... I gotta go." Those final words before ending the call were practically inaudible.
Patrick continued to have at her, as she rode out her mild orgasm gnawing on a knuckle and pulling the table cloth into her fist. When her breathing settled down he stood up and began loosening his tie, allowing fresh air inside his shirt collar.
"I thought you might like that. You are something wicked, Reggie."
Only Brandon called her Reggie, and it felt taboo to hear it from Patrick. "Nobody can know this happened, OK?"
"Of course. I'm just as fucked as you if it gets out."
That only emphasized the illicitness of their indiscretion, and the taboo grew stronger. "God, what is wrong with me? What did we do?"
"Nothing we didn't both enjoy." He untucked his shirt and then unfastened his belt.
"Wait, you aren't expecting me to..."
His pants fell to the floor. "I'm thinking it's my turn to make a phone call." She now saw he'd removed the phone from the pocket and rocked it in his hand.
She shook her head, amazed at his audacity. He pressed someones number, set the phone to his ear, and then raised the bottom of his button down. When she saw the gorgeous dick her eyes widened and her heart raced wild. He was a nice size, and she would be lying if she denied wanting to reach out at touch it, but she couldn't let him get away with so brazenly expecting her to blow him.
When she didn't move he ended the call before anyone answered. He took her hand and helped her sit up on the table edge. His shirt had fallen over his cock again, but she couldn't ignore how close it came to her spread legs. It didn't help that her dress was still pushed up. He gave her a wounded puppy dog stare, and then led her hand to his shirt flaps, pressing it over his cock. Why she allowed him to, she couldn't say. It surged hard against her palm. Without thinking she reached under and wrapped her hands around the shaft. The heat emanating from it made her pussy respond in kind.
"Now we're getting someplace."
She knew all about guys like Patrick. She'd let him think for a moment that she was attracted to him, and now he'd lord it over her. He pressed a number on his phone and held it to his ear, apparently deciding she was going through with it even though she was still unsure. With his arrogance directed elsewhere she had an intimate moment with his cock, and found herself sliding off the table to kneel on the floor. Maybe the easiest way out of this was just to get it over with quick----give him what he wanted and bring it to an end.
He ran a hand through her hair, but looked out towards the Valley. His growing hardon had emerged through the shirt flap, and she stroked it gently. An internal instinct to mate flared up as she examined the spongy bell shaped head, and then, in a swift, spontaneous move, she placed her mouth over it.
"Samuel, I need your help."
She could faintly hear the response at the other end. "What now, man?"
"Don't worry, it's nothing. Just if Brandon or Steve ask, you gave Reagan a little herb and she left to walk it off."
He was completely hard, and she took that beautiful cock fully into her mouth.
"You're pinning your crimes on the black man, huh?"
"You're the one holding, bro, what do you expect?"
"I'm just surprised the white folk of GRG even let a black man into their party. So shit, you might as well just tell them my real name's Deshawn and I'm inviting all the pretty, white hoes back to my trap house."
"Don't be a dick. Just get my back, and make sure Brandon and Steve don't come looking. Oh shit!" Reagan hollowed her cheeks and licked up his shaft, causing more pleasure than he was ready for.
"What the hell was that?"
"Nothing. Just do this for me, alright? You owe me for covering your ass last month. The fat chick!"
She looked up at Patrick with his thick dick stuffing her mouth. He stared back down, his eyes thin with desire and a big cocky smile spread out under them. Something about his brazen attitude made her want to swallow even more of that gorgeous dick and it set her pussy ablaze. Patrick stroked her hair as she dutifully went down on him over and over, trying to bring him off as quickly as she could.
He hung up on Samuel, and then made another call as she sucked him harder.
"How's everything going?" He locked his fingers into her hair and followed the movement of her head. His showy pride had finally kicked in.
She heard a familiar voice coming through the miniature tinny-sounding speaker. "Good, worked out some of our concerns. Now I'm just making Brandon sweat. I figure we owe him that much for letting the deal falter in the first place."
It was Steve. She pushed her head back on Patrick's hand, freeing his cock from her mouth. A strand of saliva still leashed her to it as she shook her head up at Patrick. He grabbed his dick, aiming it at her, but she couldn't go on.
Even coming through the miniature speaker Steve's voice was like a tractor, booming and formidable. She wouldn't think about him when she'd undress in her office, because he had a brash vibe that resonated in his voice, too. He was like a different species----a breed of carnivore higher up the food chain. And to hear him speaking poorly of her boyfriend made her fear for Brandon as well. Steve was just a big, pushy, tactless asshole, and the kind of guy she went out of her way to avoid.
Her rapid pulse slowed, causing her vision to blur for a moment and a touch of nausea to contract her stomach muscles. And poor Brandon. She loved him, couldn't imagine a day without him, yet there she was, blowing a member of the company who planned on royally screwing him.
She blinked tightly to clear her vision, and then saw the head of his cock rising and falling just inches from her face as he slowly jacked himself. His fist strode up the shaft, squeezing just below the bell shaped head, making it swell up and glow the color of a young plum. It also forced the urethra to split, like it was yelling at her. He jacked it right in her face, taunting her, and up so close it looked enormous. Her nausea passed almost as quickly as it came, allowing her to focus on the prickly ache in her pussy, which, even in her disgust, never subsided. Yes, she was still angry, still disgusted with herself, but... Fuck, Patrick had a really nice dick. She imagined Brandon walking through the doorway, and her cheeks warmed as the dirty heat poured out thick and sticky within her. She simply had to suck that big, gorgeous cock. As irrational as it seemed, it really was the fastest way back to Brandon.
She moved her lips to its head, and the instant they touched, his hand released the shaft and he surged forwards. The rigid hot meat ran the entire length of her tongue until he occupied her mouth completely. And at the precise moment his cock bumped at her throat, Steve's voice crackled through the small speaker of his smart phone, "After tonight Brandon outta know his place."
She still could not believe what an uncooperative bully Steve was, and vented her anger on Patrick's dick, sucking him hard into her throat. His free hand rested on her head, his fingers tensed and squeezed her skull and she knew he was going crazy as he tried to speak on the phone. His hips then moved, fucking her lips, and she looked up at Patrick who stared right back down at her. He must've known Steve's words were responsible for her improved enthusiasm, because he smiled and spoke into his phone, "Yup, GRG is getting their first taste of us tonight, man!"
A fresh jolt of electricity shot to her pussy. She practically slugged her face onto his meat while using one hand to squeeze its shaft. Up and down she went, sucking noises filling the room, and her throat burning as the bulbous head pounded against it. His grip on her skull then tightened. It was her turn to ruin his composure, and she squeezed the head into her throat. The increased tightness around his cock made him jerk his hips back and retreat an inch into her mouth, but his voice hitched into a compressed growl that indicated nothing other than pleasure. He covered the bottom portion of his smartphone in a fist, hoping to silence the hidden receiver. "Naughty, naughty Reggie."
She smiled around his cock and repeated her tight throat-clutch on him. This time he breathed through it, allowing his long cock to submerge deeper into her esophagus. After throating him a few more times, Patrick issued a little revenge of his own and pumped his hips forwards. The added motion drove her to gag and constrict the muscles along her svelte neck. His plan backfired when his cock was momentarily crushed, forcing him to grit his teeth and groan into the phone.
"You alright?" Steve's tractor voice maxed out the tiny phone speaker.
"Nothing man."
"Hey, you aren't still with Brandon's girl are you?"
"No, bro, she ditched me." He smiled down at Reagan, delighted she was in on the lie.
"What happened there?"
"She smoked a little pot with Samuel and then took a walk."
"Bullshit. He knows better than that. But you on the other hand... You'd better not be fucking that."
Steve's threat heightened the severity of her predicament. Her spine tensed with fear, but fresh heat also invaded her aching pussy. She plunged her mouth down his long shaft and made it impossible for him to maintain any composure in his voice. She knew they were at risk of being caught, but she couldn't help herself, the riskiness of their tryst had her so worked up she just couldn't stop. Saliva had seeped onto her cheeks, her vision blurred through a coat of tears and garbled gulps filled the quiet room, as she forced Patrick deeper and deeper into her throat. And when she felt his balls on her chin, Patrick doubled up and grunted loudly.
"What the fuck was that? Where are you?"
"Nothing. It's nothing." Patrick's voice had weakened severely, leaving him to sound far from convincing.
"I know she's not on your dick right now!"
"I'm not that stupid, bro."
"You better not be. Because if you are sticking your dick it that while I'm out here sorting shit out, I'm gonna have to kill you, man."
"She went for a walk. It's all go-od." His voice fluctuated when Reagan went down exceptionally fast and deep. The hand on her head was no longer applying pressure in the direction of his cock, but instead he employed resistance. He was close to coming and it thrilled her. She wanted to bring this womanizing hunk to his knees.
"So where are you then?"
"In the re-restaurant be-beside the bar, making a c-couple of phone c-calls."
"So you're telling me the truth, she ditched you? Because I know you, you move on every piece of ass you see."
"No reason to b-be jealous, bro, she to-took off with Samuel. Call him if you wa-want."
"So if I want to know where the girlfriend of our partner is, I should ask Samuel, not the company pussy-hound?"
"Ye-yeah. I'm pretty sure she's into the bla-ack dick."
Reagan rolled her lips back to expose teeth and gave him a nip in response to his accusation. Just when she thought he couldn't be a bigger a jack-ass he set the bar staggeringly higher.
She heard Steve laugh at the other end of the phone and it only raised her hackles more. "What the fuck is wrong with you Patrick? Crap, I gotta go. I just got a text from Brandon. Sounds like the CFO bent him over. Let's meet back at the bar in five and discuss our options."



Patrick set the phone down on the table, and placed a second hand on her head. They locked eyes as he stuffed her mouth with his burning-hot cock. More than lust swam in his resilient, blue irises, as a playful war brewed between them. He gritted his teeth and pinched his eyelids almost closed. She matched his stare and dropped her jaw, as if his size was trivial. The pressure he applied on her head was once again in the direction of his cock and his hips lurched forwards, popping it tightly into her cramped ventricle.
Again and again he took her throat, the rigid, veiny meat impacting against the slippery lining, as a tear streamed down her cheek. She was determined to beat him, however. She might've been on her knees as he guided her head onto his cock, but she felt anything but submissive. She intended to blow her boyfriend's business associate so fucking good and dirty he wouldn't be able to stand when he came. She'd bring the pussy hound to his knees.
Patrick, however, held himself together quite nicely. Yes, he gritted his teeth, tension creased the comer of his eyes, and his slick façade deteriorated as he literally face-fucked her----but a steady growl hissed from his throat and revealed the animal behind his desires to be every bit as smooth as its skin. He clutched her hair, and focused his inherent compulsion to spew seed into the opposite sex by lodging that cock down her throat like it was a narrow, cashmere-lined glove. His cocky smile eased into place, but he'd lost his soft friendly dimples and his eyes tightened like a hawk's beaming down on a mouse. That stare triggered something more in her, too, and her pussy tingled like mad.
She thought of her boyfriend running around the party trying to meet the demands of these assholes, completely oblivious that she had a mouth full of cock. It was so wrong. She shouldn't be doing this. She shouldn't have undressed for those assholes even when she didn't know who they were. What was her problem? She didn't even like Patrick anymore. So why did blowing him make her pussy feel so good? Why did the thought of drinking the arrogant fuck's come make her so ravenously hot? And now his balls weren't just touching her chin as his hips came forwards, they were smashing against it.
"Ah fuck yeah. Oh that's good. Aw Reggie that is go-good. Like that. Ah fuck, like that, just like that. Ah that's good." He sped up, shirt flaps brushed against her nose, and his balls slugged her chin.
"You hot, naughty, little girl. I'm gonna lose it. Keep that up, I'm so fucking going to come. Goddamn you are beautiful. Get it. Get me down. Suck me all the way down. Just like that, you naughty little girl. Get it all. Is your beautiful ass ready for me to lose it? You want some in your pretty mouth? Yeah you do. You want my fucking come in your mouth. Your boyfriend's just outside and you want my come in your mouth."
He maneuvered into her throat steadily, and she did as she was told----she took it straight down her throat. And he was right, she wanted him to come in her mouth so bad she'd forgotten they were in earshot of a party, and issued a garbled moan that couldn't be mistaken for anything other than gagging on a cock. She braced her hands on his hips and tried to swallow him as fast and deep as she possibly could.
"Suck it Reggie. Suck my cock. God-damn I can see it in your long sweet neck. And goddamn you've got the pre-prettiest face. When I saw you in your office, pl-playing with your tits on the phone, I knew I was going to have your pretty ass. And goddamn do I love always being right."
Oh god, he was such a jack-ass. Why, why, why was she doing this? He then thrust hard and jammed her face onto his dick, his balls completely flattening over her small chin and her nose crushing into his mustard button down.
Her heart then stopped. With her head being crammed on his dick, she heard a footstep behind him. She could not see past his body, and tried to express her panic by tensing up her forehead and shaking her head up at him, but Patrick was out of his mind, and his dick remained buried in her mouth. She heard the footstep again, closer now, maybe just behind Patrick. It had the distinct thwack of a man's dress-shoe on a tiled floor. She knew it was Brandon. She knew Brandon was standing there watching some guy shove his dick down her throat. She beat her palms on Patrick's hips for him to move away, but at the same time her pussy tingled so bad she almost had an orgasm.
Patrick finally pulled his cock out, still hard as rock. She took a deep breath, and had to extend her lower lip out to prevent the saliva in her mouth from spilling down her front side. As she did, she saw a figure step out from behind Patrick. It was Steve's thick muscular frame, and she looked up into his dark, approaching eyes right as she tipped her head back..
"Mother-fucker! You had to do it. You had to get your cock sucked, didn't you?"
Patrick turned to face him so fast his hard dick sprung left and right. Steve looked down at the exposed organ, glistening with Reagan's spit.
"What the fuck, man? You have to do every girl you meet----every fucking one of them? You couldn't keep it in your pants just until we closed this deal?"
"It's not what you think, bro!"
"You mean you didn't just have your cock stuffed in her mouth?"
Reagan stayed on her knees. Steve was a little scary before, but now he was terrifying.
"OK, I admit to that part, but it didn't happen like you think."
"It doesn't matter how it happened, man. That's not what concerns me. What concerns me is that I'm out there dealing with some guy and you're in here doing his girlfriend's throat. And you did it right in the middle of the fucking party! I could fucking hear that shit at the entrance to the room, man."
Patrick pulled up his slacks and shoved his deflating hardon into his boxer shorts. "OK, OK, but she's not who you think. That's what I'm trying to tell you."
The fact Patrick was stammering caused Reagan to wrap her arms over her chest and flash Steve a pleading doe-eyed stare. She also licked at the interior of her mouth, as if cleaning it would undo the fact she'd just had a dick in there.
"Unless she's not Brandon's girlfriend, I don't care who the fuck she is."
"You honestly don't recognize her?"
Reagan somehow found her voice. "Patrick, don't."
He looked down at her. "For fuck's sake, Reggie, this is for real. And he's going to figure it out eventually."
"Hey, you don't get to talk to her like that!"
"Fuck, she's the one, bro."
"What do you mean? Which one?"
"Think about----lucky fortune?"
Steve raised one eyebrow and studied her. "Bullshit!"
"It's her, I'm telling you." Patrick then looked down at her. "Show him. Show him what you showed me. Show him what you showed us every night we played hoops."
She knew what he meant, but she had no intentions of showing Steve anything, and no idea what derogatory meaning lie behind "lucky fortune". She got that Steve was a man's man, but it disgusted her how Patrick was suddenly all bros-before-hos and kissing up to his boss instead of standing up for himself----or for her.
"He's already seen, Reggie. Just a quick flash." His once suave, seductive voice now sounded shrill.
"Don't bother!" Steve grabbed Patrick's shoulder. "I don't give a fuck who she is." Reagan could see in his eyes it wasn't entirely true. The brown irises had already moistened into wet chocolate. His carnivorous nature was showing, and she felt like little more than food.
Steve then pinched his temples between his thumb and index finger. "OK, here's how this is going to go. You, Patrick, are going back out there and find Brandon. You and her are not to be seen together again tonight. Clear?" He then looked down at Reagan. "You----you are going to stay here with me."
Shock cracked a whip against her heart. At this point she wanted to get back to Brandon so bad she didn't care how things looked.
"We'll head back out in ten minutes or so, and I'll say I saw you stumbling out front and helped you back inside."
"Alright, that's cool." Patrick tucked his mustard shirt back into his trousers. "And sorry, bro, but... Fuck, tell me you wouldn't've?"
"Wouldn't've what, nearly blown our entire company capital? No, dip-shit, I wouldn't've."
She refused to look at Patrick as he walked across the dark empty restaurant towards the bar entrance, but flinched when he called back, "You would've. The lucky fortune, brotha. Just look at her."
Steve was looking at her, and she didn't like it. Maybe Patrick's change of behavior should've told her something about Steve, like maybe he was even scarier than she thought. He remained silent, paced in front of Reagan and intermittently ran his hands through his dark hair and shook them violently in front of his face, like he was yelling in his head. Reagan stayed on her knees, his pacing and gesturing only worsening her feelings of shame.
She ran a hand up her thigh and onto her tummy, and softly laughed. She was a horrible person----she didn't even feel guilty or remorseful in the slightest, just burning shame. And the kind of shame she did feel has the same effect on her as she'd experienced undressing in front of the open blinds. She softly laughed again, this time putting her knuckle to her mouth to hide it.
She finally lifted herself up off the tiled floor and walked towards the windowed wall. Samuel and Kai were gone, and the miles and miles of twinkling lights seemed to emulate the confusing mess in her mind. She watched the red lights whiz along the 405. There were so many cars going so fast, and yet the red and white stream was the one thing that appeared perfectly orchestrated. She then followed a single pair of headlights off the circular 405 exit and down a four-lane street, and she knew if she even blinked she'd never be able to pick it out again. Her belly twitched the way it does when something comes in close proximity of her vagina, and she caught herself trailing a finger down the front of her blood red dress, mimicking the route of the car. And the car headed lower and lower down her dress. She prepared to touch herself, but stopped at the tip of her pubic bone. Steve was in the room and it pissed her off his presence prevented her from exploring any further..
His voice came out of the silence behind her, causing her hand to retract up to her shoulder and cross over her tits. "Sorry if I came off insensitive. It's just that, well you and Brandon, that's none of my business, but Patrick is my business."
The way he said "you and Brandon" felt judgmental, and it pissed her off even more. He made their relationship sound fake, and even as fucked up as she was, her love for Brandon was real, and no bully was allowed to make light of it.
He must've sensed her growing disdain, because he pinched his temples and started over. "Let me try again. It's just... Well, I didn't get where I am by coddling people, and I know I can sound-"
"No, let me guess," she interrupted, and spun around to face him. "You got where you are by bullying people." He started to object, but she cut him off again. "You just love talking down to everyone, don't you? You're a Doer and a Taker, right? I bet you even printed that on the back of your business card. Or I bet it's some totally stupid cliché, like some Winston Churchill quote. Am I close?" When he started to answer, she again cut him off. "Guys like you always come with their moronic version of carpe diem, so come on, what is it?"
He looked stunned, his broad jaw locking into place. Reagan had even shocked herself with the outburst, as it came without any forethought whatsoever. She just couldn't contain the repulsion she felt in the moment. She was being as scary as him.
"Is it my turn yet?" He studied her face, his shadowy chocolate eyes thinning as he rocked back his head. He then stepped in close to her, and she felt more than a little threatened by it.
A nervous lump formed in her throat when she asked again. "So no, I take it, no personal motto?" She intentionally softened the question, but even as the last word left her mouth, she understood he'd make her regret it. And her fear overtook her shame in the quiet seconds that followed.
Finally Steve smiled, but the way he did only made her more uncomfortable. "OK, you're right. I do. But really it's more of an aphorism than a motto----the biggest knife carves the biggest slice."
Her eyes dropped to his crotch and shot back up to his. Shit, she really hoped he hadn't noticed that. It wasn't even what he meant by "the biggest knife".
"So what's yours then? What Sweetie-pie doesn't know won't hurt him?"
"Fuck you!"
"I'll let Patrick handle that!" He looked to the ceiling and winced, angry about something. "Fuck, I can't believe you..." The sentence finished out in her head. He couldn't believe she'd fallen for Patrick's sweet talk, and neither could she.
"He's a complete douche. How could you be that naïve?"
Once again she reacted without thinking, and this time her hands smacked against his chest. As her palms contacted the solid barrel under the crisp oxford weave of his maroon button-down, a burst of aggressive, satisfying energy surged through her and she brought her hands up to slap him again. It wasn't just him she was reacting to, but she knew hurting the dense man would be impossible, and strangely the impossibility of it made it terribly important she succeed. No one was allowed to be that big and strong, no one was allowed to make her feel like a slice for the taking, and who was he to fucking judge her.
He grabbed her wrists before they reached his chest a second time, her fingertips snapping forwards and tapping his body with little "thwacks".
"You're too easy."
"Let go!" She pulled back, but he tightened his grip and dragged her in closer. "Let go of my hands."
"Take a breath and I will."
She struggled to free her wrists once again, only to have him raise her arms up and pull her body flat against his. Her tits rubbed his bottom ribs, and she glared upwards and twisted her hands until the skin burned in pain.
"Enough! You and your boyfriend have caused me enough trouble tonight. I'm done with you both!"
"Then let me go."
"Chill out and take a deep breath and I will."
She stopped struggling but she wouldn't take a deep breath. Instead she glared directly at his eyes, attempting to stare him down. After several seconds came a strong impulse to blink, which she refused to do. To keep her mind off blinking she narrowed her attention to just his irises. She studied them for several more seconds until she literally forgot what she was staring at, and they became landscapes of brown and green flecked strands leading towards a central black pond. And as much as she wanted to hold onto her anger, the rich color of the shoreline and blackness of the pond proved too soothing. Her heart rate slowed against her will, and when she finally had to blink, a head-rush followed. She lowered her head and cleared her watery eyes by staring into his broad chest. The realization his ribcage was wider than her shoulders finalized her decision not fuck with him further. She then took that deep breath, and a wrist was released.
A hand gently stroked the side of her head, and her head fell against his wall of a chest. Lips then crashed against her forehead, kissing down her cheek towards her mouth, as an influx of heat took her by surprise. Her desperate fear rolled over into desperate arousal, and with her freed hand she beat against his chest again, but softly. It didn't feel at all satisfying anymore, and instead she slid the hand around his back and leaned her body into his.
Before her mind could grasp what she was doing, or who she was doing it with, his tongue was in her mouth and hers was inside his. He let go of her other wrist so he could grab her ass and draw her in even closer. The next few moments were a blur of frenzied kissing and groping, culminating in her stretchy chiffon dress being drawn overhead.
He lifted it as far as her shoulders, and then she took over, losing sight as the material passed her eyes. With her bottom half left completely exposed, he quietly announced, "The lucky fortune. Are you fucking kidding me?" She still had no idea of his meaning, but she recalled the bulge in Patrick's pocket where her panties sat in a ball, and realized Steve was getting an eyeful of her bare pussy. She gathered up the fabric and cleared it over her head, as layers of black hair fell back into place. Other than a few strands floating over her face her bob cut had returned to its perfect shape.
The muscles along his jaw tensed, working up the strength to speak. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, why do you have to be so fucking hot?" The ridges of his brow sloped, revealing how conflicted he felt, but he touched a finger upon her landing strip of pubic hair and ran it slowly up and down the half-inch wide patch.
"Goddammit, that is nice."
His finger skimmed over the soft fuzzy patch, petting it, as she stood before him in nothing but a black, lacy bra. She set her dress on a table, clutched onto his beefy forearm with both hands and followed its movement. For a moment she felt responsible, recognizing how much Steve had to lose. This big tough guy was risking the biggest deal of his life for a fleeting moment with her, and that was its own turn on.
"Does Brandon know what you do----showing off to strangers?"
His finger dipped lower, and then slid between her moistened labia. "Ahhh," she moaned, and then griped his forearm tighter and repositioned his fingers back to the little strip of pubic hair.
He shook his head in disappointment. "I guess not. I wonder how he'll take the news?"
Was that a threat? She called his bluff, "Yeah, I wonder..."
"Don't worry, nobody's going to know. But you like that, Reagan, don't you?" His forearm flexed and his fingers dug down and up into her snatch. She collapsed forwards, removing her grip on his arm to brace her weight against his chest. She breathed a shuddering moan into his neck, and her nostrils flared with an intake of air. His cologne tore through her sinuses with a sharp, heavy mix of vetiver and spice soaked bark. It would have sickened her in an elevator, but now it flooded her nostrils with a manly, musky presence that tapped her instinctual desire to fuck.
Her hands moved to his shoulders. His stayed under her crotch, as a meaty finger fucked gently into her. Dirty heat circulated up her spine, pooling in the pleasure centers of her brain. The muscles along her thighs relaxed and her legs parted ever so slightly. She leaned further into his broad, barreled chest, her tits squeezing out the sides of her lacy bra. She rolled her hips, granting his finger deeper access, letting it find exactly what it searched for.
She bit into her lip, and breathed in more of his scent. He palmed her ass cheek, and forced it down, helping to grind harder on the, now two fingers lodged inside her. It released a maddening wave of euphoria and she squeezed his shoulders to keep from screaming. Her toes stiffened in her shoes and her eyelids crushed together. Her breathing hastened, expanding her ribs outwards and squeezing her tits harder against his massive chest. She bit into his maroon shirt, just below the collar bone. Orgasmic turmoil gathered under her skin, and she finally called out, "Oh no stop, please."
He grunted and gave two last thrusts before pushing her away. It was a gentle shove, but she'd been unprepared for it, both physically and mentally, and it sent her stumbling backwards. She managed to regain her footing before falling to the floor, but it left her standing awkwardly hunched over and staring at the ground, with an arm over her tits, and a hand covering her pussy.



She froze in that position, her mind reeling in all directions. Shame and rejection crippled her insides. But her pussy craved further attention. It begged to be touched. She wanted to smell him again, feel his strong chest. She imagined what he'd look like without a shirt----without pants. She wanted his... No, no, no, she didn't! She didn't! Brandon... Where was Brandon?
Steve didn't move either, but she didn't have to look up to know he was watching. She could feel his Italian eyes crawling over her exposed flesh, judging, blaming and making it tickle, pinch and burn. Beads of perspiration sprung up on her legs and back and met the cool hotel air. She suspected Steve's eyes were probably fixed on the profile of her round ass, which had filled out so nicely in her late teens. And she'd been working out and jogging from the age of twenty-two, so her butt cheeks now held their shape like a sport's mannequin. She was no idiot----she knew she had the type of body guy's referred to as "built to fuck", and under Steve's gaze her feelings of exciting shame flared up like a bonfire.
She was more excited than the first time she "accidentally" flashed Brandon her tits while getting changed on the beach, or the countless other peeks she'd given her male friends in the years leading up to that. The more daring she'd be, the more exciting it was, and she couldn't begin to describe how dirty and thrilling it was striping down in her office for the two basketball players. But in her twenty-six years as a disgraceful, built-to-fuck girl, nothing compared to standing naked and horny before Steve.
Slowly she straightened herself up, the hand over her pussy rose to her belly, and the arm resting on her tits moved into a position to support them. When the courage came to look at Steve, he was unfastening his belt. He then unbuttoned his maroon shirt, but left it flapped closed, and as he stripped out of his pants, he pointed to a spot just in front of him. What a pushy prick, she thought, as her pussy leaked down her inner thigh. With very small, hesitant steps, Reagan moved into the spot. She envisioned herself on her knees, worshipping his cock, and that settled it for her----he would fuck her, she would let him, and she would return to Brandon, passionate and ashamed.
Without a word he took her hands and placed them on the elastic band of his boxer briefs. She slid the boxers down his thighs, and then lowered to her knees where she could pull them all the way off. Being on her knees set his cock at eye level, and she placed her palms on his hips to either side of it. Patrick had been big, but not nearly as big as Steve. It was half hard, its smoothness marred with veins and the skin very dark. The crown appeared somewhat stubby, or maybe its length was just disproportionate with its amazing girth. The shaft, however, was plenty long and just as thick. It bulged in the center, until a pulse of blood straightened it out and added to its already incredible length. He took hold of her arm and brought her up to standing.
The tables one row in from the windows had no place settings, and he lifted her by the ass and sat her on the white table cloth, just as Patrick had earlier. But unlike Patrick, he stepped between her legs and glided his cock over her pussy. Her heels fell to the floor and he continued to harden until she could see the underside begin to sparkle in her secretions.
She leaned back on her elbows, and saw his shirt flap had opened to reveal black letters across his stomach. He noticed her starting, and parted the shirt for her. "B-I-G B-L-A-D-E" was spelled out in Old-English lettering that distorted over his defined abs. She had not expected such a thick waist to be devoid of fat.
"I had a white boy gangsta phase in my teens. It's what they called me." Fuck, he was even more of a bad boy than she'd thought.
He stroked her smooth belly. "Good thing you never got any tats, your skin is way too nice to be all inked up with shit. Can't say I don't regret mine. Doesn't exactly suit a thirty-five-year old business man, huh?" His hips gained an extended push, the head sliding over her slit, and her glistening secretions now coated the thick crown. "Your eyes did turn green----really fucking green. You're going to blow my whole fucking contract, aren't you? You're just too fucking hot." He looked her up and down. "Fuck it!" He smacked the table. "Fuck the contract."
"And here I thought you were going to fuck me," she teased, ending with her lips in a snarl. The dirty heat made another run at her pussy and left it so sensitive she could practically see its pink, wet folds in her mind. Then the fat head went low enough to find a different path, and entered the sensitive pink crevice. She murmured a meek whimper in a high, childlike timbre. She had a soft, feminine voice by nature, but having his huge dick clear its path strained her vocal cords into high tensioned harp strings.
She whimpered again, as he pulled away and then returned deeper than before. He braced his arms on the table beside her, leaned forwards to reach her lips and stroked into her gently as they kissed. He was only half way inside, and already she felt stretched. She was too tight to fit him, but she had too. She breathed deep, and gyrated her hips, massaging her ass on the table, and trying to relax the muscles gripping his cock. Fuck he was a tight fit, but god did it feel amazing to be so stuffed.
It wasn't like anything she'd experienced before, such a massive thing within her pelvis. She could even feel the weight of it inside, resting on her anterior wall. She loosened some, and he applied just a little more pressure, taking a deeper path. He squeezed past her clit going in and ground against it coming out, turning her clit into a beacon of nerves tingling as far up as her ovaries.
His mouth moved to her neck, sucking along her delicate throat and planting firm, little kisses. For several minutes his cock stroked into her, until the big thing produced such a satisfying wave of pleasure she simply couldn't remain composed. She hissed, "Oh yessss! Oh shit yessss! You're soooo big. Oh pleasssse, fuck meeee." Brandon manifested behind her eyelids, his back to her as he shook his head and pressed a palm to his cheek, and something like guilt, but not quite guilt, twisted her face into a tight mess. But even that feeling didn't last, because Steve's next stroke sunk so deep into her, her mouth shot open and she gasped, "Oh shit, St-" She jerked her head to the side, just barely silencing herself before saying his name. A hand slipped under her cheek, tilting her head back to face him and then he caressed her silky skin and ran a thumb over her parted lips. She couldn't hold back and finally said it. "Oh, Steve! Oh shit, yes Steve, fuck meeeeee!" Not only had she ended up screaming his name, she emphasized it with perfect pronunciation.
He hummed loud and approving, knowing full well he'd stolen something special from her boyfriend, something even Reagan believed was his and only his. Steve's hips then snapped back, swung down with strength, and jerked to a halt before smacking against her thighs. He continued with the assertive, boastful moves, using them to jab his cock quickly into her. OK, now she felt stretched. He'd either grown harder or pushed in deeper, but her pussy was totally, completely stuffed.
"Oh my gooood, Steve! " She hated pouring honey all over the prick's ego, but she couldn't help herself, his big cock shocked her senses like a slap in the face, and she screamed again, "Oh, Steve, yes. That's too much. Oh that's a lot to take----so, so big!"
He straightened his torso, taking hold of her waist. He parted her thighs, as his hips were now perpendicular to hers and needed more room between her legs. His strokes took a straighter path, and he no longer stopped short of her fit thighs, striking them with a rhythmic smacking. It was a gentle bump, but the illicit noise brought the action to her ears, and hearing herself get fucked gave her another reason to scream, "Oh my god, you feel so good! I can barely... So fucking good!"
He slapped her hips with his hand, just hard enough to hear but not sting. "You feeling me, girl? You feeling me deep in there? I know Brandon hasn't been this deep in you, so you feeling me?"
He thrust harder, as if it would help form an answer. It did, but she bit her lip and suppressed her urge to scream it out. Brandon was scrambling around the party to get him his deal, and now Steve meant to best him at his own girlfriend too. She wouldn't let him. She wasn't about to give the pushy prick the satisfaction of hearing her swoon all over his big cock. Or not anymore, she wouldn't.
He then spread her thighs wide apart, hooked his hands under her knees and raised her legs up to his shoulders. In this position she quickly learned there was even more to his awesome dick than she'd thought. He bumped against something, a wall, and most likely her cervix. He maxed out and it sent a shock wave through her body that shot down her legs and finished with a spasm in her toes. He bumped it again, sending another crippling shockwave, and then another. Her lips pulled from her teeth with each gentle nudge against the wall, and her breath spiked into a brittle squeak. She couldn't tell if she was feeling pain or the start of something truly wonderful, but her trepidation receded as each bump felt more and more like the latter. Instead of listening to her cervix's plea to stop, she again gyrated her hips, and focused on relaxing the tension, even letting her mind wander into the black ponds at the center of his wet, chocolaty eyes. Gritting her teeth she finally convinced her body not to freak out over the giant obtrusive cock, and what happened next caused her to drop her legs from his shoulders and wrap them wildly over his butt.
She must've relaxed to the point her cervix opened, she had no other explanation for it, because with a loud moan he drove steadily past the wall. The satisfied look on his face could only mean he'd felt the muscles slacken and was delighted to break through. It was as breathtaking as losing her hymen----the culmination of anxiety and the explosion of nerve impulses as his fat rigid cock invaded a chamber that had never been touched before.
"Ohhh, that's tight in there. You got it now. Uhhf-fucken shit! Uhhhh, that's virgin tight! Uhhg-good job. I know Brandon hasn't, uhhh, worked that right there, uhhh, so good fucking job."
He pushed gently into the chamber once again, and she squeaked through a wide open mouth, still focusing on getting him to fit comfortably.
"Yeah, your boy hasn't been in it like this. Uhhh, let's hear you tell me otherwise. Uhhh, you can't, can you? Ohhh yeah, you can barely even breathe. Ohhh, but you're doing greeeat."
He'd taken about six, slow, gentle strokes into the virgin zone, and she'd loosened up with each one. Her pleasure skyrocketed. She hadn't thought such euphoric sensations were even possible, and her eyes rolled back into her head.
"Forget it," he hummed in his deep tractor voice, "you don't have to say a thing. Everything I need to know is written on your face."
"Fuck you. I really hate you." She squeezed his hips with her calves, goading his weight down on her, encouraging even more of his giant cock inside. He gave it to her, and she threw her head back and whimpered into the empty upside-down room.
"No, you don't hate me."
She hung there like that, biting her tongue to regain her senses, but it wasn't working. He had her right where he wanted her, and continued to gently deep-stroke her sex. And to his credit, he knew enough to work with her, matching her rhythm with steady, controlled movements, and that's what made the stretching bearable. He'd done this before, obviously. In fact he must've guided numerous women through this toe-curling workout, because he had the reassuring confidence of a coach. She finally raised her head again, with eyes half-shut and a quivering lower lip. He smiled big and cocky and gently planted a kiss on her knee.
As the crown of his dick pushed through her cervix yet again, she wondered if that's really what was happening. She'd heard stories and she'd opened up extra space to him somehow, so it had to be what she was feeling, and oh my god did it feel good. The dirty heat circulated ferociously inside her and he was thrumming her clit, torturing her g-spot, and bringing her within screaming distance of an orgasm. She was in the epicenter of arousal and totally out of it.
She closed her eyes, a velvety red light seeped through, and in its haze Brandon manifested again, this time facing her and starring down as she was fucked on the table. "Baby," she said silently to herself, "can you really blame me? Can you blame me for his cock feeling sooooo fucking good?"
To her surprise Brandon answered her silent question. She couldn't understand the words, but it was his voice. It was unmistakably his, and came from somewhere nearby. She opened her eyes to see the profile of Steve's angular jaw, straight nose, and stern eyebrows as he stared out the window.
"It's alright, uhhh, they can't see. Uhhh, fucking potheads."
When she heard Patrick's biting laugh, she shook her head no, but Steve already thrust forwards and she squeezed him again with her legs. He was right, they were too far into the room to be seen from down on the patio, but her heartbeat still climbed into her neck and her cheeks burned.
Patrick, Brandon, Kai and Samuel must've gathered directly underneath, as their voices became clearer and then she heard Brandon's distinct cough. He rarely smoked weed--he knew better, because he'd get real spacey. It must be to impress the group, which could only mean things hadn't gone well with the CFO.
"So where's that hot little girlfriend of yours?"
"In a room asleep, I suspect. You guys apparently got her too stoned."
"Samuel's shit is good. It'll put me down if I don't watch it. But Reagan, bro, does she taste as good as she looks?"
Steve came to the end of his deepest stroke yet, knocking the wind out of her as she screeched, "That jeh-jerk!" Her lover smirked. They both knew Patrick was having a private joke at her boyfriend's expense, because he knew the answer--he'd had a taste.
"Every bit as good."
"Damn, you scored landing her. So what's she like? Wild?"
"I wouldn't say wild, but... Well it's more like Reagan's the whole package. She's the kind of girl that makes you start thinking marriage, you know?"
Shame screwed up her face and burned her cheeks, but she was totally turned on at the same time. Brandon's profession had an effect on Steve, too, and he growled as he drove his cock into her virgin chamber. She relaxed as he made his way in, and then clenched as he pulled out. He had to be in her cervix, it was just so fucking tight, and he growled again when she gripped at his cock. They built a rhythm where she'd relax, he'd push, she'd clench and then he'd struggle back out, growling his approval. It resulted in juices flowing so liberally she felt a little embarrassed.
She could still hear the boys talking down below, but Brandon's last few words were all that reached her. "The whole package", "makes you think of marriage." Why now? Why did she have to hear that with Steve's dick lodged in up to the peak of her hipbone? He inserted his cock faster, speeding up their rhythm, and she worked with him, rocking her hips up as he came down and arching her back as he lifted off again. Brandon had both aroused her shame and inflated Steve's ego and the two conjoined in crazy hot harmony.
A pleasant tingle came in waves, attacking the already stimulated area stretched around his dick, electrifying her raw clitoris, and even prickling her nipples. The tingling wave receded and then came back much faster and stronger, carrying the sensation deeper into her body. She moved her hips faster, following its pulse, and Steve reacted masterfully, landing his next stroke right on beat. Her fingernails dug into the tablecloth and she gathered sections of the fabric close to her sides. Fuck the asshole was going to make her come. Within earshot of her boyfriend, she was going to come on Steve's huge, fat, awesome dick!
She panted in breathy deep gasps. He began landing his thrusts hard enough to make the table rock. The tingling pulse quickened and reached clear up to her lungs, turning every breath into a cloud of electricity. It was like nothing she'd ever experienced, as he held her strongly in his massive arms, his pelvis slamming against her fit thighs, her chest heaving for more twinkling air and her tits jiggling in her bra like they wanted out. Sweat made her flat belly sleek and slippery, a sheen built along his forehead and sparkled where his temple dipped inwards, his Italian eyes in their haunting dark sockets were fixed on her mouth, waiting for her to scream.
"Come for me, lose it for my dick."
"No, no. I can't," she pleaded, but her hips acted on their own accord, meeting his hard thrusts without breaking rhythm. She'd passed the tipping point----her orgasm cut loose from her control. Her skin buzzed and her muscles stung as her consciousness shrunk away in preparation for the final big wave that had been building just off shore.
"Oh but you can." He pushed her legs back, so her knees were against her tits, her feet were planted against his chest, and her ass was raised an inch off the table. He slammed his cock into her, his hips meeting her ass instead of her thighs now, He then pumped so hard she slid back and forth on the table top and her clit endured every slippery inch of him.
"Uhhh, the biggest knife..." He waited for her to finish, but she'd given him enough---- stripping, swallowing his friend's cock and spreading her legs for his massive dick like a willing slut. She'd long ago lost his respect, and had no intentions of indulging the asshole any further, as his huge, pounding dick drove into her vagina, which throbbed on the edge of climax as she was tossed about on the table. "Uhhh, fuck! Come on, say it. The biggest knife carves..."
He then doubled his efforts and began using his hold on her thigh to pull her against him as his whole bottom half shot forwards, the single post table tilting in either direction so badly that his grip on her thighs was the only thing keeping it upright and preventing her from falling to the floor. She bit her tongue, her violently mounting orgasm demanded one final thing----total shame. With a weak cry she surrendered, "The-uh bigg-gust slu-ice."
He laughed aloud.
The next time his monster plowed into her cervix, her vagina snapped forcefully around it, her clitoris tightened into something like a fist, and an explosion of rippling electricity crawled through her body. "Oh-oh-oh fuck, Steve. Oh-oh-oh god no! Whu-whu-what's happening to me?" Her bones felt like hot stones burning her from the inside, her scalp shrank, her skin was attached to the table by cobwebs and her nipples extended and stung against the lacy fabric of her bra. "Oh-oh god, oh-oh god, oh-oh god..." He kept pumping his cock in, her pussy involuntarily convulsing, forcing half her body to convulse with it. Her jaw dropped so far it strained her neck and her thighs quaked in his strong hands. "Oh-oh god please, whu-what's happening to me?" No, really, what kind of fucking orgasm was this! The whole of her physiology then crushed inwards, pulling her consciousness into some narrow void. As her nude body teetered on the unsteady tabletop, her mind shrank away, a silk handkerchief disappearing into a magician's fist.



She looked upwards, just before going out, and Steve's face moved nearer, his Italian eyes drifted in a dreamy calm, his smile a relaxed line with a complacent pinch at either side and he breathed over a malicious, satisfied moan that rumbled in his throat. And then everything went blank. It was the eye of the storm----her anatomy was being violently ripped apart but her mind existed in a swirl of pleasurable heat----the dirty heat, so thick she could taste its sour, bitter mix of calcium and citrus. She felt Steve in there with her, his piquant cologne rushing into her sinuses and his strong, protective presence enveloping her completely.
Everything she knew about him was forced to change. He'd accompanied her in the most intense, intimate experience of her life, and from then on she'd expect to catch his Italian eyes around every corner, ready to lead her back down the rabbit hole. Brandon may be her one and only, but if her orgasm was its own beast, and she was truly beginning to believe it was, her orgasm would always answer to Steve.
Laughter brought her down from her peaceful plateau. It was Patrick, Brandon, Kai and Samuel all laughing together. She had no idea how long her orgasm lasted, likely less than a minute, but at least a hundred perceived ones. Patrick still quizzed Brandon about her, fishing for some provocative detail. He was such an ass.
"What about down there? Has she pulled up the carpet?"
"Ah man. She'd die of embarrassment if I said anything."
"So she did?"
"Most of it, OK."
Jesus, Brandon, don't humor him, she thought as she forced her sore jaw closed. As the convulsions settled down they left her joints achy and her skin sensitive, but Steve was still pumping his dick in and out, and a smaller version of her orgasm seemed to hug at his cock.
"What do you mean most of it? What's left?"
"Just a thin line."
Kai and Samuel burst out, "Nice!"
"She's got a lucky fortune, bro? That's fucking hot."
The ass already knew what she had down there, and was just making Brendon say it to be a dick. Steve ran a finger along the thin line of hair in question, and now that she was beginning to understand their little joke, she blushed something awful.
Kai laughed. "A lucky fortune, what's that?"
"It's a fortune cookie where the fortune's hanging partway out. Aren't you part Chinese, man, shouldn't you know that?"
"That's some American bullshit."
"Anyway, when a chick shaves her pubs down to a half-inch strip, it fucking looks like a fortune hanging out of a fortune cookie, doesn't it?"
"Shit," Brandon exclaimed. "That's all I'm gonna think of now, you fucker!"
Steve spread her legs wide, and said quietly, "It's better he imagines a fortune cookie than this, huh?" He shoved his dick in extra hard, and then his rough finger scraped her strip of short, pubic hair again. "Betchya his fortune says something about it, though." He laughed, and scraped again. "Miso hungry fo big one."
She slapped his arm. "You're such an uhh-asshole!"
He smiled big, her feistiness turning him on. And suddenly she was lifted clear off the table, as he kept his cock lodged in her now sopping vagina. She wrapped her arms around his neck and he held her by the ass as he took a few steps away from the table and then began bouncing her on his cock as he stood in the open room. His shirt flapped open and her bra covered tits slid up and down his chest, her bob landed in fans of black every time he slammed her onto his dick and she held on for dear life as the gloating prick fucked her like a machine. Feeling like nothing more than a doll in his arms, an orgasmic aftershock made her limbs jerk and lose their hold. Her head flew back, stretching out her svelte neck, and her arms straightened out to hang from his neck again, which was thicker than her thigh. A meek whimper started and never seemed to stop. Her brow bunched up, and her cheeks hallowed as she softly called out, "Oh god, like that. Don't stop! Please don't stop!" Spit was trapped in her teeth, impairing her words. "Oh Jesus, Steve, don't-ahh ever stop."
As her brow softened, she found the strength to pull herself back against his chest, and bite into his shoulder. She then opened her eyes, and stared out the doorway leading to the bar. She'd completely forgot she was being fucked in a public place, with a party going on just outside no less.
Down on the patio, Patrick shrieked. "OK, if she goes to the trouble of shaving, than she's gotta be a little wild."
"Sorry, Brandon," Kai interjected, "he's like this about my wife too. Really, Patrick, you think with all the woman you date you wouldn't need to delve into our humble lives."
"It's cool." Brandon sounded super stoned. "I don't mind. But there really isn't much to share. Reggie gets embarrassed easy, so I never push for too much."
"Bummer! But if she's shaving then she's asking you for a little nudge. I'm telling you, bro."
"Maybe. I mean, she told me she had anal with her last boyfriend, so there's definitely hope."
She couldn't believe he just said that. Steve looked her devilishly in the eye. "Anal, huh?"
"Don't! I hated it."
"That's fine, I'm good with this."
He began to bounce her off his thighs harder and faster. Sweat was building up, making it harder to secure a hold on him. And even as Steve fucked her senseless, lifting her with his strong arms, and supporting them with his cut thighs, a crumb of her mind dwelled on what Brandon said. He was high and obviously trying to impress these jerks, but it didn't matter, she was still his girlfriend, and that was plain disrespectful. Steve took a wider stance right then, and began slamming her body against his, like some pornographic swing dance. The new position allowed him to penetrate deep again, and she decided to let Brandon know it. He'd earned himself and earful.
"Oh that's it, yes, fuck me. Fuck that's good. Fuck me, yes, fuck me harder!" Steve answered her request like they were an order from God, his hips taking on a blistering pace, as he struck her ass and plowed through her tight dripping snatch. He wasn't breaching her cervix again, not in this position, but very close to it.
"You hear that?"
"Yeah! It must be coming from one of the rooms."
"Isn't your girlfriend in one of those rooms?"
"Ha-ha, very funny, man."
"Oh that's right, she doesn't get wild."
"Oh man!" Brandon laughed. "But the sad part is she barely makes a peep." She'd never heard him chumming around with the guys before, or at least not with a womanizer like Patrick. She didn't like it.
"Maybe that's the sound of her getting anal."
Brandon laughed again. They all did, even Steve. She then grabbed ahold of Steve's jaw, her hand barely fitting across its width, and screamed into his face. She'd show Brandon who doesn't make a peep. "Oh god, yes, harder, harder! I'm gonna come again. Oh god, yes, you feel so good. You're fucking me sooooo good." Her ragged breath shredded her words, making her voice unrecognizable, but they must've heard everything she'd said. When applause came from below she was certain of it. She thought of Brandon clapping to the sound of his own girlfriend getting the fucking of her life, and felt an inkling of guilt. She was being so bad, so awesomely bad.
"Sounds like your boyfriend wants an encore." Steve stood up straight, his legs finally tiring, and he walked her back towards the table. He lifted her off his cock, set her on the ground, spun her around, and then unclasped her bra. He loosened it and released her C-ups into the night air. He tossed the black, lacy bra towards the window, and it landed hanging on a chair.
"Nice!" Steve commented, looking down over her shoulder to her exposed front side. Her smaller torso meant her firm, C-cup-sized breasts were naturally close together, and her tits almost touched to form unassisted cleavage. He wrapped his hands around her and brought them up under her lovely beauties. He gently squeezed them, bringing his thumbs up around their sensitive nipples. He began kissing her temple as he fondled her, and it became a nice romantic interlude to all the animalistic sex.
And then she heard a stoned Brandon getting serious down on the patio.
"Alright guys, before Steve shows up I want to go over something."
"Where is he, anyway?"
"Probably out front swinging his dick at someone on the phone." Patrick then did his best Steve impression, "Nobody fucks with the Big Blade, mother fucker!"
Reagan giggled as Steve's lips moved to her cheek, and he whispered, "Oh, you think that's funny, huh?"
"Kinda." She stroked his right hand as it kneaded into the soft flesh of her boob.
"That's sort of what I'm talking about, guys." There was genuine concern in Brandon's voice, and it pulled her further out of her sexual haze. In fact, she prepared herself to end things depending on what he said next. "I want you guys to know I'm doing my best on this. But Steve is asking for a lot."
"Don't worry, bro, you'll make it happen. Steve's a hard-ass, but he gets it."
"Well, I might've fucked up. I went to the CFO myself... Fuck, I probably should've handed it off to Hal, the other accounts manager. He's better with our CFO. They go back a ways."
Steve grumbled into her ear and reached a hand down between them and around her ass. Shit, she'd been hounding Brandon to stop relying on Hal or the partners would never recognize what he had to offer. Maybe he wasn't as ready as she thought. She then gasped as Steve's hand went down and under, passing over her anus and sliding between her wet swollen labia.
"I can straighten this out, and I will, but the CFO is now suggesting we take the entire deal back to the table."
"Oh shit, bro!"
A large finger then roughly dug into her, forcing another gasp. She knew it was in response to the conversation below----Steve's financial wellbeing rested in Brandon's hands.
"I know, I know. It won't go back to the table. I'll involve Hal tomorrow. We'll clear the original partnership."
Steve snorted an annoyed laugh and maneuvered his finger in up to the knuckle.
"Ooo god, baby." She could feel the anger radiating off him, and she already shifted her voice into a soothing tone. "Don't be mad at him. He'll get you your percentages."
"You think, huh? Because that's not what I'm hearing." His finger left her pussy and his hand strode up and down her ass cheek, spreading the wetness across their round silky surface. He spanked it rather hard, the sharp sound of it causing her to jump.
He was becoming unhinged and she knew what she had to do. She reached back and stroked his thigh, and with breathy, creaking words, she begged, "I want your big dick, baby. Give me your big dick again."
The effect was immediate, and his finger sunk into her snatch once more. "You want it, Sweetie-pie?"
She didn't quite know how to interpret "Sweetie-pie", but assumed it was a jab at doing Brandon's girlfriend. And, given how scary Steve could be, it was probably better he gave it to Brandon by giving it to her. "God yes! Gimmie your big dick!"
He let go of her other breast and bent her slightly at the waist. She braced her arms on the table, and ground her ass against his finger as it dipped in and out.
"Goddamn! You are wet. You must want my dick!" He used his other hand to separate her ass cheeks as he plunged the finger in quicker. Her thighs began to quiver from having her knees bent, and she slid each foot off to the side, widening her stance. It also opened her up, and a juicy smacking sound came from inside her snatch. She could only imagine how wet she looked back there and her cheeks burned with shame--wicked, wonderful shame.
"Oh god, Steve. Make me come again. Please make me come again!" She sounded like some ditsy cliché begging to have a man fuck her, but it was for Steve's benefit. Surely he'd long forgotten all about Brandon and his partnership. But oddly enough, the sound of her voice, crackling and meek, it evoked genuine submissive desires within her.
"Yeah, tell me what you want. Louder!" The tractor-like tonality returned to his voice. He was again the Steve who walked in on her and Patrick, bullying them with his alpha-male bullshit. And it killed her to admit how hot it now got her.
"You, baby!" She spoke breathy and childlike, her sentences rising and falling, and loud enough for the guys outside to hear. "I want you! I need you inside me again. Please, baby, please fuck me."
He finger-fucked harder still, and she thrust back against his hand. It felt so good she began to twerk her ass against his knuckles.
"Wait up, Brandon. Listen to that, the chick's at it again."
"OK, OK... Real quick though, all I was going to ask is that you guys keep Steve from swinging his dick around too much until I can get into the office and straighten this out."
"Yeah, yeah, that's cool. Shit, she must be in the room just above the restaurant."
Steve muttered something like a laugh, and withdrew his fingers to rub his hardon against her pussy. "Better keep me from swinging my dick around, Sweetie-pie."
"Oh god yes, baby! Do it! Please, baby, fuck me!"
He bent her further over the table, positioned himself behind her, and rubbed the fat crown of his cock through her secretions. She thought she'd literally combust she was so hot for him to fuck her as her boyfriend listened on. His huge thing then sunk all the way in, as she was more than lubed up and ready. Two strokes more and he was already fucking her hard from behind. She whimpered luridly, and the sound of his hips smacking into her butt grew steadily louder. She ditched her childlike voice for an honest, frantic reaction. "Oh fu-u-u-uck! You are so de-e-e-eep! Oh-ye-e-e-eah, give me your big dick, baby. Please! Please, baby, give it to me ha-a-a-a-ard-er-er-er-oh-fuck-ye-e-e-ah!"
"Oh man, listen to her go."
Brandon followed up Patrick's comment, completely oblivious it was his girlfriend screaming her brains out. "Someone's really giving it to her, huh?"
Samuel, who'd been the quietest and most respectful of the bunch, finally added his thoughts. "Man, I'd love to dip in some of that."
"Get in line, man!"
It was Brandon teasing about a turn with the mystery girl, which struck a jealous cord and provoked her to scream out another deliberate earful. "Oh-oh-oh god, baby. You're fu-u-u-ucking me so ha-a-a-ard! You're so de-e-e-e-eep! You're dick is so-o-o-o bi-i-i-ig! I love it! God I looove your dick. Oh go-o-o-od, I've never been fucked so ha-a-a-ard and de-e-e-eep!"
"Now that's a wild chick, bro. Betchya she could take us all on. Parallel park her between us and we could double up."
Steve fanned his fingers into her black bob, and made a fist over her hair. He pulled her head back as his pelvis banged against her butt and he plowed into her snatch. He kept pulling back on her hair, forcing her to arch her back and raise her torso. Her tits came up from the table, and using a second hand to reach to her breast, he squeezed it as he brought the weight of his body forwards. At this point she stood in front of the table bent forwards at the waist but arched dramatically until her head hung back between her shoulder blades. Her hips leaned into the front of the table and her arms braced on the sides of it. "God damn you got some, umm, good pussy."
His hips were a blaze----she really hadn't ever been fucked so hard and deep before. The bully-asshole was making a woman out her and then some. Electricity began to buzz through her pelvis again and it suddenly seemed like she might get another climax out of this. "Oh god, baby. Make me come! Make me come hard, baby, ple-e-e-ease! Take my pu-u-u-ussy and make me co-o-o-o-o-ome!" Oh fuck she was being nasty, and Brandon was down there with his business associates listening to it all.
Steve pulled back on her hair, practically folding her in half, gave one extra deep shove into her, and held it there. He was in the virgin chamber again, he'd popped through her cervix, and an explosion of fluid and electricity confirmed it for her. The feeling of being stretched apart was so powerful she couldn't speak. Brandon would never get to hear of this part. But even if she could find a voice inside her over stimulated body, she wouldn't have screamed a thing. This feeling that she was feeling, the overwhelming satisfaction of a man so deep inside her, the tingle that traveled from head to toe, the air sparking in her lungs, the heat forming along her spine, the contracting clit that felt like someone was pulling on it, this was truly intimate. It was something between her and her domineering lover----a connection that could never be undone. She would never do anything to cheapen this moment and she would never let it go. It was pure, and belonged only to Steve.
He took several slow strokes, each reaching the tight chamber. It was easier this time. In this position he had to take short movements to retain that deep, deep insertion, and after a few more baby-strokes he pulled out a ways, and resumed a quicker, harder pace, but couldn't quite breech the chamber. A sense of loss caused a sigh, but the increased motion was almost as satisfying, and it didn't take long before the table was rocking and it was only Steve's tight hold on her waist and hair preventing her from tipping forwards onto the floor. She shut her eyelids, and red and purples swirled about like glowing fairies. She was so close to coming. Steve was bringing her there again. His big dick was bringing her so close, so wonderfully close.
He grunted out as he fucked her hard, fast and deep, "You're really getting some now, Sweetie-pie."
Oh god was she ever. But when she opened her eyes she saw him staring out of the window, speaking in Brandon's direction. Fuck! She needed his direct attention for her sexual nirvana to continue. She needed intimacy or it just wouldn't be the same. In the large window's reflection, she caught Steve behind her, banging her ass like it was a faulty video game controller. She thought back to all the people who'd accused her of being a model, and there she was bent over like a throwaway porn star. She wasn't about to be someone's grudge fuck, she was to be worshiped. She needed those chocolate eyes on her.
"I'm no one's Sweetie-pie. I wa-a-a-ant mine, baby. Give me miiiiiine."
He looked back down on her and grunted, low enough to not be overheard. "Is that right. Uhhh, you want yours, huh? Uhhh, you want my dick, huh? Uhhh, You want it bad? Uhhh, yeah you do, cuz you're a bad, bad girl. Uhhh, maybe daddy needs to fuck his bad, bad girl in a bad, bad way!"
OK, she was still way, way off from exemplifying a class act, but that hardly mattered, not as long as she was the object of obsession----as long as it was her perfect naked form that had "daddy" so riled up. "Oh god, yes! Oh god, that's what I neeeeed!"
She looked back over her shoulder, his hand still laced into her hair. She caught his eye as he steadily pounded against her ass so hard they could probably hear the meaty thuds down below. But unlike earlier, she became riveted to his onyx-black pupils surrounded now by flecks of amber, and was unable to look away as his aggressive dick drove punishingly deep into her tight, wet snatch. The heavy crest of his eyelids raised and set off a twitch in her spine, causing her mouth to fall open as she gasped for air. His jaw tensed, his nostrils flared and the center of his brow pinched and relaxed in rhythm with their sex, but his pupils remained as tenacious as two nail-heads. And his unflinching focus was all it took to put her in her place. As his body jolted against hers so hard her tits swung wildly in front of her, she experienced the male female dynamic for what it was. She made deals fall apart because men couldn't keep it in their pants around her. She caused boyfriends to fuckup at work because they'd do anything her pretty mouth said. She brought rich old men to the brink of a heart attack because they wanted a piece of her young, pretty, little self so badly. And for that she needed to be punished. And she finally found herself a big-dicked bully willing to give her what she so deserved.



And what she...
Soooo...
Fucking...
Desired...
He took a wide stance behind, like a rodeo rider reining her in by the hair. But his body did all the bucking, even bending at the knees to utilize the power of his hairy thighs. In and out went his veiny, hard cock and back and forth she teetered on the table. His grip on her hair firmed, and he began to snap his hips at the end of each stroke, making his balls whap at her fortune-sized, strip of pubic hair. He continued to deliver one explosive thrust after another, his dick going all the way in, reshaping her pussy and rearranging her organs, as his wide, boxy hips jolted into her ass cheeks and momentarily transformed her round perfectly curved ass into a squashed oval. The impact on her toned butt produced a slapping as sharp as a basketball striking a gymnasium floor. And they came in quicker and quicker succession, like someone dribbled the basketball closer and closer to the ground. And almost as prominent as the sound of her ass taking a beating was the sticky noise of her drenched pussy, scrunching and squeezing around his blur of a cock. She'd never been so thoroughly stuffed, so thoroughly fucked or so thoroughly satisfied. Physically she felt like he was splitting her in two. Mentally she felt like he was splitting her in two.
It was too much to handle, way too much, but she was beyond stopping. For several minutes they read each other's faces, peering into the psyche, recognizing their fierce fucking was mirrored deep within the soul. She allowed more than his cock in, his straight, determined brow and clamped, stern jaw pierced a submissive, tender spot she hadn't known existed until right that very instant. Body and soul, she was his, and she loved it. She would do anything for this handsome, bully of a man. And with their eyes still bonded she began to whimper through a fraught, open mouth, silently confessing the totality of her surrender. Her face then crumpled and she white knuckled the table cloth as he continuously sunk into her, causing the table to scoot a half-inch forwards and another monstrous wave of pleasure that left goose bumps on her arm.
He released her hair and took hold of both shoulders. He now resembled a biker clutching the grips of a chopper, and he appropriately increased the horse power that drove his pelvis forwards. Their gaze lingered on, and he seemed to display more and more strength in both his Italian eyes and his brawny legs. He was relentless, but she fervently took his cock as hard as he could give it, loving every deep, fat inch. He bent her shoulders towards him, forcing an even greater arch in her back that lowered her waist and caused her ass to rotate upwards. This meant his cock-head pushed harder along the upper wall of her vagina, and forced the lower part of his shaft to obliterate her clit as it plunged in up to its base. Every jolt caused a trickle of sweat to fall further down her face. As she looked back at him, another stream circled her brow and came down between her high cheekbone and black bob.
He spoke through gritted teeth. "I love the green in your eyes. Greenest thing I've ever seen. Fuck you are hot!"
Patrick's forwardness had made her feel like the hottest girl there. Steve's intensity made her feel like the hottest girl ever.
He was also sweaty, and it added to the wicked noise his pelvis made against her ass cheeks. With her back arched so severely and her long svelte neck wound so far over her shoulder, her peripheral vison observed the glistening dewy perspiration down her lower back. The gutter of solid flesh between Steve's shirt flaps glared with wetness, the black letters of his bad-boy tattoo appearing freshly painted on and a light mist covering his five-o-clock shadow turned his jaw into shiny, gray steel.
He relaxed his jaw and spoke over his breath. "Fuck you've got some good pussy on you. Goddamn you are sooo tight. So fine and tight and hot. Come on my cock. Like before, come all over it. You're so fucking bad. You need my cock, don't you? The bad little girl needs my cock bad. You need it deep!" He jammed his hips forward to illustrate his point, and it made her wheeze.
"I do, baby!" Her winded lungs limited her to frantic yells. If Brandon was still on the patio he'd be getting another earful. "Take my pussy! Take it with your big cock! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Like that! Oh baby, just like that! I need it just like that. Oh god baby you are going to make me come. Oh god you fucker, I'm going to come on your big dick. Oh god you fuck so good! Oh god my pussy feels good! Oh god, baby, you make my pussy feel sooo good!"
"Shit bro, she's going off again."
The sound of Patrick's voice incited Steve to let go of her shoulders and grab her tits. He squeezed them hard, flattening them to her chest, and basically using them to keep her upright and her back arched. He eased his grip on her left one so he could knead it roughly, finishing with a pull on her hard nipple. Then he gripped that tit against her chest and kneaded her right breast.
Brandon's voice broke her trance. "Damn, it's been close to twenty minutes, right? What a trooper!"
She looked down from Steve's eyes. She swiveled her head forwards, and gave a cat like scream, "Ooooohhhhh-yeaaaahhhhhhh!" Straightening her neck seemed to release the heat from her pending orgasm, and it flowed up her spine into her head. Then came a sensation like her entire body was submerged in salty bathwater, causing her to cry out again. "Ohhhhhh, baby, yeeeaaaahhhhh!" Cool air burst into her lungs, inflating her next outburst into breathy shrieks. "Oh god, baby, you're big dick is in sooo deep! Oh baby, don't ever stop! Don't ever! Don't ever stop fucking me, baby. Oh god I love you so much for this! Give me all of it. I want all of your huge dick! I love your dick, baby. I love it. And I love you for giving it to my pussy soooooo good!"
"I wonder if she takes requests."
"No shit, ha-ha-ha!"
"The guy fucking her has my respect big time."
"She's stroking his ego. Probably a small dicked middle-aged man."
"Not even! Bro, that up there is a pussy getting totally destroyed."
It really did alleviate the sort-of-guilt she harbored to hear Brandon indulging Patrick and his workmates in his boys-will-be-boys banter, and her next outburst was spoken with even more bite. "Take my pussy, baby! Take it with your huge dick! Shove it in! You're so fucking huge! Oh god, baby, I'm going to come so fucking ha-a-a-a-a-ard!"
Steve shoved her back down, mashing her tits against the table and making her puckered, sensitive nipples shriek against the woven tablecloth. She dropped her shoulders and rested her cheek on the table, leaving only her ass sticking upwards. Steve took hold of either cheek, really digging in his big fingers. Taking full control, he moved her ass for her, jerking it back onto his cock. He took deep, full, hurried strokes, and the way his fingers shook and strained, she understood he was nearing a climax.
"I'm almost there, babe. Almost!"
Babe? Was that meant to sound as tender as it did? Before she could question it further, her hand shot back to his thigh and brushed over his coarse quadriceps. Something awoke in her, something that had remained frustratingly dormant for so long she hadn't realized it was even there, something that had been chewing on the bit for years in anticipation of this moment. As Steve slammed into her, the meaty thuds escalating into loud smacks, the table rocking unsteady beneath her, his hands gripping her ass and splitting it apart for a splendid, nasty view of his dick's love interest, and as her body jerked and slid with the tablecloth, as it bowed and flexed against his massive frame, and as sweat pooled in the hollow of her back, her soul ventured off to a calm plane of existence, where the table top rolled on a soft tide of opaque water and a light warm rain with hidden slivers of ice struck her perfect skin. Mmmmm, it was a mushy inner-beauty she hadn't experienced since the school track star traded pictures with her in junior high and she saw a phone number and "Call me" written in handwriting on the back. It was her first crush all over again.
As she came back into her body she found she was still being banged harder than she'd ever been banged in her life. Her pussy rapid fired internal sparks and her clit throbbed so hard it felt bludgeoned, as he seemed to pound into her with more determination than ever, and appeared to be even harder and bigger than before. And just as she began to feel stupid and a little used for believing anything tender could exist in a moment of animalistic, unfaithful fucking, one of his hands left her ass cheek and moved over top of the hand caressing his thigh. He caressed with her, as she moaned heavily into the tabletop. She felt the wetness on his hand, and knew it was from her. She must've been gushing buckets and leaving a lurid wetness on his front side, and suddenly she was leaking even more.
The fingers still on her ass squeezed tighter, getting a generous handful and using it to tug her ass back, and when his hips collided into it with exciting force, the table rocked forwards and then back to upright. But she realized even in the upright position the table was leaning forwards. On his next thrust came a grinding creak from underneath her, as the brackets fastening the tabletop to its post must have bent slightly. Fuck, she was taking his dick so hard they were breaking the table, and the very thought of it sprung a violent sharp charge that made her head jerk and thump on the hard surface. Oh god, she was close. Real close, and unlike the last, this one was promising to be every bit as emotional as physical.
The creaking echoed with several more smacks from his hips on her ass, and just when she thought he couldn't possibly ram his dick in any harsher, he did. His thigh tensed under her hand, and his fingers shook within the depressions of her soft ass. He was going to come, and she feared it might happen before she could reach her own orgasm.
He removed his hand from hers and slapped it hard on her butt cheek, breaking the hint of tenderness to finish her off with extreme force. He slapped her ass again, and rammed in and out like a man possessed. He slapped her ass so hard they heard it down on the patio.
"What's that?"
"I dunno, is he spanking her?"
"Sure sounds like it."
"Oh man, this is too funny. Listen to that!"
Patrick yelled. "She's been bad, dude, you better spank that shit."
"Oh man, they had to hear that. Be cool alright."
"Fuck it. They know we're here and haven't cared yet."
"Too into the moment."
"Too into cock!"
An uproar of laughter came, making her skin tingle. With it came a naughty urge to encourage more bawdy banter from Brandon and his chums. If he wanted to hear a girl getting her ass spanked, than she'd give it to him.
"Baby, make me come. You! You, I want you to make me come. Please, make me come. One more time. One last time. Let me feel your beautiful dick make me come one last time. Let it be you one last time."
She began to force her ass back against him, as Steve rhythmically slapped her butt cheek. The movement loosened up muscles inside her pelvis, and she screamed when the fat head of his cock breeched her cervix again. Oh fucking god! That was what she needed. An accelerated wave of dirty heat and tingling ghosts infused her trembling body. A fresh wave followed each time the fat cockhead plowed into the chamber beyond and the table creaked beneath her.
It left her breathless, and an involuntary stream of words poured from her mouth. Syllables flew out in fits, punctuated between gasps for air. "Oh-oh yes, like th-hat. Oh god I'm cu-uming now. Oh-oh god you sweet, sexy bastard, I'm cu-uming so fucking hard!"
"That's it, babe, come! Yeah, come nasty you hot little girl!"
There was that babe word again, and it provided the last sparkling glow to her orgasm. A straight line of pure tension pulling from the top of her foot, through to her calf, into her quadriceps, and up into her clenched butt, suddenly released. It felt like the key on a music box had been cranked to the breaking point and then out came twinkling ecstasy.
Steve was right on her heels, rubbing a thumb along her anus and smacking her ass into a deep scarlet. He became pure animal, and grunted, "Ungh, ungh, ungh! You hot bitch! Ungh, ungh, ungh! Fuck you are tight!"
"Oh yeah, man. Give it to her." And then her boyfriend said something totally unlike him, causing her to wonder if on some level he knew it was her. "Punish that pussy, dude."
"Fucken-ay Brandon! Yeah man, punish that shit."
"She needs it, dude, so do it----punish that pussy!"
As her eyes rolled back into her head and her cheek jerked to and fro on the table cloth, she brayed quietly to her boyfriend. "Oh Honey-bear, he is." As Steve thrust in so vigorously the table bent a full twenty degrees, she knew he was too preoccupied to listen to her words to Brandon. "Steve's punishing my pussy so good, baby. For you, he's punishing it all for you!" As her orgasm rose off her body, leaving her an over sensitive shaking mess ready to spill limply onto the floor, she clenched her teeth and endured the fat cockhead plunging into the chamber beyond, which had become loose and wet and offered no resistance whatsoever. "Oh god, Honey-bear, he's fucking me so deep. I think... Oh god, I think he's almost hitting my uterus. His big dick is in so deep, it feels so good, and... Oh god, Honey-bear, he's punishing me soooooo deeply he's clear up to my uterus!"
"Fuck! I coming! Oh yeah, this is it. Oh shit yeah, here we go!"
He grabbed her ass with all his strength, and sunk into her vagina until his tightening balls were crushed against her pubic bone. He stood behind and over her, clutching her raised ass. His hips shuddered and they pressed so firmly against her it lifted her knees from the table. His huge cock twitched inside her, the head well past her cervix, as come flowed at the door of her uterus.
"Aw shit yeah, take it. Take it, babe. Take it in your pussy you nasty little girl."
With the last of her energy she cried out, "Oh god, baby. Come in me. Come in me, baby. Oh baby, I love it."
He held himself in place, using baby strokes to blast the last of his come inside her as far any dick possibly could. Total exhaustion left her fuzzy and warm, yet violently shaking. And then all of a sudden she was grasping at a pinhead of consciousness. And as her awareness went completely dark, she thought she heard herself say, "Don't make me fall in love. Not so quickly."
She had a vague sense of herself sighing when his cock finally left, but her voice was very far away. The room then spun past her silted eyes, the lights of the Valley whizzing by and then several white tables across the long, dark, empty room. Something bristly, but nice scraped her cheek. She wasn't on the table anymore. She was in Steve's arms. Her eyes fluttered open as they passed through a door and then the lights came on stark and white. He then set her down in a seated position between two bathroom sinks.
"You scared me there. You OK?"
She was still naked, that much hadn't changed. "Oh my god, did I black out?"
"I think so."
He caressed her cheek with the back of his fingers. The sweat on her body had cooled in the hotel air, and she shivered and then she couldn't stop shivering.
"Let me get your clothes."
As he zipped out the door she noted that he had his slacks back on. She took a moment to look around and get her bearings. It was a pink tiled women's restroom with clam shell basins, and probably located off the back wall of the empty dining room----the dining room where she'd been fucked unconscious.
Oh god, what had she done?
Steve returned with her clothes, handed her the bra and carefully draped her dress over a stall door. "I couldn't find your panties."
Only then did she remember they were in Patrick's pocket, but didn't have the courage to explain that to Steve. "It's OK." He set her pumps on the counter beside her and then nervously cranked his neck around the room, spinning a full three-hundred degrees searching for something, and she assessed his emotions must be as loopy as her own. "Thank you."
"Shit, I forgot your purse. Shit, shit, shit."
She grabbed his shirt cuff, which stilled his motion. He looked at her with wide flustered eyes, and then allowed himself to be dragged closer. She then reached forwards and gave him a big hug. She felt his heart racing inside the huge solid trunk.
"You scared me, babe. That was crazy."
"I'm OK now. How embarrassing."
He then grabbed her cheeks and crushed his lips over hers. His tongue nestled inside her mouth, fluttering against her own. His power and restlessness guided her head, and they kissed so desperately she had to push her hands up through his hair. Her tender read on him earlier had been correct. The kiss filled in the picture she'd formed during the final throes of ecstasy, and what a splendid picture of a man he was.
When he pulled away she grabbed either side of his unbuttoned Oxford dress shirt and wouldn't let him go.
"Babe, they're going to wonder where we are."
She released him. He straightened up and swept her lips with his thumb.
"So you and Brandon, is that a-" She placed her palm over his mouth, silencing him.
"Don't. Please."
He stepped back, resumed his puffed out posture and buttoned up his shirt. "OK, you get cleaned up while I get your purse, and then we'll walk out separate."
Separate----what a horrible, horrible word.
He hesitated as he stepped through the door, but didn't turn back. "Why do you have to be so fucking beautiful?"
She came to the end of the stone walkway and saw the five handsome men looking like an advert for Dewar's Scotch.
"Reggie," her boyfriend announced, sounding more than a little stoned. "Have you been asleep this whole time?"
"Somewhat. I found a big comfy chair in the lobby." It amazed her how little it bothered her to lie. Even worse, she didn't feel bad about why. On her way there, she'd ran through all the reasons she should feel horrible, and even tilted her head guiltily and squeezed at her own shoulder like she was being banished , but it only made her come off impassioned. In her afterglow she radiated irresistible beauty, and nothing could take it down.
She looked over at Steve, who scratched his head and diverted his gaze towards the view of the Valley. It was cute. She now made the big, strong man nervous.
"I've got good news," Brandon said as she walked into his arms. He then hugged her and kissed her cheek. "So get this----I got a text from the CFO saying the Titan deal stands. I couldn't believe it so I checked it out with Hall, and apparently the CFO was so pissed at me he took it straight to the partners. It totally backfired. They were pissed when they heard our agreed upon contract had been internally manhandled. Anyhow, they've even agreed to the extra five percent. It's done, Reggie, your man did it."
"Congratulations! See, I knew you could." Then she looked at all the smiling faces, and added, "Didn't I tell you guys he would fix it? If I didn't know better I'd think my boyfriend was working for all of you."
"This is still making GRG a ton of money." He turned to Steve. "I'll draw up the papers with legal tomorrow. Oh, and hey, Reggie, did you know these guys are located right near your office? From the sounds of it, it might even be the same building."



"I had no idea." She felt her cheeks warming. And then they burned when she looked over at Patrick and saw his big shit-eating grin. What an asshole. The more she saw of him, the more she disliked him. He was way too fake. Why hadn't she seen that earlier?
"Anyhow, maybe you can meet me for lunch and pick up the papers. I'd come by there, but I'm going to be slammed tomorrow, so I thought maybe you could drop them off for me. What do you think?"
She hadn't even thought about tomorrow, or how things would be from now on. She would be keeping her blinds tightly drawn, that's all she knew for certain. Even still, she'd eventually run into Steve, and had no idea how that encounter would play out. "Sure," she finally agreed, opting to just get it over with tomorrow and diffuse any ideas about repeating her mistake. Because it was a mistake! No matter how good she felt inside, she couldn't make that mistake again.
But even as Brandon's hand roamed her shoulders, her attention drifted to Steve. His thick, black hair tumbled lightly in the wind, and she imagined he was on a sailboat, taking her on a day trip up the coastline.
Patrick then shouted, "I'm not all that busy tomorrow afternoon. Bring it by my office." He then patted the pocket holding her panties and winked. "I expect to be slammed the rest of the day, though."
Steve caught all this, and his meaty hand flew up behind Patrick and he firmly nudged the back of his head.
"Bro, what the fuck?"
"You're being rude, asshole." He stepped out from the other side of Patrick. "I'll be free. I can even come by your office." He was staring at her now, and it was the first time she'd looked into his wet-chocolaty eyes since their kiss. They were so sweet. Maybe earlier she'd mistaken all his anger with his jealousy. God damn it, her resolve was already weakening. But she'd limit him to friendly chatting tomorrow. No funny business. Oh god, that was such a lie.
The four of them left rather quickly after that, while she and Brandon spent their last few minutes with the magnificent view.
"Kind of a fun bunch of guys, don't you think?"
She took Brandon's hand, and stroked the top. "They were alright."
"I don't know about Steve."
"Really? I thought he was the nicest of the bunch."
"Are you serious? He's a complete hard-ass."
"He is, but he's not just a hard ass." She drew curly paths between his wrist and knuckles.
"You should've heard Patrick's impersonation. Spot on. Apparently his nick name is Big Blade." He laughed. "What a piece of work, huh?"
"I didn't really find Patrick to be all that funny."
"No? Weird, out of all of them I thought he'd be your type."
"My type?" Her eyes widened. "As in, my type?"
"Isn't he?"
"Oh Honey-bear, you are so stoned." She kissed him gently on the lips. "You're my type."
"Hmmm... We're you flirting with those guys? Because that's a guilt induced line if I've ever heard one." He stared intently at her. "Jesus, I just noticed how green your eyes are. They're practically glowing."
"Tonight wore me out. My eyes are just telling you how exhausted I am. In fact, we should probably get going before I collapse." Lacing her fingers into his, she broke eye contact to spin around, until her hands were across her tits and his draped over her shoulders as her back pressed against his chest. She began to walk back up the path that way, wearing him like a coat.
"If it's any consolation, you don't look tired. You actually look really good. Your cheeks are flushed. You seem healthy----sexy. But I'm guessing you didn't save anything for getting up to no good back at the house?"
Reagan just had the most incredible sex she'd ever experienced, and now a loving man to hug and go home with. She pulled his arms tighter around her, allowing the moment to be as exciting and satisfying as it felt.
She hummed pleasantly. "That sounds really nice, Honey-bear, but I can't remember ever being so worn out. And I think I'm going to need a long night's sleep before tomorrow." She mused on the moon as it floated in a lonely corner of the sky. "Thanks to you I now have a very busy day ahead of me."
"That you do."
"Yeppers, busy, busy, busy."
"I love you, Reggie."
"I love you too." Her heart drummed in her breasts. "And I mean forever, Honey-bear----for always and forever."
And she did mean forever.
Brandon was in her head, she could feel him in there. It was the wonderful connection of being in love. A night of sex with another man hadn't changed that at all. And as Brandon walked her back to the hotel she wondered if the two men could coexist within her. What a life she'd live if Brandon's humor, thoughtfulness and similar tastes could live alongside Steve's domineering masculinity and amazing sexual prowess. She giggled softly and lowered her and Brandon's hand down to just below her stomach, inches from Steve's fresh, potent semen. She thought back on Steve's earlier gibe, about her personal motto being------what Sweetie-pie doesn't know won't hurt him. Maybe the big jerk knew her better than she knew herself. She giggled again when Brandon lowered their hands even further, coming dangerously close to discovering her lack of panties, and oh what a buzz she got from that.
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Switched On
Part 1
Olivia sat in the hot bubbling water as her husband, Kevin, confessed to their neighbors how he didn't think the jacuzzi would be worth the money and was stoked Olivia had purchased a small bikini to convince him otherwise. Vic turned to Rosalie and said, "Maybe we should invest in one. We've been over here every week."
"Our yard is too bright. That one street lamp ruins everything," his wife answered with annoyance.
It was true about the sickly colored light, but thankfully Olivia and Kevin's yard was shielded from the streetlamp by trees, and a soft blue light from inside the steamy water made it feel like the four of them were in a UFO hurtling through space away from every news cycle and all of life's troubles, the hot water incubating them from the noisy reality outside.
Twenty minutes later and one more glass of Merlot, Olivia held a smartphone up to her forehead. The app was called "Heads Up", and the word "Cruise Ship" appeared on the small rectangular screen. Her neighbor, Vic, called out, "big ship" and "crosses the sea," trying to give her a clue so she'd guess the word shining out of her sight just above her soft eyebrows. Olivia closed her eyes and guessed, "Oil Tanker?"
"Iceberg!" he shouted next.
"Oh, Titanic!"
"Ignore that, it was Kevin," both Rosalie and Vic, laughed.
Her husband and Vic had a running joke going all night. Their voices sounded enough alike they could do perfect imitations of one another and had been sneaking in misleading clues on each other's turns. Kevin's interference still wasn't enough to break their winning streak, however, and Olivia shrieked when the timer went off and she saw their final score. Vic moved to the center of the Jacuzzi and scooped her up for a winner's hug, smashing her firm tits against him. It probably would've been upsetting if Vic didn't have the same sexy muscular build as the few hot jocks she'd tried dating in college before meeting Kevin.
Kevin slid towards Vic's wife, Rosalie, and gave her a gentle hug for doing as well as she did, which wasn't great. He and Rosalie couldn't sync up. He'd say "small bird", and she'd look at him lost and guess "egg". They just weren't on the same wavelength, unlike Kevin's wife and Vic who seemed to read each other's minds so well Kevin was actually a little jealous.
Vic's the one who'd suggested they pair up with each other's spouses. He was an extremely competitive person, and Olivia was quicker with her words than Vic's wife. But when Vic grabbed her and hugged her tightly against him, intentionally crushing Olivia's large tits into his broad, bare chest until they spilled out to either side of her small bikini, Kevin thought maybe Vic's choice in a game partner was less to do with winning and more to do with his wife's fun, flirty nature.
But for the moment Rosalie's nice tits, also barely harnessed by a small bikini, were pressed firmly up against Kevin's chest. It was a pleasant surprise since Vic's wife had always been so aloof and never overly friendly. He looked again at Olivia's bigger tits, in an equally sized bikini, pancaked against Vic's muscular chest. That's when Kevin realized Rosalie was also jealous, and maybe a little drunk, and pressing her tits against him was in response to Kevin's wife being a tad immodest with her husband.
Vic and Kevin ran a dry towel over their bodies while sitting on the patio furniture, waiting for the girls to have their turn changing in the bathroom. The men both eyed up their sexy wives as they entered through the sliding glass door, and as the ladies tip-toed through the living room, Vic leaned over and said, "We are some lucky mother-fuckers."
He wasn't lying, they'd both done well. Vic and Rosalie were thirty-six, six years older than Kevin, and she'd modeled in her teens and early twenties. She had exotic eyes and a lean, sexy stature that made her appear cool and stylish.
Olivia was the youngin at twenty-five, and every bit as pretty as the former model, just in a much different way. Her figure was toned to perfection, so a bit curvier than Rosalie's. Kevin's wife also had the best ass he'd ever laid eyes on. Those firm cheeks pushed out so far her bikini bottoms constantly slid into her crack, and her slim waist emphasized her feminine contour to perfection, as did her shapely thighs. While Rosalie's body might've been perfect for selling high fashion on the runway, Olivia had what Kevin would call a dancer's body, or better yet--the ideal pornstar figure, because one look at her and all you could think about was fucking that hot bod for all it was worth.
Vic was of the same mind, he'd had a smile on his rugged jaw all night, his eyes glued to Kevin's wife. And as the women made their way around the corner into the hall towards the bathroom and out of sight, Olivia making one last attempt to adjust her bottoms from her butt, he asked, "How would you feel about playing a little trick on our ladies?"
"Whaddya have in mind?"
"Let them fall asleep, and then you sneak into bed with Rosalie and I pay a visit to Olivia."
"Are you serious?"
"Think about it. Our impersonations of each other have been fooling them all night."
Kevin's jaw became too tense to speak until he unfurrowed his brow with a groan and said, "They're gonna know. Even if our voices fool them, they'll know."
"We'll get 'em drunk. You'll come back with Rosalie and me. I just picked up Halo Infinite on the Xbox, we can use that as an excuse."
"And then what?"
"We'll figure it out."
"Why don't we just ask them if they-"
"Kevin," he interrupted, laughing, "You really want to ask your wife if she wants to fuck your neighbor? I mean, how does that conversation even go?"
"I don't know. I mean, the whole thing doesn't-"
"And where's the fucking fun in asking?" he interrupted again. "Come on, my frat used to pull this shit all the time. It was the fucking best. This one humanities major used to hate my guts, but she had a thing for my bro Pete, so we switcheroo-ed in the dark one night, and that chick came hard on my dick, totally clueless. Still has no idea." He slapped a hand on Kevin's shoulder. "Just come back with me, we'll have a drink and see what happens, cool?"
"I don't know, man..."
None of this sounded like a good idea, but at the same time Kevin couldn't stop listening. And as he sat partially wet, the chilly night air making his legs shiver, the thought of finding warmth between Rosalie's gorgeous legs started to sound better and better. Of course it meant Vic would have his way with his wife, but for some reason it didn't bother him, or not like he thought it would. Even though he'd once overheard Olivia describe Vic to her friend on the phone as "real easy on the eyes," she'd followed up with, "he's just so full of himself I'd probably punch him before I'd ever fuck him." Olivia was open minded about people, but guys like Vic just weren't on her level.
Once Vic and Kevin changed out of their wet bathing suits they joined their wives on the sofa set and poured another drink. Olivia asked Rosalie if she'd want to meet her and her girlfriend for a girl's night out, and Rosalie looked at Vic, as if seeking approval.
"Sounds fun, but your friends are all in their twenties like you, right? I wouldn't want to cramp everyone's style."
"Bullshit, you could easily pass for twenty-five and you won't be cramping anyone's style, Ms Ex-runway-model."
"We have a pretty full week planned," Vic said, rubbing his wife's smooth thigh. And the way he leaned forward, imposing himself between the two women, seemed like he was coming to his wife's rescue, as if she didn't want to go but couldn't bring herself to say no. Olivia didn't get that impression from his wife at all, and, in fact, saw a glimmer in her eye suggesting she was ready for a little girl's night fun.
"He's right," Rosalie conceded.
"Bullshit!" Olivia said, placing her hand on Rosalie's other knee. "You can let her out of your sights for one night, Vic."
"What?" he laughed dismissively, all too proud of his white teeth. "Rosalie can go wherever she pleases."
"Awesome, it's this Friday, we'll take an Uber from here."
Vic scrubbed the three-day-old beard darkening his broad jawline. "So what is a girl's night? Meet at a bar, flirt with guys so they buy you drinks all night, and then tell them at the last minute you're married?"
"Nice summation, Edgelord, did you come up with that all on your own or while pounding beers with your bros."
"Edgelord? Is that some kind of movie reference?"
"Something like that, grandpa."
"Now I'm a grandpa?" he laughed derisively, "I'm thirty-six, Olivia. Physically the same man I was at twenty-six with the additional luxury of wisdom."
Olivia rolled her eyes, Vic's intended response.
Kevin had been watching Rosalie, who maintained a placid smile during their partners' quips. He had to wonder if he hadn't misinterpreted her aloofness for... Well, there was that old cliché about a model's IQ matching her waistline.
Kevin's wife, on the other hand, she could have a conversation with anyone, and despite being opinionated, her sweet-on-you eyes, sunny smile and festive laugh would always win someone over. Olivia's smile was the best he'd ever seen, the subtle dimples, her lips curling over at their corners, parting just enough for a sparkle of teeth, and the warmth behind it ignited his own positivity. It didn't even need to be directed at him, just being in the same room with her smile and he'd smile along. The warmth of it was insurmountable.
Vic was her male counterpart in that regard, maybe not a contagious warmth, but his presence would energize a room. And despite Vic and Olivia constantly butting heads they'd always talk the night away.
Vic finally addressed his wife, and said, "Alright, baby, you go have fun with Olivia and her friend on Friday. You deserve it." He then fixed his blue eyes on Kevin. "Kevin, while the ladies are out I can show you Halo Infinite." He winked. "Great fucking game."
Kevin understood exactly what he was getting at, basically code for moving their secret switcheroo plans to Friday.
Part 2
Olivia had pieced together a red tank top that hugged her tits and ended shy of her belly button and a tight black skirt that left most of her thighs bare. She'd applied a warm red lipstick and a hint of liner to make her big brown eyes appear glassy and receptive. She knew she looked sexy as hell and Kevin couldn't keep his hands off her.
"Rosalie will be here any minute, so save it until I get home."
He hugged her tight and she knew a pang of jealousy lit through him. His hug started to feel more possessive than loving, and she said, "We talked about this, honey, I thought going out to dance didn't bother you?" He kept her in his arms, lowering his hands to her gifted ass. Guys and their fragile egos, she thought, and then tried to put her husband at ease, "For what it's worth, I'm already planning what I'm going to do to you when I get home!" Instead of reassurance, her promise of sex seemed to only make her husband more jealous, which she thought weird.
The doorbell rang and Kevin's wife slipped out of his arms to answer it. She greeted Rosalie with a hug as Kevin watched. Rosalie looked sexy as fuck, her shoulder length blonde hair was parted off to the side and her long gorgeous legs poked out of a sleek silver dress. Whatever jealousy he'd felt knowing that his wife's plans for him would actually be performed on Vic, mostly evaporated when his dick throbbed imagining how he'd run his hands over Rosalie's slender body later that night.
Vic was a lousy shot. They had split-screen co-op enabled so Kevin could see every time he went down. "Ah shit!" Vic yelled, as Kevin watched his body tumble inside a hallway. "Is that the guy who shot me?" he then asked, watching Kevin spray his online killer with bullets. "Dude, how are you so good at this?"
"This ain't my first rodeo."
Vic then looked at his phone and said, "Oh wow, it's almost midnight. Did you get a text yet?"
"Nope," he said, checking his phone. "But Olivia's friend usually keeps her out late."
"Jesus, Rosalie's gotta be half asleep."
"Don't worry, I'll wake her up," Kevin taunted.
"Oh, it's gonna be like that, huh?"
The blankets on Vic and Rosalie's bed were heavier than Kevin's, and it was strange being under them. His heart raced when he heard the front door open, and he pulled the covers up to his chin as panic set in. There was no way this would work. She'd know he wasn't her husband. The guy had two inches on Kevin and while Kevin kept his body tone Vic was naturally beefy.
She went into the bathroom and a light popped on from inside that outlined the closed door. She washed her face and brushed her teeth until the light went out and she quietly moved back into the bedroom. Some kind of charger lay on a bureau, and its green light was just enough to catch a flash of nudity as she passed. As pretty as she looked, he felt bad about doing this. He stayed still as she climbed into bed and thought about waiting until she fell asleep to split. But then he caught a whiff of her sweet perfume and couldn't help himself.
"Have fun tonight?"
"Yeah, it was pretty fun, if not a little late for me. But what happened to no lights because you'll be asleep?"
"I meant it when I texted it, but now you're here and I have more on my mind than sleep."
She leaned forward and kissed him in the dark. He knew from the moment she spoke she had several drinks dulling her perception. Within minutes they were spooning as he kissed her neck. His hand clutched her hip bone, which was more pronounced than his wife's, and his dick softly rubbed against her asscrack.
"You're being so gentle, I like it."
"I can't help it. You're so beautiful I want to savor every inch of you."
She moaned sweetly as his dick finally slipped between her legs and sawed along her vagina, the hot folds of her labia parting over his girth.
"So, did you dance with Olivia and her friends?"
"Some."
"They didn't dance?"
"No, they did, but her friend Elle is single and they were more into dancing with the guys."
"Did you dance with a guy?"
She rolled her head to kiss him again. Kevin inferred Vic might be the type to get a little jealous by the way she took preemptive steps to soothe him. "I danced with a guy for all of five minutes." she said, her breath hitching as she reached down and guided his cock inside her.
The warmth and feel of her pussy squeezing his hard dick sent a hunger coursing through his body. He breathed into her ear, "Why just the five, was he a jerk?"
"He was nice. It's just.... What passes for dancing these days is... well Olivia is a little more wild than I'd imagined"
He started thrusting into her as she began to whimper submissively. The mere sound of her sexual panting and the increasing wetness on his cock fed into his growing desire.
"What do you mean by wild?"
"I... Well don't say anything to Kevin, but some guy really had a thing for her and she kinda let him get a little handsy as they danced."
He fucked her harder, triggered by the thought of some guy getting handsy with his wife. "Where'd he put his hands?"
"Mostly her hips, like steering her moves and pulling her close."
"Did he touch her ass?"
"Ha! He wouldn't leave it alone. But Olivia does have a great ass, so..."
"She sure does," he groaned, picking up pace and pumping his dick into his friend's wife.
"Is that so? Are you jealous that some other guy got to grope your hot neighbor's ass all night, Honey?"
Damn straight he was jealous, but then he wasn't supposed to be the "hot neighbor's" husband so he played it off by reaching up to squeeze her tits. "I'm pretty content with groping you."
This earned him another kiss, and she lifted her right leg and draped it over his thigh, giving him easier access to drive his dick in deep.
"Mmm... you can put it in all the way, Honey."
He was all the way in, so he grabbed her left butt cheek and spread her open to get just a little extra length up inside her. She squealed and he knew he'd done a good thing.
"Oooo.... Mmmm.... God, I really appreciate how gentle you're being. I haven't had to ask you to calm down once, tonight."
That was a curious thing to say, and he had to wonder if Vic had a habit of getting a little rough. And that was concerning since his neighbor was in his bed with his wife at that very moment.
"You think I'm too rough?"
"No, Honey. Mmmm.... My big man just doesn't always know his own strength." She caressed his cheek, "And you know I'm still a princess at heart."
"You're a princess in my heart as well," he replied, giving her a tender kiss as he fucked deep into her lucious pussy.
"Really? So you wouldn't prefer someone younger who'd grind on your crotch in the middle of the dance floor?"
"Elle did that?"
"Olivia, if you can believe it."
His dick throbbed hard inside of Rosalie's tight pussy, even as a knot of jealousy twisted up his chest. "You're serious, tonight she was grinding on some guy she'd just met?"
"Mmmm.... Right in the middle of the dance floor. I mean, there was a lot of that going on, but still.... " She pushed her ass back against him, her pussy squeezing his dick as the entire length plunged in. "...she's still somebody's wife, right?"
Clearly the thought of Olivia behaving inappropriately with another man aroused her, and her leg locked tightly over his as they lay on their sides, his chest pressed to her back, the lower half of their bodies clashing together, her pussy audibly wet as he pumped his cock into it with increasing force. And if he was being honest, hearing about his wife grinding on another man had an effect on him, as well. Perhaps because he had his dick in another man's wife at that very moment and he knew how hot it could be.
"I'm not a prude, am I?" she stressed as she reached back and brushed his hair as he kissed her neck until it was damp.
"No, baby, you're hot as fuck."
"Thank you, Vic." She moaned loudly. "I could never do that to you, though. I'm sorry, but at one point Olivia was rubbing her butt up and down on the guy. Like she was folded forward and twerking up against him. And the guy was squeezing her butt and thrusting his crotch against it. I mean at that point you might as well just be fucking him right?"
He imagined Olivia in the skin tight, short skirt she'd worn, the thin fabric allowing her to feel everything as some guy's cock was driven against her pussy. Anger crept into his heightened state of arousal. He was a little miffed at his wife's behavior but more so upset at Rosalie for judging her like a slut.
"Dancing isn't fucking," he snapped back, his voice gaining a gruffness. He finished the thought silently in his mind, 'What you are doing with a man is fucking.' He withdrew his cock and wedged it between her ass cheeks. He slid it up and down against her pussy. Out loud, "That's grinding!" He then thrust his dick into her cunt up to the balls, and pounded her pussy hard as she moaned pleasurably. "That's fucking!"
"I get it, Honey. Mmmm... Oh do I get it."
He flipped her over and spread her legs. He slammed back into her in the missionary position. It was pitch black, and he ran his hands down her sides and hips, and up her smooth legs, imagining the super sexy woman from earlier in the night in her sleek silver dress. That's who was under him, her distinct voice moaning at the feel of his cock.
And then, for the first time that night, he considered Olivia's predicament at that very moment. She was in their bed, another man between her legs, thrusting his cock deep inside her just like Kevin did with his woman. He had such a wild intersection of emotions his mind started to shut down, the sex becoming instinctual, primal and sweat poured from his scalp. He kissed Rosalie on her trembling lips, and then collapsed on top of her, only his ass lifting and plunging back down, burying his dick inside her as she breathed heavily into his ear. But it was Olivia's face he held in his mind as he came. He saw her experiencing her own orgasm as his neighbor shot her full of his seed. Kevin's dick pulsed and his come gushed into Rosalie, the intense satisfaction caused him to groan loudly into her ear and every muscle in his body locked up for a final burst of ejaculate.



Part 3
"Bad news," Olivia said, climbing into bed. The lights were out, just as her husband requested, so she felt around in the dark for his shoulder. When she found the dome of muscle she gave him a gentle shake. "I know you wanted to sleep, but I have been looking forward to this all night," Olivia purred sweetly.
Vic responded in her husband's voice, "I've been waiting a lot longer than that."
She leaned over him and began to kiss the man she believed to be her husband. He pulled aside the sheets and placed a big hand on her low back. Olivia wasn't kidding about looking forward to this, dancing was her one true aphrodisiac, and tonight she had maybe one too many drinks, a super hot guy slipping her one after another, and his moves on the dance floor were next level, the cute guy making her body zing to the beat as he trailed his hands everywhere. At one point the hot guy rubbed against her to a Cardi B song, and the feel of his penis up against her pussy had left her anxiously horny and unable to cool back down. It was actually Elle who'd finally stepped in and told the guy, "Dude, she's married, it's not happening, so buzz off."
She sighed, "Oh God yes!" As the man she assumed to be her husband rolled her over and moved on top with his cock nestled between her legs. She always felt a little bad for Kevin on these nights, but he had no interest in dancing, and she certainly planned to reward him for being so understanding. "Oh wow! Wow!" she moaned as he wasted no time in rubbing the head along her soaked slit. She took a deep breath and sighed as the head of his dick squeezed inside, stretching her to the point of pain. "Oooo, OK, go easy, I thought I was prepared but... wow you feel big!" The bed squeaked as he shifted his body straighter on top of her and she spread her legs, hoping it would alleviate some of the stress on her pussy. She badly wanted her husband's dick, it just seemed unusually large.
He made out with her some more, giving her a chance to relax down there. The hot guy at the club must've really gotten into her head, because he'd had a shadow of a beard, a look she always liked, and her husband's face actually felt bristly against her cheek. She gave herself permission to pretend, because the guy really was that hot--if she wasn't married she definitely would've... Uhmm... Of course she'd never actually cheat, but a little fantasy couldn't hurt, right?
She ran her hands over her husband's chest, imagining the hot guy in the unbuttoned button-down, who'd put her hand on his chest to feel his heart beating after dancing to Lil Nas X. It worked, her husband's chest felt bigger, more muscly, and just all around harder.
Her moaning intensified, "Oh God! Oh wow! That's.... Oh God, wow..." He pressed his hard penis against her crotch, a little more going in and she really felt it.
"Oh yeah, Olivia, now we're getting there. Hmmm yeah.... OK, are you ready for this?"
Oh my God, was she ready for more? Her pussy had been on fire all night, but for some reason her husband's dick felt really big.
"Oh God, oh-oh-oh-oh! Hmmm.... Wait.... Wait, wait....Stop! Stop, stop, please!"
She moved out from under him and quickly crossed the bed. A light suddenly emitted through the room, revealing her nude body leaning over to switch on the bedside lamp.
She quickly covered her tits with her arm and put her other hand over her mouth in shock. Her horrid hunch was correct, it was not her husband in bed, it was her fucking neighbor!
"Vic? What the fuck?"
He rolled onto his side and propped up his head with his arm to smile at her.
"Oh my God, I knew it was you! What the fuck, Vic?"
He laughed, "Take it easy, take it easy..."
"Take it easy? What the fuck is going on?"
"Calm down and I'll explain. But first just calm down, OK?"
She couldn't believe he was just laying there like he was at a picnic in the park and not naked in her bed. "What could possibly be explained." And then she shouted out loud as she crossed her arms over her tits, "FUCK! I can't believe you were just inside me!"
"Only barely, It's OK, seriously."
"And you're going to explain how it's OK to my husband. And where is he?"
"He's safe. And he knows, so it's OK."
"Kevin knows? So this is.... You planned this? Both of you?"
"Yeah, but it's not his fault. Don't be mad at him."
"Then whose fault is it?"
"I might've put a few ideas in his head."
"Like what? Like showing up here to sleep with his wife?"
"Well, sort of-"
"Wait... Is he..? Is he with Rosalie right now?"
Vic nodded yes, and she shook her head.
"Does she know?"
"Nope!"
"And you're OK with that? And you don't think she's going to freak out when she realizes who he is? Why are you touching me?"
Olivia's arms were crossed over her tits and Vic gently ran a hand up and down her bicep. "Calm down, OK. Just calm down."
"I am being calm."
"I can feel you shaking, just relax a minute."
"I'm shaking because of...". She motioned her head towards the bed under them.
"Yeah, well, I guess I'm still buzzing from that, too."
He moved his hand up to her shoulder and stroked down her back "Are you seriously.." she said, looking at his hand. "What about me right now makes you think I'd let you anywhere near me?"
"Because you already let me near you and you're still buzzing from it."
She rolled her eyes so dramatically they swept over the entire room before returning with a glare. "I'm so pissed at Kevin right now."
"Hey, he honestly thought you'd have fun."
"Oh, I'm sure he was thinking about me and not jumping between your wife's legs, Vic."
Vic's face darkened for a moment, his nostrils flaring wide, but he came back quickly, tilting his head to align with hers, and eking a smile. "He knew I'd treat you nice. He knows how well you and I get along."
"I don't even want to know what that is supposed to mean."
"It means he didn't think you'd object."
"Then why didn't you just ask us? Why didn't you just come to us and say you wanted to get all polyamorous?"
"Would you have said yes?"
"Would Rosalie?"
"Your husband's a good looking guy. She's said so before. And you and I have always been..."
"We've always been...?" she repeated, pulling her head back. "What have we always been?"
"Can you tell me you never thought about the idea of us..." he motioned his head towards the bed as she had before. "Because I've always felt a little something coming from you." He moved his hand to her fit thigh.
She relaxed her arms and warned, "Rosalie is going to know. I knew! And I'm still so pissed at him."
"And how did you know?"
"Because look at you, you're way bigger. And you're bigger," she said, looking downwards between his legs. Once she allowed herself to look she realized what a beautiful dick he had, and yeah, big! Really big! No wonder she had trouble fitting him inside.
She forced herself to look away from his manhood when Vic squeezed her thigh. "Look, I love Rosalie, and I know Kevin loves you, but we've always had something... An attraction."
"Um, hiding your face in the dark isn't an attraction. That's more like you just wanted to fuck me."
"Hey, with your body... Well you're extremely pretty in the face, fucking totally cute, and by cute I mean beautiful but with like a natural sweetness to you. But your body..." Leaning forward he placed a second hand on her other thigh, his stern, blue eyes glancing up and down her legs. "I mean every human with a dick thinks about fucking you."
"You married a damn model."
"She's gorgeous, I know, but you, Olivia.... On just a physical level, I think we're... On some nights I can barely hold myself back."
"And Kevin is at your house right now." She didn't ask a question, just stated the fact.
"They're having fun, yes."
"Fun," she laughed.
He then leaned further into her, close enough to kiss, but he didn't, and said, "The night we blended Pina Coladas, you were in your bikini and you sat on my lap. You-"
"Those Pina Coladas were strong, I don't remember anything from that night, I-"
"You leaned on my neck and ran a hand down my chest, down my stomach. If I hadn't laughed it off and told Kevin to put his drunk wife to bed, what would you have done?"
"I really don't remember or buy any of that."
That was a lie. Most of that night was a blur but she did remember him helping clean up in the kitchen and stretching up to the top cupboard to put away the blender. He wore nothing but board shorts, and she realized he had a perfect action movie star's build. He also had that same rogue confidence, unthreatened by anything. She'd been distracted by those thoughts for the rest of the night, until she seated herself on his knee and specifically wondered how his incredible physique would hold up in bed. But she privately played that game with most good looking guys. She hadn't seriously considered it, he had to know that.
He gently pulled at her sleek arms, uncrossing them so he could take her hand into his palm and rub the backside with his thumb. This, of course, left her tits exposed to her neighbor's steely blue eyes, and having the handsome man check her out made her cheeks burn in the very best way.
"I think you do remember that night."
"I vaguely remember you staring at my tits, but that's most nights."
"So much fire in you. How does Kevin keep up?"
"Apparently by sleeping with your wife."
Vic pursed his lips, Kevin and his wife being a bit of a sore spot. He shook her hands to arouse a positive outlook. "And are you going to let him have all the fun tonight?"
Shaking her hands caused her tits to gently bounce between her arms, and Vic became instantly distracted. She fluttered her eyelashes, retrieving his attention. "You'll say anything to get what you want, won't you?"
"I only speak the truth."
She snorted a laugh. "OK, sure!" He wasn't being serious, he knew he was guilty as charged and just playing along. And the longer she stared into his eyes the more she contemplated Vic's idea of "fun".
"If I do this my husband will think it's OK to pull something like this again."
"If you do this tonight you'll pray that he does. I'll make sure of it." He pulled her towards him until their lips almost touched. Fuck, she was still worked up from dancing, which was then made worse by making out with someone she believed to be her husband, and finally seeing that beautiful dick of his which had come so close to being inside her, well she was definitely not thinking clearly at all. And when he did actually move to kiss her, she did not hold back. His sexy lips pressed upon hers hard and passionately until she became so limp he held her head and lowered her back onto the bed.
He then caressed her smooth thigh. "So here we are, Olivia. And something tells me my surprise visit isn't all bad."
He moved his muscular thigh over hers, and cupped her boob. "So back to what I was saying about your body..." he began and she laughed. The jerk could actually be pretty funny. "For starters, you have incredible..." He squeezed her incredible boob gently.
"So I've been told. Like a million times."
He pushed his thumb around her sensitive nipple, as he intently watched her eyes for a reaction.
"Haaaa... But, OK, it's not that I don't like having a guy play with my nipples-"
"Happy to oblige," he said, interrupting her attempt to be sensible about this by mashing his strong fingers into her big firm tit and then, fluidly spreading his muscular body over her, he sealed his lips around her bright pink nipple. Olivia had fairly big tits, much bigger than Rosalie's, and Vic luridly gazed upon her ample cleavage whenever Olivia had on her smallish bikini. He finally had a chance to do more than stare, and with both hands he crushed them together, kneading his big fingers into the abundance of firm flesh. He moved his head around, devouring her aroused nipple.
"Hmmmm... God, Vic, what do you think you're doing?"
He switched nipples, leaving her left one red and wet. He swirled his tongue over the right one and then sucked as much of her big boob into his mouth as he could. He squeezed her left tit roughly, crushing it into her chest and then up against his cheek. He obviously had a thing for big bouncy tits the way he mauled and sucked and rubbed them all over his face, enjoying Olivia's robust chest in a way he just couldn't with his own wife's.
"Damn your tits are just phenomenal."
She sighed, her arousal becoming intense. "Vic, seriously, this feels wrong."
"Nonsense," he asserted with a laugh, teasing one nipple with his tongue and the other with his finger. "Doesn't matter whether it feels right or wrong, as long as it feels good."
"Hmmmm... Well yeah, but... Shit that does feel good." She closed her eyes and bit her knuckle, succumbing to the sensations of a man who wasn't her husband greedily savoring her tits.
Vic finally leaned up, propping himself on an elbow to look over her horny, naked, twenty-five-year-old body. "I'm glad you found me out," he chuckled, as he drew a finger around her nipple. "This way I get a good look at you in the light." His finger trailed down to her belly. "It's amazing you have such a tiny waist considering your healthy backside."
"I once dropped down to one-fifteen and still had this butt. There's nothing I can do about it."
"Nor should you--it's perfect." His finger went to the smooth skin just above her vagina. "And somehow I absolutely knew you'd be clean shaven."
"Ha, how would you know that?"
"You just strike me as the type."
"I swear, now you actually think you know my type?" She laughed, making her flat tummy bounce and her tits shake.
"I was with quite a few women before Rosalie."
"Ha, and I'm sure you really got to know them."
"Hear me out. You have those innocent features--a sweetness actually. Maybe it's your eyes and the way you smile, like you're running a puppy adoption at a church."
"I haven't been to church since I was twelve."
"Oh, I'm aware. I'm saying you have the Kristen Bell thing going on. Like someone might actually think your smoking hot body and...," he looked at her chest. "Someone might think those gifts were your curse considering that warm, sweet look on your face."
"You're such a creeper."
He laughed, "Am I really, though? The reality is you're just like the girls I dated in college. Heh, the wilder ones."
"So I'm immature and wild? Anything else I should know about myself?"
"Yeah, puppies, churches and college girl's aside, you are the type of high performance female who can keep a man up all night." He then growled like a cat.
She laughed again, but it was cut short when his finger slipped between her legs. "So I'm wild and I probably fuck like a sports car, that's you're final assessment?"
"That, and you're every bit as horny as I am."
"I don't think anyone's as horny as you, Vic."
"No?" He pushed his finger into her pussy and made her sigh and squirm with delight. "Were there a lot of guys before Kevin? College guys?"
"Um, that's a bold question."
"There's no shame here."
She eased her legs apart and put her hand on top of his as his finger began plunging into her pussy.
"Hmmmmm... Well I had more than a few lovers before Kevin. But I didn't have a reputation if that's what you're getting at."
"A closet freak, even better."
She laughed again. "Well I learned to read guys pretty quickly too, and I can spot your type from a mile away."
He centered his head between her legs, staring down on her luscious, young pussy as his finger dipped in and out. "And what type would that be?"
"Well, besides the sexist machismo shtick, you're the kind of man who'd fuck his friend's wife just because she looks good in a bikini." And then she hissed, "Oh Gaaaaaawd...," as his tongue licked into her vagina. "Oh wowsers, that feels nice," she added, biting the tip of her thumb.
He grabbed her thighs and pushed them apart, spreading her legs to get his face in between and then vigorously tongued her pussy. She thought about the really hot guy feeling her up at the dance club, and turning on the lights to discover Vic with that huge, beautiful dick between his legs, and Kevin off somewhere with their neighbor. She never had a chance. Her tummy began heaving upward as Vic's lips smothered the wet slit of her labia.
"This is so wrong," she pleaded, yet ran a hand through his hair, encouraging her lover to aggressively eat her out. It resulted in Vic getting his tongue in so deep and getting her so worked up, that her hips shuddered and she involuntarily lifted and bent her knees until they fell to either side and left her spread wide open. With his head free to move in all directions he devoured her juicy, bald pussy at every angle, top to bottom. Olivia thrashed her head to the side and moaned, her wet brown eyes rolling up in her head.
Vic finally sat up and pulled Olivia to her knees. He held her shoulders as they knelt on the bed face to face, and he asked, "Did you like that?"
Olivia, with her adorable sense of humor, bit her lower lip and nodded a meme-worthy yes.
"Fuck you are adorable," he abruptly commented, running two fingers down her cheek. "There's nothing I like more than a blonde with big brown eyes and a billboard smile." Her smile was the real deal, the corners of it curled over on themselves, her cheeks rose to her eyes, and, as always, it was so full of insurmountable warmth he couldn't help but smile back.
"Something else I've come to learn about your type..."
"What now?" she reluctantly inquired with a roll of her head and a laugh.
He took a moment, and just stared at her young, pretty, smiling face, contemplating the total being of his amazing, young neighbor. And then he rose up and stood on the squeaky bed. With Olivia left kneeling, his semi hard cock loomed in front of her lips. She maintained her adorable smile, shaking her head and giggling up at him.
"This is how you ask a girl for a favor? Telling her she's the type?"
"There's that fire I love. But would you dare prove me wrong?"
She hid her face in her hand, pretending to be embarrassed for him, but he interrupted the move by grabbing her wrist and repositioning her hand on his dick. The adorable blonde didn't resist and wrapped her fingers around its girth. Only then did she allow herself an up close and personal look at his cock. She swallowed hard and her insurmountable smile faded. The cock was big and thick, with a smooth, well shaped head that swept outward into a distinct brim. She quickly became transfixed on the prime specimen of manhood and she unconsciously began stroking the skin up and down the long shaft.
"Something I've come to recognize about your type," she joked without laughing. "They tend to have a really nice, gigantic cock."
She was now captivated by her older neighbor's huge dick, growing hornier for it by the second, until she inched forward and placed her lips at its tip. She then opened up and slid her mouth down over the head. Vic gave a husky laugh as she began to gently pleasure him. Her mouth slid up and down the veiny pole, which had become erect and stood even taller, fatter and presented even more of a challenge. She had several inches in her mouth and yet there was so much room left for her fingers, which were wrapped around it and mimicking the movement of her mouth.
"Oh fuck yeah, Olivia!" He set his hands on her head so they cupped over the back of her skull. She sped up, his dick now glistening with her saliva. "Fuck that feels good!" They both breathed heavily, really getting into it, and Olivia jutted her round ass out over her heels, arched her slim back, and stretched her neck the final distance to swallow his cock. She saw how hot her profile looked in the closet mirror, especially pit against Vic's huge, muscular body standing up tall and proud as he held her head and gently thrust into her mouth.



Olivia had so much pent up arousal from playing with his massive, hard dick, she was compelled to reach between her legs for relief. At that point a sticky sound emanated from her mouth as she worked it down over his shaft, and a minute later a gulping noise was added, as the swollen head of his cock nudged at her throat. Her smile had returned, taking warm pleasure in pleasing his magnificent dick, and she devoured even more of its length into her mouth, getting it good and gooey with her accumulated spit.
She released her grip on the lower part of the shaft to make it accessible to her mouth, though she'd be amazed if she could handle anymore of him. That hand moved to her own tit, which she squeezed until it bulged out around her fingers. Her other hand attacked her bald pussy, circling the soft slit like a deejay scratch.
With his fingers in her blonde pixie-cut he began thrusting a little faster, Olivia doing her best to keep pace. He'd breached her accommodating throat, Olivia's eyes wincing but still smiling as the gulping became more pronounced. The guy had a six-pack and plated chest, his shoulders were round and defined, and his thick thighs had diagonal cuts. His cheeks tightened to either side of his face, baring his teeth, revealing the effort it took to restrain all those muscles from being too abusive with her tender throat. It was almost scary.
At this point she'd lost her smile again, sealing her lips tightly over his circumference and hollowing her cheeks, squeezing down on his dick for maximum pleasure. "Oh mother-fucker!" He shouted, luxuriating in the full treatment she bestowed upon him. Her big brown eyes beamed upwards, teary but still as bright and cute as ever. "I pegged you for knowing how to go down on a man--those full, sexy lips of yours-- but Goddamn, girl, what you're doing to me is just beyond."
Even Olivia was amazed at herself, she knew she was good, but this guy's dick was off the charts. She continued jamming her head forwards, swallowing that monster into her throat, using her tongue to attack it from inside and further his pleasure. She was as infatuated with sucking his huge dick as he was blissed-out on fucking her young mouth. He grunted, "Oh fuck, Olivia! You got me in your fucking throat! Goddamn does my big guy like you!" His grip on her skull tightened, and she stopped bobbing forward because Vic actively thrusted his cock between her lips.
It was too much for Vic to take and he pulled out, leaving gobs of saliva hanging between his wet shaft and her lower lip. She was dazed and barely able to wipe the drool from her chin before he threw her back down on the bed. He got up and went towards the door where the light switch was. He flipped it on, the ceiling light suddenly over powering the bedside lamp and flooding the room with white hot light.
"I need a better look at you," he laughed as he climbed back onto the bed.
She hid her big, brown eyes from the painfully bright overhead light by pulling a pillow over her face. Having him literally shed light on her situation, woke her up to the reality of where she was and who she was with. She'd just sucked her neighbor's big, beautiful cock, and no matter how exciting it had been, or how turned on she was in that moment, no good could possibly come from it.
She tossed the pillow aside and leaned up on her elbows, "Oh my God, what is happening?"
"You don't know?"
"This... This just shouldn't be happening. Vic we shouldn't do this."
He grabbed a hold of his raging hard on, which glistened with her saliva in the hot white light, and laughed, "We crossed that line, girl,". He then crawled onto the bed. "Isn't it a little late for that kind of sentiment?" he reasoned, while spreading her legs and crawling over top of her.
"But my husband... But Rosalie..." she pleaded, sporting her insurmountable smile in an attempt to win him over.
"What are you not understanding? Do you think Kevin's over there thinking about you right now?" he asked, circling a finger over the smooth skin of her waxed pussy.
"But she didn't agree to this." She dotted her finger on his nose.
"Neither did you," he laughed, "and finding out hasn't changed the outcome, has it?"
"It has, Vic," she insisted, broadening her adorable smile in an effort to convince him. "You said it yourself, we took this too far for me to be truly honest with Kevin. And I'm laying here with my friend's husband without her consent. We should stop."
She had unconsciously started pinching her own nipple, and Vic had a good laugh when he noticed. "Look," he said, still cracking up, "Rosalie is at home and your husband is fucking her. And I'll be damned if I'm not going give his wife twice the fucking he's giving mine."
"Um... oh, mmmmm...," she yelped when he unexpectedly smothered her mouth with a kiss and positioned himself between her legs. She clasped her hands over the back of his neck, succumbing to the explosion of passion. His hips struggled against hers, her legs drifting apart, until she was no longer struggling against him but with him, her bare pussy grinding on that huge cock, anxiously enticing him to penetrate her. She truly did feel bad about cheating with another man, but it wasn't enough to fend off the big hunk of a man determined to get his dick wet in her hot, young pussy.
By the time they broke from a kiss he'd achieved initial penetration. Well, at least the head trespassed into her promised land, but their grinding movement had ceased and she grabbed two fistfuls of Vic's hair. "Slow, slow, slow."
"I gotcha, I'm on it. But damn you are tight." His ass rose and fell, slowly going a short controlled distance.
"Oooo... wow! Mmmmmmm... OK... OK, that's better." She conceded, letting go of his hair and placing her hands on his broad back. His toned lats felt wonderful to the touch, and she smoothed her fingers across the divots and jagged planes of muscle.
"Goddamn, I'm holding back as best I can, but I want to fuck you so bad."
"Don't say stuff like that, I feel bad enough as it is," she said, turning her face sideways into the bed, unable to look at him. The bangs of her pixie-cut had fallen over her eye as she did, and Vic swept them back so he could stare at the young, gorgeous woman.
"I can't stay quiet, not with you. You need to know how fucking hot you are to me."
Whether or not she wanted to hear him, his desirous words got to her anyway, her hips moving upwards, inviting just a little more of her neighbor's impressive manhood inside. She'd timed it right, her aching pussy prepared to accommodate another inch of his boast-worthy girth and it finally seemed to go in easier. A wave of pleasure lit through her, starting with her hips, and then she twisted her tummy, followed by lifting her tits up to his chest, and finally she shifted her head back to face her lover again. A huge sigh of satisfaction escaped her lips, "Ohhhhh.... Oh my God...". Her brow buckled and her wet, brown eyes pleaded for mercy like a child. She was losing control and needed assurance there was as much compassion as there was lust in his heart.
The way he peered back down at the married, twenty-five-year-old under him gave her doubt. There was no way compassion flowed anywhere within him, not with a smoking-hot-bodied chick under him, not with Vic's libido. He certainly knew how to read a woman and those tits, that ass, those fit thighs, youthful energy, and cute-as-fuck face screamed at him to be fucked.
"You want this as bad as I do. I know you do. Otherwise you would've punched me in the face by now."
"You might think you have me all figured out, but your face is looking pretty punchable right now," she laughed and bounced her eyebrows with mischief.
"There's that fucking fire I love." He turned and bit the arm holding his back, and then growled like a dog.
She bunched up her nose and giggled. She was a sucker for funny guys. She tilted her head, looking pleased with his handsome face, and lowered her hand to his round ass, urging him to go in deeper. He reached back, hooking a hand into the crux of her knee and pushed it forward.
"Oh fuck that feels good," he growled, as his cock pushed deeper into her aroused pussy.
"Oh my God it does. Mmmmm... Ohhhhhh..."
He lengthened his strokes and set her knee back further. Olivia's jaw dropped and her breath caught in her throat. She grabbed at his back as her pleasure rose to an unbearable level. "Oh my God, you're like hitting all my magic lady-spots at once. Ohhh... Oh-oh-oh my God!" The way her body began to writhe and burrow into the mattress, Vic had to know she was already on the verge of orgasm. She let go of his back to caress her smooth cheek and bite her thumb. Her eyes were half shut and her pupils were under her heavy lids. She breathed in gasps, trying to contain the crippling euphoria.
A trickle of sweat ran down the side of Vic's face. His expression was intense, dogged determination creasing up his forehead and eyes. He leaned up, moving her bent knee so her leg ran up along his front side. His tight abs and pelvis smacked against the back of her thigh. He wasn't entirely in her yet, but he was still plenty deep, taking strong rhythmic strokes and his fat cock stretched her young slit into a circle. Olivia's pussy was so tight the constraining walls of her vagina bore down stringently on his intruding cock. The heavenly sensation showed on his face every time he squeezed that monster into her petite passage.
He quickened his pace, the impact on her raised thigh jolting through her body. It caused her breasts to slosh up and down her chest and he quickly fixated on their intoxicating motion. He leaned down towards them, bending her leg forward as he did, and then grabbed a handful of tit and squeezed it roughly. As he jammed a hard, fat dick into her over-stuffed slit, he also shook and kneaded, and made her big, firm boobs bounce, quiver and bulge. She knew he'd be all over her tits, and Goddamn was he getting his fill of her beauties now. "Fuck I love your tits." he declared, and then slurped his tongue around a pink nipple and took it into his mouth.
After a whole night of craving the feel of a man inside, her lust was being satisfied in ways she never could've imagined. Perspiration dotted Olivia's forehead, hair fanned over her right eye, her cheeks had flushed and were dimpled from a pained smile, her eyelids twitched and tremors moved across her arms as she tore at the bedsheets. She didn't know if she was coming or being pleasantly electrocuted to death. "Oh-oh-oh God are you big! Oh-oh-oh-oh yes, keep sucking my nipples. Oh-oh-oh-oh my God you feel so good. Oh-fuck that's... Oh God you're making me come! Oh-oh-oh yes deeper like that! Uh-uh-uh-uh don't stop. Oh-oh-oh-oh God I'm coming!"
She peaked, her hips rising into the air, convulsing to meet his pistoning cock straight on. Skin slapped loudly against skin and she cried genuine tears as she mindlessly repeated, "Oh Vic... Oh V-Vic... Oh-oh Vic..." It only lasted a minute, but damn did her ultra-tight slit take his unsuitably-huge dick hard.
She took several long deep breaths as she came down from climax, Vic slowing his pace so she could recover. Her eyes opened slowly and she pinched her lips together with an embarrassed smile. "God did I need that."
He laughed, lowering her leg to the side. "Still worried about Kevin?"
She slapped his chest. "Thanks for reminding me. Fuck, how am I going to be straight with him after this?"
"Just say thanks for sending Vic over for the best orgasm of my life."
"Listen to you, so full of yourself."
"You're saying it wasn't the best?"
"I'm saying it was good enough I probably shouldn't mention it to Kevin."
That's fine, I'm just getting warmed up. And just don't say anything. He already knows I'm here. It doesn't make a difference if he knows you knew it was me or not, right?"
"I honestly don't know. But God I feel guilty for enjoying this as much as I am."
"I know what you mean. But then, given your type and all...," he teased with a goading smirk.
"Oh that's right, I supposedly fuck like a sports car,"
She slapped him in his chest again as they both laughed. She then threw him over to the side and climbed on top of him. She straddled his naked lap with her knees to either side of his broad frame. She grabbed his square jaw. "You need to be more respectful, mister."
"There's that fire again. And damn am I hot for it."
She scraped her hand up his stubble and held the side of his face, "Well, be a good boy and you won't get burned." She warned as she sat back, sliding onto his big, red cock. She braced an arm against his chest and arched her back as she lifted her shiny round ass and dropped it back down, stuffing that monster inside her her aching pussy again.
Within seconds she was slamming her ass down on him, her tight pussy making his huge dick bulge at the entrance. The thick shaft was glazed in her juice clear to the base. She was taking all of his cock, and marveled that the big fat thing was somewhere in the middle of her little waist. Part of feeling so full was surely the sensation of her guts being shoved aside like bowling pins.
The bed squeaked louder than it had all night, and it was entirely due to Olivia twerking her ass up and down. She was bouncing so high her knees lifted from the bed, her weight shifting onto the arm braced against his chest, and then she swung her body down, her taut butt cheeks smacking his thighs so hard it rang throughout the room. Her left tit was squashed against her straight arm, but her right swung wildly, and it was so firm it stayed close to her chest.
Vic was all teeth, grinning as he watched his friend's wife go wild for him. He'd called it, her young, hot body was a high performance machine engineered for fucking. "Oh yeah, Olivia! Uhmf-fuck yeah! Ride me girl. Ride me hard!"
"Just shut up and fuck me." She screamed at him.
Vic was momentarily taken aback by her shift in temperament, but just as quickly he regained his pride with a knowing smirk, ready to torment her for getting sassy. "Goddamn you are full of fire tonight."
She just kept slamming her ass on him, attacking the full reach of his fat dick. Her adorable smile was nowhere to be seen, in fact her lips contorted in a pained oval and her forehead buckled with desperation. Her smooth skin glistened from working her body so intensely. The burst of pent-up aggression had come from out of nowhere and she now seemed incapable of holding herself back.
"That's it, Olivia. Ride my fucking dick! Ride it, girl! Ride that dick home!" he shouted again, intentionally trying to rile her up.
She grabbed his hair roughly and gritted her teeth in his face. He grabbed her hair right back, just as rough.
"So you wanna play like that, huh?"
"Uhnh! Just fuck me, asshole!"
"Oh yeah? You wanna take me on, girl?" He raised his hand high into the air, and then spanked it hard on her ass. "You wanna take on my big fucking cock? Come on, Olivia, is that all you got." He spanked her ass again, and then again.
His friend's wife was competitive, it's why he loved having her on his team, and a few spanks was all it took to get that twenty-five-year-old hot piece of ass to bring her ass down even harder and faster. The slapping of bodies could've been heard from next door, and then came the added splat of his dick pounding into her desperate, wet vagina. She breathed so hard that her small ribcage rose and fell dramatically and her nostrils flared with urgency. Sweat streamed from her forehead, right where Vic had a fist full of her hair, and it ran through her soft eyebrow and rolled down her cheek. They moaned into each other's faces, the stimulating friction of his rock-hard shaft plowing through her tight cunt and into her guts caused both their muscles to twitch and spasm right down to their curled toes.
"Goddamn you are a hot-bitch!" he yelled, and slapped the side of her bouncing tits.
"Just don't stop fucking me, you asshole!"
"Oh, I won't." He slapped her tit again. "And you'd better be ready to fuck like a hot-bitch all night!"
"F-Fuck you, Vic!"
That was enough to trigger him into action. He began meeting her slamming ass with an upward thrust of his hips. He grabbed her hips and began pounding firmly into her.
"Uhmf-fuck, you asshole."
"An asshole, huh? Well you've had this coming for a long time." He popped his hips up faster and harder, and being the stronger one it tossed her butt into the air. She leaned back, placing her hands to either side of his knees and knelt upright over his crotch as her vagina got hammered from below.
"Uhmf-fuck, your dick is big."
"Yeah? You like my big dick?"
"Fuck you, asshole! I just need you to fuck me hard right now! I need you to fuck my pussy hard."
He fucked his friend's wife so relentlessly that her whole body thrashed in the air. Her awesome tits clapped back and forth, and her head swiveled on her thin neck.
"Is that what my hot-bitch wants? You want me to fuck your tight little pussy so hard you can't feel a fucking thing."
"Yes!" she screamed. "Oh my God, YES!"
"Goddamn are you a hot-bitch." He grabbed both her sweaty tits and crashed them together as her sexy body bounced into the air. He mauled them with his stout fingers, roughly squeezing them upwards and slapping their sides.
"Oh fuck, Vic! Put it all the way in, put it all the way in me. Ooooooo..." She threw her head violently backwards, moaning, "Oh-huhh-oh-huhh-oh-huhh..." like a wanton slut.
Shit, she was coming again. She arched further backwards, so Vic couldn't see her face and couldn't reach her tits, which resumed clapping together as he continued to bounce her in the air with his rapid assault on her brutalized pussy. He pumped into her so hard she almost flew all the way off his stiff erection, which meant she took the entire length of his long, fat veiny cock with every stroke. She could hear how squishy wet her slit was, and the slapping of their bodies turned piercing.
"Uhmf-fuck, that feels good," she screamed, her voice becoming hoarse and ragged. Her eyes lids fluttered shut, she ripped at the bed sheet and her body succumbed to unstoppable waves of pleasure as she was fucked mercilessly by her big neighbor.
And then it was Vic's turn, who held her hips in a white knuckle grip and his thrusts built up speed nearing the finish line. His heels dug into the mattress and his ass raised off the bed. "Goddamn, Olivia, I'm going to fucking come!" At the last second he swept her over onto her side and spread her legs like scissors. He slammed his dick in, grabbing her hair in one hand and her big tit in the other, and pulled on them as he buried his huge dick into Olivia as deep as he possibly could. His body convulsed and he groaned sharply, blasting his sperm all over her married reproductive organs.
She was a sweaty mess, her blonde bangs plastered over her face, her skin flushed and sparking, her arms splayed like a ragdoll. The one sexy leg pointing up into the air flailed forward and back as Vic slammed his torso against it, unleashing another load of come deep within his friend's wife. He slammed forward again, while simultaneously pulling her hair, bending her svelte neck back. They both stayed in that position, breathing hard, as their senses recovered.
After a long contemplative minute, he pulled a semi-erect cock from her tender slit, and laid down beside her. She stayed on her side, her cheek pressed against the bottom half of the bed and Vic rested on his back gazing at the ceiling. She ran a hand up and down her ass and sensitive thighs, still experiencing the euphoria of a violent orgasm.



"Holy fuck, that was... spirited!" he contended, using a surprisingly polite term for the rough-and-tumble-sex they'd engaged in.
She moved her hand between them to coddle her flat abdomen. "God I needed that."
"Really? I couldn't tell," he joked sarcastically.
She slapped his shoulder. "There's no way I can tell Kevin about what we just did. I mean, wow..."
"Sure you can. Tomorrow just tell him you'd never been raw-dogged like that and thank him for making you come so hard."
She giggled, and her insurmountable smile beamed at her handsome neighbor. "Oh my God, that would be so mean. When he gets out of bed tomorrow I should totally complain my pussy's sore because he was so rough last night."
"Oh my God. You have to, Olivia."
"I can't, that would be too mean."
"You're right," he agreed. He then slapped her thigh. "Alright, well I better get going before Rosalie catches on."
He kissed her, and she responded by clutching his head and passionately Frenching him with an open mouth. She used plenty of tongue, her fingers scrubbing through his short hair. Keeping his face pressed to hers she placed a hand over his softening dick. He pushed her shoulder, rolling her onto her back and finally breaking their kiss. He slid his hips to the edge of the bed, losing her hand from his crotch.
"I know," he said apologetically, as he stood up and looked down at his gorgeous horny neighbor. "There's nothing I'd love more than to fuck you all over again, but I can't right now. I gotta get home to Rosalie. You understand, right?"
She didn't say a word, and lay there fondling her own tit and pinching the nipple, hoping to change his mind. He watched her with a cocky smile. "Don't make this any harder for me," he said, reaching down to collect his clothes from a pile on the floor. Ignoring him, she lightly traced her body parts with her fingertips, chasing the lingering, tingling pleasure within. "Save it for the next girl's night out." He winked and fastened the last button on his shirt. He then left, stopping at the doorway to say, "Goddamn, Olivia, I'll never forget tonight. I'll never forget what a hot-bitch lives in this bedroom."
Part 4
Rosalie stepped out of the Jacuzzi, her ass jiggling as she headed for the door. It was smaller than Kevin preferred, but it had perfect shape and fit with the rest of her elegant proportions. He'd been eyeing her up a lot lately, ever since being in her bed and in between those long legs. He truly regretted the lights had been out that night, because it was hard to believe the gorgeous ex-model had been the woman under him. In the dark everything had seemed like a dream. And she had no memory of him being there, so it might well have taken place in his imagination.
Vic hardly noticed his wife as she stepped out of the Jacuzzi, because his eyes were transfixed on Olivia's tits rising just above the waterline. Unlike Kevin, he'd got a good look at his neighbor's wife's stunning hot body as he banged the hell out of her. They'd looked each other in the eye and vividly shared how hot they were for each other. For him it was no Goddamn dream.
Olivia lifted her bikini covered tits out of the water and leaned over the smooth molded edge as steam rose up around her. "Rosalie, before I forget again, we're having another girls night on Friday." Rosalie smiled before turning back to the door and heading inside, presumably to use the bathroom.
Kevin noticed Vic staring at him from across the bubbling water. His mischievous smile full of ill intentions and he had no doubt why.
"Kevin, since the girls are going out, you should head over for another night of Halo."
"Need your rankings boosted again?" Kevin kidded. He stumbled on the last few words when his wife's toes rubbed over his thigh. Vic's veiled intentions were not lost on her either.
The evening after Vic and Kevin had secretly swapped wives, Olivia and her husband had had a talk. It started when she'd decided to pay him back for his deceit by saying, "Ready for bed? Because I could really use a repeat of last night."
Rather than be teased, Kevin had opted to come clean, and said, "So you know! You somehow figured it out, huh?"
Although she hadn't been nearly as upset about it as he'd expected, she'd been absolutely clear that he needed to talk to her before ever planning something like that again. And, of course, Rosalie would have to agree to it as well. He'd actually been shocked at how open she seemed towards sleeping with their neighbors. In fact, she'd phrased it like they might do it again. And if it wasn't made clear to him at the time, her foot finding its way onto his lap, encouraging his response to Vic, affirmed she wanted him to say yes.
"I'd be up for games." Kevin confirmed, and raised his beer, "I'll bring a six-pack."
Vic's attention shifted back to Kevin's wife, thinning his eyes and adding mischief by shifting his smug grin to the right of his face. He was letting her know he had every intention of getting his hands on those tits again. He didn't seem to care how obvious he was being, and if Kevin hadn't already known Olivia was wise to them, Vic's behavior would've been suspicious as fuck.
Olivia bit her lower lip and dismissively rolled her big brown eyes as her neighbor looked on suggestively. His proud white teeth appeared, and he took a swig of his beer, clearly perceiving her haughty attitude as a challenge.
"Aren't you a little old to be playing video games?"
"Ha, the fact you think thirty-six is old only highlights your young naivete."
"That's right, I always think you're waaay older." She splashed hot water at him. "Maybe it's all the grey."
"Right..." he muttered derisively, shaking water from his black hair--black with no notable grey. "How do you put up with this one, Kevin?"
"All I can say is she has her ways of making it worthwhile."
"Yeah..." he agreed, "you might have a point there."
Kevin unfolded the Jacuzzi cover and aligned it over top, knocking over an empty beer bottle that Olivia had missed. She switched off the outside lights and came back out of the house in time to hear it roll across the dark patio. "So you told Vic you'd play games while Rosalie and I are out. Does that mean what I think it means?"
"Wasn't it obvious?"
"Vic was being obvious, but were you being serious?"
He stepped off the deck and walked toward her. "Well, I'd been waiting for them to leave so I could ask what your thoughts are."
She wrapped the towel tighter around her chest and stepped towards him. "Ummm... my thoughts, huh?" She reached down and grabbed the empty Corona bottle. The moon was full and to the east, and it lit up her face and chest like a gorgeous angel.
"So you can't surprise Rosalie again. That just isn't cool."
"That's very true."
She sighed and wrapped her arms around her handsome husband, and then looked up into his eyes with her insurmountable smile. "I guess if she agreed to it, that would be OK."
"Well that's on Vic to tell her."
"OK, so he has four days. Are you going to talk to him?"
"Yeah, but I'm doubtful he will. But just to be clear," he said, moving his hands to her towel covered ass, "if Rosalie agrees, you'd be into having Vic waiting for you here?"
She laughed and caressed his face. "Only if that's what you really want, honey."
Kevin's mind drifted to Rosalie naked on her bed, the lights on. His dick throbbed so hard it became instantly erect. He pulled the big towel from his wife's body and grabbed her supple tit and kissed her on the mouth with urgency.
"Screw the dishes, let's go to bed right now," she rasped, as her wet brown eyes drilled into him with lust.
Part 5
Kevin walked up his street towards Caldwell Blvd and the bright signs and street lamps. There was a sketchy dive bar on the opposite corner and he sat down in a booth and ordered a beer. Separating the booths was fake, blue shower-glass, and the light passing through from the other side illuminated it like pool water. He read through all the profanities people had written in Sharpie, since black letters were impossible to miss on the blue glowing surface. His favorite was in blocky letters that must've taken time to fill in, and read, I FUCKED SHANON.
He got out his phone and tapped out a text to Olivia, asking if she and Rosalie had made it home yet.
She texted back:
-Our Uber cancelled so we're waiting for another one. We shouldn't be too long.
He then called her, and she answered with a tipsy "Hello honey!" and blew a kiss into the phone, "muahh!"
"Can you get to a private spot for a minute?"
"Sure," she said. Kevin heard her shoes clicking as she quietly asked, "Is everything OK?"
"Not really."
"Uh-oh! What's up?"
"I basically had a four hour one-sided conversation with Vic telling me why we shouldn't tell our wives about pulling a switcheroo."
"I assumed, since Rosalie hasn't said anything. Well, you still have another half-hour to convince him."
"Eh, he's very opposed to saying anything to her. Like now I have a strong suspicion he's probably brought it up in the past and it didn't go well."
"I can see that. But what did you say exactly?"
"Not enough. I mean, I couldn't present your ultimatum without explaining that I knew you were aware of the setup. And I don't know, it bugs me what I did to Rosalie, I mean her not knowing it was me. I'm the only one with something to hide in all this."
"Vic's as responsible as you. So am I, for that matter."
"Yeah, but I don't want Vic to have that on me. Like because you were cool with it he might think that somehow makes him a stud or something and I'm the fucking creeper, even though it was his idea."
"Jesus honey! Alright, but doesn't he at least understand why it's so fucked up to Rosalie?"
"That's mainly what we went back and forth on. The point he's stuck on is that we already did it once. You know, the damage is done, so...."
"Are you kidding me?"
"Look, don't get pissed, but what do you expect? You IDed him and he still got laid. Of course he thinks it isn't a big deal."
"This is not my fault. Would you rather I yelled and screamed and made a huge scene?"
"No, and I know it isn't. It's my fault. I just can't think straight around the guy because he's so bombastic when it comes to getting his way."
"Honey, please don't ever let that asshole push you around."
"I know, I know... He just has a knack for making you believe his thoughts are your thoughts."
"Where is he now?"
Kevin laughed as he glanced around the dive bar and fixed his eyes on a poorly replicated suit of armor made out of fiberglass.
"He's at our house."
"What?"
"I know, I know... When you'd texted about ordering an Uber he rushed out of his house shouting we needed to get everything ready."
"You just let him go to our house?"
"Yeah, I don't know, he was just like come on buddy you got this, you got this! Like there was never a moment in there where I had a chance to stop him."
Olivia pinched her forehead in annoyance. It bothered her that Vic had been pushing her husband around. It always bothered her. She'd been thinking about another night with Vic all week, and it had left her so aroused she almost combusted when some hot guy pulled her into him on the dance floor. But suddenly the thought of sleeping with him again repulsed her. She loved her husband. She really and truly loved him. He was a part of her, and nobody was going to push them around, especially that egotistical asshole.
She looked at Rosalie standing over by the curb talking with Elle. For a brief moment she thought about telling her everything. But not even that was enough. She needed Vic to know that she had the stronger will. That she was just the stronger person period and he better not ever disrespect her husband again.
"Are you OK?" her husband asked.
"Yeah, sorry, I zoned out, Honey. Hey, are you still at their place?"
"No, after all his damn urgency to get in to our positions I kept expecting Rosalie to walk into their house at any second so I just bolted. I'm at a bar on Caldwell."
"Fuck, the new Uber is here. OK," she started, with a firm tone that cut through the bullshit. "Here's what I'm going to do. I'll tell Rosalie that Vic passed out drunk on our couch and is sleeping it off until morning so she doesn't get worried and come looking for him. And then I'll deal with the asshole when I get home. I'll set him straight and then I'll text as soon as he's gone, OK?"
Kevin sighed heavily and leaned back in the booth. His wife could handle a crisis better than anyone he'd ever known. She really was a badass and damn did he love her for it. "Fuck do I love you."
"I love you too, honey. Don't stress out. But I swear everything always has to revolve around Vic. It's so fucking annoying."
They hung up and Kevin went to the bar to order another beer. He then raised the bottle towards the fiberglass suit of armor on the back wall between the bathrooms. "Don't worry, buddy, she's got this."
Part 6
The Uber driver dropped off Rosalie and then proceeded two houses down to drop off Olivia. Standing on the curb she noticed the dark houses, some with bars on the windows but more and more had been removed, a sure sign their neighborhood was undergoing gentrification. The street had a curve that helped block the noise from Caldwell, which was important because it rumbled with trucks and minivans come 5:00 PM. She'd painted their front door green, the color of prosperity, because she anticipated her and Kevin living there for a long time. She wasn't the scandalous type, and wanted to be in good with all her neighbors, and maybe that meant it was time to put distance between them and Vic and Rosalie.
Vic had been waiting in their living room, having made himself at home with a mostly empty margarita in his hand.
"Goddamn you look hot. Betcha the guys were on you all night."
"I had a few free drinks."
"I bet you did. And what did a free drink get them?"
"A dance."
"And what do two free drinks get them?"
"Real nice, Vic. Hey, where are you going?"
"Getting you a drink."
She followed him to the kitchen with her arms crossed.
"Dammit, Vic, you're not getting the hint, you need to go home."
"You're husband's there, I can't."
"He's not!"
"He is, I was just there."
"He's not, he's at a bar on Caldwell."
He laughed and continued making two margaritas. He and his wife had been coming over for awhile now and he was well acquainted with the kitchen set up. He made a great margarita, she had to give him that.
"So he knows you're in on this?"
"I'm not in on anything."
"Did you say anything to Rosalie?"
"Of course not."
"Alright, good."
"Yeah, well just know I was clear with Kevin that nothing could happen unless Rosalie knows. So you blew your chance for tonight."
"Jesus, Olivia, are we going to go through this every time? We both know what's going to happen tonight. Just enjoy it," he said, handing her a drink.
They both leaned against the countertop and sipped the margaritas as she thought about the best way to tell him he'd better be more respectful of her husband. She unconsciously began to tidy up by walking around him to put the lime juice back in the refrigerator but he reached out and ran a finger down her hip.
"God, these are the tightest jeans I've ever seen." He hooked a finger in the waistline to cheek just how snug they were on her. She loved that pair of jeans, tight all the way to her ankles, and after hours at the gym her amazing ass audaciously stretched out the backside. Vic apparently loved them for all the same reasons.
She set the bottle on the top rack and shut the door, ending the cool air spilling onto her front. Vic's finger remained between her butt and the hem of her jeans. She glanced down at it and goofed up her mouth.
"Um excuse me..."
He then pulled her by the hem until she was flat against him, her back to his front, and her ass against his groin.
"Vic..." she cautioned, as he moved both hands to her thighs.
"Did you like your margarita?"
"I don't think you're listening to me."
"I am, but I'd like to know what a free drink is getting me."
"You don't strike me as a dancer."
"That depends on what a dance gets me."
Olivia wore a neon blue, fitted T, shortened to expose her sexy, narrow midriff. As a style statement it had a zipper up its front, which was a quarter way down, revealing tongue watering cleavage. The zipperhead was a finger sized hoop that begged to be pulled on and proved an irresistible challenge to Vic. He curled his finger through the small hoop as Olivia cautioned him again.
"Be real, Olivia, that last time we were together... You were out of control. You were begging for more. I know you want it bad and so do I." He lightly tugged on the hooped zipperhead. It didn't take much to move it, the tension from her snuggly confined tits assisted in spreading the zipper teeth into a wide V.
The zipper popped down about halfway, her plump bosom spilling into view, and Olivia had finally had enough. She stepped forward, putting her chest out of his reach. But before she could take another step he dug all of his fingers into the back of her pants and yanked down. He rapidly yanked again, this time a little more forcefully, bringing the tight stretchy jeans halfway down her ass so the hem bit a line into her juicy butt cheeks. The way those jeans hugged her flesh meant her thong came down with them. She'd been in mid step and found herself suddenly off balance. This time she deflected by spinning around, facing him, and palming his broad chest.
"No, no, no, Vic! Kevin tried to tell you the rules, but you're too stupid to listen."
"Bullshit!"
With a hand on her ass and one on her back he crushed her up against his frontside and kissed her firmly on the mouth. For Olivia a kiss was one of those things that's difficult, if not impossible, to stop. Once lips touched there was a compulsion to see it through, and that is what she did, she kissed him back just as firmly, until their mouths opened and it became more than a little kiss. Her face lightened with passion as he drew back her head and full on tongue kissed his neighbor's wife.
Leveraging her hands on his chest, she peeled her unsteady body away from him. Surprising her again, he latched his hand on her hip and waist, spinning her around. Her body was disoriented, her footing awkward and her torso expecting to turn in one direction only to be whipped around the other way. She fell back into him, this time facing away. His brawny arm wrapped under her big tits so they literally rested on his forearm like a shelf. His other arm locked over her hips, pulling back and crushing her ass into his crotch. He fiendishly kissed her neck like a vampire, her blonde layered-pixie-cut splayed across his face.
"Vic..." she sighed with aroused anguish. She twisted back her arm to fan her fingers through his short hair, reluctantly conceding to his embrace, but Vic was moving fast, unsnapping her jeans and wedging his hand down their front. "No, no, no..." The pants still sat halfway down her juicy butt, and the force from his hand going in displaced the hem from her hipbone so the front matched the back. The shape of his hand was defined by the tight stretchy fabric, and he'd reached down so far that fingers were nestled between her legs.
She started to protest, lifting her head and opening her mouth, but her breath hitched as his fingers sunk into her vagina. "Vi-CUH-huuuhhhh..." Her big brown eyes bugged open and then slammed shut. She went limp against him, and Vic groaned, "Yeah, that's it, Olivia," as he plunged his fingers in and out of her tight slit, leaving the hot twenty-five-year-old totally overwhelmed with incapacitating arousal.



"Goddamn you are wet," he observed, as his hand moved in further between her legs. Her weakened body slid down his chest a few inches, her knees bending and parting, making more room for Vic's man-sized hand. His arm around her torso wasn't just holding her small figure against his muscular body, but also keeping her upright, his beefy forearm shoving her big, resting tits up to her neck. Her pussy had been dying for a man's touch and her nerves lit up like a Christmas tree.
Vic steadily fingered her, the big hand shaped lump in the front of her jeans aggressively jabbing up and down. A nugget of common sense still tried to escape her mouth, but the electrical bursts flying through her body absconded her reflexes and her jaw only hitched as it hung open and her spasming throat turned words into crackles. Her heavy eyelids cracked open just enough to reveal she'd gone cross-eyed. She'd been so confident in sending Vic on his way home, but there she was--totally at the asshole's mercy, getting finger fucked right in the middle of her bright kitchen. She finally found her voice, but only to say, "Oh God, Vic, I can't take it. You're making me go crazy."
The movement of his hand straining to get deeper inside her pants had jerked them further down, bringing them below her crotch. With unhindered access, Vic reached directly between her legs, vividly plunging two fingers up inside her squishy slit. He then stopped, straightened her up, and roughly yanked her tight jeans down to her thighs, a move that also left her thong stretched between her legs above them. He then bent her over so she stood in the kitchen with her cheek pressed to the counter. He pinned her shoulder and slapped his hand on her bare ass. His palm was up against her crack, his fingers stretched down her thighs, except for the two he'd wedged into her pussy.
He resumed diving in up to the third knuckle, Olivia's hot breath fogging up the tile counter as she moaned, "Oh-uhhh, God I can't take it! Oh fuck, uhhh, Vic.... God... Uhhh-ah-ah-uhhh-ah-ah..."
His palm moved in circles, smashed against her ass, and while her buns were too firm to jiggle, they were thick enough to bounce and shake, and Vic had her healthy butt cheeks bopping to his rhythm. "Oh yeah, listen to that," he spanked her firm ass and then resumed making her gushing slit squish and smack, "damn that hot young pussy is ready to go. It's feeling me, girl, even your righteous rantings can't deny what da pussy want."
He then dropped to his knees, grabbed those firm butt cheeks and shoved his face in them. Goddamn, he was eating her out while she was bent forward and her pants still around her legs. She was out of her mind horny, going crazy over big Vic's tongue slurping at her slit. She twisted at her waist, bit down on a dish towel, and grabbed a bottle of dish soap to squeeze for relief. She had to squeeze it so hard her knuckles turned white when Vic spread her cheeks and got his face further in there. Vic stood again, flipped her so that she leaned back with her shoulders on the counter and the back of her head resting on the edge of the sink. He went for the ring zipperhead on her shirt, and pulled it down to the last few teeth. The volume of her heavy breasts swelled together into the fresh opening, close to popping out of her top all on their own. Vic landed his hand on the smooth slope on the right, which was exposed to the very edge of her pink areola. His eyes grew hungrily as he beheld the most perfect big tits he'd ever laid eyes on. The voluminous flesh rose and fell as she heaved for air, a result of being out of her mind with lust. "Fucken hell you've got great tits," he said ecstatically, as he wiped the corner of his mouth.
The shirt had cup shapes for support, no bra required, and with an ill intended smile he pressed his hand inside the straining cup until his palm was over her nipple. "Oh fuck me, your titties are built for fun," he gleefully stated as he squeezed her breast inside the mostly open top.
Olivia's stance was awkward, unbalanced in a back bend so her shoulders and head were on the counter, and when Vic began to knead her sensitive breast she became suddenly alarmed by the incredible erogenous feelings it brought on, and she positioned her elbows back to lift herself and protest. "No, no, no... This wasn't supposed to-,"
Vic stopped her from rising up straight when he planted another kiss on her trembling mouth. His tongue set loose her inhibitions, and her forehead crumpled along with the last of her resolve, he slipped his other hand back between her shapely thighs. Having her tight slit stretched full of his thick fingers messed her head up all over again. Her arms went lax and her legs were about to give, as the most wonderful sensation radiated between them. She remained in a backbend from the floor to the tile counter, while two of Vic's fingers shot in and out, ravishing her young, wet pussy. It was like being injected full of potent drugs that filled her head with sparkling clouds.
He stopped kissing her to watch her gorgeous face glow with arousal. Her insurmountable smile was absent in her lustful daze, her lips loose and trembling, with lipstick smeared beyond the pillowy boundaries. While his thrusting fingers kept his pet subdued, her stunning twenty-five-year-old body was ready for Vic to use to his perverted heart's content. His sharpened gaze went to her big tits, threatening to snap the last eighth-inch of clinging zipper and pop out. He pinched the ring, and just moving it, not even pulling, was too much for the few straining teeth to bare, and her shirt burst open, her freed, ample breasts ballooning to full size and bouncing into place. Even on her back her firm beauties pointed upwards and kept close together. Her pink supple nipples had stiffened with excitement and the quarter sized areola appeared smaller at the perfect peak of those expansive slopes.
His smile grew with devilish excitement, "Oh Goddamn are those nice. Fuck are you gorgeous! Fuck I gotta have those tits!"
He continued stabbing his fingers into her tight slit, making her tummy roll and her head rock in a sexually induced daze, but he also collected her right breast in his spread fingers and squeezed. The perfectly formed flesh was more than a handful, even for Vic's big-ass hands. He fondled the firm shape to the same arousing rhythm as his finger-fucking.
"My God, you should be in Playboy," he praised, shaking her boob just to feel it slosh deep within. "Or is Only Fans where it's at now." He smashed his fingers into the sides, making her nipple swell upwards. "I gotta do this," he laughed, nodding his head while sizing up his hot bodied conquest. His persistent pursuit had paid off spectacularly, he bagged another night with his neighbor's gorgeous wife's big tits, had them right where wanted, and so he sucked that trophy nipple into his mouth, his eyelids fluttering over the slippery feel of her supple nub rolling over his tongue.
"Ooooo, Vic... Mmmmmm, yes. Suck my nipple." Olivia had somewhat come back from her sexual daze, but instead of returning to her senses she'd come back with a feverish horniness. "Oh God, what did you just do with your fingers? Oh my God you're making me get so wet. Oh my God that's embarrassing, but keep doing it. Oh my God, yes! Oh fuck, YES!"
Vic gorged on as much soft flesh as he could suck into his mouth and his hand squeezed the bulk of her tit that didn't fit. He kept her moaning in the middle of her kitchen by squishing his fingers in and out of her tight slit. Hearing her really get into it, he peered up from her boob to see his favorite friendly smile had returned to her sexy lips, and in combination with the smoldering lust in her eyes, it triggered another wave of his aggressive passion.
Vic grabbed her around her arched back, pulled her up, spun her, and then bent her forward at the waist, so her face and palms were once again down on the tiled countertop and her naked, juicy ass stuck out behind her. He dropped his own jeans around his ankles and slapped his hands onto her womanly hips. He aligned his already hard dick against the deep crevasse of her ass, the tall shaft poking up at the top of her crack as if surveying her horizontal back. The peach sized head throbed purple, and the darker shade gave it attitude--a big, helmeted crusader getting the lay of the land before seriously fucking up some pussy.
"Just do it already you, asshole."
"Now now," he scolded, sliding his dick up her dripping wet slit, but holding off on sticking it in. "What kind of talk is that for the guy who's about to make you come your brains out."
"Then quit being a creeper and do it."
"Oh shit," he laughed. "You know, your mouth just wrote a check your pussy's gotta cash. And I've been adding them up, been counting the days until I can bend you over and... Well shit," he stopped and gave a smack and grab on her ass cheek. "You're all bent over and begging for it right now, so go ahead and call me a creeper again, Olivia. Come on!"
"Spoken like a true creeper."
Vic took hold of his shaft and aimed that big peach sized head right at her adorably pink slit. With a circular movement the bulbous form nudged her labia to one side, and then to the other side, having a peek before taking the plunge. Olivia bit down on the dish towel, her pussy painstakingly close to being fucked good and hard.
She'd been horny for a dick all night, dancing always left her wanting more. She'd once told her husband that knowing guys were interested in her was a self esteem boost and that's it. But that wasn't true. That wasn't the whole story. It was her favorite kind of foreplay. She could barely resist the guys she danced with and was so ready to fuck by the time she'd made it home to her husband. She knew it drove a spear of jealousy right through his throat, but she also believed that's part of what made the bed-thumping sex they'd have on those nights so hot. And earlier tonight she'd loosened the constraints of her marriage enough to let some hot Spanish guy cup her tits as she danced against him. Jesus, she'd been on fire ever since. She was ready to pounce on a cock.
"Oh God, Vic, please just fuck me!"
"Listen to you! I thought you were putting your foot down. No nookie until I told Rosalie, right?"
"Mmmm...," she moaned, as he rubbed his cock through her secretions, which flowed heavy enough his cockhead already glistened. "I don't care about Rosalie. You just need to show Kevin more respect."
"Of course I will," he laughed, as he added pressure to his cockhead until it split her pussy lips. "But right now I'm going to fuck his wife!"
"My God, why do you have to be such an asshole?"
"Because I love the pushback from a fiery chick like you."
"Jesus, Vic, please! I need it so bad right now," she whined with creaky gasps.
"Ha! Damn, Olivia, you are definitely the type who isn't afraid of what she wants." He pushed his thick cock forward, sinking the head halfway inside. But as wet as she was, her slit was so tight it squeezed the hard intruder back out. He raised his eyebrows and laughed in disbelief. It would take a more forceful, deeper stroke for his huge dick to stay lodged in her pert, twenty-five-year-old pussy. "I swear to God, you might be even tighter than last time." As he circled his head against her labia again, he reached forward and stroked her cheek, getting her to look back at him over her shoulder. "For all your concern about Rosalie, are you going to say a word about this to Kevin? Doesn't he have a right to know you'll be screaming my name tonight?"
"Ohhhh fuuuck...," she breathed, and licked her lips as he began his second attempt to squeeze inside her. "I don't want Kevin's dick right now, I want yours! Ohhhh mmmmmm, yes, Vic, yeeeeeessss..."
"That's all I needed to hear," he gloated through a toothy smile and grabbed a fistful of her pixie-cut where it was the longest on top and a big handful of her healthy ass. And then shoved in his dick.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my fucking God! Yes, yes, Vic, FUCK ME!" she cried, as the big stud pulled her head back, lengthening her slender neck, and shook her ass cheek as he took half-strokes in her crushingly tight slit.
"Oh yeah, pussy's so tight. Uhgnh! Fuck that feels good! Goddamn you are fucking hot. Head-to-fucking-toe HOT!" He let go of her hair and grabbed her sleek shoulder, while also moving his other hand around on her ass,. One feel of her thick cheeks confirmed their impossibly-firm beauty was really that firm. His face tightened, flustered at how good it felt to pump inside Olivia's tight wet pussy as she moaned with mutual feelings toward his huge emphatic cock. "Goddamn you're hugging my dick--squeezing like a vise. Uhngh yeah.... This pussy is mine tonight!"
"Oh God, YES!" she squealed while grabbing onto the edge of the counter top, anything to steady her raging passion. "Uhhhh, God! As long as I can have your amazing dick, you can have whatever you want."
Vic's back had contorted sideways, his muscles too fired up with desire to keep him straight, and then, hearing her offer of "whatever you want", he made a reflexive grab around her waist, pulling her away from the counter and shoving her down on her knees. Oliver was suddenly on all fours in the middle of the kitchen, her tight jeans and thong down to her knees, with Vic firmly holding her shoulder and ass while plunging his big fat dick into her doggystyle. He picked up speed and intensity, driving his amazing girth into her overstuff vagina, which welcomed him inside by saturating his cock with its wetness.
She grunted loudly as he began penetrating her more deeply, "Oh my God, Vic, you're fucking me on my kitchen floor. Uhhh, God.... You're crazy!"
"You said whatever I want, right?"
"Yes! Yes, you asshole, just don't stop fucking me!"
"Still with the 'asshole', huh? Well I guess I'm not here to win any hearts," he growled and smacked her ass. "No, I'm here to fuck your sweet tight snatch all Goddamned night right here on your kitchen floor!" He jammed his throbbing erection in harder, making her pretty head bobble. "If Rosalie could fuck like you I wouldn't be here right now, so go ahead and call me whatever you want."
"Fuck you," she snapped back, her voice shaky as Vic pounded his amazing cock into her from behind. "Uhhh... Oh my God! If your dick didn't make every inch of my body feel so incredible you'd be walking home to her right now. Uhhh... But my God do you feel incredible! Oh God yes! YES!"
"Goddamn you are one hot-little-bitch, Olivia!"
Despite how crazy they'd gotten last time and how out of control they were tonight, there was something about this moment that seemed pure animal--A cheating wife on all fours in the middle of her house, kitchen lights blaring down on her misted skin, pants down but not off. And her married neighbor, hunched up behind, his huge swollen cock pistoning in and out, the veiny surface smothered in her juice, his gruff hands on her smooth feminine shoulder and healthy gorgeous ass like he was corralling livestock, going at it hard, getting his dick in his neighbor's wife for the sheer thrill of it and because she was hot as hell and irredeemably fuckable. Her firm tits flailed into one another underneath as she threw her ass back to meet his thrusts, her jaw fluttering with each deeply aroused breath, lips quivering loosely, her wet tongue running along their inside, and her big brown eyes wide and glassy, staring distantly through the pantry, her mind directed inward, fixated on the swirls of primal excitement ripping through her horny, twenty-five-year-old body, euphoric sensations skyrocketing higher with each and every hard thrust of Vic's unprotected cock. They were so absorbed in carnal bliss the house could've fallen down and they'd still be going at it.
"Yeah, that's it, keep that ass coming at me, girl. Uhngh! Goddamn you are bikini-model-hot. Just too fucking sexy."
"Oh God yes, Vic, like that. Keep fucking me hard like that. Oh my God, you asshole, you're making me so crazy."
Vic then stopped, pulled out his dick and and pushed her down prone on the cold tiled floor. Grabbing the hem of her jeans he ripped them further down, and then yanked from the ankle until they were free. He then stripped out of his shirt and pants lightning fast, picked Olivia up from the ground so her arms were around his neck and his beefy arms supported her ass. Her tits pressed against his chest and bulged out to the side as she rested her sexually-dazed head in the crook of his neck. He carried her quickly through the dining room and rushed towards the other side of the house where the bedrooms were.
Vic landed backwards on her king-size bouncy mattress, which placed her on top of him. Her short pixie cut was frazzled, spikes shooting up where earlier Vic had grabbed to steady her head in the kitchen. Her lipstick had been wiped away, only a light stain bleeding away from her mouth along her left cheek. She braced her arms to either side of his head, her spine sinking between her shoulder blades, lowering her torso so her heavy tits were in Vic's face. He chewed on her sensitive nipple with his lips as she sat on Vic's big fat dick with her ankles hooked over his thighs, bouncing her ass high in the air and forcefully driving it back down with a thud, her tight slit getting royally stretched by his monster. Each time it sank electrifyingly deep inside, her eyelids flinched and her eyes jolted out of focus, rolling upwards and around, his heavenly jab clobbering her senses.
"Look at you go! Goddamn, girl, that's it, show me how much you love it. Show me you can take it," he ordered, and then sucked a mouthful of her fat tit as they swung wildly in his face. Their shape might've mocked gravity but their soft skin was silk on the tongue.
"Oh God yes, suck my tits, Vic. Ooooo baby yes, yes! Oh God I want..." A dirty smile finished off her thought, until she came back with, "Ohhhhh-mmmmm God that feels soooooo good!"
Vic's face said it all, he took a moment to observe her exhilaratingly awesome tits as he squeezed the ample flesh through his fully spread fingers. You'd think he just bested the world the way he pursed his lips and smugly smirked. The night might've started with him being asked to leave, but now the twenty-five-year-old hot-as-all-fuck wife couldn't get enough of his dick, slamming her perfect ass down on it with total abandon. And those formed to perfection tits--so Goddamn delicious looking in a bikini he'd once showed a picture to his work friend just to brag he knew her---those Goddamn eye-popping, beautiful tits were his for the night, and he gave them another rough squeeze just because he could.
The quaking bed began moaning along with the tumultuous clash of naked flesh, providing a distinct sexual rhythm that could likely be heard next door. Olivia gathered the pillowcase tightly into her palms, her lust had redirected her toward a scary cliff past all her deep seeded emotional debris and that meant losing her shame, anger and all the hardened tools needed for such a place of raw vulnerability. Her fit, lust-possessed body beat down on top of Vic's much larger reclined body like a jockey mounting a thoroughbred down the stretch. It was too late to stop herself, everything felt too fucking good, just... just so divinely amazing it was beyond comprehension, just... just... just sooooo fucking good!
Had she not rolled her juicy ass upwards to achieve a five-alarm-sexy arch in her back, her pussy would've received the entirety of his excessively sized cock. Even as it was, enough of his prevailing length ripped into her pussy that her toes curled up like fists and her feet shook on top of his thighs. Vic's sprawling muscles began to liven up, and soon he lifted his ass to clash with her thrusts, sending her forward and her tits into his face. Forward and up and back and down she slammed against his thighs and he smashed into her ass, the loud meaty smack jolting through her entire body and snapping her head. She was a pale beauty, no tan or tan lines, her skin immaculately smooth, just enough healthy weight to even out her muscles and bones so her curves were fluent and oh-so-easy on the eyes, and Goddamn was Vic amazed to watch that body pop up and slam down as she fucked her neighbor.



Vic meeting her thrusts with his own brought her closer to that cliff of pure emotional bliss and exquisite euphoric relief. But she was heading there with Vic, just the kind of asshole man who'd use her breakthrough to stroke his own ego and take advantage of her state of raw vulnerability. She panted out in frustration. "Oooohhhh-UGH! God.,, Ooooo-oohhh-UGH! Oooooo-my God! You're such a fucking asshole for doing this to me. Ohhhh-ooo-UGH! Fuck, Vic! Ohhhhh-myyyyy-God!"
"Goddamn I love your fire! Uhngh! Ooooo- but Jesus are you fuc-king cra-zy." He squeezed her tits hard with each overly pronounced syllable. "Uhngh! Ooooo-yeah, but Goddamn, I guess loving on my dick will do that to you." He gloated and lifted his head from the pillow to say in her face, "Just fucking admit it!"
"Ohhhh God, you asshole, just fuck me. Ohhhh-auhhhhh-UGH! YES! You said you've been counting the days until you could bend me over, so do it! Ohhhh-auhhhhh-UGH! Give me your big beautiful dick, asshole! Auhhhh-UGH-God! Give it to me hard you fucking asshole! Oooohhh-UGH-Fuck-aughhh! Ooohhhh-auhhh-God-UGH!"
"Oooh-yeah, Damn! Uhngh! Ooooo-shit you're pussy is the fucking best!" He shoved his mouth onto her nipple, getting such tight suction on it he could shake the firm, heavy breast with his mouth. "Mmmmmffff... Uhngh! That tight pussy is really the Goddamn best!" he said in between vigorously sucking on her big tits. "Mmmmmmmffffffff.... Uhngh! Yeah-ride that cock like a hot-bitch! Uhngh! Fuck yeah! Mmmmmfffffff..."
She'd told him he could do anything he wanted to her, but that had been a lie. Olivia would've held him to her wishes if he tried to go too far, but now she was quickly passing the point where she could say no to anything, biting her lip in fear of just how slutty she might behave.
She leaned up, moving her tits away from his aggressive mouth. She touched the wet nipple and ran a hand through her cute pixie-cut in the sexiest way possible, pushing clear through to the back side, her sweat-dampened blonde strands sprouting up straight as her palm passed. She stopped to cradle her neck and relished the alive feeling of her tingling skin, and looked so enchantingly erotic Vic swore she emitted a pink aura of heat.
"Ohhhh no, no, no!" she squealed, holding her breath. She may have freed her tits from his mouth, but finding herself in an upright position and seated on his dick, meant more of Vic's massive cock could squeeze into her aching-wet pussy with every thrust. It proved more exciting than she could physically bear, and from her shapely thighs down to her ankles she shuddered with shock. But Vic couldn't be stopped, his hips continually vaulting up, battering her seated ass back into the air, his far reaching hardon claiming her pussy to the maximum extent possible, its superior girth providing such a stretch and a sensation of overwhelming fullness, that she clawed his chest and shrieked, "Oohhhh-ahhhh-Guh-uh-awd!" And then exploded loudly, "You're fucking cock is so deep in my pussy! Oh-my-God-oh-my-God, I'm going to come so fucking hard."
"Uhngh! Fucking hell, listen to you getting slutty for me."
In a surprisingly quick response to that word she slapped his face. "Uuh-fuck, you don't get to call me a slut, asshole."
Vic, stunned for only a moment, pinched her nipple between a thumb and knuckle and grunted up at her as he pounded even harder into her pussy. "Jesus, the fire in you!" He then swept her off him and moved over top. "So you're up for a little rougher play, huh?"
She beamed mercifully up at him, unable to hide how the mere suggestion of escalating sexual deviance made her so fucking hot she had to squeeze her thighs together, pinching her bald pussy in between. Recognizing the goldmine of dirty fun stirring inside the staggeringly beautiful twenty-five-year-old, Vic gently tapped her forehead as his beard stubble gathered in the curves of his smile. Remaining arrogantly quiet he shook his head in smug disbelief and to warn the young thing what she'd just unleashed upon herself.
He rolled her over, pushed her face into the bed, and dragged her hips back until her ass was propped high above her knees. There was no mystery to his unchaste plans, he guided his dick straight to her outward facing pussy, and in one loud moan producing stroke, Olivia's pussy was once again home to her muscular neighbor's thick, steely cock, as it split her labia with toe-curling prominence, its ridged veins grinding past her raw, sensitive clit as she breathed in deep, her flowing arousal lubricating its hard surface, easing the friction just enough for him to expand the passageway to her cervix to such a distressing extent her stomach fluttered and she sighed with gratitude, the canal becoming so taut it crushed his cock from tip to base and he yelled out, "Holy shit is your pussy tight! Uhngh! Fuck! That's it! Uhngh! That's my whole dick inside your sweet little pussy. Fuck does it feel good."
"Ohhhhhhhh my God it feels amazing! Uhhhh-hmmm... Oh my God you're in me so deep! Mmmmmmm... Yeeeessss! So, so soooooo deep!"
He repeated the mind-bendingly deep stroke, stuffing the gorgeous raised ass full of his rock hard cock, ending with his thighs slapping her juicy cheeks and his big balls swinging up to whap her bald pussy. Olivia gasped and moaned as her prone body burst with tingly embers of pleasure, her heart-pounding reward for accommodating such a deliciously big penis.
"Uhhhhhh-God, Vic! You feel so big! I... Uhhhhh-God! Oh my God!"
She couldn't have been exaggerating, her slit was a full circle, the soft folds paper thin as her arrogant neighbor fucked her hard from behind. And the circumference of his dick was wider on the sides, so her once vertical slit was now a horizontal oval, into which that long cock slid completely. He withdrew almost to the head, and then slammed back in so hard her ass smacked forward and her head and shoulders slid on the bed sheets.
"Ahhhhhh.... Fuck!"
"Uhngh!" he grunted with power as he slammed into her again and then again. "Uhngh! Goddamnit your pussy is tight. Uhngh! You are fucking wet and tight, Olivia. Uhngh!"
Olivia clawed at the bed cover, her arms out straight to either side, holding on as her raised ass and prone body lurched with a heavenly, sexual rhythm. "Ahhhh... Ahhhh... You're so deep! Yes! Yes! Ummmmm-my God, YES!"
"Uhngh! Fucking hell!" he called out, as he rammed his dick through the soft, stressed passage, stuffing her fuller than she's ever been. "Uhngh! Better not knock you up, your pussy would crush my kids's head."
He rubbed his hands over her glorious bent over butt, enjoying the feel of those round buns reverberating as he banged away, driving his dick in up to the hilt, making her soaked pussy get his dick all nice and wet and hard. He was in love with her beautiful, fit ass, couldn't peel his eyes away, couldn't ever get enough of it. He spanked the bouncing cheek for making him so fucking horny, a big loud smack, but her firm resilient ass absorbed it like nothing, in fact it only spurred her on to drive her weighty ass backwards into him, smacking his thighs with her own horny enthusiasm.
"Ahhhhh-uh God yes, Vic, spank my ass Ahhhhh..."
"Uhngh! Goddamn you are so fucking hot! Uhngh!" He swatted that ass again and squeezed the white flesh with his suntanned hands. Shit he was slam-fucking that hot-bitch out the ass. He couldn't help himself, her gorgeous, healthy body made him crazy, it begged to be groped, sucked and fucked hard. He pulled her cheek to the side, watching his dick take that pussy, absolutely crushing it, as the sexy little cheat said again how badly she needed him inside her. And that was the thing--it wasn't just her body, her fiery attitude was so charged full of sexual energy she'd wear down any man--always putting his nuts on edge. Inside and out from head to toe she was a lightning rod for sex and Goddamn trouble.
"Uhngh! Uhngh! Shit am I fucking you good. Uhngh! Uuuuuuhngh! You're sexiness just don't fucking quit. Uhngh! Fuck yeah! Every part of you gets my dick going! Uhngh! You're like an amusement park for horny-ass dudes. Uhngh! Shit! And I'm gonna ride all of Fuckland like a Goddamn king. Uhngh! Fuuuuck!"
Seriously, the jerk knew how to make her laugh, which she managed to do despite being fucked insanely hard and her body and mind being so broken down with lust she couldn't see straight. "Uhhhhh.... God! You're such an asshole, Vic!"
"Oh, you think that's funny?" He grunted, as he grabbed her by her pixie-cut and hammered into her as hard as he could. "Won't be laughing when I buy a season pass to your ass."
They both laughed, and she unexpectedly found herself even more attracted to her hung, stud of a neighbor. For all his macho bullshit he could still be a charmer. "Jesus, Vic! Mmmm... God, I wish we could be like this everyday."
"Everyday is quite the ask," he chuckled arrogantly, but his confidence fluctuated with his deep aroused breathing, as he pulled harder on her hair, yanking her head backwards while squeezing and rolling her raised ass forward so her back bowed deeply, and then he slammed so hard into her the bed began to creak. "But I'm damn sure gonna fuck you again. Uhhhhhh-yeah, we both know that."
"Oh Jesus, yes Vic! Ah-ah-ah.... Show me how much you want me. Ah-ah-ah.... Do it! Please God yes! Ah-ah-ah... You're soooo making me come!"
"You're hotter than the sun," he panted, his confident chuckle now just an awkward click in his throat. "You better believe I want you. I've never wanted to fuck a woman so bad!"
She rolled her butt up and down, making it bounce, pulling and pushing his massive dick as it pounded inside her. A steady mix of physical stimulation, liberated emotions, and spiritual ecstasy had been building up, her body already superheated on an orgasmic plateau with spiked shards of shocking pleasure randomly striking from within, but rolling her hips set loose a bolt of lightning and her moans quickly became screams. Only once before in college, four fucking years ago, some swim star at a frat party, she wasn't in a great frame of mind, dancing all night in the front room, back when it was OK to let loose, he'd made her scream in a laundry covered bedroom, but this was.... Oh God, what was this? My God Vic rocked her world and she couldn't stand what his huge, ecstasy-laden dick was doing. It was too much, and yet not enough, and she looked back over her shoulder at the man who tortured her mercilessly towards heaven, as she threw her ass back as hard as humanly possible.
He pulled harder on hair as she locked her teary eyes with his sexy blue ones, which thinned into a look so intense he almost came off angry. "Auhhhhh... Ah-muh Gaaaaawd.... Viiiiiic!" He slammed his dick in from behind and she ground her fantastic ass on that big, beautiful cock so hard the smacks of skin on skin rang against the walls. "Auhhhhh... I'm coooooming! Ah-muh Gaaawd. Ah-muh Gaaawd!" She was being thrashed about so violently one of the metal bed-frame feet was lifting off the floor and landing with a bang.
Vic was so close to coming inside his neighbor's smoking hot wife. From the moment he first laid eyes on her, one summer ago when she'd moved in, cut off jeans and a tight-T, too young to be a homeowner, giving him the friendliest, toothiest smile he'd ever seen, brightening his day and each and every day since, he'd wanted her so fucking bad. He'd known he'd get his dick in that, but even as he slam-fucked that naked hot body from behind he had trouble believing it was the same sexy, adorable-faced girl. He pulled her bouncing cheek further to the side, watched his wet dick stretch open her tight slit and looked back to her big shaky eyes, buzzing at him with love and lust as she came hard on his dick. He went back to his cock ramming full force into her pussy just under her cute little anus, and then again to smoldering eyes, pleading to be fucked harder.
"Goddam I can't believe I'm fucking the girl of my wet dreams." He let go to give a hard spank and then grabbed her slender waist. "Can't believe I'm fucking her again!"
"Auhhhhh... I can't believe you-uhhhhh are making me feel sooo-auhhhhh-guh-good.
"Uh-gah-damn! Fuck! I'm gonna come. Fuck! Uh-ga-damn! you are a hot-bitch. Uh-fuck did Kevin marry one hell of a hot-bitch! Uh-yeah, come on my dick while I come inside you! Uh-gah-damn! Come all over my dick!"
He delivered back breaking thrusts, each one sending prickly heat up her body and into her head, her pleasure zones all firing at eleven, her vision turned white and her eyes became unsteady and crossed as sweat trickled down her cheeks. The bed banged loudly one more time and then made a stapler sound, like something was loose and "ka-chunking" together. My God, the asshole had fucked her so hard they broke the bed.
"Ah-muh Gaaaaawd are you fucking me hard. Ye-ahhh-us, and so deep! Auhhhh-Jeez you're beautiful dick is in so de-eeee-ep! Ah-muh Gaaawd I'm coooooming! Ah-muh Gaaawd I love you for making me come so hard! Auhhhhh-fu-uh-uk. Ahhhh yes yes, fuck me harder and-ah-Gaaawd-come inside me! Ah-muh Gaaawd, Vic, come in my pussy as I come for you! Ahhhh yes yes, I want your come inside me soooo bad, Vic! Ah-muh Gaaawd, fuck me deep and give it to me. Ahhhh yes yes,Vic, YES!"
He let go of her hair, grabbed both of her sweaty ass cheeks, thrust hard as he could while also yanking back her ass, burying his huge dick as deep into that twenty-five-year-old's tight pussy as humanly possible. He held his cock so deep in his neighbor's wife his balls were being crushed. He grunted fiercely, his whole body shuddered and a hot load of semen blasted into her reproductive organs.
"Ahhhh yes,Vic! Mmm-uh, yes, come in my pussy! Auh-Gaaaawd you are coming in me so deeply! Ahhhh-uhhhhh-Jeeez!"
"Oh Goddamn are you a hot-bitch. UGHHH! Shit!" he screamed, as his hips crushed into her big, fit ass harder and he flooded her stretched pussy with his potent semen. "Fuck am I coming hard! Getting all of my come, you little-hot-bitch! UGHHH! Yeah! Get some more up inside you. Ummmmm yeaaaah!"
His grip on her ass cheeks eased as euphoric satisfaction set in. He'd just fucked the shit out of that hot-bitch, nutted way up inside her, mission-fucking-accomplished. He spanked her ass, and let his dick bask in Olivia's tight, wet, come filled pussy.
Her head rested on the bed, her mouth hanging open, gnawing at the sheets, her eyes rolled to the back of her skull. Her ass was still in the air, still full of her neighbor's beautiful dick, but now full of his come too. She was spaced out from an orgasm that wouldn't let go, leaving dreamlike ecstasy surrounding her every thought. She'd never been fucked so good in her life--never come that hard. She'd never been such a hot-bitch for a man, and she already couldn't wait to be a hot-bitch for Vic again.
"Fuck," he yelled, and then withdrew his cock. He leaned over her face and kissed her temple, "Goddamn that was the best. I've never gotten off like that. But it's two in the morning, I gotta go."
Olivia was too out of it to respond with anything more than her insurmountable smile. Vic spanked her raised ass and added, "Fuck are you the cutest. And the sexiest. Damn Olivia, you're a fucking sex-goddess, girl. Just... damn!"
He headed quickly out the door to retrieve his clothes from the kitchen, while Olivia lowered her butt to the side, put a hand over her chest and breathed deeply, trying to recover her senses. God did she feel alive to the core, and so incredibly satisfied.
She thought she heard Vic go out the back door, which was odd, but she felt too in the graces of the moment to get up and see what that was about. As her breathing settled down she slid her hand from her chest to her belly. Kids were a long way off for her, but there was something about having a man's semen inside her--like a part of him was hers for keeps. A few minutes later she heard him back in the kitchen, and that seemed weird. Was he in a hurry to leave or not? But she was still too out of it to care.
His footsteps approached the hall, and then became soft and dull on the carpet. She kept her eyes closed waiting to have her sensitive, hot body touched again.
"Hey!" came his voice. It sounded like him, but it also sounded like someone else, and her heart began to thump in her chest.
She rolled over and propped herself on her elbows. "Oh shit--Kevin!"
He stood in the doorway, his eyebrows inquisitively offset, smiling only on the right side of his face. "So what's going on?"
"I dunno, I must've fallen asleep." She crossed her naked legs, hoping to keep Vic's come from leaking out.
"Well, the bar closed. I waited for your text."
"Shit, yeah, I didn't mean to fall asleep."
He walked over and sat on the bed to stroke his wife's gorgeous legs. "I get it now. And it's not the worst being stuck at a bar. Probably shouldn't have had that last beer tho." He leaned down and scooted up beside her for a kiss.
She was still buzzing inside, and the feel of her husband's lips sent a fresh wave of heat right to her come filled pussy.
"What's with the clothes in the kitchen?"
"The clothes?" Shit, that's right, Vic had stripped her naked in the kitchen. "Oh, yeah! Um, I thought I'd surprise you, so you'd come home and find me naked in bed."
"Ah, so that's why the lights are on?"
"Exactly!" She kissed her husband for filling in parts of her story for her. He was always the more creative one. "I was about to text you and then I must've just dozed off."
"Oh man, something told me I should've just headed home. I'm sorry, babe." He stroked her hair. "You're so sweaty."
"The dancing!" she stammered. "Yeah, they played a lot of fast tunes tonight. I had a real workout. Feel it, my heart is still racing." She pulled his hand to her boob, knowing full well it would distract him from how stupid she just sounded. He gave her big, firm tit a gentle squeeze, and it evoked the sensual passion of Vic sucking on her nipple in the kitchen like a fiend.
"So how did it go with Vic?"
"Um, so it did get pretty heated."
"Shit, seriously?"
"Yeah. I might've called him an asshole," she giggled, happy to say at least one true thing.
"Did he ever come around or is he pissed?"
"Oh, I helped him come to the same conclusion as me." She crossed her legs a little tighter and bit her lip, trying to stifle her horniness at having actually just said that to her husband.
"Good," her husband said, giving her boob another squeeze. He then took a deep breath and positioned his face over hers so his handsome features were lined up with her pretty ones. An intensity formed in his eyes as he built up courage before speaking. He then moved his body closer and the bed made the "ka-chunk!" sound.



"What was that?"
"Um, yeah it's been doing that for like a week. Haven't you noticed? Something must be off."
"Sounds broken. Guess I get to spend my day off fixing our bed."
"Maybe we just need a new one. Something a little sturdier, Tiger." She spanked the side of his ass.
"Yeah, maybe we do?" He agreed, sounding a little full of himself over what she'd implied. And then intensity returned to his stare even stronger than before, until he finally closed his eyes like he was taking a leap of faith, and said, "I don't know quite how to say this, but while I was sitting at the bar I realized I was disappointed."
"With me?" she asked worriedly.
"No," he answered quickly, and then seemed to have a change of heart, "Well... actually I'm disappointed in how the night turned out. I mean, you're amazing," he praised while looking over her stunning body. "I could never grow tired of making love to you, but what we did last week, Vic's switcheroo, I guess I'm disappointed it couldn't happen again. I know it was fucked up and all, but it just felt..." It was Kevin's turn to bite his lip, "it felt spicy. Like we were doing something wild."
"OK," she said cautiously, knowing he was headed somewhere a little crazy.
"So if Rosalie knew and had agreed to go along, you were prepared to sleep with Vic, right? I mean you didn't find that first night objectionable or anything right?"
"Far from objectionable," she answered honestly, allowing the lust within her to widen her eyes, because she somehow knew that's what he wanted to hear.
"Good, because even if Rosalie is out of the picture, maybe we can try, you know, doing something spicy with just the three of us. Or would that just be weird?"
"You mean, all three of us together."
"No gay stuff," he laughed, "You'd just sort of... well, like attend to two guys at once. And so I was thinking about just inviting Vic over on Sunday night for-"
"Yes!" She responded enthusiastically, unable to even let him finish. "I mean, sure honey, if you think it would be fun then it can't hurt to try I guess."
Her husband lit up and kissed her passionately on the mouth, while Olivia curled her toes, attempting to contain the tremors of her excitement.
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Chapter 1: T-Boned
I'd just knocked out a bike ride at Lake Castaic near the old Gillette Mines, a full eighteen miles of red grade trail. Sweat and black dust gave me a greasy sheen like a warrior, and I put off jumping straight in the shower to savor the exhausted glow as I sucked down a beer with Jimmy, my only friend capable of making such a ride. Yes, I can be prideful—it just takes more work than most to get me there and I'd conquered four hours of uneven gravel, never slowed once, and the endorphins of major victory were coursing through my body. And I didn't know it at the time, but that extra boost of prideful courage would change my life forever.
My phone buzzed, and the vibration hit a tired muscle in my leg and it felt like an electrical shock. Calling me was another friend of mine, Kaden, with the news his girlfriend had scored dinner for four at Ruth's Chris Steakhouse. Kaden's girlfriend waitressed at the steakhouse and the free dinner had been part of a Halloween party raffle. She'd invited her friend and Kaden was supposed to do the same, but Kaden being Kaden waited until three hours beforehand to get around to it and was now asking if I could be ready to go by seven.
"Why the fuck is he asking you?" Jimmy questioned in a hushed voice, inaudible to Kaden at the other end of the call. He then downed a king size gulp of beer, taking a cue that I was about to kick him out in order to get ready. After a rough swallow he asked even quieter, "Who's she bringing?"
When I said "Camille" he grew totally annoyed and shook his head, and then asked again, "Why's he asking you?"
I didn't have an answer for him.
I'd heard about this girl Camille before, from Jimmy, from everyone. I'd heard more about this friend than Kaden's actual girlfriend. "Hot, fine, sweetest ass ever," were some of the choice words tossed around. "Big fashion model eyes," was Jimmy's unsolicited take, "and a super fuckable body."
Two and a half hours later I pulled into Ruth's Chris parking lot. The valet drove off with my car and then I found them waiting in the bar for our table to be ready. I stayed back a second, trying to get a good look at my counterpart. I had to compose my reaction, I couldn't have my jaw drop during her first impression of me. And damn did my jaw drop.
Standing at a tall chair-less table in the bar area, Camille lived up to the hype. She absolutely had big, fashion model eyes with dark, rich eyelids. She'd pulled her hair back behind her ears with a black ribbon and the dark chestnut colored strands with russet streaks swept forwards into points at her jaw. It seemed a tame style for such wild eyes, which made them all the more intriguing.
I don't put myself out there enough, it's a fault of mine, not admirable, not an A-lister trait, and it took every ounce of courage I'd built up from conquering trails earlier in the day to approach those piercing, fashion model eyes.
They spotted me as I maneuvered between the crowded standing tables and Kaden's girlfriend, Bobbie, greeted me with the warmest hug, unconcerned about her ample breasts molding to my chest. Camille simply waved. Her smile was welcoming and warm, with the cutest dimples, but her hand wave was definitely designed to keep me at bay.
My eyes dropped down her body for an instant, only an instant, but my cheeks burned in embarrassment over my stupid, reflexive ogling. From across the bar she'd been half hidden behind the tall table, standing beside her I could see exactly what Jimmy had meant by "a fuckable body". He wasn't just being his usual crude self, I really didn't know how better to describe it. She had a very refined, confident, posture and wore a black dress with no frills or even a seam to interfere with its elastic fit. It hugged her slim waist and then stretched around a perfect, prominent ass that immediately triggered a desire to push up against it.
Bobbie, having worked there, got a cocktail waitress over pronto to get my drink order, and she hugged her boyfriend's beefy biceps as she relayed my order to her waitress friend. Clearly Bobbie's goal for the evening was to show off her hunky man to her coworkers.
As the waitress left, Kaden gave her backside the once over, liking that ass in the waitress' skirt. Bobbie missed it but the gesture was not lost on Camille, who murmured an exasperated, "Jesus." She stopped her outburst by holding two fingers up to her lips and silencing herself. She quickly affixed a smile, dimples and all, and then leaned over the table to touch Kaden's hand. Her black dress snuggly formed to her tits, not as buxom as Bobbie but still big Cs and way firmer, and leaning over like that presented Kaden with just enough cleavage to demand his attention. And she didn't just touch his hand, she stroked along his thumb, his eyes following it before going to her face and then struggling not to look at her tits.
"You seem the kinda guy who strives for the best. Treats himself to the finest."
Kaden appeared a little taken back, grinning stupidly at all of us. "Thanks, I'm guessing Bobbie's been bragging about my new Camaro."
"Oh wow! Those are like seventy grand, right?"
"Well, closer to thirty-give. But I get a huge break on that."
Camille turned to me so they couldn't see, and made a deathly bored face, her eyes rolling back in her head and her mouth hanging open like she was about to gag. She'd just delivered one of the most viciously backhanded compliments I'd ever witnessed, and I had to struggle not to laugh out loud.
Luckily a hostess came by, and she seated us before Bobbie's waitress friend made it back to the bar with my order. The gentleman I am, Camille walked in front of me to our table, but being a red blooded male my eyes couldn't help dipping to watch her butt undulate in that tight dress. She was obviously athletic, because her feminine curves had the extra firm umph that could've only come from working out. I resisted the strongest urge to reach out and squeeze—an urge that persists to this day.
We were seated in a booth for four, her and I sharing a bench seat. Side by side I could take in the very light perfume igniting the limits of her personal space, and it was an alluring feminine aura that made me even crazier for her. Bobbie gave us a heads up that everything but drinks and the T-bone and Cowboy Ribeye would be free. My Old Fashion showed up as she was saying this, along with the total bill from the bar. I made a grab for it and slipped in my card before anyone could object. Honestly, I would've been happy to pay for the whole meal just to sit beside such a gorgeous woman.
Kaden buried his face in the menu, "So we seriously can't order the T-bone?"
"We can," Bobbie responded, "you'll just have to pay for it." She drew out "We can", sounding annoyed that Kaden was insinuating her freebee was somehow a scam, which is exactly what he was insinuating. I too was a little disappointed when I heard the T-bone was out, but knew better than to challenge it.
"Man, I think I might get the T-bone anyway. I mean, fuck, we're here—we're at Ruth's Chris Steak House. You don't come to Ruth's Chris and not get the best goddamn steak money can buy."
"Alright money bags, you're really going to order a T-bone?"
"Babe, I'll put down for the whole table. We're all getting T-bones."
"Kaden, don't. Just get the free stuff. We can come back if you want to buy everyone dinner."
"Yeah, but we're here now. Look at my hair!"
Kaden's wavy surfer hair normally fell in clumps around his head but he'd actually parted it to the right and swept it back along the sides with the help of some serious hair gel. His signature sideburns still framed his high cheekbones in a way that oozed seventies masculinity, but it was the first time I'd seen him in a tie and slacks and looking like a polished gentleman. And really he was acting like a gentleman, too. He was making an effort to impress, offering to buy everyone T-bones a part of it.
Bobbie just looked at him, a smile slowly eased into existence, and then she conceded, "Alright get me a T-bone. Just don't get mad if I can't finish it."
Kaden pulled her in for a hug and a kiss, and turned to us with her still in his arms.
"So what is it you do exactly? You sell cars?" It sounded like a sincere question, but I suspected Camille might've meant it to be a tad demeaning.
Bobbie fielded the question for her boyfriend, "He owns a bunch of Chevy dealerships. I must've told you that already."
"It's a family business," Kaden clarified, "Not entirely mine."
As far as I knew Kaden didn't own any part of the dealerships. Not yet at least. He was basically collecting a very sweet paycheck from his dad for helping run the Huntington Beach lot.
"So how about it, Camille. Can I get you a T-bone?"
"I don't know," she said as she picked up one of the cloth bound menus our waitress had left. "I'm not much of a red meat kind of gal."
"It's a steakhouse. Come on, you don't have to be a red meat kind of gal to appreciate a Ruth's Chris T-bone."
"I don't know, what are you having Alex?"
I almost jumped when she spoke my name. I'd been so enthralled with her gorgeous profile that I'd forgotten where I was, and then suddenly I was staring into the deepest blue eyes.
Camille wanted me to order anything but the T-bone, and she was asking me to do so with the subtlest of codes, just a stare and a smile, the type that required an intimacy and understanding only long term couples achieved. And her degree of confidence, the resolute stillness of her pupils, she had a concrete read on me, which is crazy because I hardly knew who I was from day to day. I'd always imagined myself as being fluid, not a fixed personality summarizable in the span of fifteen minutes.
But then I'd recognized her cues and had a similarly fast read on her. I mean, the intimidation of sitting next to the most gorgeous girl in the restaurant had evaporated almost immediately, because so much about her felt familiar to me. A timeless familiarity. I know that sounds like a bunch of claptrap, but there is really no better way to explain why I conceded to her smile.
"I'm going with a ribeye."
"Are you serious? You're passing on a T-bone."
"I am. The T-bone is probably better, but it can't taste better than a free ribeye."
Bobbie perked up, "The ribeye is ridiculously good. You won't be disappointed, Alex."
"Yeah, I think I'm skipping the T-bone too." Camille took one final glance at the menu. "I'll have the salmon filet."
"Camille! You're not even getting a steak? Kaden is right, even if you only eat red meat once in a lifetime, tonight should be the night."
"What can I say? I feel like fish tonight, OK? And I'll just have a bit of yours, anyway. I know you, you won't come close to finishing it."
Kaden had been watching another table, completely uninterested in what was being said, but I knew every word reached him. And I'll admit being somewhat delighted his braggadocio had been snubbed. What they say is true, nobody gives credence to a show off.
The rest of the dinner had a similar vibe, and midway through our meal Camille shared a story about going to a spa in Colorado two weeks earlier. She'd been invited by her boss, and before we got the wrong idea she quickly explained her boss's name was Estelle. That still didn't quell a suspicious look from Kaden and me, so she felt compelled to enlighten us on the whole situation.
"She's straight. She's threatened by me is all. She put me on her editor's circle because I'm younger and hotter. It's like a keep your enemies closer thing."
When she referred to herself as "hotter" I started spinning my fork through my carrots, somewhat bothered by it. That was a pretty vain thing to say, true or not.
Kaden nodded affirmatively, "I get it, it's probably all power trippin' women at Penn Perot publishing, right?"
"Yup. And alpha women are more ruthless than alpha men. But what I was saying was we went to Colorado and-"
"Damn, I love Colorado!" Kaden interrupted, returning a fork full of steak to his plate in order to take over the conversation. "I'm planning a trip to Black Canyon of the Gunnison to get my climbing on."
For two years Kaden had been avidly climbing mountains. He was in good shape before but climbing shredded his body and he loved to brag about it every chance he got.
"My God," Camille spoke over him, her eyes rolling upwards, "you're the third guy this month who's mentioned climbing there. Isn't that crazy."
Kaden's mouth took a moment to close, and you could see in his eyes the words empty from his head. I looked at Camille in amazement as she continued. "Anyway, the spa was in one of the most gorgeous mountain areas I've ever seen—trees, clouds so close you want to reach up and touch them, a valley just below with a still lake in the middle, and there was a bike trail, and I kept seeing people ride past us over a short hill into even more gorgeous scenery. I want so badly to go back there with a road bike."
If I wasn't falling for her already, giving me an in through her desire to partake in my sport, bike riding, solidified it. I fell helmet over cycling shoes for her, and as I looked into her eyes for the rest of the night I could only see us riding up that mountain. I try not to let myself dream too big, but every fiber of my being believed this could be a thing.
Chapter 2: Second Date
Bobbie arranged another "meet up" and the four of us went out for sushi at a "hidden treasure" in a stripmall near Bobbie's apartment.
I trusted the sushi was good, but the building was pretty low rent. The refrigerated bar fixture was likely a second hand deli case with scratches in the glass and scuffs on the chrome, the ceiling was a field of office style, particleboard tiles and fluorescent lights, and the sitting area was small—basically an aisle wide elbow around the sushi bar with two tables for four in the back. Japanese decor was strewn around the place—the customary shrine by the front door with one of those cat statues waving its paw and a loosely painted mural of Japanese fishing boats along a shoreline full of villagers carrying fish up a cherry tree covered mountain, but none of that made you forget it was sandwiched between a 7-11 and a bail bonds office.
Once seated, however, I quickly gathered it was owned and operated by a single family and that gave the restaurant an air of authenticity an upscale facade could never deliver on. Bobbie was even on a first name basis with the young girl who served us, whose thick California accent made me chuckle given her father's broken English when he'd greeted us from behind the sushi bar.
After our saki arrived, I asked Camille if she'd been there with Bobbie before and she said no. "Bobbie and I have only known each other for about six months." She turned to Bobbie, "Isn't that about right? Six months? Your class was in August, right?"
"Yeah," Bobbie confirmed. She then spoke to the table, "I've been taking writing classes, and Camille came in as.... You were like a guest speaker or something."
"Well a 'guest speaker' makes me sound awfully important, but yeah, that's essentially right. Judy, one of our writers taught the night class, so she asked me to come in and explain what an editor's relationship to a writer is. It felt a little misleading, given they were only getting the Junior Editor's perspective."
"Shut up, you were great."
"I've always thought about writing," Kaden broke in. "I have a ton of crazy stories."
"I'm signing up for another class, do it with me! Your stories would be soooo good."
"I should, huh?"
I heard all of Kaden's stories and knew he was segwaying into one, so I bluntly diverted to Camille, "You became friends after speaking in her class one time? How does that work?"
"Oh, Bobbie had a great story. I had to read a bunch of the class's writing the night before, and hers caught my attention." She leaned her head towards Bobbie and smiled.
Bobbie took a deep breath. "I wrote about my last boyfriend. Or I wrote about his obsession with anal sex."
Kaden spit his saki back into the little cup and coughed. Bobbie took hold of his hand on the table, in a move meant to soothe her man. "It wasn't like that. I didn't write about getting it in the butt."
Camille followed up with, "Oh it wasn't? You mean I've been giving you credit for someone else's story this whole time?"
"Shut up, you book whore! Tell them the truth before my boyfriend gets any funny ideas."
"Ok, she's right, it was about manipulation. She knew he was trying to manipulate her into something but he was too naive to realize that's what he was doing." Camille leaned into her shoulder and hugged her arm. "And it was such an honest and well written story that I instantly fell in love with her."
Kaden was still hung up on the mere mention of anal sex. "You fell in love with Bobbie or Bobbie's ass?"
"Yes, Kaden, I read an introspective, complex story and fell in love with your girlfriend's ass." She then turned slightly in her chair to angle her body towards Bobbie and me, excluding Kaden as best she could. "So I went out for a drink with Judy and I asked her to invite Bobbie along."
"You never told me that!"
"It's true."
"I thought it was Judy's doing. God I was so nervous, she was such a hard ass. And then I found out Camille was only like three years older than me and I thought she was like the most amazing woman I've ever met. And so fucking hot."
"Shut up!" Camille laughed, rolling her big blue eyes in embarrassment, but only achieving a sexy coyness.
"No really, you seemed so untouchable. You totally outclassed everyone. You always do."
"So did you or didn't you?" Kaden broke in with a smile that went more horizontal than vertical.
"Did I what?"
"Take it in the butt?"
"No!" She said loudly, shaking her head. "Keith kept telling me I won't know if I like it unless I try it, and I kept explaining that having something in my butt isn't the same as eating my vegetables."



"Great line," Camille added.
"Come on," Kaden persisted, "we're well into the two-thousands. Anal sex is about as ordinary as, I don't know... I mean it basically is the equivalent of eating your veggies."
"That's not true. I mean, I'm not a church going gal but my family is Protestant, and... I don't know, it just seems unnatural. Spiritually unnatural. Or maybe just gross."
"Don't look so disappointed," I said to Kaden, earning a round of laughter.
Kaden glanced across the entire table and quickly diverted to Camille. "And where do you stand, Camille?"
"Me? If that's what somebody is into-"
"No, not somebody, are you into it?"
I leaned back in my chair and stopped laughing. Was this one of those moments where I should speak out and protect a woman's modesty? My instincts were screaming yes but I got a vibe from Camille that she'd relished the opportunity to dig into Kaden.
"Well, again, if the guy was really into it, then I might be into it too. I think it's one of those in the moment things. But I wouldn't be manipulated into it if it didn't feel right."
"News flash. Every guy is really into it. Even noble Alex."
Fuck, he had to drag me into it. And he had to know I wanted to impress Camille and that question was loaded in the worst way. Thankfully Bobbie spoke up before I could.
"Kaden, look at her. When you are as pretty as Camille, guys will follow you like a puppy. Jackasses like my ex would know better than to try to bully her."
Kaden grew suddenly annoyed, dragging his saki cup across the table hard enough to cause a grinding noise.
"Where the fuck's our food?" He spoke loud enough for the room to hear, and then tapped the little saki cup anxiously as we all did a double take in his direction.
Most people, myself included, are not comfortable speaking their mind in a room with random strangers, and Kaden used our humility to shift the conversation from Bobbie fawning all over Camille. As hot as Bobbie was, she was conceding Camille was hotter and classier, and that apparently irked Kaden.
"Fuckin' seriously, it's been like twenty minutes, hasn't it?"
"No, Kay-Kay, we just ordered." As of last week Bobbie had begun calling Kaden "Kay-Kay," and I knew it wouldn't take. She knew it was bad, but was grasping for a way to subdue him—get him to bring it down a notch. While we had been ordering, an Asian couple came and took the one table beside us, and they were nervously staring.
I reached over with the saki karaf and Kaden stopped tapping the little cup so I could fill it. I filled the girls' cups and then my own and we all drank up.
"We should get some cold saki," Camille suggested as she scooted her cup towards me to set back on the mini stone serving tray.
"Isn't cold saki like milk?" Kaden's pronunciation had sharpened in his annoyance.
Camille and Bobbie were taken aback by his tone, but I'd expected nothing less from the guy. It's like this—Kaden had traded in two Camaros in four years because he couldn't watch the new models come in without feeling last years were suddenly inferior, and then along comes Camille, a show stopping McLaren.
"The unfiltered is cloudy." Camille crispened her own pronunciation, emphasizing her coolness and sexiness to spite him. "But they do have cold filtered, and that's just as smooth as the hot and far more flavorful."
Kaden rattled his freshly emptied saki cup harder, but at that moment two guys came through the front door, bringing in a loud conversation with them. Their talking continued as they seated themselves at the bar, and I had to practically shout that I'd be in for a round of cold saki. Kaden caved, but insisted we order a hot saki with it. His ire had quickly shifted to the two guys who were overly drunk. I assumed they'd come from the karaoke bar one shop over, and judging by their button-downs and slacks it had been an after work get together.
The bar lined up with our table, and the girls were both seated on their side. When they noticed Bobbie and Camille they quieted down, even whispering at times. Their eyes wandered up and down the girls, especially Camille's legs. Camille had worn a skirt made of a single piece of silver-grey fabric that wrapped around with a slit on the right side. It hung a few inches above her knees, not too short, but while sitting the slit fell open along most of her outer thigh. And from where the guys sat they were getting an eyeful of her deliciously tone leg.
On top of that, she had an odd habit of reaching behind and slipping her fingers into the hem to rub along her lower back. I didn't know how to interpret that, and I don't think our drunk friends did either.
In situations where someone is being rude I generally begin with a warning stare. My brow slanted ever so slightly, not to a degree that I appear angry, but rather cautionary, like the verdict is out but the trial is very much underway.
Camille made a grumpy face at me, goofing on my expression, and then shook her head 'no'. I laughed, of course, and I don't know why, but my crush on her deepened immensely. One look into her tender eyes and I was completely soothed. She'd so easily gotten into my head.
I fantasized about where the night could lead us, maybe next time I saw her we'd hold hands, the world would pass through me instead of around me, and then there'd be a date that doesn't end and we'd wake up next to each other as lovers. But I had to wonder if I could handle sharing that with such a beautiful woman. Eyes would always be on her, and I'd always have to puff up my chest to ensure she wasn't outright ogled. Every heterosexual male in sight would entertain the fantasy of feeling on her ass the same way I did, or pulling her clothes slowly off. Every guy would be thinking about fucking that oh-so-fuckable body. Could I handle that? Could she handle me reacting to that?
One thing I'd grown sure of, she could handle herself, and that helped tamp down my protective jealousy. I replaced my grimace with a smile. Those guys were drunken idiots. Not a threat in any way, shape or form. Dicks were rightfully jealous so fuck 'em.
By the time our saki arrived I'd literally forgotten about the two dicks, and as the waitress set it down Kaden asked her, "Isn't it true that in Japan they eat sushi off of naked women?"
"Kay-Kay," Bobbie complained. "Sorry, Karen, my boyfriend is-"
"What, it's true! I'm not making it up. Isn't it?" he asked our waitress again.
Karen, our waitress, giggled, "Supposedly. But like as a fetish thing. Last time I visited I was twelve, so I mostly went to arcades and Tokyo Disneyland."
"One more question, do you think these tables are strong enough to support two women?"
"Kay-Kay!" Bobbie complained again, her cheeks burning red.
"You guys are wild, I like you."
"And we like you," Kaden said smoothly, and followed with a wink, being flirty but only in jest.
When she was gone, Camille gave the table a shake. "What do you think, Bobbie, can this table hold the guys?"
"If you want to eat sushi off of me, Camille, I'd be happy to oblige."
"Thanks, but I'd be worried I might mistake your pee-pee for a shrimp."
The guys at the bar laughed, making it obvious they were listening in.
Kaden's left eyebrow went up into a devious slant. He'd let Camille have that one for the time being, but he was far from done with her.
Camille got annoyed at seemingly nothing, and reached around to rub the inside of her skirt hem again. She then asked if Bobbie had a pair of scissors or nail clippers. "I just bought this dress and it has a loose thread. It's tickling like crazy."
"I can fix it!" Kaden offered with a flashy grin.
Camille's eyes thinned with skepticism. "I think I'm-"
"I'm serious. Come around here and I can fix it." He reached into his pocket, pulled out a buck knife and unfolded the blade.
Camille went to the aisle area at his side of the table and hesitantly presented him with her beautiful ass. He slipped two fingers into the hem of her skirt and then said she might want to lean forward unless she wanted to give him an eyeful. Her silver-grey skirt with the long slit up the side was made from a thin cotton blend—a blend that was both stretchy and sheer, and it flawlessly clung to her ass. She must've worked out. She must've worked out a lot for her ass to lift and protrude the way it did as she bent forward.
Kaden flipped the hem inside out, which brought her skirt line down to the V leading into her ass crack. The thread was dead center, probably tickling in between her cheeks, and Kaden sliced it away with a flick of the buck knife. He set the thread on the table, and then, to Bobbie and my amazement, and to the stunned disbelief of Camille, Kaden gave her ass a solid spank on her tight tushy.
"Good to go!"
The slap was shockingly loud and Bobbie lit up,
"Oh my God!"
Camille took two quick steps forward, coming to a stop with her hands guarding her ass. Her big fashion model eyes had shot open, to reveal a huge circle of sapphire blue. They quickly thinned as she walked around Bobbie back towards her chair. "I cannot believe you just did that."
"I'm only messing, Camille. I couldn't help it. You were so uncomfortable."
"You OK?" I asked, still in shock myself.
She looked annoyed as she sat down, but muttered she was fine. Bobbie threw her arms around and laughed, "I can't believe you just did that."
"I'm sorry, I really am." Kaden was shaking his hand as if it stung. "But damn, I think I just felt your squat routine."
I then saw the two drunk guys, and heard one of them say, "Got it," and set his phone down on the sushi bar.
"I said to our table, "I think those two guys were recording everything."
"Are you kidding me?" There was no question Camille was mad now.
I pushed my chair back, deciding I needed to go over and ask them to delete whatever was on their phone. Before I could, however, Kaden shouted across the room, "Hey bro, did you film that?" His voice tore through the small restaurant.
The guy looked like he was about to deny it, but instead he grew defensive, "It's a public place. There's no reason I can't-"
Kaden got up, his chair falling over backwards behind him, and he assumed an intimidating stance. "Dude, it's a public place."
"Delete that, or I will."
The next few seconds felt like minutes, but the guy finally picked up his phone and, I assume, deleted the video.
Kaden wasn't sitting down, and Bobbie grabbed his hand. It's OK, baby. Let's just eat, OK."
Camille stared across the table at me, eyes somewhere in between confused amusement and mortification.
"You did the right thing, Kay-Kay," Bobbie tried again, and this time Kaden sat back down.
I had to agree with Bobbie. We'd completely averted an incident with a couple of drunken dicks and all it took was Kaden's obnoxious personality. He was totally Californian but he had a wild, Southern Dukes of Hazzard energy stirring within him too—an always present demon in his eye and an unscratchable itch for mischief.
Camille reached across the table to touch Kaden's rock climber's forearm. "Thanks. I don't even want to think about what they might've done with that movie."
Kaden smiled with a sincerity I didn't know he possessed, his handsome seventies chops framing the ball of muscle in his cheeks. "What a couple of dicks, huh?" He poured himself some of the cold saki and took a sip. "Damn, you're right, this is really good!"
Camille gave me a discreet wink that tamped down my jealousy and I accepted the possibility her and Kaden could exist together in peace.
The two dicks got up and left before ordering, and I joked, "Well Kaden, looks like you can scratch a threesome off your bucket list, because you came down hard on two huge pussies."
The girls groaned loudly, but took it in good fun. Although Camille felt it necessary to question how guys could turn vaginas into something undesirable given their otherwise obsession, and then she tilted her head at Kaden, as if he were a pitbull puppy doing something cute.
"You did the right thing speaking up for me. So thank you."
I felt a little cheated, and a little jealous again, she'd done her part to soothe my temper and was now thanking Kaden for losing his. And then she slipped me one of those all telling looks, her fashion model eyes turning cunning with a subtle lifting of her cinnamon lower lids. She hadn't forgotten about Kaden spanking her butt. She hadn't given him a pass for anything. I learned something about Camille that night, on just our second time out—despite how self-sufficient she'd shown herself to be, she still had her uses for man, even assholes like Kaden.
Chapter 3: Taking Shots
Camille spent on a Trek—seventeen inch wheels, disc brakes and upgraded cranks. Maybe not quite the bike I would've chosen for myself, but still a damn nice bike. I could only interpret such a purchase to mean one thing—she was into me. The embodiment of perfection had spent in upwards of a grand just to go on a bike date.
We pedaled up the coast, from Redondo Beach along the windy beach trail, through the boatyards in Marina Del Rey that smelled like mildew and brine, and finally to Rose Avenue for lunch. Our official first date was an easy ride, but she kept up far better than I expected, and with phenomenal form. She seemed to be born with great body awareness. It also didn't hurt that she practiced advanced yoga daily, including a class that finished just before I picked her up. It gave me an even greater appreciation for her juicy, toned ass, adding discipline on top of her spectacular genes.
At lunch we talked about Colorado again, and how many miles of training were needed to prepare ourselves for a trip over the Rockies. The more time I spent with her the more enraptured I became with her mannerisms and voice, the sly crooked smile when she laughed, the way her eyes would flash open in a seductive way, the blue getting shockingly bright, and the slight crackle in her voice when she said "oh nice" and "too much". For the first time since we'd met I actually believed we might be compatible beyond just my wishful thinking. I was fucking sharing dreams and making solid plans with one of the most gorgeous women I'd ever laid eyes on.
As she sipped a strawberry lemonade from a thick red straw, I felt comfortable enough with her to ask why she wouldn't let me stick up for her at the sushi bar that night but was grateful to Kaden when he did. She leaned up from her lemonade, stirred it with the straw, and ran through several amusing thoughts in her head before finally saying, "I didn't want you to be that guy."
"The guy who stands up for you?"
"No! Look, if some guy wants to defend my honor then I am grateful for it. But at the same time, I certainly don't want an aggressive ape in my life."
"Can I be honest?"
"I don't know, can you?"
She seemed to be getting annoyed, and I didn't want to lose her, so I screwed up my face and breathed, "It was kind of a blow to my pride."
She sat up straight and raised her hands holding them flat so they bent off her wrists like diving boards. One hand was near the table and the other above her head. She shook the hand at table level and said, "I find pride to be important." She then shook the hand above her head, "But sensibility and compassion and thoughtfulness, those are way up here for me. And," she continued, shaking her upper hand again, "you should feel more proud of all this than sinking down to the level of drunken idiots."
I chuckled. "I can already tell you plan to challenge me at every step."
She raised her hand as high as she could and gave it a shake. "Right here is being able to keep up with me."
"Well, I accept that challenge," I said, knowing full well it was bullshit—I could never match her on any level—but goddamn if she wasn't worth every ounce of effort.
We returned to Huntington Beach around four. I dropped her off at her apartment and then headed home to shower and have some dinner. She called shortly after I got out of the shower, inviting me for drinks with Kaden and Bobbie at Lucy's on PCH. I powered through a chicken sandwich and picked her up again around eight.
A long board with "Lucy's" stenciled on it hung on the back wall of the bar and three leather-skinned old timers wearing board shorts and tank tops occupied the stools. Kaden and four of my buddies were at a solid wood pool table but there was no sign of Bobbie.
Kaden looked irritably up at a ceiling fan and informed us they'd got into it on the way to the bar and she ended up taking a Lyft right back home. I saw three empty shot glasses next to Kaden's pint and he had a toothy grin—Kaden's drinking smile. It covered up whatever bad shit he was feeling underneath. Camille wanted to know more, but Kaden just kept shaking his head, giving no information whatsoever.
I led her around, introducing her to the rest of my friends. She'd worn a pair of low riding jeans that showed off the peaks of her hip bones and a short camisole that left her belly button and shoulders exposed. It got her a lot of stares. She finally pulled out her wallet to pay me for the drink she'd yet to drink, and said she wanted to go see if Bobbie was alright. I refused the ten dollars, and offered to drive her, but then Kaden finally started talking.
"She's alright, Camille. I'll call in a bit. Let her cool off."
"Cool off from what?"
"You know how she is. Just doesn't process shit very fast."
"Process what?"
"Well, your friend's kind of a bitch."
Camille crossed her arms.
"I'm not being an asshole. You know she can be a bitch."
"Really Kaden?"
"I'm allowed to say it, I'm her boyfriend."
"So then why is she such a bitch?"
Kaden rolled his eyes. "She saw a text on my phone. She overreacted."
Camille tightened her crossed arms, which lifted up her tits slightly, and that was enough to cause one spaghetti strap to fall off her right shoulder. My friends had all stopped what they were doing to watch the small girl give big, six-two Kaden the third-degree, but now they were noticing just how damn sexy she looked doing it. They'd moved in around us, and eyes were all over her, hoping her camisole might slip a little further.
"Camille," I whispered, trying to get her attention and let her know about the strap. She unclasped her right elbow in order to raise a finger up, gesturing for just a minute so she wouldn't lose her thought. The slight movement in her arms, however, caused the fabric to slide again.
"So just some text, that's all it was?"
Kaden giggled while his eyes darted between her eyes and her partially exposed boob. "That's all! Totally overreacted."
"From a girl?"
"From a friend."
"A girl?"
I reached over, pinched the strap and lifted it back up her shoulder. She looked at me in shock, but quickly realized I was rescuing her modesty. She then turned back to Kaden and rebuked disgustedly, "God! You fucking guys."
Kaden just laughed and shrugged, and Camille turned around and pushed past my friends and grabbed her bag. "Hey wait!" I called as I caught up to her.
She turned sharply. "Is it me or is he intentionally being dodgy just to piss me off?"
"It's not you."
"I just need to check on Bobbie. I need a minute to call her."
I was sure she was going to leave, and she sighed, reading my concern like a billboard. "I'm not leaving yet, OK?"
"OK," I said, letting her go, still ultimately believing she'd leave, if not immediately than right after her call.
I went back to Kaden and asked him what the fuck was up. He was more forthcoming with me, explaining a text lit up on his phone as they were driving over, and the screen stayed on just long enough for Bobbie to see. The text was from a girl he'd been seeing before Bobbie.



"Dude, Bobbie watched me text her back and explain I had a girlfriend, so I don't know what her issue is."
"What'd her initial text say?"
"She wanted to hook up for a weekend in San Francisco."
"When's the last time you fucked her?"
"I dunno. A while ago."
"But while you were with Bobbie, right?"
"Alright, yeah, but Bobbie and I have only been serious for a couple of weeks."
They'd been together for months.
"God, Kaden, normally I wouldn't care, but now I have a vested interest in your relationship. I like her friend."
"You like her ass, man. And you know me, Bobbie'll get over it."
"I don't doubt it. But can you be a little nicer to Camille in the meantime?"
He softly punched me in my shoulder. "Sorry, bro. I will. Camille just gets so high and mighty about shit. I dunno." He then grabbed his pint and tapped his glass to mine. "Drink up. Next one's on me. Camille's too."
When Camille returned to the bar after calling Bobbie I could tell she was ready to leave. I quickly directed her to the margarita on the table, and explained Kaden was trying to make peace.
She took a big sip.
"How's Bobbie?"
"Naive."
I had no doubt Bobbie would forgive Kaden. He had a sexy swagger that girls couldn't resist no matter how obnoxious he behaved. Or I should say most girls couldn't resist. Camille did not strike me as the type to demean herself no matter how hunky the guy was. I'd always half suspected she didn't approve of Kaden for Bobbie, and now it was becoming clear she didn't approve of the guy at all.
I quietly panicked, mentally scrambling to find words that would reverse the last half hour. There was a fine balance I had to seek. Kaden and Camille had a rocky start, but after that night out for sushi Kaden felt more appreciated and that sort of changed things. We play the part we feel we're owed, and having defended a woman's honor gave credence to his better nature. He'd been almost gentlemanly and sweet after that and Camille was gracious and warm in return.
I touched my hand to the side of her face and rubbed down her cheek. Her eyes were smoldering blue, deep in thought. I wanted to kiss her so badly, but while I was quietly panicking how to undo the last half hour she more than likely was trying to undo our time before that. I'd just had one of the best days of my life with a girl I really liked and suddenly she'd gone cold on me. It wasn't fair.
"Look, Kaden is who he is, and up until last year I'd always considered him just a friend I knew through Jimmy, but I think this dick-mode of his is a response to him feeling hurt."
"Hurt by what, his own stupidity?"
"He does like her."
She rolled her eyes away from me to where Kaden was leaning backwards over the pool table, his stick behind him, lining up a shot on the eight ball. He sunk it, hi-fived Jimmy and exclaimed, "Boom, that's how it's done!"
Kaden brought us another drink and a shot of tequila. Camille said thanks, but she wasn't staying long.
"Come on, one game," Kaden prodded.
"I'm terrible at pool."
"Then just have fun losing."
Between Kaden and I we convinced her to stay for a game. We played teams, Camille and Kaden and me and my friend Jimmy, since Kaden was the best and that made for balanced teams.
Each time Camille set up to shoot, her low riding jeans would slip down to her butt crack. Needless to say my horny friends noticed big time. She probably would've been pissed if she'd been aware of them eyeing up her juicy, tone ass, but to his credit, Kaden was being about as decent as I'd ever seen him and pointing out each shot with a James Bond like coolness. Our peaceful balance was returning.
Two more tequila shots arrived, and this time I slid mine to Camille. I had to drive us home at some point. Once those tequilas settled in she started laughing along with the guys. Then on her next turn the cue ball rolled to a stop in the center of the table.
Kaden tapped the wide area next to the side pocket, "Gonna need to take a seat on the table, short stuff."
"I think I can manage, thank you."
She got on her toes, but the one clean shot was lengthwise into a corner pocket. She began to reposition the cue stick as if she were thinking about a bank into the opposite corner.
"Don't bank it," Kaden warned, as he tapped the side of the table again. "We could win this one right now." Camille apparently had a competitive streak, because she hopped up and rested her weight on her left hip with that leg folded on the table and the other stretched to the floor. She then leaned way over to line up the ball, which forced her jeans down her ass until an inch of crack was visible. She shrieked, "My butt is totally hanging out, I know it!"
"You're fine," Kaden reassured, as he peeked around her back and lied through his teeth.
She was on to him and looked for herself. "Shit," she mumbled and looked towards me. I gave her a shrug and then a thumbs up. She shook her head, thinned her eyes and smiled skeptically.
Given the way she'd carried herself in the short time I'd known her, I knew she couldn't have been too pleased with every pair of eyes in the bar trained on her fine ass bulging over the soft denim. Jimmy whispered into my ear that if I was tapping that he'd erect a statue in my honor. Camille then thrust the stick forwards, driving the cue ball into the eight ball, and the eight ball into the corner pocket.
She slid down off the table, tugged her pants up, and only then did everybody realize she'd just won the game. A burst of hi-fives came at her from every angle, and then Kaden called for someone to take on the winning team. Two more tequila shots arrived and I again slid mine towards Camille.
"I'm not drinking either of these."
Kaden strutted up beside her, "I'll drink one if you drink the other." He picked up both little glasses and held one directly in front of her face. "Come on, to victory!"
She snatched it and drank, souring her face as it went down. She then agreed to another game but only if she could be on my team. She moved by me and her nearness filled me with heat.
With her shoulder resting on my chest, she asked, "How am I doing?"
"You won, didn't you?"
"No, I mean I just let a bunch of guys look at my ass so your friends wouldn't think I was stuck up."
"I don't think anyone even noticed," I joked.
"Ha! I just don't remember these pants being quite so loose. And don't let me drink anymore or my head is going to start spinning."
The balls cracked as Kaden broke and sent them scurrying about the table.
On Kaden's next turn, as he positioned his stick, he looked across the table and right at Camille. "So what did Bobbie have to say?"
"Why, did you feel your ears burning?"
"Maybe a little." He shot and made it. "Is she forgiving me?"
"That's a question for Bobbie."
"Well, what did you say?"
Camille shrugged.
"Do you think she should forgive me?"
"I thought we were playing pool."
He kept talking as he set up to shoot again. "You think she should leave me, huh?" When Camille stayed silent he continued, "You think I'm just going to play with your friend's big tits until I'm bored with her and then move on and leave her heartbroken."
Camille laughed. "Not quite."
He cracked the cue ball but didn't sink the nine.
It was my turn and I found myself having a hard time concentrating. Things had been light and fun our last game, but now the unaddressed bullshit was returning.
"So come on, Camille, I wanna hear what you said."
She took a deep breath. "OK, I think you're afraid to put your heart at stake." She paused and then continued, "And so you end up in self destructive relationships."
He laughed.
"If you really must know, I told her to respect herself or nobody else will. She's twenty-one, she still holds the belief an alpha-asshole will look out for her the way he looks out for himself."
Kaden spoke loudly, "You think I don't look out for her? How can you even say that?"
She turned to our group of friends, whose attention had been aroused by the agitation in Kaden's voice. She looked over the four guys who all stared back with idiotic this-is-gonna-be-good smiles. "So has Kaden ever told you about Bobbie's writing, or the fact that she just accepted an internship at NBC?" She didn't leave time for an answer. "Or did he just say how awesome it is to play with her big titties." She turned back to Kaden, "You just want everyone to know you're sticking your dick in that. That's the extent of you looking out for Bobbie."
"Pfffft! You haven't known Bobbie much longer than me. I'll tell you what, your friend climbs onto my dick every chance she gets—she loves to fuck."
"You know what, you'd probably be the happiest with some pretty girl laying at your feet like a dog, and that's truly sad."
"Speaking from experience? Projecting much?"
"I don't even know what that's supposed to mean."
Kaden got an obnoxious grin and turned towards Jimmy. "Do you remember Steve with the chopper?" Jimmy shook his head. "Well Camille said she'd been a barmaid at Hooligan's her first year at Long Beach, and that made me think of Steve Logan. So I found him on Facebook. He's not a bartender anymore, but boy does he remember Camille." He faced her again. "In fact, he asked me to pass along a warm 'hello'."
I don't know exactly what he was insinuating, but judging by the way Camille thinned her eyes it wasn't good.
"Oh yeah, he says he still has the Anthropologie couch at his home." He then feigned ignorance, "I wonder what the story is there?"
"You're an even bigger asshole than I'd thought."
"And you're not nearly as high and mighty as you let on."
"You think you're hot shit, but you're really just an insecure creep."
"Ohhhh, and next you'll be saying that I'm compensating for a shrimp sized penis, but of course I'm sure your girlfriend's already set the record straight on that one. Fifty bucks says I end up at Bobbie's tonight and she fucks my brains out, and it won't be with a shrimp."
Camille chucked the pool cue on the table, colliding with the scattered balls and wrecking our game. She then turned and walked out. I gave Kaden the finger and followed after her.
He yelled across the bar, "She might be fine, bro, but do you hear that mouth?"
I spun around. "Do you hear yours, man?"
Camille wanted to go home, straight home. I apologized over and over again, and she kept saying there was nothing to apologize for. Still, I felt like that was it for us. It was over. Our dating had been on the periphery of Bobbie and Kaden's relationship, so even after the two of us spent a day together, I was still lumped in with Kaden as his friend. And even if Kaden stayed with Bobbie, Camille surely wouldn't have anything to do with her boyfriend or his crowd now. Nope, I was on the outs.
I punched the roof of my BMW and yelled what an asshole Kaden was. Camille just looked at me for a minute, and then back out the window. She murmured, "The asshole actually asked Steve about me." She laughed, but a humorless dry laugh. And for a brief second, with her back to me, I think she might've cried.
I dropped her at her apartment. I walked her to the door. Her head was not in a good place, and I'm sure a kiss would've put her off. No mention of another date. We only politely agreed to call each other, and then said goodbye.
Kaden did end up back at Bobbie's that night. She did end up all over his dick. And they did end up together again. At least for a little while.
Chapter 4: Couching Tiger
I was on the phone with my mom the night after I'd dropped off Camille knowing I'd never see her again. I told my mom all about Camille, and when I explained how she'd walked away, my mom said something to the effect of there being a lot of other pretty girls out there. That's when I felt it—a knotty anger that twisted up my whole body.
My mother and I had a cookie jar and trophy case relationship without a gripe between us, but I became uncomfortably irritated with her when she said that. It hadn't been what she'd said. It hadn't been anything to do with my mom. I was just mad at everybody and everything. I rightfully blamed Kaden for denying me the most amazing woman I'd ever met, but it didn't stop there. Everyone of my friends seemed complicit in severing my chance with Camille. They were all selfish and immature and dragged me down with them. Everyone was to blame and they all deserved my ire, myself included. Especially myself. I could've spoken up loudly and I hadn't. Another hit to pride. The only person I didn't blame was Camille. And that's because I'd still feel her warming presence if I allowed myself to dote on her. I'd come to the conclusion she'd only went out with me in order to get between her friend and Kaden, but that didn't matter, it hadn't worked. I'd even failed her there. And that realization brought on something else, a sadness, and that sadness fed right back into my anger towards the whole damn world. It was an intensifying feedback loop that formed a spiral and led straight down an abyss.
My low point came three days later. I awoke from a dream, my dick hard as a rock. During our dates I'd fantasized about kissing and making out, real PG sweet on her type stuff. Sex had always seemed far off, like after weeks or months of courting. She was all class, maybe even a little guarded. But in my dream, which I can't recall in any detail, I had explored every part of her fit gorgeous bod—that ass, those tits, everything. My dick had sunk into her tight pussy. It was raw sex and the sensations had been so vivid that I awoke expecting her to be in bed next to me. But as the dream's fog cleared from my head and I stared at the undisturbed bedding to my right, the sweat on my forehead and chest grew ice cold and I pulled the covers up to my chin.
For hours I contemplated calling her again in the morning, only to then convince myself it was a bad idea. I didn't want to appear pathetic, like I couldn't take a hint. I didn't want Camille to remember me as that needy guy.
My dream must've been truly dirty, because ultimately I took a tissue from my bedside table and reached down for relief. In minutes I'd come into the tissue and then tossed it on the floor. I'd deal with it in the morning. Only then did I fall back to sleep.
Three hours later I was up again. My curtains glowed the color of sliced cantaloupe. I headed to the bathroom, stepping on the come tissue and getting it stuck to my foot. I hopped to the toilet and peeled it off into the bowl. I headed back to my bed and sat on it, picking up my phone from the nightstand and seeing a text message had come an hour earlier. As if in some alternate timeline Camille had left a text asking if I'd like to go bike riding on the weekend. It read as if that had been the plan all along. Like the night at Lucy's had never existed. I fell back on my bed and said to no one, "Did that just happen? Or is this just another dirty dream?"
It was so unexpected and I was so excited to hear from her that I proposed an early morning ride for the very next day. Instead she suggested dinner that night, and I picked her up at seven. I spoke freely over dinner, telling her everything I'd felt, even that I assumed she'd gone out with me as an excuse to watch over her friend. She admitted there was some truth to that initially, but confessed to finding me surprisingly awesome. I even got a kiss out of it. And then, after our ride that weekend, I got a lot more than a kiss. And this time I wasn't fucking dreaming.
We were in her kitchen, drinking lemonade, still in our bike riding gear. I don't remember the first move, we'd just edged closer and then sort of went for each other at the same time. Next thing I know we were headed for the couch.
I had no idea what to expect from her. She carried so much reverence that it was hard to imagine her in any kind of sexual act despite possessing such a fuckable body. Well, I learned Camille was not uptight, not in the least. The way she took down my compression shorts I began to wonder if she loved dick way more than she'd led on. Maybe she really was too intimidating for guys and sex-starved as a result, because she couldn't get to my dick fast enough.
I leaned over her back to pull down her shorts, and then I saw that amazing ass bared for the first time. For weeks I had to restrain myself from reaching out and grabbing it, but I couldn't hold back anymore and I grabbed two big handfuls, one cheek in each. Her body had a sweaty sheen from four hours of pedaling bikes in the sun, and her skin was slick and as tight as I'd imagined, my fingers slipping over its surface.
I then said something I shouldn't have. We hadn't spoken a word about last Saturday night at Suzy's Bar, I'd avoided it, and then I just couldn't help myself, and with a growl in my throat, I told her, "When you were bent over the pool table I so wanted to do this..." I pressed my face into the soft flesh of her ass and I bit her bare bottom.
"Oh my God!" She stood up and spun around. "Did you just bite me?"
I smiled wickedly and moved in to kiss her. I nibbled on her ear and told her I wanted to bite her all over. She clutched my ass and pressed my cock against her bare pussy. We were only minutes into our makeout session and already my cock was in contact with the peak of her vagina.
I pushed my fingers through her hair, which was still damp from being under a helmet. I could smell her sweat. It wasn't bad at all. A feminine, sweet musk with some kind of lavender product—a body oil or soap. It only made me appreciate what a healthy creature she was. I stroked down her back. She wrapped a leg around mine and more of her pussy pressed against my hard cock. I grabbed her other leg and brought it around the other side of me. She caught on to what I was doing and jumped enough to lock her legs around my ass and fully clung on to me. There was no penetration yet, but I held her in the air and tight against me as she grinded her crotch along my shaft.
I'd imagined if there were to be a first time with her that it would be at some bed and breakfast in the wine country and on a bed covered with rose petals. A perfect picturesque moment, like every other thing about her. Not even in my blazing, dirty dreams did I expect spontaneous, sweaty, raw sex in the middle of her living room.
Our bodies were working hard in this position, my calves popped trying to support us both and her thighs squeezed against my hips. We weren't just making out, we were in a fitness competition. For my part I was in the best shape of my life, and Camille's body was just amazing—fitness yoga or whatever she was doing, it paid off in gorgeous curves and compact, toned muscles with just enough pad to keep her womanly.
The suddenness of it all caused me to joke, "Been a while?"
She got a devil in her eye, "Longer than I'd have preferred."
I liked her answer. Boy did I like it!.
She then braced her feet under the back of my thighs and began to lean backwards. I had to shift my weight dramatically back as she kept bending backwards until she'd reached a full back bend with her hands grasping for a knitted blanket folded on the couch arm. I sort of fell forwards in slow motion depositing her in front of the couch. She quickly stood and began spreading the knitted blanket over the cushions. Impatient, I grabbed one side and helped her flatten it out. She then backed away from me, beckoning me forwards, and then unexpectedly shoved me backwards onto the couch. She straddled me and guided my cock into her pussy.
Her round fit ass moved up and down my hips and thighs, my cock crushing her clit during all the commotion. She rode me hard, those big fashion model eyes staring me down. She planted her hands on my chest, and my pecs, solid from weightlifting, supported her weight easily. That allowed her to lift her ass as it grinded over my cock, increasing the distance of each stroke.



"Oh god," she exclaimed huskily, "oh God that's good!"
I ran my hands up her back, then clutched her narrow waist. If Jimmy were to make good on his promise and erect a statue in honor of me tapping Camille's ass, I'd submit the sight before me as the perfect bronze casting. Camille looked so fucking sexy on top of me—her shoulders forward and arms straight down to brace herself, her biceps squeezing her tits together, her narrow waist undulating as her ass bounced up into the air and down on my hips, taking my cock deep into her wet pussy. Her hair waved with the motion and strands broke loose to hang over her eyes, as electrified pleasure shook her beautiful face.
As gorgeous as her body was, the look on her sweet face is what turned me on the most. Her lower lip slackened from her bottom teeth, her eyes were big and the color of a blue flame, her nostrils flared with each deep breath, which also made her bossome heave. She was taking everything in, and giving even more back.
Her eyebrows were relaxed, raised but off to the side, candidly sincere in how much she savored the thrashing her pussy was taking and completely at ease displaying it in front of the guy whose cock bottomed out in her, a guy she'd only been out with a handful of times.
Every ten seconds or so her lips would form a small "O" and she'd drag out that same letter, "Ohhhh!" followed by a smile and a throaty breathless moaning of, "God that feels so good."
Bottom line—she liked herself some dick and wasn't shy about letting me know it. She rode me. I might've used the word feminist to describe her, though I don't fully understand what that label means anymore—I just know she didn't take shit from a man, refused to be held to a different standard, and apparently gave zero credence to slut shaming.
Furthering my inference, she rode me even harder, seemingly determined to come on my cock.
My dick was crushing against the front wall of her vagina, like punching into it, and just before I thought my cock was going to bend in half, the angle changed, my dick slammed in up to the hilt, her hips jerking to a stop. The initial friction of my head against her inner wall and clit made her bite her lower lip and forced a hitch in her breath, and then the burst of deep, rock hard cock caused her to breathe out, "Oh shit, oh my God!"
I didn't really know what to think. I was having the hottest sex of my life, but then my mind drifted back to Kaden's jab at Suzy's Bar. He'd brought up the name Steve, presumably an ex, and I couldn't help but wonder if she'd been as sexually wild with him. And if so, is that what Kaden alluded to? Did Steve tell Kaden the crazy bitch fucked him so hard he thought his dick would break in half?
I like to think of myself as open minded, a champion of equality, but I apparently held a double standard. I was getting crazy jealous of some guy I'd never even met. I guess I'd envisioned Camille as the woman every guy tried to woo into marriage, but then it was unclear if we were even officially dating yet and she'd already served up her pussy piping hot.
And as she continued to ride my cock, her body feverish to the touch, and completely sweaty, I started to get visions of this Steve guy rocking her world the same way I did. Having no idea what he looked like I jumbled together a face and body from douchy guys I'd seen on TV.
Camille was so wet and my thighs were so covered in perspiration that her ass just skimmed over them. And then came a splat noise when my dick made full penetration and her pussy lips smacked against my pubic bones. I imagined Steve hearing that splat and thinking, "Oh yeah, this girl wants my dick bad!" Of course he'd thought that, it's what I was thinking. It was the only thing I could think. But maybe he one upped me and said it out loud with a big perverted smile on his face, "Damn Camille, you can seriously fuck a dick!"
And before I knew it I was channeling this imaginary Steve and growled out, "Oh fuck your pussy feels good. You like it like that? You like my dick in you like that?" As I spoke a hot flash came over me, and it made the side of my face tingle. I even heard a buzzing in my ears. I'd never had my face tingle like that during sex.
She put two fingers over my mouth to shush me. I'd gone a little too far. I almost felt the need to explain those words weren't really my own, although they totally were.
The last minute was even more intense as we both sped towards climax, and with her weight shifting to-and-fro on top of me with ever increasing intensity, my bare ass rubbed the knitted blanket she laid down to protect her couch until my butt started to burn. And then I thought back to the other thing Kaden had said, his cryptic message of how this Steve guy still had the couch. The image of a nude Steve and Camille spreading out a blanket so they could go at it on his couch hit me like a ton of bricks.
Jealousy lit through me, my face burning and tingling. I emphatically squeezed her hips and followed the arcing motion. I pulled and pushed, making her slide harder and faster and the splat grew louder. The more fierce the jealousy the more fiercely I drove my hard cock in that sweet, trouble-making pussy. Our motion intensified so much that we caused a loud grating noise from under us as the couch and the throw rug under it scooted an inch across the floor. Suddenly a plausible meaning to the couch reference shot to mind—could she have broken his couch? Did Steve have a couch in his living room with one end resting on a stack of books, and when anyone asked about it he'd tell them, " Oh yeah, I nailed this chick so hard my couch collapsed."
I slammed her down on my cock and erupted in her pussy. She softly convulsed, also coming down from an orgasm. She then laid on top of me as my dick softened. I'd say twenty minutes had passed since we walked through her door, of which five were in the kitchen pouring lemonade. The full glasses were set on the kitchen counter, the ice unmelted.
She then hopped off me and made for the shower.
I assumed she didn't want me to leave, and I didn't want to put on my nasty riding clothes, so I waited on her couch in a towel. I showered after her and she grabbed a pair of gym shorts I kept in my car. We made tuna salad on greens, with me in nothing but gym shorts and her in sweatpants and a tee without a bra.
Food perked us up a bit. She didn't have a dining table, instead she had a pass through bar with stools, and we sat there as I read the movie listings off my phone. She leaned over into my lap, draping her head over the side of my leg as if she'd died from boredom. When she rolled her head over to stare up at me I took her picture. Her face grew prettier every time I looked. I told her I wanted to remember this day forever.
We slid off the stools and bumped into one another. A jolt ran through me, it being the first time our bodies touched since we'd done it on the couch. We embraced and our bodies melded together. Having showered we moved to her bed this time, and I crawled on top of her.
The sun was sinking and seeped in through her bedroom window. It turned her smooth skin golden and made her glow like an angel. Her eyes seemed lit from within, still the color of a blue flame, just brighter in the dim room. Her hair fell perfectly around her head, the russet streaks turning copper in the evening light. She stretched her arms over her head with a subtle twist at her narrow waist so her right leg could bend and her left lay flush with mine. The pose looked so fluid I wondered if she'd studied ballet.
I made slow rhythmic movements, sensually sliding my cock in and out. She asked me to go easy. Her voice was languid and frail, and the corners of her mouth stuck together when she parted her lips.
"I'm going to be so sore tomorrow, Alex"
The sun continued to set. She always had a small highlight at the tip of her nose and it was still there even in near darkness. The low light emphasized the stunning contrast between her hair and skin, and her dark long eyelashes and light blue eyes. Stark. Angelic. Perfect.
I moved her right knee up as I neared orgasm, and the limber limb eased back so her knee sat within her armpit. She turned her head and bit her thumbnail. A tear stayed at the edge of her eye. Her lower lip trembled as she drew in a deep, husky breath. Her brow furrowed and she hinted at a smile as I finally came inside her a second time.
I already wanted to marry the woman.
This had been exactly how I'd imagined making love to her would be. Our first time on her couch was hot and crazy, but this slow tender love making allowed me to savor the ambiance of her being. Her superstar good looks made it feel like we were living in a damn movie. Fuck, I could've gotten off just watching the scene from afar.
We lay in each other's arms, the light from the TV turning her white sheets the color of ice. She drew an invisible doodle on my chest and suggested we get something delivered. When I got up for my phone she said she had a men's tee-shirt that would fit me so long as I wasn't bothered by it once belonging to another guy.
I slipped it on and it was one size too big. I tugged at the extra fabric over my chest where "Aerosmith" was printed.
"It was a tad loose on him too," She gave a smart-alec smile. "But perfect for my nightie." She didn't exactly press my macho-insecurity button, but she deliberately tickled it just to tease.
I made sure she knew it didn't bother me, but of course it did. It was stupid, but that's what jealousy is—stupid. I was being stupid now, and I was being stupid when I'd thought about that guy Steve as we made love on her couch. And Camille was the last woman to be won over with jealous stupidity.
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Chapter 5: Skeleton Bones
It was the weekend Bobbie called screaming her and Kaden had really split up for good, a week after Kaden had popped her anal cherry, and two weeks after Camille and I had our first rendezvous on her couch. Camille hadn't spoken to Bobbie much, especially after Kaden's pursuance of Bobbie's asshole had turned fruitful. I seriously believed his only real interest was in succeeding where his predecessor had failed. And it wasn't her giving into the sex that disappointed Camille, it was Bobbie going back on her stance just so Kaden could feel superior. And Camille really didn't think much of Kaden for a host of other reasons, although she encouraged me to stay friends with him. She knew I'd choose her if it came down to it, and I'm sure she fretted over putting me in that position. And I certainly would've chosen her. The more time I spent with Camille the more I found to like. Not to mention I'd lost count of the times we made love in the prior two weeks. She didn't just have the body of a fuck machine, she was a fuck machine, something you'd have never known given the way she carried herself in public.
She'd convinced me to take a yoga class with her, and afterward we took a bike ride. We ended up in a near repeat of our first time, stripping down for a hot sweaty session on her couch, again covered by the knitted blanket. I started to hate that blanket, the way the loose knit painfully rubbed against my butt. But I wasn't complaining! Not with every other nerve ending in my body going wild over the sexy goddess fucking my brains out. I truly wanted to brag to my buddies, but I could never do that to her. If I wasn't already in love with the woman I was well on my way.
Post coital I ended up in the same big shirt as last time, the one that had previously belonged to a nameless ex-lover. I followed her into the bedroom, pausing in the doorway to tug at the big shirt and say, "So did this belong to Steve?"
"Steve?"
"The Hooligan's guy."
She thinned her eyes. "Is this about what Kaden said? About the Steve who asked him to say hello?"
"Yeah, the guy who still owns a broken couch."
I climbed onto the bed as she plopped her head on her pillow and grabbed the remote. Clearly she knew my game, and shook her head dismissively, "Just for your peace of mind, that's not Steve's shirt. But I swear, we make love a couple of times and you already have it in for every guy who came before you."
"It's been more than a couple times that we..." I finished with a wink. "And I'm just looking out for my well-being, cuz this is a pretty fucking big shirt."
She laughed, clicked on the TV, and then looked at me with wide innocent eyes, "Those other guys meant nothing to me, baby." Her voice oozed with cheesy sarcasm. "You're the only one for me."
I tickled her armpit and she shrieked.
"I'll believe that when you tattoo my name on your butt."
A minute later we'd settled down beside each other and streamed a Chris Pratt movie on HBO and I ordered Pasta from the Doordash app. I couldn't follow the film, mostly because I was still hypothesizing about that stupid couch comment Kaden had made. It haunted me ever since Kaden had first mentioned it. And Camille seemed momentarily confused when I'd just brought it up, but not completely clueless either, which made me speculate that I'd gotten the "broken" part wrong. Now it really troubled me—what other fucking significance could there have been to someone's couch?
When the pasta came we ate in bed straight out of the round foil to-go tins. It was so comforting being there with her and I thought maybe I should just ask about the couch. Maybe she would even find it funny.
She was looking directly at me with a mouth full of pasta when I let it slip. First I explained I was in another guy's shirt, so clearly I wasn't judging, and then I put the question out there point blank, "This is really dumb, but what's the actual deal with Steve's couch?"
With food still in her mouth she tried not to laugh, and then covered her mouth to speak, "Oh my God. You are seriously asking about a couch now?"
"Yeah, I am." Now that it was out of the bag and she actually laughed, I felt more at ease being straight with her. "I don't give a shit about him, but the mystery of the couch is killing me."
She swallowed her food and then sat up so she could lean over me. She giggled, "I assume this is about Kaden's sick burn back at the bar?"
"Yeah, unfortunately."
"You're going to be so sorry you asked, because it's the dumbest thing you'll ever hear. And it pretty much sums up what idiot's guys can be."
I gave her a kiss. "OK, go on, debase my intelligence."
"Alright, you asked for it!" She sat up crossed-legged. "First—Hooligan's sucked. Have you ever been there?"
I shook my head no.
"I didn't think so. It's a sports bar, mostly guys, mostly in their thirties and forties, all pretty much perverts, and Hooligans only hired girls in their early twenties. I started at nineteen, and remember a few others, but no one over twenty-four. At least not while I was there."
I pictured Camille at nineteen—her angelic face with the last ruminants of baby fat, still going home to the bedroom she grew up in, the same ribbon running across her head keeping her dark chestnut hair back behind her ears, and a head full of wishful ideals and a go-get-em-girl attitude. It seemed a crime to let that girl even set foot into Hooligan's.
"So Hooligan's dressed their cocktail waitresses in low cut t-shirts, belly totally exposed, and these ridiculous blue short-shorts. I could only work three nights a week with school, and you could make a ton of tips at Hooligan's—so more money but skimpy outfits."
When she said "skimpy outfits," she squeezed her boobs together. She'd never put her shirt back on after we did it, and I got an instant erection at those c-cup globes squashing together.
"So the skimpy outfits I'd signed up for, but what I didn't sign up for, and wasn't cool, was how raunchy the staff would get. Or at least the bartenders would. All older guys. Old like in their thirties. They'd work in shifts of two, but I think there were six altogether. Yeah there were six. And everyone of them harassed the servers. No qualms whatsoever. Grabbed our asses, held us by our bare waists to talk into our ears, spanked us.... And this was all within sight of customers. A bunch of guys watching a nineteen-year-old girl get felt up. It was crazy. I can't even count the times one of them just pushed his crotch into my ass."
"You couldn't say anything? Like please don't do that?"
She took a deep breath expressing her frustration. "Yeah. But OK, so like the reason they probably hired such young girls is they don't speak up. I was an angsty but impressionable girl. It was my first job. It was my first impression of the world outside of school. And the guys were older. I spoke to some of the other girls but I'd just hear how flirting was basically Hooligan's business model. I think there was a fear of being naive and hypocritical because... well, yeah, it seemed like a policy we'd somehow agreed to by taking the job. And I can't entirely blame Hooligan's, because, stupid me, I even felt rebellious flirting back with the guys. It's just, we were at the age where you're all about tearing down boundaries, we had no idea we could set up new ones. And you hear about this stuff on the news, but at Hooligan's everything was so out in the open and acknowledged that it didn't seem like the same awful thing, and it... it just...."
She was speaking hurriedly and I could see she was getting upset, so I interrupted. "Hey, I get it. I hate places like Hooligan's. I didn't mean to sound judgy."
"I didn't think you were being judgy, I just.... You just needed to know about that before I get to the rest."
"It gets worse?"
"Not worse. But... Well we all drank."
"Wait, you were only nineteen?"
"Yup! The guys would feed the ones over twenty-one drinks, and the rest of us had a flask we'd pass around on break. Drinking just made it easier. Getting buzzed made it feel like a college party. And I admit, when I'd just shut down and go with it I had some pretty fun times. But of course everyone was sleeping together. Like I don't think there was a single girl who hadn't slept with at least one of the guys."
"And Steve was the lucky guy who ended up with the hottest waitress Hooligan's ever had?"
"Yeah, Steve..." She drew out his name as if more names would follow.
"Wait, wait, wait, just how naughty were you?"
She looked shocked and pinched my side. I tickled her sides back, which made her fall forwards onto me. I then grabbed her leg and pulled her bottom on top of me too.
"Don't make me feel bad," She chided as she rose up and sat on my crotch again.
"I won't, I'm sorry." I then burst into laughter, I couldn't help it.
She went for my armpits, digging in her fingers. "Stop already!" She was laughing now too. "Those were my fun years. Twenty-four-year-old me is light years apart from the nineteen-year-old me."
I built up an obnoxious smile, and then stated, "Too bad."
She was tickling me again before I got the words out, during which her panty covered pussy rubbed my dick through my gym shorts. She had to feel what it was doing to me, and yet stayed in that position.
"So we aren't having fun? I don't think you have anything to complain about."
"A joke! A joke! I was joking."
She stopped tickling. "It just sucks I had to waste my fun years at God-awful Hooligan's."
I laughed again, I couldn't help myself.
"Alright, storytime is over."
She began to climb off me but I grabbed her leg and pulled her back on.
"Come on. I still haven't heard anything about this hyped up couch. I promise, no more teasing."
With a long stare she sussed out my bullshit but continued anyway. "OK, the couch." She put her hands on my belly and tilted forwards, bringing her face closer to mine.
"You'd better be the understanding guy you seem to be."
"I am. Seriously."
"Alright then." She absent mindedly began drawing circles on my chest. "So Steve had the keys. On his nights to close, which was almost every night, he had the keys to everything. He was probably thirty-three and hot in a cheesy kind of way—beard stubble, tough guy jaw, rode a big, loud motorcycle. He had a crazy Jersey accent, and he must've spent most of his off hours working out. But he was also aware of what a macho caricature he was and let us girls poke at him for fun."
"All the girls kinda had a thing for Steve, and Steve had the keys to the bar, and one of those keys was to a door at the back corner that let you into like a janitorial area. It was a short hall with a closet door that went into a closet with cleaning supplies and stuff, and then there was another door opposite the one from Hooligan's. So Hooligan's is basically in an upscale strip mall, and that other door led into another attached store. It was an Anthropologie. Do you know Anthropologie?"
I did. I also knew that her vagina was still seated directly over my cock, and my cock was still partially erect.
"I don't know why, but the same key worked on all three doors. And so if one of the waitresses and one of the bartenders were behaving a little too into each other or just bored, Steve would give out the key. And then they could go through the hall and into the Anthropologie, and this was after the retail store closed and after dark, so no one was there and no one could see in through the front window."
"And you went back there with Steve, I take it."
"Yup."
My cock jumped when she said that. I couldn't help it, the idea of a nineteen-year-old Camille sneaking off to fuck was a hot one. To my surprise she rocked her shapely hips in response, pressing harder down on my bulge. So apparently it was a hot one for her as well.
"I won't lie, Steve was sexy in a cheesy way. He just had this physical thing about him. Working on his shifts, under his watch, everything felt under control. He'd always side with me. We made each other laugh. Like we were laughing all the time. And I was definitely his favorite." Camille then batted her eyelashes and feigned innocence before saying, "And really, can you blame the guy."
"No, I can't." I reached up and stroked her cheeks, then down her neck and over her perky tits, where I paused to lightly pinch her nipples. She rocked her hips again, and that brought me to full staff.
I had mixed feelings. I was jealous and yet excited to hear more, but I didn't want her to know either of those things. Camille wasn't the type to put up with unwarranted jealousy—a perceived weakness for sure.
"Like the first time I saw a pair come out of the door to the hallway, and the girl ran straight to the bathroom, I was like, no way. And I told the guys that it wasn't ever going to happen so don't even think about it. That sort of backfired though, because then all the guys wanted to be the one who got the angsty girl to go. It was all hands on Camille after that. I was only two weeks into the job and just getting constantly felt up and told how beautiful I was and that kind of harassment."
Picturing an ultra-hot nineteen-year-old being groped through a pair of short-shorts was... well, yeah it was pretty disgusting. I'd throw a hashtag-me-too on those fuckers for sure. But then I don't know, Camille being the most outspoken, in control woman I've met, that made it likely nothing could've happened without her consent. And it would be a lie if I didn't say I found it pretty fucking hot too! Wrongly so, but the excitement rose out of a part of me I couldn't control. And that part of me seemed to be hardwired to my hard cock, which involuntarily pulsed against her vagina.
I grabbed her ass, the top part not seated on me, and then felt up to her narrow waist and then her taut, plump tits. I cupped them and gently sunk my fingers into the sumptuous flesh, at which point she took hold of my wrist and leaned forward to pin my arms to the bed.
Her face was very close to mine. "Yeah, now imagine that happening in a packed bar."
I just smiled.
She freed my arms and leaned back again. "Well the night that broke me was when this guy grabbed me by the waist while I was trying to ring out a bill. We called him Boo-Boo, but he was nothing like a Boo-boo. The other servers all thought he was some delicious, half-Cuban hottie. And he would do this thing where he'd dance up on you and expect you to pick it up. So he started flat out grinding my backside to some Rock song and pushed his crotch right into my ass while I was half drunk and trying to figure out a customer's bill."
She ground her crotch on me at the part where Boo-Boo had done the same.
"And then he whispered, 'Come on, lil Cammy let me help a white girl find her Cuban groove.' I don't know why that got to me, other than it was just... him. It was weird, when I was close to him like that, my body would go 'uh-oh', because he had these sexy eyes that made my stomach flutter, but he gave off wild energy, like if I got with him I'd wake up tied up in scarfs and have a pierced tongue." She displayed her un-pierced tongue and then slid it sexily over her teeth.
"The other thing with him-I found out there was a secret pool, betting on which bartender could get me back there first, and of course, Boo-boo was heavily favored to be the one. So like it felt as if the entire staff pushed for something to happen between us, and at that age, with a mob against me, it started to feel like I didn't have a choice in the matter."
"I finally just snapped and yelled, 'Get off me, dude,' and then asked Steve to elevator me over the bar."
"Elevator?"
"It was a thing he did. Guys would always block the gate to the bar, so Steve would lift me over the bar by the armpits. But I guess I'd been a little loud, because he jumped over after me and took me aside. He said all the right things. He'd make sure Boo-Boo didn't step out of line again. He acknowledged he'd tried to always keep the party going but might've let things get out of hand with the pool. But the one line he'd always used to defend the guys was how the place was a boiling pot and you had to release the steam somehow. He gave me a couple whisky shots even though he could've got in a world of trouble for serving a nineteen-year-old. I can still see him looking at me with his hands on my shoulders and asking in his East Coast accent if I was going to be OK. And I don't know if he was playing me or just being sweet, but I remember feeling better about everything. Good enough that one of us joked I should just pick one and do it so the others would let it go." Camille wrinkled up her nose. "If it was me who said it then yeah, that probably was his cue to make a move. But I can't really remember what was going through my head or who said what. I just know he suddenly kissed me right there at the far end of the bar. And then he pulled out the key and I stuck my tongue out at the Boo-boo and gave him a bye-bye wave as Steve led me through the side door."
She rocked her pussy over my erection, hardening it up like iron.
"I don't know if it was the whisky, or if I just needed to prove it was my decision and make Boo-boo feel like a loser, but Steve's muscles were speaking to me, and I remember wanting to go back there with him."
"You sound like a mean cheerleader."
"Strip off the cheerleader outfit and put on a baggy Kendrick Lamar t-shirt and Vans." She threw her hands behind her head and struck a sexy pose.
"Rap, huh?"
"Kendrick Lamar could buy this shawty a drink, that's all I'm saying," she laughed, pointing a finger at her thirsty self. She then breathed a confessional sigh, "Actually I was in the girls can do anything camp, the track and field girls, not sorority-lite. But there was a bitch hierarchy, even amongst us."
She began steadily but slowly grinding on my cock, as I reached around and massaged her juicy ass. She then stopped, and put a hand on my face.
"Is this too much? Am I talking about Steve too much?
I did not want her to stop. I don't know why I found stories of girls going wild so erotic, but I did. Even the girl I had a massive fucking crush on. So I half lied.
"I'm just imagining you—I can look past the guy." My obnoxious smile returned. "Like with porn, the dude's completely irrelevant."
"Oh, so my serious story is playing out in your head like a porno?"
She tickled my belly but also started rocking her hips again.
"Not porn. Er, whatever the real life equivalent of porn is."
"I think that's just real life," She spoke in a husky, sensual voice. And then back to normal, "But are you sure? I know men act all cool about past sexual experiences, but next month am I getting yelled at because of some repressed insecurities over it?"
I laughed, "Good to know another man's folly so I don't make it my own." I'd come up with that gem out of the blue. Or maybe I was unknowingly quoting Benjamin Franklin or someone. But it worked, and she got right back into it.
"Alright, I get it, you want the long dirty version."
I answered with a spank to her bottom.
"OK, so Anthropologie was kind of spooky in the dark with headless mannequins all around you, and the couch was in an open space in the center of it."
"How big was it?
"The couch? Pretty huge. You could lay flat on it and even spread out your arms some. And It faced the storefront window but wasn't right in front of it, so no one outside could see that far into the dark store."



"Were people ever outside?"
"A few. Mostly guys smoking."
"But you said they couldn't see?"
"I mean, maybe if you put your face up to the glass you might make out something, but I walked by there every night and it just looked dark inside. But you could totally hear them out there."
"You had me up until right there. That sounds pretty awful."
"It wasn't bad, just awkward. Actually it was Steve who made it awkward. He asked me to lay on my back because he was an 'on-top' kind of guy."
"Don't know what his beef was, you look pretty good from down here."
"Oh, is that so!"
She arched her back and pushed her perky tits out for show.
"Yeah, well Steve had to be on top, but there was no way I was laying on that couch where who knows how many people had sat.. or fucked. I was trying hard to push out the thought of anyone else ever being there and hearing people right out front didn't help."
"So how'd you end up doing it?"
"I did it on Steve's shirt. But that protected maybe about half my body, so I rested my head and shoulders on it and he held the rest of me in the air with my legs over his shoulders. For about ten minutes it was amazing, and then I thought my back would break."
"He literally held you up the entire time?"
"I was amazed. But I mean all he ever did outside of work was workout, so he was fine. But I had a two-hundred-pound guy banging against me in that position, so wow was I wrecked by the time he finished. And I still had two hours on my shift."
"So you compromised your morals for lousy sex?"
"I didn't compromise anything, and it definitely wasn't lousy, just very physical, you know what I mean?"
Something about that last part really did a number on my libido. In part because she was rhythmically grinding her pussy on me now and her voice had gained a sexy rasp. I couldn't take it and pulled down my gym shorts. I also slipped her underwear to the side. I didn't stick it in, but she was glazing me now—her pussy coating my bare dick with slick feminine secretion.
"Ooo that's nice. Should I keep going then?"
"Um, yes please?" I said, doing my impression of an anxious fan.
"Ha! Well OK...". She then started to hum but ended with a sigh, her pussy settling more firmly on my cock. "Let me think, so I think it was the next night when he said he had a surprise."
"The next night? Like the very next night?"
"It was my fun years."
"I think I'm starting to understand that."
"Ha! Well his surprise was pulling a Bed Bath and Beyond bag from behind the bar and handing it to me."
"And what was in the bag?"
"A big thick blanket, and he told me Christmas had come early. So we spread the blanket over the couch and with him on top he was more like Bossman Steve from behind the bar. The guy was just so physical."
"How so?"
"He used to pick people up a lot, and he'd drop me off at tables." She slapped two hands on my chest, pushed up to my shoulders and shook me. "And he'd just grab me and move around, like he was on some high energy drug. It turned out he was the same way on the couch, "
"So kinda rough," I asked.
"Well, like... Yeah, I guess it was rough. He just kept repositioning me and pointing my legs everywhere. He'd stand on it, or put me up on the thick back of it at some obtuse angle. And I guess, yeah, rough, because that was the first time someone wasn't obsessing over me being overly comfortable. And then suddenly, like I was this nineteen-year-old girl and some muscled thirty-three-year-old dude is fucking me really hard with no strings attached and way better than the guys who'd been so in love with me. Definitely the best sex I'd had up to then." Her eyes shifted to one side, she goofed up her mouth, as she awkwardly admitted, "Sooo... That sort of filled out my calendar for the summer."
We laughed but her breath deepened into her belly and she spoke fewer words before pausing to inhale.
"I remember one time I was on the arm of the couch in a position where I felt really exposed to the front half of the empty store. And then I heard these guys talking out front. I recognized their voices, because I'd served them earlier, and I could see their faces in between the headless mannequins and clothing racks. They were all handsome, and real flirty, and I remember they said something out there to make me laugh and that set Steve off. He got really riled up and super loud."
"Verbally loud?"
"Yes. But also just our bodies were loud."
"More on that, please," I said jokingly.
"I'll let you figure it out. I just remember worrying those guys could hear, but also kinda hoping they could."
"Really?" Hearing she'd hoped a bunch of guys could've heard her getting fucked on a couch squeezed at my brain, milking endorphins from it, which then shot through my body like jets of water.
"Really! And I never talk during sex, but-"
"Hold on," I interrupted, my tone descending with skepticism, "I think I need to put this to the test." I then reached down between us and with the tiniest adjustment in angle, my dick followed a path inside of her, the warmth of her pussy sheathing my cock.
"Oh God!" She moaned.
"Alright," I exclaimed, trying to break through the fits of arousal I was experiencing in order to sound cheeky, "keep talking!"
She giggled, but it quickly faded into a soft murmur of, "Ahhhh-mmmm," as she kept rocking her hips, now enjoying my swollen dick fully inside her.
"I guess I should rephrase that," she acknowledged, followed by another murmur of, "Mmmmm." She brought her face closer to mine, "I don't do the dirty-talk thing."
"But you did, right?"
"I did, yes. With those guys out front I told Steve to fuck me harder. And then Steve started saying it, 'I'll fuck you harder! Oh yeah I'll fuck you harder!' But he had a voice that carried, and I kept watching their faces out front, waiting for them to hear us inside. I was so turned on."
"Did you want them to come fuck you too?"
"I don't know about that." She shut her eyes, and her voice weakened. "But I wanted them to look at me like Steve was. Hungry like that. They were all really good looking guys."
"Did you come?"
I could barely distinguish her words from her ragged breathing. "I probably had an orgasm somewhere in there."
I waited for her to continue as I started to thrust up into her and she moved her ass to meet my hips with a bump.
"What happened after that?"
"I think I'm going to stop there-mmmmmm." She sounded hypnotized or half conscious.
She'd seemed so deep into her story, going back in time and reliving the moment by moment details—getting off on them. I thought it would be cathartic, but perhaps it stirred up too many fond memories, flashing back on why the "fun years" were so much fun. It definitely flew in the face of the woman I'd come to know her as. Yet my respect for her only deepened. But I didn't know how to say that, and I don't know how to explain why I needed to hear everything—all of it, right down to the last detail. I just had to, I couldn't help it.
"Did Steve buy the couch? Is that what finally happened?"
She sighed at my persistence, "We bought it for him. For him and Alberto, his roommate. It had been marked down to half price and so everyone chipped in as a joke. That's the whole story"
"Did Alberto work there?"
She sighed again. "Yeah, another bartender."
"Did you-". She cut me off.
"Yes I fucked Alberto." Her forehead bunched up in annoyance, but she was still riding me.
I threw her to the side, climbed on top and pinned her arms back. I kissed her hard on the mouth.
"Who else?"
She was clearly annoyed with this question. "Why? Why is it so important?"
"Because I'm going to come so fucking hard in you."
Her eyes popped open. I could see a million wheels turning behind them. I let go of her arms and pumped her pussy steady and deep. Finally she came through for me.
"One more."
I rewarded her with a deep kiss, our tongues going wild.
"Who?"
"Boo-Boo!"
"The guy you stuck out your tongue at?"
I picked up steam, our bodies clapping loudly together, and her bed squeaked tumultuously. She scratched down my back and her mouth hung wide open.
"Mmm... Fuck, yes, him." She put a hand on the back of my head and guided it down. "Suck on my tit, Alex. Quick! Oh my God!"
I put her beautiful pink nipple in my mouth and began sucking in earnest. A powerful orgasm was building in her. Heat emanated from her skin like crazy.
I broke suction with her nipple just long enough to say, "I thought he harassed you."
"Always." Her voice was barely a squeak. "I was just bored. It was a boiling pot. The couch was a release... Tension, anger... I needed... Mmmmmm-oh my God... I-mmmm... I just needed to be fucked!"
"Oh fuck, so you fucked him? On the couch?"
"I let him do a lot of things to make me scream on the couch."
"Fuck, you screamed?"
"He wasn't like the others—oh God, he had a looser, sexier style. Mmmm... we'd do it in different areas of the store. Mmmm... Standing up front by the mannequins. Mmmm... Super risky!" She could barely speak, basically thinking aloud during a wave of bliss. "He was actually the nicest of the bunch. Uhh-mmmm... Just a player. But God he was kinky. Mmmm... he made it fun. Slipped dirty notes into my pockets while I was serving. Mmmm... Spelling out what he had planned for me."
"Fuck," I said getting close to coming. "You had me worried I was going to hear about guys molesting you, but that's hot."
"Mmm... It really was. Ahh... Some of the other servers would tell it differently. Ahh... I might've let down the ones who felt pressured."
I thought of how protective she'd been of Bobbie, and started to understand how deep those feelings ran.
"Well fuck that, all those servers saw was you not giving a fuck and following your heart"
"Yeah, maybe, mmm... But oh God, between Steve and Boo-boo... Those guys opened my nineteen-year-old eyes. Mmm-ahhh... Sex didn't have to be so possessive. Ahh... Or magical. Ahh-uhmm... It could just be this really fun-mmm-ah, sizzling hot thing. And—oh my God—Boo-boo had a perfect dick for teaching this girl all about it."
"Perfect? You mean big?"
"I'm not going there—oh God-mmmmm..."
She lost it to an unmanageable climax, crippling her ability to say another word and grabbing the sheets in a death grip. The real answer to my question was 'yes'. I knew she'd been enamored with the size of Boo-Boo's cock. After all, she'd screamed her little heart out over it, hadn't she?
And then it was my turn, as my cock pulsed and I erupted inside of her. For the second time that day I ejaculated in the woman. I felt an intimacy toward her body that I'd never experienced with anyone before.
Camille was beyond gorgeous, fun to be with, and way more than I deserved. And this amazing woman, with an athletic body honed to perfection by anyone's standards, with a face simultaneously angelic and intriguing, a woman who could have any guy in the world, she'd chosen me as a lover. The pride I experienced was even more euphoric than the ejaculation.
She could have any guy in the world because every guy out there had a massive hardon for her. They'd make eyes at her, film her ass when she wasn't looking, accost her with hugs around her skinny bare waist, seduce her with compliments and alcohol until she fucked them on a couch in a closed Anthropologie. I was as jealous of her as I was prideful, and for almost the exact same reasons. And being made privy to her 'fun years', I'd sustained a lot of hot friction between the two emotions.
She leaned to the side, her nipple leaving my mouth, and my partially erect cock sliding from her bright red pussy. She curled up on her side, facing me, and we snuggled like that. She murmured again how sore she'd be sore tomorrow, but added that it was worth it.
I already loved her. I'd loved her since we'd looked at each other in Ruth's Chris and decided not to order the ribeye. All the time I've spent with her since, most of which has been in marriage, has only confirmed what I'd instantly known then. It would be years before she'd be as openly honest and introspective about herself and sex as she'd been while explaining the significance of Steve's couch, but our sex life remains fun and sizzling hot because of it.
Chapter 6: Wife Watching
I took a lunch break while Penelope and Javier stayed at the office—our new office had a paint smell from week-old renovations that made our kitchen area uninhabitable. Penelope and Javier were also graphic designers, Penelope specialized in web graphics, and was so badass she'd been selected for design annuals two years in a row, and Javier had brought in his business from Univision and a few Latin American radio stations, producing logos and layouts for billboards with a gorgeous cultural style. Our group lunches had died out almost as soon as we were up and running and work was flooding in, so I'd grown used to eating on my own.
Our 'new smelling' studio was a mile drive from home, so I called Camille on the road to find out if she'd finished her meeting with Marty. Turned out he'd postponed and was planning on driving down to meet her at the coffee shop on Brookhurst just a few blocks from our home, the one that looked like an Italian cottage buried between a Daiso Japan and Bank of America.
Poke Fresh was also in the shopping center, and so I stopped there to get a Poke bowl instead of leftovers from home. Camille sat on the patio out front in the shade of a blue awning. Her laptop was out and she sipped a cappuccino as she worked. She'd worn a grey stretchy skirt and a fitted, V-neck blouse sans sleeves, and looked very professional, although the skirt was yoga pants tight and being short it didn't hide a damn thing from her knees down. She also had on red short heeled shoes, a rarity for her. These days she was wearing her dark chestnut hair in a ponytail, but she'd tied the ponytail up with a pink two inch ribbon for a splash of color. She was dressed to impress, but to impress who? Not Marty. Not that little fat guy.
I'd parked in the shade of a lollipop shaped tree, so I decided to eat in my car. I thought about calling her and seeing if it would be unprofessional for me to come say hello to my wife, but then I don't get to see the business side of her much, and something about witnessing her outside of our marriage was fascinating to observe—something admirable about her sitting there alone and taking on the world. If I could forgive the fact that the coffee shop overlooked a parking lot, it was a picture perfect moment—a young, sexy, lady sipping a cappuccino as she worked in a public setting—and Camille's flawless features and curvy body fulfilled the role so ideally.
Marty showed up within minutes but then so did another guy. He looked in his late forties, tall, fit, and extremely handsome. Camille had been working closely with Marty on not just his current book but his last as well, so they'd become somewhat friendly, and Marty greeted her with a polite hug. The handsome guy stepped forwards and was offered a handshake.
They gathered their chairs on either side of Camille as she walked them through something on her laptop, presumably their book. Their heads neared so they all could see the screen, and the handsome man would lean back to steal up close glances at the side of her face. He'd worn a white button-down shirt, jeans, and cowboy boots and I had the impression that he had a range of shirts from casual to formal but the jeans and boots were fixed across the spectrum. He also sat angular in his chair, so his body faced hers, and he stretched one arm across the table and the other around the back of her chair. His posturing showed off his size, invited her into his space and on a small level indicated dominance in the form of protection. I had insider information that he was a Hollywood stuntman and had bedded quite a few stars. I also knew his name was Graham Baxter. Camille had said his name numerous times during the last six months but I'd yet to attach a face until now.
I knew all this about Graham because Camille had been assigned his autobiography. More accurately she'd been assigned Marty's books, two in the last two years, and Marty had successfully pitched the idea for a tell all book about Graham.
Nobody at Penn Perot publishing wanted to work with Marty, Camille included. He had great contacts and good ideas, but he was not a persuasive person. He couldn't get the subjects of books to dig scandalously deep. It's what Camille's boss called 'juicing the orange', and Marty couldn't juice shit.
And "juicing the orange" came with a moral toll. Especially with Graham's book. Penn Perot was expecting him to name names and slut shame actresses, but Graham was a semi-decent guy and wasn't going to do that. Camille was expected to change his mind, so there she was, dressed sexy and smart, plying the stud with her gorgeous smile, grabbing his wrist when she had something to say, coercing him with her big, blue, supermodel eyes.
I knew it was all business but as I watched from my car jealousy crept up like a lion. At the same time I wished for my camera to capture how stunningly she handled herself.
Camille placed a hand on his shoulder, gently rubbed it, and leaned in with a sympathetic smile. I imagined her saying something like, "It's so sweet of you to care about these women." If I had a zoom lens I could've cropped him out and focused on her face, because her expression melted me—so femininely adoring and refined in her light power makeup.
Revisiting our wedding photos a few months ago had spurred me into buying a nice Pentax camera, and I'd been photographing her around the house, mostly documenting her switch to Ashtanga yoga. I'd capture her in headstands and backbends and her newly mastered handstands. Occasionally she'd lose her tee-shirt for the shots and wear only a sports bra, which I'm sure had to do with her tummy—she'd been working on the difficult poses so intensely that her abs showed slight definition when activated.
Those pictures captured her fun side and her joy of fitness, but her professional side focused on her elegance and confidence. I wanted to document those moments as well.
I came home that evening to find her on her third glass of wine, listening to rap on the stereo and dancing in the living room—an angry, energetic dance, jumping up and down, twisting her hips, her hair spinning around her head, and her fists thrashing front and back. Later, as we readied for bed, I mentioned that I'd seen her at the coffee shop but didn't want to interrupt her meeting.
As she stripped down to her panties she explained, "The stuntman came! And I think we reached a compromise."
"That sounds promising."
"Yeah. We aren't going to include names."
"You still think the book will sell? I was kind of looking forward to reading something dirty of yours for a change."
She smiled as she climbed into bed. She'd been sleeping without a shirt lately, and I had a hard time keeping my hands off her.
"There's still plenty of smut in it. And the plan I'm going to pitch to Penn Perot is to leave enough bread crumbs for the TMZ sleazeballs to figure out the who. Just so long as people are talking about the book we'll move copies."



"So Graham is fine with scandalizing a few actresses as long as it didn't come directly from him?"
"Not really." She was sitting up with only her legs under the blankets, and she rubbed her temples with her fingers. "He'd prefer to leave them out entirely, but he also wants his story told."
"What is his story?"
She shook her head with a defeated gasp. "He's a super hot stuntman who fucked some actresses, that's pretty much it. And I told him that—basically those exact words."
"You told him he was super hot?"
She looked at me as if I were being silly. "I told him that and a lot more. I feel so dirty right now."
I stroked her thigh under the covers.
"Not that kind of dirty. You know what I'm saying."
She then threw back the covers and got out of bed. "And, honestly, this book could sell if we just focused on the spicy scenes." She took her phone from off her dresser and climbed back into bed. "It's hot, he really does have some very hot stories. Here," she said, opening her photo app and handing me the phone, "he's forty-eight now but this is what he looked like during his early thirties when most of this took place."
Her phone displayed a picture of a young shirtless Graham in a fighting pose. The guy was a stud, muscles, abs and oozing masculinity. I couldn't help but notice she'd taken the extra step of downloading the book's imagery to her photos. I'd assumed she'd been sharing it with her girlfriends, most of whom were coworkers.
"Just look at him! I think his looks alone are enough to sell it, right? Any bored housewife would consider that a treat, right?"
Needless to say, I was growing a bit jealous hearing my wife fawn over another man, and knew exactly what to say in order to dispel her attraction. "At that age he kinda looks like Kaden."
She grabbed the phone from me and asked, "You think?" She studied the picture a moment and then weakly conceded, "I mean, I guess maybe? I mean, if Kaden wasn't openly such a jerk—then maybe?" She then teased, "I'd have to see a hot shirtless picture of Kaden," as she closed down her phone and set it on her nightstand.
"Ha ha. So what'd you have to say to break him?"
"What?" she asked, coming back from a distant thought.
"If you didn't want to reveal any starlets and he didn't either, then what did you tell him so he'd agree to include incriminating details?"
"Oh, that Penn Perrot wouldn't print without naming people. He pretty much broke me in that regard. I'm the one who now has to go to Estelle and convince her we don't need names"
"Well, then what did he say to break you?"
"He just got intense. I don't know... And he didn't seem interested in more money."
Tacking on that part about the money left me wondering if there wasn't something else he wanted. I'm sure Camille had pondered that as well.
"I saw him grab your face."
She looked at me with wide eyes. "He didn't grab my face."
"OK, technically he grabbed your shoulder and placed a hand on your face."
"I can't believe you spied on me."
"Only for a minute." I caressed her leg again.
"Well OK, I guess he sort of touched my cheek at some point. But I was more rattled by what he'd said."
"Which was?"
"Well he kind of put things bluntly." She scooted down under the covers and faced me. "He was just making a point so don't get mad, but he said I was a beautiful woman who seems to value her reputation. And then he asked what would happen if he asked me out."
I caressed her thigh up to her ass and wiggled my body closer to hers. "Was he asking you out?"
"That's what I had asked, if he was being hypothetical or serious. And then he suggests moving the whole conversation back to his place."
I could not believe what I was hearing. Her face was just inches from mine and her eyelids were getting the in-the-mood heaviness. We hadn't had sex in a few weeks and I was more than happy to hear the rest of her Graham story if it meant I got laid. "He invited you to his place—awkward."
"Extremely awkward, and then he said something about nature taking its course and... And helping me find God."
I kissed her and she kissed back hard, her tits pressing into my chest.
"So he wanted to help you find God?"
"Yeah, but definitely not in the Christian sense. Not the way he was talking."
I pushed my groin against hers, allowing her to feel my partial erection. "Like maybe he'd have you scream out God's name?"
"Um, did you figure that one out all on your own?" She said sarcastically, pinching my cheek. "Well I didn't know how to respond to any of that, and before I even could, he said how wonderful it would be to write the last chapter in his book together. So that was really his point. He just wanted me to get a sense of how creepy it would feel to be in a salacious tell-all. And I guess it worked. I felt legitimately exploited for a moment."
"And he wasn't serious at all, just trying to make a point?"
"Yeah, and to hammer it home he said people would love to read about him plucking the pink ribbon from my hair and using it to tie up my wrists."
"Um, that's pretty specific. You sure he was only trying to prove a point?"
"Yes, and if it makes you feel any better, I said that my husband wouldn't be happy reading about it." She raised one eyebrow and joked, "You wouldn't be, right?"
I tickled her sides under the bed and made her shriek. "Am I really gonna have to fight a stuntman?"
She rolled on top of me. "Don't, we can't afford the doctor bills."
"Oh, is that right? I don't throw movie punches." I kept up my attack on her sides, making her squirm and guard with her elbows as she giggled helplessly.
I adjusted myself, aligning my cock between her legs and pulled her down for a kiss. I then kissed my way from her chin down to her chest, and just as I got a nipple in my mouth she went tense. "Babe... babe.... wait.... wait..."
I rolled off, familiar with that tone.
"Sorry, it's just been an intense day, OK."
"I know, I thought a little fun might take your mind off of things."
She closed her eyes and sighed, a subtle rebuke of my persistence.
"Babe," I continued, "that book is getting written whether you're a part of it or not. You're just the editor."
She smiled. "You're right. You are, I know."
"Well then, there are other ways to take your mind off things." I rolled her over and sat with my legs to either side of her thighs. I then began working my fingers into her bare shoulders. She began to loosen up as I continued to knead at the various muscles of her back.
"Are you mad?" she asked, her voice partially smothered by her pillow.
"About what?"
"Because I'm not in the mood."
Working my fingers into her sexy gorgeous back was only inciting the mood for me, and I had to ask, "Are you sure you're not in the mood?"
"I am. I'm just in such a dark place. This book... Graham talking freaky..."
"And you sure a little nookie wouldn't help get you out of that dark place?"
"Nookie?" She giggled as I hoped she would. "Nookie isn't something I ever want to have."
It then got so quiet I heard a car turn onto our street. A Taylor Swift song played at a modest level as it passed our home and then its engine faded out some two blocks away.
"I'm afraid of getting you all tangled up in what I'm feeling right now." Her voice startled me, and I reflexively moved my hands towards it up to her neck. I began crushing flat the cords leading up to her head. She adjusted to straighten her neck, and spoke into a depression in her pillow. "On one hand it does get me a little hot thinking about the Hollywood escapades, but my mind keeps going back to the women who'll be hurt just for being horny. The actual ending of the book will be the public's judgy reaction, so it's really about consequences forced upon women. It just makes me sick and pissess me off."
That was a lot to take in, and her voice was thinning as she wandered into sleep. I let it simmer until it began to feel like an attack on a group that included me. She wasn't in the mood because I represented that group. Dumb, I know, and yet I went into a defense.
"So, like I know about your 'fun years', have I ever made you feel bad for that?"
She sighed, frustrated her speech had been lost on me, and then said reassuringly, "You are a rare and wonderful man, Alex. Which is why I don't want to emotionally tangle you up in this." Her praise sounded like a consolation prize, and that's when I knew for certain we weren't having sex.
"I suppose I understand."
"You always do. You're always the bigger man. And I love you for it, Alex."
I found a big knot on her hip line, and began to soften it up with my thumbs. The pain made her leg tremble under me as she spoke in a dreamy tone about how just being around me made her happy. Then she went silent, with one last tremor in her leg. Even the air in the room seemed still, its calmness working like gravity to hold us in place.
"Sometimes I think about just going crazy." She said, disturbing the silence again. She was mostly asleep, a little drunk, a few hits of pot in her, and essentially dreaming aloud. "I love being married to you, but marriage..." Her head settled into the pillow, her hair pushed to one side so I could see that only the corner of her mouth wasn't smothered by the pillow's fluffy bulge. She'd drifted back to sleep before finishing her thoughts and I seriously felt I should know the rest. She then murmured, "Hmmmm-everyone got what they wanted though." It would've been inaudible, unintelligible mumbling had my attention not been so razor sharp. "Happiness and conformity...". She mumbled next, leaving out any kind of context, her voice periodically popping up like a dolphin's back. "Naked revolt," came out a little louder, and was followed softly by, "Hmmmm-in broad daylight." The knot at her hip finally began to break up with a long sigh of relief. "Mmmm-really hot sex." Her voice trailed off as her hips squirmed beneath me, and then she went completely out.
Normally Camille seemed older than her age but tonight she seemed younger. Words like "dark", "conformity" and "revolt" sounded like something written in a teenager's notebook of poems. Or maybe it was just me feeling my age. Even with my thirty-two to her twenty-seven she routinely stood out as the mature one—'Premature wisdom' is how I'd teased her. Not tonight though. Tonight I was her rock to lean on.
I watched my wife's back become as smooth as still water, her consciousness had fully departed, leaving me alone with her empty shell. The trembling in her thigh had completely subsided. I stopped massaging her low back as I caught my reflection in the vanity above the dresser. I can be prideful, it just takes some work to get me there, and I'd been the bigger man tonight.
Chapter 7: A Scorching 4th of July
My buddies partied with Solo cups of Stone IPA, dangling their legs in Kaden's pool, supposedly there to celebrate the 4th of July and watch the Blue Jays and Yankees on his outdoor 40 inch screen, but mostly they were eyeing up my wife laying out in her skimpy two-piece. Camille looked extra fine, and while my pride soared as a result, as it always did when it came to my wife's beautiful looks, I knew she wasn't too thrilled with the attention.
We were off to the side on the lawn near a wooden slatted fence. We were always off to the side when my friends were around. But just that twenty foot distance from their noise was enough to let in the rumble of waves breaking against the Huntington Beach pier, and that was the real feature of Kaden's house—the subtle reminders of the ocean mere blocks away.
I sat on the grass beside the Chaise Lounge she'd had me carry over from the poolside concrete after dumbass Richie started cannonballing. Camille's butt was in line with my shoulders as I watched the game. The 40 inch screen mounted by spring arm to the back wall of his house was too far from us to see much detail, so my attention was mainly on Camille's ass in my peripheral vision. I thought back on our bike ride through Colorado and watching her ass on the bike seat the entire way.
Alright, so I wasn't behaving any better than my dumbass friends, but in all of our defense, she wasn't wearing her normal one piece swimsuit. The back of the black, bikini bottom didn't completely cover her ass and left exposed from one side to the other the area where her perfect, white buns tucked in against her thighs. In addition to Ashtanga Yoga and jogging she also relaxed every night with "balance exercises" in front of the TV. I didn't think her body could be any more toned, but goddamn you could crack a rock on that ass now. It stood up tall and round from her prone body and totally devoured those little bikini bottoms.
I had no idea she owned such a two-piece or the desire to wear it. Not of late, anyway, and especially not to one of Kaden's parties. She'd been showing almost no interest in sex or being sexy, which I attributed to Graham's book. It had really been messing with her head, with so much emphasis on sex and knowing the coming aftermath would see a public turning on these women for simply not being puritans. She'd cooled off sexually in the years following our marriage, but it had been weeks since we'd made love, and her rhetoric against male chauvinist assholes had amped up to where I felt uncomfortable even touching her at times.
Fuck, with all that shit preying on her mind I'd given her points just for going to Kaden's party, and then she'd pulled off her sundress and there was that two-piece leaving the bottom of her ass on display. There were probably about fourteen guys there and only three other girls, all with bikini friendly bods but nothing like Camille's. She was given their immediate attention after her sundress came off and hadn't lost it since.
My curiosity finally ruptured. "OK, what gives?"
My vagueness got her interest but not an answer. Her face rested sideways on a towel, which she'd laid over top of the cushioned lounge, and her eyes crept open to see what the nuisance was all about.
"Your suit, that's new right?"
She smiled. "It's taken you this long to notice?"
"Well there's not much of it to notice." I slipped a finger under the fabric at the seat that crossed the side of her buns, meaning to show the line didn't encompass all of her ass.
"It's not new. You bought it for me."
With my finger still hooked under the fabric I gave it a little tug away from her skin. "I think I'd remember buying-"
"On our honeymoon," she clarified, cutting me off.
As soon as she said "honeymoon" I remembered the exact moment I'd seen them on a manikin posed in the Kahala hotel lobby gift shop. The reason I'd forgotten is they seemed to disappear into the ether after gifting them to her in our room. She'd rolled her eyes at the sexy garb and questioned, "Really?" I admit my heart sank when she'd treated the gesture like a joke.
"That's right, I did buy those didn't I?"
Mid sentence my ears were suddenly turned inside out by a bang just the other side of the tall fence behind me by an M-80 explosion so loud I flinched and sent beer suds flying from my cup of Stone IPA onto Camille's bottom.
She jerked her butt away, bringing her knee up and rising onto her elbows. The bottom of her suit pulled inwards before my finger came loose pulling the suit into her butt crack like a thong.
"God, tell those little shits to cut it out."
"It's the 4th of July, babe."
I'd seen their dopey, twelve-year-old faces peeking through the slats in the wooden fence and knew they'd set it off near us on purpose, but it wasn't my party and I didn't want to start a feud with Kaden's neighbors. I know how touchy parents can be when someone lays into their kids.
Kaden on the other hand—he was of a different mindset.
He looked like a sprinter, head back, arms pumping out in front, as he came charging across the small patio at the head of the pool. Kaden's backyard was maybe fifty feet long, but in that short distance, he built up amazing speed. He leapt towards the back fence right beside Camille and I, one bare foot kicking a board midway up and launching him high enough to catch the lip of the six-foot fence with his left palm. His arm locked out straight so that half his body was poking over the fence when his lower half slammed against it, bringing him to a halt. It was surprising the fence didn't topple over. From there he threw a ketchup bottle straight into their yard.
"You spastic fucks! You'd better run! I'll come over there and torch your fucking house!"
He dropped back down. Camille and I were speechless. Total disbelief. He shook his head. "Parents let them run wild, so whatcha gonna do?"
Camille went up on all fours to straighten out her towel.
"I'm sure you were a lot worse at that age, Kaden."
He looked her over and paused on her ass. "You know me too well, Camille. I blew up our neighbor's rose garden."
She hadn't noticed the condition of her suit yet, and now that she was up on all fours with her legs bent her butt went from two hemispheres to two three-quarter spheres, with her suit mostly wedged into her crack.
"Uh-oh, Camille, I think you have a bit of a wardrobe malfunction there."
She peered over her shoulder at Kaden, who was pointing at her ass, and then she reached back and felt totally naked buns.
There I was, standing next to my friend, both of us watching Camille feel her naked ass cheeks. It only lasted for a second before she'd pulled it back into place and lay down flat again, but that was all it took for jealousy to cut through me. Yet at the same time I had my typical overwhelming sense of pride. And more weirdly—horniness.
Kaden spun around and headed back to the BBQ leaving Camille red in the face. I kneeled down beside her, placing a hand on her calf.
"God, he can be such a major dick," she said, still speaking into the cushion.
"You'll forgive him, you always do."
"I shouldn't. He's six feet of obnoxious testosterone."
"Six-two. Don't cheat him on those extra inches or he gets mad."
"I can't believe kids shot off fireworks at us and I feel like we're the assholes in this situation. Could you imagine living next door to him?"
"Richie lived with Kaden for a year. You should ask him about it sometime." Of course she'd never ask my friends about anything, but I always had to try.
I looked back towards the patio where the party was still going strong. Several heads turned away as I did. Yep, they were still checking out Camille. She might've been a little cold towards my friends but my pride and jealousy combo was off the charts.
"I'm going to make the rounds. You okay? Need anything?"
"I'm fine. How much longer do you plan on staying?"
"Babe, we practically just got here."
"Then I'll be needing another margarita."
"You got it!"
I hustled towards the crowded Huntington Beach cottage and worked my way towards the kitchen to get my wife a margarita. Kaden came inside with me, carrying a plate of burgers fresh off the grill that oozed fat and red juice.
"Dude, those look incredible."
He handed me the platter so he could strip off his shirt. The sun was picking up outside and his BBQ was directly under it.
"You get one yet?"
"No, but I will after this." I handed the platter back to him and held up the empty margarita and Solo cup in my other hand.
"Fuck, get a Makers in the ice queen and she might treat us to a nip-slip."
I laughed it off. Makers whisky seemed to be the shot choice of the moment, but I can't stand the shit.
Kaden was forever envious, knowing all too well he'd never nail anything as rock solid as Camille, and then I'd up and married her. But the ice queen bit hit home, even if I didn't let him know it. Since Graham's book our sex life really had slowed down. Thankfully Kaden didn't know that was the case, so I could just allude to a hot sexlife to shut him up.



"No Makers man. I need her awake so I can put in an extra workout when I get home."
He knew the implied meaning of "workout", and responded, "It's gotta be cold as ice between those legs. Your dicks gonna freeze, bro." He laughed at his own joke, and then smiled on one side of his face. "So what's with that bikini? Where the fuck did that come from?"
"Pretty decent, huh? I bought it as a gift." I purposely left out how I'd bought it two years ago and it hasn't seen the light of day since.
"Nice! I guess you are getting your workout in." He shook his head. That was as close to him complimenting someone as I'd ever heard. He laughed again. "Alex, taking charge of the ice queen-packing a steel-headed ice axe!"
I had to laugh, which only encouraged him.
"So I finally got you chipping through the ice and resuscitating that pussy with cock!" His smile grew, looking very proud of himself—as if credit was all due to him badgering me into it—and I couldn't help laughing again.
Kaden was a major "Blow Flake", meaning he traded upwards between friends and favored anyone who laughed at his raunchy jokes. It used to mean he'd hang with whoever had the cocaine, but after he shook the blow in favor of a sporting lifestyle I realized it had nothing to do with coke, he was just totally unreliable and manic by nature. He still acted as if on the blow, he just wasn't.
But that quality is also what makes Kaden so fucking charismatic. He's the one you call last minute and he's the one who calls you out of the blue to drop everything because he has tickets to a Lakers game and tip-off is in one hour. He's the one who can pull together seventeen people for a 4th of July party by texting around on July 2nd. Mind you there were mostly guys at the party, but he'd fucked most of the girls we'd known and they tended to avoid one another around him.
And in general, his personality was so overbearing and in your face, with a laugh like a drunk donkey, that he could do or say whatever and people fucking went with it. Even Camille had learned to appreciate him in small doses.
I topped off Camille's margarita with an extra tequila shot, hoping it would help loosen her up and allow her to enjoy being the hot chick as much as I enjoyed being the hot chick's husband, because Kaden's envy was just too delish. I walked around the opposite end of the pool to reach the long grass patch where she sunned herself in the chaise lounge. While I was gone she'd turned her head the other way and didn't see me coming. AC DC's For Those About to Rock and a lot of laughing and raunchy talk from the other side of the pool kept me from being heard, so I thought I'd play a dirty trick.
As I approached I again admired how good she looked in that black bikini. Her prone body glistened in the sun, her low back, narrow and bare, twisted gently, as her taut, round butt softly flexed. From where I stood she appeared to be massaging her hips against the chaise lounge cushion. My plan was to press the cold ma-bare ass cheek and make her jump, but the way she was moving... Well sometimes when there's music playing she'll move her body with it, but that was usually to bouncy EDM, not head-banging AC DC. And her slow rhythmic gyration, I don't know, it was more like she was having a dirty dream.
I stepped close enough to see the side of her face, yet still beyond her peripheral vision. Her blue eyes were slit open and a faint smile graced her parted lips. They quivered ever so slightly as she exhaled, and then her back rose with a deep inhale. Her serene expression matched the subtle, gentle movement of her body. Something nibbled at her attention most desirably.
I traced her line of sight until I landed on Kaden standing before his barbeque.
Kaden?
OK, yes, Kaden was a good looking guy. He was into all beach sports, from surfing to volleyball, but also an avid rock climber, and ascending vertical faces whenever possible had turned his body into a tight array of beefy muscles. Camille's perspective captured his shirtless back and round shoulders, and how his damp board shorts clung to his well developed ass.
But... Camille never thought much of Kaden. She barely tolerated him.
He had recently cut his hair and transformed from a shaggy blonde-haired surfer into someone who could slip into a business suit and be taken seriously. And Camille preferred guys like Daniel Craig and the classy James Bond shtick, so there was that, but still...
I froze standing on the grass just a few feet from her, completely baffled. And it wasn't just the who—the fact that she was looking at a man period, and... And what? Rubbing her crotch on a gathered wrinkle in her towel? Getting off? No fucking way! She was the queen of hard to get. She was the woman who'd informed me how insulting it was for average looking guys to hit on her, like they thought she was remotely in their league. And she hadn't said it in the catty tone of some stuck up sorority chic, she'd stated it like an NPR news anchor delivering the facts. To Camille guys were a general annoyance, whose egos bruised easily and who thought far more of themselves than they deserved. Fuck, I was married to her and I still felt as if I were chasing her most of the time. So it made zero sense to me she'd have a mid day fantasy about Kaden.
Her glistening butt cheeks tensed again, denting in and rising, and then falling back down as she wiggled her pelvis into the cushion. The move was slow, subtle, and undetectable by anyone across the yard. But there was no question about it, she was grinding her pussy as she watched a half-naked man flipping burgers. I was in such disbelief it never dawned on me to be mad. In fact, I wanted to savor the sight of her slowly masterbating against the chaise lounge.
Friction between the towel and the front of her damp bikini bottoms drew the back of them deeper into the crack of her ass. They'd pulled away from the slight indentation where they'd previously rested. My dick throbbed just thinking about it. I'd never seen my wife pleasure herself and found it absolutely mesmerizing.
I set the margarita and beer on the grass and took another silent step towards her. I peered back at the party, ensuring nobody was watching, and then dipped my finger between her legs. It was warm down there, despite the fabric still being damp from an earlier swim. Camille snapped her head around in shock. Her cheeks were red, her cinnamon eyelids heavy and her blue eyes glazed.
"See something you like?" I slid my fingers up and down her covered slit as I sat beside her.
She knew she was busted, and she pinched her eyes shut and mumbled, "Um.... I was...". She quickly gave up on whatever excuse she was concocting and basically admitted it by pushing her face into the cushion and mumbling, "Shit!"
She didn't seem to mind my finger, or at least wasn't in a position to complain, so I continued stroking it up and down. As I rubbed in a circular motion she rolled her head to the side, and I stared deep into her one visible eye, searching for an answer or something to explain her behavior. How could she be hot for another man? And why was it turning me on so badly? She stared back just as deeply, full of the same questions, her breath turning ragged, her posture crumpled as she squirmed in reaction to my touch.
A rare vulnerability encompassed Camille, which triggered a flare up of dominance in me. It suddenly didn't matter that I knew everyone at the party, and so with my body blocking her lower half from view, I basically fingered her through her suit in front of a crowd. I thought back on the other night after having lunch with Graham, her half awake thoughts, something about in broad daylight and really hot sex. And hadn't she joked about a shirtless picture of Kaden after I'd commented about his resemblance to Graham? Had I put this daydream in her head?
"OK, OK!" She pushed at my arm, requesting me to stop. "You're getting me too worked up."
"I think you were doing a pretty good job of that before I showed up."
She pinched her eyes closed with a mixture of shame and pure lust, forcing her lips back from her clenched teeth.
It stoked an aggressive fire in me. I needed to torture her, and rubbed her pussy with more enthusiasm. With both hands she pulled my arm away. "OK, OK, but not here."
It was good she stopped me, because I was verging on losing control myself. "Maybe we should get going." I stood up. "Come get me when you're ready." I then walked towards the barbeque to talk with Kaden. She'd have to face him in front of me. It was cruel, but I was feeling a little cruel.
Kaden spotted me as I approached the barbeque. "You ready, cuz one of these is yours."
"Aw man, they look good. But..."
"Shit! Don't tell me you're leaving?"
"Sorry man!"
He shook his head in shame. "By the nuts! She's totally leading you by the nuts."
I was losing his respect from earlier so I jabbed back, "When your woman is in the mood, you don't question it."
Laughing we both looked across the yard at Camille, who sat in the lounge and sipped her margarita.
"Seriously Alex, you'd better wreck that."
I could tell just by looking at her she was out of sorts. She drank the margarita like she needed it. And she did, considering she'd just been busted for eyeing up Kaden and would soon need to face him in front of me. And as soon as I got her home... Well I was still figuring that part out.
"She popped some wood all around showing up in that bikini, so you get a pass, bro! Shit, I'd be on that twenty-four-seven. Idda never left home."
Now he was paying me compliments left and right, and I tilted my head and put up my palms to either side, like what-can-I-say. Camille had earned me a proud moment. Although if she'd seen me do it, she would've rolled her eyes as far as they could roll.
It took her a few minutes to make it over, but she finally did, coming up behind me and draping her hands over my shoulders. My ego further soared as she glued herself to my back. Of course if Kaden knew she'd practically played with herself while watching him from across the lawn my jealousy would've killed me right then and there.
"I hear you're leaving, Camille."
She stepped to the side of me. "Sorry Kaden, I was up late last night."
He punched me in the shoulder, assuming I had something to do with it.
Now she did roll her eyes. I then noticed how red with embarrassment her cheeks had become.
I could've explained that she was binge watching The Ozarks, but instead I allowed him to think the worst, which further shattered his preconceptions about my wife being an ice queen.
He put down the spatula and opened his arms for a hug. They hadn't hugged since his and Bobbie's break up, Kaden hadn't tried, but her demeanor was different this time, she had her hand on my elbow and was still partially behind me, a subtle indication of her vulnerability towards him. She let go of me and cautiously leaned into him for a polite hug. However, Kaden locked onto her, pulling her forwards and crushing her flat against him until his big arms engulfed her.
Suddenly my half-drunk, bikini clad wife was pressed against a half naked man. His hug forced her supple tits to squish over his broad, solid chest, causing flesh to bulge out of her bikini top, and they had an airtight seal all the way down to their crotches. And it was mostly skin to skin contact, which made my hackles stand up with jealousy. But my dick throbbed hard, and that reaction I still didn't understand.
"Damn, Camille, you are small!" He wrapped even more of himself around her, practically making her disappear. Camille was just five-seven with a petite frame, but she had such a big presence people always assumed she was taller. And I've described her ass in detail, but her tits were something else too. They looked to be a good handful, cappuccino cups.
She grimaced, laughed and lifted her hands off Kaden in protest of having her body smothered by his. "Kaden, please, you're sweaty!"
My jealousy flared up again, because I knew her half-hearted protests were insincere. Whatever fantasy she'd explored while playing with herself on the chaise lounge surely had a nice sweaty hug in it somewhere. And since she is known for letting loose with her disgust, the insincerity of her reaction came off as playing hard to get.
The hug broke, and we entered the house as Kaden shouted, "Take care of my boy!" And then for my pleasure, "Bust out that ice axe and go at it hard, bro!"
We went into the bathroom together where we changed into dry clothes. As she pulled her yoga pants over her naked ass, she asked, "So what kind of male bullshit code is 'ice axe'?"
For a moment I thought of telling the truth. Making Kaden look bad always made me shine in comparison, but then, it was weird, after what I'd just seen of Camille I didn't want to upset her fondness for him. Partly because I expected to finish what she'd started as soon as we got home, but also because I didn't want to discourage her from being nicer towards him. Something about that prospect intrigued me in a very unexplainable way.
So I lied. "It's some rock climbing credo, something about never giving up."
"Huh, first time his goodbye wasn't something totally derogatory. Maybe he's finally growing up."
"No way," I stammered, but recovered smoothly as we exited the bathroom, "I wouldn't go that far."
Chapter 8: The Ice Axe Cometh
Getting home from Kaden's 4th of July party was less than a ten minute drive and barely a word was spoken the entire trip. Camille was preoccupied with staring out the window at all the mini-malls and Starbucks, but the way her hands clutched the car seat and her knees locked together I could tell she was nervous. I intentionally stayed quiet—let her sweat. Actually, I was at a loss for words myself. I had no idea how to feel about what had gone down at the party. I was horny as hell for her, that's all I knew. Stripping her naked clouded any sound judgment I might've had.
At our house I stopped her in the living room before she could vanish into the shower. I made her face me as I held her shoulders and peered into her eyes. I maintained my gaze for several seconds, saying nothing. Her eyes bugged out and she forced an open mouth grin in return, the classic culpable yet playing naive move. The fact she was being so obvious and patient, not her strong suit, proved my suspicions more than founded.
The longer I looked into her blue eyes, illuminated by the afternoon light beaming in from a glass door that led to the yard, the more my thoughts crystallized. Those big supermodel eyes always brought me back to the first time I saw her from across Ruth Chris', and the whirlwind couple of dates that led to that afternoon in her apartment. That first time we made love on her couch, and then in her bed, and then the time she shared intimate stories of her "fun years". I wished I could go back to that moment and live it over and over. On that particular day it really felt like we were braving honesty and tearing down our walls to let each other in. And every day since has been the opposite, building ourselves back up brick by brick, making something concrete that would last us for the rest of our married lives.
But I'd just witnessed her masturbating on a chaise lounge at a party, and the significance of catching her in the act wasn't what she'd been getting off on, but that she was getting off at all. It was raw—a part of her that hadn't been bricked over yet—and I intended to take advantage of it.
I pulled her in close again, and whispered into her ear, "Why did you stop talking to Bobbie?"
She whispered back, "Bobbie? I don't know..."
"Yeah you do. You said that if she was determined to make mistakes you couldn't be around to watch."
"That could've been why. But we were only friends a short time before that."
I stroked the upper part of her ass, where it jutted out at an amazing angle.
"But then you were cool with me staying friends with Kadien?"
She had an idea where I was going with this, and leaned back to confront my face. "I don't have feelings for Kaden, OK?"
I pulled her close again. "I know."
I'd never quite understood how she'd come to accept my continuing friendship with Kaden. He'd said some pretty fucked up things to her and I was prepared to write him off forever after that. But she literally told me to not stop being friends with him, pointing out that my friends were more like a circus than a family and Kaden was our P.T. Barnum, or ringmaster, or whatever.
Still, it was a big ask of her to tolerate the guy, and my own theory—she'd just come to accept men as the stupider sex. She was always having to give guys a pass. We're genetically engineered to be douchebags. Kaden was just a larger pile of poo on my whole heaping gender.
I kissed her and told her how much I loved her. Her beautiful angelic face filled with relief and that made me stupidly happy and I had to smile. Then my eyes dropped to her white, nylon beach-bag sitting beside her feet. Inside I could see the skimpy swimsuit resting on a damp towel.
I squatted down and gave her pussy a kiss through her yoga pants, and then reached into her nylon beach bag to grab her swimsuit bottoms. I returned to standing, presenting the bottoms to her. She knew what I wanted. She knew what to do. And not a word was spoken as she took the swimsuit bottoms and proceeded to pull down her pants right there in the living room.
There was Camille, fine as fuck and nude from the waist down in the least private room of our house.
I stopped her from putting on the bottoms so I could pull her tee shirt off. The sight of tits cradled into the soft black bra caused me to hum with a creaky buzz in my throat. Nevertheless, I unclasped the bra and she allowed it to slide forwards down her arms. And for a moment she was completely naked in our wide open living room.
She then pulled up her bottoms and we kissed. With our lips engaged, I lifted her by her sweet ass and she wrapped her legs around me. I bravely carried her up the stairs into our bedroom where I set her down on the bed.
At that time of day light filtered through the closed blinds, allowing only thin bands of sunlight to seep through—hot bands, sinfully red, and they seemingly did more to darken the rest of the room than light it. It also ignited drifting particles, thickening the air like some medieval dungeon. The foreboding atmosphere made entering the bedroom feel like I'd crossed an immoral threshold, one that gave me goosebumps on my arms, and maybe I had.
I set her down on the bed and she lay still, awaiting my next move. She must've felt guilty because she remained totally compliant. I hooked my fingers under her armpits and guided her onto her hands and knees so I could see her ass in that small bikini, positioned just as she'd been while smoothing out her towel in front of Kaden and me.
"Why today? What made you wear these?"
She hesitated, staring back at me, and then explained, "Well all my other suits are at my parents. I keep leaving them to dry in the bathroom. Old habits." She laughed apologetically. "Not the salacious story you were hoping for, I know."
"You turned a few heads today."
"I did?" She feigned innocence, her eyes growing wide and comically naive.
I stepped up behind her and laid my hands on her ass. I squeezed her cheeks together, crushing the thin material between them. I stepped back and observed her perfect body up on all fours on our bed. I hummed and reached down to rub my crotch.
"Alex..?" She questioned with a degree of worry in her voice.



"I love you too much to be mad, so this is going to be your punishment."
Because I had the upper hand now I felt I could do more than my usual gracious request to have sex. I had the exploding urge to do everything I could possibly think of to that perfect ass—bite, spank, ram my fingers in, ram my dick in, everything! I wanted to punish it. Punish that perfect, naughty ass belonging to my wife. I wanted to do it so bad I couldn't bring myself to start. I resisted grabbing her. I restrained myself for some inexplicable reason. She was my wife, the one woman I should be able to get nasty with. But that was the thing—she was my wife—and like because she was my wife I couldn't get nasty with her, or not the level of nasty that heated up my head and turned my breath hoarse and deep. These desires weren't coming from a place of respect or love. This was animal—hunt, catch and fuck.
I'd been blaming Camille for the state of our sex life, but apparently I'd bricked a lot of myself off too.
My paralysis broke suddenly and I reached out and palmed both cheeks and rubbed them furiously. The soft flesh formed to my fingers, allowing for a good grip. She flexed her glutes, revealing enormous power under their softness. Goddamn fuck, did that turn me on.
I slipped the narrow section of black fabric to the side, exposing her pussy. She kept the labia area free of hair, all pubes confined to a small strip in front. Her labia had a fuller shape and pinched her slit together so it didn't gape open. Hers looked like a tight pussy, and it was.
Starting at her shoulder I slid my hand down her arm until I was grabbing her wrist, and then drew her hand back, placing it on her pussy. I expected her to object, but she didn't. Her finger ran along the slit until it separated for her, and then I could see the wetness residing within. She worked her finger in deeper and she drew a quick sharp breath. I looked up to see her cheek pressed to the bed, eyes closed, mouth open. Goddamn she was fingering herself right in front of me.
"Look across the way," I commanded. "What do you see?"
She opened her eyes and peered at the dresser. As she searched for something of significance to make sense of my command, she also stopped fingering herself. "Don't stop," I ordered. "You're pleasuring yourself on a chaise lounge, and you're looking across the yard, what do you see?"
She then caught on that I was having her relive a moment from the party. "Kaden?" She answered carefully, in nothing but a creaky whisper.
Her body shook as she said his name and I swear her fingers became noticeably wetter.
"Is he the reason your fingers are in your pussy right now?"
"I.... I don't know..."
"You do know."
"I was... I was just feeling good for a moment."
"You were being a horny minx in the middle of the party. Don't stop playing with yourself, keep those fingers going and tell me what you were so horny for."
"I don't know..."
"You do to. Say it!"
"A good looking guy. A muscular guy. I don't know."
"Do not stop playing with yourself! There were a few good looking guys at the party. Why him?"
"I don't know, maybe because something Bobbie said."
"Bobbie said something about him?" I gave her a few seconds to answer, and noticed she no longer needed encouragement to keep fingering herself. She teased and played with the luscious opening, her breath hitching when she'd discover an especially sensitive zone. Juice dripped from her finger and she squealed, which woke up something nasty in me all over again.
"What did Bobbie say?"
"She-" Camille's voice hitched with another sharp breath. "Uh-she came. She came a lot."
Her pink pussy had turned bright red and a trickle of juice ran down her inner thigh.
"A lot? What's a lot?"
"I don't know. She thought she would pass out. We didn't talk about it much."
I circled around her and leaned my face closer to hers. I wanted to know if Camille had ever felt an orgasm so strong she might pass out, and her answer was a telling silence.
"And you want that again?"
She didn't answer. But the wetness accumulating in her pussy told me all I needed to know.
I went back to Bobbie for my answer. "Did Bobbie say why? Was it something he did?"
"Mmmm-he likes it a little rough."
"Bobbie told you that?"
"Uh-hmmm."
"Rough? How rough?"
"I don't know. Maybe not rough. Nasty-mmmm. Perverted."
"So like normal Kaden? Like his jokes? Like how he's just an asshole."
"I guess. Yeah..."
"And Bobbie liked that?"
"Probably."
"Do you like it?"
Her breath hitched again. "Uh-mmm... No?"
Her finger moved faster drawing a big circle over her pussy, her resilient folds springing up as her finger passed. She was so wet it splattered droplets onto her butt. Camille had said "no" but she was liking something. She was liking it a lot!
She corrected her answer, "Maybe sometimes." And then she moved, "But he's an asshole-mmmm."
Her teeth were gritted and her voice raspy. She didn't understand what was happening to her any better than I did. She couldn't understand how she could be so aroused over a guy who represented everything she despised any better than I understood how being so jealous was getting me hard as a rock.
Then from out of nowhere she added, "He would pour oil on her."
I didn't think I could be anymore turned on, but that did it. Kaden had mentioned oiling up girls before. In his words you had to lube a girl up inside and out for the full effect.
"You want your ass oiled up? Is that it?"
"No-uh-mmm.... Yuh-mmm. Oh god, I don't know."
I reached out and stroked her ass, imagining it dripping with baby oil. Her gyrating wrist made her round bottom jiggle, but the muscles were so tone it was more of a tight reverberation. Fuck she had an ass. Fuck did it feel good to whack it while her finger probed her sopping pussy.
She wasn't going to give me a straight answer, she wasn't there yet, so I gave her something she could cop to easily.
"You've been bad, haven't you."
"Ooo, yeah. I have. I've been bad," she cooed, her cheek still against the sheet only half paying attention to me. Those words sounded alien coming from her. She had friends who could talk that way, but I'd never expected Camille to humor me like that. Maybe she was just happy I didn't press her anymore on Kaden.
Feeling emboldened and even more excited I spanked her ass again. "You've been real bad!"
"Yeah! And what are you gonna do about it?"
Now she sounded a little more like Camille—more defiant, not about to be slapped down by the opposite sex. Except she was also clearly pushing me to do it, to act like the man in charge, to take her down.
I grabbed her hand and extended three fingers. She pushed all three back inside, splaying open the slick soaked flesh. She jammed them past the second knuckle, and juice filled in the crevice where her fingers pressed together. I gave her another hard spank. "Fuck you are so bad, prancing around in that skimpy two piece."
Her fingers dug inside quicker and deeper, and hot breath was rippling a small wrinkle in the bed sheet. "So what are you going to do about it," she repeated, sounding even more defiant. She was getting off plunging three fingers into her pussy, this wasn't just a show for me.
I unfastened my shorts and pulled them down to my thighs and was confronted with a huge boner, the size of which surprised me. I took hold of it and began stroking to match the intensity of her fingers. It was clear she wanted me to step forwards and stick my big cock in, but I don't know—it was more enticing to just watch her pleasure herself. The sight of my wife with her soft-toned ass in the air and three fingers working inside her pussy was so new to me. It was too perfect to interrupt with sex. So I just stood there beating myself off.
She gradually understood I wasn't going to fuck her, and it would be up to her to get herself off. She quickened the attack on her own pussy, burying the side of her face into the bed. She moved into her mind, her cheeks twitching and her eyelids fluttering. I couldn't help but wonder what was racing through her head, what dirty desires were playing out for inspiration.
I didn't want to know but I had to know, and asked, "Are you thinking about him right now. Are you thinking about Kaden."
"Stop, baby-mmmm-just please stop."
"Are you?"
"Uh-fuck-maybe, OK."
That would be a yes. She was definitely thinking about some other guy as she worked three fingers deep into her vagina.
"Do you like him?" My voice cracked, and with it the illusion of my dominance.
She took a deep frustrated breath and stopped playing with herself just long enough to speak up, clearly frustrated with my twenty questions.
"Oh god, Alex. For fuck's sake, I wasn't thinking about catching dinner and a movie with him."
The truth was making me sick at this point, but then hearing her say it aloud set fire to the truth—made it hot instead of painful.
"So what then? What were you thinking about?"
"OK fuck! God, I just look at him sometimes, and I... Uh-mmmm-I wonder how it would be... Uh-mmmm-how all those drxy muscles might be used to fuck me-mmmm-oh god-uh-uh-oh god-mmmm!"
My head felt like it was caving in. I could never unhear that.
My voice cracked again, "You want that? You want to be fucked like he fucked Bobbie?"
"Uh-mmmm yes! God yes, Ok. So what are you going to do about it?" She rolled her head away from me so I could only see the corner of her face, and she spanked her ass with the hand she'd been pleasuring herself with, leaving a wet hand print on her ass cheek. She then drove all three fingers back in, her pussy sounding soft and juicy.
Camille then hit a new plateau, sucking up a chest full of air and releasing it with a shaky moan. Her one visible cheek turned red and her shut eyes bleed a tear. She was out of it. I don't think she even cared if I was in the room anymore. It was almost as if she gave up on me and punished herself. She was as conflicted as I over her source of arousal.
The harder she attacked her pussy the harder I attacked my cock. The room quickly filled up with the dull, frantic whacking of my fist pulling on my engorged dick and the much louder kiss-like sucking noise from Camille's dripping, open snatch being penetrated with three fingers.
Her forehead twitched and frowned and then smoothed back out. Her hips began to roll, forcibly humping back on her fingers. Her orgasm was conspicuously close. Her mouth gaped open. She struggled through rapid successions of short breaths. Her eyelids fluttered but didn't open. Jesus she was coming, and goddamn was she coming hard.
I took a step back, and then another. It was difficult watching her writhing in ecstasy like that. This was the point where I break her with the "ice axe" but I couldn't bring myself to do it. I mean, her orgasm was bordering on violent, I'd never seen her like that. She'd been wild in the sack but nothing about her salaciously fingering herself for show aligned with the woman I married. The woman whose class and awareness were as natural and apparent as her beauty. I thought back on the time she'd murmured in a sleepy daze about her marriage and how everyone got what they wanted. I had to wonder just how much of herself had she held back for me.
I was in fucking shock. I took another step back, and now stood in the doorway, leaving my wife alone in the middle of our bedroom, kneeling on our big bed with her ass in the air and furiously fucking herself. She was a far hornier woman than I could've ever imagined.
Her other hand slid up from underneath and began circling her clit. She was stretched open, the folds hugging her fingers in calligraphic shapes. Her hips were rocking so hard the bed creaked. She'd become vocal, a feminine "aaahhh aaahhh" which was as cute as it was hot.
She peaked, twisting at her waist to move her hips in big circles as her hands began to slow into a gentle rhythm. She writhed in ecstasy for several seconds before collapsing face down on the bed with her legs spread enough to see her bright red vagina, glistening wet.
I'd reached my own orgasm, and found myself unprepared to deal with the consequences, by which I mean I didn't want to shoot a rope of come onto our bedroom carpet. It was too late to stop the eruption so I cupped my hand over the head of my dick and squirted into my palm.
No words were spoken.
Camille was splayed out on the bed breathing deeply, looking as satisfied and relaxed as I'd ever seen her, with me feeling the same with a handful of come. I took off my shirt and wiped it off. I then walked over and gave her ass a kiss. She reached back and scrubbed her fingers in my hair, mussing it up.
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Chapter 9: A Tall Order
My BMW was in the shade. I turned the keys one click backwards to shut off the radio and avoid draining the car battery. That had always been one of my dad's concerns, a dead battery. Although looking back I suspect he was just annoyed by his son's music and wanted to cut it short. I took a sip of coffee only to spit it back in the Coffee Bean cup. It had gone cold during the time I was there. I'd give her one more minute to show up and then I'd leave. In reality I'd only been parked there for roughly ten minutes but I was feeling anxious, and the more I thought about what my wife had done the past weekend and her telling me, "What are you going to do about it," the more anxious I became.
We hadn't discussed our unusual sexual experience apart from me blurting out a few jokes that evening. The morning after we'd cuddled for hours and I'd been unable to keep my hands off her. I'd finally apologized for being so handsy but then blamed her for being so hot the day before. She'd drilled her finger into my chest and teased, "You mean having your own personal porno show?" She'd then thinned her eyes, studying me like a cop. She'd completely omitted anything to do with Kaden, and I figured that was intentional and left it at that.
I wanted nothing more than to initiate our sexual game again but over the next couple of days her face burned red in embarrassment whenever I'd touched her. I knew we had to talk, the tension was getting crazy, I'd been unable to think about anything but her while away at work, and then she'd practically avoided me while I'd been home. The longer I'd let it go the stranger her behavior had seemed. I kept going back to the night she shouted down Kaden in Lucy's bar, and marveling how every guy in the room took a step back. That's who I'd known her to be, but after that last weekend at Kaden's my image of her had several puzzle shaped holes in it. And so, what was I going to do about it?
I checked my phone to see it was 12:30.
Finally Camille's Prius pulled into a spot beside the Italian restaurant. She loves her patios and I had a clear view of her at a small wrought iron table. She ordered a glass of wine, set up her laptop and waited. She pulled a small mirror from her bag, adjusted the pink ribbon around her ponytail, and touched up her lipstick.
She'd worn a wine colored sheath dress, with a low neckline that could've passed for evening wear. It also ended above her knees, and the skin of her legs, the skin above her breasts, her neck, face, arms, her skin all over had a glow from running over an hour that morning. She'd applied eyeliner and a light stroke of shadow, and penciled in her lips with a wine shade to match her dress. Something about those colors and her pulled back hair made me think of a wild school teacher.
Graham showed as she finished a glass of Pinot Noir. Unsurprisingly he was dressed the same as last time. They sat side by side looking at her laptop as she went through the edits. A second glass of wine was consumed. Food showed up, and the plates were set to either side of them so they could maintain focus on the laptop. They ate slowly as they worked, the Pinot Noir disappearing much faster than the food.
I had to wonder why Marty wasn't there. It was his writing they were editing, you think he'd want to have a say in it.
I zoomed in on Camille's lips curling into a smile as Graham made her laugh again. I was parked close, sitting in the back seat with the tinted windows up for cover. A few strands of her dark chestnut hair came free of the pink ribbon and hung over the side of her face and a gentle breeze passed through the open patio and made them flutter. It spoke to how buzzed two glasses had left her.
Camille stepped away for a minute to use the ladies room. Graham rose with her like a gentleman. Her sheath dress was snug, not a single seam down the back side, and while the smooth wine colored fabric didn't pinch into her butt there was a depression following her butt crack that accentuated their movement as she walked inside.
The half eaten plates were cleared while she was away and another glass of wine showed up. Camille returned, and Graham, also standing, placed a hand on her low back to seat her. She saw the wine and protested, and Graham squinted at her, his eyes like a cowboy's, and he raised a finger, signaling just one more.
His hand went to the upper part of her back, where the dress dipped down so he was touching her smooth skin. A finger on his opposite hand pointed to the laptop screen as he scanned a section of interest.
She read it out loud and then clicked on the keypad to make an edit. More hair had tumbled out of her ribbon, partially concealing her left eye, and Graham, staring at the side of her face, slid a finger across her cheek and tucked it behind her ear. His other hand never left her back, and in fact moved higher up, so his fingers came over the top and down to rest on the ridge of her collar bone.
Camille took a sip of her wine, and not a small one. Graham brought his glass up and toasted her, enticing her to sip again. She was now close to finishing her third glass. The wild strands of hair had returned to her face, and so she undid her bow, shook out her ponytail, and collected all her hair together as she leaned forward and exposed her toned back to him. Without her asking, Graham cinched his hand around her pony so she could use both hands to tie off the ribbon neatly. I'd assisted her in that procedure a thousand times, and every time I marveled at the magnificence of her long neck and slender shoulders the way Graham was doing.
The check came, and things wrapped up quickly from there. Camille was clearly flustered and off her game, almost knocking over her water glass. She hardly seemed the same woman.
They left the restaurant and stood at the curb for a while. He seemed to maintain his hand on her shoulder, in a protective, guiding way, while he motioned with his thumb towards the south side of the parking lot. I'm sure he was trying to offer her a ride home. For the first time that day my pains of jealousy felt more like the early stages of heartbreak, because if she got into his car, I think he would've been emboldened to take it further, and my wife was not in a great head space to resist. I even thought about coming out of hiding to stop it. But then she took out her phone and ordered an Uber, which Graham couldn't protest to.
They stood there another few minutes, laughing, with Camille pushing against his chest like she does when I tease her, or more specifically when I tease her about something a little naughty. When the car arrived he gave her a hug, one big hand set at the nape of her neck, and the other at the arch in her low back—tits to chest, crotch to crotch.
I drove to my studio and printed out several of the day's pictures. I was terrified of Penelope and Javier walking by and seeing the printer spit out the dirt I had on my wife. I then went to Michael's, bought some Foamcore boards and tape, and then in the alley behind the big craft store I taped the pictures in chronological order until I had two forty-by-sixty-inch boards filled up with evenly spaced prints.
Camille worked from home on Tuesdays and Thursdays, half of that Thursday was spent meeting with Graham and the rest at home in her office space, although she'd had three glasses of wine, so not sure how much work was being accomplished. Nevertheless, I stayed at work until six-thirty, my normal time home, drinking a beer and watching an Angel's game at a pub two blocks away from our house.
When I walked in I heard her in the bath, and so I quickly brought in the Foamcore boards and slid them behind our dresser. Eventually she came into the bedroom, damp and with a towel wrapped around her waist. I walked up behind her and cupped her breasts. I'd noticed the bong on our coffee table on my way in and could now see a slight glaze over her eyes. Pot tended to make her horny, so that was good. She leaned back into me, and I kissed her neck. "A late bath? Rough day?"
"Actually no, it was a pretty good day."
As she pulled away from me she mentioned her lunch with Graham and said they worked out some of his final concerns. He'd once doubled as a punching bag for Mark Wahlberg, and the leading actress on the film and, a married mother of one and whose name Camille withheld even from me, could lose her family if identified in the book. There were two other married woman, not quite as well known, for whom fucking Graham wouldn't just be embarrassing but likely end their marriages as well.
"If he was so concerned why fuck married women at all?"
"He feels really bad about it now."
I thought about him caressing her cheek that afternoon as he swiped the hair away from her face. Graham was one leopard clearly looking to add spots, not change them.
"We agreed the three married actresses were special cases," she went on, as she moved to the dresser and pulled open a drawer. "So we snipped away at their breadcrumbs and I'm going to sneak the edited version through."
I walked to the side of the dresser. "Funny you should mention breadcrumbs."
I pulled the two Foamcore boards out and laid them on the bed. She looked at me like I was crazy. The boards contained photos of key moments, the laughing and flirty looks from her, his hands all over her sexy body, their parting hug, and one image where his aging but handsome eyes were up close with her big youthful blue beauties, full of intrigue and warmth, and I could feel the sexual tension burning between them.
I pointed to the first image but she pushed my arm away from it.
"Are you serious?"
"Just the facts, ma'am."
"You spied on me again and took pictures?"
"Just the facts," I said again, trying to play a TV role and let her know it was only for fun.
"I plead the fifth," she said, finally playing along, and rested a thumb under her jaw. "But we might have to talk about this." She waved her other hand over the series of photos.
"That's fine." I stepped closer to her. "But first I'd like to submit this into evidence as well." I pulled the towel from her waist
"My towel?"
I dropped it to the floor and reached between her legs. "I'd like to present to the jury one very naughty pussy." I slipped a finger into her slit and leaned forward to kiss her. For a few seconds I lightly massaged her pussy, her day old Brazilian wax feeling slick to the touch, as our kisses deepened and her thickening breath divulged her arousal.
She moaned, but her brow furrowed at the numerous pictures. The flirting going on in them was real. I'm sure stepping outside herself and viewing it from a distance was shocking to see just how brazen it appeared. I held her face in my hands and kissed her again, wanting her to know I wasn't mad. I lifted her up by the armpits, seating her on the bed, on top of a Foamcore board. It creased with a pop as her weight landed on it.
"Did he offer to tie you up again?"
She laughed dismissively. "He actually apologized. He said he didn't mean to be so forthright but every time he'd gotten the wrong idea about a woman it turned out she was just playing hard to get."
I chuckled. "Man, to have that kind of confidence. I guess that's what it takes to sleep around with famous women. Do any stories in the book go into it? I mean, tying up women?"
"Several, actually."
I put a knee on the bed between her legs. "Did you enjoy those?"
She looked at me with a knowing smile, and impishly thinned her eyes, "I did."
"When you read it, did you imagine it was you being tied up?"
Her smile grew, wickedly so, but I needed her to actually say it.
"Did you?" I repeated.
"I did." She wrinkled her nose and stuck out her tongue at me.
I looked away at the dresser and laughed.
I thought for a moment about catching her getting hot and bothered for Kaden. "If not for my display, would you have answered truthfully just now?"
"Probably, but if not for your little spying game would you have asked?"
"Nope. So I guess there are a lot of unasked questions now, huh?"
"That depends, I guess."
"On what?"
"On how much you really want to know."
"Oh," I laughed again. "So you're saying I should expect to find you playing with yourself while watching my friend again?"
She rolled her eyes. "I was not."
"Close enough."
"So you are mad."
"I'm not."
"Yes you are."
"I'm not, I'm really not."
"OK, but you photographed me, and you clearly are bothered by it because you brought it up."
"I'm..." I thought it through, "puzzled by it."
"Just puzzled? Were you just puzzled afterward—after we got home from Kaden's?"
I assumed she was referring to me masterbating to her fingering herself as a result of what she'd done at the party, and I explained, "I just never thought... You know, I didn't think you got off on that kinky kind of stuff."
"Sex? You think I have an issue with sex?"
"You know what I'm saying. Not just sex. And I thought you had issues with guys like Graham and Kaden—pushy guys trying to bed you."
She laughed, I think over the phrase 'bed'.
"OK, yes, I do have an issue with that."
"And yet..."
"And what? I still can't find them hot?"
"Not just hot. I mean, you fantasized about Graham tying you up, and then at Kaden's... that business on the chaise lounge.... That was kinda.... Well it looked like you were enjoying more than just eye candy."
"So you are upset."
I laughed. "No." I took a deep breath. "It's just so not like you. I mean, when we stood there in the gazebo and exchanged vows, I thought I truly knew you, but.... I mean, this was just a surprise is all."
"Are you saying you made a mistake marrying me?" Her face brightened with amazement, like a teenager who'd been fed a heaping spoonful of gossip.
"Jesus, Camille, no! I'm not saying that at all. I'm just intrigued by my wife's inner...". Only one word came to mind—'slut'—but she wouldn't understand I'd be using it appreciatively, and quickly substituted, "My wife's inner horniness."
She laughed again, "Ah! Now I'm starting to understand. OK, fair enough, I'm probably way homier than you'll ever know. Does that freak you out?"
"Of course not. The hornier the better."
"As long as I'm horny for only you, though. I can be attracted to other guys but only horny for you, right?"
"No..." That was a lie I quickly corrected. "OK yes, but no. Look, yes it makes me jealous you were horny for another guy, but no, that's not necessarily a bad thing."
Her eyes split open with confusion.
"I don't know about you, but I thought this past weekend was incredible."
"You mean your free porno show?"
"If that's what you want to call it, yeah."
"So your ideal version of me will do anything to get some middle aged guy to come all over her face? My friend Mary Lou said tit slapping videos are a thing now, how about that?"
"No." I laughed. "I mean, I wouldn't mind some aspects of a porno, but-"
"Yeah, that's what I thought."
She was leading me away from what I really enjoyed about her "free porno show" and into one of her rants. "Look, you're giving me shit, I know, and maybe I deserve it on some level. Yes, some porn stuff turns me on and I like seeing women do nasty things. But I don't think that makes me a complete asshole-"
"I didn't say-"
"Let me finish—Kaden and Graham are two guys who exemplify everything you're going on about, and yet I know you've fantasized about doing those very things with them."
"So you're now saying that my life is a ruse and I actually enjoy being treated badly?"
We weren't exactly arguing and I kept my voice light and understanding. "No that's not what.... Well maybe without the ruse part there's a sliver of truth to it. I dunno, how would you explain it? Light bondage? Because that's what I'd thought at first but it doesn't get at the whole story, does it?"
"I guess I can put aside my sexual politics when I'm in the mood for hot sex with a guy who turns me on. Is that wrong? But now I want to know what you think—why do you believe I'm attracted to them?"
I suddenly found myself on the defensive and didn't hold back. "I think it's precisely because they are assholes. They're dangerous or something. Bad boys or some shit. I think you're hardwired like so many other women—like Bobbie—and no matter how smart you are you still find assholes like Kaden kind of raw and hot. And that makes me love you more, not less. I just liked seeing you lose yourself and become a little wild. I don't know, watching you blow off steam."
"With you though, right? You like me getting hot and bothered and then doing a porno show in our bedroom?"
"That's probably accurate. But what if you weren't married to me? What if you were in the same situation with Kaden and Graham and I was out of the picture? Would you have slept with them?"
"I have no idea and that's a stupid hypothetical."
"I just want to know who my wife is..."
"What? What are you insinuating now?"
"Nothing. Or I guess I'm asking if marriage is smothering your inhibitions."
"Oh God, Alex, if I felt like my marriage was smothering anything I wouldn't be married."
"But if you weren't. Would it be different with those guys?"
"Jesus, Alex. I'm not really sure. I guess if we weren't married, if I didn't have a career, and maybe if I was still a cocktail waitress in some terrible sports bar, then maybe."
"Maybe what?"
"I'd maybe let them stick their dicks in me and fuck my brains out, is that what you want to hear?"
That did it. I eased her back so she was flat, and then spread her legs.
"OK," she said, shocked by the suddenness of my move, "Apparently that's exactly what you wanted to hear."
I rubbed a peace sign over her smooth labia majora, made even slicker now by vaginal teardrops of lubricant. My tongue entered her pussy, finding her even wetter inside. I pushed my tongue in and up and down and out. I wanted to keep going, but stopped, and she whimpered with disappointment.
"What are we going to do about this naughty pussy of yours, huh?"
"I don't know... What are you going to do about it."
"Oh-huh-huh-haah," I growled and gave her naked body the once-over. "Maybe right now you need to show me just how naughty your pussy really is."
I took her arm and rolled her over and onto her hands and knees. Holding her by the wrist I led her hand behind her and set it over her vagina. "Go ahead," I instructed, "show me."
Warm curiosity turned her face milky smooth and her amusement put a smile on her sweet. tender lips. I watched as she did as she was told and began playing with herself.
My Foamcore boards hadn't produced the fun reaction I'd been hoping for, but our conversation had. After an awkward week of quiet uncertainty she was at it again.
"Did Graham's hands feel good on you?"
"Yes!" came her slowly spoken response. Getting her pussy going was all she needed to come clean with her desires, and her fingers picked up pace.
"Now we're getting somewhere. So let me tell you what I see here." I reached between the Foamcore boards to grab an image off the bottom one. It was the image of her being seated by Graham with both hands on her. I shook it at her and then dropped it in front of her face. "I think you told Marty to sit this one out on purpose."
She lowered her face onto the picture of Graham caressing her cheek, and she buried her fingers in deeper. "What if I did?" she challenged.
I spanked her raised and rounded ass as her fingers darted in and out of her glistening vagina. With her cheek pressed to the board she panted over the printed picture as she repeated, "What if I did?"



I spanked her ass again, harder this time. "I'll take that as a yes. And so then, you got all prettied up—real pretty—lipstick, eyeliner, heels, a tight little dress that shows off your ass. You went all in for this meeting." I landed another hand on her ass, the loud smack filling our small bedroom. "He's slept with some of the most beautiful women in the world. But not you. Not yet. And you wanted him to know your body puts those women to shame. Why is that?" Her fingers quickened pace. "Maybe because you knew the tough, rugged stuntman could easily put a feisty girl like you in her place. And a tight revealing dress just might get you there."
Her fingers really picked up speed, and fluid trickled down her inner thigh. Her mouth opened wider, the printed picture underneath her darkened where her hot breath escaped over the paper's surface. I moved behind her and spread her ass cheeks, giving me an obscene view of her tortured pussy. Her fingers would come out, momentarily leaving a black tunnel the size of a drinking straw that disappeared as the pink walls of her vagina closed back in on it, and then as her fingers were jammed back in the pretty frills of flesh that marked the entrance caved around them. It was a sight I could've watched for the rest of my life. And the wet smacking sound accompanying it, I could've set that to repeat indefinitely.
I released the cheeks of her firm ass and they slapped back into shape. Her fit, full, round ass was simply glorious to behold. I ordered her to keep playing with herself as my pants collapsed to the floor and I grabbed a hold of my hard cock. I pulled free a printed picture of them hugging and dangled it right in front of her face.
"Did he offer to drive you home? He got you so drunk you couldn't drive, and then he offered you a ride, huh?"
"Huh-mmmm-yes."
"But you didn't let him. Why? Why not let him drive you home?"
"Ah-mmmm-huh...". She began to say something, but then answered by doubling her efforts to pleasure herself. Her whole forearm gyrated, pulling her labia minor in a circle as well as penetrating into her vagina. An audible suction sound followed her fingers out, and then a squish as they plunged back in. A shiny trickle flowed down her thighs now, leaving damp spots on an image of Graham with his arm around her.
"Why didn't you get in the car?"
She was building towards orgasm, her pussy seeped a quarter teaspoon of fluid each time she inserted her fingers, and a clear line gradually widened down her leg.
"Tell me?" I surprised myself at how assertive my voice had become. I'd summoned the righteous jerk in me. I'd pieced together enough detective work on those boards to at least grant the appearance she'd misbehaved, and that released my inner domineering jerk, and turned her vulnerability into cathartic pleasure.
I shouted loud enough that her body twitched. "Why did you not get into his car?"
"Because-hmmmm-uh.... Mmmm-because I...."
"Say it!"
"Because I don't know what would've happened—ah-hmmm."
"You do know what would've happened. Say it!"
"Oh god—fuck—he might've fucked me! Oh god! Oh god-mmmm-ah-god-I wouldn't have been able to stop myself!"
A knife sunk into my chest and cut its way up to my throat. I reached out to spank her ass again but stopped in mid air. Instead I stroked my dick in sync with her gyrating wrist.
We both stayed silent and furiously masterbated to her deep, dark confession. She'd just said she essentially wanted to fuck another man. It could never be walked back. It would sit on me forever. I hurt. I hurt badly. For a moment I hated myself for initiating this game. I felt a tear building up, but it didn't stop me from stroking my cock and I could not pull my eyes from her succulent vagina and her fingers gouging into it.
Camille must've seen the tear across the surface of my eye, because she broke the silence. "Do you want that? Hmmmm-would you want me to fuck him-mmmm?"
"No-hu-ooo," I said, my throat involuntarily pinching in the middle of the word, snapping it in half. I fixed my eyes to the towel collapsed on the floor, unable to look at my wife anymore. I literally shook my head as blood rushed into it and then I took a dizzy step forward to prevent falling over.
Her question brought the game back to life. She hadn't fucked Graham. It was a game of wouldyas and couldyas. Those pictures, her flirting, it came dangerously close to going too far but ultimately fell short.
Camille panted loudly, and I looked back in her direction, to the sight of her ass undulating on her own fingers. Did she imagine fingers or something more. I jerked my cock harder. Did she imagine... Him? The blood began to rush towards my head again, a jealous knot formed so tightly in my chest it felt like I couldn't breathe. She would've let Graham fuck her. Those were her words. And it was a fact I'd have to live with forever. My chest felt as if it was collapsing in on itself. But did I want her to feel that way? I didn't know.
One thing was clear—the only way to go deeper into whatever we'd unleashed.
"Doesn't matter what I want." My late response seemed to baffle her, amidst her body's confusion of rising heat and muscles twisting and readying to convulse. "Do you want it?" Dread tempered my pressing voice. "Do you want to fuck Graham?"
She didn't answer and a horrible sense of danger stiffened my spine. Last time we did this, it felt as if we were reenforcing our trust. In this game I strained our trust so thin I could sense it ready to snap. It was a dangerous game. No safe words. No limits. No one was in control.
"I don't know," she huffed, her face still resting on the damp paper. "Hmmmm-I don't know..."
I believed her this time. But I wasn't letting go.
"But you said you'd have fucked him in your fun years-"
"Oh god yes!" She didn't even let me finish.
Holy shit, I was so fucking jealous and so fucking turned on. Suddenly I had a lot I wanted to say, but speaking and jacking-off produced a fit of incoherency.
"Even if.... His book.... If you knew.... If you knew he'd put it out there..."
"Yeeessss!" Her voice wavered between satiation and biting wrath towards Graham, or maybe at herself.
"And if you'd gotten into his car. You'd have that man stick.... You'd fucking take his cock... Even if.... A blow by blow account of it... The whole world getting a taste.... Reading how he conquered my wife's pussy. And still you'd have-"
"Yeeesss!" She seethed again.
"You'd want your ass chalked up on his list of accomplishments?"
"No-huhhhh-mmmm." Her fingers drew a big circle stretching her clit around with them. "I hate the book-huh-mmmm-hmmmm."
"So you just want his cock in you, fucking consequences be fucking damned? Or is that just what your naughty pussy wants?"
"Yeeees! Oh god yes!."
"Then tell me what you want."
"His cock. His big fucking cock."
Her motion intensified, really taking her own pussy to task. "Mmmm-I just want a cock shoved in me-any cock! Ouh-oh fuck me, Alex!"
I began to direct my cock at her pussy until she continued, "It's what you see, right-uh-mmmm-you see me-mmmm-you see a silly girl who just needs a cock shoved into her."
I grew more interested in her face than her pussy, because I couldn't distinguish the passion from vitriol in her words. They weren't even making sense. I beat my cock harder, confused yet turned on by her stream of consciousness sex talk. Was I really supposed to fuck her now or tell that I saw so much more than just a pussy to stuff full of cock? Was this her cathartic invitation for me to punish her pussy or be the bigger man?
"If I'd gotten into that car-uh-huh-he would've shoved his cock into my mouth to shut up the bitch editor. Asshole doesn't want to hurt the women-uh-god-but everyone has to know he fucked them. Mmmm-uh-if I'd gotten into that car I would've let him-uh-oh-oh god! I would've let him fuck me. Uh! Asshole would've had me in every possible way. Uh-fuck-fuck-fuck!"
That last part brought it back around for me and she was on the brink of orgasm, her hand in a blur and pussy in a juicy spasm. I shoved in my cock and began fucking her naughty pussy hard.
A noise like sucking-on-spit cut sharply through the still house, and the slapping sound of my hips on her ass cheek was unmistakably sexual. Then came a low rumbling, a bass so deep I felt it before I heard it. It drew nearer and seemed to build with her orgasm. I quickly recognized it as a truck passing outside, the massive engine knocking and growling. Camille was there, her body convulsed, and I gave her rapid short strokes, as a stream of fluid ran down my shaft. A pained look tore her face apart, her mouth opened wide and then her jaw twitched as she began to scream out, "AH-AH-AH-AH-OH FUCK-AH-AH-AH! Wet lips caught on the printed photo, contorting her mouth, and she rolled her head so her lips had the appearance of kissing the image.
"Oh shit yeah, baby, throw that ass back!" I cheered, as her hips slammed against mine.
And while she was having one of the most intense, noisiest orgasms I'd witnessed to date, the doorbell rang. Panic lit through me. I was naked. Camille was naked with my cock in her cunt, screaming. The room smelled of sex. My dick was hard as steel and close to coming. And now there was someone on the other side of our front door.
We never got visitors, especially at that hour. Not stopping I waited for it to ring again, and wished Cammile would calm the fuck down before our visitor heard her screaming in the sexiest, girliest voice imaginable. But then came the rumble of the big truck engine again, and the crunch of its transmission and the bass rumble of the engine kicking into first gear as it drove away.
My heart raced, it was just a fucking delivery. Camille pulled herself from my cock and sat on the board, smearing it. She threw a hand against my abdomen and listened in silence for a moment.
"Wait, wait. Not yet!"
I had little patience right then, yet complied. What choice was there? But then Camille grabbed a pillow and leapt out of bed. When her feet hit the floor she almost fell over, still woozy from coming so hard. She clutched the pillow to her chest, hiding her nudity and ran into the dark house.
I looked down at the display I'd made, bent up, images ripped and scattered, some wettened. Graham might've captivated my wife by suggesting he tie her up, but I'd created something amazing, a whole other level of bondage. I'd tied up our minds.
I masterbated, keeping my dick hard until my wife returned. I heard the front door open, and thought of her reaching out on the porch with nothing but a pillow over her. A few seconds later I heard Camille opening the delivered box in the other room and I knew she wasn't coming back. I put a lot of work into this night, and it paid off even if I didn't climax in her. I would soon enough, as we'd surely relive my mind fuck for weeks.
I was just about to come onto a picture of her and Graham leaning his head over hers when Camille appeared in the doorway. She stood nude, nuzzling a giant, life-like dildo to her cheek, running one finger over a zig-zagging vein the size of spaghetti. Everything we'd just explored was summed up by the huge representation of a dick in her hands. She'd gone shopping online and was miles ahead of me the whole time.
"It's called 'The Beast'."
Oh my god did I come then. One huge spurt landed across four of the printed photos, ending on the image of Graham's arm around Camille, and joining a large wet spot of her lady-come.
Chapter 10: Beauty and the Beast
HB homecoming had a halftime fireworks show, and I watched a section of sky light up over the school as I turned off Beach and headed down towards my block. When I arrived home I heard M.I.A. playing and found Camille seated at her desk in the office.
"You're still working, babe? You missed class?"
She turned down the music. "They started an Ashtanga class, I'm thinking about trying that in the morning and a shorter run."
Camille had eased up on working out, bringing her two and half hours a day down to one and a half. I was actually happy about it, her arms were on the verge of losing some femininity and right now I found her to have the perfect tonality. The excessive working out was, in my opinion, relief from job stress, and lately her work situation had smoothed out as the book neared its release.
"Hey, I got you some shirts. They're on the bed. Go try them on."
A few minutes later I stood in the doorway modeling a long sleeve button down.
"It's yellow?"
"Mustard! That's a great color on you. You like it?"
I looked at the sleeves. It wasn't a bad color, I'd just never owned an article of clothing in the yellow family before.
She stood up and looked me over, sweeping her hands down my arms. "Like the fabric? All cotton. And I'm sorry, you're a mustard guy, that's just how it is. It warms up your eyes. And you have such pretty eyes."
"Brown?"
"I love brown eyes on guys. If we have a boy he better get your eyes."
"If we have a boy?"
"Some day. Don't look so nervous. But we'll probably have a girl. A warrior. She can have my eyes."
"If we have a daughter with your eyes I'll be in trouble. It's a full time job just keeping the guys off of you."
She gave me a big kiss and pulled me over to the computer where she had a Nordstrom's webpage up with a male model in a pair of casual slacks.
"And here I thought you were working."
"Late hours are over for a while, but what do you think of these pants?"
They were a dark, muted avocado, and I could see them matching the mustard shirt, but they had blood red stitching in paisley patterns over the front pockets.
"I'm not sure about that stitching. Makes them feel a little girly."
"Are you kidding? God you guys are sooooo boring. We're going to the mall tomorrow and you're going to try them on. You'll look hot."
"I'll look something."
"Well I think they're fun! And if you haven't figured it out yet, women like guys who are fun."
"Girls just wanna have fu-un," I sang in a high voice.
She sang back beautifully, "That's all they really wa-a-unt" She grabbed my hips and pulled me towards her and then onto her lap. "We're going to the mall tomorrow and you're trying them on."
I didn't drop my full weight onto her, knowing it would've been uncomfortable. "I'll go, but don't get mad If I pass on those."
"You know what it is? Guys are jelly of girls. By nature we're the fun sex, and so you guys always find a way to make everything unfun."
"I make everything unfun?"
She smiled at me, an actual tender smile. "You don't, and that's why I love you so much."
"In other words, you'll love me if I try on those pants."
"That and because you're really handsome and sexy." She put her hands on my chest and then began to unbutton the mustard shirt.
I stood, pulling her up with me and kissed her forehead. "I have to ask, what's got you in such a good mood."
"Maybe it's because Gary Penn accepted all of my edits and the book is off to the press." She then gave me the once over. "Or maybe I just need a better look at my man." She pulled my shirt from my shoulders and ran a nail over my chest.
For some reason I never trusted Gary Penn. I'd only met him once and he struck me as a man devoid of principle. But now was not the time.
We made our way to the bedroom, losing our clothes as we went. We don't usually make the bed until we go to sleep, so we stripped the messy covers off onto the floor. I lay flat and she climbed on top of me, wiggling her ass over my growing erection. We Frenched, caressed and just smiled into each other's faces. My eyes traced my hands as they explored the soft contours of her breasts and thighs, simultaneously experiencing the sight and feel of her flesh.
She guided my cock and then eased herself down. She braced her arms on my chest and leaned forward to suck my nipple. She arched and rocked her head back and I brought her tits together and sucked her pink nipples to firmness.
"God you are so fucking pretty. A body could not be anymore perfect."
She closed the distance between our faces. "You know I'm not always going to be this pretty."
"No?" I asked, thrusting up into her as more of her weight shifted onto her arms. "First—that's bullshit, and second—your beauty runs all the way through."
"I don't think there are too many guys who'd say I was beautiful on the inside," she smiled with a menacing glint in her eye.
"Again, bullshit! Even Kaden—the toxic masculinity mascot—he's jealous as hell of me because of you."
She giggled. "Kaden thinks I'm a bitch and he likes to fuck hot bitches."
Our conversation was so fluid and relaxed, had been for a few weeks, and I teased, "Lucky for him you like to fuck assholes."
She looked at me for a moment, like I was horrible.
"You know I love you and only you. And I'd never cheat on you. You know that, right?"
"I know, I know."
"And my lunch with Graham was never going to end with me sleeping with him no matter how irresistible he can be. I wouldn't risk losing you for anything, OK?" She rocked down on my cock, giving me a taste of heaven.
"I love that you don't take shit from guys, I even find that hot. But I also think it's hot that you are hornier than I'll ever know."
She rocked harder, her pussy clamping down as she questioned, "Is that right?"
"That's right. The hornier you get the hotter you become."
"Is that right? Maybe that's why I can't keep my hands off you."
"If you wanted to become MMA fighter I'd love and support you every step of the way. But if you wanted to become a stripper I'd still love and support you."
"I'm sure you'd love that!"
"What I'm saying is you have enough tenacity and respect to carry you through anything."
"OK, I get it—you'll love me no matter what. But for right now maybe you can just fuck me."
Her hips began to bounce on mine with a meaty clap. I reciprocated, the clap loudening.
A fine sweat made our bodies sparkle in the light of our bedside lamp. Her wetness flowed down my shaft, seeped through my pubic hair, and my pubic hair spread it to her thighs and ass. I turned her over in a move that kept our bodies from separating. She locked her legs over my back and I found a song in my head, the one she was listening to in her office that had a bum-ba-bum bass. I used it to move my hips, adding a rhythmic swing instead of just up and down.
We'd been making love for probably fifteen minutes when I caught her peeking at the bedside table. Her eyes were closed, her lower lip fluctuating downwards looking juicy and full as her breath came in audible bursts, and then her head tipped up and to the side as her sleepy looking eyelids cracked open for barely a second. I ignored her distracted glance. I wanted to come in her just like we were, pure love, pure togetherness, enjoying the feel of my wife's body. And a few minutes later I did.
Her breath hastened with my thrusts, she tucked her head between her shoulders and pushed against my collarbones. She gently thrashed her head against her biceps. On the last hard thrust, the one beginning my ejaculation, she arched her body from hips to shoulders and tossed her head back. She may have come but I couldn't say for certain. She did, however, appear to savor me filling her vagina with my come.



We cuddled and sweet-talked each other in the afterglow. She mentioned that a friend from her time waitressing had connected on Facebook, a girl named Abi, and she saw the pictures of us and some of my graphic art. Abi messaged Camille that she'd done very well. I laughed and told her that all of my friends would ditch me in a heartbeat for a chance with her. She ended by again reassuring me I had nothing to worry about, she couldn't have asked for anything more in a man.
She followed up with a kiss on my lips, a smile so bright it revealed both rows of white teeth and her eyes became crescents, and then pressed her mouth to mine and passionately Frenched me.
"You know who else tried to connect on Facebook?" She kissed me again. "Boo-Boo."
"Hooligan's Boo-Boo?"
"Faron is his actual name. Yeah, he saw Abi and I connected, I actually had to look at his profile pic, because I'd forgotten his actual name. His request came very out of the blue."
"Betcha he saw your Instagram posts."
"God I hope not."
I'd been pushing her to post pictures of herself on Instagram of her doing yoga poses and handstands, just to see where it would go.
"I haven't accepted his request yet. I mean, he hasn't changed at all in seven years. I don't know if I want to unpack that baggage yet."
"Fuck-buddy baggage.?"
"Correct, fuck-buddy baggage" she said, her eye lids getting heavy with insinuation, "Total fuck-buddies!" Her mind skipped back to Abi, "I wonder if she's still in contact with any of them. Can you connect with people and still keep your pictures and posts private?"
"I think so. But are you not already friends with hunky Steve?"
"No, and I was referring to the other girls."
Her fingers brushed my abdomen, progressively getting lower, until finally my dick was in the way and they snaked around it and began tugging it back to life.
It had been all of ten minutes since I'd come, I wasn't quite ready for round two, but Camille hadn't come down at all. She hadn't initiated sex this aggressively since I don't know when.
Not wanting to disappoint I rolled over, scooted down and pushed my mouth into her sex. I mainly kept my tongue towards the peak, enjoying the lubrication nestled in the folds, and avoiding plunging my tongue in deep for fear of tasting my own come. As my tongue climbed through her slit and twirled under her clitoral hood, she mewed and ran a hand over her tits. Her other hand flew up above her head and made circles across the sheet. Her knees came up, and her legs parted further. I placed hands on her inner thighs, and lashed my tongue through the soft recesses.
The hand above her head stretched out towards the bedside table but couldn't quite reach it. She wasn't going to be rude about it, so I eased over her and opened the drawer. I shook my head at her shamelessness and fetched out The Beast.
The drawer had to be fully opened for its length to clear the front edge. It was firm enough and thick enough to stand upright without drooping, but had enough flexibility to wiggle as I shook it in the air. "Nothing personal, baby cakes, but I really wanna fuck that smokin body of yours," I riffed, speaking on behalf of the dildo.
I moved back between her legs, holding The Beast by its thick shaft. My hands aren't small and there was probably three inches above and below my grip still exposed, including the monstrous head. I rested it on top of her pelvis, amazed it nearly reached to her belly button. Now I may be exaggerating its size, the thing was ten inches long tops, but I'd only ever seen my six-and-half inches near my wife's snatch, and The Beast made her pussy seem so small, like the two things were out of scale with one another. I lifted it and dropped it onto her skin with a thump. The thing had weight. If I inserted it, she'd literally feel it's weight pressing down on the walls of her vagina.
I slid it down so that only the head rested on the opening to her pussy. I'd just been inside her so she was primed and ready, her labia bright pink and swollen. In fact, just the weight of the head pushing down on her vagina was enough for it to slowly nudge its way in. I helped out by pushing it forward, and watched as her tender opening begin to cave in. I then retracted the monster and slid it over top, so the veiny shaft glazed over her clitoris.
She clutched the bed sheets in anticipation when I stopped sawing across her slit and actually submerged the head, her labia bowing outwards around it. Camille's palms pressed against the side of her head and her fingers nervously laced together over her pulled back hair. I then worked the fat head in and out, the liquid filled interior of her snatch audibly sealing and unsealing around it.
"Listen to that naughty pussy complain. I think it's scared. It knows what's coming for it."
I readjusted my grip on The Beast, holding lower on the shaft, and used my other hand to caress her tummy as I sunk in another inch. Already I met resistance, tightness. She was clenching down, fighting back her intruder. I could feel her heartbeat quickening in anticipation.
"Don't play coy, you know you wanna feel this big dick inside."
She bit her knuckles and covered her eyes as The Beast loosened up additional space and resettled another two inches deeper in her fine-ass body. I gently worked the four inches back and forth, watching the dark, lifelike dildo glare hot white as she gushed in pleasure. No lube required, not tonight.
Ten or so minutes later The Beast was in. She leaked from both ends—tears welling up in her eyes and her pussy a river. I spread her legs wide to take in the lurid spectacle. The way the oversized girth stretched open her pussy made my wife appear toy sized. My own heart began to race. It just didn't seem like her body should be capable of taking so much cock, but it did and had been for two weeks, and it was both alarming and hot as fuck every single time.
I'm going to stop here and say that since The Beast arrived two weeks prior we'd both succumbed to instinct and sexual impulses that were beyond reason. We were high as hell on dopamine, endorphins—coming—too high to question it. And, of course, we always emerged stronger and more in love in the end.
The Beast made it happen. The Beast had taken over.
The Beast came in a box with "The BEAST" printed on it in large lightning bolt shaped letters. I assumed it was named for its size since everything else about it appeared to be realistically human. It was darker in color, maybe meant to be a black man's penis, except that it lacked those warmer tones and seemed malicious.
Camille, awesomely enough, was one step ahead of me in purchasing The Beast as the perfect surrogate cock for all our fantasies. Just the sight of another dick taking my wife's pussy, even a fake one, spurred on my jealousy in just the right way. Camille, however, craved more than my fetishized indignation.
What Camille got out of the Beast was beyond my comprehension, but, knowing full well I'm going to catch a lot of shit for my shallow grasp of the opposite sex, I'll try to explain my suspicions as best I can.
Camille is independently minded—rebelled against her parents, school, society, and even me when she'd been having a day. The minute you told her she couldn't do something she would do it. It's why she had sex at fifteen. The way she tells it everyone obsessively shared second hand stories and so she figured why not just find out for herself what the big deal was. It was a one time thing with her boyfriend, and then she didn't do it again until she was eighteen. But the idiot couldn't keep his mouth shut and word of it had got around, resulting in a sit down with the school principal and her parents. For the entire meeting Camille had fixed an unblinking gaze on a crystal bowl of colorful, powdery mints that might've been enticing to a seven-year-old but had been utterly disgusting to her at fifteen. The old guy had been out of touch, and he'd focused the discussion on Camille's anger as her parents' shame soaked into her. She'd thought about shoving a fistfull of those mints into her mouth and had imagined herself choking on the sugary lumps until a rainbow of drool seeped out from her young, dead lips.
Camille got her looks from her mom, and as they'd drive through town her mother would explain she'd had quite a few boyfriends at Camille's age. Although she hadn't out right said it, the implication had been that her mother fucked her share of high school boys. Camille's mother presented herself as a dutiful wife but she was opinionated and not a quiet woman, and quite the opposite of Camille's father. She'd explained to Camille in complete repressed-bullshit fashion that she'd never gotten anything out of her time with those high school boys other than headaches in her marriage.
So my real theory on Camille's love of The Beast was a genetic predisposition for internalized conflict. I'd once heard that a woman can choose who they have sex with but can't choose who they fall in love with. I say they can't really choose either. And at times their prudence and libido are going to work in discord. I'm suggesting that that struggle was embedded in Camille's DNA, and almost certainly came with a lot of anger directed inwards for craving dick when that dick belonged to a guy who threatened her enlightened view of womanhood. Carrying that kind of inward anger is exhausting—exhausting to the point it wears on the will.
What Camille craved was getting a purificatory fucking by a real chauvinistic asshole. I have no explanation for this, I just know she brought some anger into our bedroom and after a cathartic night of raw sex she truly regained her spirit, she'd wake up ready to take on the world again.
Was I ashamed my wife liked having sex with a dildo? No!
Here's why—more than anything in the world I wanted her to be satisfied, but I just didn't have it in me to be the asshole. It's like, I was at a bachelor party one time, and I'd watched a stripper too young to be anything but inexperienced and naive, a huddle of guys cheering for her to suck on the groom's cock, and the guy she'd come with interfering only to say it would cost more. I couldn't believe something like that was on the level. I guess it really wasn't. But I'd bet my house everyone of those guys who egged her on slept like babies that night. Not me. That macho aggression shit—that shit made me sick. That shit I couldn't bring into my bedroom, not without costing me my own self respect. But it was different when it wasn't my cock pounding into Camille. With The Beast in my hands I was someone else. I'd watch from afar, like I would a porno, a porno starring my wife. It was all very unreal, a different universe where The Beast could say and do to my wife what I could not.
The Beast could bring it, and I was fine with that arrangement.
So back to the scene on our bed, The Beast out of its drawer and fully inside my wife, doing things to her that were utterly obscene. For twenty minutes it committed one inhumane act after another, until Camille was nothing but an exhausted mess sprawled out and heaving for air.
I kissed her scarlet red ass cheeks, spanked them once more with the weighty dildo, and then got up and washed her juice off of it in the bathroom. I also had a long look in the mirror.
One odd difference about what we'd just done—my wife was in a great mood going into it, and The Beast tended to stay in the drawer on those nights.
I splashed some water on my face and returned to the bedroom, drying off the dildo with a face towel. Camille lay on her side, clutching a pillow with her arms and legs. She smiled up at me sheepishly as I wrapped the dildo in a towel and placed it in the bedside table drawer.
"Nighty-night Beasty-weesty," She fawned.
Maybe, I thought as she waved goodbye to her big friend, just maybe she wanted me to bring The Beast out because that guy Boo-Boo reached out to her on Facebook. Or Faron, or whatever that big dick fucker's real name was. Maybe all my theories didn't apply this time because my wife was just reminiscing about a big cock. I laughed at the thought of it. Fuck it, as long as I got to watch her come like a wanton vixen let her have at it.
She looked so hot I grabbed my Nikon and focused on a portrait of her whole body clutching that pillow. Before she could object, I assured, "It's all profile. Your arm's in the way. Can't even see side boob."
I clicked a couple and then crawled behind her and cuddled her cooling body. I kissed her neck and stroked down the length of her arm. Our headspace was good, our love was passionate, our attraction and respect towards one another couldn't have been stronger.
Chapter 11: Back from Sydney
Steam rose off my skin, dissipating into the February night and chlorine pricked the membranes in my nose. Kaden flipped off the hot tub jets and poured another round of wine, another Cabernet. There was a lot of wine, four bottles lined up on the picnic table and two more whites in the patio refrigerator. There was also a cheese platter with crackers and grapes and a crockpot of mini smokies.
My no-antibiotics, anti-nitrate wife wasn't going to touch the little sausages, so I worried she wouldn't get enough to eat and get sick before we could grab food on the way home. Even though we were only sampling quarter glasses, there were a lot of samples and we'd chased it with a few hits of pot. The wine was shipped from a winery north of Napa Valley, friends of Kaden's family. A printout had been tucked into the box describing in detail a few of the Cabernet Sauvignons, and their prices, which were in the hundred dollar range.
"Whatever we open and don't finish goes home with you guys."
"No Kaden, keep them," Camille insisted. "These are way too nice to give away."
"No really, I almost never drink wine. And I've set aside the two most expensive bottles for Jane. The others are just gonna turn to vinegar here."
Kaden was preparing for a date the following night. She was a new girl, and in his words she was "high quality" like Camille.
"Alright," he held the glass up to the light and moved it around, "so if it's cloudy or brownish then it's bad, right?"
I had to use the bathroom and I was dripping across the patio with a towel around my waist headed for the back door when. In the bathroom I thumbed through pictures on my phone. We'd just come back from a week in Sydney Australia and I'd uploaded the pictures from my Nikon, which had all the photos from the day Camille wore her skimpy bikini. I'd worn a Speedo that day, which was kind of embarrassing, but then I was also in the best shape of my life. I had a compulsion to share the photos with Kaden and rub my wife's body in his face, but I didn't want it to come across that way. I figured Cammile would bring up our trip at some point, but so far she hadn't said a word.
On my way back I stopped at the patio door. I could see the hot tub along the far side of the yard. Kaden had moved in to fill the area I'd left empty and his big arms wrapped around the outside of the tub. The underlighting and steam from the water made it seem like a fairytale as he laughed upwards at the moon and Camille held her wine glass far out in front of her, staring at it like a precious ruby. She leaned forward, keeping her ponytail off his arm, and her shoulders drawn in, almost as if she were shrinking away from him. When we'd arrived and Kaden hugged her she'd jumped and stiffened up then too, very much like her reaction to Kaden hugging her that day at his pool party after I'd just caught her staring at him. She'd seemed warm and open towards him when I was in the tub and her hand was on my leg, but alone she clearly wasn't comfortable.
She had on her one piece, but she was still sexy as hell and in a tub with a guy I knew she was physically attracted to on some base animalistic level. Steam had thickened her long eyelashes and the heat flushed her cheeks. She seemed so vulnerable in her troubling predicament, struggling with her sexual desires, and I found her dilemma to be very exciting.
I made my way back to the hot tub, climbing in alongside Camille and sandwiching her between us. "I saw you're reading an Alexander Hamilton book."
Kaden confirmed he was and said it puts him to sleep. I mentioned Camille had just finished a biography of sorts that was all about sex with the stars.
"Should be out in a couple of weeks."
"Anyone I know? Emma Stone, Emma Roberts..?"
"None of the Emma's." Camille indicated, as she leaned back against me. "And I'm sorry but the identities are a secret. You'll just have to let your imagination run wild, Kaden."
"Shit, you should've let my imagination run wild with the Emmas." He reached out of the water to snap his fingers. "You should have a party! Celebrate that shit!"
"We sorta did already." Her lovely face rolled up next to mine. "Hubby took me to Sidney."
"How did I not hear about this?"
"Last minute decision," I explained. "Saw a deal come up on Orbits."
I finally had my in to show off the pictures, and I eased up out of the pool as Camille leaned forward off of me. I grabbed my phone from the picnic table, queued up the Nikon set, climbed back in, and handed it to Kaden.
"Five days on the beach," I said as he held my phone up over his head to keep it dry.
Camille poked me in the ribs when she saw herself in the skimpy bikini.
"Nice!" The complement came with a mischievous roll of the eyes towards Camille's submerged body.
"Keep going," she wryly instructed, "And there'd better be some of Alex in his Speedos."
Kaden laughed, and I explained, "Yeah. That beach... we were a little overdressed on the first day, so... you know, when in Rome..."
"Well, good for you, bro."
He thumbed to the next pic, one of Camille dusting sand off her full, toned ass.
"OK, I haven't screened these." She flicked water on my nose. "Where are all the pictures of the coastline and the sunsets from the view of our hotel?"
The next pic was of me on a Sea-Doo in a Speedo.
"Go Alex!" He laughed.
"That's my man!," Camille bragged, reaching underwater to hold my leg. "Doing his part with an eco-friendly amount of material."
Kaden's mouth then hung open for a sec, as if to respond but having second thoughts. "You know, even if I wanted to..." He paused again, and it had nothing to do with his reluctance, he only meant to pique our curiosity. "Putting on something that tight just wouldn't work for me." He looked down into the water towards his lap. "Not with The Beast."
In that moment, the water in the hot tub turned momentarily cold. It was not the first time I'd heard Kaden use The Beast moniker for his dick, it had just never registered with me before. In the eight or so times I'd used the big dildo on my wife never once did I associate its marketed name with Kaden's personification of his cock.
Camille's hand on my leg loosened its hold and went limp. A fresh chill ran through me.
I don't ever recall Kaden talking cock shop in front of her, even he had that much sense. But with Bobbie, surely he'd put on his game face and boasted, "The Beast wants some of that candy, baby!" And Bobbie had always talked up her man, so odds were that reference made its way back to Camille over a coffee or a cocktail.
I stared through the lit water, seeing hundreds of tiny bubbles amongst the leg hairs of my calf, stuck there, colored silver like balls of mercury. So many emotions were inside me, but like the bubbles none of them were making it to the surface. Next to my leg Camille's shapely calf twitched as she bounced her heel on the bottom of the plastic tub. I dumbly held a smile on my face, trying not to think about her anxiety out of fear my submerged emotions would free up all at once.



Kaden continued to thumb through pics, unaware that he'd said anything upsetting. I know several had Camille in handstands in her skimpy bikini, and unintentionally but unquestionably erotic. And then he thumbed to the next pic, and it wasn't from the Sydney set. It was the photo I'd taken of Camille, naked, curled up with a pillow, minutes after coming her brains out with The Beast.
"Whoa! That's a good one!" He faced the phone in our direction.
Camille reached for it, "I really need to screen these!" Her words were slightly slurred, and I remember thinking she hadn't had that much wine.
Kaden pulled it from her reach. "Hold on, I wanna see the rest of this set."
She then dropped her full weight against me, her head landing in the crook of my neck. An arm came around my front side, clinging onto me. She grabbed me so intensely that my body stiffened with fear. Was she that bothered by the picture, or was she having a problem with something Kaden had said? My instinct took over and I wrapped both arms around her body, my right hand cradling her head. I heard a thump and looked over to see that her hand had dropped to the small surrounding deck. And then she just went dead in my arms.
She sunk in up to her chin before I could grab hold of her armpits and lift her up. Her head slumped forwards and she was just dead weight. Kaden reached down and got her legs and together we lifted her body from the hot tub. It was scary how little she weighed with her weight distributed between us, and how small she seemed in our arms. To get her out of the tub we had to lift her half naked body as we both stepped out. Whatever was going on needed to stop. It needed to stop right fucking now!
Even more sickening than my panic, only moments before, the revelation of The Beast, her hand easing its grip on my leg, I'd cowardly pondered just letting go. Everyone's expectations of her and her own lofty aspirations were so much heavier than her physical being. Sydney even felt beneath her, the Sea Life aquarium, me wishing I could smack the noisy kids bumping into her instead of paying attention to the detailed exhibits. Everything needed to be perfect, all the time, always. Even our sex life had become something of a challenge. Amazing—but emotionally draining and a challenge to keep up with for sure. Maybe there was a girl half as pretty who loved me in my boring Quicksilver shorts and found my friends to be hella cool. But with Camille suddenly... I couldn't even bring myself to consider what might be wrong. I just knew I couldn't let her go. Camille was everything. There wasn't any part of my existence that hadn't been touched by her. Her thoughts were mine, her happiness my reason for being alive. Everything! Everything I'd ever wanted slipping from my arms. What the fuck was happening to her? It needed to stop!
Without realizing it, I yelled out, "Stop," and Kaden did, her body hanging between us. "Go, go!" I then screamed, and we carried her to the picnic table.
She started to wake up as we seated her on the table top and Kaden ran to the door to open it and get her inside. "I'm fine, I'm fine," she murmured, combatively waving off our hands as we tried to collect her again. Instead Kaden fetched his big snowboarding jacket to keep the February air off her and within a few minutes she was completely coherent. She clutched her head in pain. Kaden brought out some aspirin and bread with a thick coating of peanut butter. That all helped.
Kaden scolded, "Can't go jogging all day and then not eat." It was that in combination with all the wine and the heat of the hot tub. It scared the shit out of me but she was going to be fine.
Her body disappeared inside the big coat, leaving just her angelic face framed by the fur lining of the hood, and her shapely legs, shaky and poking out from the knees down. With only her fingertips visible from the cuffs, she delicately held the bread and nibbled at its corners. Somewhat embarrassed, she peered at us off to the side, her big fashion model eyes wide with gratitude.
Kaden wanted to do more, happy to be of use to her instead of just obnoxious. It was telling the way he looked at her, his strong jaw clenched, hands in his hoodie pockets, and a hopeful smile that made his cheeks slope unattractively. His face was a manly construct of horizontal lines, and the misaligned angle of his cheeks added an awkward sweetness that fit the moment.
He saw her as I do, as I always have.
It's tough—raw beauty and a woman's dignity are more than most men can take in at once. Lookwise she was everyone's type, although beyond a desire to fuck that body most alphas took issue with her heady presence. There were those moments, however, the human ones, like right then, when her confidence waned and it seemed you could pass a finger through her self-esteem like a wisp of cigarette smoke. Even a self centered prick like Kaden, all gloss and grit, he'd empathized, his brow mimicking the "V" crease in her brow. Her posture perfect skeleton had gone to splinters, barely able to support her head, and Kaden slumped backwards, counter to her. In her frailty she scraped up the words, "How could that exquisite wine make such a fool out of me?" and then giggled at herself until she snorted. Her voice oozed passion but also brittle, tender. In that moment even the most self-absorbed asshole could see her soul was as deep as her stature was tall.
I sat beside her, wrapped my arms around her shoulders and kissed her head through the big snowboarding jacket hood as Kaden looked on.
We headed out shortly after, Kaden giving us both a hug and several bottles of wine. The next night he'd uncork a bottle with Jane, his latest interest, but he'd be thinking about Camille. I'd never met the woman, yet I knew the comparison wouldn't be fair. "High quality" like Camille maybe, but Kaden had seen past Camille's refined features to where her beauty really began. It was impossible to peer into her spirit, the divine spark that shines more like a sun, and not crush on her like a geeky teen.
Chapter 12: Beast Laid Plans
Santa Ana's Historic District is vintage Mainstreet USA, the intricate masonry work on the two-story buildings, street parking at forty-degree angles, clock towers, bronze statues, and even a modernized trolley. We parked in a pay lot off 4th and walked by gold-leaf lettered windows for two blocks until we reached Mikiko Sushi. Not classic Americana, not really in the spirit of the Historic District, but still damn good! As we approached, Camille's hold on my hand tightened into a fist and then released as she looked away from me and spoke snippets of concern into her phone. The person on the other end had a lot to say and kept cutting her off, making it impossible for me to gather what was wrong. And then I heard her say, "But Graham-" before being cut off again.
Graham? I thought his book was on its way to stores, why was she talking to Graham?
We'd reached the restaurant and the pink neon light emanating from the window made her silver blouse turn into iridescent bubblegum. She'd paired the blouse with a black skirt, forgoing sexiness for total class, and I'll be honest, I was never a fan of that loose blouse, it didn't hug her waist tight enough, the eye couldn't follow her perfect curves under the airy folds. The neon pink also highlighted her smooth face, like a Barbie doll's sheen—too perfect to be skin, too alive to be plastic. She mouthed the words "I'm sorry" and held up a finger, asking for another minute on her phone. I went inside, got us a table and had the waitress bring out Camille's favorite cold Saki. Camille emerged on the right side of the front window and then quickly turned and paced the sidewalk in front of the closed UPS shop next door. A few minutes later she emerged again and spun her hand in a wild, get-on-with-it loop. She then rocked back her head and clutched her forehead in frustration before pacing back out of sight. I waited five more minutes for her to appear before I poured a single cup of saki for myself.
It had been a busy two weeks for me, we'd missed our weekend bike rides and hadn't eaten a single meal together during that time. I'd scored a gig doing logo treatment and production art for an Electronic Arts owned company in Mission Viejo and I was putting in the hours to make sure everything was perfect. EA was a profitable company in a lucrative industry and I could smell repeat business if I got it right.
Camille had also been chasing a new book deal with an LA Times journalist whose work she'd been following for years. "Rough and Tumble", the official title for Graham's book, had broke Penn Perot's record for pre orders on Amazon, and they were letting Camille pick her books again. If I had to guess what she might be talking to Graham about, and my curiosity was forcing me to do just that, I'd say one of the actresses caught wind of the book and perhaps threatened legal action.
But there was also something eating at me, we'd never had a chance to deep dive into what had happened at Kaden's two weeks ago on the night of the wine sampling. The realization our bedroom toy wasn't just an allegory but a direct reference to Kaden's dick had rattled me a bit. Our innocent game between husband, wife and dildo wasn't perhaps as innocent as I'd thought. We'd only had sex twice since then—both times we were exhausted, or at least I was, and we hadn't elicited the carnality of The Beast so it never came up.
Ten more minutes passed as I sat at our table alone. I poured myself a second cup of saki and sipped it, waiting for Camille to pace in front of the window again.
When she finally appeared she paused with her back to the restaurant, staring out at the taillights whizzing down the street. The corners of her mouth tucked in and her brow furrowed in a pouty scowl, the pink light from the neon window sign made it seem like an eighties movie. There was a classic werewolf moon behind thin clouds creeping above the brick building across the way and I imagined saxophones playing as a young, cool Judd Nelson walked up to her and plucks the phone from her ear.
The fantasy inspired me, and I paid our waitress, apologizing for not ordering and tipping her what would've been the price of our meal. I then left out the door towards Camille. I reached for the phone, she shook her head no, but I put one finger up, now asking her for a minute the way she'd asked me. I then gingerly tugged the phone from her grip and removed it from her ear.
"Hi Graham," I spoke calmly into the receiver.
"It's Marty. Who's this?"
"Hi Marty, it's Alex, Camille's husband. Listen, something important just came up. I'm going to have her call back in one minute, OK?"
I hung up. Camille glared as she grabbed for the phone. I held it out of reach and placed my other hand on her shoulder to calm her.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, hold on for one second."
"You're not getting it, Alex, this is majorly important."
"I get it, I really do. But you haven't eaten. I'll take you home, make you dinner and you can work this out while you eat, OK?"
I handed back her phone.
Her face softened, starting with her forehand and working down, until her mouth opened and she took a deep breath and sighed. Her big eyes pinched together painfully as she spoke. "I'm sorry, Alex. I didn't mean to wreck our night out. Everything is just blowing up."
She resumed her phone calls in the car, and by the time we'd reached home she'd spoken with two people from Penn Perot whose names were new to me. By now I'd heard enough to know what the problem was. Graham had received an angry phone call from Michelle Monalin and a follow up from a reporter. Michelle was in the spotlight for being in an upcoming film with Jake Johnson, and now she'd been approached by NBC for a comment about Graham. Apparently, despite the upcoming book never formally stating who Graham's escapades involved, someone had leaked Michelle's name to the press and they were quoting specific passages of the book pertaining to her. Camille was just shy of shouting into the phone to find out who passed on her name to the press. The thing I heard Camille interject into the conversation the most was, "But we'd agreed not to." Someone at Penn Perot hadn't been straight with her and immediately Gary Penn came to mind.
I made a quick stop by Whole Foods, picking up some ready made sushi and a couple bottles of the same saki I'd ordered at Mikiko's. She drank straight from the bottle as I took her home and she called her friend Abi for womanly advice.
There was a moment of laughter as Camille said into her phone, "I'm not going to grudge fuck Graham to make it all better. No you haven't, you have not ever done that."
I'd finally met Abi at our house earlier that week, and she was cute with raven black hair and far more bubbly than I'd expect from one of Camille's friends. Abi embodied what I imagined Camille's "fun years" to be, in her attitude and the way she'd kept saying, "I would so pocket eyeballs with your body goals."
Camille laughed again as I turned onto our street. "You're only saying that because you saw his picture. I'm not doing that, Abi. Alex is right next to me, by the way." She covered up her phone, "She says she's only kidding."
Back at our condo she marched for the upstairs, unstrapping her shoes and leaving them at the door, stripping off her blouse and leaving it hanging over the banister, and letting her skirt fall to the floor in the upstairs hall. I brought up a plate with the rolls nicely laid out and the second bottle of saki with a small cup.
She'd gone into her office without changing into any clothes and her bra was strewn on the shag carpet beside her. Our bong had been carried up and wisps of smoke were emanating from the bowl. She was seated at her desk in nothing but a pair of panties, picking at the mouse pad and twisting on the inflatable ball she used as a chair. She asked into her phone, "How much of this did you know, Marty? All of it or just the Michelle part?" I set the plate of sushi and the cup of saki on the desk beside her keyboard and she tilted her phone away to kiss me on the mouth. I then went over to close the blinds so the neighbor boys weren't treated to the sight of her bared tits.
I grabbed my Nikon from our bedroom and returned to snap a few pictures from the office doorway. She'd rolled down on the ball, arching her back over its circumference so the end of her ribcage poked out and her ponytail pooled on the floor. Her nipples were cold, pointing stiffly at the ceiling, and her tits squat against her chest. She'd rolled back and forth with her feet planted on the floor, creating just enough movement for her supple tits to slosh as if she were being gently fucked.
"Say cheese," I called out as I snapped another picture.
She waved me off, angrily slashing her hand through the air. Okay, so she wasn't in the mood to play games. She then sat up abruptly, her back to me, so she could yell into her phone, "Fuck you, Marty. Really, just... really, Marty, just fuck you." She hung up and then rolled over on the ball, hugging it and spreading her hips. "Goddammit!" She yelled into the room.
I set the Nikon down and knelt beside her.
"What happened?" I asked, setting a hand on her back and gently rubbing her silky skin.
"I'm so stupid. That's what happened."
I laughed at the idea of her being stupid. "They lied? They put names in the book?"
"No!" She hadn't raised her head. It was still hanging towards the ground. "They agreed to everything. I kept thinking they'd say no. Gary Penn was dead set on calling the book 'Stunt Cock' with an asterisk to hide the profanity, and I said Graham really wants to be a little more subtle and Gary just agreed, no questions asked. And I thought, wow, that was easy." She clutched her face in her hands. "They knew. They were so agreeable, because they always knew they were releasing names. A complete list straight to the media as part of the book circuit. All of them, every single name."
She sat up on the ball, her back slouched so her tits hung forwards. I could see her eyes were teary as she poured another little cup of saki, finishing the second bottle. She had to be somewhat drunk, although she wasn't showing it.
"And now I gotta call Graham and tell him all those times I'd asked him to trust me were huge lies to get his cooperation."
"You didn't know."
"I should've. And I asked him to trust me, and then I'd tell him they were fine leaving out the women, and he'd smile his handsome, Hollywood smile and tell me what an amazing gal I was, and I thought, yeah I kinda am." A tear rolled down her cheek.
"Be straight with him. Tell him they lied through their teeth."
"Yeah, but... damage done, right? All those lies came by way of me. And the women... Fuck, Michelle Monalin will probably end up divorced because of this."
"Can I get you anything before you call?"
She shook the empty saki bottle.
"Ah shit, that's the last of it. There's beer. Stones!"
"That's fine. Anything."
When I got back with a beer she was already on the phone with Graham. I set down the beer and left. I didn't want to make it any harder than it already was.
My home computer was in the same office space, so work was out of the question. Instead I changed out of my clothes and headed down to watch TV, something I hadn't done in quite some time.
I was still channel surfing when I heard a thud from upstairs. I wandered up again, slowly, listening for more audible clues to my wife's mental state. In the hall outside the office doorway was the empty beer bottle with white streaks where its label had been peeled off. The air gained a chill and I went still as I contemplated its smooth shape laying nestled in the tan carpet. It frightened me. I'd never known Camille to throw something—not her style of anger. Self made people weren't destructive like that.
And then I heard her yell out, "Look Graham, as much as you are a victim in all this, imagine what Michelle and the rest are going through. I understand the reporter came after you, that's what I'm saying, be the bigger man, defend the real victims here... Oh, so they should've known better... come on now, I read the stories, none of them shoved their tits in your face... Wait, I shoved my tits in your face? Now you're saying I shoved my tits in your face? Graham... listen... can you please just listen... even if I deserved that, but... I did not! No I didn't!"
I peeked around the corner. She was arched over the ball again, frustrated with a hand over her eyes. Balled up bits of the peeled off beer label were scattered over her chest.
"I don't know what to tell you... I never led you on. No I didn't. I went to bat for you. Do not... Stop saying I shoved my tits in your face." Her hand flew away from her eyes and she raised her head so it wasn't hanging. "You actually just called me a bitch? You actually just said that?" She suddenly became aware of the crumbs of label on her and brushed them off her naked tits. "You know what, I feel bad about this, I really do. But for all the women, not for you." She sat up, done apologizing and finally ready to let loose. "This is your book, asshole. You slept with them and you told the fucking world about it. You aren't the good guy you think you are. You... No, fuck you! Whatever you think about me—whatever you think about Penn Perot—this is exactly what you wanted—for the world to know what a stud Graham Baxter is. No I did not trick you. No I did not. Fuck you, Graham!"
She hung up and rolled off the ball sideways into a pile on the floor. She beat her fist into the carpet, and I could see her ribs expanding as she breathed deep and shaky. "I'm quitting! They're such assholes. I can't believe this."



I was at a loss. Graham pushed a set of buttons I hadn't known existed. I latched onto dumb optimism, knowing full well it wouldn't work. "You have another book coming. Use that to make up for this."
"How do I make up for this?" She rolled over and looked at me with a glare that struck me like an impulse cannon forcing my scalp to crawl. "Heidi won't touch me now. She spent her career with the LA Times propping up women. And then I come along to slut shame them right back down."
"You're being ridiculous."
"You can't possibly understand this, Alex, just leave me alone."
I waited for a second, silent, but she didn't flinch, and so I stepped away. I didn't go back downstairs, instead I went into our bedroom and sat on our bed. I could hear the TV echoing from the big room below, a commercial for Domino's Pizza. It was just chatter. Pointless chatter about fucking pizza. I appreciated the commercial on a level that I hadn't before. An empty vessel of noise. My wife was in the other room utterly fucking wrecked and I couldn't think of a damn thing to do or say to help. Plenty of chatter in my head. But all pointless. Really, just emptiness up there. Chatter to fill the emptiness and emptiness to hold the chatter.
I looked at the side table drawer, studied it, thinking about how normal it seemed. Then I walked over and tugged it open. I pulled out the rolled up towel, set it on the bed and unrolled. The Beast lay at the end of the towel. It looked heavy for its size. Dense, thick, solid. Pure substance. Purposeful.
Camille was on her back pulling her knees into her chest when I walked into the office. She watched me enter. Her anger simmered within, her face red, like she'd been holding her breath the entire time. I beat the dildo onto my left palm, like a prison guard with a nightstick.
Was I joking? Did I seriously think a dildo would make her feel better? I didn't know where I stood myself. I exuded ignorance, childishness and prideful brilliance. But ultimately they culminated into an air of desperation. And I think she recognized it as such. The color shifted in her face. Yes, on the night her career was crumbling away I was suggesting she shove a big dildo into her tight snatch. She was suffering. I was desperate and would've brought Gary Penn's head on a platter if it helped. I would've brought her anything. Graham's head. Or maybe his cock. And shit, in a way, wasn't I offering exactly that?
She released the air in her lungs through pursed lips in a long transformative breath. With the last trickle of air she said, "Fuck it!" and sprang to her feet.
She marched towards the door, grabbing hold of the dildo's bulbous cock-head as she passed me. She led us to the bedroom, her arm stretched behind her, gripping the cock-head like it was an extension of my hand. The breadth of the shaft put enough distance between us that we had to swing out our arms to round the doorway into the room. She set the Beast on the bed, sat beside it, and rolled onto her back to pull her blue panties down her shapely legs. She still had on the eyeliner and lipstick, and that little bit of makeup on a naked woman seemed extra sexy. Scooting into the center of the bed she spoke with a constricted voice, "I need to be a little wet." Her eyes roamed to her crotch. "Quickly!"
Her voice rattled with desperation, not authority, and I dove onto the bed, not bothering to remove my shirt and sweats. I buried my face between her legs, the muscle on her inner thighs firm against my cheeks—those yoga thighs. She'd waxed earlier in the week, so her labia were silken and hot on my lips. Only a small band aid sized tuft of fuzz remained, and it rubbed softly against my nose. My tongue lapped upwards through the intricate slit, the first pass surprisingly dry and somewhat tight. But with each pass the pink pillow-soft flesh began to part and seep wetness. I imagined a wave building at sea as my tongue touched down on her perineum, and then it took shape as it entered the depth of her vagina, a nice barreled curl, the muscle then stiffening as it crashed over her clit like a flurry of white wash and slowed as it reached the fuzzy shore. Over and over my tongue swept through her with the rhythm of the ocean, making her bite a knuckle and tear the sheets loose from the bed. Within minutes she was open and soaked and my tongue passed through the swollen cavity with ease.
"OK!" She was on fire and scratched her nails into my scalp singling she was ready. I lifted my head, my lips swollen and my tongue tired. Her red eyes had sunk in with lust. Her clenched teeth were visible as her lower lip hung loose and wobbled. Her lust piggy-backed on her pain and anger and her hand shook as she handed me the dildo and nudged my head away.
I stripped off my sweats and kneeled beside her head with the monster in hand. She reached over and took hold of my stiff cock and began stroking it as I positioned the dildo at her crotch. I spent a long time teasing the entrance but not actually going in. I was transfixed on the cock-head gliding across the small slippery crevasse, witnessing the sexual tension of that thick cock and her tender pussy build up like a zap of static electricity. Minutes passed as I tortured her on the precipice of being fucked, and after hours of arguing on the phone her nerves were raw and her hips twitched, retreating away from the head.
She moaned, which led me to believe her head was entirely in the game. Her emotional knots were finding an outlet in the teasing dildo. I chanced going further, even as far as bringing up Graham. "You still thinking about what an asshole he is?" I spoke down at her as she tugged on my cock. "You busted your ass to please him and the whole time he was only thinking about getting his big cock in between your legs."
Her hips rose ever so slightly, her vulva kissing the long shaft to feel the raised veins that snaked up its length.
To my surprise she spoke, adding, "He trips you up. He's terrible."
"He tripped you up?"
Her eyes closed. "You couldn't see, but when we were in that small restaurant, he said he'd give me a risqué detail to identify one of the younger actresses."
I pushed the dildo until the tip of it rested between her semi-parted folds, and then angled it so the next move would go straight in. The tension was so strong the encounter felt like our first time doing this. All the uncertainties were there, it was a stomach dropping moment of truth.
"Ahhhh-he said there was a condition. He wanted a show of faith."
I slowly began to realize there was more to their meeting than I'd previously known, and I watched her pained, pretty mouth delicately move to pronounce each syllable of her confession.
"Ahhh-he wanted me to give him my panties."
My breath fluttered and my mouth grew dry. "Fuck, are you kidding?"
"He just has that something. Ahhh-an unflinching assertiveness in the way he looks at me with those coarse blue eyes. And his voice has that commanding tone no matter what he's saying. Every word sounds-ahhh-sounds so irrefutable. And it just makes me doubt myself, and my brain-ahhh-my brain goes to mush. It's like when a police officer asks for your license and you just hand it over."
"So you handed over your panties?"
"Ahh-I went to the bathroom and came back with them folded into my hand. I passed them to him and he put them into his pocket."
I pressed on the dildo slightly, a pool forming in the depression of soft flesh. Our bedside lamps highlighted every detail as the head nuzzled in ever so slightly deeper and her lips unsealed to receive it.
"Ahhh-and then he slipped a hand up my skirt along my inner thigh. And he said the actress had a tattoo of a letter T right here. He then slid his hand higher and his pinky grazed my bare pussy."
I listened so intently my ears were ringing. and I moved the head of the dildo in a very small circle.
"You took all the pictures of us flirting, but you didn't know his finger was there the whole time."
She tossed her head to the side. "I should've told you, but I didn't know how you'd respond."
She then smacked the bed hard enough that I almost withdrew the dildo in shock. Her face was away from me but I could see she was biting her tongue. It was scary enough that I blurted out, "He touched you there?"
"I... I can't believe it happened either."
I collected my thoughts before continuing with a deeper voice, hoping to conjure Graham's assertive resonance. "Did it feel good? His finger?"
Her skin twitched, nerves flashing up her thighs. "I should've told you."
"I don't care. He's wanted you, we've known that. But did you want him?"
Her face crumpled with uncertainty and I gently pushed in the head, submerging it into the pink sheath.
"What about this," a slightly deeper push let her know I meant his big dick, "did you want this? Do you want to fuck him? Even now?"
Her nose wrinkled in unbearable pleasure. "Oh fuck-mmm." She murmured aloud.
"He's a huge, huge asshole, and yet you still want him inside you." I began to work just the head in and out, her legs parting, stomach rising and her grip on my cock tightening.
"Ahhhhh!"
"Say it!"
"No."
"You want it, so say so!"
"Mmm-uh! Fuck, no! Dammit-muhhh. It's just the way he is-ahhhh-showing up at that actress' trailer, telling her how good she was on set-ahhhhh-and then asking to come in for a moment. You just can't say no to him. Ahhhhh-you just can't!"
"She couldn't because she was thinking about this. What it would feel like going into her, just like it's going into you now."
"Ahh-ooo-oh God that dick feels so good."
The D word had never sounded dirtier. I went deeper and she gasped.
"Goddamn, Camille."
"I... Ahhhhh!! I let him touch me at a restaurant and all I could think about was... Ahhhh-hmmmm-I just imagined him telling me we needed to go and I'd follow him anywhere. Ahhhh-hmmm-I finally slammed my thighs together so he'd move his hand, but it didn't matter-ahhh-hmmmm-if he'd asked me to go to some hotel right then, I would've."
I swallowed hard in disbelief, and continued working The Beast in. Two more inches became wet upon breaching her interior, and its girth rounded out her pussy.
"Did you imagine it like this," I hissed as I pumped her pussy rhythmically. "God his dick looks good inside of you. Look at it go in. Look at your beautiful pussy take Graham's cock."
She purred like a cat and couldn't keep still due to lightning bolts of pleasure shooting through her insides, and then she screamed out, "Mmm-fuck! Mmm-oh-oh-oh-oh-God!"
"He's almost all the way in. Fuck that is beautiful. That asshole's cock is so deep inside you. Look at that. Look how beautiful it is."
At this point I could smell the rose oil she'd amply applied from head to toe after her shower. The heat emanating from her body and a light sweat refreshed the oil's scent. I inhaled, appreciating a more subtle floral underneath—my wife's alluring feminine scent, stirred to life by The Beast plunging into her dripping vagina.
I held the dildo by the thick shaft and really rammed it in.
"Oh my g-ah-ah-ah-ah-God! Oh fuck, fuck me-eee-eee-eee! Fuck me-ee-ee with his big dick!"
I expected her to back down, to say enough, but instead she just snarled words in defiance and jerked me off so hard it almost hurt. Her heels dug into the bed lifting her hips into the air with a slight twist in her waist, showing no signs of conceding to the rough monster.
"I'm gonna c-uh-uh-uh-come on his big c-aw-aw-aw-cock-mmm-mmm-uh-uh-uh-uh-mmm-fuck! Yes! Yes! F-uh-uh-uh-fuck!"
I grabbed one of her tits and then sucked it hard, chasing her nipple in a circle with my tongue. I looked down the length of her raised belly, watching that thick post disappear with only a few inches to spare, my knuckles white over its girth. And then out it came all wet and sparkly, coated in her excitement. I sucked and watched for a solid minute and she grunted a flurry of, "Mmm-uh-mmm-fucking asshole!"
Graham was definitely on her mind—she was definitely on his dick. I kissed her hard on the mouth, and she was so wrecked with passion she couldn't get her lips to seal with mine.
A buzz came from the bed, the dull sound of my phone vibrating on the blanket. When I tossed my sweatpants it had fallen half way out of the pocket and its screen lit up with Kaden's name.
Watching my wife's fit body take that big dick and lose her mind over it broke my better judgment. The question I so wanted to ask but knew I shouldn't finally just came out. I held the glowing screen beside her face so she could read the name. The phone went dark as the call went to voicemail and with my mouth against the side of her cheek, I spoke low and breathy so she could feel my hot breath entering her ear. "Do you know the name Kaden gave his dick?"
I brought my head over hers, our noses nearly touching, her mouth panting into mine. She didn't answer, but I could see in her big fashion model eyes she'd heard me. I worked the dildo into her more fiercely.
"Did you know he calls his dick The Beast?"
"Um-mmm-mmm-yes!" She bit her lip, looking guilty and ashamed, but her cheeks twitched and her eyes were glazed in lust.
"Did you know before you bought our Beast?"
"Mmm-mmm-maybe."
"Maybe?"
"Maybe Bobbie said s-um-um-something."
I slowed down, feeling the moment slip away from me. She pulled hastily on my cock trying to get the moment back.
"Do YOU-mmmmm-want it to be his cock?"
I slowed even more. I honestly didn't know how to answer her. It was getting too real. Kaden's name was more palpable than Graham's—more dangerous. Her forehead gathered in frustration. Her hand slid down over mine, both of us now holding the dildo by the shaft. She began to resume speed, sighing loudly and then kissing me on the mouth as her forehead went lax again.
"Oh god yes! Mmm-oh fuck! Do it, baby-oh-do it with-um-mmmm-uh..." And then, loud, sober, explosive—"Graham's big dick!"
Her hips bucked upwards as her hand pushed down over mine, the dildo firing in and out of her pussy.
I slipped my hand out from under hers, and she took over entirely. She stroked my dick in one hand and worked the dildo into herself with the other.
I thought again about "The Beast", and the unlikely coincidence of its name. Despite all her talk about Graham, my mind had fixated on Kaden. He'd been showing up in our lives more and more. He'd matured, and asked for her help specifically in learning about wine. My insecurities were on overdrive because of it. It was making me crazy—making me think crazy things. Like when I'd grabbed the dildo out of our side table drawer I'd thought I'd last returned it at a forty-degree angle tilted the other way, and questioned how it could've moved. Of course I could've remembered wrong, or Camille could've moved it to get to her earbuds, but the other possibility needled at me hard. Was she actually getting some alone time with The Beast?
"Is it really Graham's dick? You chose this big dick because of the name, didn't you?" My voice was low and reverberating pleasantly in my throat. Hopefully its tone was equally soothing to her.
"I don't know-uh-uh-uh..."
"But you were thinking of Kaden when you bought it. You had to be. "
The fog of sex seemed to evaporate from her eyes as they momentarily focused on my face, and she pleaded up at me, "Please Alex!" The desperate look on her angelic face triggered a weighty guilt. She was exercising rage. She was grudge fucking that big fake dick. Was I really letting myself get jealous over that?
I scooted back off the bed, stroking myself now as she moved her other hand to the base of the dildo. She rolled over and pressed its base to the bed, the stiff shaft pointing straight up. The full moon seeped through the blinds of the bedroom window—a transformative moon, bringing out an animal in her. She crouched down over the dildo and quickly mounted the head. She grabbed hold of the headboard with her right hand and began gyrating her juicy butt with the dildo lodged in her stretched pussy. She dropped her petite body on the giant thing, her tone ass bouncing as she came back up. Not in my wildest dreams... They couldn't even come close.
I was stroking my cock barely able to hold back. It was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. Her back was to me, her ponytail whipping back and forth, her spine popping up as she hunched forwards to grab the headboard. I could see her boobs peeking around the side as they swayed, her ass smacked against her hand as it descended, taking at least half of the dildo's length, and her pussy tightly wrung the shaft as it rose to the head. The dildo was dripping wet at this point, running onto her hand.
My phone buzzed again, Kaden itching to tell me something, and I looked over to Camille, riding that big dick—riding his dick. I reached down, tapped to answer, and moved it to my ear.
"What's up, Kaden?" I spoke up so Camille knew I'd answered a call, but I didn't stop stroking my own cock nor did she stop riding his fake dick.
He laughed loudly into my ear, that drunk donkey laugh, and spoke hurriedly, running his sentences together, the louder syllables leaking into our quiet bedroom for Camille to hear. He said he'd have to read Camille's book after all, because a news segment just featured Michelle Monalin trying to defend herself against allegations of cheating on her husband with Graham.
I hit speakerphone, thinking Camille should hear the update while The Beast was still inside her—let her work it all out at once. Or maybe I wasn't being as noble as that, because honestly I wanted to remind her what a true asshole Kaden was.
"Michelle Monalin is fucking hot. She showed bush in that war movie. Dude, she even fucked a guy on screen so I don't know why she's trying to deny this shit now."
Upon hearing his voice, Camille hunched further forwards, a reflexive action to hide her face. But she didn't stop taking his cock. The bed was squeaking so I'd muted out the phone, but then Kaden stopped talking, waiting for me to weigh in on the actress's impropriety. I unmuted the phone and kept my hand cupped around the mic area. Camille had become even more aggressive, and the squeaking bed was unmistakably that of fucking.
"Michelle Monalin is married, dude." I hit mute again.
"Yeah—Hollywood married. And she fucked that guy in the movie."
"She didn't fuck him. She's an actress, Kaden. Seriously man!"
"Bro, she stripped down to her bush. She was buck naked on top of a guy. And now she's trying to play coy about fucking some stuntman. That's just embarrassing."
Camille repositioned herself leaning backwards onto one arm. "Um-fucking jesus!" She panted loudly, and I know it was in response to Kaden.
His presence was in the room with us. It was twisted, my wife's ass flexing and bouncing up and down on his fake cock, a mist of sweat covering her fit body, glistening in the lamp light, her open mouth panting out obscenities as she came hard on that big monster and then Kaden's drunken donkey laugh haunting the room, as if mocking her.
She slowed as a climax turned her skin sweaty and pink, and then her chest heaved, her toes curled and her head fell back onto the bed. The Beast was jammed in more than halfway and there was as much rage as ecstasy traversing her face, the opposing emotions battling for control of her body. I experienced something similar, jealousy coupled with lust, dialing in on a powerful hybrid that burned through me like rocket fuel.



"Yeah dude, so score me a free copy from your chick. Still can't believe she put this shit out. I should have her publish 'The Tales of The Beast'." He laughed again, the tinniness of the speaker making it chilling. "I could fill a book with just the nasty shit I did to Bobbie!"
Camille had been clutching a pillow during the final throes, and it flew without warning towards her dresser, knocking off a plastic box full of earrings and necklaces. I decided it was time to end the call, and unmuted, but as I did Camille screamed out, "God, I could fucking kill him!" I quickly muted it again mid sentence and just hung up. She hurled the hard dildo against the wall with a shocking thud, leaving wet splat marks on the white paint.
"I just want to fucking kill him!" She repeated as she collapsed onto her back.
I quickly crawled onto the bed and grabbed under her armpits, flipping her over. I'd let things go too far. She needed more than cathartic sex. She needed love and reassurance. I crawled onto her prone body and slid my cock in. She didn't resist, she seemed defeated, exhausted, shattered.
I whispered into her ear as I pumped my cock into her lathered up pussy, "We don't need to kill him. Shit you are wet."
She reached back and caressed my head. "I know, but I hate them both so much right now."
"I know, and I have a better idea-ah-goddamn!"
Cathartic sex wasn't enough, nor was my love and reassurance. Graham would get his as more women spoke out, but Kaden was going to forever be Kaden, and I couldn't watch my woman suffer another day due to his slut shaming stupidity. I knew how to settle her soul, it would take some work, but I had a way to hand Kaden's shit right back to him.
She moaned gently, both my words and cock soothing her. "Fuck I love you, babe. I love you so much."
"You really are wonderful, Alex," she said softly.
"You're the perfect woman. In every way. God do I love you."
"I love you, too-mmm-mmm-ah-ahhhhh..."
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Chapter 13: Gettin' Served
April was a month of sunny days and reckoning. Following an unusually wet March, the ash-hued shrubs and faded-red earth running up the hillside had been transformed into a huge swath of green. The sight of it filled me with hope and energy, although some of that I attribute to the two coffees I'd downed in order to make the courts by 9:00 on a Sunday morning.
Jane had one sport and that was tennis. Of the four of us her serves were by far the deadliest. She'd get you on the serve. Her racquet almost dropped to her ass as the ball peaked in the air, her Nike shirt tightening over her conical tits, and then the racquet swept along a high arc, her body reversing its twist and becoming momentarily weightless as the thwack sounded off like a perfect note and her right foot came to a graceful landing just in front of the server line. Camille and I had to scramble to place ourselves ahead of the incoming bullet and I was constantly forced to play from the baseline, where it was hard to return with any power. Despite Jane's mighty serve and Kaden having beaten me in the past, Camille and I kept the score close, or so I was told. I'd played maybe thirty hours of tennis in my life and couldn't wrap my head around the scoring.
We took a break between matches and Jane sat on a folding chair left by the instructor who taught kids the prior evening. As she eased her bottom down she smoothed out her short, white tennis skirt to keep it from riding up. Camille sat beside her, sipping tea from a thermos as she pulled a loose thread from her running shorts. There sat one brunette, one blonde and four gorgeous legs.
The tennis courts were surrounded by a tall chain link fence and the girls sat with their backs to it. A loud slobbering on the other side caused them both to turn around in their seats, and then their faces lit up upon finding a huge playful bulldog poking its long, drippy tongue through the openings in the chain link. A guy came running across the field of grass neighboring the court until he caught up to the dog and snapped on a leash.
"Sorry, he doesn't usually stray away from me."
"Oh it's okay," Jane said affectionately, as her and Camille tried to pet the dog's head through the diamond holes in the fence while also avoiding its wet tongue.
The guy kneeled to scratch the bulldog's back. "Spanky's essentially a drool factory on legs."
"No problem," Jane assured him, "I'm used to slobbery dogs. My family has one."
"A bulldog?"
"No, he's a dogue de bordeaux."
Camille and I locked eyes, silently asking one another, "What the fuck did she just say? Dog de fucking-bordeaux?" We both struggled not to laugh, pursing our lips to hide our growing smiles.
Even the bulldog's owner was confused and Jane quickly explained, "It's sort of like a French Mastiff."
I Googled it later and it is a French Mastiff—it's exactly that.
Kaden broke it all up when he spun his racquet in the air and asked, "Are we playing tennis or what?"
Within minutes we were back on the court. Camille and I still had the giggles. It wasn't just the strangeness of Jane's words back there at the fence, it was the pretentious way she used them that made it so perfect. And oddly enough, our telepathically communicated joke seemed to heighten our mental connection and sync up our playing for the second match.
Jane served first and she executed it perfectly, only this time I was able to get in position to fire back and drop the ball right between them. A polite hesitation over who was going to return caused Kaden to wait too long and scoop up the ball, barely lobbing it over the net. Camille moved up and fired it to the back, right corner, where Jane took one step in its direction and then realized it wasn't worth running, the ball was moving too fast and angled away.
The rest of the game played out much the same way. I'd come to learn Jane had four spots where her serve would drop, and once I'd determined where I needed to be for each of those I was able to consistently position for the return. Camille and I both figured out that Jane played a very precise game and wasn't interested in sloppy saves, which meant we only needed to get the ball outside her comfort zone for a point. I could tell it frustrated Kaden, but still under the gooey spell of his new girlfriend, he merely rolled eyes dramatically in the opposite direction.
We were in the last set, up a point and Camille's serve, when I called a quick time out and walked over to quietly discuss a new strategy. I leaned in and pointed across the court. "OK, here's what you need to do. I want you to put some dogue de bordeaux on this serve."
She pinched her eyes shut and snickered cutely, as I slapped her shoulder in coach-like fashion and returned to left center. Camille, about to toss the neon-green ball into the air, mouthed, "Dogue de bordeaux," gave me a thumbs up while still clutching the ball and then proceeded to replicate one of Jane's perfect serves. Or rather, Camille replicated her perfect form. The ball on the other hand, it sailed straight out of bounds. Apparently we needed to shore up the meaning behind our new favorite saying.
They caught up, 40-40, or deuce, or whatever the fuck. Kaden served a mean shot right down the line, but Camille leapt into place so fast she was at a forty-degree angle as her backhand returned the ball on a beeline to Kaden. He had to hop to the side and make a desperate swing that missed entirely, which granted us our serve again.
Kaden was on fire after that, his thigh muscles hatching as he darted back and forth across the court. And the next time Jane let the ball whiz by, he didn't just roll his eyes, he loudly pleaded, "Jane, you could've got that!"
After that we had several long vollies. And neither side could score a winning point. They'd get one and have the advantage, and then we'd deuce it up, and then we'd get the advantage, and they'd deuce it up. I lost track of points after a while and Jane had visible pit stains on her white Nike shirt. We were all sweating and breathing heavy, and all determined to win.
On my last serve of the game I had the scoring down cold. I loudly called out, "Advantage," and drove the ball far to the right of Kaden, who threw his whole body towards it, swinging in mid air and barely landing on his feet. He managed a clean return, though, and what followed was an epic volley between Kaden and Camille.
Camille was so on point she even stole a shot from me. Kaden put one so close to the net it actually wobbled, and Camille fired it back over the net causing it to wobble again. "Fuck you," Kaden shouted as he pivoted and raced back across the court again. The fast action was drawing them in closer to the net, with Kaden almost on it for a shot that struck within a yard of it and hugged the ground. Camille's racquet swept towards the fuzzy ball and popped it up but in a delicate lob that plodded a slow short path to Jane. Jane ran forwards but Kaden beat her two it with a resounding backhand. The ball went up, apexed over the net and fell from the sky on a course behind Camille.
"That's the one!" Kaden yelled with exhausted confidence.
But it was not the one. Camille reached back and caught the ball, the extreme angle of the racquet causing an unbelievable topspin on a shot that was sure to land outside the line but somehow curved its way back in. Kaden's big smile turned into gaping surprise the instant he realized the match was not over and the ball was still in play. He made a last desperate attempt, losing his footing and crashing down on his shoulder, but he couldn't make up the distance and his swing breezed past the ball.
Camille and I hi-fived as Jane helped Kaden to his feet. He rolled his shoulder, stretching it out and looked over at us with horrified eyes and a giddy smile. "Camille, where the hell did that come from?"
She shrugged her shoulders.
"You aren't being straight with me. There's no way you haven't played since high school."
"Just those couple of weeks before I settled on track."
He rubbed his shoulder. "That was brutal." He took a swing at nothing, making sure his arm was good to go. A second stronger swing made the racquet whistle through the air. "Okay, that's one match each. We gotta settle this."
Kaden was met by heavy sighs, and Jane conceding that she was done for the day. She looked done. It was nearing noon, the sun high above us and sweat spots soaked through the back of her Nike shirt.
"Ah Jane, I can't go out like this!"
We were walking off the court to our water bottles by then, all hi-fiving each other over a good game played.
"OK, Jane's out. Let's go singles."
Our eyes met as the palms of our hands slapped together. Kaden's enthusiasm has always been infectious, like he always had a slight adrenaline buzz.
"Fuck it, one more," I said, pulling my racquet back out from under my arm.
"Excellent." He then pointed his finger at Camille. "But I want Camille. I want revenge."
She looked back at me and I nodded.
They didn't waste any time getting back into another intense volly, as I sat by Jane and made small talk.
First thing I learned about Jane was her full name after it appeared in her message history. Her phone rested on her knees and her slender fingers texted a friend as she spoke to me. Jane Coco Bergum! The name "Jane" led me to imagine her parents as a stuffy, old-money couple. But "Coco", that was a surprise. At least one of her folks had a sliver of personality.
"Sorry, I just had to let my girlfriend know I wouldn't be able to make it for lunch."
I wondered how she ever intended to make lunch given her morning plans, but instead I pressed her on how she'd met Kaden.
"So last month for my birthday, when my Bug finally went to poop, my daddy took me into Kaden's dealership and bought me a Camaro Convertible. Kaden helped us with the final sale stuff and whispered that he came with the car. So that was that."
She pulled off her white cap and her honey blonde hair was sectioned into front to back lines and woven together in a skull tight braid before hanging freely in a long, thin braid down her neck. She had an olive tan, shades lighter than the honey blonde that popped her blue eyes the way Camille's rich chestnut hair did hers.
She asked me about myself and lit up when I mentioned starting up a small graphic design agency. I tried to explain that we were only a team of three but she remained genuinely impressed.
"No, really, you should be super proud. I studied photography for three semesters so I heard all the horror stories about making it in the field. Unless you wanted to shoot weddings or kids,there was always that."
"Is that what you do?"
"No. God no! I gave it up. I mean, I got asked to be in a lot of my classmates' photo shoots." She swept a hand down the length of her body, highlighting her attractiveness. "And I don't think the teacher liked me. Or he didn't like my pictures because he'd heap praises on these portraits of me by other students and then just 'meh' when he got to mine. And then he literally said while pointing to a big picture of my face that I might belong on the other side of the camera, basically telling me I was nothing but a pretty face. I was so furious I just dropped out in the middle of the semester."
"Did you try taking your teacher's advice?"
"About modeling? No. I was twenty-three. Maybe if someone had pushed me into it when I was sixteen. Not at twenty-three, though. No. At twenty-three it would've just been kinda sad."
"That's just crazy how that is."
"I know. I'm twenty-nine now. People still treat me like a kid. 'Oh those Millennials.`"
"Ha, I'm thirty-two and I still get that."
"I don't see how I could be too old for anything. But yeah, twenty-tops for modeling so I would've had to do something else with my life anyway." She looked across the court as my wife clobbered her boyfriend's serve right back at him. "What about Camille?"
"What's she do? She's an editor of non-fiction books at probably the largest Orange County publisher, of which there's maybe three." I laughed, but she didn't pick up on my facetiousness. My boasting was real, but I always downplayed my accomplishments and I'd lately been doing the same for Camille's. It was shitty of me. I needed to stop doing it.
"Oh, so she's smart?"
"Smarter than me."
"She must be like my sister. Lily is a lawyer at my dad's firm. Super smart."
"A lawyer, huh? Betcha nobody treats her like a kid."
"Nope! I work there too. Just paperwork, though."
We watched the game in silence for a minute. Kaden was all power, quick bursts of fluid movement and then he'd mount himself in front of the ball like a brick wall and blast it back. His shirt was mostly damp and clinging to his back as he hunched over in his ready stance. Camille also had beads of perspiration on her forehead and dark patches on her shirt but showed no signs of breathing hard or tiring. She was also quiet, which is how she gets when fiercely focused. Kaden, on the other hand, offered running commentary on every play, with his go to line being, "So you think you know how to play tennis!"
Kaden sliced one over the net, straight to the line. Camille rocketed across the court but when the ball bounced it spun away from her into the fence. As Camille walked to retrieve it, Kaden shouted with a condescending smile, "I forgot how much fun tennis is. If I win you owe me a copy of your new book. Waddya say?"
Camille was bent over grabbing the ball when she heard that, and she froze, as if her heart simply shut down. Kaden had no idea how she felt about that damn book. He should've, but didn't. Kaden was just another red blooded male with an engorged, purple blooded dick, but it got to her nonetheless, I know it did.
She uprighted herself and walked back to the court with a huge smile. She looked over at me. We had a moment, one of those commutative glances where we understood one another perfectly, like two actors reading each other's cues from our own copy of a script.
I laughed and turned towards Jane, who was staring right back at me. At some point she'd put on big mirrored sunglasses and the lenses framed my smirking reflection. I liked what we saw.
"How did you do that? How did you get the ball to spin off in the other direction?" Camille squeezed the furry rubber in her palm, keeping the ball even though it was Kaden's serve.
"My slice?" He took a swing at nothing, presumably demonstrating the technique. "Kid Kaden's deadly-ass slice?"
Camille attempted to replicate his last move and hit the ball to him, but it bounced in a straight line. Kaden popped it back, the ball changing angle the instant it touched concrete. She made a second attempt, but it continued on just as straight.
"Do I need to show ya?" He headed to her side of the net, collecting a couple extra tennis balls from courtside and shoving them in his baggy pocket. He then fired off a few shots next to her as she watched and listened.
"Camille is quitting her job soon," I said, nabbing Jane's attention. "She hit an impasse with her bosses. They want to publish books that don't align with her principles, so she's getting out."
"That's commendable. Is she going somewhere else? You said there were only a few places around here, right?"
"I think she's going to switch careers. We're sort of setting the stage for it now, building up a little Instagram fame before doing her own thing."
"Writing?"
"What? No, she's thinking about putting a studio together."
"Oh wow, like a fitness type thing?"
"Yeah."
"Well she'll be great at that."
I held up my crossed fingers. "We're hoping."
"I get the whole Instagram thing too. I'm having to fix up mine. I haven't told Kaden yet, in case it doesn't work out, but I might get a job as the alternate weather girl on NBC."
I could see my own horrified expression in her mirrored sunglasses and quickly forced a smile, making me appear more so impressed. And I was genuinely impressed, but at the elitism of it all, because I could only imagine her mom or someone close knowing a friend who knew a friend and lined up the job—a job on fucking TV! It made me think back on Bobbie and how she'd worked so hard just to get an internship at the studio. It made me consider how much effort Camille and I were putting into her Instagram account, and how Jane was likely just deleting party pictures at Cabo San Lucas and replacing them with stock photos of cumulus clouds.
She put up crossed fingers on both hands. "Good luck to both of us I guess." A text buzzed from her phone which still rested on her knees.
I checked in on my spouse's backhand slice lesson to find she'd progressed to Kaden holding her wrist and positioning the raquete in her grip.
"Is my shoulder good? It feels off."
He took hold of her arm and smoothly formed shoulder, explaining she needed to rotate her arm from there.
"And my back?"
"You're back?" He set a hand on her bare midriff and another hand on her low back, and swept his palms across the skin and around her slender sides. "You'll wanna twist, but fuck, Camille, you were looking perfect there." He stepped back and scanned over her posture. He then pitched a ball and she swung.
"Nice!" He exclaimed.
"There you go, Camille," I shouted from my chair.
"OK, it spun but not like yours."
"Oh, you think you're going to master my slice in a day?"
"We'll see."
"Damn," he laughed. "Gotta watch out for you. All I can say is maybe you can shift forward more."
She took a swing at nothing. "I can't be doing this right, I feel unbalanced."
"I mean, that looks really good." He circled behind her. "Maybe the hips can come back some as you finish the stroke." Standing just a few feet from her, he became momentarily mesmerized by her micro-running shorts. The lightweight fabric couldn't have been more than six inches tall, riding low at the the V of her butt and hugging her firm cheeks, those cheeks making the back stretch. A cut at either side of her hips allowed for a loose flap along the bottom, and her ass was just full enough to lift the flap's edge past the crease at her butt cheek and thigh. With Camille's body, the perfection never ended, and it was getting to him.
"So..." he began, testing the limits of his restraint, mere inches from her ho-so-fuckable-ass. "Maybe..." he began again, and then reached out, pausing with his fingers hovering around her waist. A drip of sweat glided down the side of his face, he breathed, and then gently took hold of her just below the hip bone, his thumb resting on the shelf of her ass. "Maybe tilt here leading into the swing." He pinched his thumb into the thick softness of her butt and twisted her slightly. "The power starts down here. And you've definitely got some power."
I quickly looked over to Jane, who was deep in phone-land, as her boyfriend pulled my wife's ass toward him, the beginnings of a tent in his shorts dangerously close to getting wedged between her cheeks. The bend at her waist caused her micro running shorts to creep down an inch, and that was just enough to expose a little ass crack. "See, if you push those tight power-buns back like that your legs can pivot."
Camille shot him an annoyed look over that comment, just as he let go and jogged to where he could lob a ball at her. She swung, enacting every one of his adjustments perfectly, and the ball took off and blazed off the ground in a vastly different direction.
"Mother-fucker that was nice!" He yelled. "I mean, your fucking body control is insane, girl, that pose belonged on a sports cover."
"It's called body-awareness," she said, a tad amused. Still holding her racquet Camille ran her hands down her sides as she swayed her hips. "Just need to be aware of your whole body and everything it's feeling."



"Is that right," Kadin laughed. He'd never seen this side of her, the sexy but playful creature who just likes to have fun. A vein stood up on his neck and the color in his face burned bright, his whole body tensing as he bottled up his rising feelings.
Camille is more than just her amazing looks, and Kaden had just been given a glimpse behind her highly critical, standoffish veneer—the chilly concrete boundary she'd erected to prevent being smothered in unsolicited compliments, invasive mansplaining, and trash bound phone numbers. But I was surprised. Camille and I had discussed her being cordial with Kaden—not flirty, just friendly. Like every other guy I knew, he'd been physically attracted to her, enviously so, but by hooking him on an emotional level his jelly would get shook bad. The thing is, Camille and I had discussed all this as her body and mind had been coming down from orgasm, mine too, when lots of things are agreed to in the bedroom—in the heat of the moment—which then seemed silly in the light of day. I honestly thought our cruel plan for Kaden had been forgotten and I never expected it to actually materialize.
All of this happened so fast that I hadn't realized my foot tapping in succession with Jane's—and to be clear: we weren't trying to split up Kaden and Jane—I was actually happy for them—but Kaden had set off Camille the night the shit hit the fan over Graham's book. What he'd said on the phone, shit talking the actresses Graham had exploited in his book, it was like mainlining salt into her wound. She'd screamed how she wanted to kill him that night. I was proud I'd come up with a more fitting punishment, but I still doubted she'd ever go through with it.
"Well you hit a slice to work with. We'll see if you got what it takes to beat me now."
She crossed the small section of court, jazzing up her shoulders like a tough girl, Camille forced a big show off smile and handed him her racquet. She then turned away with her arms in the air and flipped forwards into a handstand, her back foot coming close to Kaden's chin as it swung upwards. Her ass in the skimpy shorts was directly over her head and her legs were spread out to either side doing the aerial splits.
Kaden couldn't take it and used her raquet to push her sneaker and throw her off balance. Camille was quick enough to tap a foot down for support and gracefully bring herself to standing.
It was at that moment Kaden truly fell for my wife. I could see it in his wide, stunned eyes, the rivalry between them leading him to appreciate her worthiness as an opponent and he gave her a high-five for a slice that might put his to shame. The sexual tension had turned into something sweet—he had it real bad for the impossible to keep up with woman.
Kaden handed her back the raquet. "Alright already, let's finish this game."
She dabbed her sweaty forehead on her white shirt sleeve. "I don't know. I wasn't keeping score, were you?"
"Not really, but I was winning."
"So you say," she teased as she walked away.
"Well you owe me a rematch. I just gave you Kid Kaden's slice, so you owe me that!"
"I'll think about it."
"Next week! Let's meet back here next week."
"I'll be in Chicago," Jane said, as she got up from her chair and slipped her phone back into her bag.
"Shit, that's right. Alright, well soon. Camille owes me one. I gotta take her down."
We parted ways in the parking lot and put our raquets away in the trunk. I stopped her on the way to the passenger side door and spun her around to face me. I examined her beautiful face for an inkling of guilt, but she stared right back like I was the dubious one.
I finally broke, "Anything you want to tell me?"
"Not particularly."
I moved my face closer to hers. "Well did my eyes deceive me or does a certain guy have a bit of a crush on you?"
She deliberately played naive. "Why, whatever do you mean?"
I slipped my hands around her waist and then lowered my fingers into her waistband. "Did you mind his hands?" I looked around the parking lot to make sure nobody was looking, and then slid my fingers down her ass, taking her shorts with them, and grabbed two handfuls of her voluptuous flesh.
She brought her lips close to mine. I kissed her deeply and pulled her up against me by squeezing her ass.
"Is that a no, or are you saying I just imagined it?"
She stroked my dick over my shorts. "I think you might've imagined a few things," she said, discovering my hardon. "But I picked up in a little something from him"
"Between your tennis playing and getting to feel up your beautiful hiney, I'd say yeah, you probably picked up on a little something."
"So I did good?"
"You did fucking great. But just remember that you're only supposed to make him crazy."
"Why, would anything else make you crazy."
I slapped her ass. "You naughty, naughty woman."
Chapter 14: Flexing the Gram
Is it possible to suggest of a woman, any woman, that she'd be great in a porno and not come off as a complete creep? I mean, is there any case to be made for it being a compliment?
Moderating Camille's Instagram page always entailed one or two borderline comments that I didn't know what to do with. The guy was sincere. His username was legit: breathembodiment. His comment came third under a picture of Camille doing a leg stretch against a wall that had her bent over with her hands on the ground and her left leg raised up the wall. Her tight yoga pants left little to the imagination and apparently had a profound effect on breathembodiment, whose comment had received fifteen 'likes'.
—You are perfection. Your body reveals greatness of spirit and balance of mind. You are an aware angel, I see it in your eyes. An angel like you should consider doing adult films. It's no longer shameful to be an adult film actress. My niece says monetizing content changed everything. She calls it 'new porn' and says the men are very professional and nice. Watching one of them pleasure your beautiful spirit would be truly inspirational. You would shift consciousness. The world deserves more of you.
There was also a single reply to his comment by rrrrrioter
—Do porn like his niece. I bet you already take it up the ass.
I read it three times and felt my dick throb before deleting it. I went back to breathembodiment's comment and decided to leave it be. It was creepy, but also deliberately respectful. And if I spoke to the truth of it, every male following Camille on Instagram would piss themselves silly to see her in a porno. Fuck, I might piss myself to see it. So it wasn't creeeepy creepy.
I ran Camille's Instagram account because the whole concept bothered her. She rightly felt posting pictures of oneself reeked of insecurity and invited the wrong kind of attention, and it certainly didn't help that the images on her account were very much meant to glorify her body and were verging on erotic. Camille's Facebook account was one-hundred-percent her, and full of quotes, updates and stories that illustrated what a beautiful mind she had. But in the era of self promotion the risqué images on the Gram served a purpose. They weren't just thirst traps. We'd planned to use her beauty to sell her lifestyle, and the more provocative posts received far and away the most likes and shares. Any publicity is good publicity, even the reposts with hashtags like #spreadeaglefitchick or #asseatsyogapants brought in numerous followers. But I understand, that kind of response can also be infuriating and fucking scary. Her profile seemed to attract an army of men determined to reduce her down to a hot piece of ass put on this earth solely for the deployment of their dicks. The pussy on demand crowd. Truly dark shit used social media like a hunting ground. So I dealt with the idiots and made sure she never saw their stupid, vulgar and occasionally intimidating comments. And really the vast majority of followers were supportive, complementary and, surprisingly, female. And at the current pace of new followers I doubted we'd have trouble launching a small studio in the coming two years. The good of the Gram certainly outweighed the bad.
I took a swig of my beer as I scanned the rest of the updates. There were about forty new comments, double the daily amount she'd received a month ago, and only three idiot outliers that needed deleting. Rrrrioter was the first, and the second was in response to a picture I'd taken of Camille in a bikini at the beach down in San Diego. It was in the morning, the ocean still black behind her, the sky a mellow glow, and she knelt on her towel, bent at the waist so her chest and face were planted flat on the soft ground. It was a hyper-sexualized child's pose, exaggerated by her limberness, which allowed her body to fold into a pedestal for displaying her bountiful ass. The shot was from a front angle, focused on the way her creamy ass distended into the air as her lean waist pinched in. The image definitely leaned hard on the erotic spectrum. If we hadn't been alone on the beach she never would have agreed to the pose and I still can't believe she let me post it. And the fourth comment down, from tarkardtanked, read—Nice fucking ass! I'd cock bomb that shit like Dresden.
My dick throbbed and I took another swig of beer. "Fuck it!" I said aloud and reached into my pants to stroke my dick a few times. I stared at those words on my computer screen beneath that gorgeous shot of my wife's ass. The page was live. Other people were seeing the same damn thing I did—her ass and some guy's thoughts about blowing it up with his cock—and that set in motion a wave of pleasurable jealousy. OK, so I wasn't moderating Camille's Instagram solely for her benefit.
I stopped when it started to feel too good, and forced myself to remove tankardtanked's shared thoughts forever.
The third comment that needed deleting was in regards to a portrait of her next to the window of a mission we'd visited down south. paultskarzki started off alright, saying her blue eyes looked amazing in the late afternoon light, but then followed with how he'd love to stare deeply into them as her luscious lips worked on his dick. I'd posted over a hundred pictures of her in different poses and stretches that emphasized her flexibility, coordination and every view imaginable of her ass and crotch, mostly in skin tight clothing or bikinis, and paultskarzki chose a portrait of her to unleash his horniness on. It did, however, take me back to early in my relationship with Camille. During our first year together she actually engaged in oral and those blowjobs were phenomenal. Like everything else she did in life, her attention to detail and ability to concentrate set it apart from anything I'd experienced before. And when she went down all the way, my scalp crawled and I gasped. Her big fashion model eyes had never been more electrifying. paultskarzki was onto something there, but his comment still had to go.
Not many DMs, and responding to ones that needed responding to fell on Camille. I laughed when I read one from a guy who wanted to know who took all her photos. It was a veiled attempt to find out if she had a boyfriend. She'd get three or four direct messages every week asking about her relationship status. How she answered was her own business, but I'm the one who pushed her to not reveal her married status while trying to grow her core support. That's just Marketing 101.
KidKaden (yup Kaden) DMed her asking for a tennis rematch, something he'd been doing ever since Camille nearly beat him the day Jane, Kaden, Camille and I all got together for doubles. He was on the Gram a lot because Jane was also trying to promote herself. I sensed he was building up the courage to ask me for help, because as a graphic designer I knew something about visual language. I knew the key to a successful Instagram profile was to make it look like a travel journal. It should be a glimpse into your journeys, beliefs, and loves. The images should feel like a small piece of a much larger story, and Jane's page missed that mark. She included pictures from her vacations, but they were incredibly amateurish, especially for someone who studied photography. She'd taken them in direct sunlight standing in the middle of the shot with a poor view of the Washington monument or some other boring landmark behind her. And then strewn amongst those were obvious studio shots. There was no theme to it and no insight into who she was or why I should care about her.
And then, as I read Camille's last DM, a new one popped up. It was from b00b00.
—Sorry, even Abi thought it would be funny so I couldn't resist :) Delete the comment and don't hate me, K. Excellent pictures, BTW. How the fuck did you get even hotter???? We should catch up. I'll message on FB.
I finished my beer and went back through her pictures to see if there'd been a new comment added. Sure enough, under the portrait where paultskarzki had commented about how he'd like to peer into her eyes while getting his dick sucked was a new comment from b00b00. He'd written it as a reply to paultskarzki and must've submitted before my delete went through.
—I can vouch to that.
B00b00 had to be Boo-boo the bartender from Hooligan's. And I took his reply to mean he actually had looked into my wife's big blue eyes as she sucked his cock. My head began to spin. I got up, went downstairs for another beer, and paced the house with a partial hardon trying to get my thoughts in order. Camille wasn't home for another thirty-minutes, teacher training on Tuesdays and Thursdays. I wanted to look into her eyes right then so bad and the clock ticked so slowly I almost threw my bottle at it.
I met Camille at the door when she arrived. She was glowing and grabbed my shoulders. "Guess who's assistant showed up at class tonight? Ben Halverson's. He's in town teaching a workshop next weekend."
"Oh shit, I know that name. You have his books, right?"
"Most of them. And our studio is hosting, and since I'm enrolled in the teacher training program there's a big discount." She smiled big and batted her eyelashes. "So would you mind if I disappear next weekend and go?"
I was glad she was in a great mood, because I had some kinky stuff planned. Nothing too twisted and cathartic, just fun and kinky.
I started to maneuver her towards the bedroom as she rambled on about this Ben guy. She'd chatted up his assistant after class and he'd mentioned a series of week-long courses at Ben's ranch in New Mexico.
"So if I do his summer series, I'd likely be able to teach Ashtanga instead of just Power Yoga. But it means pushing the studio date back. But now I think it just makes more sense to push it back anyway."
"Would you stay at Penn Perot?" I pulled her shirt over her head as we reached the base of the stairs and she raised her arms and let it go without questioning me at all.
Her ponytail fell out of the collar and over her face. She flipped it back and blew at a few flyaway strands wisping over her left eye. "Well, I was thinking I'd still quit, but I'd be certified by then, so I can just teach for six months. It's what you originally thought I should do anyway."
She climbed the stairs with me close enough behind to raise her sports bra over her head like I had her shirt.
"I've been wanting a real mentor, and I believe Ben Halverson is part of the lineage, which could put me in a line."
I peeled her stretchy pants down over her ass as she stood facing me in front of our bedroom door. "I thought you were more into mixing it up, incorporating gymnastics. I thought you were put off by all the traditional aspects."
I lowered her pants to her knees, and she proceeded to step out of them, the tight cuffs inverted and stretching with her raised foot before finally snapping down.
"I've never been put off by it. There just isn't anyone around here fully capable of teaching it. And I really like his books. I think I could get into it."
She looked down at her own body in nothing but panties, just now realizing her clothes had disappeared.
"Something's got you in the mood."
I kissed her suddenly and deeply. My hands rubbed her bare shoulders as hers latched onto my waist.
"And you've had a few beers."
"Liquid courage."
"Is that what has you in the mood?"
"That would be moderating my wife's Instagram." I moved a hand to her breast and her eyes followed it there. "Nothing like hearing the world fawn over my wife to remind me what I have."
"Did you hear a word I've said?"
I squeezed her soft breast gently, lifting it slightly and cradling her nipple in the pocket between thumb and palm. "Every word."
"So you do understand, right? Even if I don't end up in the whole Ashtanga community, associating with Ben Halverson would only he-elp."
Her voice cracked as my lips sealed around her nipple. "I agree. It's a good thing," I mumbled while gently suckling. "What's one more man in your life, anyway."
She giggled, causing her boob to bump against my face. But then she moaned lightly, her nipples growing sensitive and the sensation of my hot mouth said 'hello' to her wildness within.
"So was it that picture of me kneeling on the beach towel? Our San Diego trip? Is that what triggered your sudden interest?"
"Maybe..."
"They liked that one, huh? And nobody called out the crappy posture."
I was too engaged in fondling her nipple with my tongue to answer. I lowered on my knees and straightened my back to better align my head with her chest. My hand tickled down from her shoulder in the process and continued its dissent until it reached her panty covered ass.
She cradled the back of my head as I switched to her neglected left breast. I paused in between to behold how beautiful her tits were. The milky white flesh didn't follow a tan line, Camille had responsibly used sunscreen and maintained an even, light complexion over her skin from head to toe. And her tits, like her ass, despite her overall leaness, retained enough fatty tissue to keep them round. They were roundish on top, which provided a natural cleavage that hugged my thumb. And that breast's shape relaxed in my hand like only a natural breast can. I wanted photos. I really wanted photos.
"Mmmmm," She moaned softly. "You aren't usually this worked up from monitoring Instagram."
"Kaden DMed. He wants a rematch."
She giggled again, her boob bouncing in my face. "He always DMs that. You needed liquid courage to tell me that?"
I straightened up, and with a devilish glean, I marched her backwards into the bedroom. Her legs bumped into the bed and a gentle nudge to her chest had her drop into seating. I moved forward over her, as she crawled back, finally stopping with her head resting on the pillow.
I still had on my clothes and pulled my t-shirt off. That's when she noticed the bounce card to the side of the bed. I'd bought it a few weeks ago and hadn't had the opportunity to photograph her with it, just a couple of still life's around the house. She looked at the strange silver fabric covered oval mounted to the tiny black tripod, not knowing what to make of it. She figured it out once she looked to the left side of the bed and saw the Nikon mounted on its larger, beefier tripod.
"What's this all about?"
I laid over her and planted my mouth on hers. I kissed her until her body began to stir beneath me and her fingers stiffened into my back. We broke the kiss and she pressed her forehead to mine.



"Bikinis are one thing, Alex."
She knew I had plans to take a scandalous photo of some kind, but had no idea what actually awaited her.
"Nothing for Instagram. This is for your hubby's eyes only."
"It's not safe. Our WiFi and-"
I pressed a finger to her lips. "Bluetooth is off on the camera. I'll take the bluetooth and internet card out of my old laptop."
She thought about it for a moment while I took notice how well the bounce card softened the shadows along the gentle angle of her cheek and the cute bridge of her nose.
"So just nudes on the bed?"
I rolled my eyes to the side, grappling somewhat nervously with the moment of truth. "I was thinking video."
She wrinkled her nose and thinned her eyes.
"I knew you'd be weirded out. I get it, it's weird. I'm being weird. You're just so beautiful. You're so beautiful when we make love. I just thought-"
"Alex, Alex..." She grabbed beside my neck and held on. She didn't want to say 'no' to me, and was therefore halting me before I could finish asking.
"It's safe, I swear."
"Alex-"
"I promise it never leaves out possession."
"Do you know what you're asking?"
I chuckled and kissed her pretty mouth.
"How about this—I keep my panties on and give you your blowjob?"
I let that sink in.
"Are you serious?"
"I'd just be more comfortable with that."
I took that to mean she was only doing this for me.
"Well let's get that camera rolling!"
"Yeah, that's what I thought."
We switched places and I pulled down my pants. I explained how to start video on the mounted Nikon, and soon we were in our places. I actually felt self conscious being filmed naked and shut my eyes and forced a smug smile, hoping it would trigger an actual rush of confidence. It worked well enough and when I opened my eyes again it was due to soft lips adhering to my cock. Goddamn, it had been years. She held a hand over her face, guarding her identity, as her second guided my erect shaft, feeding it between her lips and over her tongue. Her cheeks recessed in to meet it, adding additional pleasure as her beautiful mouth pulled up and down on my cock. I was fully erect and she laced her fingers around the base of my erection, steadying it as her mouth dropped over the head again and again.
She peeked through her fingers at me, finding it humorous how quickly my dick hardened. Her smile was warm and genuine, big half moon eyes and double creases at the corners of her mouth. I love playful sex and her smile added so much as she ran her tongue up the underside. And then her cheeks sunk in and her eyelids fell and she swallowed the head of my cock again, this time going lower, maybe two-thirds down the shaft.
My dick had a fresh-out-of -the-shower shine now, a beautiful sparkling shine that looked dripping wet in the light of the silver bounce card. I savored the strength of her tongue running a course from the urethra to the midpoint and back.
She kept the one hand over her eyes, but Camille maintained her brilliant smile throughout. I'd seen that smile evolve in a progression of pictures along her parent's mantle. She was an utterly adorable kid. Real intimacy is smiles, tears, furrowed brows and their infinite associations to the world. I talk up her body, but I'd looked her in the face when I said "I do".
Maybe this is all a hot mess without a point, but seeing Camille's smiling face on my cock dazed me like a drug. My lit-up brain exploded over the searing love in those peeking supermodel-eyes, as my rigid, throbbing cock, entered her luscious lips and my bell-shaped head rounded them out.
She finally moved her hand away from the top of her face, revealing full-lidded closed eyes. Not sure what emboldened to show herself on camera, but her raised ass took on a powerful sexual rhythm. Her mouth rode up and down most of my manhood with burgeoning enthusiasm, imparting wordless affection, producing warm, thick-feeling tingles like electrified honey. I felt her throat, a tenderness I can't describe, and raptly gazed on a tear trapped in her lashes. I put my hand on her head, encouraging her love. It prompted her to open her eyes and greet my own. Goddammit she was so beautiful, sweet, and gorgeous, maintaining a respectable grace even with my dick in her mouth. Especially with my dick in her mouth. I better understood why paultskarzki chose her portrait to comment on. And of course there was Boo-boo's comment succeeding it, still holding onto the vision of her those sweet, intriguing eyes as she blew his big, cocktail-waitress-fucking dick on the couch in Anthropologie. Jealous-induced nausea heightened the intense sensation of Camille going down on me, shoving me deeper into tightening softess. A reflexive action jerked my hand down on her head. "Umff," she complained, as my entire dick pushed into her mouth, the head nudging into her small tender passage. Her eyebrows raised, her cinnamon eyelids growing tall. She didn't make another peep, just the adoring sound of saliva swishing over my rock-hard erection as she continued bobbing her head, taking my entire length. My sensitive bulbous helmet passed the slight bend and snuggly squeezed into her relaxed esophagus, and other than her eyelashes trembling she appeared to manage it with ease. My wife may have been stingy with blowjobs but holy fuck could she perform one.
I moaned and she withdrew her head to ask if it met my expectations.
"Fuck do I love you!" I gasped as she swallowed me again.
Hearing my own voice in the room reminded me of the camera filming us as Camille lovingly did her thing with perfect blowjob posture. And for some reason I thought of Boo-Boo again, imagining him watching through the camera's lens. Again my hand pressed firmer on her head, and she looked up to my adoring grin. "See what I mean about those eyes?" Boo-Boo said in my mind. "Look how they sparkle for a mouth full of cock." Her eyes did sparkle, but I saw loving focus and the deepest connection zeroing in on my soul. They were wet, her lashes clumped into tiny spikes. Watering eyes was the only indication her gag reflexes worked at all as my bulbous head plunged in and out of her giving throat. Everything else was under her complete control.
Her mouth came off my cock, and she began stroking me fiercely. She rested her chin on my thigh, stroking my thing beside her cheek. She smiled big, like when we'd go out and she'd want me to know her thoughts were of me, and just seeing a hint of her casual fun personality during the intermission added clarity to the passion—it was love of my life being so generously nasty for me.
"You sure this feels good?"
"That has to be a rhetorical question," I laughed, but with airy gratitude. "But..." I started, feeling a little mid evil us, "Fuck can my wife suck a cock. My whole fucking cock. I married a woman who can take me into her throat to perfection and goddamn do I love her for it."
She laughed, but her face was all sex. Deep throating me had transformed her features. It wasn't just her watery eyes, her nose turned rosy at its tip and her lips had become swollen. She now had those sexy fuck-me lips, parted in a smile to reveal her two front teeth. And maybe the sexiest part of all, her chin glistened with saliva, a drip strung to my thigh. My hand that was on her head now caressed the cheek opposite my dick.
I decided to let her in on my thoughts and turned to the camera. "Hey Boo-boo, I bet she never sucked your cock this good?"
"You're so predictable."
I laughed and returned my gaze to her as she began lovingly licking the underside of my erection.
"He sent you a DM."
"Uh-oh," she giggled wickedly, as her tongue reached the tip of my penis. "And what did Faron have to say?"
"He alluded to you..." I directed my chin towards my dick resting on her lips. "Did you?"
She bit her lip, and looked so guilty it made my cock throb in her hand. "You mean this?" Her tongue ran up my shaft one last time and then her mouth engulfed the entirety of my erection. She gave all she had, my cock packing into her throat and then retreating back out. And then down, her rosy nose bumping into my abdomen and her swollen lower lip touching down on my balls over and over. Her ponytail began to sway and loose hair gathered in front of her face. She didn't seem bothered by the strands but I still brushed them behind her ear. I didn't want to lose sight of her wet eyes.
"Fuck, if you blew Boo-boo like this... Fuck, I get why he so badly wants to be friends again."
She came off my cock and stroked it vigorously. "You think?"
"I do. I gotta know. Did you actually go down on him?"
She looked over at the camera, probably wondering how much to say with it recording. She gave my cock another lick. "I might've gone down on Faron once or twice."
Another blast of jealousy rushed to my dick in the form of blood, making it expand within her stroking grip.
I could barely get a word out. "Just twice?"
"You really love to torture yourself."
"Fuck yes."
"Well it was more than twice. I remember considering him an enticing challenge, so it was a bit of a thing between us."
A challenge? Holy fuck, that was the first time she alluded to his size. I had speculated that the guy stood out to Camille because of it, but she'd never actually confirmed it.
While still jacking me, her sweet, swollen lips sucked down over just the head. Her cheeks severely hollowed to create slick compression, while her tongue circled my dick and determinedly worked on the area just under the spongy head.
"Oh fuck babe, did you meet the challenge?"
Saliva ran from her tongue to my dick. "You know me, once I've set my mind on something do I ever fail?" As she spoke the strand of saliva on her tongue moved to her lower lip and then to her chin, but stubbornly wouldn't break away.
"You..." I lost my voice for a moment. I was so conflicted. I both didn't want to know the answer and I had to know. I coughed to regain my voice. "Did you look at him like you look at me? I mean like when you were..." I stuttered, "Like when you had our cocks down your throat?"
She laughed, the strand sagging but not letting go. "I didn't love him, Alex."
"But did you look at him? Like look at him like you loved what you were doing?"
"Do you want to hear about it? Is that it?"
"I think so."
She laughed again as she stroked me, and then giggled and shifted her eyes out into the distance, sorting through memories. "OK, I remember one time in his kitchen."
"His kitchen? So not just on the couch?"
She bit her lower lip again and I thought I might explode in her hand.
"So you went home with him?"
She reached up and tapped my nose with her finger. "It was my fun years, remember?"
"You're killing me, you know that, right?"
"Am I though?" She glanced at my rock hard erection while rhythmically stroking me. "So you don't want to hear the rest?"
"Oh, you aren't getting out of here until you spill it all!"
"I thought so." She licked up my shaft. "We were in the kitchen, and he just had to have it right there even though his roommate was in the other room playing video games. So imagine trying not to make any noise while doing this..."
Down she went. All of me. The entirety of my bell shaped head occupied her svelte throat. Short bobs brought it to the precipice, where her uvula laid lazily atop of it, and then over the edge and into the narrow tunnel, my spongy head getting a squeeze as she swallowed over me.
There came a sticky, juicy squelch. Salvia pooled into all the gaps inside her mouth as my dick plowed forwards, and then was sucked out in a vacuum as my dick withdrew from the cozy confines. The broken seal between spit and skin made a wet pop while the compression of air through the copious drool was more squishy. And loudest of all was juicy gurgling from her throat—partly a suppressed moan, partly a gulping swallow and both muffled into a deeper octave by an intruding hard cock. Sluk-ug-gluk-ug-sluk-ug. Sluk-ug-gluk-ug-sluk-ug. I assumed she was trying to be quiet, but no doubt the visceral noise could be heard at least one room over.
I imagined her on her knees in front of Boo-boo, his shorts around his waist, his hand grabbing the counter because the feeling of her throat squeezing the head of a cock was almost too much to bear. I imagined her 'meeting the challenge' and thought of Boo-boo's roommate in the other room, aware of something over the sounds of his game but not sure what. Then again, there was only one thing a human could do to another to evoke such a sound. It was unmistakable. It was a pornographic symphony. I could come just listening to it—the messy, drooly tune—Camille's tender pretty face going sluk-ug-gluk-ug-sluk-ug while giving a hot as all fuck blowjob.
She grew more aggressive, her nose crashing into my abdomen and her lower lip rolling over my balls. Remarkably, not just the head but part of my shaft was in her throat, which convinced me she could've easily handled the extra inch or inches that Boo-boo might've had on me. She came all the way up, wiped her mouth, and then dove back down, taking me just as deep as before. Her brow knitted together, forcing even more cock in. Finally she raised up slightly onto her knees for a better angle and retracted her mouth a few inches up my cock. She then sucked more furiously on just the first three or four inches, and on either side of my cock I could see down her body to where tits clapped together. Her head bobbed hypnotically and the sensation was so strong it produced tremors in my body. I could barely draw in a breathe, and uttered 'fuck, fuck fuck..." I clasped her head in my hands trying to mitigate the intensity but also just appreciating the shape of her skull. I could feel the vibration through my hands as she moaned and breathed noisily around my manhood.
There came a puckered pop as she let my dick go and gave its head a kiss. Spit had accumulated around her mouth so badly that it dribbled down her chin.
"That's not very quiet, you sure his roomate couldn't hear?"
" I don't know. I'm sure he'd heard us do other stuff, so he might've just learned to ignore it."
My dick throbbed in her hand and she noticed.
My cheeks turned red as I built up the courage to ask, "Did he come?"
She took a deep breath, realizing I wasn't going to let up, and knowing how I felt she suddenly let me have it all at once, flatly blurting out with amused frustration. "I was on my knees in his very open kitchen, his roommate was right there on the living room sofa, he held my head, shoved his big dick down my throat, and I soooo got off on it that I told him to come in my mouth..." She paused as my face went blank, shell-shocked by a rush of horniness. Gazing up with an adorably wry smile, she added, "And I swallowed all of his big hot load."
Without waiting for a followup reaction, she went for my cock again, her jaw dropping open, crooking back her neck to straighten her throat, and she bobbed up and down, doing wonders with her tongue, and working the base of my cock in her left hand. I wasn't going to last more than a few minutes, not like this. Sluk-ug-gluk-ug-sluk-ug-sluk-ug-gluk-ug!
I gently thrust my hips because she'd said she got off on it. Goddamn I was boiling over from the sensation of fucking her mouth. Fuck, I now had a recorded confession of how she was so intimately nasty with one of her old friends—how she'd fucking swallowed his come! I squeezed her skull as my imminent orgasm electrified every nerve in my body.
The blast startled her, but only for a second. She held still as my cock pulsed and flooded her mouth. She kept her lips sealed and another blast erupted, and then even more shot across her tongue. It felt like a lot, but I never saw the amount. Her brow seriously knitted together now, and her eyes seemed to jitter and she'd blink each time a hot load splashed against her throat.
"Uh-fuck that's good. Uh-fuck that feels so good. Fuck, baby, I'm still coming!" I lay there, crippled for several seconds with her head in my hands and my dick convulsing in her mouth.
And when my spine settled back onto the bed and my hands fell away and landed palms up, being completely spent and exhausted, her tongue moved up and back and her throat rose and fell. She swallowed all my come, and as my dick exited her lips' tight seal they wiped it sparkling clean.
I looked down to see her laying on her side next to me, her now still head propped up on one palm and still holding my dick with her other hand. There was a bright glimmer in her eye and her lips were pursed in a curious grin, no doubt parsing out my orgasmic reaction to her revealing story.
"So about that DM from Kaden..."
I dragged my recovering body up to sitting, also curious now.
"Just so we're clear. There isn't some end game to it that you aren't telling me about, right?"
"You mean because I asked to hear about Boo-boo?"
"I mean, you understand I'm only offering to treat Kaden like a human and not a total asshole and that's it, right?"
"That's all. I promise. He'll lead himself on and then hate himself for never being good enough for you. Fuck, you saw him, he's already obsessed with you after one day of playing tennis. How many times has he asked for a rematch now?"
She laughed, "Jesus, I wouldn't say he's obsessed."
"Don't be coy, he's fucking into you in the worst way."
"It still feels deceptive—and mean."
"You literally said you wanted to kill him."
"I know."
"You're just being yourself. There's nothing mean about it."
"Well, you ask me why I'm a little cold to your friends, now you know."
She was right, until I'd meant Camille I never understood that a heartless bitch wasn't a thing, not in the way men with a lopsided attraction perceive it—it was actually their waning hearts she was protecting by firmly establishing boundaries. But, Kaden's heart had been deemed fair game. I couldn't imagine a world where Camille didn't live me back, and I almost felt sorry for him. And I wondered if she truly had the stomach to play him, because she is a warm giving person once her guard is down. Like, a next-level of blowjob is about as giving as it fucking gets.
Chapter 15: Downward Facing Dog
There's a sensitive area just behind the pad of my big toe that I'd sliced on a rock a few years back searching for hermit crabs hidden in the craggy tide pools of Corona del Mar. Sonuvabitch hurt, the skin separating right at the fold, and it kept reopening every time I took a step. So hearing about Kaden's friend free-climbing cliff faces barefoot seemed suicidal to me. I don't care if the guy went barefoot all day to toughen up, calluses don't form everywhere, not at the joints, not in the tender spots that rocks love to find.
"He'd be the one person whose shoes I'd allow into my house. I can't imagine how gross his feet must be," Camille rebuffed as she hurried ahead down the hall. "Can I get anybody anything?"
"Any chance you have a Mimosa?" Jane popped off her sneakers by the heel and aligned them on the little rug at our front door.
"Not unless you want white wine and Orangina."
"That works."
"Might as well," I said, thinking it sounded good but knowing it would probably be awful.
"Maybe it's my shoes," said Kaden as he followed barefoot behind Camille. "My back already feels better without them."
I laughed, "Dude, you finally get your rematch and then throw out your back."
Jane joined in with a mean spirited giggle.
"Hardy-fucking-har! I didn't throw out my back, it's been like this. It just flares up. Mornings mostly."



Camille called back to him, "You're what, thirty-four? You shouldn't be having that kind of pain. And you say you've never injured it?"
"Thirty-two, sane age as Alex. But nothing major. And I know, it pisses me off."
I invited Jane to sit on the couch as Camille mixed us drinks in the kitchen. Kaden stood by the glass door leading to the patio and our small side yard. Our lot wasn't very big, and our house was long and narrow, so a wide strip of grass along the north side functioned as our only yard.
"We can do it on the patio if you like, Kaden. In fact, let's! Let's do it outside, it'll be much nicer."
Camille brought Jane and I two of the janky Orangina mimosas and then I tapped her glass with mine. "Good match while it lasted."
"To victory," she toasted back.
"Hey, we never finished the game."
"Yeah but Camille and I were ahead, so..."
"Well it was worth a loss just to see Kaden's face every time Camille sliced the ball."
Kaden gave me the stink-eye. "Big mistake teaching her my best move."
I took a seat next to Jane on the couch as Camille disappeared into the first floor office to get yoga mats. She reappeared having also slipped into a pair of small compression shorts and a lycra sports bra, and carrying a pair of my gym shorts for Kaden. With our barbecue taking up half of the concrete slab, she set the spongy mats about a foot from one another.
Jane's purse buzzed and she fetched out her phone. "Camille, do you know how long this will take?" she asked from the living room.
"That's up to Kaden. My day's mostly free. Just hanging with hubby. Why, do you have plans?"
"My girlfriend's going to a boat launch party and is asking if I want to go." She turned her phone so I could see it. "Nice boat, huh?"
It was a huge sailboat, brand new, maybe fifty feet. "Yeah, that's a nice boat."
"Hey, can you take a picture of me with my mimosa? I want to let her know I'm starting early." She then hollered outside to Camille again, "This isn't awful, by the way."
Kaden was assuming his first pose on the patio now, Downward Facing Dog, as Camille led by example beside him. "This is great for hamstrings." She lifted a hand to run it over the back of her stretched thigh, the smooth bare skin not dimpling whatsoever, behaving as taut as a trampoline.
Kaden's knees were bent, being unable to straighten them fully and form the perfect arrow shape like Camille.
"Yeah, yours are super tight. We'll have to work on that."
Downward Dog always struck me as one of the less elegant poses—two straight lines meeting at a forty- degree angle—but having attempted it in the past I knew both the pleasure and pain of it. It's like stretching a rubber band between the thumb and forefinger and then pushing straight up through its stretched center with a third finger. In downward dog the ass feels like the third finger pushing upwards, the rubber band being the tension running down either side of the body as the ass is vaulted up.
Camille maintained the pose with one arm so she could reach over to Kaden again, this time tracing a finger along his Achillie's tendon. "Right now you feel it here, but if you lift your heel slightly and try to straighten your knees you should start to feel it here." She moved her hand upwards towards his butt, but the inappropriateness struck her midway there and instead moved her directing hand to her own ass. "If you can get to the point you start feeling it here then you know the stretch is doing its job." She drew a line right at the crease of her ass and thigh, trapped in those tight lycra shorts. "This is where the magic happens."
Her words swirled in my head as I watched her essentially pointing between her legs. Kaden was on his knees so he could follow what she was demoing. Of course he was thinking about the 'magic' he'd like to see happen there too.
I watched them so intensely that I almost spilled my janky mimosa when Jane spoke. "Kaden said you might be able to help with my Instagram. I saw Camille's, I thought it was great."
"Thanks! Yeah, I took most of her photos."
"So those aren't professional?"
I comically buffed my knuckles on my chest. "I wouldn't say they aren't professional." Hopefully my puffery came off as sarcastic as I intended it to, but you never know.
"Well Kaden had said that you said not to use professional."
"Professional shots are fine. But I think they should be outside of the studio. And don't rely on VSCO filters."
She grabbed my shoulder. "You know what? I was thinking that too! I told you I studied photography right? Like I should know everything you're saying. I mean, I had to study old paintings with triangles drawn on them and got all the rules like no lines through the head and learned high-key and low-key lighting, and I was really good at color theory, but we never got outside. We looked at Ansel Adams landscapes but I hated blacknwhite."
"This is still building towards the weather woman position, right?"
"One hundred percent!"
I suggested she ditch the stock photos and try to to treat her landscapes and skylines as backdrops to her portraits. And to get as many different skylines as possible, cloudy, rainy, windy, especially as she travels. And knowing she was leading up to it and before she could ask, I volunteered to bring my camera next time we all went out. She then began hunting through her photo gallery asking for my opinion on her favorite pictures.
Just to keep myself occupied I pulled up Camille's account to see if I could find any good examples. My eyes were out the side door, however, watching as my wife and Jane's boyfriend worked their hamstrings on foam rollers. They'd gone through a quick routine and I guess Kaden was not as limber as she thought and a foam roller always helped. Both of them leaned to the right, crushing the side of their right legs along the dense, cylindrical surface and breaking up the muscle fiber.
Camille's back was to his front and the way their body's angled over the roller made it look almost like they were posed for spooning. And the rolling back and forth resembled two people totally grinding on each other.
My dick pulsed and I diverted my gaze down and away from outside and towards my phone, where I quickly tapped the icon for Camille's Instagram home. First new post in her feed was a photo of Boo-boo. He hugged a girl on either side of him, pulling the girl on his right around in front so she had to look back over her shoulder. Her ponytail was frozen mid swing, so he must've pulled her in close just as the camera clicked. And there was no mistaking her beautiful big smile—it was Camille.
I studied it as if it might be some kind of deepfake. Of course it wasn't, though, no reason it would be. It was her, and the picture was recent. She'd met up with Abi and a couple of the Hooligan's girls for lunch last week, but she'd never mentioned Boo-boo. The description stated he'd met some old friends from Hooligan's and ended with the hashtag: #hooliganshotties. The picture was the first in a set, so I swiped through the rest of them. The other four photos featured only girls. The accompanying description under Camille's read:
-Camille looking more beautiful than ever. #dancingqueen #ballbuster
"Ballbuster" struck me. From Camille's own telling she was the uppity waitress at the bar, so yeah, she probably busted his balls. But who says "Ballbuster" anymore? As my stomach knotted up with jealousy, my hunch grew into full blown suspicion. If I had worked at a bar where we'd fucked the waitresses wouldn't I always come back around to that aspect of it? I thumbed back to the picture of him holding Camille. He was an attractive guy, a toothy smile, kind of a large mouth, all his features were big, including his sweet-on-you eyes that I'm sure never failed to seal the deal. Did Boo-boo have enough imagination to imply a double meaning to his hashtag? I looked at that toothy smile and mentally heard him say something stupid, "She might bust my balls at the bar but on break I bust my balls in that sweet ass!"
Fuck, my dick was even harder than before. I had to cross my legs and run an arm over my lap when Jane called out to Kaden, "I scheduled an Uber. Quickest was ten minutes though."
My shoulders dropped, making me realize how tense they'd been before. I was anxious to get the story on Boo-boo and why she hadn't said anything about him showing up at lunch, and so I was relieved to hear Jane and Kaden would be cutting their visit short.
I set my sights on my wife again, now demonstrating Plow Pose. She lay flat on her back, arms down either side as Kaden knelt on his mat to observe. She then brought most of her body into the air, leaving her arms in place and her head and neck flat against the floor. Her torso, hips and legs pointed to the sky with her shoulders supporting their weight. She then bent her legs at the hips, bringing them towards her head. She stopped when her toes touched the ground, her locked out knees looming a foot above her forehead. "This is Plow Pose," she informed, her voice pinched due to the angle of her neck. "You asked what my favorite was for hamstrings, well this is it. The legs just fall into place and I can stay like this forever."
Kaden walked on his knees to get closer and sipped his water. The sixty-degree bend of her legs forced her lycra shorts to ride so high up her butt they started to resemble a bikini from a bird's eye point of view, which Kaden had. Her butt cheeks were essentially one-hundred-percent nude along the section of ass facing the heavens, and the small amount of stretchy lycra was skin tight between her legs—not quite a camel toe but the impression of her labia majora was unmistakable. I could only imagine what Kaden observed kneeling a foot away, face to ass with my wife.
She called up to him, "This isn't exactly a beginners pose though.
Jane seemed unphased by it, texting her friend and occasionally glancing about the room as she waited for a response. I thought back on our tennis match, how I thought maybe Kaden wasn't being as forward with Camille as I thought or else Jane would've shown some kind of annoyance. But maybe not. Maybe Jane paid little attention to anything that wasn't Jane. Maybe I was guilty of making more out of the situation, but then she was likely guilty of making less of it.
Camille came up quickly on her feet when Kaden took it upon himself to attempt Plow Pose on his own. In one quick motion he'd lugged his legs over his resting head only to have his back and hips fold into a C. "Shit!"
"Bend your knees, bend your knees," Camille instructed through laughter. "Bend them all the way to your chest if you can." He couldn't and was grunting and laughing simultaneously. "OK, lean back then." She quickly got below him and braced her hands against his low back. "OK, straighten your hips, you big goof, and bring your legs back up. Let's just get your back straight and then if you must try this pose we can find a safe position for your legs."
As he straightened his back Camille moved one hand to his right bun, where she could better leverage his weight, but even that was proving difficult. Kaden was six-two and somewhere around one-ninety-five, and little five-seven Camille didn't have enough mass to counter his. She tried to spin around and brace her back against his ass, and that allowed him to get his legs up, but then they fell back down over Camille. Both legs landed on her shoulders, taking Camille down with them. She fell on her back and shrieked laughter. The ending result had Kaden's legs on top of Camille's chest with her head resting on his crotch. Their body arrangement looked as if she'd been giving him a shoulder ride and fell over backward. Both laughed hysterically as they lay there. Kaden's drunken donkey laugh caused his stomach to roll, which made Camille's resting head bounce, and given its location, I knew the back of her head was bouncing on his dick. I doubt she was aware given all that was going on, but it was not lost on me.
Jane and I were cracking up inside as Camille tossed his legs off her and sat up. Still laughing, she said, "You are so not flexible."
"Come on, I almost had it."
"No you didn't. You're hamstrings are way too tight. I think you do so much rock climbing that your legs can't keep up with the rest of you."
"So was that Ashtanga yoga?"
"Not specifically. Pretty much all yoga incorporates Plow Pose."
"Let's do some of your Ashtanga."
"Dude, you can't handle Ashtanga." She shoved him in his chest.
"Alright, show me something. Show me a move that I can't handle."
Camille smiled like a kid who'd just been cut loose from Sunday School. She started in Child's Pose and ran through a sequence that had her chin to the knee of her outstretched leg while her other leg was bent and locked behind her armpit. That evolved over another series of stretches until she was in the splits, holding her toes up at shoulder height and seemingly balancing on her ass.
Kaden chuckled, "OK, maybe you're right, I'm not a fucking human pretzel."
Camille, moving with her breath, then proceeded into a sequence of handstands, headstands, and backbends, demonstrating coordination, flexibility, strength, and just what a beautiful, curvy body she had.
"Wow," Jane said, and I can't explain how proud I felt to be Camille's husband. I'd seen all the poses before, but watching Jane and Kaden experience it for the first time made me realize just how goddamn impressive my wife's yoga had become. This was the stuff you see on TV, competition gymnastics level shit, and then pieced together with a calm breathing and fluid transitions that made it seem effortless. I remember seeing Camille for the first time—straight off the cover of Elle or Vogue, I'd thought—and I would've called you crazy if you told me there was a part of her even more extraordinary than her beauty. But there was. So many more parts, in fact. She was the personification of perfection. I fucking loved her so goddamn much.
While going through her sequence Kaden was frozen, until he had to back up to give her more room when her leg helicoptered past his face. He had a slack jawed smile and his eyebrows crept up with each new pose. Her lycra shorts slipped into her ass crack no matter how many times she pulled them free, but the erotocism of it wasn't what chewed into Kaden's fascination. He didn't leer, he was that captivated audience member the cameras zoom in on during AGT.
"Shit! My Uber was supposed to show up a minute ago," Jane said, popping up from the couch and dropping her phone into her purse. "Special K, I gotta go. My ride's here."
As I followed to see her out I laughed, "Special K?"
She laughed back, "Good huh? He really hates it too!"
The car pulled up just as she reached the curb. I felt a pang of guilt. Jane was a spoiled, selfish human being, but she'd perfected the mean girl attitude into her personal brand of charismatic wit. If she succeeded in getting the weather girl spot, she'd play to the camera amazingly well. If I wasn't married to Camille, I would be forever jealous of Kaden for being with her. But I had Camille, and there was no comparison.
I walked back down the entry hall to the living room, the hardwood floor sounding hollow in the most satisfying way. I approached the patio door, Camille was standing, asking about his back again. Even after failing at Plow Pose, he seemed to think it was mostly better. His look of awe was gone. He ran his tongue over his teeth. Maybe something painful was caught in a gum, but a caginess about him made me think otherwise. Likely the gravity of our morning together finally caught up to him. Not only was Camille one of the prettiest women he'd ever laid eyes on, she'd beat him at tennis—beat him with his own move. I know secretly he loved it. The battle of the sexes is rooted in attraction. And then to have her rock her crazy yoga prowess, with her mesmerizing flexibility and strength, that put his earliest notions of Camille to rest. He'd called her an 'Ice Queen', but after a little in your face Ashtanga he knew she could fuck you in ways no other chick could even dream of. If she so chose. And her desires were out of his domain.
He came inside and stayed a few minutes longer, trying to come up with something to fill the rest of his day once his girlfriend had ditched him for a boat ride.
"Women suck, they just love to mess with your head."
"I like her," Camille said, pouring herself a big glass of water in the kitchen. "You two are both just outgoing. Eventually you'll have the same circle of friends and it'll be fine."
"I don't know. Her friends are dumb as bricks. And I bet Miranda's the one who invited her on the boat. That girl, man.... Comes up short on looks and makes up for it by fucking every guy she meets."
"Oh come on, Kaden, I know you aren't that archaic in your views."
He was retreating from his feelings bigtime, and Camille hadn't quite picked up on it yet. It was kind of a sudden shift.
"You know it's the truth. Run with dogs, you get fleas."
"I think what Camille is politely saying is in the past you've been appreciative of women like Miranda." I didn't offer the straightest line of reasoning, but it felt like I needed to get into the conversation. If he was going to be a dick I'd rather it be towards me.
"Even I have standards, brother." He put a hand on my shoulder, his way of saying my aggression wasn't necessary, I already had his respect.
His eyes traveled to Camille in the kitchen, then to me, and then back to Camille. A shit eating grin had slithered onto his face. "Hey, do you know this one? How do you fuck a feminist?"
Camille took a deep breath, bracing for the inevitable.
"Any damn way you please." He cracked up at his own joke.
"Why Kaden? Just why?" Camille said, palming her face.
"It's funny. You know it is. And it doesn't get better than that so I'm gonna get out of here." He wrapped his arms around me. "Take it easy brother."
He then slow walked into the kitchen with open arms and a smile meant to goad Camille into finding him awful but irresistible.
He gave her a big hug. "If your back starts hurting again just call Alex. I can look up a good sequence for it."
"No Plow Pose, right?"
"No Plow Pose, I swear."
After he was gone, as soon as the door shut behind him, I turned to my wife and took her hand, the tips of her fingers curling over my index finger.
"I almost feel bad for him."
"I was thinking the same thing."
"A little less after his...," she shifted her voice into a deep mocking of Kaden's, "how do you fuck a feminist, blah, blah, blah." Her temples bunched up in frustration. "Where did that come from? Didn't it just seem out of the blue?"
"He coming to terms, I think. It's hopeless. So he's fighting, I guess."
"Fighting against what?"
"His growing obsession with you, maybe. I don't know. Look, this is what we wanted. We're helping the heavens bring justice to a guy who uses his good looks and daddy's money to be shitty to people-to women."
"Yeah, but-"
"So you fucked him. You made him want something he can never have. Maybe more than anything else. That's gotta sting."
"You really think?"
"An over privileged asshole like Kaden, yeah, it stings. I saw it in his eyes. You fucking did your Ashtanga and Jane left with barely a goodbye and he.... he looked, I don't know, a little left out."
"Yeah, I noticed something like that."
She twisted her mouth off to the side and her forehead slumped dourly.
"Don't even feel bad." I thought about it for a second. All we'd really done was clear a path between him and my wife. He chose how to pursue it. "Zero encouragement on your part. You were nice to him, that's it. The rest was ego entitlement. This is Kaden self imploding. I just didn't expect him to be so self aware he'd fight back."



"You keep saying that. Just his shitty joke?"
"Yeah. Or he's just trying to sabotage the situation. Turn you into the cold, stuck up cunt again by being a complete dick."
"Did he ever call me a cunt?"
"No, not a cunt. But some other stupid shit. If he can turn you against him then at least he can feel sorta in control. And I guess with a douchey Alpha, control is everything."
I still held her fingertips and she wrapped them a little tighter over my index finger as she took a step backwards and pulled me with her.
"So he's being a dick so that I'll return to being a cunt."
"Yup!"
"Gotta love that male logic."
She led me through the entry hall in the living room, where the light from our patio door made her blue eyes glow as if some wicked entity were revealing itself from within.
"God he's such an asshole."
"He really is."
"God do I want to fuck him."
She released my fingers with a hint of a smile, and then slowly turned away from me.
I stood frozen with my mouth agape. I was about to respond to her, and then she'd slugged me in the gut with such a potent combination of words I thought I might keel over.
She took two steps up the stairs, her ass in those tiny shorts lurching from side to side. I started after her quickly making up the distance between us. She screamed and then bolted up the stairs, running for the safety of our bedroom.
Chapter 16: The Yummy Store
I caught my barefoot in the bedroom door as she swung it closed. Luckily the wooden corner hit the meaty part of my arch and the opposite boney side banged against the rounded molding with minimal pain. This ended any chance of her escaping the wrath being cooked up in my brain as I stared into her lively blue eyes.
Ten minutes later the silver bounce card was up, an unwrapped towel lay over the bed with The Beast resting in the middle, a glass rolled against the baseboard leaving a dribbled trail of water, and a sports bra hung from one of the paired sculptural lamps Camille's father had given us. I stood beside the Agra 'style' Indian rug, which was the length of a person and butted up to the foot of our bed. Rose curtains drawn over the hot afternoon sun colored Camille's skin in a fade of orange to cranberry like the perfect Sex on the Beach cocktail. The silver bounce card traced her glowing forms with a metallic sky blue. My week-old camcorder had a top handle, one of many pricey features. I held its lens at floor level, down there with my wife, moved up over and over her for a top view, and then moved in intimately close.
The official Sanksrit name for her pose was Purvottanasana but referred to as Upward Plank Pose. Her body was a stiff tilted line propped up by her arms, and with her frontside facing the ceiling. Her firm tits pointed straight up and even maintained their slight upward peak at the nipples.
"That's beautiful, baby. Just beautiful."
She lowered her butt to the ground, repositioned her feet closer, and then vaulted her hips into a backbend. Her body formed an upside-down U. Her feet were apart in this position, her legs gently spread and I brought the Canon Camcorder there, starting at her knees and then up along her thighs.
"Really?" She questioned, knowing I was basically shooting a close-up of her pussy inside her skin-tight compression shorts.
"You gave Kaden an eyeful, didn't you?"
"I don't remember him shoving his head between my legs."
I moved the camcorder up, getting a shot parallel to her abdomen so I could see between her bare tits and through them to her face as she looked up at me.
"Well, I think you've played with your new toy long enough, considering you knew I was only kidding when I said that."
"And what was it you said again?"
The Canon had an attached boom mic, so I knew the sound would be excellent. She knew it too, and limited her response to a mischievous smile.
"Come on, say it for the camera and I'll think about putting it away."
"Fine," she conceded, her eyes getting extra big and blue for the camera and then spoke in a ridiculous Southern accent, "I said this poor little thing needs a big strong man to fuck her dotty brains out."
Despite her sarcasm my dick throbbed so hard I had to reach down and rub it through my shorts. "Who is this big strong man of whom you speak?"
"You don't know him. Just some total A-hole. But really quite pleasant on the eyes."
"Who did you want to fuck?" I asked again, ignoring her silliness.
Her head rolled back, aligning itself properly with her backbend again, and with a crackle of exasperated, sexual desperation she confessed, "Kaden!. Or... was it Aidin?"
"Can't keep track of them all, huh?" I reached down and rubbed my dick again.
She lowered her butt into a sitting position, crossed legged and staring into the camera. "Are you satisfied now, Spielberg?"
"Almost." I scooted back slightly to get all of her within frame. "Just one more stretch."
"Any stretch?"
"No! Aiden's favorite."
She laughed and rolled her eyes, already having a good idea which pose I referred to. "And which was that?"
"That would be Plow Pose."
"Oh yes. Although Kaden did more of an Ow Pose." She smiled, very proud of her pun, and then conceded, laying back as she began to set her body up for it.
"I can't believe I married such a pervert."
"Takes one to know one," I countered as her legs swung up and then back over her head.
Just as she had done earlier on the patio with Kaden beside her, she formed a triangle out of her body with her ass at the apex and shoulders and toes on the ground. Her lycra shorts were once again wedged into her ass crack.
I moved around her, picking up different angles. I then panned up her back and then tilted the Canon down on her ass and privates. The view was very similar to the one Kaden had earlier.
"I know we'd planned to torture Kaden, but damn, you really gave him an eyeful didn't you?"
"I can't control where his pervy eyes go," she said, her voice somewhat strained by the angle of her neck.
I laughed at that.
I zoomed in just a little. To think another man had gazed upon my wife like this. My dick was so fucking hard. I couldn't help myself and slipped a finger into the waistband of her shorts. I peeled them down a ways, starting to remove them.
"No, no, no. We agreed, just boobies."
"Come on, just a little peek." The tight shorts weren't complying. I couldn't seem to get them off her butt cheeks with just one hand. I momentarily set the camera down on the bed and used two hands to pull.
"Alex, really?"
I kept pulling and soon they were free of her pelvis. I dragged them down her thighs, intending to take them off, but stopped at her knees. Something about seeing her pants pulled down part way was highly stimulating, so that's where they stayed. I grabbed the Canon again and took a deep breath.
"If you show this movie to anyone...," she warned.
"What if I show it to Kaden?"
"Don't even kid. You need to promise."
"What about Aiden?"
She giggled. "No one, you idiot!"
I paused for a second. I had been pushing boundaries recently—kinky shit—so she had every reason to feel a promise was in order. "I promise. I won't. I swear I won't."
Holding the camcorder by the top handle I filmed all along her athletic body, ending with a shot leading to her raised hips, and Camille's tender spread vagina emerged in the viewer of a recording camcorder for the first time ever.
"Oh God, that's beautiful." I focused on the slit and the two tightly aligned folds of flesh neatly hiding within. The high end equipment was preserving it in stunning detail. "Fucking gorgeous! So pretty! So fucking hot!" The lighting was perfect, soft and diffuse from the window, wet and sharp from the silver bounce card. And with her ass presented in the air as it was, I saw everything—her deep ass crack, her cute puckered asshole, and her pussy from hood to perineum, waxed clean—all of this being exposed in Ultra HDR.
I formed a peace sign and tracked the tips of each finger along the beautiful mound of her pussy. Her hips jutted slightly upwards catching the soft natural light from the window, as if heaven were shining down on it.
I zoomed in and in. And then I zoomed in more. I kept expecting my shot to go blurry, but the lens was amazing. I zoomed in even more, until the cropped wet pussy on the small camcorder screen was bigger than the real thing. The sheen of liquid which had collected in the dimples and recesses made it seem a glass sculpture—a gorgeous intricate sculpture. I could only imagine how it would appear on my laptop. Or fuck, what about our sixty-five-inch screen?
I slid a finger between her legs and felt along the thin patch of pubic hair up front. I followed the action in extreme close up as I rubbed the narrow sweep of pubic hair, delighting in its kinky texture. And then my fingers split to either side of her mound, like before, but now feeling her freshly waxed skin slick to the touch. I then ran the tips along the wet folds, watching them envelope my fingers as they passed. On the second pass they sunk a little deeper, the faintest wet crackle emerging as her vagina unsealed and then resealed around them. I knew the boom mic would make it sound as extreme as the close up.
My fingers began to glisten with her juice, also looking glass in a shot so zoomed in I could see the surface ridges of my fingernails.
Camille moaned, and thank God she did, because I was starting to feel perverted, like really perverted. This video would say far more about me than my wife, so I needed a partner who was just as into the trip as I was, and hearing her moan gave her perverted little heart away.
I sunk my fingers in deeper, I needed to. I was feeling an immature lack of self control. It revived the ecstasy-like sexual impulsiveness of my early teens that drove me to masterbate for the first time. I had no idea what I was doing then—just raw need to do it. But it was more than that, it was an irrational need going back as far as five or six. An uncontrollable compulsion that came on every time my mom took me to the candy store in the mall. I called it the yummy store. It was too much. Display after display. I wanted every piece of candy in the place. Selecting one, two, or even three to put in the tiny white bag was disappointing, because I wanted everything, the full display—caramels, malt balls, swirled lollipops. I wanted their colorful boxes and limitless quantities. I wanted all of it and all at once. I was monstrously greedy. And that's really how I felt as I fingered my wife's vagina in Plow Pose. I wanted every flavor of candy in every position and pose her limber body could muster. Everything I'd seen in porn, or heard about from my perverted friends, I wanted Camille to experience it all. And I truly wanted to film every second of it. I was heady and greedy. Heady and fucking greedy!
I worked my fingers all the way into her soaking, pink snatch. I moved them in and out, as the juice overflowed onto her labia and sparkled clear up to my last knuckle. I pulled my fingers apart, splaying open her vagina and zooming in even further. It was a highly detailed shot peering down inside her, into a red velvety well with a shallow pool at the bottom.
I pulled down my shorts as quickly as I could, and kneeling with my hips against her raised ass cheeks I laid my dick over her vagina, letting it give my shaft a wet sloppy kiss. I slid it forwards and back, about to penetrate my wife on video.
"No, no, no! You promised."
"Come on, it'll be fun."
"No! Not on video. Put down the camera first."
"Fuck," I exclaimed in frustration, as I pulled my dick away. God I wanted to fuck her so bad but I couldn't bring myself to stop filming either.
"God, you'd know who'd love to see this?"
"Nobody is going to see this."
"But you know who would?"
I then pointed the camera to the bed, getting The Beast into frame. "The Beast wants to see this so bad." I refocused on her vagina and then back to the massive dildo. "You want some of this, dontcha, Beast? You want a piece of my wife in Plow Pose."
I reached over and grabbed it by its thick shaft. I set it between her ass cheeks and moved it forwards into the picture I had cropped on her vagina. The head moved past her asshole, and I let it rest there, keeping it balanced with the help of my leg. I then sunk my fingers in and splayed her pussy back open.
"Look at that, Beast. Look how pretty it is." I fingered her with quick strokes. "Oh yeah, you can't fight back against this." I grabbed the shaft again and inched it closer. The head of the dildo met with her pussy, crushing over the soft rouge folds and parting them.
"No, no, no. No sex on camera, Alex." She began to bend her knees and break the pose, but I quickly pleaded, "Wait, wait, wait. Shit, come on. You're gonna wanna see this. You need to see this huge cock hooking up with your little pussy."
"I'm sorry, I know you're into this, but that's going too far." Her voice was labored, pinched by the angle of her neck, and constricted by unmitigated pleasure as I continued gently sawing The Beast's head over her blooming slit.
"I'll delete it."
She moaned. She wanted it as bad as I wanted to see it.
"We'll watch it together, just once, and then I'll delete it."
I let the full weight of it rest on her pussy as I sawed, which spread her lips further open, the bottom third of its circumference getting wet and shiny. When I didn't hear her complain I tipped the dildo up ever so slightly and shortened the strokes. The head went in just a little deeper and then eased to a stop in the shallower recess by the hood. It was a gentle smooth shoveling motion and it made her thighs shudder.
After a minute without pause or complaint I went for it, and sunk in the head. It squished into her tight confines, her lips bowing around it. A haunting gasp came from her trembling mouth. I zoomed in on the penetrating dildo. My dick was hard against her thigh.
From there I began to to fuck her with the massive dildo. Her lips bowed obscenely around its pronounced girth. Her vagina was expediently lubricating itself, overwhelmed by The Beast's sudden presence.
Her lycra shorts had fallen to her feet, where she'd slipped them off and then spread her feet apart. Her knees had a slight bend for added support. It wasn't a question of strength, she could've held the pose for days, but The Beast was just hitting spots that sent tremors clear down to her calves and made her toes curl.
She raised and spread her legs in the air, her total weight now on her shoulders. The Beast formed a perfect T-junction with her spread legs. I moved the camera from one side, over the top, and to the other side, capturing the lurid penetration from almost every angle. I moved it in and out, working it in deeper and deeper. She was just so wet. I could hear it more than see it—that is until I'd withdraw The Beast and watch the drips run down its side. I kept pumping the huge dildo deeper, the squishy smacking getting louder and more obscene. Camille's fragile moans added a vocal track to the erotic song between her spread legs, and the boom mic recorded it all.
I sunk it back in more than halfway, making her gasp loudly again. I knew she couldn't hold this pose for long and so I acted quickly. I let go of the dildo's shaft and said, "Oh nice," as it stayed in place. At that angle, and with about half its weight inside of her, I took a step back, leaving the dildo sticking out between her spread-eagle legs. I moved further back, getting her entire body in frame. "Jesus that's amazing. Fuck look how big it looks. Do you feel how big it is?"
"Mmmm-I feel it! Mmmmmmmm-oh God do I feel it!"
I got a wide shot, almost ankle to ankle, and The Beast looked like a trophy prominently displayed on a mantle. I zoomed back in and removed the dildo. As soon as I did she scissored her legs straight up and then lowered them onto my shoulders. I crouched until I could set down the camera and dildo and then wrapped my arms around her thighs. Camille was essentially in a backbend that ended with her legs draped over my shoulders and her pussy at my chin. I lowered her hips until they were even with mine. She'd spread her legs to clear my shoulders and I reached over her spread-eagle thighs and hooked my hands under her ass for support. My dick was in perfect alignment and with one quick thrust I was inside of her. Holding her up by my extended arms was fairly easy and I was able to do it with just one hand, allowing me to reach over and grab the Camcorder. A second later I had her pussy in frame as my dick pumped in and out of it.
She'd done it. My wife was making a sex tape with a real dick inside her. My dick. To call it surreal was an understatement. My head spun as I watched the viewer capturing my hard thick cock going deep inside and pulling right back out. Everything had happened so fast that it felt like a movie montage. It was a blur of my wife's limber flesh, close-ups of her pussy like I'd never seen before and the dark, king-sized dildo representing everything she despised and yet was sexually drawn to. My childlike greed had come to fruition with each new pose and it put a gleeful smile on my face. I'd broken into the yummy store and ran through it grabbing a garbage bag full of my wife's triple-X candy.
I pumped my dick in her, my hips slapping her spread thighs, her tits sliding up and down her tilted-down chest and her hands struggling to stay planted on the Indian rug. The feel of her tight pussy was getting to be too much, and as much as I wanted to film myself coming in my wife's pussy, an honest-to-God money shot, I still wanted more. I needed more!
Heady and mother-fucking greedy.
I pulled out as she complained for me not to not to. Her thighs and front side were sweaty and sparkling under the silver bounce card. She was headed towards orgasm too, but I needed more. I lowered her ass onto the rug as she sat up and then I reached for the dildo and handed it to her.
"One more pose. Any pose."
I don't know if she'd mentally blocked out the camcorder or if she'd become aroused by its presence, but she shamelessly took The Beast and brought it behind herself as she went into the splits, spreading her legs across the ground. She rolled her hips forwards so the front of her pelvis was flush to the ground and her ass up. She arched her back to straighten her torso upright, supporting the weight of her upper body by locking out her left arm and bracing it against the floor. She then, while remaining in the splits, impressively hopped her body sideways a foot to the right, so that her crotch was in line with the bedpost. I'd already started the Canon going and caught the strange move from a nice low angle.
I zoomed in on her face as The Beast entered her from behind. Her eyes rolled up as her eyelids eased down until shut. Her mouth dropped open, her lower lip went slack and trembled. She then froze up completely and inhaled deeply. Her nostrils flared, and I could only imagine the dildo had been pushed in very deep at that moment. She then licked her lips as they formed a glossy O, and her eyes slit open with the thinnest line of blue appearing, like a watery sun exposing a crack in a rain cloud. Her face gained a to-and-fro movement and knowing what that motion signified I zoomed back out to capture her whole body.
Both arms were locked out in front of her now, her tits crushed together by her biceps. Her tits seemed to swell with her heavy, lustful breath and ungulate with her body's surging movement, so that her nipples drew circles in the air. Her shoulders were bunched upwards, her neck between them, elongated by the backwards tilt of her head. I walked around to her side, careful not to step on her leg. Only as I videoed her from this angle did I realize her reason for positioning herself in front of the bedpost. She'd set the base of The Beast against the thick cylinder so it couldn't move backwards as she rocked her hips in a big motion over the other end. The dildo would begin to slide partially out of her pussy as her hips rocked up and away, and then bend as it was trapped against the post and her hips rolled back down and her pussy squashed back over it. Her hips rocked so dramatically that she lost and regained four maybe even five inches of that huge fat cock. Her breath intensified, as the rocking and thrusting of her body grew more impassionioned and extreme. The Beast made thumping noises every time her butt slammed down and forced it against the bedpost. I couldn't get a shot of the actual penetration, but watching her butt cheeks bounce on the shaft was exciting enough.



"Oooo-ahhhhh! Mmmmmm! Oooo-ahhhhh! Mmmmmm!" An explosive orgasm was building. Her tits jiggled as her shoulders tensed up and shook, while her ass gained a more fluid faster motion fucking that big, fat dick over and over.
"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh yes! Ooooh-ah-ah-ahhhhhhhh..."
I moved the camcorder between her back and the bed frame, framing the thick shaft between her bouncing butt cheeks. Her ass rocked so fast and so far up and forwards, that her cheeks swung apart giving me a shot of her asshole and, amazingly, the back of her vagina. Now I could see actual penetration.
"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh yes! Ooooh-ah-ah-ahhhhhhhh..."
She drove her pussy down on that monster with even more force, so its shaft bowed quite a bit before finding a clear path within and snapping straight, jettisoning the top half several inches into her with a wet spearing sound followed by her ass cheeks clapping together over it.
I quickly stepped in front of her, filming her sweaty breasts rising and falling and then panned up to her face, awash in total bliss. A tear ran down her cheek, mixing with the silvery sweat along her lips and jaw. She was perfect. Carivagio posed whores and harlots for his sacrosanct renditions of the Bible. What I witnessed was the opposite—I watched an angel come. It was a visage both spiritually uplifting and delving into the depths of eroticism.
There was no way Kaden could ever fight back against such a beautiful, insatiable woman. I thought back on his parting joke, his less than witty attack on Camille's feminist leanings, and I thought how she'd been fucked by The Beast in so many extreme positions, and teased, "You really would let him fuck you anyway he damned well pleased, wouldn't you?"
The thwack, thwack, thwack of her ass on that big dildo was her only response.
"He tried to fight back today. That means our game is working. But he can't resist you. He doesn't stand a chance. Now it's time to up our game. We need to really up it."
That was gasoline for the red hot fire burning through her. The thumping of the dildo against the bedpost, the clapping of her ass and the wet spearing sound escalated as her hips seemed to pick up an even more aggressive pace. Her feet rolled counter to her hips, the sides of her ass bulged against her upper thighs as her butt slammed down. She bucked harder and harder like that, adding another sound, which was the thwack of her ass on the throw rug. Its sound reverberated through the whole house and our framed map of the Colorado mountains rattled on the wall.
She closed her eyes, savoring the deep reaching Beast, and she proved me very wrong for believing she couldn't possibly fuck it any harder. Even with her legs spread-eagle against the floor she managed to twerk her ass. The cheeks clapped louder and more frequently and the dull thwack against the rug intensified to the point I saw the highlights vibrate on the glass covering the map of Colorado. From downstairs it must've sounded like someone running in place, and yet the wet smacks of her drenched pussy were still distinctly audible over it.
Sweat trickled from the scalp of her pulled back hair. Her face was flushed as if burning up from the inside out, readying herself to come again.
The intensity of orgasm building up in her body seemed to constrict her vocal cords, causing her pleasure filled moans to become girly and incomplete. She now banged her ass so hard on the dildo the Agra style rug began to slip and a wrinkle formed behind her right heel. Her body had slipped back too, maybe another inch towards the bedpost. By inching backward The Beast had also inched deeper into her vagina, and as she continued fucking that extra inch with everything she had a second wrinkle began to gather in the rug. She was loving this, absolutely loving fucking the almost-full length of that huge cock.
Her eyes opened and seemed to plead desperately for the scorching heat of her pending orgasm to be done with her. Her pleading was directed at the lens of the camcorder—a humble brag to her audience. She didn't want their sympathy, she wanted it known she could get off harder than any of them. I suspect the camera had a hand in that. Its presence, with its infallible recollection of events, seemed to heighten the stakes, and our bedroom play was all about heightening the stakes. Although maybe there was still something more to it. Maybe, just maybe, after spending her days so guarded, showing off for a camera gave Camille a safe space to do just that. She could unmask her sexy, nasty side, offer a complete examination of her beauty, exhibit her passion while it burned the brightest, and not give anyone the wrong idea or lose her hard fought respect. She had an unbiased voyeur and so she laid it all out there and piled it on thick.
I thought of breathembodiment's comment on Instagram. He believed watching her beautiful spirit receive pleasure would be inspirational, going so far as to claim it would shift consciousness. He was right, the sight of her getting fucked really could shift consciousness, since the persistent drumming of her ass on the rug was certainly taking its toll on mine. Thwack, thwack thwack! Each bassy beat announced the big cock maxing out in her stuffed pussy and drilled its message deeper into my jealous heart. Thwack, thwack, thwack!
Fuck, she was shattering apart, closing in on a brutally intense climax, and I hoped the level of her excitement would change her mind about deleting our movie. Then again, maybe it was for the best if we did. Because I had a dangerous urge to show someone—really show off my wife in all her explicitly exposed glory, piling it on thick.
Not Kaden though.
Thwack, thwack thwack!
Not that asshole.
Thwack, thwack thwack!
It may have turned me on knowing that every thwack of my wife's ass was her fantasizing about his big cock fucking her brains out, but Kaden could never know. That knowledge was one privilege that the overly privileged asshole would never have. That titillating truth was for us to enjoy at his expense.
Thwack, thwack thwack!
Not that asshole.
Thwack, thwack thwack, THWACK, THWACK...
Camille attacked his big pseudo-cock harder still, surpassing my previous disbelief in just how much thrusting could be achieved by rocking her ass in the splits. The rug had bunched up so far that it had completely collected behind her right foot so that both heels now rested on the hardwood. More hard thrusts put the rug behind her calves too.
And while Kaden would never get the satisfaction of seeing my wife ride his stand in, I relished that if he could—if he even got a three second glimpse of her gymnastic rendition of raw dogging it—he'd be forever lost to her. He would never free his mind from getting a piece of Camille. He'd crave to hear the thwack of her ass as he pumped her full of his big cock until the day he died. He would never be able to fight the desire off. He couldn't fight off it now. A longing to shove his big fat dick between her spread eagle legs and pump her full of come haunted him and would do so indefinitely.
The sound of her ass on the rug began to shift, its dull thud turned into a sharp smack. I moved the camera to reveal the rug had bunched up against the bedpos. Her entire body was now off the rug and smacking against the hardwood. It was closer to a skin on skin sound and that made it easier to imagine another body was slapping against hers. She'd also managed to somehow reposition the big dildo in front of the gathered rug. Unlike the solid bedpost, the buckled folds acted like a spring, so the further back she pushed on it, the harder it would push the big cock forwards. The big dick was now thrusting itself back into her and that really set her off.
"Oh fuck! Mmmm...."
She began to come, and it was epic. Her mouth dropped open, her eyes squeezed tight, and her whole body seemed to convulse, as a volcano of endorphins erupted and sent her spiraling toward heaven.
"Ahhh-my God! Oh wow yes! Oh God yes! Ahhhhh-ah-ah-ah!"
I brushed my hand over her flushed cheeks and she turned quickly, biting the meat of my palm. It wasn't painful, just sexy—her attempt to cling on to me and the conscious world as a torrential orgasm carried her away. I zoomed in on it and her fluttering eyelids.
And as I videoed her angelic face wrecked by pleasure I flashed back to her Instagram feed, and the picture of her and Abi hugging Boo-boo. Maybe she wasn't just thinking about Kaden. Maybe she was thinking about the big dick she fucked once upon a time. I thought of the tag #ballbuster and got that feeling in my balls that tells me I'm ready to bust one.
I thought again about Kaden watching her on the patio, realizing he'd already lost to our cruel game, and breathembodiment's use of the word "porn". I thought about the camera in my hands and how I was certain Camille would've made a stand—men's obsession with porn, a Guardian article covering the degrading aspect of it. But no, Camille came for the camera, played to it even—her thighs feverishly smacking the hardwood, sounding like an excited little girl's applause. I thought ahead to the two of us sitting back to watch our movie, and my wife blushing at the sight of herself.
It was the first time Camille allowed me to record her performing full on acts of sex and by no means would it be the last. The yummy store was open—its candy all mine.
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Chapter 17: Dialed In
I know it's blasé to talk about phone addiction at this point, it's just a settled fact of life, but I generally considered myself less dependent on the symbiotic little gizmo than my focus group counterparts. That is until I reached towards my BMW's center console to find my phone missing and suddenly was panic stricken. It gave me pause to question just how bad my underlying addiction was. The troubling thing is—I knew it wasn't there, and yet I still reached for it and still panicked.
I had intentionally left it on Kaden's coffee table just five minutes before. He'd brought out a bottle of wine, I'd set down my phone to examine the bottle, we'd talked for maybe a minute, and then I'd gotten up to leave, trying my hardest to ignore my phone on the table. Even at the door, as I'd said my goodbye and he'd made sure I'd tell "the ice queen" the wine was thanks for helping with his back two weeks ago, I couldn't help glancing over his shoulder into the living room where my phone deliberately lay abandoned. I literally had separation anxiety, heart palpitations and all.
The bottle of wine resting in my leather passenger seat happened to be one of the nicer Pinot Noirs that he'd initially set aside to impress Jane. The single color printed label and lack of any substantial graphics spoke to its limited run. Its quality would find a home without the aid of graphic designers like me. This shit was way out of my league. I glanced at my center console again, just a lonely gum wrapper inside, and put a death grip on my leather steering wheel. All of this was out of my league.
Camille was upstairs coming out of the shower when I arrived home. I called up to her, telling her not to get dressed. She stood at the top of the stairs in nothing but a towel.
"He gave you that?" She asked, upon seeing the wine in my hands.
I held it up. "He gave you a two-thousand and five Pinot Noir Umbria."
"Well now I feel like a bitch. Are we really doing this?"
"He's also reverted to calling you ice queen."
"Just wow! He really is intentionally being an asshole, isn't he?"
"I told you. The more he falls for my perfect woman the harder he'll deny it. And don't feel bad—if someone were ever to fuck with me I pray it entails swiping through nude selfies of their wife."
"Swiping through?"
I laughed. "It's just the one. I promise."
I was having to promise her a lot lately. But we were in uncharted territory and traveling further every day. The only way out—deeper in. And on that night we were getting real deep in it.
"Well, are you bringing up my phone?"
I moved fast, putting the bottle down in the kitchen and collecting the phone out of her purse. I took two steps at a time up to our bedroom and found her sitting on the bed using a second smaller towel to squeeze moisture from sections of her hair. The big, white towel was tied around her bosom and draped down to her upper thigh.
She set the small towel beside her to accept her phone but didn't retract her hand after I'd set it in her palm. Instead, she stared at it in midair with a hint of disgust. "This doesn't feel right."
"I agree. It feels very bad," I said, as I took a seat beside her and pushed back her damp hair to clear a spot for a kiss on her cheek. "But don't you feel like being very bad?"
"But this... It's lying."
I caressed the side of her face. "It's deceptive at best. Don't tell me you're getting a soft spot for Kaden now."
"I just don't like lying."
"Look, he's a victim of his own nature. You're only putting up a red cape, he's the one who keeps charging with horns out in front."
"Have I told you my feelings on bullfighting?"
"Alright, bad analogy."
She dropped her hand into her lap and clutched the phone against her towel-covered thigh. I took it as a sign that she wouldn't be making the call and my heart plummeted so far there was sure to be an echo if it ever hit bottom.
"I gotta confess something. I don't give a shit about wounding Kaden's ego. It's satisfying to think about the asshole wanting what he can never have but that's not what's driving me to do all this. What is making me crazy about you getting on the phone right now is just him lusting over you... Fuck, the thought of you flirting back with him. I don't know what it is but I can't keep my hands off you after these incidents. You're the hottest woman I've ever met and you're even hotter to me in these moments. I.... Fuck, I don't even know what I'm trying to say."
Her hand went to my cheek and brushed back into my sideburns. "I know, Alex. I know and it's OK. If you really want me to I-"
"No," I interrupted. I turned her face towards me and kissed her. The kiss lingered as my passion for her heated up, and she reciprocated and moved her hand to my chest. We finally broke leaving our faces intimately close.
"It doesn't work unless it's real. You getting off..." I ran a hand down her thigh. "That's the critical part. It has to be our thing. If the thought of fucking Kaden, or even that stuntman asshole—if there isn't a big part of you that wants badly to be sexual with them—then don't do it. Don't do it for me. Just don't call."
I felt myself shaking. I'd said a mouthful. Her hand slid from my chest. I was scared of what she might be thinking. If the script were flipped I don't know how I'd handle it.
She then raised her iPhone in its turquoise jeweled casing and pushed the dial button. She put it to her ear and stared out into space waiting for him to pick up.
I fell backward on the bed, the disappointment in me rushing freely away. The bed seemed to roll under me as if I were a leaf floating down a river. If she were being honest, then she not only admitted my kinky desires didn't repulse her, she was down with fucking another man. Or at least the fantasy of it.
Almost as quickly as the disappointment left my body, my nerves frantically responded to the anticipation of Kaden picking up.
I stared at her seated on the edge of the bed with only a view of her backside. Her hair hung damp and straight almost to her mid back. I rarely saw it out of her ponytail and always forgot how long it was. There's something sexy about a woman who can transform her look so easily. The only part of her body exposed to me were her shoulders, and just based on their tonality and moderate width, I could correctly predict the rest of my wife's body—not too thin, not too thick and absolutely perfect, slightly-petite proportions. Her skin was smooth and creamy white and so elegantly contrasted with her chestnut hair and its russet streaks.
After a few seconds of waiting she hit the call button again. On the second ring Kaden must've located the source of the Chimes ringtone and found my phone on his living room table. Camille carefully put him on speaker so I could listen in.
"Hello, Camille?" He sounded confused.
"Hi.... Um, is this Kaden?"
"Yeah."
"Oh, can I talk to Alex?"
"No. He took off. He must've left his phone here. At least I hope it's his phone."
We both knew why he hoped it was my phone, and it confirmed to Camille and me that our setup had worked. We knew at that moment, as he spoke to us from the living room of his empty house, he stared at the screen, illuminated by a picture of Camille. That morning I'd gone into my phone's address book and selected an image to be displayed as a backdrop whenever Camille's number came in. The image would then remain up for the duration of the call. I'm sure the feature was intended for portraits but I'd chosen one of Camille's body—a nude.
The photo was taken yesterday, being our first dalliance with a camera since I'd recorded us having sex two weeks prior. I'd posed her laying across the bed so the light from the south facing window spilled up the length of her body. I framed her body in the dimensions of a phone screen, cropping out everything below her knees. The camera angle was similar to the angle of light from the window, capturing a foreshortened view from her thighs up to her chest. Her head hung off the north side of the bed, essentially making her headless. The top quarter of the image was filled with nothing but the dark, lavender wall behind her. The empty space actually created room for the name "Camille" to be displayed during a phone call, almost like the title on a movie card. The borders of the image cut in on the outer sides of her hips and most of her thighs, so that only her inner thighs were in frame. Due to the foreshortening the bottom half of the picture featured the white flesh of her inner thighs, which were slightly spread, and her pussy, visible from top to bottom. Her hand covered her neatly trimmed pubic hair and her middle finger bent downwards and lay across the slit of her vagina. Technically her finger covered her opening, but the labia on either side were visible, and so it was either a shot of her pussy or teasing at one depending on the viewer's actual definition of "pussy".
So as Kaden spoke to my wife he also stared at a very explicit shot of her touching herself. There was an excited, masculine energy culminating in his voice. Our thirst trap had indeed produced a thirst.
"Well, he left a while ago so he should be there soon."
"Hmmm," Camille pondered thoughtfully, as she reclined back onto the bed. "Alright, well if he shows up again to collect his phone please have him call me."
"Hey, when are you gonna make it to the gym?" This question was meant to keep her on her phone and her picture displayed on mine.
"I wouldn't want to show you up," Camille flirted back.
"Ha!" he laughed. "Is that right? Have you even climbed before?"
"Well, no."
"You're the wrong body type."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
At this point Kaden went quiet, surely gauging how far over the line he should go in his response. I sat up and unfastened her towel and flapped it to the side. I then took in the sight of her stunning naked body beside me as she engaged my friend on the phone.
"Your body's well built for yoga, and perfect for your standard striper's pole—but climbing, you have to have more than a nice ass."
Her hand had started to move towards her vagina, but she stopped just above her pussy when Kaden got hung up on her ass. She took a deep breath and tried again. "Are you saying my ass is too fat to climb?"
"Don't play that game with me. You know your ass isn't fat. And I know how proud of that ass you are."
"I'm proud of my whole body. So then, what is it I'm lacking?"
"A real workout. So come to The Endless Face and I'll work that body out."
"Uh-hu, yeah. Well spending any time with you would definitely have me climbing the walls."
"Ha ha! Nice! Well if you do ever intend to climb then keep working out those fingers."
There was no question he looked at my wife's picture of her finger touching herself, which he wrongly believed her to be clueless about.
"My fingers, huh?"
"And if you get bored of exercising them on your own I have a tool you can work on."
"Uh-huh. I'll pass, thank you."
"You know me too well."
I thought about pulling out The Beast in hopes it might turn into a hate fuck session for her, but I wasn't even getting that vibe. I was still excited by the fact Kaden was getting an eyeful of my wife throughout their conversation, but he was intentionally rude, using it to force a distance, still fighting back, and Camille was losing interest fast.
"Maybe I'll try climbing at your little playground when I get bored of whooping you at tennis."
"Still going on about the one game we never finished, huh? Camille, you're amazingly athletic-for a girl. So pick any sport you want and we'll see what all your downward doggies get you going up against a man."
"Sorry Kaden, but you couldn't handle me," she said, and then cut him off, hanging up.
I tilted my head sideways and smiled sympathetically, as she looked at the ceiling with closed eyes.
"Well that was fun," she said, with all the grim sarcasm of someone emerging from a car crash.
"I thought for sure that picture would do it—break him."
"Nope, just a whole lot of embarrassment on my part."
I brought my face above hers and she opened her eyes. Their blue glow seeping under a dark hood of cinnamon burned into me. She was wicked smart and sexy, and even a little vulnerable right then. Her skin never looked more vibrant and smooth, and I wanted so badly to disrupt it with a smile. I kissed her on the lips. I thought about what I could say to salvage her arousal, but instead let the kiss do the work of a thousand words, Frenching her warm mouth deep and hard.
The passionate kiss left me hotter than ever, and I couldn't think of anything other than moving my tongue to her pussy. I shifted around, jumping my body over her right leg and laying prone between them. My tongue plunged into her soaking slit and she squealed louder. As I devoured her sweet snatch my mind replayed the last thing she'd said to him—that he couldn't handle her. more of a suggestive response than I was expecting.
I became lightheaded as I thought about the conditions she'd agreed to before making the call. Even though it was a bust, just the fact that she'd made it meant something. She wasn't doing it to please me. She'd done it because another man's eyes would be on her. She'd done it because that excited her.
My tongue plowed through the folds of wet flesh, her nectar flooding my mouth. I teased her clit as she thrashed her arms on the bed and gently bucked her hips. I asked her if it turned her on to know Kaden had seen her pussy and if she thought he'd been masterbating. Her answer to all of my questions was a flat, "He's not worth thinking about, Alex."
From that point on I kept my thoughts to myself and devoured her pussy, and it didn't take long to forget all about that asshole and do nothing more than ingratiate my wife's pussy by smothering it with love. Our games were spicy, but I really didn't need anyone else's validation to know how wonderful Camille was. We just needed each other for that. That's all we ever really needed.
The rhythms and sensations sent me away, and I had only a vague recollection of stripping down and sliding my naked body over hers, ready to make love. But as my body settled onto her heated skin and my dick slid in, the metallic hammer "bong" of our doorbell made me hunch back up like a scared cat. I rolled off and Camille folded her big towel back over her frontside. She fastened the white cloth back under her armpit and walked out into the hall overlooking our vaulted living room and the shorter hall leading to the front door. I asked her to go peek and see who it was while I got dressed to answer it. Once I had on my pants and shirt, I walked into the upstairs hall and waited to hear her report back. Even though it was past eight I had a hunch it was UPS, because it was always UPS, so I didn't immediately rush down in hopes we'd continue where we'd left off.
I took a step back when I heard our front door open. My first thought—she was getting a package off the porch, but then I heard her say hello and a man's voice respond in kind. There was no mistaking Kaden's, amped up, baritone voice.
The layout of our house is slightly unusual. The back half of the house has two upstairs bedrooms, a small office and a bathroom, with the downstairs area under those rooms serving as the kitchen, laundry room and another bathroom. The front of the house is one story, with another office, a sunroom and a hallway leading to the front door. Connecting the two halves is our big living room, which has a vaulted ceiling beginning at the single story height and then sloping up to meet the second story height in the back. Half of the hallway leading between our bedrooms and the stairs opened up to overlook the living room below like a loft. I could see the entirety of the living room but I couldn't see to the end of the hall that led to the front door. I could only listen in on my wife and friend as they conversed just out of sight.
"I was headed out, so I thought I'd drop this off, save Alex the trouble."
He had to be handing her my phone with the explicit photo stored on it. It sounded like she'd let him into the hallway entry area and that meant she stood before him in nothing but a towel. My dick crushed itself against the front of my pants.
"Where are you headed off to at this hour? Late date with Jane?"
"She's in New York. I just thought I'd swing by Lucy's for a drink, maybe some pool. Is Alex already in bed?"
I knew Lucy's meant Kaden was on the prowl, but Camille wouldn't know that. My phone's explicit backdrop of Camille apparently had an affect on him after all.
"I think Alex stepped out to the office," she lied.
I took a step back into the hall. What was she doing?
"I'd call him, but the fool left his phone."
"Hey, did he drop off that wine?"
"Yes, and that was incredibly sweet of you. It almost makes up for saying that I'm very athletic for a girl."
"Ha! You know that's still a compliment, right? But I'm sorry about the stripper pole and messing with you. You just get bent out of shape so easily I can't help it."
"Maybe you should ask yourself why a woman might get bent out of shape when her worth is constantly reduced to 'I'd fuck that'."
"Damn, how does Alex do it?"
"Put up with me? Easy, he actually gets to 'fuck that'."
"Damn Camille! OK then, but would you rather I sound like a sensitive idiot or send over nice bottles of wine?"
"The wine."
"That's what I thought. Hey, could I get a quick glass of water?"
"Sure," my wife offered, and then she led him through the short, front hall and into our big living room.
As she entered the living room, she discreetly waved my phone in front of her and smiled up at me mischievously. Kaden was likely getting his shoes off as Camille and I silently communicated to one another that a version of our game was on again and we'd continue with the pretense I wasn't home. I winked just before ducking out of sight.
"Thanks!" he said as his footsteps entered the living room. "This truck was coming up Beach and spewing exhaust. I held my breath for almost two blocks but the taste of it is still in my mouth."
Camille's footsteps reached the kitchen and she told him to have a seat.
Kneeling down I maneuvered towards the opening again. The light from our bedroom didn't reach that far down the hall and the only light in the living room came from the kitchen and was blocked from reaching the opening to the upstairs. It was our go to mood lighting, because the overheads in the living room were way too bright even when dimmed. As a result the opening was left dark and as long as I stayed low I wouldn't be seen.
Now I had a view of Kaden sitting on the couch and of Camille walking out of the kitchen with a glass of noisy ice water. She handed Kaden the water and asked, "So Jane's in New York, huh? Business or pleasure?"
"Pleasure. With her it's always pleasure."
"Sucks to be her," Camille said, stressing the implied sarcasm.
"No shit, right?"
"Maybe I should go get dressed."
"You don't have to. Seriously, I'm just drinking this and I'll be gone."
My wife stood before my friend wrapped in a big white towel that barely covered her ass. Her hair was still down, and it might've been the first time Kaden had ever seen the full length of her wavy, chestnut and russet hair. It was almost completely dry now and her long bangs had made their way to the frontside of her shoulders and covered her face right up to the corners of her eyes. It made her big fashion model eyes even bigger, and there was something feral about the ends of her hair gently sweeping over the naked, upper part of her chest in the breeze from our overhead fans.



Her face had an afterglow, the subdued blissfulness that only comes from arousal. She was still coming down from being eaten out only minutes ago and now half dressed and alone in a room with another man.
She took a seat off to the side of Kaden, leaving a comfortable three feet between them. Camille's arm crossed her chest just under her tits, with her fingers securing themselves into the fabric of the towel. Her knees were touching and slowly moving against one another in tiny circles, but her face looked at ease. By comparison, Kaden sat in such a way that he took up half the couch. He'd crossed his legs but spread them apart so that his ankle rested on his knee. His brawny arm lay over the back of the couch, the lean, developed muscles were flecked by sun-bleached hair that sparkled like the salt on a thick pretzel stick. His orange tank top left his shoulders and the center and sides of his pecks exposed enough to make out their solid definition. His shorts were baggy, but had fallen back some, showing off more muscles along his thighs.
Kaden asked about her Ashtanga conference and I was impressed he remembered. Camille sparked up and jumped right into how wonderful the community was. I know she was envisioning herself becoming a part of it. She'd come back from the conference horny but the morning afterwards she'd fallen into a somber, spiritually awakened mood that lasted most of the week, which is why I was pleasantly surprised she'd agreed to let me take pictures of her and reveal one to Kaden via our staged phone call.
"There was just no bullshit with that group. They were all so open and accepting." Almost as if to illustrate her meaning her knees relaxed and fell an inch apart. She'd created just enough thigh gap that from my vantage point I could see shadow between her legs. Kaden couldn't see, but was certainly aware a straight on view of Camille would've been priceless.
Camille had a bad habit of never putting away our bong, and so the small glass tower sat in the middle of the coffee table and Kaden pointed at it.
"Would you care for some?" She asked, in modern hostess fashion.
"Do donkeys have donkey dicks?"
She slid the bong towards him but Kaden protested, "Ladies first."
She sat back on the couch with the bong in her lap. We weren't stoners, just a single hit or two now and then, and the bowl was left packed. The effects were instantaneous. As she exhaled her body eased against the couch back and her legs parted just a little more than before. She handed it to Kaden and he put his lips to the rim of the bong where my wife's lips had just been. He inhaled and then broke into coughing after taking in a little too much smoke.
Camille laughed out loud. A real giddy laugh. The undersides of her eyes were a little puffy, a result of the pot, and coupled with her hair being down and falling freely around her face, she looked even more wild and sexy than before.
Kaden recovered and looked towards her with one eye and a tilted head. "You're laughing at me?"
This only made Camille giggle harder. "Wow, all that rock climbing has really given you the lungs of a beast."
"Fuck you," he said, still coughing and trying to recover. "I'll put my rock climbers lungs against your crazy yoga-"
"Ashtanga," she clarified.
"That's it, Ass-tanga. I'll put my lungs up against your Ass-tanga lungs any day." He put up one finger, asking for a minute, and then sealed his lips around the bong again. He took a long, steady inhale, tipping the one finger down to point at the bong and his more than impressive hit. He finally pulled away and issued a huge plume of smoke that was quickly scattered into the room by the ceiling fans. He thumped his fist against his chest and offered the bong back to her.
She thinned her eyes at his challenge and accepted the bong. I'm pretty sure she'd had a hit before I'd made it home, so another one at this point would definitely leave her stoned. She began a steady inhale, but the gurgle from inside the bong was far more subdued than on Kaden's massive hit.
When she was done she exhaled a plume about half the volume of Kaden's and he was quick to comment. "Not even close."
For her, it was still an extremely large toke and it left her a bit dazed and she patted her towel covered breast, presumably to comfort her lungs.
"Don't feel bad, Camille." He thumped his chest again. "I've always had high capacity lungs."
"What are you talking about, I counted to thirty in my head and you only got up to twenty-eight."
"Oh, don't even make that comparison. You took a long drag but not nearly as aggressive. See, that's the difference between men and women—men know when they play who's got the bigger dick, a measuring tape is all they need to settle it. But women will come up with one excuse after another to dodge defeat. And every woman will tell you, size is all that matters."
"So predictable."
"That's right, tuck your tail between your legs, 'cuz you know better than to play bigger dick with Kid Kaden." He spread his legs even wider, calling attention to his crotch.
Camille's eyes went there just before rolling in disbelief over his silly, suggestive boasting.
"My God you are just a testosterone bomb. I mean you never miss an opportunity to degrade yourself, do you?"
"I can't help it, fiery women bring out the worst in me."
"Wow, what a lucky girl I am to bring out the worst in a man."
Camille was completely at ease now, laughing at his every word and becoming more animated on the couch. Kaden asked about the Ashtanga conference again, and specifically if the whole room was doing crazy handstands. Camille shook her head dramatically, saying, "Nope, nada!" She went on to explain how there were only four difficult poses, and the group was more at a moderate level.
"We did Sirsasna a few times, a lot of the class had trouble. There were two other guys who were really good. We were the only ones who could stay up for the whole routine." She tried to turn towards Kaden by setting her left knee on the couch, but with the short towel it would've turned into a free show for sure. She ended up putting her hand between her legs to shove the towel down and hide her crotch and then brought up her left leg and folded it so her heel was under her thigh. She then went on about her teacher again. "Ben demonstrated so many cool poses. Stuff I'd never seen." She slapped a hand on Kaden's shoulder to further press on him just how great Ben was. "He's just amazing! I kept thinking he'd have us try one of the complex ones, but then the actual routines were down dog into warrior poses and blah, blah, blah. I know why he did it but it was such a tease watching him."
"That's a bummer."
"No, well I mean the conference was more about Ashtanga—all of Ashtanga, the history, the breath work... Ben's just smart. He just knows everything and everyone."
Camille's unbridled enthusiasm for the Ashtanga teacher became apparent when she leaned forward and rested a hand on Kaden's thigh. She was stoned, the fuzzy tunnel vision of her mind probably blocked out how she was dressed or who she was talking to. She was speaking of her passion and her raw energy was enthralling when coupled with her gorgeous face and intriguingly, beautiful eyes. Kaden went silent and just listened, and I don't think I've ever seen him stay silent for so long.
"I had a few minutes with Ben after the class and he told me he was impressed with my poses. He said he'd love to work with me on a more advanced level and that I should definitely take his summer workshop." She put both hands on the upper part of her left breast, showing how touched she was at being singled out. This meant that her left hand was no longer keeping the towel tucked between her legs so it rose up and bridged between the thigh bent on the couch and the thigh spread off to the right with that foot on the floor.
Nothing hid her sex from Kaden. There couldn't have been enough shadow to completely obscure the luscious slit of her vagina, and unlike the image on my phone, it was in person, with her seated right beside him. Camille's eyes went towards the ceiling when she clutched her chest, and Kaden's eyes were glued to her face. He could've feasted them on her naked, youthful pussy as Camille looked wistfully upwards, but instead chose to gaze on her radiant face as she spoke quick and excitedly. Her head then came down, her hand again shoving the towel between her legs.
"What's so funny?" she asked, commenting on his gaping maw. She was genuinely stoned, I could hear it in her voice, and she really was clueless to the fact she'd completely broken the big guy. The revealing picture on my phone had a bigger impact than I'd first thought. It was enough for him to drive over to our house just to see more of her. But her radiance and zeal for life broke down whatever defenses he had left. I could see it in his serene face - he was infatuated with my wife. He wanted Camille bad!
"Come on, what is it?"
"Nothing," he responded, breaking his fixation by shaking out his wavy blonde hair.
"Fuck you, Kaden, what is it?"
"Alright. I just never thought I'd see the day that the elusive Camille would fawn all over some guy."
"Who? Ben?"
"Someone's hot for teacher."
"Ha! All the girls were hot for teacher."
"Camille, Camille, Camille! You naughty, naughty girl!"
"Oh shut up." She jabbed him in his chest. "You're as bad as Alex."
"Nope, I'm way worse."
"Oh, is that so."
"Uh-huh."
Camille had leaned forward, her right hand was on his thigh and his right hand delicately coddled her bare shoulder. He was so sly about it that I hadn't seen it move from the couch to her skin. Camille was stoned—very stoned. Pot makes her horny and she'd been riding a sexual roller coaster all night. No question she was on fucking fire. Her pussy had to be aching for attention. Kaden's shorts had a visible bulge. He didn't have a hardon but his cock had thickened up and lengthened as cocks do before liftoff. It was clear where The Beast ended on his thigh, and it confirmed once and for all just how big he really was. In fact, Camille's hand was only inches away from its head.
The way he looked at her... she was beginning to realize something was happening. Both their smiles eased from amusement down into thrilling intrigue. Camille's towel-covered chest rose and fell dramatically. Kaden eased further back into the couch, a move that seemed to invite her on top of him. He brought a hand to her face and cleared a few strands of hair from her cheeks.
Jealous, jealous, jealousy! My body was shutting down and I felt like I was melting into the carpet as I quietly panicked within my skull. Was my wife about to make out with another man? With fucking Kaden? Kaden was only about Kaden, but was Camille only about Camille? I was moments away from knowing if my wife would lay under my friend and accept his big cock inside her desirable body, and yet I was sure I'd always feel secure in my relationship with her no matter what. Not even that would destroy us. But I wasn't so sure how secure I'd feel in general—about myself. That was the thing—my ego wasn't handling it well. I may have had some strange kinks but I wasn't fucking second to any fucking man. Definitely not an asshole like Kaden.
As I sat there in the shadows, parylized by conflicting emotions, Kaden made the move, steering his lips towards hers and sliding that hand from her cheek to the back of her head.
Camille jerked back and away from him. "Kaden.... Wow."
He stood up swiftly, disregarding the semi in his shorts, and pushed a hand into his hair. "Shit, fuck. Sorry, I'm really stoned."
They both looked woozy, even after suddenly pulling away from each other, their salacious ebb and flow lingered, slowly parting like untethered cobwebs. Camille straightened herself out on the couch, as Kaden turned, looking to be going somewhere, but then turned back again.
She rose and gathered his empty cup of ice water and brought it to the brightly lit kitchen as Kaden said, "I should get going, Camille."
"OK, Kaden. And thank you for bringing back Alex's phone."
His feet seemed glued to the hardwood for a moment and then he led himself down the narrow hall to our oak front door, where he laced up his Adidas and left.
A few minutes later Camille found me upstairs in our bedroom. I took a step forward and leaned in so our foreheads met. "You crushed him."
"You think?"
"I know it."
"He left awfully fast."
"Exactly."
She took a step back. "It's a shame because I was about to pull one of these." She gently scratched her shoulder, while slyly slipping her thumb under the towel and pulling to loosen it. Her hand came away and the towel "accidentally" dropped to the floor.
Goddammit! The reveal fired up me like a horse-sized shot of endorphins. She was such a natural beauty. Her movie star smile and an Instagram body never failed to make me crazy.
"God dammit you are amazing."
"Really?" she said, as she turned to check herself out in the mirrored closet door.
The thought of her dropping the towel in front of Kaden brought back all my conflicted emotions. I actually would've loved to see that. In fact, the desire was so strong a rush of courage overtook me and I began uttering my thoughts aloud, uncertain where they might lead.
"I wish to God you dropped your towel."
It was my honest tone more than what was said that caused her to look back over her shoulder.
Her eyes widened with intrigue. "Is this real life?" she weakly kidded, quoting an old internet meme. Her lips parted and swelled in their thickness, as if her excitement had suddenly reached a boil. I came behind her and took a massaging grip on her shoulders.
"You...". She began hesitantly. "You really wanted me to...?"
"Yes," I answered emphatically, as I circled my hand around in front and hugged her across her chest. I pulled her close and amended my answer. "...and no. I'd have also settled for you punching him in the dick."
She laughed. "He made me take a really big hit of pot. I'm so stoned."
She didn't want me to fuck with her head, and I assured her, "This is real life. "
"This is getting intense. What do you think would've happened if I'd dropped my towel?"
"I don't know."
"And that would be OK, or..."
"I don't know. I just know I'm twice the man Kaden is, and I don't want him to think otherwise."
"I know you are. You know you are."
"It's dumb," I said, hiding my face in the crux of her neck. "It's dumb to give a fuck what he thinks about me or you or any of this, I know that. But none of this is rational."
"So my husband isn't jealous, just prideful. Interesting."
"Interesting? Is that what you call it?"
"I don't know what to call it. But we'll figure it out, Alex." She gasped again. "We'll figure it out."
Chapter 18: The Endless Face
Abi kicked off the wall, jumped the last five feet and landed comfortably on a padded floor, with Camille running up for a high-five. Kaden landed solidly behind her and waved Jane over.
"You all done texting? Are you ready to try this?"
She shuffled over to the wall, as Kaden joked to the rest of us, "My own girlfriend and this is the first time she's made it to the gym. I was thinking I'd have to hide her phone at the top of the wall."
"K, don't make me sound like I can't handle myself."
"Nobody thinks that, Jane."
She latched onto the brightly colored pegs and started up the wall with Kaden climbing beside, pointing out the various, oddly shaped handholds. Jane proved surprisingly coordinated, even though she looked less stable than Abi had.
"He knows his stuff," Abi said to Camille and I, as the three of us stood off the mat and watched the couple ascend the two story slab littered with colorful climbing pegs. "Nice buns! You gotta like that."
Abi had huge brown eyes and a small head. Small tits, too, but that wasn't a bad thing. She threw an arm around Camille and faced me. "Alex, would you let me kidnap Camille next Saturday night to go dancing?"
"I haven't been out dancing since we worked together," Camille said, shying away from the idea.
"What? You had moves, girl. You kept up. Alex, are you keeping her from having any fun?"
"Don't blame him. I only went out clubbing back in the day because that's all you ever wanted to do."
"Bullshit, yoga queen. I remember us Ubering home at four in the morning."
Abi then struck a pose and began popping her hips. She got lower, adding a thigh lift, and then worked it towards Camille. "Come on, Camilly Cyrus, gimme a hip bump."
Camille dropped down low and my eyes bugged out at how smoothly she attacked the move. The sound of shoes skimming walls and the shattered echoes inside the enormous concrete cube gave the gym a lively atmosphere—the club without the music—and the hollow interior seemed to welcome their routine. Camille mirrored Abi's hard packed moves, and bumped asses with her, once, twice, three times before Camille stood up straight and blushed at having just done that in the middle of a rock climbing gym.
Abi was definitely a wild one, the type who could tow a party from dusk to dawn. I could only imagine a girl in her scene losing count of her shots as free Fireballs and Molly were shoved at them by a rotating handsome crowd of CEOs down to the facially tattooed. The whole male spectrum worshiped pretty faces, and Abi's girls surely picked through them like a platter of tapas.
Camille then grabbed Abi's shoulders and cranked them back to straighten her spine, and Abi complained, "Oh my God, you and my mother both, always with the posture."
"How is it that you have perfect posture when you dance but the instant you stop you go complete knuckle dragger? You need to come to yoga."
"You really think a bunch of bitches with their asses in the air will fix my posture?"
"Tell her, Alex, tell her how much hotter Abi would be if she just kept her shoulders back."
"It's a better look," I said, and then added, "It pops out your chest." I waved my hands over myself where a woman's tits would be.
She looked down at her small boobs, "Alright, sign me up."
Abi then asked if I'd always been posture perfect or if my wife had a hand in it.
Camille jumped in, running a hand up my back. "He's always had good posture. My Alex is just a little shy."
"Camille tells me you're a kinky one, though." She winked and stared from the corner of her eye.
Camille shrieked at her, "Abi!"
"What did you tell her?" I cautiously asked, hoping she hadn't dished on my dark side, of which there was too much to parse through and even attempt to guess.
"You're a pictures guy," Abi announced loudly. "You take nekids." She lifted her loose tank top to flash her sports bra.
"OK, guilty as charged," I said, trying not to sound too relieved, and then I grabbed Camille by the shoulders and held her at arms length to give her the once over, "But.... come on!"
"Oh, I get it! I'm not judging." She then looked at me suspiciously, her huge brown eyes thinning to almost nothing. "You have bigger kinks than that, though. There's something lurking behind those eyes, shy boy. What else are you cooking up in your handsome head for my bestie?"
"I'd rather not corrupt the innocent," I responded, leaning in to meet her incriminating gaze.
"Did he just call me innocent? Do you think I'm innocent? Camille you're gonna need to give him a hall pass and let me show him what's up."
"If I give Alex a hall pass he'll run straight to the girl on The Magicians."
"I don't even know what The Magicians is," Abi laughed.



"Lucky you!"
"And if you get a hall pass, Camille, you better run straight to that." She pivoted slowly towards the climbing wall where Kaden was under Jane helping to keep her feet aligned with the climbing pegs on her descent. Coming down was proving tricky for her and she hugged her body tightly to the wall.
"Kaden?" Camille asked, her nose squinching in disgust. She then painfully acknowledged, "Nice to look at—yeah! But a complete A-hole!"
"When has that ever stopped you? Just look at that back! Yowzers, I'd love to take a piggyback ride on that V."
"I never slept with assholes, that was you."
"Whaddya call Steve?"
"Hunky Steve the bartender?" I asked, trying my best to come off unphased at the mention of my wife's former lover.
"Steve wasn't an asshole. Not like the rest anyway."
"Not with you. But he was just so old. I totally thought you were a father-fucker at first."
"He wasn't that old."
"I guess he really wasn't. We were just so young. So much younger than it seemed." She then waved her hands, instructing us to clear our minds. "OK, Camille, you are locked in a room with Kaden and Boo-boo... Err, Faron. Jesus I can't believe he wants us to stop calling him Bo-boo, I'll never be able to. So you're locked in a room with them and the only way out is to fuck, so which one do you drop to the floor with."
"Come on, that's an easy one."
"Really?" Abi responded curiously.
"Boo-boo?" I asked, feeling a bit out of the loop.
"You have to understand," Camille began, slipping an arm around me and gazing upwards, "Faron is surprisingly intuitive and just a really good talker. But, he's always down to... You know. And he's unpossessive to a fault. He's just the all around perfect friend with benefits."
Abi interjected, "What she means is he's hung like a horse and knows how to make a girl tap out."
I looked down at a quiet Camille, seeking some indication of denial, but instead she guiltily clenched her teeth and closely pinched a thumb and finger together, indicating there was an inkling of truth to Abi's assessment.
My wife, having just had her horniness outed, turned the question on her friend. "And who would you choose if you were locked in the same room?"
"Me? Both, duh!"
"OK, right, total duh!"
Kaden and Jane walked up to find the three of us laughing and had no idea about what. Kaden pointed to Camille and commanded, "You're turn. Time to put up or shut up."
He beamed confidence, his horizontal features a stack of cinder blocks. His and Camille's ongoing rendition of "Anything You Can Do I Can Do Better" would soon be settled in his favor. He was in his element, a man's game, and Camille would have no choice but to take the beating and concede to his masculine prowess.
She gave me a kiss goodbye, and headed to the wall with Kaden crushing a path behind her. She reached into the Metolius bag, her hands coming out white with chalk and listened to Kaden's breakdown of the climbing holds and how she should look for jugs and slopes until she gained the experience and strength to stick to the smoother, friction-demanding holds and crimps that could snap a newbies phalanges. Abi and Jane were comparing experiences, pointing to the overhang that gave them both problems. Jane tapped at her chest as she described how fast her heart was beating when she looked down to see no wall, just air between her and the floor. They were so engaged in conversation they didn't catch Camille taking to the side of the building and bolting five feet up before Kaden could even get in behind her.
"Pick a path. Plan it out. The holds will get trickier off to the left."
She kept going, seemingly heeding Kaden's advice but still moving at a diagonal toward the more technical areas. Her rapid ascent came to an end when she reached a long span in between holds. Her hands had a few grip spots, but her legs would have to form the splits to get a foot on the only viable peg.
Kaden caught up, comfortably situated just under her with a fantastic view of her ass in a skimpy pair of lycra shorts. "Alright, are you going for it? Remember, you're up twelve feet."
"Would you attempt it?"
"I've done it."
She began to stretch her leg over and Kaden cautioned her.
"Wait, wait, wait. Get your hands situated first. Move your left leg off the ledge and see how secure you feel.
Camille did as instructed, letting the foot dangle as she shifted her weight around. Kaden started to say she was looking good when her soft, rock climbing shoe came down and tapped the crown of his head.
"Did you just touch my head with your shoe? Do not touch my head-"
Before he could say it, she'd tapped his head a second time. Kaden made a wild grab for her ankle, but Camille's foot shot out as her legs went into the splits and she reached the distant hold, and continued sideways toward the overhang.
Kaden, looking furious, took off after her. Camille managed to keep a lead, going through the overhang like it was nothing. She scaled upwards another five feet, which was higher than I'd go in a free climb. By the time she reached the corner and transitioned to the north wall, Abi and Jane had taken notice, shouting for her to, "Go! Go! Go!!" and to be, "Careful, Camille, careful!"
Her muscles looked relaxed, a smoothness and grace to their surface even while clinging on at a dangerous height. She reached a section where the handholds became smooth bumps and ridges so thin only fingertips or a toe would fit. Kaden, whose muscles looked as if they'd been chiseled with a sword, used her hesitation to get within a few feet of her before she made a scary leap and landed her feet on two-inch wide holds. Both hands caught a single spool sized peg, her left hand wrapping over her right. She stopped there and looked towards the ground, finally realizing she was a good seventeen feet in the air. The only viable holds were under her, so she'd have to start her descent. But she'd made it twice as far as Abi and Jane and did it in half the time.
As she began to bend her knees and prepare to lower herself, Kaden leapt to a narrow ledge beside her. I'd never seen a smile like that on his face, like a child's. He was shouting he'd warned her, but really he was having the time of his life. He used his larger body to climb over Camille, grabbing handholds to either side of her. Camille suddenly found herself sandwiched between Kaden's beefy body and the wall.
"Where are you going to run to now," he said with a cruel chuckle. "I warned you not to tap my head, and what did you do?"
"Tapped your head?" Her big fashion model eyes grew even bigger, as they pleaded for sympathy.
"That's right! And so what am I going to do now?"
"Let me go?"
"That's wrong! Seems to me your disobedient butt needs to be taught a lesson first."
Kaden let go of the left handhold, leaned to the right of her, and brought his hand firm down on her ass, spanking her tight buns under the tight lycra with a sharp, reverberating sound that woke up the entire gym. It wasn't just a spank, either—when his hand landed he finished by giving her juicy ass cheek a quick rubbing. It was the kind of spank a guy lays on his woman during rough doggystyle, just shy of a full on grab.
Camille yipped and complained, "No,no,no,no!" finally feeling nervous about the height and whether or not Kaden was done having his fun with her.
"K, be nice, she could fall."
Luckily for Camille, Kaden didn't want to upset his girlfriend and he began to climb down off the wall. Camille followed, but was much slower through the north wall's technically challenging descent. Kaden laughed like an idiot as he walked up on me and the girls.
"K, you did Camille wrong. She doesn't want your hands placed on... will anywhere! OK, K?"
"She knew I was only kidding around. You think I'd seriously grab a chick in front of my girlfriend and her husband?"
He laid an arm across Jane's shoulders, and forced her to his side, and together we all watched Camille set foot on the mat. She walked towards us to a round of applause and rubbed her ass where Kaden had spanked.
"I can't lie," Kaden said in what might've been a humble tone, "That section is not easy and you blew through it. Alex couldn't have scaled that run."
"Fuck you," I said, and then realized I'd just committed myself to a challenge.
Jane straightened, getting some of the weight from Kaden's heavy arm off her shoulders, and said to Camille, "Sorry, my boyfriend has all the manners of a morning deejay."
"It's fine," Camille assured, as she tightened up her ponytail. "I've pretty much come to accept it in the rampantly insecure."
Kaden then started tapping Jane's upper chest, like a great idea was incoming. "You know what, Camille and Alex love that wine I get." He turned to us, "We're taking a trip up north next weekend. Come with us."
"Napa?" I asked.
"Thereabouts. The Kettleman's vineyards are a little further north."
"I don't think we're doing anything, right Alex?" Camille said, looking up at me with eyebrows tilting in such a way I couldn't have said no if I wanted to.
It sounded to me like Kaden was inviting us along on his and Jane's romantic getaway, and I was the only one who saw her momentarily glare at her boyfriend as Kaden's eyes climbed my wife like a gorgeous cliff face full of shapely, yummy handholds.
Chapter 19: Wine Country
White spray shot up like timed fountains over a rocky coastline and a vicious gust carried the mist far enough to blacken the road. I flipped on the windshield wiper as I watched another wave form out in the distance, the near black swells coated in frothy, white seafoam rose over a hump the height of a semi truck. It gathered speed near the shore, cresting but not breaking, and then disappeared from my view behind the rocks that dropped steeply into the water. The road veered closer to the coast, the wind turning scenic route 1 into an adventure.
I breathed in, preparing for another impact. This time the spray shot up some fifty feet, but it was disappointingly quiet, like an action movie without sound. Inside my BMW was Wet Leg, Drake and Doja Cat, filling out the end of Camille's playlist. I'd have rolled down my window to hear the crashing waves but it would've just been deafening air at our near freeway speed. I'd steadied the car at fifty, the winds pulling at my BMW's tail and making the drive take way longer than expected. We'd heard my massive playlist from Huntington to Pismo, and I thought for sure our two playlist would've lasted the whole drive, but we still had another forty minutes to Carmel and then who knows how long the drive inland would be.
Clouds had rolled in, but somehow I knew it wouldn't rain. They were grey in the sky, but reflected white on the water and all broken up like the ocean was a shattered mirror. After thirty miles of this excitement, Camille had returned to her phone, trying to hunt down an R Kelly song so we could laugh at the lyrics.
Kaden called to say he was running late. It wasn't the wind slowing him down, he'd left real late and was trying to make up an hour on the 101. I asked about meeting up in Carmel for dinner given the time, but he was anxious to get checked in.
Jane wasn't coming. When he said that Camille and I looked at each other. A good two seconds went by where I hadn't watched the road. I imagined Kaden in his car alone, all that time to think about why Jane wasn't beside him. Camille expressed crisis hotline levels of sympathy, easing her seat back before asking if everything was OK.
Kaden assured us everything was fine. Jane's father had whisked her off to Australia last minute to meet up with her grandma. Her close friend Miranda was invited as well, which of course meant bars, beaches and very little family time. Camille put her bare feet on the dash, I resisted freaking out about her feet since we were seven and a half hours on the road, and insteaf pointed out Jane's father had been whisking her off a lot lately. Kaden had noticed it too. My bassy stereo system artificially deepened Kaden's voice so much I felt it in my seat back. Most importantly, Kaden had already brought it up with her. It was nothing against him, Jane's father just preferred her dating around like some high school girl, because that girl will always need her daddy.
"Hey," I interrupted, directing my voice toward the iPhone mounted on the dash, "You gotta have something in common with your girlfriend other than being the two biggest Blow Flakes I know.
"You and Jimmy gotta do better than Blow Flake. I haven't done coke in years, dude." He didn't try to fire back, and then I knew he was somewhat bummed about the situation.
A little ways up the 1 the music was back and Camille was singing, having finally found the R. Kelly track she was looking for. The lyrics did not disappoint, as he boasted about making girls wetter than a rainforest, and then jumped to Jurassic Park to drop the ridiculous "sexasoaurous".
We reached Carmel and found an airy Italian restaurant with the nicest Walgreens I'd ever seen across the street. The food was light, pasta in a butter sauce, roasted vegetables and a single piece of chicken. We couldn't resist a glass of wine and deliberated with the waiter, forcing him to give us a history lesson in Napa Valley wineries. I snapped a picture of Camille from across the table, holding up the first glass of wine on our trip. She swayed with exhaustion and happiness, eyebrows at ease, cinnamony eyelids heavy, a naked lip smile that only made it halfway, and it captured both her beauty and the mood of the moment. It was definitely getting posted on her instagram page.
The stores were on quaint tiny streets and painted white. Carmel had the warmth of a tourist town with the dignity of an art gallery. We finished eating at dusk, the street lamps sputtered on and the younger tourists now wore slacks and tight dresses and poured out of the numerous tiny inns. We agreed to see the beaches on our way home, but of course that would mean taking the 1 again and so I had my doubts.
Darkness came as we weaved our way up a mountain, the road turning into a single lane halfway to the top. We weren't going to Napa, instead we planned to drive to an assortment of vineyards in the hills south of San Francisco. By the time we reached the Dandelion Inn it was pitch black outside.
It wasn't a quaint inn but rather a hotel in a small historic district. It had a steeply pitched, wood shingle roof with windows poking out of it. Red awnings stuck out from its white brick walls to shade thick wood framed windows and doors. Inside is where it became truly impressive. The lobby was about a hundred feet wide and two hundred deep, with walnut paneled walls and two spiral staircases. Elegant furniture and oil paintings gave it a homely feel, albeit a very rich home. A large chandelier and lamps against the walls leaked a soft warm light, and I imagined it didn't get much brighter during the day. The atmosphere was heavy and lofty, suited for old money, cigar smoking bankers and financiers, and far from the light offering the name Dandelion Inn implied.
Kaden leaned over a railing one story up with a scotch in hand. There was a bar and a dining area that overlooked the lobby, and he called down to us in a voice that I expected to unseat dust from the moulding tops.
"Leave your bags next to mine. Top of the line shit up here, man."
We sat at a round table and sipped scotch. Camille immediately commented how she couldn't believe Jane didn't make it and I nudged her with my knee. Kaden's family had been coming to the inn since before Kaden was born. When he was six he hid behind the long drapes in the lobby because his parents wouldn't take him to an amusement park in San Jose and the small hotel staff went on a search for him. As much as I sympathized with the little boy in his story, it dug into my fiber like a thorn. While I considered it a virtue not having everything handed to me and was largely considered successful despite it, I also felt shorted hearing about all the worldwide resort hopping Kaden's family had done. A spot at the Dandelion's bar had been reserved for him since birth.
Only the third floor had rooms, so maybe there were ten rooms tops in the entire inn. The lavish walnut paneling and moulding continued into our room and appeared freshly polished. Upon entering, Camille remarked, "Very Dogue De Bordeaux." I had to agree. We fell asleep quickly, both of us exhausted from the drive.
The next day we climbed into Kaden's Camaro and he drove us further north into a valley, and then through an arch built out of found black oak logs with grape vines knotted around it. A hanging wrought iron sign read, "Kettleman Vineyards".
The Kettleman's had a son in San Francisco a few years older than Kaden. The two of them used to play in the barn where the wine was stored in stacks of oak barrels. I mistook the destemming and crushing machines along the front of the barn for barbeques and Kaden and Camille laughed, even though I suspected they'd thought the very same thing. It was cool inside the metal barn and so dark you couldn't see ten feet in front of you. Patrick Kettlemen used an electric lamp to show us around. "I'm superstitious about light. Wine behaves differently when it thinks it's still in the sun." I imagined it was plenty dark inside the stacked oak barrels no matter what, but then I'd just mistook a crusher for a barbecue.
There were wine stains on the concrete floor that looked like blood in the lamp light, and I thought of Kaden wandering through the room as a child and getting totally creeped out. It really sucked Jane couldn't make it, the insight into Kaden's childhood, and just having access to a family like the Kettleman's, rounded off my understanding of Kaden. He'd grown up spoiled, yet was very much a kid through it all, and a kid I could totally relate to.
Patrick Kettleman had a slight limp that became super pronounced as he hurried us towards a shed alongside his house. He was a Mustang guy and inside was parked a restored '66. He and Kaden's father had restored a Thunderbird together in high school and they almost opened a shop after college. "Take a picture for your dad. Tell him to bring his best and we'll drive out to the old track."
We had lunch on a deck overlooking the vineyards. Camille asked Kaden, "How did you grow up around this and still know squat about wine?" That got a laugh, and Mr. Kettleman said his son was more of a beer guy too. Camille went on chatting up the old couple, getting them to dredge up stories from Kaden's youth. She had a way with people and I could see the Kettleman's weathered faces creasing up in all the right spots. He wore a fedora, and he kept tipping it forwards at her, which I had no idea how to interpret. I thought about pitching my studio to do some revised labels but that would've been a classless move. Especially after my wife had been so perfectly gracious they offered to send an annual care package of wine.
"So where's this Jane?" Patrick Kettleman asked, with a dramatically raised brow. Kaden explained and Kettleman laughed, "I'll be honest, Mary and I weren't entirely sure you were gonna make it." I took that to mean he'd experienced Kaden's Blow Flake nature in the past.
Mrs. Kettleman told us how she'd give the boys extra time on the Nintendo for picking up after their dogs, and said Kaden had called it bagging trophies. Camille found it adorable, and Kaden said not to believe her and that he was a total booger.
The actual vineyard wasn't as large as I'd imagined. Maybe about ten residential lots. He walked us to a nest of vines growing in dirt he'd imported from Italy. These were the grapes that made up the wine Kaden had given to Camille. Kettleman asked what she thought of it and she confessed to being reluctant to open such an expensive bottle. He said, "Nonsense," and tipped his fedora. "I'll send you home with another."



We were on the road by one, heading even further north. A late May bloom of mustard and lavender lupine colored the hills. The Kettermens had a small operation, not equipped for tours and tasting, but there was a wine tasting bar in a small town miles up that hosted most of the small vineyards in the area. We probably sampled ten wines, all good. A husband and wife from Canada were temporarily living in San Jose and used their weekends to explore the wine country, and Kaden and I talked with them about backpacking in Nova Scotia. Camille sat at the bar in her tight black skirt and stretchy grey top with her delicate fingers pinched around a slender stemmed wine glass. Two volleyball players from Stanford chatted her up, and it wasn't until then that I really noticed how much of her belly and legs were exposed and the detailed impression her nipples made in the tight ribbed material. The wine was affecting me, and so was watching those guys, a few years younger than my wife, look at her like they'd found a live one.
We followed the Canadian couple towards the coast with a view of the Pacific most of the way. As far inland as we were it just appeared as a haze on the horizon until the sun touched down and set it ablaze. We were led to a lodge set against a pocket of trees and granite rocks. We ate tuna steaks and lamb chops and then sat on a giant patio with strings of lights and a large stone fireplace shaped like the cut out of a VW bug. As it crackled out spirals of sparks and we drank a chocolate dessert wine, Kaden pulled out a vape pen of indica and passed it around. We were the only people out on the patio so we could be as obnoxious as we pleased.
The pot kicked in on top of all the wine, as a waiter came out and took our empty glasses. His hair was parted in the middle and tucked behind his ears. His eyes looked wide apart, cow like. I started to notice the locals were strange. Everyone appeared spaced out. I couldn't gather a sense of their music, politics or how far to take a joke. If they'd been books, there'd be no cover to judge them by, which, as a graphic designer, I found bothersome. But stoned I felt like I existed on their same plane, we were seeing eye to red-rimmed-eye.
Music filtered through round speakers mounted to the thick pine beams overhead. The patio roof was an open lattice design that sliced the night sky into black star filled squares. The music was new to me, bass guitar and a violin set to sensual Trance beats. I never thought of the violin as a sexy instrument, but weaved into the bass guitar and paired with the rumbling bass beats it became a feminine whimper of ecstasy in a deep, dark din of wolves. It oozed sex, and Vivian and Matisse, the couple from Canada, found their groove on their way to the big opening in front of the fire, where Matisse took her in his arms and they slow danced for an audience of three.
Our waiter brought us the coffees we'd ordered and Camille sipped from the mug as she rhythmically twisted her shoulders in her solid pine chair, inspired by the sensual music. She finally got up and reached out for my hands. "I don't know this music," came my stoned, stupid response. Really I didn't want Kaden to see what a shit dancer I was. "You go."
She took a few steps backwards, bending her knees and swaying her hips, and then turned around and started dancing towards the Canadians. They separated to make room for Camille, creating a tight circle. Camille didn't pull any showy moves, her body just adopted a slinky wave that popped out her youthful butt and occasionally she'd thrust out a shapely hip so the hem of her tight black dress twisted around her thighs. She turned to face us, her head tilted back and tits way out front. Every time her hips thrust to the side her tits would jiggle under the elastic cling of her sweater top. Her lipstick had mostly disappeared onto wine glasses and her eyes had a dark allure. The sides of her skin glowed in the firelight and her ponytail swung from side to side, causing the glowing light to disappear and reappear from her cheeks.
Kaden sat forward in his chair, posed as if he were getting up. He motioned with his head towards Camille, and I said, "Be my guest."
He came up behind her, stroking her shoulder to let her know he was there. She leaned her head back, peering over her shoulder through thin smoldering eyes, and then spun around, startled to find Kaden and not me. Kaden's not a great dancer but he isn't bad either. The music was slow and the steady pulse of the fire stirred them to intersperse semi-erotic poses into a two step sway. The Canadians danced as a couple again, pulling each other close, and Camille and Kaden matched them, with their bodies practically touching.
His hand went to her waist and he asked me to take a picture. "I want to make Jane jealous." My Nikon was in Kaden's car, so I had to use my phone camera. I was fascinated by his hand on my wife's bare waist. His fingers just lightly touched, as if transferring his thoughts or linking their nervous systems so both bodies moved to a singular sexual impulse.
They danced a whole song and on the second they closed the gap between them. Their legs were between one another, both his hands moved to her hips and hers took hold of his broad shoulders. Camille rolled her head and let her ponytail fly, really feeling the indica on top of a full day of wine. The song had a sharp bass drop and their hips gyrated more aggressively on cue.
They separated, holding hands out front between them, and then took a step forward and to the side and then swooshed right, which brought their bodies together again. And I mean together—his pelvis was fused to hers, her tight sweater top moulding against a sky blue polo shirt, stretched smooth by the muscles underneath. They mixed in a few new steps but always ended up crushed together. His cock was hidden by loose linen shorts and I wondered if Camille found it as his crotch surged forward against her skirt. He held her hips again—not just light contact, but seizing hold and maneuvering her into him. His thumb locked over the bone and his fingers came around to her backside, dimpling the tight black skirt.
"Just how jealous do you plan to make Jane," Camille questioned in regards to a man's fingers placed on her ass as she pulled slightly away to position them on her hips again.
He answered by swirling her around and drawing her in close again, which made her laugh. Now her fit five-seven body was fixed to a six-two slab of man back to front. She leaned her shoulders against him, his head beside hers, and then wheeled her body to the music as his followed in unison. They moved like Siamese snakes. Her head rested on his round shoulder, angled so her right eye was hidden by his neck. Her nostrils flared, breathing in his cologne, and the scent seemed to inspire the naughtiest thoughts. Her lips parted and swelled and her face softened in visible arousal. Kaden had been infatuated with my wife, especially after her performance at the rock climbing gym, and even more so after a day together in the wine country. But now Camille was giving into her horniness, and Kaden's torture had become her own.
He retained his grasp on her hips, but his fingers hooked over the front part of her hipbone, the tips reaching to the wide V where her thighs attached just inches from her sex. Camille reached backwards to clutch his hips, and they seemed to guide one another's bodies. He wasn't jumping at her or being rude, he just moved with her sexy form.
Even at this point their dancing wasn't anything I hadn't seen on family hour TV, but Camille had to be drunker than I'd realized to let it go so far. Or more likely super stoned. She drifted away from her surroundings, going with the flow as my friend held her to him and caressed her hair with his cheek. I should've cut in on their dance, but I was so turned on by the sight of their beckoning bodies that I just couldn't. Truth be told, I too felt the indica and wanted them to go further, but all of us would have to answer for our actions in the morning and what would that sound like?
Camille came out of her daze and peeled her body away from his, only to have Kaden pull her back against him. As their bodies came back together her face splashed with gentle arousal, her mouth dropping open and her eyes fluttering closed. The pot, the wine, the music, the starry night, the enchanted fire and patio, the dancing and the feel of Kaden's virile physique coalesced into a force too strong to resist. She wasn't just fending off Kaden, the burning tingles racing down her thighs and up her body were suffocating her prudence and aching for more.
I decided it was high time to come to her rescue and moved my iPhone in for a closer shot, while instructing, "Smile for Jane" They both looked at me, their deep glowing eyes bothered by my interruption until they saw the camera and then they quickly emerged from their tepid lust to strike an exaggerated pose. Their smiles were big and toothy, and then they switched to another pose, Camille dipping to the floor in the splits, the back of her head right in front of his crotch. He pointed one finger towards the sky, Saturday Night Fever style, and comically pinched his own nipple through his shirt. Laughter drowned out the music, with even the Canadians joining in. And just like that all their sexy play was once again a ruse to make Jane jealous. We all knew better, but open deception is how we keep up appearances and denial is how we maintain the status quo.
Kaden pulled Camille up, and declared, "This will put her on the next flight home." He slung his big arms around Camille's front, drew her in snug against him, and then repositioned his hands, one going up the other going down. He landed on Camille's tit with his right, and her crotch with his left. Camille's mouth shot open in protest as I tapped the touch screen photo button on my phone.
She broke away from Kaden, wrapping an arm across her chest and protecting her privates with her hand as if she were totally nude.
"Oh my god," she screamed out laughing. "Kaden you are the biggest asshole."
"Please tell me you got that, Alex."
I had, and I pulled up my photos to see the moment was even funnier frozen into an image. I'd missed that Kaden had bitten her neck, or at least had given her neck an open mouth kiss. But it was Camille's expression that made the image preciously hysterical. Out of context she appeared to be singing. As if being groped had her break into a song. And now it was clear Kaden had fully groped her. The hand on her crotch only jokingly hovered over the area, but his other hand had truly squeezed her tit, the nipple area swelling between his fingers and thumb.
"Dude, send it to me so I can send it to Jane."
Camille was so embarrassed she pleaded for him not to. But there was no stopping him, and Kaden asked us what to text with the picture.
"The picture pretty much says everything there is to say," I surmised.
"Are you really sending that to Jane?"
"Of course I am. But I need something to go with it."
"Jesus! If you're actually sending it, then tell her she needs to come home and collect her manchild before I tie his balls to a tree."
"I know," Kaden shouted exuberantly, brushing off Camille. He then read his text aloud as he typed it, "Get home soon," he paused to catch up typing, "or the next image," he paused again, "will be an ultrasound."
He hit send as Camille made a grab for his phone, only to have Kaden lift it out of her reach.
"You idiot, what does that even mean?"
"It means I'll put a baby in that sexy belly!" He called out to the Canadians, "You understood it, right?"
"Oh yeah," Matisse laughed. "You're in zero danger of being subtle."
Camille leaned her head against my shoulder for support and brought me back into the sane world. She staggered back a step and I circled my arm around her waist for support. I'd been unconsciously aware that her laughing sounded off, almost a hyperventilation. I'd automatically attributed it to her being picked on at the time, with everyone having glossed over Kaden's inappropriate groping to highlight how funny her expression had been, but now it was clear something else was going on.
"Wow, I just got the craziest head rush."
She staggered again and I put my other hand behind her head. And just like the time she'd passed out in Kaden's jacuzzi, her pupils were unsteady, like the filament of a light bulb before it goes dark. Was it the weed? The wine? I crushed her against me, wanting to give her some of my life force, all of it if need be.
She pulled away. "No, no, sorry, I think I just need air."
Kaden pointed out how hot it had been dancing by the fire and then hurried inside the building to get water. Heat, wine, pot and hunger is what got her last time. Although she'd eaten earlier in the evening, so maybe it was a combination of the first three. It didn't matter, she just needed cool air and so I led her to where the stone slab of the patio stepped down into a dirt clearing behind the lodge. A rope of lights laid around the perimeter and separated the packed dirt from the rocks and black oak and pine trees that held back the darkness behind them. A cool wind blew between the gnarly trunks, and Camille's eyes refocused. The rope of match tip size bulbs stuffed into flexible plastic tubing didn't cast light more than a few feet, creating a dim, even under lighting that reflected as a circle in her pupils. At one end of the clearing was a break in the glowing rope where it opened into a path. With my arm still around her waist I walked her in a circle until she pointed us towards the path and we proceeded down it.
The lights continued along either side of the narrow trail. It was a tight S curve and then a bend. The little lights seemed like a magic barrier to the fairytale-like woods surrounding us. Camille was steady on her feet by the time we hit the bend. We heard rustling in the branches of an oak some thirty feet into the darkness. There was a final S curve and then we reached a wooden deck built out over a small drop. I could hear water running as we walked onto the deck and I realized it was flowing directly underneath us. We leaned on the railing beside one another and watched streaks of moonlight dance upon the black current.
"This must be part of the lodge. It's probably really pretty in the daytime."
"It's amazing right now," she added.
It felt ten degrees cooler standing over the small stream. We saw green eyes peek up from a log on the opposite bank, probably a raccoon or possum. Crickets drowned out all sounds from the lodge. Camille was at a hundred percent so I pulled her in for a hug.
"You scared me."
"I know, I'm sorry."
"Don't be stupid, you don't have to be sorry for shit. But what happened? Do you know?"
"I'm not sure." She sighed and turned back to the railing. "Can we just watch the water for a bit?"
We stood there under the moon and amongst the crickets until she started rubbing her arms to keep warm. I wondered how the rest of our trip would play out. I finally chanced asking if she was angry at Kaden.
"For what?"
"Grabbing you like that."
"It's Ok, Alex, I'm a big girl."
"You sure? Funny or not he knew that was out of line."
"It's my fault. I let him think he could get away with it and so he did."
She swirled around and looked up through the pinetops where the moon lurked like a giant possum's eye. She'd defended women in similar situations, so it really bothered me she'd said it was her fault. I loved her warrior attitude. I loved the idea of a woman so in control suddenly losing control during sex, and I certainly didn't want my wife to be complacent about shit. I turned to face the water beside her and wondered what she saw down there beyond the blackness. Maybe a fire. Maybe just blackness.
"I don't want to play the game anymore."
She spoke so soft I barely heard her over the sound of the steam and the crickets. "To be honest," I began and then waited for her to look up. When she didn't I simply addressed the side of her face. "To be honest, I kinda feel like we've progressed past playing games."
"Then what are we doing?"
"Having fun? Living an adventure?"
She finally did look up from the water. "You know, if I could have sex with some hot guy just for the sake of having sex, I'd probably fuck a lot of guys. Is that what you want?"
My dick stirred. Apparently part of me did want that. "A lot of guys?" I questioned, faking my concern and hoping to goad her into more on that revelation.
"Alex, I know you try, but you have to understand everything is different for a woman."
"I think I understand."
"You don't. Look, remember the last time Kaden came over and you stayed upstairs. And when he left you said you'd wished I'd dropped my towel. But when I asked about what would've happened next you backed away from the idea because Kaden would've held it over you. You were worried about your pride, remember?"
"Yeah. Yeah I remember."
"Well, women feel like that all the time. And when I'm physically attracted to someone who is basically the antithesis of everything I can't stand, it can be really tough. It splits my brain right down the middle."
I found myself intensely entranced by my wife. Everything about her in that moment drew me into her and I kissed her hard on the mouth.
"I would never judge you, no matter what. You know that, right? And I could never think less of you for following your passions." I passed a thumb over her cheekbone. Camille was simply stunning.
"And I feel the same way towards you, Alex. But what are we doing here?"
"Being supportive, I suppose. Holding each other's hand through all the craziness."
"Are you saying you want to be there to hold my hand while Kaden bangs your wife?" She joked, unaware she'd basically read my mind in that moment yet again.
"I'm going to do a lot more than just hold your hand."
Her smile faded and lust flashed within her eyes. "Oh," she said in an unsteady voice. She looked about my face, searching for a hint of doubt. As her blue eyes bore into me, glimpses of what our evening might entail caused my hands to flinch, and I quietly chickened out, smiling as if it had all been a joke. "You know, you'd better quit kidding around or one of these times I'm going to forget you're kidding."
Chapter 20: A Shared Room
Someone had fed it logs but the fire burned for nobody, the patio dead, no Canadians and no Kaden. No sign of them at the inside bar either, just a guy reading something on his phone, an empty drink across from him and a full one in his reach. I got us a couple of waters, assuming Kaden had used the restroom and would be coming back to find us. "Maybe he's deep in some Canadian pussy right now," I said, grinning cleverly as I handed Camille water. Camille looked in the old guy's direction, ensuring he hadn't heard before she giggled dismissively. I couldn't help but read her underlying disappointment. "Lost him to the Great White North." I checked my phone for a message and then gave him another fifteen minutes before we headed towards the front parking lot to rule out the fool having driven off.
As we passed the lobby I spotted him sitting in a big padded chair with a double scotch. He stared at a picture on his phone, but closed it down when he sensed us approaching. I only caught a glimpse of the image, just enough to see it was him groping Camille.
"You OK, Camille?" he asked as he stood up. A pink glow in his cheeks led me to suspect it was his second scotch since we'd abandoned him for a walk in the woods.
"I got us a room. We're like an hour away from the Dandelion, so I thought we could just crash and head back in the morning."



"Just one room?" Camille asked, her voice climbing with curiosity.
"Three hundred a pop, so I just got the one. Double queens though. But if your wife's still mad at me, Alex, they probably have more."
"What makes you think I'm mad at you?"
"Oh, you're mad at me. I've seen you fly into a rant over some guy for just ogling your tits."
"You're drunk, Kaden."
"Drunk on power!" He toasted the empty air.
"I'm pretty sure it's just the scotch," Camille derided.
"Admit it, Camille, you kinda liked it—my joke."
I expected her to laugh in his face again, instead she stayed quiet for a moment and then somberly answered, "I should probably be madder than I am."
Kaden smiled dumbly, too drunk to extract her meaning. My dick twitched and I stayed quiet, giving her space to strike again. He finally shook his phone, which had been pinched in his hand the entire time, and said, "Jane just got off the beach and saw my text. It's three-thirty in the afternoon in Australia and she's jet lagged like a mother."
"Is she hopping on the first flight back?" I asked, doing my own impression of Kaden's cocky smile.
"Ha! I'm learning she's not the possessive type." He took a deep breath, and let it out as he spoke, "Jane thinks someone as classy as Camille deserves better than being inappropriately harassed. Her words, not mine. She's officially offended on your behalf, Camille. She respects you. Everyone loves Camille."
"Well you can tell her the respect is mutual."
"But her friend Miranda says she should move on. Do Australia as a single woman. Why the fuck is Miranda saying anything? She should go suck another twenty dicks and shut up."
At this point Camille asked for a sip of his scotch and then slyly held on to it as we headed to the elevator. When Kaden had initially mentioned the one room, I'd flashed on the three of us crowded onto a single queen size and my hands flinched reflexively as they had before. I swallowed hard, driving my unwanted desires down until they barely simmered in my blood. Even if my heart could fully commit, the impending break up between Kaden and Jane had become clear and it wasn't the time. Also, he was drunk as shit.
The room was nice, wood planked walls coated in a clear varnish that forever sealed in their yellowish, sappy youth. The whole building was constructed out of the same wood, like they'd clear cut an area and then used the remains to build a monument to its demise. Kaden flipped on the TV and then flopped on the bed. Camille has a thing about hotels, even nice ones, and she demanded Kaden to get up so she could strip off the thick cover.
"They don't wash these," she said, pinching it like it was toxic. "It's really gross."
She piled the bed cover at the foot of the bed and then we removed ours. We were both a little surprised to see Kaden stripped down to his boxer briefs and sprawled out on top of his blankets and sheets. There were only four TV stations and then a bunch of pay-per-view, and while Camille stepped out onto the balcony to sip the last of Kaden's scotch, Kaden selected a movie off the adult content menu.
"Are you fucking serious, man?"
"This looks good! Come on, this shit'll be funny."
We hadn't bothered to get our jackets from the car, and Camille shivered, her sweater top and tight black skirt exposing lots of bare skin to the late night wind. I stepped outside and wrapped my arms around her waist, as we took in our fourth floor view. The ocean was black in the distance, being tickled underneath by the tips of even blacker pine trees. The moon had inched its way up and shined straight down from the center of a sky glittering with stars.
Someone had lined up pebbles on the wooden railing, leading me to believe a family had been the last residents of the room and the pebbles placed by germy little hands. When Camille and I were alone and only speaking of other lovers, everything flowed like silky cream. But maybe those fantasies simply lacked the immune system to survive real life. I picked up one of the pebbles and tossed it as far into the trees as I could. I scooped up the rest, divided them between us, and then we both hurled them into the woods, listening as they swooshed through pine needles and knocked on branches.
The cheesy, electric guitar theme for the movie died down, and Kaden called out that we were going to miss it. Camille leaned way over the edge and asked if this was really happening.
"He's not going to watch it. He's just trying to make you crazy."
We stayed out on the balcony, unfortunately the quiet made it impossible to ignore the dialogue from Kaden's movie and I found myself following the plot of a porn instead of relishing a moment with my wife.
From what I gathered a football player was harassing the school valedictorian because she got his teammate Beef suspended for copying answers off her boyfriend's test.
"Our football team is nothing without Beef and Clarksdale High is nothing without football."
Paper rustled and then the girl shouted for him to give it back.
"What's this? 'Vote Annabelle for student body president!' Are you kidding me?"
"I'm not kidding. I'm exactly the type of person this school needs and everybody knows it."
"I'll tell you what. I'm going to run for student body president. And if you win, I'll tell Beef to leave your boyfriend alone. But if I win, I get to bang you in the boys locker room. Deal?"
"Nobody will vote for you, Richie. Nobody even likes you."
"Then it's a bet! See ya around, Annabelle."
"Jesus," Camille exclaimed at the TV's audio. "Is that really what guys consider hot?"
"It loses a little something without the visuals."
"I was sure he'd be asleep by now."
"Maybe he's sobering up."
"Fantastic!"
"He's angry about Jane. He's just acting out against her whole gender. Want me to have him turn it off?"
"Not if he gets some weird satisfaction in thinking he got to me."
"Alright then. Actually, I'd kinda like to know if Anabelle makes student body president."
"You're such a goof."
As we surveyed the dark forest below, the hoot of an owl came from just a few trees out. It seemed a complaint over the latest TV plot development, in which Richie was having expletive laden sex with the teacher in charge of the election committee. And Camille leaned into my arms for both warmth and love, as the amplified sounds of penetration made the wind feel like someone's breath and the leafy woods fluttered like it was alive and tingling.
"I give up. I'm going to get a rinse. See if we can get our own room."
I followed her in, pulling the sliding glass door closed behind us. She took a path directly in front of the TV, forcing Kaden to watch her pass. She added a little oomph to her sexy stride just to be cruel. His eyes broke from the TV long enough to follow her until she disappeared around the corner.
"Hey Camille, think you could get one of those glasses out of there and bring me some water?"
To my surprise she returned with full glass, dipped her finger into it and then flicked the water on Kaden's nose before handing it over. She then spun and headed back into the bathroom.
I sat on the second bed, and from my vantage point I could see the doorway to the bathroom. She stood in it and listened as Kaden apologized to me but said he couldn't resist pushing her buttons.
I stared past Kaden's feet to my wife as she grabbed the hem of her sweater and lifted it over her head. Her tits were pert enough she hadn't needed a bra, and she stood there bare chested and then twirled a finger around her lissom nipple as she stepped back out of sight towards the shower.
I laid back, picked up the old style phone and punched the front desk button. I kept my hand over the receiver to mask out the sound of the porno as a hostess set me up in the room next door to Kaden's. I thanked her, and she said someone with a key for the room would be up shortly.
With that out of the way I lay back on the bed and watched the porn with Kaden. It had progressed to something of a plot point. Ritchie was trying to earn the endorsement for student body president from the captain of the basketball team, who happened to be the most popular guy on campus. He approached him during basketball practice and called him out in front of his whole team, challenging him to a pushup contest. The deal was if Ritchie beat the captain the fit tall senior would offer his endorsement.
As the two muscular guys got into a prone position on the court, Ritchie waved a hand at two girls standing near the gym entrance. The group of sweaty men in Clarksdale High uniforms parted to let the sexy creatures through.
"What's this?" asked the basketball captain, tracking the petite blondes dressed in bandeau tubes and low rise shorts.
"They can't weigh more than a buck-ten each, so I thought I'd make things a little more interesting."
Camille entered the room in nothing but a towel, stopping at the edge of Kaden's bed to glance at the TV just as the two women kneeled on the backs of the competing jocks. Kaden gave her a slow once over, treasuring the sight of her body, and then he crawled off the bed and onto the carpet beside Camille's feet. He propped himself on his arms and called up to her, "Get on. I can whoop both these fucks."
"I'm more than a buck-ten, Kaden."
"Doesn't matter, I'll still whoop 'em."
She looked at me from across the way and inquired with her eyes as to the status of our room. I gave her a big thumbs up. She then narrowed her eyes and formed a wicked grin, before telling Kaden that he'd been warned as she began sitting herself down on top of him. The towel she'd wrapped around her body barely covered her butt, and as she came into a sitting position it rose up so her bare ass took a seat on Kaden's hard, underwear clad buns. Seated with her butt on his she brought her knees up and positioned her feet by his shoulders. She reached down and grabbed his waist to keep herself balanced as Kaden lowered his rigid body to the ground.
Kaden grunted as his beefy arms powered them both upwards. Camille shrieked, leaned forward and laughed as the angle of his back shifted and caused her to momentarily lose balance.
"One," shouted the audience of big-eyed basketball players on TV. "Two! Three!"
Kaden held his own against the two muscular porn stars, looking every bit as strong. He asked Camille if she was a valedictorian and I knew right then he'd developed an association between the esteemed Anabelle and my well respected wife. Anabelle had yet to do anything nasty in the film, but surely it was coming, and when it did, no doubt Kaden would be thinking of Camille.
The contest in the porno then took a turn as Ritchie winked upwards at the girl on the captain's back and she pulled her bandeau tube down to reveal two perky tits. The girl on Ritchie's back followed suit, exposing her slightly larger tits that shook each time he'd lower her body to the ground.
The girls then reached for one another from across the guys' backs, and leaned over far enough for their lips to meet. They began to French and fondle one another, eliciting an approving series of groans from the surrounding basketball players. The sound of his teammates alerted the captain to the action taking place on his back and, when he looked up to see the petite blonde on his back taking the other girl's nipple into her mouth, he suddenly couldn't look away. I immediately knew their antics were going to cost the captain the contest.
"Kinda indicative of life," Kaden remarked as he eked out another push up alongside the TV characters. "A man supporting a woman only to have her become his downfall."
"Except I'm the one up here in danger of falling."
"Ha! You know I would never let you fall."
Camille lifted a foot from his shoulder and tickled his ear. Kaden turned his head and nipped at it as she screamed.
The girls on TV had slid a hand into each other's shorts and moaned into each other's faces as their fingers probed into their clean-shaven pussies. When I looked back at Camille she was staring right at me with spitefully puckered lips. And then, she licked her lips, closing her eyes and opening her mouth in a look that mocked the two girls on TV, who moaned and squealed profusely as they wildly fucked each other with their fingers. Their shorts were pulled down to their knees and their young pussies glistened with satisfaction.
"Are you following along back there?" Kaden asked, looking very pleased with himself.
Camille, only because Kaden would never know, allowed her legs to part, and then reached down and lifted the towel in front, quickly revealing her bare pussy to me. She winked and I raised one eyebrow. Flashing me while on my oblivious friend was too fucking hot. Kaden watched the action on TV with an amused smirk, surely believing he was embarrassing the hell out of Camille, having no idea X-rated humor was playing out on his very own back.
She swung a hand between her ankles to brace herself on Kaden's straining lat as he pressed himself upwards, closing in on twelve. Her towel had risen up allowing me to see the entire profile of her naked ass, and left nothing to the imagination as her bare, toned cheeks squished down on Kaden's body as she forcefully grinded her tushy against him.
"Hold on! I can keep going," he said, mistaking Camille's movement for troubled balance.
I finally pulled my eyes from my wife to see the contest had ended on TV. The captain was now on his back with one of the girls seated on his face and the other fishing in his gym shorts for his cock. Ritchie leaned his face beside the captain's as he feasted on tender bald snatch, and asked one more time about that promised endorsement. Without freeing his face from between her legs, he gave Ritchie a big thumbs up while the other girl swallowed his cock.
"You whooped them! You actually did it," I acknowledged, as I turned back to Kaden, realizing he'd out performed the two muscular jocks.
"Fuck, I've got a few more in me." Kaden sounded sharp again, as if the porno and exercise had entirely sobered him up. His triceps popped out like the handholds at the Endless Face rock climbing gym, and his skin was starting to glisten with sweat. He turned his head back toward Camille but his swollen shoulder prevented him from turning far enough to fully see her seated form. He then joked in a breathy but cocksure voice, "There's your challenge!" His joke was in reference to the pornstar now sliding her mouth down the length of the captain's enormous cock.
"Dream on." Camille then caught my eye, and mocked the pornstars' ridiculous passion while sucking on her finger again. She then spread her knees, wider than before, and once again lifted the towel, providing me with a clear view of her juicy pussy. She brought her foot back and using her flexibility and perfected balance she used her finger tip to swirl saliva over her own big toe. She then proceeded to kick forward and stick her big toe back into Kaden's ear.
"Yeah, that's the sexy stuff," he said as she wriggled the wet toe around in the perfect toe sized bowl. He tried to pretend as if it didn't tickle, and when she didn't stop he added, "You realize as soon as I'm done you're in for a world of hurt."
He then rocked his hips left and right, messing with her balance so she had to return her foot onto his beefy supportive shoulder.
Kaden stopped doing pushups, staying in the up position with arms fully extended to watch the girl on TV go all the way down on the guy's cock. "Shit, she must've had her tonsils removed."
"Always the pervert, Kaden."
"You have no idea, girl," Kaden retorted, and spun his head backwards, coming dangerously close to seeing my wife's spread legs and her exposed vagina.
Camille quickly shut her knees together, nearly tumbling to the side as Kaden went back to watching TV and dropped his chest to the floor for another rep.
"That girl is definitely out of your league, Camille," he said as the petite blonde swallowed more of the huge dick like it was nothing.
Camille gave the back of his head a dirty look. "Why don't you show me how it's done, Kaden."
"Ha," he laughed. "Watch it, or I'll have to show you what this mouth was born to do." His meaning was wide open to possibilities, all very bad.
"Oh, is that so."
She thinned her eyes at him, as a truly wicked smile spread outwards. She had something in mind and I was scared to know what. She glanced my way with a smirk, before returning her gaze to the back of his head and spreading her knees completely to the side. She leaned forward, bringing her face close to his wavy blonde hair. With full sexy lips she gently blew at his neck seductively. She ground her hips over his ass again as his hair fluttered under her breath. Kaden's triceps and chest started to shake, and one slow fitful pushup later I knew he was through.
Instead of collapsing he bent his legs so that he was on his hands and knees. The sudden shift in height and angle meant Camille had to quickly drop her feet from his shoulders and onto the floor, which left her seated on top of him as if riding a horse. Kaden then straightened up his back and got his legs into a position to stand, Camille leaned forward, countering his motion, and she reached her arms over his shoulders to keep from sliding off. The towel wrapped around her slipped up past her hips, as she positioned herself for a piggyback ride. I couldn't see, but her naked vagina had to be pressed against his low back. She succumbed to the giggles once Kaden secured her on his back by grabbing her thighs.
Kaden took a deep breath and shook out one of his trembling arms, its muscles bursting with lactic acid buildup. Camille mussed up his hair and said, "Is my good boy all tuckered out from his pushups?"
Kaden ticked his head down with a conniving laugh and I knew it meant trouble for Camille. He backed up against the bed and then allowed himself to fall backwards. Camille landed on the sheets with a shriek and Kaden tumbled over on top of her, his big beefy body pinning her to the mattress. Both of them were laughing. I was laughing. Her arms and legs were spread to either side, the only part free of his weight. Her chest flattened under his back and her naked pelvis was smothered by his bare waist.
She lightly hammered his shoulder and yelled in a fit of laughter, "Get off me, you big oaf."
"I don't think I can get up after all those pushups."
"You weigh like a million pounds. You're crushing me."
"Alright, alright," he conceded, and then to my surprise and Camille's horror, he didn't lean up and off her, but instead rolled his body over so he lay face down. He also slid up so her face was beneath his. The motion had pulled her towel even further up her frontside, so the bottom gathered around her belly button. With nothing but his underwear separating their bodies, his big dick was treated to a feel of her sensitive pussy. He'd mauevered into the classic missionary position, essentially situated to fuck my naked wife.
My heart raced as I lay on the opposite bed. Sure, we'd talked about this earlier but I'd let the idea go, and I quickly found myself conflicted all over again. My dick was throbbing but I also had a nervous lump in my throat and a growing sense of panic. My hands involuntarily flinched but the rest of me couldn't move. I could only lay there and observe. The more I resided in the fact I wasn't going to stop them, the more comfortable my body became and I melted into the bed.
He began to lift himself off her using only his arms, and joked, "Oh man, all those pushups, I'm too weak." He collapsed back down on her, causing her to shriek with laughter again. I could see his underwear pinch between his butt cheeks. It might've all been a joke but the joke entailed a butt-clenching thrust between my wife's legs. He made another attempt to get up with the same results, only this time he appeared to thrust hard, followed by a much softer slow thrust. It was so brazen I had to wonder if he wasn't wise to her surreptitious mischief during the pushups.



She pleaded for him to get off her again, and there was a notable shift in her laugh. Her plea was distressed, not in a fearful way, but with the timbre of someone losing self control. That last thrust, his cock rubbing against her aching pussy, left her beyond primed to accept the eager monster inside. Her arms reflexively moved across his back, hugging her would-be lover. The porno on TV was in full swing with the captain banging one of the petite girls hard enough to make their bodies slap. The sound pervaded Camille's predicament on the bed, offering an atmosphere of nasty overtones that made Kaden's inappropriate behaviour seem incidental.
Kaden began to lift himself up again, and his smile faded. Whatever move he prepared for next would be no joke. He was either going to fuck my wife or make her make him get off of her. And I had no idea if she had it in her to stop him. But a loud knock from the door caused all our heads to whip around between each other in a moment of pure confusion. When both of their eyes fixed on me, I shot up from the bed and fumbled for the remote to turn off the TV. Kaden finally did get up off my wife, momentarily leaving her exposed from the waist down before she smoothed the towel downwards and covered her bare pussy back up. Kaden grabbed a pillow and placed over his partial erection, which had hung stiffly inside his boxer briefs. They both sat against the headboard where the view from the door was blocked by a corner wall. I went to answer the door, remembering on the way that I'd asked for a room key to be sent up, and felt my panic de-escalate with every step.
The hotel guy stood there with a card key scissored between his fingers and three packs of toothbrushes held in the other hand. I did the same with a twenty dollar bill.
"Let me know if you need anything else, and we serve breakfast at 9:00 in the Sequoia Room." He stole a look around me when Camille and Kaden broke into laughter. I thanked him and let him go, and returned inside to see what was so damn funny.
Kaden had been trying to turn the porno back on to embarrass me and Camille had been fighting him for the remote. Kaden won out and the TV flashed back on as Camille climbed off the bed and came at me for the key. Despite their laughing on the bed and getting physical over the remote, it was clear the spell was broken and she'd returned to her senses. She was red with embarrassment over letting things go as far as they did, and she walked past me, taking the key card from my grip while proceeding to the bathroom to gather her clothes.
"Nighty-night" she offered Kaden along with a wave and then tugged me out of his room and into our own.
I brushed my teeth and she cleared the bed of its comforter and then she brushed hers while I set up the porno to stream on our TV. I could faintly hear the sounds of hard fucking coming from Kaden's room and grew curious if that was indeed Anabelle getting the raw end of the deal from Ritchie. Just knowing Kaden was likely beating-off to a character he associated with Camille made the whole thing highly erotic. I skipped past the basketball captain banging the two petite blondes and stopped at what appeared to be Ritchie's victory speech.
Camille emerged from the bathroom and walked through the hotel room totally nude, the light of the TV turning her skin blue and pink. It looked sensitive and yearning to be touched. Her lungs deflated with a sigh when she saw I had the porno setup on our TV now, but apart from giving me a look of patronizing disbelief she didn't object. In fact, she sashayed up to me and began helping me get out of my clothes.
I hopped back onto the bed and then patted the space next to me. Camille threw a knee onto it, her body silhouetted by X-rated pay-per-view, and then she climbed completely aboard. I came up to kneeling to give her a deep kiss, the kiss I'd been waiting all day to plant on her wine stained lips. I reached for her breast, my finger manipulating her nipple in circles. She hummed and sighed, and became so relaxed her neck went limp and her head fell back.
As my tongue traveled to Camille's nipple, I caught the actress playing Anabelle, who was a cute brunette with glasses and a cardigan, and when she heard the announcement that Ritchie had won she pushed the glasses up her nose, turned around and headed quickly for the exit in the back of the auditorium. Before she could take two steps, however, she bumped into the massive chest of a huge black student.
The shot switched to the inside of a gym locker room with the big, black guy marching Anabelle in to meet Ritchie, who sat waiting on a bench.
Anabelle nervously pulled at the elbow of her cardigan sweater and then pointed to the big black guy in a shirt that read: BEEF: IT'S WHAT'S FOR DINNER.
"What's he doing here?"
"Easy, Anabelle, a quarterback never goes anywhere without his center guard."
"I thought he got kicked off the team."
The hulking guy leaned into her. "Yeah, thanks to you!"
Camille became momentarily distracted by the TV, and complained, "You know, I knew it would end this way but it still pisses me off."
"Good! Let's watch and have a nasty grudge-fuck."
She shook her head, brandishing her patronizing eye roll, yet didn't object as I eased her onto her back and hung her head over the edge of the bed, offering her an upside down view of the TV. I spread her toned legs and lowered my mouth onto her pussy. I couldn't tell if she watched or had shut her eyes to luxuriate on my tongue slickly climbing up her sweet pathway, but with my nose nestled into the soft strip of pubic hair, I had a perfect view of the screen looming just above Camille's tits.
The two big jocks flanked the little valedictorian as she adjusted her glasses and stammered, "I was thinking, maybe we can work something else out, Richie."
"Like what?" He asked as he lifted her cardigan sweater above her tits and Beef began to unclasp her bra from behind.
The girl playing Anabelle was really fucking hot. Her tits were natural and about the same size as Camille's. In fact, she and my wife had very similar builds. Her face was as pretty as I'd seen on prime time TV, and I had to wonder why, with her looks, she'd chosen to do porn. But as hot as she was, Camille was way fucking hotter. I inserted a finger beneath my tongue, and Camille hummed and put a hand to her forehead. Goddamn I loved my wife's pussy.
Anabelle tried to compromise by offering to have her boyfriend tutor Beef so he wouldn't have to cheat and wouldn't get suspended anymore. As she spoke, her bra dropped to the floor and Beef grabbed her tits.
"I got suspended because someone snitched!" He gave her tits a good squeeze to further emphasise his last word.
In my excitement I asked, "Kaden grabbed your tits. How was that?"
Instead of answering me she breathed heavily and pushed a finger across her lower lip.
Annnebelle, growing more and more desperate, pleaded that her boyfriend could tutor both of them. Her skirt then fell to the floor, Beef having unzipped it.
"You're the valedictorian, why don't you tutor us, Anabelle?" Richie asked, while inadvertently unzipping his fly.
"My boyfriend's the math wiz. I'm more of a Liberal Arts girl."
"I'm not majoring in math."
Anabelle perked up, "Really? Then maybe I can! What are you majoring in?"
"Oral Studies!" He pushed her onto her knees, whipped out his dick and commanded, "So open up and start tutoring!" He shoved his dick into her mouth. "Oh yeah, that's it. Oh fuck yeah, tutor that cock. Oh yeah, there you go. Oh yeah all the way down on it. Oh fuck yeah, just like that. Oh fuck, tutor my big cock all the way down your throat!"
Camille used her stomach muscles to pop up to sitting and then scooted her butt back away from my mouth. "This movie is bad. I mean it's really bad." I nudged her back down so her head hung over the bed again, and returned to eating out my wife.
On screen, two porn sized cocks poked into either side of Anabelle's close up. She alternated between sucking and licking one while jerking off the other and then switching it up.
Camille called out, "Oh my God, those are the biggest dicks."
The trepidation in her voice wasn't without merit, the guy playing Ritchie and the even bigger guy playing Beef, had the cocks that made my gender bow down in respect.
"Bigger than Kaden's, you think?"
"I don't know." She tilted her head bashful-like. "He felt pretty big."
Holy shit, my mind flashed back to him grinding his cock against her naked pussy and I stammered out a stupid question, "Y-you could feel it?"
"Uh, yeah! Obviously."
"And it felt big? As big as those two guys?"
"Hard to say. Maybe?"
She was teasing me for sure, but my brain felt like it was boiling inside my skull and a rush of endorphins left me too dizzy to pry further. I dragged Camille on top of me. She monitored the screen as she crawled over me and, without being asked, began to assume the same reverse cowgirl position as the candid porn star. She might've complained how misogynistic and horrible the movie was but she had no problem fucking right along with it.
Camille was transfixed on the big dick sliding into Anabelle, but I favored the sight of my wife's body as she braced herself on her feet and hands about to take a seat on my erect dick. Camille is a beautiful woman, I just couldn't say that enough. The perfect posture of her shoulders, the roundness of her petite ribcage, her lithe neck covered by the wispy hairs that missed out on her ponytail, and that ass—that perfect fucking ass. No matter how much I'd worshiped her ass I could never appreciate just how incredible it truly is.
She eased that impossibly perfect ass down until I felt the wet, hot touch of her vagina on my engorged head. It had been a long wonderful day and its kiss revitalized my body. Her soft pinch of skin parted to take me in and the wetness I found inside triggered a wave of satisfaction and completeness that can only come at the end of an epic day. Like how a smell can unpack a box full of lost memories, sensations, and emotions coming back all at once, the endorphins coursing through my system carried a recap of the last seventeen hours. Waking up in a ritzy hotel, driving through the hills, all the people we shared wine with, Kaden dancing nasty with Camille, Kaden grinding his cock against her naked pussy, and ending the day in a different bed in a different hotel because we'd traveled so much further than we'd expected. Even the absurd porn was turning out to be a motivating companion to sex. Days like these couldn't be planned, and I squirmed against the bed as my wife settled onto my cock, preparing to capitalize on it with a long nasty ride.
Camille caught up to the valedictorian, who took a full nine or ten inches of Richie with outbursts of "Shit that's big. Shit, it's going to split me open!" Camille's ass came down in the same quick rhythm, her fleshy cheeks wedging between my inner thighs as her pussy played "now you see it now you don't" with my hard-as-iron erection. For a split second, there was cool air on the wet skin and then tight, heavenly warmth.
She rode me with determination, adding a wiggle in her narrow waist and digging her heels deep into the mattress. Her hands had moved from the bed to my knees, spreading my legs and giving her ass a flatter landing pad. She took me so deep her clit hit my balls, and she kept the unrelenting bounce going, the weight of her butt literally shoving the air out of me. Camille matched Annabelle beat for beat—Anebelle's ass producing a dull thud right as my wife's hit with a tighter reverberating smack, and her loud smack began to mostly drown out the thud.
Camille stopped, pulled her pussy off me, and turned around. She assumed a doggy-style position, and I made one adjustment—I pulled her around so that she faced the TV.
I then understood why she'd changed it up. The smallish valedictorian was on all four with Ritchie's cock shoved in her mouth and Beef plowing into her pussy from behind. The chiseled actor playing Ritchie held her head and pumped his fat cock into her mouth, as he shouted to his teammate, "That's it, Beef. Stuff that pussy like you have stuffed the ballot box."
Annabelle rose up to complain, "You cheated! I knew it!"
"I won. Maybe not fair and square, but I still won." He shoved his dick back inside her mouth. "Now suck some dick, Anabelle. Yeah, oh yeah. Oh yeah suck my big dick."
Beef fucked her with vitriol, maybe because she'd had him suspended from the team, or maybe because it was a porno. Whatever the reason, he rammed in his big, black dick, smacking her butt cheeks and making them bounce.
"My first order as Clarksdale High's new student body president," Ritchie gloated, "is to reinstate Beef as the Polecat's center guard!"
The two big studs high-fived over the valedictorian's back, as they pounded her at either end.
There was a shot of Ritchie from the waist up, and from my vantage point Camille's head was right where his crotch would've been, creating the illusion he was speaking into the room at Camille.
"Now suck some dick, Anabelle. Yeah, oh yeah, suck it you little straight A slut. Suck my big dick."
I knew Kaden was just on the other side of the wall, watching the same movie, imagining himself saying that line to Camille as he jacked his big cock.
"Betcha Kaden is loving this scene."
Camille's fit ass came back hard, using my cock to beat her growing horniness into submission.
I leaned over her arched back and whispered into her ear. "Speaking of which, he made some pretty strong moves in his bed tonight."
"Oh-oh god I can't believe he did that."
"I can't believe you flashed me your pussy while on his back."
"Uh-anything for you, Sweetie."
For me? Was she serious? I gave her ass a good reprimanding spank, and then pressed, "If the guy from the hotel hadn't come to the door would you have let Kaden go further?"
"Oh-oh god did you want me to?"
"I thought you were going to claw his back apart."
"Oh God, babe, I thought he was going to fuck me for real."
"And you clawed his back because you wanted him to, didn't you?"
"Oh God, yes. Are you mad?"
I fucked her harder, letting her know what an impact her admission had on me. I couldn't believe what she was saying. I needed a moment to take it all in and focused instead on Anebelle's demise. Not much had changed, the two hung football players were still violating the hell out of her as she kneeled on the bench, but they'd switched—Ritchie pounded her pussy from behind while Beef fed her his giant black monster with both hands clutching the side of her head. I matched Ritchie thrust for thrust, but Camille brought me back to reality when she purred out, "Uh-God! He literally crushed his cock against me. Uh-oh-what was he thinking? Uh-the asshole came so close to fucking me."
And then she moaned, "Mmmm," and lowered her chest to the bed and presented her ass even higher. I brought a leg up beside her, planting that foot next to her knee. I grabbed a handful of her ponytail with my left hand and pulled her head back. Her tits were against the mattress and her ass up so high it seemed like her thighs had elongated. It was the position of her hips doing it, Camille having rocked them upwards, pointing her butt towards the ceiling. My dick sawed into her vagina as I swung my body into hers so hard that any other bed would've been squeaking in distress, but that hotel bed was built like a warship. Our bodies moved with such force the mattress swayed and yet not a sound from the ironclad bed frame. But our bodies were not quiet. The tight reverberating smack of her ass on my thigh became so loud it was ridiculous. And Camille was all breathy moans and utterances of "Oh God yes!"
"Beef, I'm making you Vice President Of student council," Richie grunted, my attention momentarily back on the porn. "And I nominate Anabelle as secretary." Both guys were pounding into her fast and hard and rocking their come faces. "All those in favor drain your balls in this straight A slut!"
Camille squealed out anticipating I was also on the verge, "Oh fucking God! Uh-my fucking God-uh! Fuck me hard-uh! Hard like that-uh! Yes-uh! Yes-uh! Fuck-uh! Oh fuck-uh! Uh-fuck! Uh-fuck! Uh-uh-uh-oh-uh-uh-uh-oh-uh-uh-uh-oh fuck yeeeeees!"
Beef erupted, unloading his come directly onto Anabelle's outstretched tongue. He shot off four good blasts, the last of which missed and coated her glasses. He then shoved his thick, black cock into her mouth as she swallowed his come and cleaned his dick. Ritchie gripped her butt cheeks, gave her a few last strokes, the hardest yet, and then came with his dick buried deep, deep inside.
I followed suit, letting go of Camille's hair in favor of grabbing ahold of her athletic ass cheeks. I used my grip on her ass to fuck her sopping wet pussy as hard as I could. I was fucking possessed. She took an even more intense pounding than Anebelle. And then I came so fucking hard it felt like my skin was shrinking and I tingled from head to toe. My dick pulsed and I felt the squirt leave my cock and drown my wife's vagina. On the next squirt I saw Ritchie pulling out of Anabelle, her well fucked hole stayed partly open and housed a big glob of his come. I pulled out of my wife, watching my own come seep from her red swollen lips.
Ritchie gave Anabelle's ass a slap. Beef had stepped away and had already pulled on his shorts. Ritchie began to put on his as he declared the student body council meeting adjourned. "Until tomorrow," he said, as the camera zoomed in on the valedictorian's face. She hadn't moved, shellshocked from being fucked so hard, still on her hands and knees in nothing but her cardigan pulled up over her tits. Her mouth hung open, come dripping from the corner. Her eyes were rolled back in her head, like those big cocks had scrambled her brains, and her glasses were splattered in gooey white fluid. The shot switched to Anabelle's ass with Ritchie's come forming a long gooey drip from her snatch. Beef gave it a smack as he passed and headed for the gym exit, causing the drip to come free and fall. For the last shot the camera must've been set under her belly, looking out between her legs. The drip of come from her pussy was on the bench between her knees and at the very top of the screen another drip formed at her pussy. In the background Ritchie and Beef headed away down a long hall, chit chatting about high school bullshit, as another drip of come fell past their distant, blurry forms and splattered on the bench.
Camille and I opted for a different kind of ending. I held her in my arms and kissed her face, and I was so totally in love with her I couldn't stand it. She was surprisingly chill about the degrading porn in the background. Maybe it was such a farce that it wasn't worth her time. The sex had triggered her in other ways though, and none of them bad. I thought about what she'd said when we'd stood on the platform above the black water, about how her brain felt like it was splitting in two. She had a thing for antagonists. She just did. She nearly fucked hers tonight. It made about as much sense for my warrior wife to get off on Kaden or a porn with a Kaden-like attitude as it did me getting off on the thought of it. But there we were, making the best of it. Going deeper and deeper into a strange, new world.



We then pulled crisp sheets over our bodies and rested our heads on the too-soft pillows. The glass door was left open and the sweat evaporated from our skin as a cool breeze circulated past my face. We spooned and watched the stars above the pines creep around the earth. They sparkled like a festive parade of millions, all peeping in on us as we drifted off to sleep.
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Chapter 21: Skyward
October had arrived and rows and rows of bikes were chained up alongside the boardwalk for The Huntington Beach air show. I wasn't about to lock up my Trek in that cluster fuck and tried to find a break in the crowd of bodies so I could slowly pedal out. Taking off on my bike was meant to be an escape from everything in my life and it suddenly felt like an escape from something even worse. It was a mob in 3XL shirts to hide unmaintained guts, who carried chairs, tents and Costco party coolers. As much as I wanted to watch Blue Angels crack open the sky as they buzzed the shore at six-hundred miles an hour, I decided to skip the jets, head towards Surfside and quietly draw inspiration for my work solely from October's southern sun. Whenever I'd see pictures of movie stars lounging by the pool in big sun hats, I'd imagine days like this. It baked the skin just right, and I had a lot in the works and needed the kind of headspace only a bike ride in perfect weather could deliver.
The EA company in Mission Viejo had stopped calling. My contact had been a marketing guy named Benny. EA had been my biggest client all year and when I checked in Benny said they were going in a different direction. I'd filled up three sketchbooks with thumbnails just to get their initial attention, I'd brought in Javier to help with 3D renders for splash screens of the last logo, and put in so much overtime that the huge EA check probably broke down to fifty bucks an hour. But the point was to secure more business, and Benny made it sound like we had. and then, no, they are going in a different direction.
An air-show jet screeched overhead so close I could see the sky shimmer through its invisible exhaust. The sound almost made me take a spill—a long reflex inducing rumble of turbo jets, like God almighty was hocking up a loogie. If only I could come up with a logo as powerful and iconic as that sound I'd nail EA's next account.
I knew the project was "Scorched Raven" and had decided to work up ideas for it even though I'd lost their business. Like high stakes poker, if you're already in for fifty bucks on a low confidence hand and someone raises you a five, you make the bet just to see it through. So my sketchbook was in my backpack, and I was going to have sketches to tease Benny with by the end of the day. I was convinced I still had a chance. He'd take a second look. Benny wasn't a bad guy.
Surfside had a triangular island right by Anaheim Bay. I kicked it in the sand and watched the sailboats tacking and fussing with sails to travel in a dying wind. I sketched out jets from images on my iPhone, trying to incorporate the word Raven into them somehow. I kept coming back to the body of a Blue Angel jet with black feathered wings. I liked the idea but it was too busy even in the most simplistic form, so I kept going, trying different angles. Then I drew a picture of a cooked raven like it was a chicken and scribbled out' "SCORCHED".
Suddenly hungry for chicken, I thought about calling Camille to meet me for lunch. But she'd gone into the office. Pen Perot had finally thrown her a book suited to her talents. A cult leading preacher had slept with young girls in his congregation and one of them was speaking out. I could only imagine Camille was clawing her nails down the digital pages. She was focused, she hadn't posted to her Instagram account in four days. I then pulled up her Instagram on my phone, an urge to see if anyone had left a comment of interest. Before the page even loaded I shut it down. Five minutes had passed since my last doodle of a cooked raven. I put my pencil to the page and started drawing the profile of a jet. I wondered how it would look with a beak. Like shit? Yup, like total shit! I speared my pencil into the sand and slammed my sketchbook closed.
Fuck it! Fifteen minutes! Fifteen minutes of perfect headspace to deal with what really occupied my brain. and then maybe I could do better than a fucking fighter jet with a beak.
The truth was I'd grown preoccupied with making another movie with my wife. Ever since Camille and I went up north with Kaden and drank up our passion alongside all that damn wine—fucking to a porno, fucking like the porno, Kaden asleep in the neighboring room—I'd grown obsessed with filming her in the role of the ambitious valedictorian hustled into sex inside a boy's locker room. But there was more behind my movie idea than stealing the plot, because what truely made it so fucking hot that night was Kaden watching the porn, reading into the valadictorian's character, comparing her to my overachieving wife, and flirting with Camille as hot moans and explicit images of big cocks in wet pussies lit up the room and flooded our ears. Despite never penetrating her it was still such an overt sexual ordeal I couldn't get it out of my head.
I was obsessed with blurring those lines again. I didn't just want to make a hardcore film starring my wife, I wanted to show it off. I wanted my buddies to witness what a nasty freak she could be, and I already had a pretty good idea how I'd premiere it. The beauty being none of them would ever know they feasted their eyes on Camille's sexy ass getting smashed, I'd keep it all anonymous, maybe a mask. That's the part I'd need to convince my wife of, that was going to be the hard sell. Much, much harder than wooing over EA.
I watched sailboats leave the channel and I plowed my feet into the sand and fished out my phone. She picked up, sounding like she'd rushed to the tune of her ringtone. I caught her returning from a run and fresh out of Pen Perot's office shower. "Honey-Sweety-Pie," she answered with vibrant, bouncy energy. Pet names were not her thing so it was a total surprise and instantly calmed my nerves.
"What's got you in such a good mood?"
"Graham, if you can believe it."
"Graham, I thought he was ancient history?"
She explained getting into work, checking her email and finding an apology from the stuntman. It was one of many he'd sent to all the actresses and women featured in and involved with his book. In his apology he also disclosed donating a big chunk of his proceeds to a women's arts and theater college fund and was publicly challenging Pen Perot to do the same.
I found a break in her energy and I scanned the beach and made sure nobody was listening. "I want to make another movie."
"OK..." Her voice lowered to a whisper. "But you always want to make movies, why are you asking me about it now." I heard the door to her office close again and her volume return to normal. "Why are you asking me here?"
"This one's a little different."
"Hummmm, how do you mean different?"
I decided to ease into it and said, "Well, I thought it might be fun to do costuming. You know, like you could pretend to be a valedictorian."
She was silent when I finished, and I asked, "Thoughts?"
"Are you just trying to get me into a school girl outfit?"
"Yes. But I'm also borrowing a little inspiration from the movie we watched with Kaden." My dick throbbed just mentioning that night. "Remember that?"
"Ummm... wow! But if memory serves, weren't there two guys in that scene? Let me guess where this is going."
"Oh? You think you know where this is going?"
"You're offering me a freebie, right? As long as you can film it."
Involving another guy in the movie and double-teaming her was not at all where I was going, and she referred to it as a "freebie". I couldn't gather my thoughts quick enough for her and she cheekily surmised, "And this extra hunk would be Kaden? You really want to go there, huh?"
My mouth went totally dry. It felt like my tongue would crack if moved. "Would you? Are you saying you'd actually be down to fuck him?"
"Sweetie-Pie," she began, yet again with a pet name, and while not entirely serious she wasn't saying it mockingly either. "Sweetie-Pie, if that's what does it for you then of course I would." She left a final pause for me to get out of it before going on and completely shocking the air out of my lungs. "Then I guess I'd better start shopping for a costume."
As sweat beaded up on my forehead she spoke again, "Shoot, I have an incoming call, let me call you right back."
"Wait, wait, wait..." I finally returned to my senses just as she tapped to end our call, and my phone switched me back to my home screen. I dropped the soulless device in my lap. Holy shit, my head was spinning. Her voice had ticked up when she so quickly agreed to fucking Kaden. I wasn't prepared for that. I just wasn't ready! In fact, I was still processing one part of that night at the hotel in the wine country, and that was the sight of Kaden's tall, ripped body between her legs. When Kaden had been on top of her, his ass clenched and his crotch crushed against her naked pussy, it had become all too real for me. I'd mentally played it back so many times since it happened, recalling her deer-in-the-headlights-look exploding with unmitigated arousal and imagining it just a little more wanton and intense on each reimagining, until I was unable to recall what her actual reaction had been. And maybe it was just nasty talk during sex, but Camille admitted she'd been expecting him to shove his big cock inside her.
And, if I'm being completely honest, it wasn't the near sex experience that I found the most troubling. What I still tripped on was how easily she'd chalked up Kaden's behavior to alcohol and just kidding around. By the time we'd climbed into his Camaro for the hour's drive back to the Dandelion Inn, it was like nothing had ever happened. Even that's not accurate—she'd seemed more comfortable with him than she'd ever been before, and had leaned between the Camero's bucket seats the entire drive for a nosy heart-to-heart with him.
At the start of the drive he'd asked us if he should break it off with Jane. I'd shrugged my shoulders, but my wife came in hot with a personal perspective. She'd reached forward between us to turn down the explicit rap in Kaden's playlist and then related how there was a time when every guy she met thought he was going to marry her. She'd held her hand out, displaying our wedding band. "It really was ridiculous," she'd reiterated, "so I refused to date one guy at a time."
"Sweet Camille got around, huh?"
She'd slapped his big shoulder. "You're such an asshole. But you aren't wrong."
She'd run her fingers through my hair. "But as the guys I was meeting up with got a little older and a little more understanding, I realized I could lower my guard and try to date someone exclusively."
"Was that Alex?" Kaden had looked at me, and then I'd looked back at her, wanting to know the answer myself.
"There were a few candidates before Alex, and that's good, because I was a real bitch to them." She'd laughed in preparation for what came next. "After a long period of never getting too serious and just kinda hanging out with guys when I felt like it, it was kinda hard to just stop. I was definitely an awful girlfriend. One of them even called me a stupid whore on his way out."
"Whoa, what? Did you fuck some other guy?"
"Well yeah. Duh!"
"I don't believe it. I can't imagine you..." His eyes had gone suddenly thin and I remember feeling certain he had the realization Camille was as much to blame for what had transpired in the hotel as he was. "And you think that's what Jane is doing—adjusting to being with just me."
"I do. And be grateful she's just partying with her friend and not sleeping with her bartender ex-manager."
I'd never heard about the guys in between her years at Hooligan's and meeting me. And I'd never heard about her cheating on her old boyfriend with... well it had to be that Steve guy. It had to be after she'd quiet and within a year of us meeting, that she still banged at least one of the guys. I looked at her profile and barely recognized her at that moment.
Kaden had taken the time to turn his head around and ask if he could tell her something in strictest confidence.
"The only reason Jane is mad at me about fake grabbing you in that stupid picture is because you have better tits than her. Her friend Miranda saw your Instagram and is always in Jane's ear about it. I mean, it's hard to top your body, Camille."
"Shut up," Camille had said, blushing.
"You know it's the truth, and part of what you're saying might be true, but with Jane she'll only ever trust her daddy to take care of her. She's always going to run back to daddy's unconditional love. And Miranda will always say whatever it takes so she doesn't have to suck a bunch of dicks alone. I just don't see any way for this to work. I really feel like we're done."
Camille had placed hands on both our shoulders. "Well, you already know I like Jane, and I think you two really have something, but if you do decide to move on, I have a few friends—cute ones."
Kaden had looked back at her again. "I appreciate that. But you should tell all your girlfriends to lay low. After the shit Jane put me through I'm gonna go out there and beat on some pussy for a while." He'd grown a real self-satisfied smile as he returned his eyes to the road.
"You're such an asshole!" She'd laughed. "Well, when you're all done beating on pussy then maybe we can talk again." She'd then slid her hand down the front of his chest and smoothed down his tee shirt with her palm.
When she'd said that, I had to ask myself what was going on with my wife? Considering their conversation supervened a night where Kaden seemingly tried to fuck her it was shocking to me she'd offered to set him up with a friend. And in the days since then I'd grown more anxious about the situation as she began joking about it, referring to it as "the whole shebang up north". She'd been exceptionally wild that past Tuesday, stripping down to her bra and panties before I'd entered the bedroom, and then she'd greeted me by asking, "Feel like watching one of our movies?" The Beast had rested across both her hands as she'd asked. It had been clear the movie would be for my entertainment and the massive dildo for hers. And her enthusiasm for the toy once we'd got going had left her hoarse in the morning.
What really changed for me after "the whole shebang up north" was a wounding of my pride. Kaden hadn't changed, he was just as much of an asshole as he'd ever been, but my tough as nails wife had appeared to accept him as such, She'd stopped playing cruel games to make him suffer, and settled on being a flirty friend. Kaden had stopped by two nights ago to retrieve his tennis racket, and brought Camille another nice bottle of wine. She'd poured us all a glass and in her hoarse voice she'd told Kaden she hadn't drank wine since the whole shebang up north. I couldn't believe she'd used that phrase in front of him, and he'd snidely replied, "Don't go blaming the wine."
Their whole conversation had rubbed me the wrong way. There hadn't been the usual sexual tension, but it was gone for all the wrong reasons. Because I strongly believed that when Kaden had laid between her legs, he'd looked into those big fashion model eyes and had seen how badly my wife wanted that thick, hard cock inside of her. He could've had my wife, he could've plunged his hard meat so deep inside her tender, bare pussy she would've broken skin clawing into his back, and just knowing that she wanted it had been enough for him. That burning heat in her eyes had been all he needed to patch up the bloated ego Camille and I had chipped away at for months. And so just like that I'd lost the power to lord my ultra hot wife over him, and it truly gutted my pride.
And more than anything it was my wounded pride spurring me on to make a porno of my wife intended for an audience—an audience of Kaden and anyone else lucky enough to be in the room.
The way I'd planned it, Kaden, and whoever else was there to see it, wouldn't know who the little porno star was, but—I turned toward a seagull that had walked all the way from the water break, and yelled—"Their eyes are gonna unscrew watching her ass in action!" They wouldn't know. They wouldn't know all the wet skin they were drooling over belonged to my wife. They'd just know a husband's dick was up in there creaming his gorgeous wife's hot, hot pussy. I just needed to see their faces—all wishing they were the guy in the movie, and that guy would be me. That's all my pride needed to be whole again.
The seagull switched direction, running hurriedly and profiling me with one eye and then flew when my iPhone lit up from its resting place in the sand. I grabbed it as fast as I could.
"Sorry about that. Can't put legal on hold."
"I understand," I said. I really didn't.
"OK, so this is pretty wild, babe." She'd dropped the Sweetie Pie. She was being for real. "I guess I knew all roads were leading here, but you're serious about this?"
"Well, ah...." Once again my brain froze up before I could shut her down.
I could hear her breathe into the phone, relaxing herself. I dropped my face into my palm, feeling the blood pulse in my cheeks. Jealousy lit through me but I didn't want to correct her yet, I had to know how far she was willing to go. I took several long breaths with her, inviting the cool ocean air deep into my lungs.
"OK, well if you are serious, then I guess I can say I'm actually getting a little excited right now."
"So you wouldn't have a problem giving yourself to Kaden for a night?"
"You mean fuck him? After everything we've been through isn't it pretty obvious how I feel about it?"
"My god, Camille. Are you being serious?"
"That night in the hotel, when I could feel his big dick pressing against my pussy, all I've been able to think about is how good it would feel to have him inside me."
"Wait, slow down," I finally managed.
"What? Was I talking too fast?"
"No. Uh, yeah, just a little. But I.... Uh, this isn't quite what I'd had in mind."
"What do you mean, this is all you ever talk about? You're totally into this, I know you are."
"You're not following! Just hold off for a minute."
"Alex, alright, I get it."
"You don't, I-"
"Alex, alright! I get it! You're too easy."
"I'm too easy?"
"Yes! My God are you easy!"
"You were just fucking with me?"
"Duh! I'm really not obsessed with your friend's big dick, OK?"
I didn't know if I truly believed her considering The Beast lived in her nightstand.
"You suck so bad" I exhaled, shredding my anxiety.
She acquired a sensual huskiness in her voice, to kid, "Well maybe you shouldn't dream so much about me fucking the guy."
"Hardy-fucking-har. You got me, OK. But I was fucking with you too. I don't want anyone else in our movie."
"Well now I'm really curious. What mischief are you up to now?"
"Alright, here it goes. I figured out a way to show this film to Kaden anonymously."
"Jesus, Alex, I thought we agreed on no more of those games. It's mean. And especially after just breaking up with Jane."
"This has nothing to do with Kaden this time. He won't know it's you. I know I swore up and down I'd never show our movies to anyone-" She started to complain, and I cut her off with a burst of enthusiasm, "Just hear me out. We'd cover our faces. Remember when I showed Kaden that picture of you? I have it all worked out just like that. Nobody will know anything."
"He knew it was me in that picture."
"He won't this time."
"So let me get this straight, you are into me seducing Kaden, you're into pretending a big fake dick is him doing me, and now you want him to see me having actual sex? Babe, you want me to sleep with the guy, it's crystal clear. I don't understand how you can't see it."



"I know it's complicated. But... Look, you are so out of my league that every friend I have is jealous of me. Being with you makes me feel like I'm worth more than I am. But if he thinks he can have you then I feel like nothing again. And I've been feeling that ever since the whole shebang up north."
"Oh my god, Alex. He can never be a replacement for you. I can barely stand the guy most of the time."
"I know, I know."
"I've slept with other guys, babe, but I've never given them what I've given you. If you want to take pride in something then take pride in that."
"You're right. I know it. But you have to trust me that this will help. This will be the last game we play. I swear."
"I dunno... Why is showing it to someone so important if they don't even know who they're watching?"
"I..." My hands were trembling. She was so close to agreeing. I waited for a loud plane to fly along the shore towing a banner printed with, "Bring the world into your home. RCA". "OK, you have to believe me that Kaden stole some of my pride back there. A movie scores some of my pride back. Don't ask me to explain how, it just does."
Drawing out every word, she said, "And you are sure nobody will ever be able to trace this back to us?"
"I've gone over it a thousand times in my head and it would be totally untraceable."
"So if I understand correctly, you are into me being hot for other men, into them wanting to fuck me, maybe actually doing it or at least the thought of doing it, but you're also hung up on this wounded pride thing?"
"That's... That's exactly it."
"Can I say something about that without you getting mad? It sounds like pride is turning you into a big chicken."
I laughed.
"I'm serious. Your pride cares more about what will be thought of you than following your own desires. And I'm the most proud of you when you're chasing after your desires. And when you do, you satisfy me in ways I.... You make sex feel like an adventure. I've never had that with any other man. Half the time I'm worried I'm too boring for you."
"You could never-"
"I really couldn't ever conceive of anyone else as my husband, Alex. You know that, right?"
"Hey, you know without your support and without you pushing me past my comfort levels I really would be too chicken to chase after any of this. For as much as I love about you, that's the part of you I cherish the most."
"OK, but you have to realize this won't be the end of it. You won't be happy until I sleep with the guy, and I'd honestly feel better about doing that than continuing with these manipulative little games."
"But you'll do it. You'll let me show this movie to him?"
"I'll consider it."
"You'll actually consider it?"
"We'll see, OK."
"What did this wild woman do with the uppity woman I married?"
"Sweetie-Pie," she began in the same breathy, husky voice, "that woman and I are one in the same."
Chapter 22: Enter Lewd
8:00 PM on a Friday night and Penelope was still in the office. She was young and pretty, how could she not have a date or something. Alright that was awful of me, she was talented and ambitious, and had moved more work in the last month than Javier and I combined.
I sat at my desk, my noise-canceling headphones covering only one ear, simultaneously listening for Penelope and the soundtrack to the movie playing on my laptop. I was positive there was a moment during filming last week when we made a reference to The Beast, and I needed to ensure it was cut before Saturday night. After all the promises I made to Camille before she'd agree to any of this, I didn't want to even suggest I had a concern for our anonymity, and so I'd been combing through the movie in the office after hours making sure nothing could reveal our identities.
As the night had settled in, the darkness allowed people outside to see in through my office window, and so I had my laptop facing away from it towards the hall door. Our offices had an eighteen-inch wide pane of glass beside the door so the inside of my office was always visible from the hall, and as a result Penelope, Javier and I tossed out the idea of privacy altogether and just kept our office doors open, hence the reason I was listening so closely for Penelope. If she were to walk by... Well she'd never be able to unsee what I had going on on my laptop.
I'd reached the part in the movie where she'd gotten carried away and said, "Oh my God, honey, put The Beast in deep like that!" We'd started out fairly tame for a sex tape, but this movie wouldn't be for our eyes only, and just knowing that had turned me into a real sexual deviant. We'd rented a hotel with an ocean view off PCH in Capistrano Beach. Camille had brought her own sheets and towels, covering the surfboard themed comforter in freshly washed six-hundred thread count sheets. The white sheets had been a blank canvas for us to perform on and that we surely did. Our sex tape had gotten real dirty real quick with lots of vocal encouragement on her part. Only those who'd fucked Camille would ever recognize her sexed-up voice, her crisp words smothered by creaky moans into husky, labored mumbling.
She'd been on her back, her head rolling over the bed, pressing either cheek into the fake blonde hair that fanned out from her wig. Costume cat ears had been set over the wig, black fuzzy triangles fastened to a plastic headband. A black party mask had concealed the top half of her face with the exception of her big, fashion-model eyes, which she'd gone heavy on the cool eye shadow and thick with the black eyeliner. She'd also had a few hits of pot prior to filming and that. coupled with the make up, resulted in eyes tranquilized by lust. She had wet red lips like glazed cherries, which matched the nail polish she'd applied on both her fingernails and toenails the night before. With all that makeup and the blonde wig I'd hardly recognized her, and she'd looked slutty and sexy as hell.
Using my knee I'd had her right leg pinned back while her other leg stretched to the side, leaving a gratuitous view between them. And it was there The Beast plunged inwards, eliciting cries of pleasure from her glossed up mouth. I'd had a hand on the dildo and the other hand on my camcorder, filming back and forth between her face and the monstrous dick intruding into her wet snatch. Her pussy had weeped its natural juice over the hard shaft, catching light in long white swaths. And that wetness had added a sticky gurgle as the thick shaft slid deep into her vagina. It was loud, but the lubed-up visceral assault hadn't drowned out her out-of-control arousal, and if Kaden heard the amateur porn star call out his dick by name he'd surely become suspicious.
As I dragged the program's cut tool across that section of the sound channel my laptop screen seemed larger than ever, projecting a peach colored light throughout my dim office. From my open office door there would be no missing the close up of my wife's engorged vagina, stretched to the limits by the huge dark dick. I heard Penelope's chair squeak and reflexively made a grab for my laptop to shut the hinged screen over the keyboard. But then I heard her settle back into her chair and cautiously brought my screen upright again.
I clipped and snipped the small incriminating section from the soundtrack. My dick was hard and getting harder. I hit play, hunting for any more incriminating references to Kaden's cock. The thought of Penelope two open doors away as I watched a movie of my wife getting severely fucked by a massive dildo made it seem even dirtier in the wildest way. I thought about rubbing my dick just one time through my pants, just one quick rub. Instead I bit down on my thumb, completely consumed by the sight of my wife fucking a big dildo. The guys were going to freak out when they saw this.
The movie came to a long shot up the front of Camille's body, starting with the big dildo appearing extra massive in the foreground, beyond it a foreshortened view of her writhing torso that ended with her face peeking over her tits. The Beast was withdrawn in its entirety, so slippery her tight pussy practically ejected the last couple of inches while the ruby red tunnel closed up behind it. I'd then dropped The Beast's full weight on top of her pelvis with a thud. The thing extended to her belly button and I'd slapped it down a few more times in a very domineering way. It was so mesmerizingly erotic that I failed to hear Penelope, who stood at my office door.
"Whatcha watching?"
"Fuck," I said, scrambling to slam the screen shut.
The swiftness of my reflexes didn't matter at that point, her question and its playfully scolding tone meant she'd seen plenty before making her presence known. "Fuck, Penelope! Sorry! I'm so sorry!"
She was smiling, that was good. Her long red hair had short bangs cut in a straight line across her forehead, framing her eyes in a half square. The gentle crease under her bottom lid revealed both amusement and sympathy. She crossed her arms and leaned her hip against the door frame, her flimsy green dress twisting as she did so.
"It's alright." She then drew her fingers across her lips, zipping them shut. "Our secret."
I'd been watching the movie on my editing software, the same one Penelope used in her work, so she knew it wasn't some porn streaming off the internet. Camille's cat ears, mask and fake wig also made apparent it wasn't professionally made, not to mention the jerky handheld camera. I'd gone to extra lengths to make it look like an anonymous homemade movie untraceable to us, but the same amateurish aspects were a dead giveaway in my current situation. Why else would some guy be editing an amateur sex movie unless it was of a personal interest? The logical assumption to be made was of course the correct one—Penelope had to know the instant she saw my laptop screen that it was my wife's dripping pussy stuffed full of a massive dildo and it was my hand doing the stuffing.
My stomach knotted up and I thought I was going to be sick. I wanted to lie, but what lie could I have told? Instead, I sat there with my mouth hanging open, dumbstruck by her coolly posed form, like some fashion model cop on a totally implausible TV show.
Sensing my unease she spoke again, "So how long have ya been in the movie biz?" It was how she asked the question and how she cutely bit her tongue that made her position clear—she was deliberately making light of the situation and doing her best to let me know I didn't need to be as embarrassed about the ordeal as I obviously was.
Oddly her attempt at soothing me only nudged my embarrassment into anger. The heat already in my veins became suddenly pressurized under tensing muscles, and I blurted out defensively, "I don't know what you...". I caught myself mid sentence and stopped. Instead, I softened my tone and conceded with, "I don't know what to say."
"She's beautiful, Alex. It's OK, you don't have to explain."
It was exactly what I needed to hear. The anger unknotted and I sank back in my chair. My wife was a goddess, not a fucking slut. I had even more respect for my wife because of her hedonism, and Penelope just hinted at being of a similar mind.
"Honestly," she went on, "that shit is kinda hot."
"Thanks." My mouth had grown dry and the words scrapped over my tongue. "I didn't mean to bring it here. I just... It's not cool, I know."
"Relax, Alex. No foul. It's just the three of us."
It was true, our meager office consisted of three people renting space together, there were no policies to abide by.
She still had her hip against the wall and pushed out her perky tits to form modest tents in her sweatshirt, which featured the cartoon image of Rick and Morty being sucked into some kind of spiral time warp. She was going for the quintessential, sexy gamer girl and pulled it off to perfection. She didn't move as she glanced down the hall and then back to me. Not only was she OK with what Camille and I had done, she was turned on by it. Admittedly I can be slightly uptight around women, so she was likely having a total revelation about my affinity for homemade porn.
I suddenly found myself drawn to her glossy lips and the frame of red hair around her green eyes. On another level she was having wild success, her colorful cartoony art on point with the current zeitgeist, and with her artistic talents being duly recognized she'd gained a sparkly star quality. Having myself chased after EA's business only to learn the whole project was canceled I found that sparkle as alluring as her slender exhilarating body.
"I think I'm done for the night," she sighed, and the way her eyes thinned as she smiled made my dick throb. She was halfway out the door, with a hand floating inside my office, a gesture somewhere in between a wave goodbye and an invite to follow.
I imagined shoving everything off my desk and taking Penelope right there on the white laminated top. I'd start playing the movie on my laptop, drape Penelope's legs over my shoulders and fuck her as she watched my wife taking that huge dildo deep and hard. It was a wild, outlandish thought but then Penelope seemed awfully OK over my homemade porn.
Instead I offered to walk her to her car like a real gentleman. I packed up my laptop and grabbed my jacket. We shut off the lights as we exited the short hall and entered the common lobby and then headed out to the parking lot. I peered into Penelope's slitted eyes as I locked the door behind us, and I wondered if women weren't as different from men as I'd been led to believe.
We reached her car, and I gave her a hug goodnight. Having her soft body pressed to mine caused my body to respond with a euphoric warmth. With my hand on her back I spun my wedding ring by rubbing it with my pinky.
I broke our long hug and let her go. Moths circled the tall light overhead and their shadows made her face appear underwater. She drove off as I sat alone in my own car, thinking ahead to the next night and giving my laptop a slap.
Chapter 23: Man Down
I stood by Noel and Jimmy behind Kadiin's couch as Noel swigged his beer and semi-slurred, "I'm surprised so few of us married. I'm not fucking complaining, you know, but it's like what, four?"
"Yeah, in the tight circle it's four," Jimmy confirmed.
"Only four!" I repeated. "Camille's right, my friends really are all single."
Noel punched me in the shoulder. "It's because of you, motherfucker. You were the first and you set the bar too fucking high with your hot-ass mama."
Outside the house, Kaden verbally worked over our soon-to-be groom in front of a bunch of his buddies who'd squeezed into the jacuzzi. Calvin, the soon to be groom, grew up north of Huntington so a lot of faces were unrecognizable. He was half Filipino, and there was another guy who had the same complexion, features and even the same long, black surfer's hair, and I assumed him to be his brother.
Kaden stood on the edge of the sunken Jaccuzi like some kind of fearless general addressing his men down in the trenches. Jacuzzi lights lit him from underneath, as he paced through shadows cast by their soaking bodies. He'd started to grow his hair out again and had been straight up lifting weights to bulk up his rock climber's physique. He delivered a dark speech about how Calvin had better not go AWOL and he said it loud enough to hear inside the house.
"Women want to undermine our power and now we've got a man down." He spit into the grass behind him. "Trish is nice, Calvin, but watch how marriage suddenly gives her the right to tell you what to do. And she'll be inconsistent as fuck about what that is. But the one actual consistency in Trish and every other woman turns out to also be their Achilles Heel. They need dick." He paused to grab hold of his crotch. "Straight up need it! Trish plays coy but she'll do anything once you slay that pussy. Shit, Jane was on me about everything, but once The Beast was out she was all over it. Treated me like a king. And I know she regrets ghosting out. She's missing this dick right now. She's gonna come up a few inches short the rest of her life. So you'd better not suddenly disappear on us, Calvin, because you're the one with a dick, not Trish, and don't forget it."
There was one guy, about five-eleven, with the caked-on-muscle physique of a wrestler, who reached up to hi-five Kaden. The five other guys laughed, but I sensed some unease at the lack of jokiness or cohesion that pseudo-misogynistic, bachelor party speeches tend to have. It was a darker speech because Kaden had in fact ended things with Jane and he took it harder than I'd expected. He'd done it in a text, and then she ghosted him like he'd said.
He came back through the house and looked around, "Still no strippers?"
"It's not even nine yet," I said as he passed, and then added in a low voice meant only for Kaden, "Put on some porn or something,"
"Yeah, good idea. Why don't you put some porn on, Alex. Warm this place up for the strippers."
"On what? Can I stream it on the TV?"
"Yeah, I've got Apple TV and an iPad. Find some on the iPad and fucking mirror that shit!"
He directed me towards his iPad on the coffee table by the bookshelf full of small scale Camaro replicas. My hands trembled as I grabbed it and navigated to a webpage with the bold orange and black logo for Porn Hub. I went to the category drop down and looked at the list. Amateur. Anal. Asian. Blonde. Blowjob. Just reading through a list of sexual preferences and knowing an image of my wife was categorized under one of those hardcore headings made me want to take the iPad someplace private. I clicked just above "Anal" on the "Amateur" category. It took me to a scrollable list of thumbnails and I scrolled down it looking for the thumbnail of my wife. I tried to work fast, since my interactions were being displayed on the seventy-five inch screen and I really needed it to appear as if I'd made a somewhat random selection. I went to the second page and still didn't see it. I didn't know how the algorithm sorted the content, but assumed it attempted to find trending videos. I didn't see it on the second page either, which I thought was odd since I'd only posted it a few hours ago and newer content tended to trend.
Instead of going to the third page I skipped back to the first and scrolled through it a little slower. That's when I saw it, the thumbnail of a blonde Camille in a cardigan sweater, cat ears and a mask. I'd skipped over it because I hadn't thought to look in the very top spot. Holy fuck! My shoulders pulled inwards and my chest constricted as I saw the eyeball icon representing views and the 115K beside it. Shit! And it had only been up for three hours. I thought back on Penelope walking in on me at the office and catching me watching on my laptop. My panic at the time had been so fucking awful that I'd promised myself over and over I'd delete every movie we'd made. I even considered texting Camille and walking her through the process of removing it, because 115K, the thing was going to end up all over the internet if we didn't take it down quickly. But I didn't text her, I'd anticipated this moment far too long, my horniness on autopilot, and I tapped on the play arrow, full-screened it, and dropped the iPad like it was toxic. The giant seventy-five-inch screen in the middle of the room then lit up with an image of my wife standing in the middle of a hotel room unbuttoning her cardigan sweater. She carefully removed it from her shoulders to reveal a soft black bra. She tossed it aside and straightened up for a full length view of her beautiful body. Her youthful skin was a stark cutout from the dim interior, and its creamy whiteness was broken up with a black bra and V-cut undies that stretched tight across her feminine hips.



My palms started sweating as I headed for the back door. I avoided eye contact with anyone as I marched straight to the keg. I poured a full cup and drank half so fast some leaked down my chin and dribbled on my shirt.
As soon as I'd hit that play button I'd felt the awful panicky feeling again. But I'd accounted for everything. I just needed to calm my nerves before going back in, so I finished my beer and poured another. As I drank, the guys in the jacuzzi started to get out and dry off. A couple of them were heading over to the keg and I wasn't calm enough for conversation yet, so I turned and forced myself back into the house.
The bright TV was in my direct line of sight, and being seventy-five inches wide in a relatively dark room it was all you could see when approaching from outside.
Camille raised her hands toward the ceiling, one hand grabbing the wrist of the other as she lowered her butt onto her heels. She then raised herself back up, her arms caressing down onto either side of her tits.
Noel and Jimmy stood there with their hands in their pockets as another guy enjoyed the show from his spot on the couch. My dick grew instantly hard. The pure excitement of seeing my buddies get off on my wife's near naked body in Ultra 4K resolution and blown up to wall size soothed my nerves. Although the beer I'd just downed gave it an assist.
"That girl is gorgeous," Noel commented. Despite how pretty an adult film actress might be, "gorgeous" is not a word usually tossed at pornstars. Every horny guy in the room knew they were in for something far more earnest than overly produced porn.
Camille took a few steps towards the camera, her head moving forward, her eyes locking on me and every other captivated guy in the room. She stopped when her party mask filled the screen, and her big fashion model eyes turned the whole room blue. A thick border of eyeliner and a coating of mascara on her long eyelashes lavished her flirty gaze with sexy intentions. She closed her eyes seductively, leaving tall lids brushed with satin eyeshadow, and Kaden's living room went dark. Her head rocked back until her lips moved into the shot and she gave us all a giant kiss.
The movie looked very different at seventy-five inches. It revealed details I'd missed on my laptop. And I was blown away that my Canon could produce such a crisp image. Shit, the small threads of wet light tracing every detail of her high gloss lips were perfectly reproduced.
Camille took a step back, her whole face in frame again. Even partially concealed by the party mask, her cute nose and glazed-cherry lips made clear her face was every bit as stunning as her smoking hot body. The blonde wig was an obvious fake, and the cat ears were adorable. The mask added real-life intrigue, she could be anyone, like a cash-short art major or Poli Sci chick and straying remarkably far from her innocence, or maybe a barista taking a huge risk for a secret kink.
I stood near the kitchen, studying the transfixed bodies of my friends silhouetted by the enormous display of my alluring, beautiful wife. They couldn't pull their eyes from her, growing slightly agitated when she smiled, bit her lip, and then let it fall from her teeth with an enticing bat of the eyelashes.
I saw Noel say something to Jimmy and I decided to get close enough to hear, since half the fun would be commentary by my friends. But first I maneuvered into the kitchen, grabbed three plastic shot glasses that reeked of Kaden's bachelorhood and filled them to near spilling with Don Julio. I could still see the TV from the kitchen—really there wasn't anywhere in the kitchen, living room or patio area where it wasn't hijacking your eyeballs. Camille moistened her finger and pulled it from her lips. She tilted her head sideways, the blonde strands tumbling across her face, and with a glib wave of her hand, she stepped back, bringing her whole body into view. She then sat on her heels again, this time with her knees parting. It was a stripperesque move, and then she swung her hips side to side as she rose back up to standing.
Her lust took over and she twisted to the side, offering up a profile of her thrusted out butt, which she lifted upwards in a hip-hop-like sidestep. She followed with a couple of twerk-like jerks of her ass, her feet pivoting in and out, bouncing its ample weight and then flexing it tight. A hop and turning in air, offered the room a backside view as she landed and continued the bounce.
Noel smacked his lips. "Oh yeah! Those tone cheeks are gobbling up that G string. That ass is begging to be fucked."
Jimmy shook his head, "That's a sports' ass! I wanna wrestle."
"You'd lose, bro."
The on-screen Camille, incognizant to her audience and their remarks, became hornier and her whole body flowed with a sexual rhythm—her skinny waist, banging hips, graceful limbs, and all of her hotness maneuvered from one suggestive pose into the next.
Noel cheered her on, "Girl you got the power. Gotta do an ass like that with the lights on, work up a sweat."
I watched and listened so intently that I overpoured the tequila and it was pooling on the counter. I snatched a wad of paper towels and quickly mopped it up before it leaked over the edge. The spill brought me out of my daze and when I looked back at the giant screen Camille was jutting her ass into our faces and then reaching forwards to drop into the splits on the hotel room floor.
The guys who were in the jacuzzi had dried off and began to filter in from outside, filling in spots around the enormous TV, as Camille flounced her round ass on a carpeted floor, bringing it down like a hammer and popping it up like a rubber ball. "Oh yeah, I got something you can bounce that ass on," one of them shouted. A few of the guys crowded into the kitchen. My horny, mostly naked wife dancing nasty for a room full of guys left me feeling dizzy and the bright kitchen only made that feeling worse, so I collected the three hefty shots of Don Julio off the counter and brought them into the living room.
I was trying not to spill with my shaky hands. My nerves were frayed raw wires, but as I approached my buddies the arousal from watching my wife's nasty show took me to a familiarly pleasant place.
I squeezed between them facing the couch back and handed them each a tequila shot.
"Thanks, but I would've preferred one of those." Jimmy motioned with his plastic shot glass towards Camille's giant, bouncing butt.
"She's got an ass like your wife, Alex," Noel said, threatening my panic button.
Camille turned to face the room again, looking extremely worked up, and she arched her back, stretching her torso and making her tits rise. Her sheer brassiere scooped her luscious boobs together, the girls looking snug, inseparable, and soft to the touch.
Noel licked the lips of his smile. "Here we go, time to see some titties."
"She's not taking off anything or she would've by now. This is a thirst trap, dude."
Jimmy had a point and even though I knew the outcome I decided to play along and nodded in agreement.
"Fuck you guys, nobody throws up PG 13 on Pornhub. If I'm wrong I'll drink this whole shot, but if we see some titties, you white boys gotta drink up."
We turned our attention back to the screen, Camille's flesh illuminating our faces in shades of peach. She caressed herself on the shoulder and ran a finger under her bra-covered tit. The shear fabric revealed the shape of her pink nipple. The bra looked a size too small but that was due to its design, the support coming from underneath and making the voluptuous flesh swell over the top and pop out. Camille's smallish ribcage also made her tits appear slightly larger than they really were, and coupled with the pushup bra she looked stacked. She performed a small jump and they jiggled luridly within their revealing home. Her blue eyes smoldered with lust behind the party mask and she exhaled an aroused breath as she leaned frontwards, shoving her cleavage toward the camera. A few more guys had seated themselves on the couch and one of them reached out with both hands to mimic giving her tits an imaginary squeeze. Just as he did, she pinched the center of her bra and unclasped the cups.
"Oh hey-oh!"
"Aw fuck yeah! Holy perfection!"
The bra parted and her creamy tits spilled out and came at us.
"Oh, now those are delicious fat tits."
"No shit! Where'd they find this fine-ass girl?"
"Where the hell can I find her?"
The guy who'd pretended to squeeze now circled his hands, giving her scaled up bared breasts a pretend rub down.
She squeezed her firm, lucious tits, squishing them together, her small pink nipples going cross-eyed, and then she let those firm beauties drop with a heart stopping bounce and jiggle.
Kaden happened to cross through the room just in time to see Camille squeezing her girls together again, this time raising them high on her chest. The sight of those firm tits was enough to make him stop behind me and forget wherever he was going. "Fuck me those are big firm titties! I'd love to get my dick crushed in that pillow vise."
Camille's image stuck out her pink slick tongue at him, wetted two fingers on its slick surface and then used those moistened fingers to pull her nipples outwards. She was incredibly turned on and she plucked at them several more times, the nimble nubs springing back against the jiggling flesh of her tits. The Canon's detail enlarged on Kaden's seventy-five-inch TV was ridiculous. The screen's gratuitous width and height scaled her nipples up to the size of tennis balls and I could make out every precious, faint wrinkle and even the little pin-prick indentation in their centers.
Noel looked across at us. "Dontcha have some sipping to do?"
Being too much to shoot all at once, Jimmy and I drank half of the full shot glass.
"Any girl with moves like that gown git nekid. Wanna bet on those little black panties now? I'll do my whole shot to your halves if she don't drop them drawers and give us a peek"
Jimmy and I looked at each other and said fuck it.
Kaden face-palmed forward between our heads having overheard us wager she'd keep her panties on. "Goddamn, that body's unreal but she's a slut to the core." He remained in full-on bachelor party mode with a post-breakup grudge topping it off.
"I don't know," I defended. "She's definitely a temptress, but 'slut' might be pushing it."
"She's playing with those big titties like she wants us to take a bite." He bumped fists with Noel. "Noel knows what's up. She'll show us the pussy. Shit, look at that. Look at the way she moves that fine ass body. That's a girl who knows her way around a cock. She could even rock The Beast, bro. I'm getting a shot. I'm all in on her panties coming down."
As he walked off I had to wonder if he'd have the same opinion of the girl if he knew Camille resided behind the mask. But he was quickly forgotten when Camille's masked image let out a startling sigh. I suddenly realized the volume was remarkably loud, and her pleasured sigh flooded the room with the sound of her sweet breath. She slid her hands over her flat, softly defined stomach, traced her last rib and then tickled a winding path to her bellybutton. Camille was a petite-ish woman with a healthy ass and perfect-sized tits, and her naturally narrow waist gave her sexy curves without any extra pounds. She rolled her hips, her midsection twisting to follow and inviting hands where either side bowed in.
She ran her fingers along the hem of her panties, and I looked at the tequila still in my shot glass. I didn't want to drink it, but even knowing the outcome I still felt a husbandly duty to bet on my wife's modesty. And just playing naive made it even more exciting as she slid her fingers all the way down over her pussy, using only a light touch. She then withdrew her hand and pinched the waistband at either side. The waistband was no more than a delicate, elastic string, which she stretched outwards away from her body. The small triangle of sheer black fabric was pulled away from her crotch, leaving an inch of air between it and her skin, and only touching down between her legs. She began to teeter the delicate strings, countering the movement of her hips, and slowly working her panties down. When they became dangerously low, she spun around and lowered them halfway down her ass. She slowly dropped them all the way to the overhang of her butt cheeks and then thrust her naked ass toward us, and I know every guy in the room wished they could leap through that screen.
Noel leaned over to say he hoped Jimmy and I were thirsty as she stared over her shoulder and her blue eyes revealed a woman poised to be fucked.
She spun back around and teased us by lowering her panties right to the tip of her landing strip, the delicate fabric still floating an inch from her pussy. She began to pull them back up, but reversed and lowered them all the way down to her thighs, allowing us to lay eyes on the thinnest strip of short pubic hair. She covered herself again and spun back around. She then lowered them down her ass cheeks once more, this time allowing them to glide to the floor. She danced to a silent rhythm, her butt cheeks and thighs rubbing together, while slowly spinning herself back around. She bit her knuckle and gave a playfully naughty look as she came to a stop with her legs slightly apart. She faced the room, wearing nothing but a mask. Within her thigh gap the slit between her small labia was visible and totally beautiful. A room full of guys were laying eyes on my wife's naked pussy and from every corner came outbursts of approval.
"That kitty's being naughty."
"Christ, she got an ass that won't quit and that pussy looks tight as fuck!"
"Yeah it does. Put the squeeze on you. I'd fuck it all goddamn night."
Some of the indecent comments were coming from my friends, but most were from guys I'd only met that night, and hearing strangers say nasty shit toward my horny wife felt a lot like combing through the anonymous comments on Camille's Instagram account, which made my dick throb against the couch back.
Kaden had returned, and he laughed, "What I tell you, couldn't wait to get herself out of those panties."
"Fuck, Jimmy exclaimed, staring down into his little cup of golden liquid. We tossed them back at the same time and winced as it trickled down our throats.
"Good thing I brought this," Kaden said, holding up the bottle of Don Julio. "And she ain't just stripping, I'll do two shots if she isn't fucking some dude in the next five minutes." He gave Jimmy and I a chance to respond, and then continued, "Yeah, look at her, that little stripper dance got her all worked up. Her pussy's got the itch. She goan git fuuuuuucked!"
It was hard to deny, when I turned back to the TV she was still biting her knuckle, squeezing her creamy breast, and rubbing her smooth, robust thighs against each other to create a little friction that I'm sure her pussy enjoyed.
"Really," Kaden exclaimed, looking at us with his cocky smile. "No one's stepping up to defend the little angel."
Noel skeptically added, "Ha, daddy's little angel who posted her white ass on Porn Hub?"
"You're on," I challenged, already knowing the outcome.
"Naw," Jimmy conceded. "I pegged this chick wrong. She looked too good for porn, but she's horny as hell. She's definitely down to fuck."
Camille slid her fingers over her glazed-cherry lips and sucked their tips, her intoxicatingly soft and oh-so-kissable lips puckering around the knuckles. She brought them to her slender shoulders, and then trailed their wet tips to her pussy, dragging them through the downy landing strip and nestling them between her thighs. An amplified whimper woke up the room, as she wedged her fingers into the tight confines until they were trapped. She relaxed the muscles and let her legs fall apart just enough to see her knuckle was curled up and her fingertips tucked inside. Yeah—she was down to fuck alright.
The shot suddenly ended, and switched to her sitting on a bed, propped up against a pillow, both legs spread. She dipped her fingers into her wet, succulent pussy as a zoom took us in close. I grew increasingly light-headed as the zoom didn't stop until Camille's fingers were the height of the giant screen.
My friends and I were shown everything as Camille's finger massaged the hood and teased the clitoris beneath. The circular tugging of her slit caused a tiny droplet of her excitement to seep out, and my camera work followed it in stunning 4K as the droplet took shelter in the crevasse where the lips separated. Several guys went,"Mmmmm!" My wife looked amazing. Even at the enlarged, magnified size her sex held up perfectly. I got mild tunnel vision as I watched my own camera work. That kind of invasive shot took a perverse infatuation with her pussy.
Camille quickly progressed to fingering her pussy with two fingers and became a little less gentle. The camera pulled back, bringing into frame Camille's heaving flat tummy. The room filled with a wet smacking noise and Calvin called out, "Shit, that's a juicy-ass pussy,"
"It's ready for some dick," Kaden told him, "you gonna hit that, Calvin? Last chance before you're dumb ass gets married."
Camille fingered herself nice and fast as my friends watched my wife writhe in ecstasy. It was maybe the most exciting thing I'd ever seen, like I was on Molly and Kaden's TV was getting too bright to stare at. Camille looked straight at us and her eyes went wide and her mouth opened with a smile, like she'd received a very nice surprise off camera. "Ohhh-mmmm-yes!"
Her gentle but loud moans kept coming, a powerful wave of jealousy lit through me—the good kind of jealousy, the controlled kind, and that's where I preferred to keep it. A shot of her front side followed, with both her hands squeezing her firm tits, and then her breasts heaved with a pleasure laced, audible breath. The shot panned to her belly button and then further down between her legs. There, right at the entrance to her wound up, wet vagina, a huge cock head glided up and down its glistening slit.
It suddenly felt as if someone punched me in the chest. My stomach was a tight uncomfortable knot as the head of the dildo eased through her labia. The huge dick inched its way inside my wife revealing patterns of soft veins and a shift in skin texture from its smooth head to its shiny shaft.
"Fuck that dude is hung! He's gonna wreck that pussy!"
Damn, Calvin thought it was a real dick, which helped me fantasize it was some stud's cock between my wife's legs. Camille elicited a sharp inhale. and the head of the huge dick gently parted her labia further. Her soothing voice always anchored me and her soft moan made everything easier to digest.
I looked around Kaden's living room. I'd thought about this moment for weeks, but I'd imagined everyone going about the party as my movie played in the background. Not in my wildest dreams did the entire party, fifteen guys total, stand avidly in front of a seventy-five inch screen to watch my wife succumb to a huge cock.
My dick throbbed painfully hard, and thankfully the back of the couch reached up to my mid-section and beautifully hid my erection.
A hand slapped down on my back. It was Kaden, sporting his cockiest grin ever. "Sorry, bro. Looks like your little angel gave it up for the big D."
It would soon be obvious the dick was fake but I continued to play along and drank the tequila in one huge gulp.
"I told you, bro, Kid K knows his sluts! And it only took her three minutes. Shit, woulda only taken me two!"
"Fuck yeah, she's a brotha love-ah," Noel hooted. "That is the blackest dick I've ever seen." Noel has always been raunchy—a lovable but porn addicted pervert who looked stoned even when he wasn't.



"Jesus," Jimmy exclaimed, "no wonder you're single, Noel."
"Bullshit! I just haven't found a chick willing to bump up her game Noel-style." He raised the little shot glass of tequila. "Here's to hot ass shawties showing off dey nasty side!"
The tequila shot had both awakened me from my daze and cushioned my landing, and I conjured the strength to turn back to the TV.
Camille's body twitched as the smooth bulbous head squeezed through the glowing red opening. It began to bend, as if the tunnel was too tight to accept anymore. It was about two inches in, with more than the length of my cock still to go. She spread her legs further, and the adjustment of her legs opened her up inside, and the huge shaft suddenly straightened and popped another two inches deeper in between her parted legs. Her hips raised off the bed in shock and then slowly lowered as she breathed a soft moan through the cranked up speakers. "Fuck, that's big!" she declared, the playback being much louder than the original spoken line, and the whole room drew in a cumulative breath as my wife's airy voice fanned the desires of fifteen horny men.
"Here we go, she's feeling that!"
"I still can't believe how fine this chick is. I love those fuckin blue eyes."
"What she's got is a fine ass. I wanna see this dude hit that shit from behind."
Off camera I'd lifted my wife's ass and on camera the dildo squeezed in deeper, her labia widening into a circle to accommodate its thick, hard girth. She moaned and pleaded for her lover to go easy, and one of the guys who'd been in the jacuzzi shouted out, "Oh you love it, girl. Don't give us that 'go easy' shit."
"Easy, Danny, this is pre-workout stretching," said the muscled guy who'd egged Kaden on earlier. "Because you know with a badass body like that she's thrown it back all night. Look at those gym thighs! Built for stamina, man. A couple hours of beating up that pussy and she'd probably have me tapping out."
I didn't know the muscled guy, and for some reason he pissed me off with his alpha male macho crap. I wanted to somehow let him know the gorgeous lady on screen wouldn't give his ass the time of day, but ultimately settled on treasuring that thought all to myself.
The dick began to withdraw, wet and shiny. "I knew it wouldn't fit," Noel jumped in. "She tried to tell your ignorant asses." He grabbed his own dick through his pants. "Trust me, I know, you gotta go- Oh fuck, it does fit!" he corrected mid sentence, as Camille's lover pushed the dick back into her saturated pussy, squishing between her lubricated vaginal walls and going even deeper than before. She began whimpering louder and louder as it was pumped deeper and deeper, slow and steady.
The muscled guy who'd egged Kaden on earlier leaned in close to his buddy, and made a tight circle with his thumb and fingers and slowly enlarged the diameter, shaking his hand as if the muscles were being profusely strained, clearly joking about Camille's pussy struggling to accommodate the monster cock. My hackles went up, stiffening my back as jealousy enveloped me. I suddenly hated everything about that guy, especially the stupid big grin on his face. Maybe because he was the type of macho asshole Camille would've given hell to for bullishly objectifying her. And like clockwork my hardon pulsed against the back of the couch and I turned my attention to the movie again.
I'd pushed Camille's left leg up towards her tit, and was now pumping the big cock into her. Her breath matched its thrusts, coming through the sound bar and subwoofer in pained gasps and deep sensual sighs. I was glued, and barely heard Kaden asking about another bet.
"I brought the whole bottle and I haven't drank. What about anal? I'll say she takes it in the ass, and I even think that's a stretch."
"Damn right it's a stretch. It'd be like Shaq's tube sock," Noel joked. "But this girl is getting freaky. I'm gonna say she would."
Jimmy wouldn't take the bet either, and even knowing I'd win, we were past me defending her dignity so I also stood down. Instead I just let the sights and sounds wash over me and tried to control my mixed messages of jealousy and arousal.
Her leg was pushed back, pussy tilted upward, aligned with our view, and it and the huge plunging dildo occupied the screen from corner to corner. The squishing sound of the monster tunneling through her accommodating vagina was amplified so much so that people had to shout to be heard.
The withdrawn massive dildo whacked down on top of Camille's pelvis. My hand was in view holding the end and the room exclaimed loudly upon discovering the big tool was a fake.
The head of it extended almost to her navel and left a wet streak where it slapped down. The big dildo was then shoved back inside with one hard, deep stroke, bottoming out at my on-screen hand. Her head rolled to the side and the shot focused on her painted lips opened wide so the room could see her throat, and her eyelids fluttered within the large holes of her black mask.
"That bitch does not need any lube!" Noel shouted and held his plastic shot glass up for display. "I'd drink that pussy up." He finally downed his massive shot of tequila and his face wrinkled up like a raisin.
The big fake cock drove forwards, thrust all the way in, my wife's pelvis jumping in retreat and causing her to cry out, "Oh God!" And then groan, "Oh God yes! Mmmm-oh God yes!"
Whistles and outbursts erupted from all around me, followed by clapping as my on-screen hand continued to pound the cock into Camille. The TV became blurs of flesh, and the outpouring of support for my on-screen persona to bang my wife emerged into full-on cheering like it was an epic football game. And really, the point of putting Camille in a sex movie had been to show everyone what a hot piece of ass she was and I literally heard a guy say exactly that. It was a wild success and I pulled out my phone and texted:
-I think you have a hoard of fans.
Her reply was instant:
-enjoying the film, are we?
The caked-on-muscles guy I didn't know suddenly shouted out, "Holy shit! I think I know who that is?"
I fumbled my phone and almost dropped it.
He stepped toward the TV. "Yeah, this isn't just some porno." He snapped his fingers and pointed at the screen, which still featured a close up of a big dildo and my wife's pussy engaged in a frenetic fuck. The guy walked in front of the image, his head, with buzzed sides and slicked back long hair on top, was silhouetted against the profile of Camille's vagina, and he stabbed a finger at it. "I only know of one girl with a body and moves like that. I fucking plowed that pussy, dude."
"Bullshit," Calvin shouted.
"No, serious. What the fuck was her name, it was... But she moved her ass just like that. Aggressive!" His finger followed her pelvis through the air as the giant dildo squished between her legs with an amplified juicy smack.
"Dude, if you boned that hot piece of ass you'd have rode her around on your chopper until we all knew it."
"I'm telling you, man." He snapped his fingers. What was her fucking name. But those eyes. I know those eyes. I used to love staring into those eyes."
I was embarrassed for him. Everybody was. He sounded so desperate trying to convince us he'd fucked a Porn Hub model. He literally stood in front of the screen sucking the attention away from Camille's big show. What a fucking douche.
He turned around and watched the action for a minute, as Camille moaned loudly and the giant dildo plunged into her reddening pussy. "Oh yeah!" came her voice through the TV. Ummm-God! Oh yes, fuck me, my big Beast."
"Whoa!" Kaden exclaimed.
Holy shit, how did I miss her saying that? I suddenly remembered shutting my laptop when Penelope surprised me in my office. I'd never finished editing out all the incriminating dialogue and I had no idea what else was coming.
"You hear that?" Kaden continued, "She's begging for The Beast. Your girl's begging for my dick, Steve."
"She wasn't my girl, man, we'd just hook up. A total handful. She'd go crazy."
"Oh fuck, that's deep," Camille's loud voice broke through their conversation. "God, The Beast is yummy big." Dammit, she'd said it again.
Kaden slapped Jimmy and me on the back and laughed, "I've heard that one before."
"Kaden man, she is totally asking for your cock by name, dude!"
"Yeah, it's like she's talking straight to me—sending me a message to bring her some!" Kaden boasted, while grabbing his crotch and maliciously laughing.
Steve, the caked-on-muscles guy, spoke up again, "You know who else fucked her—Faron."
"Ferret?" Noel burst out with laughter.
"No, Faron." When he didn't get a response he shouted again, "Faron! Faron Buhnerbaus! Fucking Boo-boo!"
"Oh yeah," Calvin said, recognizing the nickname.
He drew a circle around the vagina projected on the huge TV screen. "If I wasn't balls deep in that Boo-boo was."
The room began to swim under my feet as I took another hard look at Steve's muscular silhouette dwarfed by the seventy-five inch image of my wife frantically engaged with a huge fake dick.
It was him—Camille had first met Boo-boo at the sports bar where she used to work, Hooligan's, but he wasn't the only bartender there, nor was Boo-boo the only one she'd slept with. In fact, the guy who'd first taken Camille back to that couch in the closed Anthropologie—his name was Steve, and that couldn't possibly be a coincidence. And when my Lyft dropped me off at Kaden's earlier, there'd been a Harley parked in his driveway, and the one detail I'd remembered for sure was that her Steve rode a chopper.
It wasn't an act of desperation or a case of mistaken identity. He had ID'd my wife despite her mask and wig. My fingers raked through my hair as I tried to stabilize myself.
"Fuck, I gotta find this movie and text it to Boo-boo. Watch, he'll remember her."
Of course he would, Boo-boo and Camille were still hanging out together. And yet my body was frozen. Nothing seemed real. It was impossible to believe the guy was the same one my wife had once been intimate with. He was like a pseudo biker—the Hollywood rocker type. The slicked back hair with the buzzed sides screamed douche. And he was so muscular that I couldn't possibly imagine his personality being anything less than a testosterone-fueled Abrams tank. He had cheekbones that could withstand a baseball bat and there was no question he could have kicked my ass, but that didn't mean I couldn't laugh to myself about his throaty east coast accent or the way he stood between everyone and the screen like he was some rockstar. Whatever my wife had seen in him I couldn't. Although she was very young then, and among Calvin's friends, the group of seven dudes I didn't know, Steve was clearly their lonewolf honcho, so maybe it was that coupled with being at least ten-years older than her. Or maybe it was just all those damn muscles.
Regardless, I was in the room with one of her ex-lovers with a giant image behind him of Camille stuffed to the max with a huge dildo. I was jealous, aroused and confused all at once. My palms were sweating so hard I had to wipe them on my pants. I shoved my sweaty hand into my shorts and almost fumbled my phone onto a guy seated on the couch. I should've gone to someplace private before texting but I was too embarrassed about the massive boner in my shorts to move away from the couch. I held the phone up close to my face as if it would make it more private and tapped out a text to Camille.
-Some guy named Steve thinks he knows you from the video. I think he's from Hooligan's
-Oh fuck! For real?
-He doesn't seem to remember your name
Kaden was the one who'd once brought up Steve's name in regards to being an ex-lover of Camille's and several of my friends had been there to overhear. That was way back when we were first dating, though, and surely long forgotten. Kaden might still have a recollection, but then he seemed to be oblivious so I felt safe. But if Steve presented us with her name, I think it would jog their memories and it would quickly become too much of a coincidence that the video I'd chosen resembled my wife and they'd connect the dots in a flash.
I texted her again.
-Maybe you should get in touch with Boo-boo. Tell him not to ID you if Steve sends him a link
-Fuck! You promised me this wouldn't happen.
-I know. I made a mistake.
-You know Faron will watch it, right?
The erotic images on the screen took on an air of vulgarity as I thought about Boo-boo watching it with full knowledge that it was my wife. Her feminine secretions covered every inch of skin within the frame. The big dildo continuously plunged in and out of her harder and hader, eliciting a fresh round of cheers from the room. Several excruciating minutes passed, and then at the same time a text stating "The Steve problem is solved," arrived on my phone and Steve shook his head and said, "Ah shit, I fucked it up." He put his hands to either side and hunched his shoulders. "Alright, fuck. Boo-boo says It isn't her. He's one-hundred percent positive on it. I guess he still knows her, so I guess I fucked up."
A burst of mocking grunts and laughter showered him and the guy showed enough self awareness to laugh at himself as his face reddened. He even joked, "Fuck we banged so many waitresses how am I supposed to remember them all," to which laughter only rained down harder.
He then turned back to the screen as the heckling subsided and he took in the gorgeous woman on the precipice of orgasm as she aggressively attacked the huge, glistening dildo.
Another text from her landed with a buzz.
-Is there a reason Kaden is texting me?
-I don't think so. What did he say
-Nothing. Just weird nonsense
I slipped my phone back in my pocket and hoped my second greatest fear of the night was unfounded. On screen she was losing her mind, and I'd failed to edit out another section of her screaming, "Oh God yes, fuck me with The Beast just like that!" She normally doesn't call the dildo out by name during sex, but this time she knew Kaden would be watching, and as she lost control she couldn't seem to help herself. Fuck me! Uh-uh-uh-yes, oh God, I wish that asshole's real Beast was fucking me right now!"
That outburst caused a fresh batch of nerves and left me feeling suffocated. I carefully looked at Kaden only to find him looking back with a raised eyebrow. Fuck! He knew. She'd practically spelled it out for him.
Steve looked deep into my wife's watering eyes and shook his head. "Damn the chick I'm talking about used to come hard just like that. The red nose. She even sounds exactly the same. Dude, I still think Boo-boo's wrong."
"Give it a rest already," Kaden shouted. I twisted around and saw him in a menacing stance looking thoroughly annoyed. His tone had instantly shut down the room, leaving only the cries of my wife screaming for The Beast to fuck her. Her pleas were directed at him at the time I'd filmed her, and those pleas for him to pound her pussy with his big cock were reaching him now. He had to know it was Camille clamoring over his cock size, and felt possessive enough to shut Steve down.
There was a tense moment where their big dick energies squared off, and while I respect Kaden, I worried about him messing with a guy as ripped as Steve. But, Steve proved to be way more reasonable than I'd expected and graciously acknowledged, "Sorry man, it's your house." He stepped away from the screen. "I can respect that."
The room quickly returned to jeers from horny guys ordering her to fuck that dick deeper and harder, which she continued to do.
My phone buzzed with a text from Camille. The fear of being found out had allowed my erection to subside enough that it wouldn't be an embarrassing spectacle and so I headed for the backyard before I illuminated my phone to read her message.
-That was fun
-I'm really sorry. But whatever you said worked.
My phone then rang and I walked further into the yard before answering. Immediately Camille stated, "Do I need to tell you I told you so?"
"Maybe."
"So what did Steve say? What made him think it was me?"
"The way you moved? Your eyes? I'm not really sure. Why do you ask?"
"Oh just because. He used to call me too skinny. I'm just curious what he thinks now. And the asshe seriously couldn't remember my name?"
"Thank our fucking-lucky-stars he couldn't."
"True, but jeez."
"Did Steve send a movie link to Boo-boo?"
"Yup. I am so pissed at you right now."
I couldn't bring myself to tell her that Kaden had likely made the connection. "I'll make it up to you tonight, I promise."
"I still can't believe Faron is watching it."
"You think he'll say something?"
"I'll make sure he keeps it between us. But I'm really going to owe him."
"Do I dare ask what that means?"
"Maybe it's better if you just imagine it."
She was kidding of course. "Somebody's in a mood."
"Did everyone else enjoy the movie?"
"It's still playing. But yeah, you made a lot of guys super horny. Kaden seemed to especially enjoy you calling out The Beast by name."
"You left that in?"
"Not on purpose."
"I can't believe you, Alex, you promised me."
"I know, I know."
"At this point you might as well just send Kaden over so I can tell him to his face how much I love his dick," she said with disdainful sarcasm.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"Jesus, do you think he knows?"
"I'll find out." I then tried to make light of it by kidding, "Or I can just send him over and make it up to you that way."
"Sure, and then maybe I can text a movie of it to Faron to further my humiliation."
I couldn't help but laugh, even as I told her again how sorry I was.
"So other than the fuckups was our premiere everything you hoped it would be?"
"Could've done without the scare, but... Fuck yeah!"
"At least there's that, I guess. Well you'd better come home soon because I'm pulling our friend out of our drawer right now."
"Fuck! Save some energy for me. I need to watch our movie with you while this night is fresh on my mind."
"No, delete that movie ASAP."
"Alright, alight, fair enough."
"And do it fast. Because if you're too late I might have to give Steve a call."
I laughed, "Now it's Steve? Goddamn you are something. And I can't believe you fucked that guy. He looks like some Hollywood pseudo-biker."
"Believe it, darling!" she teased.
"Alright, silly girl, I love you."
"I love you too."
As I hung up I saw my battery was close to dead. I'd spent so much time spazzing over getting our movie set up on Porn Hub I'd forgotten to charge my phone before I left the house. I turned it off to save the last of the battery and spent the next five minutes watching the movie through the glass door as a cool offshore breeze soothed my nerves.
The TV was still up loud and even from outside and over all the party chatter I could hear my wife cry out, "Oh God, you are going to make me come. Oh God that's good. Mmm-uh, God it's in so deep! Ah-uh-uh-uh... Uh-huh-God-huh-please! Uh-oh God-huh-it's-huh-hap-huh-hapening! Fuck you're doing it! Huh-you BIG FUCKING BEAST! YOU'RE MAKING ME COME-huh-huh-huh! Fuck-huh-huh-oooh-mmm-huh-uh-uh-uh!"
Unreal. Utterly unreal.
Back inside the party, Noel was drunk and Jimmy wasn't far behind. Calvin came up behind Jimmy and slapped a hand onto his shoulder. "You guys seen Kaden? We should be knee deep in strippers right now."
"Balls deep in 'em," Noel kidded.
"Kaden bailed," Jimmy said. "He had an emergency or something and slipped me three hundred to pay the girls."



I got a sickening feeling when I heard that, as if my stomach was being sucked out by a vacuum. I immediately knew something was awry. I set down my drink and pulled out my phone. It started to boot up and then died. Shit! No!
I asked Jimmy if I could borrow his to get a Lyft and he was good enough to call one for me. I then headed for the front door. For the next ten minutes I paced the sidewalk with escalating anxiety until a Prius with the purple glowing "Lyft" sign came up the street, its high beams revealing the mist in the air and bathing me in white light, my skin glowing like I was otherworldly.
Chapter 24: Late Night Surprise
The near silent engine of the Prirus took off down my street as I walked past the plastic glowing jack o'lantern on my porch and stood at my front door. The moonlight shining through the clouds focused mainly on my home, the white light setting it aglow and highlighting it from the other residences on my block in a foreboding way. I stood motionless at the front door, staring at my own shadow cast upon it. I reached for the doorknob but stopped short of touching the cold brass. Instead, I took a step backwards, my shadow retreating down the rectangular red door, and then I headed across the lawn towards the side of my house.
The lot was narrow, leaving little room between our fencing and the stucco walls, and the number of cobwebs I had to clear spoke to the neglect I'd had for my side gate. I silently made my way along the wall of the front office until I hit a corner bending inwards, expanding the yard just enough for the slab of concrete that made up our back porch. I heard Camille shriek with frustrated laughter and I dropped behind the covered barbecue. A deep somewhat roguish laugh followed and I held my breath as my body seemingly collapsed in on itself.
I'd predicted Kaden had gone to my home, to my wife, but hearing his voice resonate inside its interior was still a distressing confirmation of his overwhelming presence spreading beyond my control. Jealous, aroused, and infatuated I froze up at the precise moment when I truly needed to make a choice—one to either stop whatever con he was pulling on my wife or be a willing pawn in it. But then Camille spoke up through a defensive laugh, "It's the name it came with. Jesus you are so full of yourself! Look, I'll Google it right now."
Was she talking about The Beast? I peeked over the barbecue to see into the living room for the first time and took in the entire scene at once. I could see both of them seated on the section of our L-shaped couch that faced the kitchen. Her chestnut ponytail with its natural russet streaks was held by a red ribbon instead of her usual elastic hair band. Her upper back and sleek shoulders were bare except for the spaghetti straps suspending her loose, pink camisole. The short, slinky garment is why she ran the heater, which was notable because normally she'd rail against anything over sixty-eight, claiming it dried out her skin. I noticed the overhead lights had been dimmed so the room had a nice mellow warmth. And there was soft music which I could just barely detect. It was Lana Del Rey, and her sultry tellings fleshed out the ambiance of sensual orchestral waves and deep hypnotic beats.
Camille had plans. She'd taken some care to prepare herself and our house for a night of fun. My love blazed at the mere sight of her and my heart plummeted as I realized Kaden had obviously crashed in on her meticulous planning intended for a perfect night with me.
She'd seated herself cross legged in light-blue boxer shorts and appeared to be looking at her phone, which rested in her lap. Her cheeks were rosy with embarrassment despite, as always, looking astoundingly cool.
"Come on," Kaden pressed, "It's what gave you away. Alex only confirmed it. You must've heard me use that name before. I mean that's a huge coincidence. Too huge."
"Ha! See, look!" She held up her phone for him as he scooted closer to her instead of taking it from her hand.
"Alright, you found one online with the same name."
"Not just the name—it's the exact same one, look at it."
"I dunno, I'd have to see the two side by side." It was his turn to pull out his phone and clearly he intended to search out our movie on Porn Hub. I'd really fucked up not editing out Camille's reference to The Beast. Shit, I was so fucked. She was going to kill me for sure.
"What are you doing? Kaden, are you... Don't you dare play the movie." She made a grab for the phone but his big arm held it off to the side. She reached her whole body across his but could only manage to get hold of his thick wrist.
"Whoa, it's just to compare."
"This is so stupid. Please, please, please don't play that movie." She crawled completely on top of him and pushed down on his shoulder with her other hand until she got her fingers over his balled knuckles holding the phone high in the air. But simply by moving his arm backwards it was out of her reach again, She knelt over his lap and faced him, her camisole-covered tits at his eyeline. He finally grabbed her thigh and forced her butt down onto his lap.
"Calm down, woman. I can't believe you're embarrassed. It's not like me and a bunch of Alex's friends haven't already watched your star performance."
"Kaden, please." She was face to face with him, her eyes glassy and fragile, leaving him no way to deny her plea.
His arm and phone lowered to the couch, "Alright, alright. But I want you to say it."
She slid herself off his lap but his hand stayed put on her thigh. "Say what?"
Her blue boxer shorts had pulled up her leg so it was all bare skin where his hand sat and he gave her soft, thick muscle a squeeze. "You tell me! All I know is I just saw some crazy shit—crazy shit! And I think you were dropping hints to one guy in particular."
"Jesus Kaden. I wasn't screaming for your dick. I've never seen your dick. What if I just show you the real one. I can just show you the one I used and you can compare it to the website with the name. Would that settle where I got The Beast name from?"
She got up, his hand sliding along her thigh. She snatched her phone from the couch and headed to the stairs.
No doubt she'd been texting me all night. I tried one more time to boot up my phone but it dimmed to black while the loading icon was still spinning.
Camille came back down the stairs a minute later and Kaden laughed as his eyes tracked her entering from the top of the room. I couldn't see her until she sauntered in front of the sliding glass door near the foot of the stairs. The Beast lay across her hands like a sceptre being presented to a king.
"Satisfied?" She smirked and approached him on the couch.
He laughed again as he studied the hefty phallus, "Well you're obviously satisfied. Look at that thing!"
"Ha. Ha. Ha," she rebuffed with jaded irritation.
She set it on the glass coffee table in front of him and Kaden taunted, "Man, if someone told me feisty Camille would one day show me her giant, black dildo..."
"Well if it's between showing you my toy or having you believe I was thinking of you between my legs, I'll go with the toy."
She seated herself beside his knee on just a few inches of the couch and then leaned forward to grab the glass bong standing just behind the plastic phallus. She drew a big hit into her lungs and then sat back against the plush sofa beside him. Kaden gently removed the smoke-filled bong from her fingers, took a hit of his own without breaking eye contact, and then let the smoke slowly escape as if kissing the air. Camille released the smoke in her lungs in an exhale and coughed, and the two clouds curled together and drifted upwards toward the ceiling.
"Jesus you are hot."
She tapped her chest, still recovering from the cough. "Um, thank you? I'm sure I looked super secy coughing."
"You know what," he began, throwing his arm over the back of the couch and sidling up to her. "That night we all got drunk in the wine country, Jane was so pissed at me when I told her about it. She thought I was totally out of line with you. I told her if she'd been there she would've known you were just as out of line. But she wouldn't hear it. I was crazy, not Camille, not sweet, pretty Camille." He took a big righteous breath. "And yet here we are."
"Here we are seated on a couch?"
He raised an eyebrow inquisitively and motioned with his head towards the dildo and the impropriety of it all. It left her silent with her hands on top of one another over her lap. She glanced at the air in front of her as Kaden's hand moved from the couch and resettled on her bare shoulder. He scooted even closer, his wide thick chest facing her as he admired her profile. He then made a soothing, throaty accusation.
"I just find it strange you'd call it by the name on the box. I mean, a toy like that's gotta have a source of inspiration to go with it. right?" He pointed toward his crotch and drew a line up to his face, insinuating he was my wife's imaginary lover. "For all I know you bought it because of its name." He was spot on about that, and Camille squirmed uncomfortably on the couch.
"I cannot believe we are still having this conversation," she admonished, turning towards him in annoyance, but the annoyance was forced, and not forced very well.
Kaden didn't budge. He held his most infamous, satisfied expression—a cush smile and a forehead so relaxed his eyebrows levitated evenly over his wild blue eyes. It was how he used to look after a line of coke when coke was briefly a thing—sharply aware, cool with the world and already fiending for more.
"OK, if it wasn't the name then what drew you to it?"
Camille looked at the dildo stretched out on the table. It was undeniably large. At this point she took it upon herself and owned the situation with a proud smile, "I guess I love a big dick as much as the next girl."
"Really? Man, I wish every girl felt that way."
"Oh, and what makes you the authority on what women feel?"
"Because your toy and my dick share more than just a name, and I've had a lot of women break it off with me because of it."
"Amateurs."
Kaden laughed cooly, but she'd caught him off guard with that answer.
"Every time I see you you just get hotter and hotter and even more amazing. I've never been so fascinated by a woman. I don't know how you do it."
She pursed her lips, refusing to luxuriate in his praise, but her blue eyes had gone sweet, their lower lids gathering over a faint crease from a big cheek only smile.
The tall, buff rock climber leaned forward, his handsome, tanned face easing up beside my wife's beautiful complexion. Kaden's cocky smirk had returned, and he licked his lower lip, sucking it under his upper teeth, and then let it roll slowly back out glossy and wet. Her clasped hands nervously squeezed together and her knees rubbed. With a finger's touch, Kaden traveled up her back, her lungs expanding with panicked air and her hands suddenly going lax in her lap. His fingers crested her shoulders and onto her neck, and retreating her head from them she turned to confront his cunning smirk.
"I still haven't heard from Alex."
"I did not chintz on strippers. Your man is just hanging back for the show."
"And you're sure he asked you here? You didn't just come over once you'd figured it out?"
"You're man's an interesting guy."
"And he wasn't just making a joke? Because I'm sure he was joking when he said he'd send you here. I just have a hard time believing Alex would actually want that."
"You mean the guy who just showed a movie of his wife with an aptly named dildo to all his friends."
She turned back away, the heat burning in her cheeks, but with just the tips of his fingers he guided her head back again until their blue, mesmerizing eyes were nearly on top of one another. Their lips simply touched, and then hesitantly they engaged pressure, as if acclimating themselves to the heat before full on kissing. The kiss progressed steadily, until their jaws moved in unison, and Kaden pulled her shoulder, bringing her in close. She spread her fingers across his cheek and locked a thumb under his angular jaw. Her back arched as she shifted her weight onto his broad chest. Her soft tits pressed against his pecs and his hand left her shoulder to cradle her head just under her ponytail. The excitement of their tongue on tongue action seemed to electrify her, her ass flexing on the couch cushion, her cheek-tucked boxer shorts revealing every nuance of the firm butt squeezing together.
I'd wanted to catch them in the act because I'd wanted to know how far she'd let him go, and now I knew. I reached down over my pants and stroked my hard cock as I stayed mostly hidden behind the barbecue.
She ended their kiss, Kaden drawing his knuckles across her cheek and down to her chin as she leaned back and away. Her lips parted and quivered from the intense kiss she'd just received. He traced her taut, outer thigh down to her knee and then up her inner thigh. His finger came too near the sensitive region between her legs and her body shook as Kaden then slid off his shirt.
"Oh boy," she said with a crackle. "We really need to wait for Alex."
"Waiting isn't my strong suit."
"Of course it isn't. But I'm married, Kaden."
"And...?"
"And he hasn't returned my texts."
"Maybe he got lucky with a stripper."
"You're not familiar with Alex's standards, are you?"
"You haven't seen these strippers."
"Then why are you here?"
"Because you want me here."
She sighed in defeat.
Kaden took the opportunity to add, "and it's not like your husband didn't have a hand in this."
"I know, but here's the thing, Alex has been kind of sensitive about it. He was pretty clear he only wanted to show you a movie of our intimacy."
"You mean a movie of him satisfying you with a big fake dick that wasn't his?"
She swallowed hard. "Yeah, that part confused me too."
Kaden used his thumbs to move the spaghetti straps on her camisole until they hung down her arms. The silky fabric had folded forward, peeling partway down her tits. Her areolas were covered but it was still an inappropriate amount of exposed breast.
"I mean, I've known for a while he's wanted to go further than just showing me off." Her eyes were closed, still relishing the feel of his hands. "And yeah, you're right, even though he said he just wanted to flex, he chose to film me with that huge plastic stranger. So I know in my heart he'd be fine with it, but I still can't. I have to be certain. I have to hear him say it."
Kaden continued to gaze down on her, although his focus was on her chest, where her camisole had fallen an inch to her nipple line. Kaden did too, and challenged, "You should probably kick me out, because you really won't like what I'm going to do next."
She swatted at his leg, and then leaned her head back to peer up into his amused face. "Kaden," she pleaded to no avail, as he moved his hands around to her front, rubbing from her collarbone towards the top of her tits. Her folded down camisole dropped another small increment when his fingers pressed onto the soft flesh of her upper boob. They were progressing like teenagers in their parent's car.
Grabbing the dangling spaghetti straps she pulled her top back up and Kaden took the hint, his hands retreating back to her shoulders. "You never give up, do you?"
"Never," he replied.
She had one hand on his cheek and the other stroked his thigh. Needling jealousy coursed through my body. My world was being turned upside down, as I watched a friend seduce my wife in the living room of our home. I whispered aloud, "How far are you willing to let this go, Alex?" I reached into my pants and touched my penis. It throbbed hard. I still had a semi and stroked it to full hardness.
Kaden began to kiss gently along her neck and caressed her side. His fingers grazed over her boob, the silky fabric of her camisole rippling behind his touch. Arousal flooded through me. The ultimate sweet and sour feeling was jealousy working in concert with sexual desire, so I kept stroking my cock as I watched another man kiss my wife and fondle her perfect tits.
He leaned her back until she was sprawled out on the large couch and her head rested on a throw pillow "Kaden, we... I..." He ran a finger over her lips to shush her and then rubbed gently until they parted. She sucked his finger with her sweet mouth as he kissed and nibbled her neck.
Like a ninja he drew down the spaghetti straps of her camisole, using the slowest movement possible to expose more and more soft, white skin. When he'd reached her nipples he paused to study the enticing beads of pink flesh as if their exposure held a profound meaning, and he drank in the sight of them until his head gave way and lowered to take one between his lips. She moaned softly and poked her nails into his back. Her camisole was scrunched in a ring around her waist and the fit stud stretched himself over her small body. His big head hovered over her bare front side and his hand cupped her right breast as his tongue circled its exposed supple nipple.
He opened his mouth wide, covering a section of her breast beyond her areola, and then he hungrily sucked while lifting his head, his lips squeezing tight, pulling her boob into a point with only her tender nipple in his mouth. He let it free, her tit jiggling back into its lovely shape, contained within his hand. He chased after her nipple again with his tongue and repeated the process to make her sigh. He then planted a deep kiss on her mouth, her lips welcoming his with ignited passion, as he assertively kneaded and squeezed her bare breast, imprinting his fingers into the full taut form and causing her nipple to protrude between his thumb and forefinger, red, excitedly stiff and wet in his saliva.
The volume was low on our stereo, but even so, the deep pulsing beats made Kaden's whispers difficult to hear from outside. "Aw fuck, you have great tits."
"God Kaden, we shouldn't."
"I'm partial to a fuller size, but your nipples are so fucking cute."
Camille's tits weren't huge but they were anything but small. Kaden was intentionally giving her shit just to tease.
"You're such an asshole!" she giggled, causing her tit to juggle in his hand. "Should I start giving my assessment now?"
He settled more of his weight on top of her, his face inches below hers, and he gave her boob a firm squeeze. "Let me guess—I'm an egotistical jerk who doesn't respect women."
She opened her mouth to correct him, but he cut her off. "Ah-ah-aah! I'm not done yet. I'm also devilishly handsome and I pack enough between my legs to make any woman scream, and what girl doesn't love a big dick."
Whatever Camille was planning to say was lost, having been thrown off by his brazen boasting and the thought of a large dick capable of making her scream, and so she instead rolled her eyes and then shook her head to feign more annoyance.
However tactlessly arrogant he might've sounded, they both knew he was right, and so he proceeded to call her out on it. "Look at you, you're such a tease."
"I am not a tease," she said, surprised by the demeaning, out-of-the-blue insult.
"Bullshit. Your sexy little butt has been cunningly teasing me since the day I met you."
"Oh my God!" She thinned her eyes, getting tough, before threatening, "Go ahead, call me a tease again!" She attempted to force her leg under Kaden's to position her knee at his nuts, but using his weight he made it impossible and kept her legs spread outside of his own.
"No, no, no, padawan, we play nice here."
"You've never played nice."
"I have played extremely nice considering how badly you've teased me." He slid down the couch, hooking her flimsy boxer shorts and preparing to strip them down. "Tonight though... Tonight it's payback time! I'm gonna teach you what it means to tease Kid Kaden."



He began to drag her boxer shorts down her hips and she protested. "Is this honestly your best game? Payback?" Despite the jab she lifted her ass and let the boxers clear it.
Her raised hips had pushed her thin line of soft pubic hair up to his nose, and a flash of hunger lit up his blue eyes. Unable to hide how badly he wanted to devour her gorgeous enticing pussy, his voice lost all playfulness and turned assertive with a scary amount of lust, "If you really wanna see my game..." She dropped her ass back onto the couch and his mouth followed her pussy down where his lips sealed to the naked, slender opening.
The sensation was immediate, her legs spreading and her head jerking back to face the armrest. "No, no, no, Kaden," she protested and grabbed a handful of his thick wavy hair. "We can't. We just can't."
Kaden sat up, and let her crawl out from under him. He stood up and began to strip his pants down his hairy thighs and then kick them under the coffee table.
The sight of his cock—not fully hard, not fully to size, but perfectly shaped, the head a sculpture in itself, and capable of fulfilling even the greediest woman's desires—the sight of that beautifully massive cock rattled Camille's nerves again, and she slid off the couch and kneeled at the table's edge. She brought the glass bong to her lips and sparked the lighter over remnants in the bowl in an attempt to regain her courage. She was nude except for the camisole in a ring around her waist. I took in the sight of her, the profile of her sleek back, the perfect posture curve down to her butt, which rested on her heels. Goddamn!
My Instagram model wife and my tan, muscle-laden friend were alone in my living room totally naked, and the vibe it created was so strong the color from the dim canister lights resonated with their lust giving off a pinkish hue. While Camille was gathering her courage to confront a nude man who wasn't her husband, Kaden's eyes took several laps over her smooth skin, studying her sleek back and slim limbs. He tilted his head for a better view of her taut seated ass, its flawless, rounded form just too inviting to let go of. As her lungs filled with smoke and she parted from the bong, he zeroed in on her tits and rubbed a finger along his jaw and smiled with horny approval.
Kaden took a step closer, so that when a still kneeling Camille sensed his encroaching presence she found herself in quite the predicament—a huge, semi-erect cock dangled right at her eye level. She laughed with a cloud of smoke and shook her head dismissively. "Um, that's a little intimidating."
"Better get on his good side."
"My God, you really have to work on your lines. Has any woman ever fallen for this crap?"
Kaden reached out, gingerly taking up her hand, and then he positioned it on his meaty girth. My wife didn't resist, and in fact took hold of it as he let go. And when she couldn't close her fingers around its thickness, her mouth dropped open in amazement. With a silly sense of awe she looked up at Kaden and he couldn't even pretend to contain his obscene pride. Her attention returned to the monster, where the fucking thing dwarfed her hand and swelled to an even fuller size the instant she stroked it. Being just a foot away and pointing straight at her face, she grew excited watching the head inflate once her hand stretched the skin up towards the end. She stroked him and couldn't take her eyes off his cock, horny as hell for its beauty and size.
"If I do this for you, will you behave yourself until Alex gets home?"
"Promise," he agreed, "That is, as long as you can behave yourself."
She rolled her eyes once more, but her lust had already come to a boil, her breathing deepening and somewhat unsteady. But her gaze went back to his cock, and she quietly murmured, "Wow." Then up to his smug face, "OK, Bobby told me you had a nice dick, but wow—just wow."
"So it was Bobby! Now it all makes sense—she told you all about The Beast and then you ran out and bought one for yourself."
"You never give up."
"Not when I can't lose."
Her small hand gracefully ran up and down his shaft, her pussy aching as it continued to inflate in size. "And you think you can't lose with me, huh?"
"I know so."
"Jeeze, do you honestly just get off on being full of yourself."
"I don't know about that, I'd rather get off on you being full of me." He nodded his head towards his cock, boldly instructing her to get her mouth on it and get busy.
She goofed up her mouth over his insinuation. "My God, you truly are the biggest asshole!" she rebuked, while also lengthening her strokes, using her whole arm to pump his cock from the base up to the bulbous head. "You know the last guy who talked that way to me got an earful and spent a sad night alone."
He laughed her off with the utmost confidence and then caressed the side of her face. "You know I love you, Camille, but half the fun is getting you bent outta shape."
"And there we have it! You want to fuck a bitch! Why is that? Does fucking a bitch make the big strong man feel superior?"
He laughed it off again, but this time in such a way that it allowed for a question of truth to remain, and then rebutted with a tinge of sarcasm, "I've wanted to fuck you because you are beyond amazing in every way."
"You so don't deserve this," she said yet hadn't stopped stroking him despite running her mouth, in fact her escalating excitement for his cock had her pumping him harder. Maybe that's why I was less surprised than I should've been when she turned her attention solely to his cock and declared, "OK, Beast, I guess we're really going to do this." She reached out her tongue, parted her sweet lips, and then smoothed them over the shiny cock like it was a bellyache of a lollipop.
Just hearing my wife call his dick "The Beast" turned me on as much as watching her take his cock into her mouth, possibly because it bolstered the connection between her big plastic friend and Kaden's real deal. With freshly awakened lust she hollowed her cheeks and hungrily swallowed the head of my friend's huge dick. Her tongue poked at her cheeks as it slaved over his cock from within the confines of her wet, warm mouth, causing Kaden's mouth to distort into an O and moan, "Ohhhhh yeah!
"Mmmmm..." she moaned a mouthful, completely giving into temptation and savoring my arrogant friend's legendary cock.
As with everything my wife does she sucked him off with nuanced perfection—her torso rhythmically swaying, her hand moving like a violinist's on a bow and her face beaming up as if feeling the sun. But for all her sensual grace, she was getting truly nasty sucking another man's cock. I mean, it was Camille—Camille who'd always had something to say about Kaden's disrespectful, womanizing ways, Camille who'd once said she wanted to kill the guy—and yet there she was, on her knees, worshiping the asshole's big dick. Her contradicting sexual behavior was not lost on Kaden either, a guy who'd only just that evening instructed a room full of men to take out as many pussies as possible. That guy now fed his cock to one of the strongest, most principled and gorgeous women alive and she was loving it. It was such a bizarre turn of events, and he moaned, "Ummm-ummm-ummmmmm..." while laughing in his throat. He stood in a wide domineering stance, his hands locked behind his hard butt, and dimples punched into his cheeks from a tight lipped gloating smile. "Ummmm-oh-yeah!"
She stopped and her tongue followed a vein up his shaft, circled the lip of the crown, and then she swallowed it up between her lips again. Her neck elongated to take what looked like three inches of the hard meaty monster into her mouth. "Oh shit, Camille, mmmmmm...oh my God, girl!" Kaden growled in surprise and moved his hands to her shoulders. Her hollowed cheeks crushed their captive as her mouth slid back to just the head again. "Ohhhh-shit yeah, that's really nice."
She glanced toward her phone on the table, which I took to mean she was thinking of me, and feeling an inkling of guilt. But her insatiable lust could not be staved and with a desirous gleam in her eye she went right back down on Kaden's dick, bobbing her head quickly, giving his cock a ton of nasty love, and making Kaden moan out, "Mmmmmm-Goddamn that's incredible."
She moved a hand to his hip, leaving only the one around the base, allowing her to suck on more of his slippery shaft. The sizable O her mouth formed as it hugged his shaft depicted its considerable girth. Her nostrils flared, sucking in air, as she salivated all over that awesome fucking dick. "Uh, shit. Fuck that's good, Camille. Oh yeah, your sweet tongue is all over The Beast."
She'd inched her body forwards, so her neck didn't elongate as far and now she could squeeze in another delicious inch of his manhood. Kaden's hands shot to the back of her head as the wonderful sensations of her sexy mouth spread further down his cock. "Oh shit... oh shit... mmmmm..." He caressed the side of her face, partially covering her ear and cheek, and cupped the back of her head just under her ponytail.
"Um yeah! That's too nice, Camille. Um yeah! Oh-ho that tongue. Mmmm... there you go. Let's see what you got. Um oh yeah, that's it, there you go! Ohhhh... there you go..."
Camille went down further, stuffing her mouth full of the studly handsome but frustratingly arrogant bastard's thick monster. She'd lost that gorgeous sweep under her jaw as her jaw stretched wide over The Beast. Her eyes turned glassy and her cheeks hollowed deeper as they vacuum-sealed over the cylindrical shape of his fat shaft inside. I could tell she tried to smile but her mouth was way too full and even her nose stretched in the process.
She began fanatically bobbing, intent on pleasuring his amazing cock better than any girl before, taking in what would've been more than half my length and causing Kaden to moan continuously, "Ummm-hmmm-hmmm-hmmmmm..." and laugh in his throat.
The snug fit caused her eyelids to flutter as the crown neared her throat, exemplifying the determination it took to accommodate his boast worthy behemoth, and having him that deep made her salivate profusely, so as her lips slid up his shaft they left a fresh coat of glistening spit. "Ummm, yeah, fuck are you going down on my dick! Mmmmmm-fuck, I wanna feel the the embodiment of perfection take me in her throat. Mmmmm-Camille, I wanna feel your throat on my dick."
Several more repetitions and saliva dripped onto her chin and she stopped to wipe her mouth. She then attacked his cock with her tongue, swiping it up the underside as she pressed it to his abbed-out stomach. Kaden watched on in disbelief and pure satisfaction as one of the hottest women he'd ever seen gave his head a playful nip, and then smiled in a way that wrinkled her nose, before once again opening up and sucking his cock back into her mouth.
"Fuck you are something. You got the looks, all that handstand yoga, almost beat me at tennis, and you handle a man like a champ. Ummmm... yes you do!"
She pulled off, stroking his big fat cock aggressively, and peered up at his wild blue eyes. "Almost? I think you mean I did beat you at tennis."
"Oh-ho-ho, my," he laughed, as she ignored his derision in favor of more of his appreciative cock, making a loud slurp noise as if it were a power move against him. "We'll play a full game, and then we can talk. Ummmm-mmmm." He gave a small thrust forward, making her gulp. "Mmmmmm-yeah, In the end I always win." He thrust again. "Mmmm-shit, nobody beats Kid Kaden. Mmmmm!" His hands were still on her head, and he kept thrusting his hips as she came down, forcing Camille to go faster. "Um-mmmm! Yeah, no one beats me, girl. Mmmmm-not even a superstar like you. Mmmm-fuck—Little Miss Superstar whose hot mouth is feeling real good!"
She pulled free just long enough to mockingly say, "Oh, is the big strong man feeling superior?"
He eased her head back down and coaxed his dick back into her mouth. "Mmmm-mmm-mmm, fuck, just keep it going, Little Miss Superstar."
He began to thrust a little more assertively and her hand slipped from the base of his dick and down his hip to grace his thigh, where she could regulate his movement with a gentle shove in case it became too much. His big hand replaced hers, so now he gripped both the back of her head and his cock, bringing the two together, feeding her like a stubborn child. Camille sat on her heels, leaning her body forward to reach, her tits swinging as her head moved to and fro along the stunningly huge erection. His butt clenched, he thrust forwards and Camille gulped. Spit dribbled down her chin and this time she didn't bother to wipe it away.
"Oh, damn girl! Mmmmm-fucking yeah, just like that! Oh yeah!"
On one level, the arrogance she bestowed upon him pissed me off. All those times we'd fucked with Kaden, making him crave what he couldn't have, it seemed like wasted effort as I watched her plunge her mouth over the real live Beast. It pissed me off that Kid Kaden was muy triumphant—looking down on that hot, teasing piece-of-ass as he fed dick to her bratty mouth—had her on her knees, even—flat out worshiping his big fat dick. And on some other level my jealousy was firing on all cylinders to produce its firebrand of excitement, and I loved every demoralizing moment.
Her ponytail and ribbon swatted the back of his hand as he guided her head forwards. She eased to a stop, made her lips full and luscious to kiss just the tip, right at the urethra, and batted her eyelashes up at him, those big blue eyes slightly teary and simultaneously so cute and sexy that Kaden had to growl, "Oh man, you're too much. You're fucking making The Beast happier than you could possibly know."
Camille's pretty face slanted to the side of the long erect penis before her, ran a warm tongue along the ridged bottom and then back down the rounded top, smearing the spit left from blowing him and adding to it with the saliva spilling off her tongue. She licked and lip-nibbled corn on the cob style with defiance in her eyes. Lowering her face, she aligned her eyes with the top of the long sparkly shaft, while from under it she mouthed the words, "Wowie!" and then ducked her still defiant eyes behind it only to pop back up, suggesting it was so massive she could play peek-a-boo behind it. My god did I love her for throwing decorum to the wind and getting nasty with my friend's big, fat cock just for fun.
Kaden felt differently, however, she had some sucking to do, and so he angled his erection against her cheek and slid it back until the sizable tip was centered on her smiling lips. "Come on, Camille. Come on, we're not done yet." He teasingly nudged,
She rolled her eyes. "You really don't deserve this." Nevertheless, she opened her mouth and allowed the bulbous head to be guided back in. Her ponytail now sat in his fist like a handle and he pulled down, dropping her head an inch and tilting it back, so when he thrust forwards his big, fat cock took a downward path into her tight luscious mouth. The angle and position forced her to look him straight in the eye as he thrust again and again while she lovingly sucked and tongued his hard, veiny dick. I could see the heat being exchanged in their gaze, their mounting lust for one another, and how badly they both wanted this.
"Mmmm-goddamn that's it. That's what I like to see." He moved his other hand to her head as well, placing it so his wrist blocked my view, and began pumping his cock in more vigorously. "Ummm-mmm oh yeah..." After a minute or so Camille was making guttural gulps, sounding as if the bulbous head momentarily blocked her throat. I could tell she was trying to suppress the sound, holding her breath at just the right time, self conscious about coming off as lewd, but it only made it sound strained and that somehow just added to the antagonism of a cock nearly forced into her throat.
He had one-hundred percent of her attention now and she was all his. He did a move where he flexed his shoulders, loosening up his body, psyching himself out as he stared down into my wife's gorgeous face on his dick. He struck a pose, leaning back with his hips forward, so Camille's line of sight extended up his toned abs, past the ledged plates of his chest, over his strong jaw and into his wild blue eyes. "Ha-yeah-mmmmm... look at you!" He was looking sexy and feeling like a huge stud—and, considering the most beautiful woman I'd ever met was fervently sucking his dick, he absolutely was a fucking stud. The way he came off right then I couldn't imagine any chick not finding him godlike and sexy—not even the confident, self-made woman who'd once called him a big man-baby. I know she wasn't a huge fan of serving up blowjobs, so the fact she tolerated the kind of BJ that made her gurgle could only mean she was really horny for the hot stud's engorged manhood.
"Mmmm, Camille, mmm-mmm-mmmmmmm.... You're so fucking hot, mmmmm-yeah you are. Mmmm-picture perfect Such a sweet mouth."
Her ponytail hung out of his fist and swung wildly as she bobbed her pretty head. Drool had seeped all over her chin and a drip began to dangle from his shaft. She pushed out her tongue, savoring the bottom of his cock as it glided over it. It struck the strand of dangling saliva and broke it loose, so that it fell down into the cleavage of her tits. She hooked the tip of her tongue, digging up against the hard mass of flesh as it plunged in and out of her mouth, and Kaden sure liked the feel of that, grunting out, "Oh damn! Mmm-mmm-yeah, fuck Camille. Mmm-mmmm-oh Goddamn that feels good! Mmmm-that's some tongue yoga. Mmm-mmm-oh fuck, the hot ass yoga queen is doing some tongue yoga. Fuck you are a pretty sight. Mmm-mmm-so fucking pretty!"
What happened next completely blew my mind. I watched intently as Camille rubbed her hand up and down his thigh, progressively lowering it to his calves, at which point she let go and reached behind herself. Her hand disappeared between her legs, and then her ass rolled back as she began to rub her own pussy. I could see her forearm twitching and knew she was going at it fast and hard. Her ass grinded against her fingers, and the sexy rhythm worked its way up her arched body so her drooled on tits rubbed his hard thighs.
"Mmm-mmm-yeah, play with your pussy. Mmm-mmm-goddamn play with yourself while you keep sucking my cock! Mmm-mmm-fuck you are sucking me good! Mmm-mmm-yeah-mmmm-fuck yeah!"
She played with herself harder and Kaden thrusted even more enthusiastically into her luscious mouth, intensifying the strained gulping noise emanating from her throat everytime the bulbous head jammed up the passageway. I gently stroked my cock from behind the barbecue as I watched in disbelief, careful to keep a slow pace because I was ready to come at how ridiculously hot my wife looked gagging on my friend's dick.
They'd both pushed their bodies to the limit to achieve a level of fitness and their nude forms really showed it off. Camille had a soft looking ass and legs but was incredibly tight bodied, and Kaden was lean and muscular and both of them knew how to move their bodies to highlight their personalities. Camille gyrated her round ass with the grace of a dancer, bending her low back to show off her flexibility, her sleek neck and pretty head bobbing like a bird's, pleasuring his massive cock until it was rock hard. And Kaden was all power—his body loose but as he thrust forward his triceps fired and his forearms shredded while bringing her head forward and then his abs and ass flexed as he pumped his cock further into her mouth and she slavishly pleasured each and every inch. He was chiseled hard to her toned soft. His hyper masculinity was the perfect compliment to her feminine beauty. They looked so hot and sexy together I was actually getting the real kind of jealous.



She stopped for a moment and slurped her tongue over his saliva drenched head. She sucked back all the spit which had accumulated in her mouth while his cock had been thumping at the entrance to her throat, clearing it so she could speak, and with a big smile, her lips swollen and red, she complimented him sounding one hundred percent sincere.
"I'll give you this, you have a really nice dick."
"Oh yeah? You think?"
A hand was still at work on her pussy and she answered his question by broadening her pretty smile and placing her other hand around his cock, stroking him and fingering herself with the same rhythm.
"Just glad to see you and The Beast working out your differences."
She laughed and then went down on him quickly and pulled off making a sucking pop.
"Oh yeah, he likes that. He loves that."
She went down a few more times, ending with another sucking pop.
"Fuck, you do love a big dick, don't you?"
She batted her eyelashes before going down and staying there, her lips creeping forwards, as the big head pushed on her throat. There were only four inches of his shaft left unsheathed, so she'd taken in the equivalent of my dick, and had to be real close to breaching her throat. She came off with another pop.
"Oh my God. Fuck yeah, you two are gonna be besties."
"I don't know about that," she said, tapping her throat and indicating that he might be a little too much for her to handle. Nevertheless, she dropped her head on his dick and resumed sucking him off like a real goddamn trouper.
Kaden still had her ponytail in a fist, but he'd moved his other hand up to his chest, so I could see her eyes again. They were glazed over and the tip of her nose was bright red. She'd never looked back at her phone, and the lust in her eyes overshadowed any inkling of guilt as she kept them locked with Kaden's and continued to give him surely the best blowjob of his life.
His butt cheeks began to flex rapidly as he shoved The Beast in faster and more forcefully. Another strand of saliva dropped down between her cleavage only to have yet another reform almost immediately. The gulping sound grew wetter and more pronounced. She then moaned with her mouth stuffed full of his stubborn erection adding another truly visceral noise.
Kaden took in the sight of my wife sucking on his dick like a little porno chick and licked his chops. He pushed out his lips and smiled, seeming cruelly satisfied to have such a gorgeous class-act who considered herself too good for him now getting nasty and doing everything she could to get him off.
They continued like that for several minutes, staring each other down, his cock noisily taking her mouth and Kaden muttering, "Fuck yeah, suck it! Oh fuck yeah, suck my big dick." It stopped when he squinted with an evil look in his eye, and then he slowed his pace to say, "You're a fucking trouper, girl. It's just too bad you can't handle all of me." He shook his big dick, making it bounce.
"Such an asshole," she said, catching her breath as her chin dripped with saliva.
Presenting it like a challenge she couldn't handle was a pretty obvious ploy, and Camille was not amused by cheap tactics, but nevertheless she took the tip of the monster between kissing lips, not yet obliging him but making an initial move in that direction. In yet another sexy move, she withdrew her hand from her pussy and presented two wet fingers to Kaden's protruding dick. Where her lips had kissed it, she ran the fingers over the smooth helmet shape, adding her juice to the accumulation of her saliva. She petted his dick like a big critter, lifted her head toward his face and finally answered his question. "I think I'll leave that to one of the class acts from Lucy's"
It was meant as a burn, they both sneered at one another, Camille reclaiming some of her dignity and Kaden laughing it off. "I'm cool with that," he said, pulling her head back towards his dick. "Now come to daddy."
She squinted shrewdly at the 'daddy' line, prompting Kaden to run with it, "Come on Camille, daddy wants his dick sucked." He nudged her lips, and despite her furrowed eyebrows she opened her mouth's disapproving scowl so he could ease in 'daddy's' dick. He resumed pumping it between her swollen lips, over her snaking tongue and squeezing it into her stuffed mouth, leaving her throat well alone.
After a minute more of watching her succumb to his big, fat cock as she intently stared into his eyes and played with her pussy, I had to slow down on my own cock. The sound of Camille gulping on my friend's dick alongside Lana Del Rey's sensual textured voice pouring from our high-mounted speakers, and Kaden grunting words of gratitude and praise, had me on the verge of coming and I needed to hold off.
Her lower eyelids twitched at the feel of his cock pressing at her throat. Kaden looked up at our vaulted roof like it was heaven and spewed words to anyone up there who could hear. "Goddamn that's good-mmmmm! I'm close, really close. Oh yeah, mmm-mmm-there you go, Camille. Mmmm-mmmm-yeah, just like that. Mmmmmm-mmmm-shit that's it! Yes! Fuck! YES!" Camille, still seated on her heels and torturing her sweet pussy with circling fingers, looked as if she were struggling to keep her eyes open. Her face elongated and her jaw dropped as his fat, long cock was so far into her mouth that only three inches remained. Kaden had got his way after all, and now had his manhood buried in my wife's throat. His persistence had worn her down, and he was loving the results.
Camille wasn't bobbing anymore, she was moving side to side working it in as his baby strokes crowded the tight, soft passage with the engorged head of his cock. Given his length he had to be one or two inches deep in her throat. Up until then Camille had displayed smooth controlled movements, but she was forcing her body to do things it wasn't meant to do, fighting back reflexes and survival instincts, and her face and shoulders vibrated with tension.
"Mmm-yeah, fuck, daddy's cock likes. Mmm-yeah, fuck, go all the way down. Mmm-yeah, fuck, go at it all the way down."
His hands tightly held onto my wife's head, and he maintained his baby strokes but his restraint was unraveling as his orgasm seemed imminent.
She came off for air, and then went right back down, with a little helpful persuasion by Kaden's big hands. Earlier she'd suppressed her gulping sounds in an attempt not to be lewd, but with her throat muscles in constant spasm the sound went unregulated and became guttural, wet and squishy. Kaden was losing it now, his baby strokes shifting to full on thrusting.
"Mmmm-yeah Camille, you got it! Mmmm-fuck, got it! Mmmm-yeah, taking it all! Mmmm-sucking it all. Mmmm-yeah, all of it. Mmm-all of it going in. Mmmm-sucking my fucking cock all the fucking way in!" He looked down as he thrust harder, his dick not just nudging around in her throat but pumping in and out. Camille panted in garbled moans and finger fucked herself frantically. "Mmmm-fuck you are pretty. Mmmm-look at you. So pretty-Fuck! Mmmm-look at your pretty face... Mmm-shit, loving on my cock. Fuck I'm... Mmmm-shit! Shit I'm... Fuck-I'm gonna... Mmmm-uh-gonna come. Uh-shit, FUCK!"
Sweat trickled down his face. Her full tits bumped against his thighs. His fingers turned white clutching her head. A tear trickled down her cheek. Her red nose fluctuated fighting for bursts of air. His ass flexed and jerked forwards fucking his dick into her throat. Even another inch had started to disappear. And just as I finally believed it would, and that my wife might actually deepthroat The Beast within an inch of its entirety, Kaden went tense from head to toe and froze.
He pulled out part way, and Camille, knowing what was coming, sealed her lips tightly around the shaft as his balls contracted and rose up the base. His dick throbbed and his ass cheeks pinched together. Camille's eyes widened as his come gushed into my wife's mouth.
I couldn't take it and shot a load against the barbecue as Camille's head jerked back, having received a second blast of Kaden's come. His eyes were clenched, his mouth opened to scream but issuing only a fractured groan that drowned out Lana Del Rey's singing. Though it sounded like an animal dying it was a distinctly male sexual triumph.
"Ooooughhh-goddamn I'm coming. Oooooo-mmmmm-get it. Get it! Ooo-get... Get it! Ooo-all. GET... IT... ALL..."
His ass flexed and his dick pulsed again. Camille winced, her mouth now flooded with my arrogant friend's semen.
"Ooooughhh-yeah, GET-IT! Oooo-God! Oooooo-mmmmm!"
The next jet must've hit her throat, and a small dainty cough allowed a tiny glob of his semen to shoot out and splatter in a line running up his shaft. Another glob had escaped but spurted downwards, landing in a drip running down her chin. He blasted again, his body shaking and Camille's brow stitched together as she struggled to contain the hot load filling up her mouth. That seemed to be it, and his body began to relax, only to convulse as one final jet of come gushed over her tongue.
"Ooohhh-yeah. Uh-Goddamn that's it, you got me. Ooohhh-you really got me. Oooohh-that's good. Ooooh-that's so fucking good, Camille."
His hands eased off her head and she slowly pulled back from his dick, being careful not to make a huge mess. His big fat dick was coated in his thick white come. As it came completely out, its head covered in what looked like hot icing, a stubborn sticky strand stayed connected to her luscious, swollen lips. From the shape of her mouth there was a huge load inside. She winced and swallowed, not once but three separate times. Her throat rose and fell, and each time it did, I knew my wife was ingesting another man's come into her little sexy tummy.
After clearing her mouth, she looked up at him with a toothy smile, as if she'd just done something both embarrassing and amazing. The single drip running down her sexy chin was worth a poster. Kaden kept his gooey dick less than an inch from her smile, until Camille closed her eyes, stuck out her tongue and licked the underside of it up to the urethra. The top of the head touched her upper lip, leaving more sticking strands between them, and then her tongue circled the head and she sucked the gooey shaft inside her mouth once again. He was inside a good way, and her cheeks fluctuated as her tongue swabbed over his shaft, so that when he did disengage his cock from her mouth it was nice and sparkling clean.
"Man, that was... I don't even know what that was," he said, running a hand through his hair. "You are something, really something."
"That I am," she said, sounding her old self again. "And do you think you can now behave yourself until my husband gets home?" she kidded, as her tongue retrieved the drip on her chin.
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Chapter 25: Getting Carried Away
A damp cold settled on my small, walled in yard and I shoved my hands under my armpits. My hair fluttered across my face in the breeze as I popped up again to see them both in the kitchen, bathed in the hot white of the canister lighting. Camille had pulled her camisole back up and put on her boxer shorts. Kaden had put his shorts on but kept his shirt off. He shuffled through our cupboards to fix them both a drink as she texted on her phone, likely another attempt to reach me.
"He still hasn't texted back."
"I told you, I hired the best strippers."
"I'll never understand men's obsession with strippers. Or I guess I sadly do. I just wish he'd at least let me know when he's getting back."
"Am I not keeping you entertained?"
I still couldn't believe I was so stupid as to let my phone die on me. The night could've unfolded much differently had we remained in touch and now we had a lot to talk about—and not all of it would be the fun kind. Yes Kaden had misled her, but I felt a gut wrenching jumble of horniness and jealousy after watching her cheat on me. And that's exactly what she'd done when she sucked my friend's cock behind my back—cheated. There was the option of just walking in and seeing what she was willing to say about it, or if she'd even tell me what happened at all, but it was incredibly awkward with Kaden still there. I tried to imagine myself greeting Kaden, shaking his hand as he grinned the grin of a man who'd just had his dick in my wife's throat. And I also needed to know if she'd do it again, or if she'd go even further with him since Kaden showed no signs of leaving and she wasn't exactly chasing him out. So despite the cold I chose not to reveal myself just yet. Unfortunately, she'd have to worry about my whereabouts a little longer.
"Well, he's going to regret missing out tonight. I had everything set up for him and instead some big, stupid oaf shows up." Her plucky humor had already returned, almost as if she'd never blown Kaden at all.
"And she's back!" He clapped his hands slowly. "So what were your plans for him tonight, because you can count the big, stupid oaf in!" He handed her a vodka and then sipped his own.
Camille's big, fashion-model eyes remained glazed over in desire, their heavy lids had a dark metal sheen, freed strands of chestnut hair dangled in her face, her nose was still red and her lips still swollen. She had a sexy freshly-fucked look about her despite not having had any actual sex. She looked sweet and vulnerable and wicked and fuckable all at the very same time. Of course Kaden wasn't going to leave, she was a hot piece of ass and he was determined to get a slice.
She took a sip and winced. "I don't know if I can drink this."
Kaden retrieved her glass and set both his and hers down on the counter. He rubbed down her shoulders and took hold of her arms. He inched his head closer, his eyes sweetly preparing her for an incoming kiss.
"Um, didn't you promise to behave yourself?" Her tone was a solid rebuff to his advance.
"Alight. If you're really going to hold me to it."
"Thank you. I also need to know if Alex is alright."
Kaden sighed and dropped his eyes down to the floor. His gaze slowly climbed back up her sexy twenty-seven year old body. "I could always text Jimmy and have Jimmy check on him."
"Could you, please?"
He managed to lift his eyes to hers, but he let go of her arm to place a hand on her hip—her pussy was out of his sight, but definitely not out of his mind. "Absolutely," he finally answered, and slid his hand up under her camisole to her abdomen. "But what are you gonna do for me?"
He then lowered his fingers, creeping under the elastic of her boxer shorts, until her voice hitched and she said, "I think I've already done quite a bit for you, wouldn't you say?" She moved his hand away from her pussy and Kaden let go of her altogether.
He leaned back against the island counter, with Camille doing the same beside him. She crossed her arms and Kaden glanced at her from the corner of his eye.
"So one thing I wanna know—why?"
"Why what?"
"Why is Alex...". He paused, pointed to our TV and began again, "How are you cool with him showing a porno to all his friends?"
"Wow, just what I want to be thinking about right now." She leaned way back in embarrassment. "Well, I guess because I love him and it makes him happy, so..."
"You, the girl who gives me shit for asking Bobby to have anal sex did that for a man?"
"Nobody was supposed to know."
"Ah! But lucky for you I did."
She thinned her eyes into needles. "I'd say you are the lucky one."
He laughed like it was the most absurd thing he'd ever heard, and then put a hand on her flat tummy and rubbed. "I gave a little back, didn't I?"
She stared down past her crossed arms to where his hand continued to circle her silky skin and her belly full of his come. "I was wondering how long it would be before I regretted doing that."
"Listen to you! And I'm not the one who put my best parts on the silver screen." I don't know if she realized it but his hand had lowered towards her boxer shorts for a second attempt.
"That is definitely more of an Alex thing."
"So he likes to show you off? I guess there's your Instagram account, so that makes some sense. But this went quite a ways beyond that, wouldn't you say?"
"He's just a little too proud sometimes. But yeah, he also kinda likes to show me off in his own special way."
"His own special way, huh? Is that where The Beast comes in?"
She laughed. "I can't say I get that aspect of it. I mean, Alex is amazing, you know that, and he's like the sexiest guy I've ever met. He just has some insecurities for some strange reason."
Listening in suddenly became very awkward for me.
"What's he have to be insecure about?"
"Nothing! It's like he just can't see himself the way I do. But using that thing..." she motioned towards the big dildo, "that evidently makes him happy, so I don't mind obliging him."
"Oblige him, huh? Seems to me you're pretty into it for someone who's just trying to please her man." His whole hand dipped into her boxer shorts.
"Do I need to put on pants?" she cautioned.
He withdrew his hand again, holding it off to the side as if no foul had been committed. "And weren't you going to text Jimmy?"
"OK, OK!" He then reached over the front of her to get his phone from where it lay on the counter. But instead of grabbing it he left it resting flat on the table and used one finger to punch out a message, which he read aloud as he started typing.
"Jimmy... Can... You..."
By reaching over her, his naked torso had turned to face her and was positioned directly in front of hers with their groins practically touching. They were face to face again and as he typed his other hand returned to her hip.
"Look... For... Alex... Maybe... Under... One... Of... The... Strippers...."
She didn't push him away or try to squeeze out to the side. She stayed put and let him type. But with his large bulge up against her thinly covered vagina her body appeared to react by flexing her ass against the counter. She was horny as fuck and it was painfully obvious.
He stopped typing to ask, "So back to Alex's own special way of showing you off, what's that like exactly?"
"I... Honestly I'm not entirely sure. He just finds it exciting when other men are into me."
His hand slowly made its way towards her pussy again. "He must be excited all the time." He cocked his head slightly, "But what about when you are into other men?"
She smiled right in his face.
"Alex is a crazy man," he laughed, "and I fucking love it—love it!" His palm was turned downwards and went deep into her boxers.
"So that's not strange to you," she asked?
"I mean, he may not show off his love the same way I do, but what he did at the party shows some major fucking balls." He must've snuck a finger between her thigh gap because her chest rapidly filled with air.
"Do you think it's strange that he likes to watch me play with that?" Her eyes darted to the large dildo again.
"You mean The Beast? Do I think it's strange that he likes watching you plow The Beast?" His eyebrows raised every time he said the name, reiterating he was the inspiration for our toy. "That wouldn't exactly be my thing, but I've got mucho respect for anyone whose sexual horizons are broader than my own. And after our little bit of fun tonight I can see why he likes to show you off so much. He could not have done better than you and words don't do you justice."
His fingertip teased the sensitive peak of her vagina, eliciting a shocked breath from her. "Maybe you should finish sending the text."
"I probably should." He resumed tapping out his message with his other hand moving in circles inside her boxer shorts. "Find... That... Fucker... And... Have... Him... Text... Me..."
He hit send, looked deeply into my wife's eyes, and, without warning, took hold of her beautiful face and kissed her hard on her precious lips.
From outside I watched the profile of their bodies—their kiss. I could see them holding each other's faces, crushing their mouths together, their wild frolicking tongues going deeper into mutual captivity. Her supple tits were molded to his chest, pancaking out to the side with each heavy breath—breathing in each other's lives, igniting their passion into swirling embers of energy. Camille bent forward, a feral hunch in her back, and Kaden returned her increased aggression.
A deep, deep burn of jealousy fried my organs. I was way more jealous than I'd been watching her perform fellatio on him. She wasn't just horny, she desperately wanted him, Kaden, the same asshole she aimed to kill once upon a time. Something had broken free—such a burning desire for Kaden that it melted through her defiant self-reliance and she threw herself at him.
His hands left her cheeks and traveled down her sides. He pulled up on her thigh, encouraging her to lift herself up, and then seated her on the granite countertop. He pressed his crotch against hers and held it there, allowing her aroused pussy to greet the hard bulge in his shorts and building up suspense before his next move, which no one could stop, least of all Camille.
"You asshole," she pleaded, their faces just apart enough to take in each other's physical beauty. "You promised to behave yourself."
"Camille, look at at you, look at what I'm up against, I'd have to be gay, and even then..." He rubbed his big dick across her pussy.
"This isn't fair."
"You know what fair would be? Me fucking your sweet pussy until the house falls down for teasing me from day one."
"Oh God, Kaden. He might be home at any minute. We can't, we just..." she pleaded, her ample lust getting the best of her.
"Oh momma, yes we can," he whispered into her ear. He then lifted her by the ass like she was nothing and tossed her over his shoulder.
"Kaden!" She shrieked, her torso hanging down his back as he carried her towards the stairs. Her thighs hung down his chest and she kicked her feet. He grabbed her ass to secure her to his shoulder and stepped out of my view and up the stairs.
Chapter 26: Glowing Reviews
My heart was racing after watching him literally carry off my wife like some caveman. I zipped up my pants as I thought about my options. Just walking in on them felt more awkward than ever. And, even though I was royally getting off watching my wife be nasty for another man, I still felt like I should be furious. There were no agreed upon terms where she swallows my friend's come or runs off to fuck him behind my back.
I gave them a moment and then tried the sliding glass door to see if she'd locked it. Yup! I went around the front and silently entered there and proceeded into the living room where only moments ago my hot wife and pushy friend had been fooling around. A light showed from the top of our staircase, a clear indicator they were in our bedroom. I kept staring at the pattern of light like it was a ghost, waiting for it to fade away and make me question if I'd ever seen it at all. But that was not the case, my wife was up there, with him, in our bedroom.
I approached the coffee table and saw her phone laying next to the big black dildo as if they were lovers. I guess what kept me from barging in on them or even being angry at all, was that I still gave her the benefit of the doubt on some level. I picked up her phone and opened up her text app before I could convince myself it wasn't cool to invade her privacy. But the way I saw it, I did it to exonerate her, not to probe for anything incriminating, and that somehow made it less of a breach of trust. There were several recent messages from Kaden and I suddenly had my doubts about her innocence when their conversation popped up in a message chain that went on for three screen lengths.
The first of his texts came much earlier than I'd expected.
-You should see the filth being shown on TV right now.
I went to my conversation to cross check the timestamps. That text came around the time she was texting Boo-boo, and had to be the weird text from him she'd told me about. And Camille's response didn't help.
-Did my hubby say something to you?
His answer didn't come until a few minutes later, after she blurted out The Beast's name a second time and all but confirmed his suspicions.
-Way to tell me how you feel, Camille
-Always the asshole
-Maybe so. Or maybe I'm a BEAST
-You've got me there
-I think I do. And based on what I'm watching, it looks to me like The Beast got a piece of you. And damn, you aren't exactly complaining
-Wow Kaden. Maybe you should post your ideas to Tik Tok. Someone there is bound to believe you
It was several minutes later before he'd texted again, just after I'd spoken on the phone to her and shortly after Kaden had shut down Steve's second attempt at outing her. In that regard, with him knowing the truth, he'd done us a huge favor, but of course his next few messages undermined any gratitude I might've felt.
-Should I bounce over so we can finish this conversation in person?
-Don't! And if this has anything to do with something Alex might have said don't listen to him!
-Alex is totally cool with it
-I don't believe you, what did he say
What a fucking liar, maybe he inferred something from our exchanged glance, but that was far from me telling him I was OK with it.
There was no response from Kaden, he'd let her assume I'd put him up to it. Camille then texted again:
-Please don't listen to Alex. I need talk to him first
And her last text must've been sent during the time my phone died
-I can't get a hold of him. Is he with you?
That sly fucking dog decided to go to my house without saying shit to me. He took a chance she'd believe I was behind it and it paid off big time. This whole thing was just a huge mess, and to her credit she tried to do right by waiting for me. She was led to believe I'd wanted him there and still fought him off until she just couldn't anymore. And I could've stopped it at any point and yet held myself back. And maybe that's the takeaway, maybe we were all to blame because we all wanted the same goddamn thing. I mean, Kaden potentially had his dick in her at that very moment and I wasn't freaking out, so could I say I didn't want it to happen?
I blacked out her phone and returned it to the coffee table beside The Beast, her phone's beaded case making a scratching noise on the glass. I quietly made my way upstairs and froze when I heard her giggle. Despite the joy in her voice the laugh also unearthed a breathy passionate moan. I continued, but my bare feet felt as if they were noisily sticking to the cold steps.
I paused at the top, as my wife's exasperated breathing told me everything I needed to know. I walked into the hall, passing our sunset wedding picture in its carved bamboo frame as another gentle squeak came from our bed and the sound of them shifting positions. "Damn you are pretty, Camille," came Kaden's voice like an ice cube down my spine, triggering an urge to run, but I proceeded quietly toward the light of the room. The first thing that came into view was the bedpost at the foot of the bed. I knew with one more step I'd see my wife with a man's cock inside her and the image would be etched into my brain permanently. My heart raced as I crept forward.
She faced away from me, laying on top of him, naked, kissing him with a hypnotic motion that was countered by the sway of her silky ponytail. Kaden's hairy legs were bent and slightly apart with her smooth shapely legs spread to either side of his. His long, muscle-punctuated arm rested along her sexy back, the big hand bent down over my wife's ass crack. His erection had returned, in all its tall, thick glory, but it was his masculine finger that circled ever so gently through her dripping slit as his cock throbbed awaiting its turn. He hadn't fucked her yet. I felt so woozy I placed my hand on the wall for support.
I stayed to the side, not in clear view, as adrenaline added to my anxiety. Our bed's footboard was flush with the mattress so my view remained unobstructed by it. Camille slowly, subtly humped her ass on his finger, a move so reflexive she may not have even been aware. Kaden's finger drew tighter circles and then pushed further in between her lips making Camille gasp into his mouth.
Kaden pulled out his finger and took hold of his thick veiny shaft. He positioned that baby arm over her vertical slit and between her ass cheeks clear up past her anus, so the shaft passed between her sensitive labia but didn't penetrate her.
"Mmmmm-God, that's not your finger."
"You're right."
"You're determined to make this as difficult as possible."
"Quit pretending, Camille."
"What makes you think I'd want this if you keep breaking your word?"
"Because I know you want this." He pressed his fingers on the portion of his shaft laying over her pussy and pushed it deeper between her soft labia. He then moved it back and forth between the sensitive lips.
"Mmmm-God!" she moaned and the word "No" became lodged in my throat.
"You want it, Camille so why can't you just say so?"
"Even if I do, we can't." she explained and an inkling of relief washed over me.
"You don't think he knows I'm here right now?" He phrased the question as to not lie but imply that I'd consented to him being at my home on our special night.
"It just seemed like he was teasing when he'd said that, but even if it's true, where is he?"
"Maybe he's already here and peeking through a window."
"Now that I believe."
"So forget him for a minute, what do you want?"
He rubbed his cock harder, wedging the shaft deeper between her swollen lips. His fat cock was already wet along its sides as my wife's pussy gushed with aroused anticipation, doing everything to invite that monster in. I noticed his cock head was positioned over her anus instead of above it, and that meant my wife had steadily raised her ass upwards.
"Mmmm-jeeze! You really think he just stayed behind for the strippers?"
"He knows you'll still be here so why not?"
"Even still, we-."
"Don't say we can't. Think about it—will he really give a shit after the fun we've already had?"
"Mmmmm! That's different."
"How so?"
"Women don't lose their virginity giving blow jobs. He'll see a difference."
He laughed, and with his other hand he crushed her head against his for a kiss.
My heart raced again, I don't know why their kissing was so upsetting. I don't know why it was worse than a blow job. It felt like betrayal and fevered Jealousy lit through me. If he actually penetrated her I don't think I'd be able to take it.



Her ass had risen so that the purplish head of his cock sat right at the base of her slick pussy. The wetness coming from inside her now wrapped around his shaft as he continued sawing it longways through her and moving it about.
"You don't have one good bone in your body, do you?"
"No," he laughed unapologetically, "but I do have a bad one."
"God you're just so full of yourself."
His cockhead was entirely over her pussy, his fingers having moved up his shaft to just below his urethra and pushing the head into the divide.
"We're wasting time, Camille, and once you get a taste you know you'll know you'll wanna savor this."
"Mmmmm!" she moaned, as his cock head teased her eager pussy. "Mmmm-God, I'm your friend's wife, we-"
He spoke over her in a rush of testosterone, "You're his hot as fuck wife who I wanna fuck so bad I could give a shit about him right now."
He ran his cock upwards with more pressure, the head submerging itself sideways.
"Oh fuck, Kaden, I want it just as bad, and that's why I can't-ahhhhh-gaaawwwwd!"
She was cut off in an explosion of ecstasy, her butt had risen just far enough for Kaden to slip his cockhead into the tight, slippery canal, expanding her labia from parentheses into a strained O.
I reached outward into the room, blood drumming in my ears. I screamed no, but the sound never escaped my throat.
"Awww-God! Mmmmmmm-I... Kaden... mmmm... ahhhh-my-God!"
His hand moved away from his cock up to the top of her ass, and, spreading his rock-toughened fingers wide apart, he pushed her butt down just enough for her opened slit to swallow The Beast's head.
This wasn't happening, everything unreal, and yet so vividly real I couldn't stand it. I leaned against the doorway and held both sides of the wall, flashing back on all the fun my wife and I shared in our bed, playing with the huge dildo, playing with fire.
"Goddam, you're so fucking hot!"
"Fuck your such an asshole! Mmmmmm!"
"That's right, blame me if it makes you feel better." He pulled down on her ass but she resisted. The two opposing forces became small slow strokes with his big cock just barely inside her tight juicy pussy. She struggled inside and out, and it wasn't because she didn't want him inside her, it's because she did! "Uhhh yeah! God, I'm gonna do you so nice!"
"Oh my God! Mmmmm-I can't let him see me like this."
"Then it's a good thing he isn't here."
A sudden reflex left me standing straight up, fists clenched, but I made it no further than that.
She'd ceased resisting his hands and he lifted his hips from the bed, gently pumping the fat head of his dick between her bowed, glistening labia. Her gorgeous, nude body began to rock forward and back, her full tits rubbing over his chest. Her face closed in on his until she kissed him.
"See, this isn't so bad, is it?"
Mindlessly my hand slipped inside of my shorts and found a hard dick.
She whimpered a breathy admission of her defeat and her vagina seeped stream after stream of lubrication down his long, thick rod.
"God, Kaden, you have no idea how badly I want to keep going. Mmmmm-but I can't let him find us like this."
"Uhhh-after putting you in that movie you really think he'll care?"
"This isn't the same!" she asserted with a rapturous shiver in her voice.
"No, Camille," he said with a devilish grin of satisfaction. "No it isn't."
"Oh fuck!" She shouted in a burst of self anger and sunk her aching-to-be-fucked pussy down on his stiff-as-a-railroad-spike cock. She buried its delicious head deeper within her, her eyes shooting open and focused on nothing as she was treated to a full body rush of excitement. There was a split second of silence and then she breathed an uncontrollable, passionate moan that caused me to take a step back.
"Oooooooh... Ohhhhh...". She grabbed Kaden's hair just above his ears, and panicked, "Slow, slow slow!"
Kaden did go slow, pushing his stiff cock upwards and her butt relaxed. Her tight, waxed smooth slit was stretched in a big circle, with the dim lighting making the wet sparkle. Camille's body once again shuddered in excitement and secretions cascaded down along the shaft's raised veins, pouring out from her beyond-ready-to-be-fucked vagina. His cock steadily inched its way inside and back out, turning her whole butt pink with heat.
"What are we doing," she said in a choked plea, and rubbed her upper lip on his neck, pulling it back to expose white sparkling teeth.
"You know exactly what we're doing," he gloated as he pushed up just a bit quicker and deeper.
She gasped and then creakily invoked, "Oooh-God, Please, you have to go slow or I'm going to scream."
"Isn't that the point?" His dick did not deter, continuing to push forwards, dividing the outer slit and squeezing into her sensitive interior. But he did scooch down the bed an inch, his stiff cock getting a more direct angle of penetration into her receptive, aching pussy.
"Better?"
"Oh God! OK, OK, that is better." She courageously raised her ass into the air and then jerked down. Her stretched vagina was so tight the length of his shaft scrunched up and bulged trying to fit. Then came a high pitched outburst of, "Holy shit! Oooooohhhh..." It had been the way Camille rolled her hips that made such an exciting difference, tilting them as she started coming down and then straightening them midway, redirecting his cock straight up the pathway to her womb.
Kaden savored the skin on skin feel of his unprotected cock snug in her hot, dripping pussy. "Oh yeah, fuck is that tight. Ummm... That's what I'm talking about. Ummm yeah... Fuck, do you have a sweet pussy."
"Ohhhh God, Kaden, we need to be quick.... Mmmmmmm! I don't want him to see me like this!"
"Damn, Camille," he laughed. "First you want to go slow and now quick. You begged to wait for Alex and now you're concerned he'll come home. Uhhhh-fuck, you are all over the place."
"Mmmm-God, I didn't think it would be like this." She threw her head side to side and her fingernails stabbed into his shoulders. She was already climaxing, not a big one, but she was drowning in euphoria and breathing heavily into his ear.
His slick, unprotected erection stretched open her waxed smooth lips, and the inner folds were glowing red in her excitement. I thought Camille was going to pass out as I watched it plunge in and out of her. It was too much for my aroused jealousy to take but paralysis rooted me to the ground.
I withdrew my hand from my pants. I wasn't supposed to see this. It wasn't intended for my eyes. After months of toying with him, allowing him to get just close enough to the honeypot to lust after her more than ever, and then yanking that pot away, denying him the fruits of his labor—the sonofabitch had finally turned our game against us. His dick was in my wife's honeypot and she was spreading that honey all over him. She couldn't help herself. And if she knew I was watching she'd feel burning shame, and that's hard on any marriage, even one as complicated as ours.
I stepped back away from the room and pulled my hand from my pants before they could notice me, and proceeded back down the hall and through the dark doorway to our office.
I felt for the laptop on the desk and carefully carried it into the hall, the sounds of passionate intercourse flooding out of the bedroom—the creaking, the groaning and grunting, the slapping bodies and just the overall steamy milieu of wild, raw sex had come into play since I'd peeked in on them. She moaned a frail, submissive cry, giving in to her lover, allowing his massive cock to tantalize her married pussy into being his for one hot, nasty night.
I felt my consciousness wane as my body tipped backwards. I stumbled towards the stairs as she screamed out, "Mmm-oh God, oh God, ohmygawd, YES! Ohmygawd, you're really doing it... oh God, don't stop... ooooohhh... yeeessss.... yeeeessss..."
I was dizzy and thought I really would pass out by the time I'd reached the bottom of the stairs. I rushed for the couch, set the laptop on the table. The browser window was still open and it displayed the Pornhub website. I must've been in shock, I don't know how else to explain it, because I sort of fell into autopilot and began to deal with the next biggest problem in my life, which was the 115K views on Pornhub, and the real possibility of our movie spreading all over the web.
I loaded up Pornhub's front page to see if maybe the video was trending down, making its removal less urgent. The front page popped up and I said, "Shit!" outloud before covering my mouth. My wife's movie was in the number two slot. It was number two on the front page, meaning it was trending at number two out of all categories, not just amateur! My God, the number of views had skyrocketed.
I kept myself calm and clicked over to the movie's page. Under the player window was more information, and I saw a 52 next to the comments tab. To me that seemed like a lot of comments, and I expanded the comments section and took a minute to skim through them before deleting them and the movie for good.
Right at the top:
-Your face says it all. You love that big cock in you.
I wondered if her face looked the same as Kaden fucked her in the room upstairs, right at that very moment. My chest became painfully hollow, and to fight the pain I distracted myself by reading on.
-Too hot. What's her name?
-Busted that pussy wide open. No fake pornstar bullshit here.
-I got a huge dick just like that. I wanna fuck you, baby. Send message please!
There was something comforting about reading the white print on the pitch-bkack page. It was a safe space for me to get off on my hedonistic obsession sharing my wife. I was so sure about my feelings when it was all neatly arranged on a page. And for the moment it was a place for me to free my jealousy as my wife indulged in another man's very real cock.
My attention was forced from the computer when I heard the bed start to groan, a deep sound that traveled through the walls. We didn't have a box spring, it was actually the thick posted bed frame emanating a low creak at the wood joiners. I read on, trying to weave the sound of my wife's lovemaking into the comfort of anonymous postings.
-Need more. Best ass I've seen on this site hands down
-I'm eleven inches and I wanna make you scream. Message me so I can make your white pussy come all over my cock
-Wow. So gorgeous. So daring. Hottest video in months. I applaud the producer!
-Name?
-Bitch knows how to handle a cock
-Watched this twice. I need to know her name. I NEED TO KNOW HER NAME!
-More please
-I'm a well hung, in shape, good looking guy. I wanna see your ass oiled up. I know how to fuck your pussy hard. Message me.
-Need a name or links to more
And on and on and on...
I stopped reading and instead navigated to my Pornhub user account so I could delete our movie. In the world of my computer I had the power to do that, hit the delete key and make it all go away as if it had never happened at all. But as the page loaded it redirected me to the login and I realized my session had timed out at some point. I prepared to type in the password but my mind went blank. I'd asked Camille to pick one out for me and now I couldn't remember that shit. In that quiet moment I faintly heard their voices.
"Oh God, that's so... Wow, just... Ah... Wow... Ahhh-ahhh!"
"Too much for you?"
"Mmmmm-God no! Ahhh-ahhh, keep going! Mmmmm-ahhhh-yeaaahhh-mmmmm, my God, Kaden, you're... Ah... so Aaaahhh! Jeez you're in so far. Oh my God, oh jeez! Fuck, I'm going to come! Oh God-ahhhh, Kaden, uhmygawd I shouldn't be coming! God, yes! Yes! Ah-ah God you're deep! Ah-ah-ah... you're making me come. Ah-ah-ah..."
And then it hit me—the password—'B3ast'. Fuck, even her password was a harbinger to getting pounded by my friend's big dick.
I typed 'B3ast' to login and prepared to delete our movie. But at the last second I saw how many views it had racked up and was floored to discover it had climbed to 672K! My head spun so bad I could barely focus. Dear God, at the rate it had shot up it would break a million by midnight. Fuck, her Instagram posts only recieved a small fraction of that. My dick pulsed as I stroked it, thinking about a million wanking guys watching Camille take The Beast balls deep. I couldn't delete the movie. There was something there. I didn't know what, but a million fucking views for anything seemed huge. Pride began to fill in the painful emptiness in my chest. Any fallout from posting our movie would've happened by now anyway, so another 338K wouldn't mean shit. Except for me. I had to let it happen. One-fucking-million!
I played her movie back on the laptop and stroked my dick. 676K and climbing. Goddamn was Camille a hot piece of ass. Maybe I could accept her experiencing one night with Kaden. I'd pushed her towards him so many times, and we'd toyed with the idea for so long I couldn't possibly expect her to have a clear head about it. And it had taken a lot of fuckng guts and trust on her part in allowing me to show that movie at the bachelor party and she'd given me that. So maybe I could give her this. After everything she'd done for me, one passionate night with the dick of her dreams seemed oddly fair.
I continued stroking my dick, watching her drive the dildo into her sopping snatch on my laptop, but now I also sought out the sound from upstairs, which permeated through the whole house.
"Oh my God, YES! Harder Kaden! YES! Oh God it's deep! YES, YES! No, no, put it back in! Oh God yes that's it. Oh God! Oh fuck that's reaching everywhere, you asshole!"
Long gone were any thoughts of waiting for her husband, "Fuck! Yeah faster like that! Oh jeez YES! Even faster like that, YES! Oh God that's it! Oh-awwww! FUCK! Ohmygawd, ohmygawd, yes! Jesus! YES! YES! Ohhhhh-ohhhh-ohhhhhh..."
She came and she came hard, and so did I.
But Kaden was a different story, his horny ass just kept on going.
As my wife's screams settled down their creaking bed hit new heights. My dick deflated and the grinding thump began to wear on me like an unbalanced ceiling fan. And after ten more minutes of listening to the rock climber annihilate my wife's wet, little pussy it finally stopped with a loud guttural grunt.
Once they settled down I heard him call to her in the hallway, "Better than some plastic toy, huh? You'll need more than a glass of water to cool off after that."
"Oh yeah? Well your braggadocious absurdity is already cooling me off."
"Ha! I'll make a prediction right now—by the end of the night you'll be singing your praise again. How did it go? Oh yeah—'Fuck me, Kaden, fuck me with the big Beast of my dreamy-weemy-dreams!'"
"Ummm-yeah, don't get your hopes up." Her defiant nature was insurmountable.
She came briskly into view at the top of the stairs and descended with playfully quick steps, her tits bouncing inside her big night shirt. Her fashion model eyes caught me about midway down and she gasped in surprise. We stared at one another, both unsure how to handle the situation.
"Alex, you startled me. Did you just get here?"
"A few minutes ago."
Her descent slowed, pausing on each step, and then she noticed the laptop on the coffee table. She poorly disguised her concern with a fake, polite smile. "Oh, so you've been upstairs?"
Did she honestly think I might've missed her screaming to be fucked harder even if I hadn't? "I went up just to grab the laptop." I smiled back, like a bored housewife full of juicy dirt.
Seeing as I wasn't mad she hastened her pace and came towards me. "Then you were expecting to find..." She couldn't say it, allowing my mind to fill in the unspeakable.
"I don't know what I expected to find, and that's the fun of it, right?"
She approached with her arms out for a hug. "I waited for you, but..." She knew me too well, and that despite what I'd said I was indeed struggling with my feelings. "I waited but you never showed up..."
I scooped her against me and the feel of my wife in my arms, her firm warm body, had me moaning sweetly into her ear. Her soft breasts on my chest melted away my insecurity like a plastic bag over a flame. I slid her sweaty bangs to the side and a rush of love drew me to her lips. I kissed her passionately on the mouth until the world stopped spinning and nothing else mattered but the feel of her in my arms.
When we broke she caressed my face and let me see her big, blue fashion model eyes still dancing with satisfied excitement. Her nose was bright red and there were traces of tears beside either eye. We shared the strongest connection, our sensibilities melding, and no matter how many screaming orgasms Kaden pounded out of her he could never compete with that.
"Well that was something!" she said, breaking the silence with a joke.
I laughed, "Yeah, I'd say that was something alright."
"Was sending over my late night surprise a present to me or was I actually supposed to wait for you?"
She glowed with love and happiness, and if I told the truth, that Kaden had suckered her into fucking him, shame would set in and put a strain on everything. We'd have a longer conversation after things settled down, maybe in a week or so, and I'd ease her into the truth, but for now I couldn't have her beautiful moment turn ugly, and so I was a bit deceptive with my answer.
I picked up the big black dildo she'd left on the coffee table and waved it at her. "This one was definitely for you."
"Aren't you the sweetest? Thank you, my darling, kinky, crazy husband."
I pulled her crotch against my erection and she winced in pain. I asked if everything was alright and she explained as she ran a finger over the big black dildo, "Yeah, I'm just a little sore."
She then headed towards the downstairs bathroom to clean up, holding a hand over her sore crotch, "I seriously think he remodeled my vagina to fit a family of four."
Chapter 27: Big Influence
"Goddamn what a night, huh? You two are seriously crazy and I fucking looove it!"
He sat back down on the bed in nothing but his underwear.
"So like I said, Camille and I have something of a unique sex life, but you coming here tonight was a bit of a bold move, wouldn't you say?"
Camille had slipped past Kaden and went for the master shower, shutting the door behind her, so this was my chance to get an answer without her knowing the truth.
He pushed his thumb along his jaw and then looked at me with a cunning smile. "It's simple math. I mean, it was pretty obvious something was up with Camille. She's dropped more than a few hints. That whole trip to the wine country she was flirty as fuck, right? And once I realized you were showing me a movie of her ramming a big dildo up her snatch I pretty much pieced together you were cool with whatever brewed between your girl and me. You are cool with it, right?"
"I guess you could say that we're in the process of deciding what's cool. So you just drove over here?"
"No, I texted Camille to let her know I'd seen her movie and gave her shit about it. And we got into it a bit, and she kinda implied I should come over."
"Really?" I'd read their texts and I don't know how he could've construed she wanted him to pop on over and fuck her lights out based on that exchange. He was knowingly twisting the truth.



"I'm being for real. And I only meant to tease her about the movie, I didn't expect shit to go down when I showed up. But then, you know, she was being flirty, and then a little more than flirty and I just lost my head. So I'm sorry, man, but Camille's just... Well fuck, how can I not lose my head with her, right? And I respect she's your wife, bro, and our plan was to wait for you, but... Fuck you married a ragging hot beauty, bro, and she's suddenly going down on me and totally... I mean, how am I supposed to keep my hands off her at that point, right?"
I was at a loss. His outlandish version of what had transpired tonight probably wasn't a lie, at least not to him. I actually think the guy's ego was so inflated he really did believe it was Camille who'd called him over and jumped at the chance to suck his big cock.
Camille returned from rinsing off, having put back on her nightshirt. The nightshirt was semi-sheer, so nips for days, and barely long enough to hide her ass. She'd let out her ponytail and looked ready for bed. Kaden finally got up but only to ask if he could get a rinse.
I changed into my sweats and we straightened up the bed and brushed our teeth in the master. We bumped into Kaden coming out of the second bathroom on our way to refill our water glasses. He stood there in a towel, and lit up when he saw the glasses in our hands, "Are we having a drink?"
"Water's the drink of choice at the moment," I said unapologetically.
"Ah, bummer."
"You're welcome to help yourself to more," Camille offered and then added, "And you're welcome to the spare bedroom if you're too tired." It was the kind of generosity you offer to make a point, the point being my wife and I were ready for bed and maybe he should get going.
"That'd be awesome. Jimmy texted, apparently a few guys from the party are sleeping it off in my bed."
"Ewwww! Well then let me get you set up."
"You get him set up and I'll get the water," I added, trying my best not to sound disappointed. I'd been looking forward to some alone time with my wife. Not even for sex—just to feel the closeness between us and to talk freely in our big warm home with the rest of the world locked outside. I just wanted to be stupidly in love without anyone around making me feel self-conscious.
Nonetheless I went downstairs and tidied up a bit while Camille set up the guest room. I returned to the second floor and heard her telling him, "Goodnight, Kaden!" She had to repeat herself a few times, finally stopping on her way out of the room to wave and repeat herself one last time with subtle annoyance.
Not taking the hint he followed her out. "The night is young! You guys are seriously going to bed?"
She continued waving and we left him in the hall, shutting our bedroom door behind us. I took satisfaction in him wishing he could fuck Camille again and being denied. We pulled back the bed cover, which I looked forward to washing in the morning, and we cuddled up naked. Her body felt different—hotter, more available—and I thought ahead to waking up and having sex in the morning, wondering if her pussy would also feel different after being taken by another man. My semi conscious thoughts wandered back through our wild night, from the bachelor party, to going down on Kaden in the living room and finally to her spreading her legs for him right where I slept. I drifted off to sleep with a vision of her face, the look on it as Kaden pushed his big cock deep into her body.
I heard a far away whisper, and it came closer as my consciousness swam up through the depths of a deep slumber. It was my wife, saying, "Kaden, just go back to sleep."
"I only wanna talk. Just a few minutes."
"You don't want to talk."
"I do! We'll only talk, I swear."
The bed hardly moved as my wife carefully climbed out of it. "Turn around," she said in a forceful whisper, "I'm getting my shirt." He mumbled something and she whispered a little louder, "I do need a shirt. We are just going to talk—that's it." I then heard the light creak of our door and their quiet conversation as it moved down the hall.
I rolled over and threw an arm into the empty spot beside me. Despite Kaden's promise of them only going downstairs to talk, I knew better and so did Camille. I tried to fall back to sleep for a while but a head full of impulsive reasoning wouldn't allow it. And the more awake I became the more prepared I was to get out of bed.
With my sweats on I went as far as the staircase, crouching on the ground so I couldn't be seen. I know she wouldn't be comfortable with me spying, but she'd snuck away from me. So we were both being sneaky at this point.
Kaden sat on the couch and Camille headed there from the bathroom.
"Jesus, you're going to keep leaking out of me all night."
"What can I say?"
"Only you would be obnoxious enough to put a ginormous glob of sperm that far up."
"Let it be. I don't mind."
"Oh, because I was so concerned about you!" she said with oh-woes-me sarcasm.
As she neared her seat on the couch Kaden grabbed her arm and sat her on top of his lap. He was only in his underwear and I didn't know if she'd put on panties because her big night shirt concealed her privates.
"What happened to talking?" she asked, staring into his amused face.
"We'll talk. We'll talk and talk and talk."
"Uh-huh, and what else?"
His hands were around her waist and he moved them to her thighs and up her shirt as she watched him brazenly do it. "Maybe finish what we started."
"Um, considering how much come has leaked out of me I'd say we finished it."
Both hands moved up her nightshirt to her tits, the sheer fabric bunching up at his wrists. It pulled the shirt up in the back, too, revealing she was pantyless.
"So now you think you can just barge into my bedroom, lure me out with a lie, and then grab my tits?"
"I wasn't lying, we're gonna talk," he asserted, as he squeezed his big fingers into her sumptuous breasts.
"Um, do you always talk with your hands?" She put her hands over his, as if to pull them away, but she didn't, not immediately, and he continued to massage her gorgeous tits.
His amused smile grew. "You're right, I usually talk with my mouth." Leaning forward he took a supple nipple into his mouth.
"Kaden, Kaden!" He didn't listen, he just kept on sucking on her tit, and squeezing like he was milking it into his mouth. "OK, now we really do have to talk."
"I'm listening," he said from the corner of his mouth without releasing her nipple.
"Alex was nice enough to let me have a little fun, but you can't just waltz into my bedroom now and expect to run your hands up my shirt." He was rolling his face in her boob as his tongue and mouth hungerly worked on her satin, pink areola. "Are you listening to anything I'm saying?"
"Every word," he mumbled into her boob.
A hand went to her naked ass and pulled her further on top of him, seating her crotch on his bulge.
"Something tells me you aren't, though."
"I am, I am!"
Her hips slowly began to grind, but I believe it was Kaden rolling his hips under her that caused it. He withdrew his mouth from her nipple, "You know what annoys you the most about me? It's that I have women like you all figured out."
"Women like me?"
"Yeah. You're exactly like this green-haired girl I slept with in high school. Hated me! Super cynical. Got bent out of shape every time I opened my mouth."
"Sounds to me like she pretty much had you all figured out."
"Not even," Kaden smirked, giving her ass a squeeze. "She dared me to go to a concert full of man-hating girl bands, like somehow that scene was gonna blow my mind. I think it pissed her off because I got into the music. And then her friend invited us back to her apartment to smoke weed. She was older, probably in her twenties."
"Why do I sense a male fantasy coming up?"
"Nope. That other chick was kind of fugly."
As he spoke their hips continued grinding together and he reached down and slid his underwear to his knees.
"Kaden! I was serious about just talking."
"I know you were, but this is relevant to my story." He pumped a little harder underneath her, his bare cock pressing against her bare pussy.
"Relevant in that you didn't listen to her and kept putting your junk where it didn't belong?"
As she spoke Kaden scooted down until I could see his balls and part of his shaft. The move positioned her pussy right over the tip of his dick, and then he thrust, ending her speech with a shriek. Camille stood up on her knees, feeling his massive cock suddenly sliding up into her sensitive vagina.
"Au contraire, I think this is exactly where it belongs."
"Oooh fuck." She swung a leg around and got off the couch. I could see her eyes were less focused than they were a second ago, the teasing feel of his dreamy cock slipping in had set her off in a wicked way. "I think we should end our conversation there," she asserted, attempting to leave before her horny urges became too much.
Kaden grabbed her slender waist and pulled her back, toppling her onto him, her back landing against his broad hairy chest with a thud. He'd managed her fall so that his erect cock stood up between her legs, its base pressed against her pussy and the hem of her nightshirt draped over its head like it was peeking out. Her pretty head sat beside his, closely facing one another as he rubbed her smooth thighs. Her ponytail was down, and her hair hung in gentle waves over her cheeks.
"You're not going to let me do the right thing, are you?"
He kissed her hard on the mouth as his hand went under her shirt and onto her sumptuous tits again, squeezing them upwards on her chest and tugging on her nipples. She held his angled jaw and their tongues went wild together, until her breathing deepened and Kaden reached down out of her shirt to grip his pulsing cock. With their lips still passionately engaged he lifted her, and slowly lowered her down. His cock inched an earthshaking path inside her, her mouth flew open and Kaden opened his just as wide to prolong their kiss.
"Oh God, Kaden! Mmmmmm... What if Alex wakes up?" She continued to ease down, as Kaden pulled her nightshirt over her head, sending her loose chestnut hair wildly over her face. He pushed it back behind her ear as she closed her eyes and attempted to relax while his mighty girth once again stretched her pussy wide open. With her facing forward on his lap and in my direction, I could clearly see where The Beast split her in two.
"Oh fuck yeah, you are way hotter than that green-haired girl. And she was hot as fuck."
Camille began slowly humping his cock, "Oh God, you're going to keep talking about her?"
"Funny, once she got a feel of me inside her she lost interest in talking, too."
He started to pump his hips to collide with hers. She was already taking most of his cock, and I tried to imagine how close his cock came to reaching her sexy belly button.
"Still feel like just talking?" he said, nudging his face beside hers as he thrust faster and turned her wetter than a running faucet. Her big tits slid up and down until he mauled the left one in his rock-climber's hand. He bit into her shoulder and a loud skin on skin slapping broke the silence of the room.
"That green-haired girl pulled me into that fugly chick's bedroom. Turns out all she really wanted from me was dick." His thrusts escalated as his voice grew raspy.
"You are such an asshole, mmmmmm!"
"That I am, Little Miss Superstar."
He wrapped his arms around her torso and stood up suddenly, bringing both of them to their feet. He then lifted her onto the coffee table so her ass was seated on the cool glass surface. He raised her legs into a wide V, forcing her to lay on her back. Kaden squeezed both ankles and began thrusting into her. His muscular size really showed when contrasted to my small wife laid out in front of him, and his much larger stature crashed into her petiteness, causing her butt to slip on the glass.
"That chick thought I was an asshole, too." he began, speaking over the sound of his pelvis clapping against her thighs and the squeezed-grapefruit sound of her pussy getting rammed with his big, fat dick. "Didn't stop her from wanting some either." He split her legs further apart, making her inner thighs shriek as his hips smacked along the taut muscle. "I gave that little angry girl the best night of her life." His deep strokes intensified, Camille's eyes and mouth widening in overstimulated shock, a strand of spit connected her teeth and tongue and her eyelashes stuck straight up, as she was wholly unprepared for such a rapid assault on her pussy, and on such a precarious surface as our glass coffee table, which vibrated when he thrust and dragged the legs on the floor, rattling the glass and making her fear it would shatter beneath her.
Kaden, ignoring the state of our coffee table, smugly smiled and carried on with his story, "Yeah! And now I'm gonna fuck you so good you're gonna tell your grandkids about it."
I'm not sure if Camille heard him as she moaned steadily, "Ohhh-ohhh-ohhh-ohhh-fuuuu-uuccck!"
Kaden draped her right leg over his shoulder and reached around it to squeeze her jaw between his thumb and fingers, forcing her to stare at her lover. "You like that? Those deep, hard strokes? Is that what sets you free?" He slammed into my wife harder and harder, making the table jump an inch with a grinding, rattling racket. It moved another inch and then another—he was rearranging the damn furniture fucking my wife—and I stood up as it was bound to shatter on the very next, harder thrust. "Yeah, look at me with your pretty blue eyes. Uhngh! Let me see that angry girl getting it deep!"
I don't know if Kaden was ever aware of her dilemma on the fragile table, but he finally lifted her off and tossed her naked body onto the couch as I ducked back down. He stayed with her, and flew behind her the instant she landed, his massive erection on target with little resistance, vehemently resuming fucking her, but now from behind. As he comfortably slammed into her on all fours, her deteriorating, hypersexual mind left her moaning and panting, "Ohhh-ohhh-ohhh God, ohhh-ohhh-ohhh God, ohhh-ohhh-ohhh God... You're so fucking endowed, you asshole!" Her eyes rolled back in her head, the explosion of electrified stimulation ran through her like a drug, already beads of sweat gathered at her hairline.
"Uhngh, fuck yeah!" He took a fistful of her loose wild hair and pulled back her head, creating a deep-dipping arch in her back, which also left her ass high in the air, where his ripped body banged forcibly against it with an even louder ringing clap than before.
"Uhngh! You bitchy-chicks get wild. Uhngh! Fuck I love it! Love it! Uhngh! Fucking love it!" He knelt with his right knee and left foot crushing into the couch, the cushion buckling as he leveraged himself forward, and buried his big, fat dick deep into her tight snatch. As he resumed, he raved, "I could fuck you every which way, and I bet you just scream for more." He spanked my wife's ass, the sheer beauty of it egging him on. His butt dimpled and plates of muscle popped up dramatically on his back. His big hand grabbed her slender waist as the other made a loop of her long hair to hold like reins. He rode my wife and rode her hard.
"Come on, Camille! Uhngh! Push back on my dick. Uhngh! Oh yeah, there you go. Uhngh! That's it, girl, hit it like you're mad. Uhngh! Damn, fucking pissed-off pussy is the fucking best. Uhngh! Hate fuck, or whatever you wanna call it, you fucking know how to work it!"
I could see in her face she was loving it, as a trickle of sweat crossed her cheek and her body buckled with every hard thrust. Numerous tremors of pleasure left her helpless on all fours to receive him. "Ohhh fuck! You're so fucked up."
"Fucking-ay!" he exclaimed with breathy exhaustion. He double-spanked Camille's butt cheeks and then really locked his fingers into its thick, vivacious flesh, positioning my wife's ass right in line with his incoming cock. His thrusts began to jolt her forward, as he laughed, "You want my dick, Camille. You've always wanted it and that's what pisses you off more than anything."
She didn't answer, but she didn't deny it either, and my wife's ass clapped even louder as Kaden's face tightened intensely. "Alex said you two have a unique sex life. Uhngh! But you and I know the truth. Uhngh! Look at you—curvy ass, skinny waist, tits just asking to be squeezed. Uhngh! Your body is ripe for fucking. Uhngh! Fuck yeah, you are built for cock!" He spanked the sides of Camille's ass and grabbed even bigger handfuls. "Alex just married a wild, down to fuck gal. Uhngh! Too wild for a nice guy! Uhngh! And now you need some wild nasty dick on the side with an asshole who can keep up! Uhngh! So come on, Camille, get wild! Uhngh! Take some cock! Uhngh, uhngh... Fuck yeah!"
Kaden broke stride for a moment, pulled out of my wife's soaking vagina and slapped his huge dick on her raised ass cheek. It sounded like a slab of meat landing on her tight butt, leaving splats of her own juice glinting in the light. "Damn, are you built for The Beast!" He looked down with a head full of boastful pride as he took in the sight of his monster cock reaching clear across her bent over ass.
"You're such a fucking joke!" She tried to laugh but could only manage passionate breathing. "You know what I think? I think... oh fuck, awww...". The Beast slammed back in and knocked her thoughts clean out of her head.
"I'll tell you what I think," he growled, as he pulled back on the reins of hair, bringing her head with it. He leaned his yoked chest and shoulders over her arched back, bracing his hand on her ass, and spoke just a foot from her ear. "I think your pretty little pussy is in heaven. Uhngh, yeah it is! I think you're gonna come for my big fucking cock. Uhngh, fuck yeah! I think you need it to set your angsty self straight! Uhngh! So take it, Camille! Uhngh! Take The Beast, girl! Uhngh! Come on... take it!"
Kaden rose up on both feet, squatting behind her shiny raised ass, and the balls of calf muscles and ridges along his thigh strained as he slammed his body forward, penetrating my wife from a higher angle, stuffing her juicy snatch to its fullest as she wallowed in heaven. "Uhngh! You know what else I think? You seek assholes like me! Uhngh! And when you find one you get right in his face! Uhngh! Because you know what it gets you and you fucking love it! Uhngh! So let's do this, Camille! Get this asshole's cock! Uhngh! Uhnghhhh..."
Camille's face winced in shame, but her mouth hung open, moaning as if she were going to come, and she could barely get her lips moving to tell him, "You're just so proud of yourself, aren't you?"
"Fuck yes I'm proud!" He threw the loop of hair at the back of her head, and shoved her sweaty shoulders down, planting her heaving chest and flush cheek against the couch. He held her slender waist in two hands and relentlessly and deliciously pounded his big dick in her fast and deep, making her pussy so red and juicy it glowed in the dim light. "When Bobbie introduced us I couldn't peel my eyes from you. And I knew your pissed-off pussy was looking to get fucked hard."
Her hair was strewn over most of her face, but her white teeth in a smile were visible through the chestnut strands. "You really think I'm looking for anything from you?"



"You bought a fucking toy with my name on it!" He stopped thrusting and spanked her ass. "So come on, give up that pussy, girl!" She obliged and threw her body backwards, impaling herself on his massive cock, taking it nearly to the balls, for which she was rewarded with another loud spank. "Come on, Camille, gimme that pussy. Bring it back, let me see what you got. Uhngh!"
Camille, as fit as she was, effortlessly got her raised ass moving, sliding off his dripping cock and slamming right back onto it. She clawed the corners of the cushion lifting a shoulder and bending her neck to see Kaden behind her, crouched and dominating above her back, his eyes half open atop a gloating smile, like she'd given him the most gratifying win. His hand swiped through the air and smacked her bouncing cheek as her vagina stretched and slammed over his pole, emanating the squeezed-grapefruit sound. As his cock thrust in the sound emanated wet and sticky, but the noise grew squishier and more compressed as it rammed a pathway deeper inside, until his big, fat dick bottomed out with a final splat. It spoke to how tight and wet she was, and just how thoroughly his big cock filled and stimulated her overstuffed pussy.
"Yeah, Camille, throw that ass back. Uhngh! Take The Beast, girl!"
He held still for a moment, leaving her to do all the work, launching herself backwards with lustful determination, fucking his cock with total abandon. Kaden reached for the big black dildo and held it to her face. "Tell me you weren't thinking of me when you bought this. Come on, I wanna hear you say it."
She continued throwing back for him like she couldn't get enough, as her glazed-over eyes fondly wandered over the huge pseudo dick. He spanked her bouncing ass and repeated, "I wanna hear you say it. Come on Camille, tell me you weren't thinking of me."
Her lips parted and her breathy moans shifted to convey defeat. "What if I was." She bit her knuckle and slammed her ass harder on his big fat dick.
"Fuck yeah you thought of me. Uhngh! And who do you dream about when you're fucking yourself."
She pulled her knuckle from her mouth and admitted in shame, "You," and immediately bit her knuckle again and slammed her ass over his rock hard erection harder, the illicit confession turning her hyper horny.
"Fuck that's hot. Now grab it," Kaden ordered, and she took hold of the plastic shaft. She held it on the couch and kept throwing back for him, fucking his cock with intense passion until he slid into her worked-up pussy to the balls. A big hand swatted her reddened butt cheek, instantly deepening the color.
"Kiss it."
She did.
"Lick it."
She did.
"Suck it!"
It was as if admitting The Beast was a stand-in for his cock broke through an emotional dam and a burst of pent-up lust crashed over her mind until she could only obey him as he plowed her so satisfyingly deep. I didn't think I could be more shocked by my wife's behavior that night, but my mind was blown when she opened her mouth, put her lips over the huge realistically formed head, and did as she was told.
"Thatta girl, Camille. Show that big cock some love." He then grabbed both cheeks in a white-knuckle grip and pulled her ass back on his cock. As fast as Camille had been throwing back her ass, it wasn't fast enough for Kaden as he slammed through her tight, lubricated sex, and her unfocused, blue eyes bobbled as her body was pounded fiercely.
Having him take control of her pussy again triggered her to suck the dildo in earnest, pushing it deeper into her mouth.
"Oh fuck that's hot. Uhngh! Look at you take The Beasts at both ends. Uhngh! Oooo-shit that's a lotta cock to deal with."
He began pulling my wife's backside hard against him at breakneck speed. His slickened pelvis slammed against her round, fit ass so harshly the repercussion almost knocked his hands loose and it sounded like he'd struck her with a paddle. He then started thrusting as he pulled, making the impact even louder and more turbulent. Her body jerked forward as it was driven into the cushions and her eyes swam with euphoria as she stretched her jaw to suck on the dark-toned monster.
"Oh fuck yeah! Uhngh! Were you thinking of me when you made that movie? Uhngh! Was that my dick in you? Uhngh, uhngh, UHNGH..."
She withdrew the dildo just long enough to say, "God yes!"
Kaden broke out a huge smile, gritting his teeth as he banged my wife from behind. I couldn't fathom what she felt as his whale of a dick railroaded through her velvety confines, stuffing my wife so full of his unprotected manhood her belly inflated. Her head was sideways against the couch cushion, sucking on the dildo, pulling it in and out as if her second lover had grown anxious. Her eyelids fluttered as if the pleasure she received from him was too much to bear. "Uhhh-uhhh-uhhh...Yes.... It was you." Her salivating throat made her words wet as she struggled to speak. "Oh God... uhhh-uhhh... but this is a much better... fuck me... make me come... make me come with your gorgeous dick."
"Don't stop sucking that dick, girl. Uhngh! You ain't done with it yet."
Kaden landed each stroke balls-deep with his big boys slapping over her clit and against the thin strip of pubic hair as she damn near choked herself on the dildo. He hit that ass so hard the sharp smack was followed by the dull echo of his thwacking balls. He'd switched up his grip on her butt cheeks, so as he pulled her back he also pulled her cheeks apart, giving himself a priceless view of her asshole and her stretched thin labia being jammed full of his veiny cock. Pure satisfaction and bliss coursed through him as he gazed down on Camille's shaking body, not holding back, making that horny pussy his, and fucking my wife into total submission.
And taking that big, beautiful Beast balls-deep and skin to skin is what finally set her off. She pulled the dildo from her mouth to whimper and reach above her head to claw her fingers across the canvas cushion. She planted her toes and lifted her knees off the couch an inch, as if her mind-shattering climax had caused her to levitate. Her body tensed up from head to toe, too many savage sensations running wild under her skin to control. Her butt twitched, the glutes also wanting to contract, but Kaden's deep tissue grip kept those goddess-shaped muscles soft and spread wide apart, as he fixated on his big, fat dick hammering in, smearing her copious lady-come up his shaft and down his swinging balls.
"Ooohhhh-ohhhh... shit I'm... Ohhh... fuck you! Ooohhhh-ohhhh... you fucking asshole, you're making me come! Ohhh... ohhhhhhhbbbb..."
Her orgasm was so strong she pulled herself away, but Kaden wasn't having it, and yanked her right back.
"Uhngh... Why'd you stop sucking that cock. Uhngh... Keep sucking that cock."
Camille couldn't pull herself together to do it, only getting her tongue on its tip and then weakly moaning through strands of her hair, having no fight left or even a voice to scream with. Her muscles began turning limp as her orgasm reached a new phase, the endorphins spike easing up, and her torso slid to and fro like a doll's.
Kaden pressed his thumbs towards her butthole, and really separated her cheeks until her crack was flat, making her asshole rise up between his thumbs and her strained pussy unfold. He spit, but he was pounding into her so hard it made for a moving target and the glob of spit landed on her puckered asshole. From there it leaked down until it oozed towards her spread pussy and was immediately sucked into her vagina by his slamming cock.
My wife was a sweaty mess as her intense climax persisted in smaller fits. Kaden spanked her and his hand slid through the sweat. He too had sweat streaming down his body, making his muscles shine like a god's. He ran a hand through his wavy hair and took hold of Camille's hair again, drawing her head back so her chin rested on the couch cushion. He picked up speed as Camille squealed with torrential lust.
"Fuck...You got some good pussy on you. Uhngh... Fuck! Can't believe Alex showed everyone that movie! Uhngh... Damn did you get nasty thinking about my cock... Umm-umm... Fuck! Called it by name to the whole room! Uhngh... How many times have you thought of me with that dildo jammed in your pussy, huh?"
"Oh fuck, Kaden! I don't know! Oh God... A lot! But this is so much better! Yes! YES! Don't stop! OH FUCK... I'm gonna come again you fucking asshole!"
Kaden turned crazy—he squeezed his eyes shut and fucked my wife with everything he had, pulling her hair tight and digging his left fingers deep into her glowing-red butt cheek. His big, fat dick smashed her pussy at a blistering speed, his balls whacking her pubic area, and her horny juices splattered out from around his cock and trickled down her sweaty thighs.
"Fuck yeah... Come for me, bitch! Oh shit! Fuck I am fucking your hot ass! Oh yeah, fucking it good. Oh shit, ...fucking that pissed-off pussy good! Oh fu... Oh goddamn! Oh... Oh... Fuck you feel good! Damn! Fuck yeah! Take that dick! Take that big dick in your hot little pussy! Take every fucking inch! Oh goddamn I'm gonna fucking come. Oh goddamn I'm gonna come in your hot ass, girl. Fuuuuck..."
"Oh God! Oh God!"
"Uhhhhhnnghhhhh..." he finally shouted, slamming so hard into her that her butt turned upright with Kaden's hips directly over it, crushing against her tone ass, jamming the real Beast as far into her as he possibly could. He kept growling like an animal as his come blasted from his massive cock and coated the entrance to my wife's cervix with his hot sticky come. "Uhhhhhnnghhhhh..."
"Oh yes.... Mmmmm... Come, baby! Oh God you're deep! Oh shit! Mmmmmm..."
Kaden's butt cheeks clenched, and he crushed down on her ass even harder, lodging his massive cock in deeper still, shoving her reproductive organs into her stomach as another blast filled up her pussy. His butt cheeks clenched again and then again, giving my wife one hell of a big load.
As soon as his last blast of come shot into her, he immediately withdrew his cock. His come was gathered around the giant crown and it shone with her horny juices, and still holding her head up by the hair he moved in front of her and slid his come-slickened cock between her puffy lips. She was so horny and exhausted she let him shove his big dick straight in. He pushed her wild hair behind her ears for a better view of her sweet face, glowing in the aftermath of sex.
"Oh fuck that was awesome!" He picked up the big dildo and gave her ass a whack with it. "Yeah, suck it, make it sparkling clean. Ummm... yeah!" Her ass was still upright in the air, right where he'd left it, and he reached over to spread her butt cheeks and sink in the dildo. As she sucked his cock clean he took in the sight of her swollen, come-filled pussy, as he worked the big dildo inside up to its fake balls.
"Damn I fucked the shit out of you, Camille!" He pulled out the dildo, which was now smeared in his come, and spread her cheeks and pulled her labia open with the fingers of his other hand to reveal a very open vagina with a pool of come deep inside. "Oh wow, I fucking came hard. Look at that! And goddamn did I crush that pussy. I fucking brought justice to it," he said triumphantly, and then smiled his cocky smile at her big, fashion model eyes as her mouth worked adoring magic on his erection. "That's feeling good. Ummmm... Yeah, oh yeah..." Grabbing the back of her head he slid his cock all the way until his balls were at her chin. "Oh.ho-ho-hooo yeah! Suck The Beast right down to the base, Camille. That's it. Yeah, that's it." He cocked his smile to the side and nodded approvingly as he took about ten strokes into her throat before withdrawing, the spent monster wet and spotless.
He kissed her and spanked her raised, red ass. "We are gonna have a lot of fun together. You won't be needing this anymore," he said as he flung the come covered dildo onto the floor.
Camille lifted herself up to standing, her body and mind slow to recover from the intense sexual thrashing. "Wow.... OK, God that was amazing, Kaden. But remember, I'm married."
He moved behind her, threw his arms around her front, cradled her tits in his big hands, and kissed her over her shoulder. "Being married hasn't stopped us so far."
"Kaden, just stop, OK? This was just for tonight. Tomorrow I'm Alex's faithful wife again and you're his jackass friend."
He squeezed her breasts against her chest and motioned with his head towards the huge dildo on the floor. "That big hunk of plastic won't cut it anymore, not after tonight. And you know it."
She cleared her throat, but still sounded hoarse. "Well I have you to thank for a lot of fond memories to help do its job." She then reached down between her legs. "Fuck, it's starting again. You're coming back out." She broke his embrace to head to the bathroom for tissue. "I can't believe you came in the middle of my body again. I'd just gotten the last of you out of me, too. You are such an ass."
They'd head upstairs as soon as she was done, so I quietly walked back to our bedroom and crawled back under the covers. Shortly thereafter I heard them on the steps, their voices becoming whispers as they reached the second floor and their whispers moved into our office. It then sounded as if one of them was sitting on the exercise ball.
I pulled my pillow over my head so I could fall asleep and momentarily did. It was another sound that woke me up, and I quietly got up for the second time that night to investigate like a sleepy spy. Peeking into the office it was just as I'd suspected, Camille was bent over the exercise ball and Kaden was balls-deep in my wife again.
"Jesus, Kaden, are you on performance enhancers?"
"You can blame your beautiful face for that, Camille. I can't keep The Beast down."
"I don't know if I can go any longer."
"Bullshit, I've never known you to be a quitter. No tapping out until sunrise."
"Sunrise? You really believe you can keep up with me for that long."
"Naw, you'll beg Kid Kaden for mercy before then."
"Dream on, asshole!"
"That's the spirit, because I'm gonna run my balls dry inside you tonight. Uh-fuck, yes, UHH! Take it, Camille! Uhhh-take that dick! Uhhhhh..."
He had a big second wind, holding her legs out to the side in the splits, her back arched over the ball, and he rolled the ball back and forth with her bent over top, her tits swinging wildly up her chest, as he slammed his hips between her spread legs. I don't know where they were finding all this energy because I was too tired to even watch. Instead I returned to bed and drifted off to sleep as I listened to him fuck my wife on an excercise ball as she sang her songs of horny praise.
"Oh God yes... Yes, Kaden... Yes...
Please yesss...
Mmmmm...
Yesssss..."
Chapter 28: Just Leaving
Porn Hub had our movie trending in the number one spot with 1.22 million views. I couldn't make myself delete it. When the views started to rack up I was scared shitless, but at over a million views we were onto something big. I didn't know what that something was, but it was too big to dismiss.
I checked in on Camille at eleven AM, who had a grip on her blanket securing it to her chin until I handed her a coffee. She thanked me with a kiss and then set it on the nightstand. She pointed to her mouth, "Toothpaste."
"So you've been up?"
"Just long enough to use the bathroom. Is he still here?"
"Sleeping like a baby."
She giggled, looking extra cute in the late morning light. "Poor baby is all tuckered out."
She didn't know I'd watched her and Kaden downstairs or caught a glimpse of them the time after that when he did her on the exercise ball, and I wasn't going to mention it, but she knew I'd seen enough the first time they'd gone at it in our bed. "I guess he just couldn't handle my wild wife."
"That's arguable," she said, screwing up her face and reaching under the covers to coddle her sore pussy.
"No, no, say it ain't so!"
"I should be good by tonight," she consoled, and tapped the bed beside her for me to climb back in. I did, and snuggled up facing her. The color in her cheeks was strong and despite such little sleep her eyes were vivid and aware. She was radiant, the night before had dialed back her youth, making her resemble a rambunctious teenager.
"So, do we need to talk about any of this?" She asked in a more somber voice, returning to the adult world.
I sat up in bed. "Probably. Or maybe not. Unless there's something you aren't telling me?"
"Like what?"
"Like maybe you two kind of have a thing that's not really a part of our thing?"
"Oh God, babe, don't be silly, you're my soulmate. And I mean you asked him here, not me."
"Actually... He pretty much showed up on his own."
"Wait, seriously?" She sat up cross legged and rested a hand on my thigh. "So when you found us in the bedroom you... you just thought...?"
"I suspected he was up to something, but it was a surprise, yeah."
"Oh my God, that asshole!" She threw her arms around me and hugged me tight. "This is awful! I thought... Oh my God, I can't believe he..."
I hugged her back and assured her it was OK. "Believe it, deception is a man's whole playbook. And it's my fault for putting you in this situation."
"I knew I should've waited for you! I knew he was full of shit. I'm so sorry."
"It's alright, it's not like you were sneaking off to fuck him behind my back."
I studied her eyes, her focus suddenly obscured by thought, no doubt revisiting her later decision to do exactly what I'd just commended her for not doing. "Is that really any worse?" she asked, her soft eyebrows acquiring a pleading slant.
"It'd give me a lot more to think about."
"Can I be honest about something without you getting mad?"
"I promise I'll be understanding."
"Actually, let's talk about this later. I just want to get that asshole out of my house right now."
"You're really going to leave me hanging like that?"
She hugged me tight and kissed my face.
Kaden came out of his room about an hour later, absolutely full of life. He wanted to treat us to Hawaiian for breakfast, "Get started with some Spam musubi and eggs and gravy." We told him breakfast came and went and he high-fived me like missing it was some sort of accomplishment. He then gave Camille a big hug. She was in her sheer nightshirt with just panties underneath and Kaden had only bothered to put on his shorts. He kept her wrapped in his arms for some time, rocking back and forth and pressing her warmth against his bare chest. Camille managed to hide how furious she was with him, but the hug became too much and she shrieked, "Dammit Kaden, put me down! I'm serious, put me down."
"Alright, alright, don't get your panties in a twist."
He ignored Camille being less than friendly and hopped into the kitchen and cooked up some eggs for himself, spinning the hot sauce bottle in the air, as he told us he was dreading going back to his place and dealing with the bachelor party blowout. He ended up calling his housekeeper, asking her to go to his place and get started on it while he finished eating. Camille sat down beside me at the kitchen island with a cup of coffee and across from Kaden who stood by the sink. Kaden watched us with a big shit eating grin as he forked another mouthful of eggs. He was relaxed, like someone vacationing at a beach in Mexico, half dressed with nothing planned but to hang out and be ready for a margarita by two.



"What's so funny," Camille asked, drawing out her words with an air of superiority.
"Nothing. I just can't get over last night. You two are far and away the most cray-cray couple I know."
"Well, I'm over it, so...." She got up from the island and wandered towards the couch.
"What happened, I thought you enjoyed our talk?"
She stopped in her tracks, spilling a little coffee. She glanced my way, her shoulders hunching with concern. Kaden's subtle remark was essentially him threatening to give their private rendezvous away.
"Kaden, you're a fucking asshole." She said definitively, and sat down on the couch. "You really are an asshole."
He put his plate in the sink and shouted to her, "Hey, wanna hear a joke?"
"Not if it's intended to piss me off." I don't think Kaden had ever told a joke that didn't piss her off.
He came around the kitchen island. "This one's for you, Camille—how do you fuck a feminist?"
"Jesus, I've already heard this one, Kaden."
"No you haven't." He began walking towards her. "It goes like this—first you tell her how beautiful she really is, and then you tease her just to stoke her temperamental fire into a blaze, because damn she gets even more beautiful when she's full of righteous anger. But in the end you gotta come clean and maybe you even admit that she actually did kick your ass at tennis."
Camille took a sip of coffee and blushed. "Good, because I did."
He sat down beside her and landed his big hands on her shoulders. "Or just give her a big dildo with your name on it."
"Yeah, that's what I thought."
"Now let's figure out where all this nasty tension is coming from." He slowly dug in fingers, crushing them in deep, twisting and pulling her shoulders, which did seem to relax her, proving no one can say no to a massage. He then asked if he could hangout while his housekeeper cleaned up the mess. Camille shot me a nasty look, and I shrugged my shoulders and asked how long that would take. "Not long. Estelle's quick, especially when I'm not around to bother her."
I made a round of mimosas with real orange juice and champagne. I figured if he was going to be here for a little while it might ease her anger. As I brought them over I planned to bore him out of our home by watching a cooking show. I sat on the couch beside Camille as Kaden leaned behind her, having progressed from massaging her shoulders to burrowing his rock-climber's thumbs down her back. It was more than strange sitting on the couch with them being so awkwardly quiet when just last night he'd fucked her brains out in that very same spot.
"I have to ask, your Instagram page—is that really for promoting a yoga career?"
"What else would it be for?"
"I just don't remember seeing yoga classes full of bikinis."
"Yeah... Well blame Alex for those shots. And you should know it's working, Ben Halverson is proposing to help fund a studio. His assistant thinks I could be the person to expand on their OC base."
"Is that big? Sorry, my grasp of yoga is shit."
"Uh, yeah! I wouldn't just be teaching, I'd be his community leader."
"And that means...?"
"Never mind!" she said in frustration.
I'd been trying to set her expectations somewhat, because it wasn't Ben Halverson proposing the funding and support, it was only his assistant, some white guy whose name sounded like Sweet-jimi-bears. I'd seen him posting on her Instagram page, just positive little messages under her pictures, but generally limited to her bikini shots. I couldn't help but feel he was using talk of funding only to impress the tight-bodied hottie in those pictures.
"It's still just his assistant proposing this, right?" I asked.
"Yeees," she answered cautiously, "But he's the guy who coordinates these things. It's all still happening under Ben's direction."
"Alright, but is Ben directing him to post on your Instagram every night."
She gave me a nasty look, but she knew I had a point.
"So you're hot for your teacher and his assistant is hot for you," Kaden laughed.
"Fuck you guys. If I'm hot for my teacher it's only because he's the best at what he does, and I want to be the best. Why is it so hard for you to imagine Setjunkar doesn't feel the same about me?"
"Because I've seen your Instagram. He ain't going there for yoga tips."
"Well, when I have a studio you can both come and tell me how stupid I was for trusting in myself."
I quickly realized how much of a dick I was being, this wasn't the time to have this conversation, and certainly not in front of Kaden, so I bowed my head and apologized. "I know this is big and Ben knows you've got what it takes. You're right. You're totally right."
She gave me a big kiss, and seeing that, Kaden immediately apologized too, and then pointed to his cheek.
"Um, no, you're not sorry in the least." she dismissed, yet didn't shoo his massaging hands from her back.
Everything went quiet for a while and then Kaden turned to us and said, "Man your muscles are tight, what have you been doing to strain your back so bad?" He surely thought his insinuation would lead into talk of last night, but Camille merely pinched her eyes and pursed her lips in disbelief over the audacity.
And when his comment failed to have the desired effect, Kaden just blurted out, "Last night was really something, wasn't it?" He furthered his point by moving a big hand to Camille's naked thigh and squeezed it.
Camille shuttered and drew in a deep breath, making her firm tits rise under the sheer material of her nightshirt. "I'm getting another mimosa," she said, lifting up off the couch and clearing his grabby hand from her leg. "Come on, Alex!"
Once in the kitchen Camille whispered, "Last night, so you saw us in bed, and I know you said that you were OK with it, but..." she paused to muster up the courage to continue.
I tapped my finger nervously on the countertop as I noticed Kaden looking at his phone with the sound from the Chef's Table on TV keeping our conversation private. I knew Camille was about to confess she'd fucked Kaden a second and third time. Kaden was literally using it as leverage against her in hopes to hang around and probably get in her pants again, and that simply wasn't going to happen, so she needed me to know the truth before Kaden let it slip. And I guess I should've felt good about her choice to divulge her indiscretion had I not been so terrified to admit I'd watched her do it like some Peeping Tom, because following any confession she'd make I'd be compelled to cop to my weird part in it. And, I mean, it was bad enough that Kaden knew how "cray-cray" I was, but the sneaky way they went about it the second and third time, I couldn't let him know that I'd watched and let it happen. It would be fucking humiliating and that wasn't my fucking kink at all.
I kissed her on the lips before she could say another word. "Last night was last night and today I love you just as much as I did yesterday. Even more!"
"Yes, but-"
"I don't care! You don't have to explain. I love you, OK?"
I might've been a little too adamant, because her blue eyes widened like someone who'd skipped to the last page of a book. She knew I knew. We'd always had superhuman insight in regards to one another's being—soulmates rarely ever diverging in thought—and so she knew I'd seen her fucking the guy without me confessing a single word. She stared past me, at nothing, her blue eyes wide and utterly bemused, no doubt questioning just how hedonistic her love life had become in my hands, like we were seriously one threshold away from entering the backroom of a sex shop.
"No refill for me, huh?"
Kaden appeared from out of nowhere behind her and she snapped out of her trance with an annoyed sigh. Without looking at him she shoved her mimosa back over her shoulder towards the sound of his voice.
"Shit! Thanks," he said, taking an immediate drink before offering it back. "I just wanted a sip."
"Keep it,'' she said, wandering to the pantry to pour herself a big glass of wine.
"Getting the party started early. I like it! His face lit up suddenly and he snapped his fingers at us. "Shit, shit, shit, let's run to the store and pick up some meat and get the barbecue going!"
She'd returned and clung to my shoulder and buried her face in my neck to mumble, "Jesus, where is he getting all this energy from!"
He lifted her ponytail as if it were an adorable toy. "You have the softest hair. But you should wear your hair down more often. It's got wild life to it."
She spun her head around and puffed angrily through her nose at him.
"Alright," he said, retracting his hand away. "Fuck, how did I get on your bad side again?"
She took a huge gulp of wine and walked away, back to the pantry to pour some more right up to the rim of the big wine glass.
"Oh right, I'm just an asshole, I forgot, but I thought we sort of came to an understanding. Remember?"
I went to her as Kaden headed back to the couch to watch Chef's Table.
"You OK?"
"Not really. Some guy lied to me to get in my pants, and now he's still in my home acting like it's going to happen again."
"Alright, let's talk to him. It's Kaden, remember, it's not like he won't end up finding a way back into our lives."
"I'm kind of bothered that this isn't a bigger deal to you."
"It is. But the movie, all those times in the past where I set him up—I fucked up. This is on me too."
"That doesn't excuse the lie."
"No, it just made it possible."
From the couch, he called out, "So what was the deal with that movie last night?"
We looked over to see him scrolling on his phone. "Front page billing, nice!"
"I thought you deleted that!" she griped with growing disdain. Before I could explain about the million views Camille swallowed the last of her second big glass of wine, set it on the counter, and marched over to him. She stood directly in front of him with her arms crossed under her tits. Kaden looked up from the movie playing on his phone to see a truly pissed-off Camille looming above. She snatched the phone from his hands and crossed her arms again.
"Hey, come on. You can't expect me to watch the fucking cooking show."
"I think it's time to leave, Kaden!"
"You don't mean that."
"Oh but I do."
"Come on, who's your favorite asshole?" He brushed a hand up the back of her smooth, tone thigh and she twisted her hips to free it. "Alright, but there's a problem."
Camille remained resolute and silent.
"There's an issue with my housekeeper."
"What now?"
"I kind of fucked her, and now shit's just too weird."
She snorted a laugh. "Perhaps just once you should try keeping it in your pants."
He stroked her thigh again, as Camille screwed up her face in disbelief instead of jerking her leg free.
"I dunno, I'd say it was worth it." His hand stroked up higher. "Sure it complicates shit, no question about that, but... Come on... Last night? Worth it?"
Camille's eyes rolled to the ceiling with an exaggerated scowl that crinkled the corners of her mouth. He slid his hand up to the edge of her nightshirt. She slapped her hand atop of his, keeping it from going further. "Not happening."
"Too soon," he kidded, giving her thigh another squeeze, this time right where her leg met with her sweet ass, and ignoring her cautionary hand entirely.
"Seriously, what is it going to take for you to leave."
"Hmmm, I'm trying to think of a polite way to say it."
"In your dreams! And by the way, who exactly invited you here last night?"
She'd done it. She'd addressed the elephant in the room and my heart pounded over what would follow. He shifted his attention to me, finally realizing he'd have to come clean. But he stayed remarkably cool, chewing on his lip to keep from smiling. He ultimately looked up at Camille, confronting her bitter, judging glare.
"You did!"
She spun away from him in disbelief, " So now you're just going to lie. You risk ruining your friend's marriage and-" She was cut short when Kaden stood and wrapped her in his arms from behind.
"I'm not the one who's lying. You did invite me here."
I leaned forward, about to call him out, but Camille's face gave me pause. She'd shut her eyes and turned rousingly complicit, seeming to enjoy the moment Kaden overpowered her in an embrace. I suddenly needed to hear her response before taking another step. She held firm, peeling back his wrapped arms from her t-shirt covered body like opening a robe and then walked toward me. "Why can't you just admit it?" she asked, coming to my side.
"Why can't you? You bought a dildo in my honor."
"That's not-"
"It is true!" he said forcibly. "And then you filmed yourself with it and showed it to me—and wow, that was some onscreen chemistry."
"Everything has to always be about you, huh?"
Kaden laughed, "You arranged a showing for me to see you scream for The Beast. And that look on your face as you did—who wouldn't consider that an invitation."
She laughed disgustedly and started to March toward him. I grabbed her arm, but she put up a finger asking for a moment to deal with his inappropriate accusation, so I withdrew my fingers down the length of her arm and let her go. She stomped right in front of him, arms straight at her sides, her hands balled into fists, and looked up at him with tension rippling along her jaw.
"What is the look on my face telling you now?"
Laying a hand on her shoulder, as if she was being a temperamental child, he calmly stated, "Don't feel bad, Camille, there is only one thing women fall for with any kind of consistency—just one, but it's a big one. And I know I can be an asshole, but what really gets under your skin is I possess the one thing you can't ever be free of."
"Not when it refuses to leave, I can't."
"Ha!" Still holding her shoulder, he gingerly stabbed a finger against her breast bone. "I'm just a constant reminder of how bad you actually need..." He paused, hunting for the least offensive way to put it, while also trailing his finger lightly down her flimsy t-shirt. "Let's call it a fulfilling experience." She'd pushed her chest forward as part of her confrontational stance, but as the tip of his finger passed between her breasts it looked more like she was shoving her tits at him. "There's a hole in your life and you need it filled. Filled so full that you can barely stand it."
She spit air and rolled her eyes, ignoring that his finger had reached her slender belly.
"You can't shake that feeling of fulfillment from your mind, can you. You're already imagining it inside, that's how bad your fever is."
"Maybe I'm just not..." Her voice hitched, undermining her insult, but she committed to it anyway. "Maybe I'm just not incredibly full of myself."
Her tension emboldened him to laugh, "You must be going crazy, so aggravated with me and yet..." He let go of her shoulder to touch her temple. "Yet you can't kick me out of here," he said, referring to her mind. He then laid that hand on her cheek, and steered the other to caresse down to her silky thigh, making her nostrils flare. "But it's not your fault, it's just a woman thing, so don't feel bad. Go ahead and hate me for it if it makes you feel any better."
The fingertip on her thigh changed direction, moving up to gather the bottom of her t-shirt. She grabbed his hand, clutching it. Their faces remained uncomfortably close, staring each other down
Kaden had played her just right, he'd gently tormented her throughout the morning, worn her down until she was at war with her own desires. I reluctantly stayed back, this had to be her decision, she had to be the one to break his spell, otherwise Kaden would just wait until I wasn't around to spread his assholish charm. And he was succeeding. I don't know if I'd be able to trust her to ever keep her legs closed around him if she didn't stop it now. What I needed to do was lock eyes with her. So many times we'd supported each other with only a stare, and I'd send her all the strength in the world the instant she glanced my way. She just needed to stop thinking with her pussy, look my way, and then it would be over.
Kaden's face eased down against hers. "I know what you need, and I got you covered, Camille. And after last night, you know it's the truth."
He slipped his fingers into her panties, her cinnamon eyelids sweeping down until her eyes were no more than a sliver of blue, and her lower lip hung open, full and quivering, as she drew in a shaky breath. My wife was far hornier than I'd ever known. I truly understood that now. Even if she managed to open her eyes I wasn't sure our conjoined strength would be enough to set her straight.
He paused at the precipice of her cunt to look my way, and I honestly don't know what he saw—maybe anger, helpless jealousy as he seduced my stunning wife, a sadness for not stopping him—I just don't know.
"Camille?" I called to her, just loud enough to break her trance.
Her glassy eyes shot open, and she shook her head free of insanity. With woozy arms she pushed herself away, his hand exiting her panties, leaving the elastic trim to snap against her skin. Camille buried her face in her hands as deep shame overtook her. Kaden threw his hands up, as if no foul had been committed.
She came to me, putting an arm around my waist and buried her face into my chest. I pulled her in close as she leaned her head against my shoulder.
"Sorry Kaden," I began, already feeling how awkward the conversation would be. "Last night might've given you the wrong idea-"
"The wrong idea?" he interrupted with a laugh.
"We... experimented for a night, that's all."
"Really? That's your takeaway from last night? Just gonna frame her riding me all over the house as an experiment?"
"Take a hint, dude!" Camille broke in. "Move along and let us get on with our lives."
He ran a hand through his wavy hair and smiled. He then pressed his thumb into the underside of his chin and ran a finger up across his smiling lips touching the underside of his nose. This was Kaden deep in thought, not a move I'd seen very often but I recognized it when I did.
"Just so we're clear, man, this was a one-time deal," I explained to Kaden, "It's all good but it's not going to happen again, alright."
"I don't repeat mistakes," she added.
"Damn girl, you run that mouth off right to the bitter end." He stepped close to Camille and gave her a final once over, like maybe the two of them might have a secret understanding. "This won't end here."
Camille rolled her eyes, "Wowsers, really?"
"I'm gonna be respectful," he assured, as he stepped back and away. He then approached the door, finally ready to leave. "Two weeks! I give it two weeks before you're ready to get crazy again!"
"Dream on, asshole," she called after him as he shut the door behind himself and was gone.
Finally alone, I scooped her up in my arms.
"So... that could've gone better."
"I can't believe he showed up last night and lied like that. Just wowsers!"
"Bold fucking move. And it paid off," I said while giving her ass a squeeze.
"And you aren't even the least bit pissed at him?"
"Somewhat, but more insanely jealous of you. You really are wilder than I ever could've imagined."
She let out a deep breath, closed her eyes tight and hugged me as hard as she could.
I leaned my head beside her face and she turned just enough to meet my lips. The mere touch of her soft lips broke me. I had so much pent-up sexual energy after what I'd witnessed in the last twelve hours my hands reflexively went for her shoulders.
"God, you drive me wild."
"I'd better, because I love you so much."
With our faces intimately close the world around us ceased to exist beyond her blue eyes. They were so clear, so satiated. She seemed like a movie star. Or a pornstar with movie star talent and looks. I was her biggest fan, and so proud to be her husband. Our arms were a cocoon of love and I whispered, "You drive me so wild it makes me crazy. My head is full-on spinning."



That night I slid my dick in and out of Camille, her gorgeous body all mine again. Her legs were to either side and I stared directly into her watery-with-love eyes. I took a chance and asked, "I heard you on the exercise ball last night."
She bit her knuckle and peered at me from the corner of her eye, her pupils bouncing as my dick sunk in and out. "Mmmmm-and what did you hear?"
"Well it wasn't yoga."
"I don't know about that. I definitely felt a stretch."
I laughed, "Fuck are you bad. Would you call that the murdered pussy pose?"
She laughed, and added, "Dogue de bordeaux."
We continued in the boring ole missionary position. After last night we both needed something a little boring and sweet.
Actually, the reason I'd chosen to do it in the boring ole missionary position is I wanted to watch her face. My stomach had momentarily dropped at the thought of losing her, but now I had her back and it was even better than make up sex. Her radiant afterglow from hours of raw penetration by another man hadn't gone away. Her eyes had a slutty allure, her color extra vibrant, and she retained the giddiness of a teenager who'd just lost her virginity. I couldn't pull my eyes from her, nor would I be able to for months. And I couldn't keep my lips from her smiling mouth.
I felt the world's magic had been revealed to us and it was mesmerizing. Maybe it's what she'd meant in her attempts to explain the higher concepts of Ashtanga and achieving an "expansive mind". Over a million and a half Pornhub views and climbing, and her renewed spirit was utterly infectious.
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Chapter 29: Just Once
"Another one just showed up. And shit, boys, the other net is still free."
Jimmy was pressing his hand to the huge glass window, visoring out the afternoon sun for a better look at six girls playing volleyball. The latest girl to join their game was a tall, dark-skinned beauty with a great ass in a nothing bikini.
Javier shook his head at me from across the table, and I shrugged my shoulders, unable to excuse my friend's behavior.
"I have a ball in the car but it's a little flat," Noel jumped in, in an apparent seconding of Jimmy's idea to cut our celebratory cocktails short for a game of beach volleyball. We were seated on the windowed patio with a view of the pier to the southeast and to the southwest was the ocean and the six twenty-somethings in bikinis occupying a volleyball court and causing our big bowl of ceviche and wonton chips to go untouched.
"You in?" Jimmy asked, quickly getting to the bottom of his second pint.
"Even if I wanted to, Penelope's on her way," I looked back at Javier, who'd showed up to Sandy's Beach Shack wearing a button down and cargo shorts.
"This place is dead, we can get our table back easily."
A waitress stopped by as Jimmy was standing. She had a grass skirt and a tied-off shirt that showed off a flat belly to be proud of. "Can I get anybody anything? I don't see any Mai Tais, guys. That's gonna break our bartender's heart."
"Rum can suck my balls," Kadin told the poor girl, who giggled with daggers in her eyes. I'd have to tip extra. "I'm setting us up with another shot. Tell your broken-hearted bartender we'll be needing Patron's all around." He tapped the table in front of Jimmy. "Stick around for this, Jimmy boy." Kadin had been at the bar when I'd arrived, one shot glass and a margarita in front of him. He'd then had another shot at the table and was nearly done with his second margarita—the B.A. margaritas consisting of two full shots of some high proof tequila, so I know he felt it. "I'll buy this round, Alex, and Jimmy's gonna drink it."
"No, no, I got it. I've been a cheap sonuvabitch with all the work drying up, but I'm flush now, and it feels good to spend it." I reached my beer across the table to toast Javier on our success.
"It's two in the afternoon, I gotta pace myself," Jimmy told the table, trying not to answer Kadin directly.
I told Jimmy and Noel they were free to go play volleyball. I'd already delivered all my good news, all the reasons for celebrating, and didn't have anything more to add. They asked Javier if he played, but he declined. Like me, he felt obliged to wait on Penelope, our third design partner.
I'd scored our design studio its biggest project yet. After pushing hard to continue working for the game company in Mission Viejo only to have them inform me they were going in a different direction, I'd read a bit of news on an industry forum that EA had actually shut them down. I had the sneaking suspicion Benny had already known about the closure but had kept quiet and blamed my work for not hiring me on. I'd known EA had another studio in Santa Monica, and on a hunch I'd sent an email to one of the producers with all the designs I'd thrown together for Scorched Raven. My hunch had been correct—the EA-owned company in Santa Monica had absorbed the other studio's projects. He'd responded almost instantly and hired me to work with their marketing team. Not only that, they had three projects being worked on simultaneously and he'd wanted me to work something up for those as well. I'd brought Javier into the fold and offered work to Penelope, but she was already swamped. Our studio was suddenly booming!
I looked across the table at Javier, the only one seated on that side now, and said, "I think we're gonna have to hire some help." It could only be considered a good thing and he raised his glass to toast ourselves once again. With his glass in the air his phone buzzed and a text appeared. Penelope was asking where Sandy's Beach Shack was, so Javier called and discovered she'd been dropped off half a mile up the coast. He offered to go pick her up and downed the last of his pint.
Suddenly it was just Kadin and I and a fresh round of shots. I had plans that night and really didn't want to get that drunk, so I slid mine back to Kadin.
He started fishing through the wonton chips for the largest one. Crunching on it he said, "First time I've seen you in a month." The devil in his eye filled in everything he didn't say. Last time I saw Kadin was the afternoon following the night of the bachelor party—the same night he'd showed up uninvited to fuck my wife. Camille and I had been avoiding him and I thought meeting up with him in a group setting would be the best way for us to start hanging out again—avoid messy talk about that night and ease our friendship back to normal.
"So what are these plans of yours for later?"
"You mean taking Camille out?"
"Yeah, is it a couple's dinner type thing or are you open to a fun place I know down in CDM."
I assumed he meant he'd be joining us and stopped him. "She got us a reservation at the Italian place on Beach. Staff knows us there, kind of our go to."
"Oh, cool, cool." He chomped another chip, crumbs sticking to the corner of his mouth.
I decided to share Camille's good news with him, hoping that maybe it would help him understand what our night was really about. "Look, don't say anything, but it looks like Camille might be getting that partial funding for a studio. That Ben Halverson guy signed off on it, I guess."
"Oh yeah, I remember her saying something about that."
I assumed he referred to the conversation they'd had the day after the bachelor party.
"Maybe after your dinner we could meet up for drinks. It'll gimme a chance to congratulate her. I'm keeping things low-key tonight with Calvin's wedding coming up tomorrow."
"Thanks man, but nothing is official yet. It's why we haven't said anything. And she'll be at the wedding tomorrow, you can congratulate her then."
He grabbed my fit shoulder. "Alex, Alex, Alex, I miss hanging out with you guys. Remember our trip to the wine country together?" He leaned in close enough for me to breathe in his last shot. "Speaking of that trip, I found out Jane is getting married."
"It's only been like two months, right?"
"Correct! It's some guy she dated before me. I dodged the shit out of that bullet, bro."
I suddenly understood all the tequila shots. "You OK, man?"
"Am I OK? I've never been better, bro. Spoiled rich girls never appreciate what they have, you know what I mean?"
"Like they don't respect their toys kind of thing?"
"Or we're all just their toys. I mean, we dated for how long—like several months—and she still never really got me."
I shook my head.
"I mean, even Camille gets me and she fucking hates me. By the way, did she ever get over her problem with me?"
"Which problem is that?"
"You know, that night we..." He finished his thought with a lewd smirk.
This had been the first chance I'd had to look at Kadin since he'd slept with my wife, and his face wasn't exactly as I'd remembered. His nose had always had a bump, the type that gives a handsome man character, but not a perfect nose, and the longer I stared at it the more it bothered me and distracted me from his eyes.
He eased backwards and let go of my shoulders. "I know she still thinks I'm an asshole." he said proudly, as if it were a good thing. "I admit I like to screw with her head, but she knows I'm just fucking with her, right?" He tossed back the shot I'd passed on, and shook his head like a lion clearing dust from its mane.
He may have tiptoed around saying it but his dick was on target for a repeat of that night. Once again I needed to be direct with him. I just hated having that conversation. It was personal and embarrassing.
"You know we can't party like that again, right?"
"Alex... the genie is out of the bottle, bro."
My phone buzzed and I pulled it out. "It's Camille, I gotta take this."
I left the table and walked over to a space near the entrance of Sandy's Beach Shack where I wouldn't be overheard. "Babe, what's up?"
"Not much. Having fun there? Did Penelope make it?"
Penelope was directionally challenged and Camille knew it, so we had a laugh about the Uber dropping her off up the road. And then there was a long pause at her end and that's when I knew something wasn't right.
"Babe?"
"OK, so something weird happened. I'm still kinda processing it."
Usually when I hear statements like that I can predict where it's headed, but this time I was completely in the dark.
"The guy who's been assisting in the studio stuff, he got let go."
I stayed quiet, running the pad of my thumb over the edge of a plastic leaf and watching the hostess seat people as Camille explained the situation. She'd called this Sweet-jimi-bears guy but someone else had answered his office line. The woman had then explained he'd been stealing money. His replacement was the woman on the phone and she'd be handling whatever relationship Sweet-jimi-bears had established.
Camille's no idiot and neither am I. We both knew the guy had a thing for my wife and the proposed funding was him doing a personal favor to impress her. And with him going adios that money would likely dry up.
"That fucking sucks, but for what it's worth I should pull in a lot this year. We should be able to make up the money and Ben's actual interests in you had nothing to do with Sweet-jimi-bears."
"I know, I know, and that's why I'm not nearly as upset as I should be. But the funding... That's just business. You don't get to where Ben is by throwing money away and Setjunkar never asked me for much of a business plan." Her voice then jumped up with enthusiasm, "Oh yeah, hey, there's something else, too. Would you be OK if someone joined us for dinner?"
"Ha, I just got through telling Kadin it was a romantic night out and he couldn't come."
"He did not try to invite himself!"
"Totally did. He found out Jane's getting married and he thinks you get him."
"He thinks I get him?"
"His exact words."
"I guess I do. I get that he barged into my home, lied that he had your consent, and then..." She exhaled, hunting for a tactful way to go on only to bluntly state in anger, "He fucks me in our bed and I'm supposed to just get over it?"
"You gonna be OK at the wedding tomorrow?"
"Do I have to play nice? Can I just ignore him?"
"Of course."
It had been such a turbulent month with our careers booming, and we'd been so preoccupied we hadn't talked much about that night he "fucked her in our bed". We'd had sex several times but The Beast had stayed wrapped up in her end table drawer and the sex had been tender and fairly vanilla. And while I'd told myself doubling down on our love and intimacy was better than talking it through, I also found myself... OK, I'm not going to say I was less attracted to her, but I was starting to realize how much the troubled, angsty part of her personality that loved to tease me fueled my inability to keep my hands off her. I'd never been more infatuated with her than the night she banged Kadin and it almost felt like she was deliberately hiding that side of her out of shame ever since. I'll even admit that a part of me wouldn't mind doing it all over again to get a resurgence of her angsty fire.
Getting back to her initial reason for calling I asked, "So who's the lucky one getting a seat at our dinner table on this special night—Abi?"
"It's not a special night anymore." Disappointment soured her voice but only for an instant—just enough to know her optimistic outlook in the wake of the shitty news was mostly forced. "And no, it's not Abi."
"Alright, who?"
"It's actually someone who wants to meet you."
"Are you teasing me on purpose?"
"A little."
"Who wants to meet me?"
"It's Faron."
I swallowed a golf ball as Camille then insisted it would be fun.
"Are you two good friends now?"
"We're friends. He's been cheering me up."
"Is he there?"
"No. He just called out of the blue. I'll cancel the reservations and the three of us can just get sushi."
Did I want to meet the guy who'd had steady sex with her a few years before we'd met? As I posed the question a wave of horniness left me with a strong urge to get my hands on her ass. My nervous excitement caused me to pull a leaf off the plastic fern standing in the small lobby area.
"I'll tell him to meet us there at eight, OK? It'll be fun. You'll like him."
"Can we do that next week?"
"You're going to your mom's next week."
"Then lets do it in two weeks. We have Calvin's wedding tomorrow, this is the only night we have to be alone."
"OK, I guess I can put it off. But is that really why? Like, do you not want to meet him?"
"I dunno. But it seems kinda obvious he wants to be the next guy to fuck you and he's hoping I'll invite him into some kind of swinging threeway or something. Or is that what you want too?"
She laughed, "Alex, you do not get to play the jealous husband after everything you put me through. But I'll make sure Faron knows where we stand. And I'll put it off for a few weeks if it makes you feel better, OK?"
"Sorry. You're totally right. It's just I've spent all afternoon sitting beside a guy trying to weasel his way into my wife's pants again. And I'm not jealous, or at least not angry-jealous. I love you too much for that, Camille."
"I love you too, babe."
I felt a bit woozy as I headed back to find Kadin, who was still alone and watching out the big window where Noel and Jimmy were playing volleyball in the court beside the group of bikini clad girls. I sat down and told him about the Sweet-jimi-bears guy getting the axe.
"So does that mean her teacher crush is still going to chip in on the studio?" Kadin asked.
"Doubtful, and this is precisely why we weren't telling anyone," I said, as I flagged the waitress for a tequila shot, and then changed my order to a Mai Tai just to make her happy.
"Bummer! She say anything else?"
"Like what?" I asked, a little curious about what else he expected her to say.
"Like does she need help taking her mind off of things?"
"I think I got it covered."
"Yeah, but maybe she wants something more than plastic." He then laughed loud enough to turn heads.
I couldn't help myself, it was funny, and I was suddenly laughing just as loud.
Chapter 30: An Icy Reception
"I can't believe that Ashtanga douche," Kadin announced, as he hung his maroon suit jacket over the chair back. He was a groomsman in Calvin's wedding and the maroon was definitely not Kadin's choice. "So he promised to front a studio and then just shut it all down?"
"It wasn't Ben, it was his assistant who promised all that. But now he's gone," Camille said, very matter-of-fact-like, hinting she didn't want to pursue the topic.
He cleared the table setting and leaned an elbow on the big round table so he could see both of us. "Fuck, so his assistant is the douche?"
"Yes, Ben won't be funding a studio, but his fired assistant caused this mess."
Camille wore a three-hundred-dollar A.L.C. halter top dress, which the sales girl had lied about not being too revealing and I wasn't about to correct the lady. It was silver and short with flowing pleats, but from the waist up it clung to her skin, and the deep V halter top held her full, smooth breasts with two strips of fabric, so a bra was not an option and both abundant cleavage and ample side boob were visible. She put her hand over the bare skin of her cleavage as if to touch her heart. "To be fair, I don't know the full story with Setjunker, either."
"Be fair all you want, the fucker's a douche for blowing your funding." He tapped a big finger in front of me. "Am I right, Alex, or am I right?"
"Total douche," I agreed.
She turned partly away from me to speak to Kadin on that side but set her hand on my knee, informing me she had this. Her hair was up in a bun and I stared at the fluid curve from her slender neck down along her smooth, exposed back. Kadin's eyes had repeatedly drifted toward her chest and so she pushed out her tits in a pronounced fashion, a move that called out how obvious he was being. To anyone else, this would've caused embarrassment, but Kadin only savored the swelling cleavage being shoved in his face.
"I know it's his fault," she continued in her business voice, "I'm just having a hard time believing Setjunkar could steal anything from Ben, which is what he's being accused of. And he supported me in every way, that part hasn't changed. Meanwhile, everyone else is more interested in undermining me."
She wasn't just reacting to Kadin's rude glances, Camille had been in tears earlier and almost skipped the wedding. It was hard for her to talk about her dream slipping away due to the actions of some idiot.
She eked out a smile, "But I'll survive. I always do."
"Still that's gotta suck, right? I mean that studio was all you talked about." His eyes wandered from her face again and this time he even licked his lips.
Fully annoyed, Camille went for the jugular. "I hear Jane is getting married."
"Alex told you, huh?"
"So she's gone for good, you really let her slip away."
"Yeah, well who knows, I've been around marriages as flexible as a yoga instructor."
At this point, she gave up and announced she'd get herself a drink. Kadin stood, but she pushed his big shoulders back down. "I don't need any company, and Alex has something he'd like to say."
As soon as she left, Kadin asked, "Wow! Testy! So what's up?"
I shrugged my shoulders. "Nothing! She just said that to get away from you."
"Is this all because of that one night?"
"What do you think?"
"Didn't I apologize already? And it's been a fucking month."
The guy had no volume control, and I glanced around the room making sure no one heard. "I don't believe you did apologize, and it wouldn't make a difference if you had."
He shook his head and grinned. "I was at least respectful. I thought we'd smoothed the tide."
The guy just couldn't let it go.
"She really doesn't like you, man. And there's nothing you can do to change that."
"Damn, she is crazy. Crazy, wild, angry—you got a grab bag of emotions on your hands. I don't know how you do it."
Calvin's brother came up behind the empty chair between us. There were only a handful of people from Calvin's bachelor party present at the wedding and reception, his brother being one of them.
"So Alex, what happened to you at the bachelor party? You missed some crazy shit."
"So I've been hearing."
"Did you hook up like Kadin?"
"Is that true, Kadin? You're telling people you hooked up that night?" I asked, needing to know how much he revealed to our friends.
Kadin pursed his lips, poorly hiding his amusement, and then bragged, "I got the call, and you should've seen this chick, Alex. Total smoke show. Put any stripper to shame, bro. And she couldn't get enough—rode me so hard I thought my dick would catch fire." He stood up and grabbed his jacket from the chair, smirking as if he did me a favor for not saying Camille's name. He slipped on the maroon coat, which matched Calvin's brother's, the best man, and he proclaimed loudly, "Your idiot brother just got married, let's get the mother-fucker another drink."
Rose was Calvin's second cousin and Camille stood with her on the empty, checkered dance floor clutching cranberry cocktails. From thirty feet away I guessed her to be an inch taller than Camille, a little thinner, and maybe a few years out of high school.
Rose was very pretty and Camille was more beautiful than ever in her glamorous dress, so it wasn't long before two handsome guys who knew how to wear a suit joined their conversation. The older of the two had Josh Halloway's smile, which might've granted him a shot with Camille if she weren't already taken, and I became immediately jealous when they all began laughing at something he said. Camille put her hand over her eyes, acting comically indignant, her canned response to sexually inappropriate jokes. But within a few minutes the guys were all but forgotten about as Camille clutched Rose's shoulder and returned to whatever conversation they'd been having before the men showed up, forcing the guys to wander off.



An older group of couples sat at a table to my right, all Filipino descent, and I overheard a woman say, "Calvin has really grown up. There was a time I thought all he cared about was surfing, but I don't see any of those friends here tonight."
It suddenly clicked why Calvin invited us to the wedding while several of his closest friends weren't. I was a homeowner, had my own business, and married a successful, gorgeous woman. Calvin was looking ahead in life and his wedding guests reflected his new outlook.
"Is that Rose," another lady in a flower embroidered dress asked. "She's really matured too. Quite beautiful. Do you know the woman she's talking to? That woman has the most gorgeous smile."
The woman was right, Camille was the happiest I'd seen since news of losing her funding. I'd brought my Canon to capture wedding moments for Calvin, so I grabbed it from the table and started filming as I walked toward the two ladies.
"You fended off a couple of suitors, what happened there?"
"Hmm, more like we'd lost our big catch," Camille said with a melancholy sigh into the camera.
Rose, not quite grasping Camille's teasing, explained, "I don't think an airline captain or a cardiologist had much interest in hearing about writing novels."
An airline captain? Calvin had seriously built an impressive guest list.
"And Calvin," Rose continued, closing in and speaking to the camera, giving me a fantastic shot of her exotic, mixed-race eyes. "If you see this, Calvin, I now know why you seated me at a table full of strangers." She stepped back and energetically threw an arm around Camille and leaned her face into her cheek. "I love this woman!"
I understood why Rose might be gushing over my wife, but I doubt she knew how flirty it would come off to anyone watching my video, so I stopped filming.
"So Rose is majoring in writing. I even had one of her professors."
"And I've read Rough and Tumble. It's amazing! Camille's amazing!"
"Alright, well I'll let you two continue to chat each other's ears off while I make the rounds. Maybe I can find Mark Zuckerberg and pitch a few ideas." Even Camille seemed confused by that, so I explained, "I'm just impressed by the high-profile turnout."
I walked around and engaged a few guests in conversation, but mostly I watched my wife standing in the center of the room. Speaking with Rose was exactly what Camille needed. Rose beamed at her like she was a mentor and it reminded me of Camille's relationship with Bobbie, Kadin's old girlfriend. Even if Camille's yoga studio had unfortunately been put on hold, she was still an accomplished editor and still making splashes in the world.
Dinner started, and Kadin's plus one had fallen through, so I sat beside him as Rose moved from across the table to sit beside Camille. The older airline captain sat to Kadin's left, and we ran the gamut of male conversation—sports, work, and beer. Travis, the airline captain, lived in Chicago and was big on golf, and Kadin laughed about it being an old ladies' sport. The guy was a gentleman and unfazed by it. With his looks, I'm sure he was used to people punching up and he absorbed it like nothing, like his masculinity was chiseled from impenetrable rock.
As dinner wrapped up, Rose left with a younger couple for the dance floor. It left Camille, Kadin, Travis, and myself to briefly chat. Travis mostly flew overseas, and Camille grilled him on the European cities that had become a second home for him.
"It's hard to beat the Ibizan nightlife," Travis mused, with an intensifying gaze. "Seems there's a new club opening every time I land."
"Sounds like Cabo San Lucas," Kadin said, in an effort to hijack the conversation.
"Cabo San Lucas is not Ibiza," Travis laughed, which evoked a smirk from Camille.
Camille finished off another cranberry cocktail as Travis spoke across Kadin and me directly to her. He finally asked if it would be OK to dance with my wife, and then he and Camille swayed toward Rose and her friends in the center of a thin crowd, her backless dress allowing his hand to grace her silky skin. The overhead lights were dim and bright colors beamed out from the DJ's stage making it difficult to see.
I was, of course, jealous of the hunky airline captain dancing with my wife, but it also bothered Kadin enough to get up from his chair and say, "Hope you got a bed big enough for three."
I got up, too, following him to a spread of chilled desserts and vodka shots set into mountains of crushed ice. I pulled a cold shot from the display and asked, "What's your deal, man?"
"Sorry, bro, I just don't know about Travis. Don't you think his stories seem like bullshit?"
"I dunno, it's about what I'd expect from an airline captain."
"You honestly believe he works out at the YMCA here but his favorite yoga studio is in Italy?"
The vodka shot lit up my throat. "Maybe, I dunno, man."
Camille, Travis, Rose, and her friends had formed a circular group and bumped and danced against each other. Kadin made his way into the sparse moving bodies with two of the iced vodka shots while I ate a small custard cup and kept an eye on him. He approached Camille from behind and slipped the glass into her view. She turned, surprised to see it was Kadin. Instead of taking the shot she danced backward, away from him, and closer to Travis.
A wrinkle disrupted Kadin's smile, and his eyes thinned in anger.
Camille thrust out her chest, her breasts straining the revealing top half of her dress, as she turned her back to Kadin and faced her awaiting partner. Kadin walked off the dance floor in a huff. I'd never seen him get rejected before. He practically turned red.
Once he'd left, Travis boldly put his hands on her, clutching her gyrating hips. For me, it offered the perfect amount of jealousy, my sexual energy building in anticipation of ravishing her manhandled body later in the night.
I ended up chatting with the bride's aunt Jenny, whose hubby had stayed back in Seattle with their children. She was in her early thirties like me and wore a short blue skirt, black tights, and matching heels. She had the same smooth Korean features as Calvin's bride and the same sexy figure. Her and her husband were also avid cyclists, so we hit it off and we were comparing battle scars, and I almost forgot about my wife on the dance floor.
The bride and groom had left for the honeymoon suite and everyone over thirty-five had cleared out, so the place felt more like a club than a wedding reception. The overhead chandeliers were off, allowing stage lights to color the dance floor, and the bass now thumped in my chest. Rose and a crowd her age formed a group huddle to sing along with Katy Perry's "E.T.".
Right then the deejay cut in, "Come on ladies, shake it up front and warm this place up."
An MGMT song came next with a beat that made everyone bounce in unison and clap their hands. The skimpy top half of Camille's dress wasn't made for that kind of motion, doing nothing to secure her incredible boobs, and its plunging neckline offered Travis an eyeful of her plump, undulating breasts.
Jenny was curious why I wasn't dancing with my wife, and I shrugged my shoulders. "I'm genuinely a lousy dancer."
"It's a wedding, it doesn't matter."
Right then Camille spun, put her hands on her thighs, bent forward so her juicy ass found Travis' frontside, and then she whipped her head back seductively. Travis was a decent guy, but that move couldn't go unanswered and he clutched onto her ass.
"You're really going to let that guy have all the fun, huh?"
"If I give her a little space she rewards me in other ways." I smiled, hinting at my kinky side.
"I bet she does!" And then, I couldn't believe it, Jenny pinched my butt. "I've watched Temptation Island, I get it!"
We laughed together for the next few songs until the deejay announced his last selection of the night. "This one goes out to the bride and groom up in their room." He then let loose with Doja Cat's "Need to Know", and the trance-inducing sensual rhythm and explicit lyrics ignited the libidos of an already horny crowd. Those who were dancing close now made full body contact, arms wrapped over one another, chest to chest, and Camille moved kissably close to the six-two hunk's delighted smirk. She'd been conscious of Kadin's whereabouts the whole time, tracking him through the large formal room from over Travis' shoulder, and locking eyes with him as she swept her hand up Travis' crisp button-down.
Travis seemed a decent guy. I doubted he'd make any serious moves on Camille knowing she was married, even though she was caressing his shoulders and pressing her boobs flat against his broad chest. And even though she was laying it on pretty thick, I doubted she intended to sleep with the guy. Deliberately flirting with the older man was meant as a slap in the face to Kadin. She was letting the asshole know The Beast's services were no longer needed by showing off her new toy.
Across the room Kadin leaned against a chair, watching her sway side to side in Travis' arms, and answered her attempt to make him jealous with yet another cunning smirk.
Travis' hand slipped to her ass, and her red lips whispered into his ear while maintaining eye contact with Kadin. Kadin rubbed his jaw with his thumb as his leering intensified with hunger and confidence. And when Doja Cat hit the line, "that dick was a ten out of ten", Kadin brushed a hand over the crotch of his slacks and blew her a kiss.
Canille mouthed, "Fuck off!", finally breaking her steely gaze in frustration and rolling her eyes toward the colored lights on stage.
It's strange, but Kadin was never interested in what Camille and I have-our intimacy and understanding, our devotion and unwavering support of one another, or even our love. He wasn't looking to steal my wife away. In fact, he spoke of her as a judgy mega-bitch. But she was so wickedly fine he could not let that hot body go unfucked. And once he'd finally hit that juicy, sweet ass, he'd found out opposites not only attract, they go at it in the sack like a naked cage match. So her bitchy attempts to drive him away had only strengthened his resolve to get The Beast wet in the crazy again. She'd ridden his dick like a soldier and he wasn't about to give up on another down-and-dirty grudge fuck with such a deserving enemy.
Chapter 31: A Wedding Rose
We ended up in Kadin's hotel room with two bottles of wine. The best man had the room next door where he kept a cooler full of hard seltzers, and Kadin left his shoe in his door to keep it from closing and locking so people could pass freely between rooms. Jenny dangled her legs off the tall dresser, having a lively conversation with Kadin. That freed up Rose and gave Camille a chance to hang out with her new friend, kicking it on the big bed with two younger guys from the bride's side of the family. One of them had a toned upper body, the result of his college swim team, and the other was lean with pristine attractive features, but annoyingly talkative and sorta geeky.
I was on the balcony with Travis, an ocean breeze cooling my cheeks, but we mostly listened to the conversation the four of them were having on the bed. The bride was essentially the same age as Rose and the two boys, and they found it disturbing she'd married at twenty-one.
"I was only twenty-four when Alex asked me," Camille said as she undid her bun and fixed it into a ponytail. "When it's time you just know."
"I'm having way too much fun," the geekier boy slurred. "I waited soooo long to be free from my parents, I'm def gonna wait to my thirties."
"Well, my husband was close to thirty."
It's rare to hear her call me "husband" and it came with an odd burst of pride.
"Is marriage in your future?" I asked Travis, starting up our own conversation.
"I'm not all that keen on having kids when my job puts me in other countries four nights a week," he said, a gust of wind hitting the balcony and fanning through his hair. "I'm also forty-eight, so it's probably too late to start a family."
"Forty-eight," I said, amazed. "You held up well, dude."
He laughed, "Forty-eight isn't fifty-eight. The forties are pretty much an extended thirties. Although I do treat the grey now."
"I don't care how old I am," Rose said loudly from inside, as if breaking a common misconception in the room. "I just have to do a bunch of stuff first."
"What stuff?"
"I have a list on my phone."
Travis found it funny, and once he started laughing I did too, but quietly, I didn't want to embarrass Rose.
"Can I see?" asked the geekier boy, his voice modulating wildly like a pubescent high schooler.
Camille confessed she had a similar idea but that's how she knew I was the one, because I'd only ever support her wishes in life. I don't know who she was talking about but the guy sounded awesome.
"It's going to take twenty years to visit all these places," the boy said. The curtains were drawn and the sliding door opened so I could see him sitting crossed leg reading Rose's list from her phone. He then laughed, "Sleep with ten guys?"
"Why is that funny," she asked, a wash of rouge forming on her cheeks.
"Why ten? That's a lot."
Camille laughed. "That's not a lot."
Both boys and Rose silently looked at her to continue. Camille shook her head and groaned, "It was something like fifteen."
This was news to me, although I had a rough idea so I wasn't shocked or relieved. Still my dick throbbed at the thought of all those guys between her legs.
"How many since you married?" Kadin asked, apparently listening in.
Everyone laughed as if he was joking, which he was but cleverly barbed for Camille.
"You want to kiss a girl?" the boy said, reading the next entry on her list with a voice so high it cracked.
"I dunno," she answered demurely, freshening her wash of rouge. "But if I ever get curious I won't be able to if I'm married."
"I'm sure your future hubby won't object," Camille giggled, and then called out to me. "Honey, would it upset you if I kissed a girl?"
"Not at all. Actually, I'd be OK with you helping Rose cross it off her bucket list right now."
Everyone laughed, but the laughter quickly escalated into a round of encouragement. "It's on your list. You wrote it down right above-buy an expensive dress."
"It wasn't on my list," Camille objected.
"Ha! You're telling me you've never kissed a girl?" Kadin disputed with a skeptical loud sniff.
"Only in your sicko-dreams, Kadin."
"Oh, you do not want to get into my dreams. But I betcha it's on Alex's wishlist."
She turned to me on the balcony for support, "Is that true?"
The moment was way too exciting to let pass, and even if she wasn't into girls I knew the idea of several men watching her make out with a hot chick was the cause of her cheeky smile, so I winked, "It's on top of the list now."
Rose got on her knees near the pillow beside Camille, and laid her hand over Camille's. The geekier of the two boys asked if she was really going to do it, and Jenny climbed off the dresser to say, "I think we're sort of family now," waving a finger between Rose across the room and herself, "so maybe I should call it a night and see if I can phone my husband before he falls asleep." I think we all understood her discomfort as she headed out the door, and that's when things became scandalous and real.
"Alright, girls," Kadin whooped, rubbing his hands together. "Now make like two slices of bread and sam-mooch!"
Both girls gave him a disgusted look, as Camille got up to kneeling and faced Rose, their eyes met with nervous chemistry, Camille having a controlled calmness despite her nerves, her back straight as a bedpost, while Rose seemed genuinely afraid but very into it, hunching forward and moving a slender hand to Camille's thigh. The room grew so quiet we could hear the satin fabric of Rose's dress crumple, and it left an interconnected tension throughout the room as their pretty young faces hovered closer.
"OK guys, I guess it's time to clear space in your masturbatory memory banks," Camille self-consciously joked, but Rose, determined not to let the mood slip, moved to place a kiss on Camille's pretty mouth. Their lips brushed, a chill jiggled Camille's breasts, but her jaw eased open enough to break her lips' seal, the fuller, lower pad pulling itself from the top one, the slit revealed her two front teeth, and then they connected firmly with a kiss. Their profiles were perfect, every curve distinctly feminine, and watching them come together like that evoked such a visceral reaction in my chest I couldn't breathe. Their shadowed eyes then closed, as their subtly reddened lips, Camille's a shade pinker and Rose's more fittingly rose, flattened together, softly, sensually, until they moved as one.
Women on women was never a thing for me but watching my wife receive her first same-sex kiss was the sexiest thing I'd seen. And given I could hear everyone's breath, I don't think I was alone in my observation.
It lasted all of two seconds before Rose trembled and leaned back. Camille followed for a split second, but let her go, and then sleepily opened her eyes with dreamy satisfaction.
"Damn!" cheered the geekier boy with a front-row seat on the bed.
"Yeah," the other agreed.
I think everyone expected it to be a real horny kiss, not a quicky to get it over with, but of course only Kadin complained.
"Is that it?"
Both girls turned and looked at him like the asshole he was.
"I'm just saying, is that the kiss you imagined when you wrote it down?"
"Well I never imagined this many people around watching," Rose demurred, scanning all their faces.
"Come on," Travis spoke up, "don't push it, man."
"I'm not pushing her, I'm genuinely asking."
"Fine," Rose said, treating Kadin's question as a dare. She locked eyes with Camille as her chest heaved full of air, and then, with a hint of a smile, she simultaneously came forward with a kiss and caressed Camille's soft cheek. Camille's initial shock settled into thriving passion, as their open mouths were crushed together and their breath fled through their noses. Their heads angled, Rose's long black hair fell to the side of Camille's face, and their tongues played behind their cheeks, greedily, desperately. They were both on a wild trip behind their moving eyelids. Rose's shoulders rolled with her impassioned breathing and she placed a hand between her hair and Camille's face, touching with only her fingertips.
I was stricken by how gorgeously provocative their mouths were, puckered and textured like a flower petal. Rose and my wife shared a kiss that truly was first-stage sex, and the passionate exchange freed some deeper yearning inside them, their amazing bodies aligning into a hug with Camille holding Rose's slender waist.
"That's more like it," Kadin approved, rubbing his jaw.
"Totally, for real!" the geekier boy agreed.
Rose took hold of Camille's hand, squeezing it at first, but then lifting it and guiding toward Rose's breast. Camille's eyes moved rapidly under their lids, a bit unsure at first, but she quickly relaxed and squeezed Rose's boob, gently, playfully, but the squeeze was accentuated by the crinkle of satiny fabric. Rose then slid her hand up Cammile's side, stopping where her full breast met her ribs. Camille's rather revealing halter top left the area exposed and Rose's fingers pressed against her tantalizing, soft skin.
It was no longer just a kiss, the gorgeous women were now making out and the men made sounds of approval in their throats. The sound stimulated Rose, her body rising over Camille's and her hand entering under her dress.




None of us knew just how drunk Rose was until the moment she began fondling my wife under her dress. Camille was the fitter of the two, with a healthy, sexy figure conditioned to survive a workout, while Rose leaned toward skinny and delicate, her body more for show than sport, but that didn't stop Rose from acting dominantly, inciting them to continue and then pushing to go further, leaning my wife backward onto the pillow and kneading her breast so intensely Camille moaned into Rose's kissing mouth.
At that point Camille rolled onto her side, getting out from under Rose, and finally breaking their kiss. "Wait, wait, wait, OK?"
Rose was unfazed, and pressed her lips to Camille's once more, forcing Camille to retreat by sitting up. "Rose! Rose, wait! Everyone is watching. You don't want to do this here."
Rose finally withdrew her eyes from Camille's infatuating beauty and looked at me, expressionless, as if she'd awakened. She then saw Travis, Kadin and finally the two boys seated on the bed with her. By the time her eyes made it to their gawking faces, she'd sobered up and grabbed a pillow from under the comforter to clutch over her face.
"Give her some space, guys," Camille instructed, and the boys got up and stood next to Kadin. Camille rubbed her back, soothing her. "It's OK, Rose. You didn't do anything wrong."
Rose finally sat up, "I'm sorry," she apologized, her head drooping toward her lap. "I just want to go to my room." She threw the pillow to the side where it accidentally struck a lamp and a glass bowl of M&Ms on the nightstand, both of which fell to the ground, scattering the tiny candies into the carpet, while the lamp crashed into the bowl on the floor breaking it into quarter-sized blades, and the light bulb popped and dropped thin white shards everywhere.
"Shit," she shouted, dropping her shoulders in dramatic defeat.
"Don't worry, I'll get it. Let's just get you to your room, OK?"
Kadin then stepped forward, offering his hand. "Might be best if I walk her." He forced his concern, the implication being Camille was somehow responsible for Rose's perdociment. "But maybe you can help with the mess, Camille."
Camille shot me a look, I understood, and said, "I'm coming with, Kadin."
The two boys left when we did, and Rose was already perking up. Camille stayed to clean up the glass and candy, and as we walked out the door to take Rose to her room, I heard Travis graciously offering to help my wife.
Chapter 32: Modern Technology
"Night cap?" Kadin asked, finding a bottle of a minty liquor on a table in Rose's room. Kadin slouched way down in a hotel room chair and poured a shot into a pink-tinted plastic shot glass.
"Not for me," I responded, leaning against the dresser with my arms crossed.
"Yeah, you're right, it probably tastes like shit. Only one way to find out, though." He slugged the shot back and smooshed his lips into a frown. "Oh yeah, dat nasty! Candy cane and reindeer nuts." He'd thrown on unlaced, black Converse, which, along with his tired eyes, maroon slacks, and loosened tie, gave him a rockstar vibe.
When we'd reached Rose's room, she'd asked us to come inside and then to give her a minute as she disappeared into the bathroom. That left Kadin and I waiting in her room.
"You seem pretty happy compared to yesterday."
"Are you talking about drinking on the pier? I was wasted, dude." He threw the plastic shot glass toward the trash can, missed it, and left it on the carpet. "I gotta ask you something about Camille."
"Why am I worried right now?"
"Bro, you're always worried. You gotta loosen up. Drink some of the candy cane, reindeer nuts." He then pinched his chin and got to the point. "I'm getting the sense Camille's not getting over whatever beef she has with me."
"Give her time."
"It's been a month. But I don't care. I mean, your wife never really liked me, Alex"
"That's not true."
"It is. No offense, bro, but you married a fickle bitch. But it's alright, man." He motioned with his thumb toward the bathroom. "Camille sure took an interest in that one."
"Rose? I think she sees a lot of her younger self in her."
He grinned wickedly, enough to give me a chill. "If Camille doesn't like me now, she sure as shit won't like me when fuck Rose."
"Dude, don't do that to the poor girl. She's drunk."
"Yeah," he laughed, but maliciously from his throat. "We've all had a few."
"Are you really into Rose or only interested because Camille is being friendly with her?" I said irritatedly, as I set my jacket on the dresser. I'd grabbed it intending to meet Camille back in our room, but now it was getting uncomfortably warm.
"That smoking Filipino is ready to pop. That's all I'm interested in."
Right then Rose emerged from the bathroom, pulling a big tee shirt over her head, giving us a glimpse of her pink panties before the shirt hung from her shoulders and draped to her thighs.
She came up to me and said, "Thanks for waiting, I didn't want to ruin my dress."
"Sure thing. But should we skedaddle now, it looks like you're ready for bed?" I hoped maybe I could get her to kick us out before Kadin made his move.
"I just wanted to ask you something first." She bunched up her forehead, and her skin was so wonderfully smooth I thought it might get destroyed by her tension wrinkles. "Do you think Camille is mad at me?"
"Not a chance. And I mean that."
"Good." She twirled her hair and twisted her hips back and forth like a child, but slow and sexy and adult-like. "So then, I'm just curious, how did I look kissing your wife on the bed?"
That was an unexpected question, and I shifted my head inquisitively. Could her Instagram generation only see themselves through others' eyes? Is that what was up?
She neared a step, swept a bang from her smooth forehead, and her brown, mixed-race eyes peered straight into my heart. I swallowed hard, trying to stay composed. "If I answer that honestly you'll think I'm a creep."
"You looked HBO quality hot," Kadin interrupted. "I was seconds away from jumping on that bed."
"I'm sure Alex would've loved you jumping onto the bed with his wife," she derided sarcastically.
"You never know," Kadin said, amusement raising one side of his mouth as he sat up in the chair. "Alex is one dude who has no problem letting his freak flag fly."
"Good." She poked a finger into my chest, and gently drew zig-zags. "Camille is amazing. And you are probably the best-looking guy here, but you must be something really special to be with someone like her."
Hearing those words come out of her sexy baby doll mouth made her irresistible. She took a slow step forward, wrapped her arms around me and kissed me hard. I inhaled her perfume and the subtle scent accentuated her softness. Her mouth warmed my tongue and her tongue was silky and hot. As her sweet lips melded to mine I had the strongest sense of her being, as if her racing emotions were swirling together with my own nervousness, recklessness, and desperation.
I thought of her and Camille on the bed and my cock throbbed. She stopped kissing as her hands dropped to my ass and she peered deeply into my eyes. I was momentarily distracted by Kadin, who approached her from behind, and just as she turned her head to see what nabbed my attention, he grabbed her waist and kissed her over her shoulder. I kissed her neck, her throat long and lovely, extending to reach Kadin's mouth.
The three of us inched toward the bed, and then she was on it with Kadin at the bed's foot and me at her side. I continued to kiss her as Kadin lifted her legs and stripped off her panties. Her hips were wide and womanly with a small black bush dotting her nutmeg skin. She reached for my dick, squeezing it through my slacks, as I kneaded her soft compact tit through her t-shirt. Kadin had worked his lips up her thigh, and she moaned into my mouth when he'd struck her pussy and grazed it with his tongue. Her moans increased, breaking our open-mouth kiss, so I bit at her lips and then lifted her shirt and sucked on her cute nipple. Kadin was not wasting time and was already driving his tongue into her pussy.
She stroked my hair and said with breathy arousal, too low for Kadin to hear, "I want Camille to be here too."
I sat up, feeling almost stupid for not thinking of it first. "I'd like that. I'd like that a lot."
"Could you call her, Alex?"
"I think I need to go get her for this one." My hand was still cupping her boob, my thumb stroking her nipple. I looked down at her sexy legs held apart by Kadin, up to her flat tummy, and then to her pretty young face. While Camille had a sexy taper to her extremities, thick to thin, Rose had an even width down and arms and legs, and her narrower legs made them seem longer, like a runway model. I did not want to leave her, but my desire to bring my wife into the fray was too strong, and I slowly stood, took my jacket, and left.
Our room was just around the corner, and as I walked I wondered if Camille would be upset. Not about joining a foursome, she'd either be OK with it or not and then just the two of us would have sex in our room. But she'd sent me along to keep anything from happening to Rose, and instead, both Kadin and I had stripped her down and got busy. I'd definitely failed on that one.
Our room neighbored Kadin's and I noticed Kadin's shoe was still wedged between his door and the doorframe. I suddenly panicked as I remembered I'd left my Canon in there. I walked to the cracked open door so fast my jacket flapped open, and as I reached for the handle I froze hearing an odd noise from inside. I put my ear near the gap and my scalp and arms tingled as my hair stood on end. It was a man breathing with a throaty buzz and a woman's muffled purring. I silently eased open the door and saw Camille's boots still sitting in the entryway, confirming what I'd already known.
I crept past the bathroom and caught a whiff of pot. It wasn't strong, they must've smoked it on the balcony, but it meant Camille was hornier then when I'd left her. I continued forward, until I could see into the actual room, where Travis lay prone on the bed, a body beneath him, legs to the side, their beautiful taper a familiar sight. He was clothed, his physique made to fit a suit, not salesman-like or particularly dressed for a formal affair, he just looked at home and manly in a pair of slacks and a button-down, and even more comfortable with the sleeves rolled up his strong forearms. His short, walnut hair and neat neckline were all I could see of his head. Camille kissed him from underneath, her face also hidden by the much larger man. His ass in the perfectly fitted slacks, rolled gently against her, eliciting a soft moan, and her small hands slid over his broad back. I could see a triangle of her dress hanging out from under his hips, the position of which meant her dress had been lifted, and she felt him pressing against her pussy through her underwear.
My Canon was on the dresser and I took another step inside the room until I could just reach it. I tipped it upright, aimed it toward them and the bed, powered it on, and hit the record button. I then backed out of sight and turned toward the door but stopped in front of it when I had another idea and pulled out my phone. Not knowing what I'd find I searched the app store for Canon products, and up came several hits. I read through the list until I found one that allowed me to control my camera through my phone. I downloaded it in under a minute, tapped to launch, and then crept back in and quietly activated the Bluetooth on my camera. My phone screen suddenly streamed the image beautifully. There wasn't much to see other than the back of Travis, but I knew that wouldn't be the case for long. I restarted the recording from my phone and then carefully removed Kadin's shoe to silently close the door behind me. I entered my room and fell on the bed, my head spinning now that I was alone and able to think.
Rose was still waiting in her room, I could return, and say, "Camille had other plans, so step aside, Kadin, I'm getting deep in that spread." I'd then hit that pussy knowing Camille was down the hall screwing Travis to her heart's content and we'd laugh about it over breakfast. We'd be just another polyamorous couple after a Saturday night.
My dick was hard as a rock. I had no idea how to hide it in the hotel hallway other than strategically carrying my jacket. But that wasn't the thing stopping me from going back to Rose, it was that ultimately what brought my cock to standing was my phone-the picture on its screen-it wasn't your grandpa's peephole, it was the fucking wonders of modern technology allowing me to witness my wife succumbing to another man. It was recording, I had a movie in my back pocket for tomorrow night or the night after, but that was only half the thrill. What truly excited me was knowing everything was going down one wall away in real-time, I could watch the moment he was about to enter her, knowing that I could bang on the door and stop it all and yet wouldn't dare to, and then the bite of jealousy would come when he finally broke ground. Maybe if Kadin wasn't around and it wasn't a three-way, then fucking Rose would've won out, but I couldn't pull my eyes from my phone screen, where she pulled his crisp, white shirt from his shoulders, leaving him in a t-shirt. So I got comfortable on the bed and sent a text.
-gonna be awhile.
Her phone rested on the bed with them and she read my text at a distance. She reached down and one-fingered a message back.
-K. I'll probably hang out longer.
"Everything OK?" Travis asked.
"I think so." She answered and formed a wicked smile. "But it will be a little bit before Alex gets back."
He'd sat up and Camille knelt in front of him, reaching up to clear the tee from his head. He had a V of lean muscle, and when Camille grabbed his waist to pull him in for a kiss, it was solid enough that her fingers couldn't sink in, not even a dimple. Their kiss was quick, ending with a smack, Camille eager to get a peek at what she'd uncovered, and her palms wandered up his frontside where I couldn't see, but the way she bit her lip and smiled made it clear he was serious eye-candy.
"Wow, Travis, you're truly gorgeous."
"Why thank you. I could say the same of you, but you are so beautiful words don't do you justice."
"A girl still likes to hear it," she smirked, batting her eyelashes and feeling along his shoulders and down his triceps.
"Well then, I've flown around the world and there are two or three women tops who I'd even consider in your league."
She was still on her knees, providing her a little extra height, and she threw her arms around his neck and leaned in close so their foreheads touched and her tits greeted his chest. "I want their names."
He laughed. "And you have a sense of humor. You are really something, Camille."
She attacked his mouth again, quickly, with a zealous tongue, and then gently pulled his lip between her white teeth. She growled and pushed him backward onto the bed, throwing her legs over him until she straddled his hips.
She leaned forward, hands on his chest, smoothing over the plates of his pecs, while flexing her ass and driving her pussy against his crotch.
"God I've wanted to feel your chest all night." Now I just want to eat you up!"
I'd never seen Camille be so forward with a guy, she was all over him like some groupie on a tour bus.
"Are you stoned?" Travis asked, which was my thought exactly.
"Perhaps. Did Mr. Big Handsome Drug Tested Pilot get jealous watching me have all the fun?"
"I'm having plenty of fun. And I haven't touched pot since before my Air Force days. I like to keep my senses sharp." His hands wandered over her thighs to her butt and he thrust upwards, giving her flexing ass a lift.
"Mmmmm, are you trying to teach me to fly?"
That got him laughing again. "Where did you come from!" He gathered her dress at her butt so he could feel the juicy flesh of her ass. "I don't want to ask, but I have to, how would Alex feel about us being here like this?"
"You saw how he was when we were dancing."
"That was dancing. This... Well you're sure he'd be OK with this?"
She tilted her head. "You're not pretending, are you? You truly are a gentleman," she said with honeyed sincerity, and then leaned down to kiss him yet again, but he stopped her, putting a finger up to her lips. She wrinkled her nose at him, "What if I use my hall pass tonight and promise to ask permission for it tomorrow?"
"You are a naughty young thing, aren't you?" he laughed, and spanked her tushy. "But that's not how it works and you know it."
She sat up, sighing with frustration, but it was mostly for show. "I'll tell you what-you can be the nice guy and keep thinking about my poor husband, or...," she reached for the bottom of her silver dress, "you can think about this..." She peeled the sexy garment over her head, the narrow waist clinging tightly along her upper half, and turned the dress inside out. It squeezed her soft resilient tits until they popped free and dropped into place with a weighty jiggle, and then she flung the dress behind her.
Her stunning twenty-seven-year-old body sat on top of the forty-eight-year-old in nothing but white cotton panties, and she smiled down at him, mischievously, closing her eyes so he could stare at her oh-so-hot body and her firm, prominent tits without being self-conscious. Her hips widened so that she could trap him between her powerful thighs and she touched her abdomen just above her panties, trailed her nails along creamy skin, and then up between her breasts and around their tops until she cupped them from underneath. Travis' hands held her knees, and she scooped his hands up and placed them on her plump breasts. That broke him, and he chuckled, breathing heavily through his nose, as his large fingers sunk into the amazingly supple flesh.
Her youthful, hot body energized his arousal, and he began to breathe heavier and massage her tender tits more intently. She scooted up to sit on his hard, striated stomach and then leaned down until her breast hung in front of his face. He crushed her tits together and moved his mouth to her right nipple, taking it nimbly between his lips and sucking on it as she fawned for his affection with an erotic creaky plea.
"Oh God Travis, I'm getting chills." He switched over to tonguing her left nipple, and she moaned again. "The moment I saw you I imagined stripping off my clothes and jumping into your arms."
"Trust me," he said, his lips chasing her nipple in a circle as he spoke, "I know how you feel."
I burned with jealousy as I watched her pour her slammin hot body over this guy. She hadn't been like this with Kadin-she was moving the needle now, not Travis, giving him everything, like a high schooler drunk at a party crushing on the senior quarterback. And it was obvious why, he was half gentleman and half sexy-mother-fucker. There was no way these two irresistible, sexually open creatures could occupy the same room and not end up intertwined in sex.
I put my phone down, seriously asking myself if I was losing her. But I couldn't leave it alone, picked my phone back up, and watched her on my glowing screen as she wiggled down his body, unbuckled his pants, and lowered them to his thighs. Her eyes flashed wide open at the sight of his thick erection. "I knew you'd be big, Travis." She bit her lip. "But it's absolutely sublime." Camille then sat between his shins with her knees to her chest, and slipped her panties under her ass, down her legs and then off each ankle. She quickly straddled him again, and flexed her bare cheeks, but now it was her naked pussy grinding over his exposed cock. "God, I've..." She paused and her voice became fragile with embarrassment, "I've wanted you inside of me so bad."



"I want you too, but here? What about your friend? Kadin, was that his name?"
"What about him?" she asked, her voice hitching as her sensitive pussy slid over his shaft.
"This is his room, right?"
She reached underneath herself, grabbing his thick cock and angling it at her sex. "Fuck Kadin!" she said as she lowered herself down. She gasped as the head parted her lips and entered my wife's desperate-to-be-fucked pussy. "Oh God yes!," she exclaimed, taking him deeper before rising back up. "Kadin can wait in the hall. Mmmm, my God." On her next trip down she took him completely inside. He wasn't as huge as Kadin but he was plenty big, and Camille's face lit up with lusty satisfaction, her young pussy stretching to accommodate his magnificent dick. "Kadin can wait in the hall all night while you ravish me in his room!"
He sat up and held her low back as she rolled her hips and moved her ass down on his cock. "Is that what you want, to be ravished?"
"Yes! I do! It's all I could think about as we danced. Oh God! Mmmmm... I could only think about how good you'd be in bed! Mmmmm... And, oh my God, you're even hotter than I'd imagined."
He kissed her hard and forcefully and pulled on her ass to assist her in fucking her pussy down and forward onto his cock. She wrapped her arms around his neck, their passionate kiss lingering as their bodies slapped together. His left hand went for her boob and he crushed his fingers over it, making her whimper into his mouth. She rode him hard enough that his butt bounced into the mattress, and kept at it as he broke their kiss and caressed his cheek against hers, eventually moving focus to her neck with light kisses as she cried to God over his shoulder and straight into the camera.
My wife had crossed a huge line, and it caused the kind of discomfort in my midsection that felt like muscles being strung around a spool, and jealousy burned my ears and caused twisting tension throughout my face.
Camille gripped his shoulders, lifted herself higher, and slapped down harder on his cock. She'd brought herself close to orgasm and desperately wanted to reach it. She could only move so much sitting in his lap, so she pushed him back until the fit forty-eight-year-old was sprawled out on the bed in nothing but lowered slacks and my totally nude, twenty-seven-year-old wife began slamming down her juicy ass riding his big dick deep, hard and fast.
Despite everything I was feeling she looked so insanely hot getting fucked by the older man that I pulled my dick out and gave it a stroke. Not only did it feel good, but the tension and discomfort were also replaced by a pleasantly-painful heat, so I began stroking myself vigorously as my wife created an earthquake on the bed. Her ponytail swung and her plump tits bounced wildly as she screamed how good it felt to get fucked by such a handsome stud as Travis.
"Oh that's nice," Travis grunted.
"Mmmmmm... God, do I need to be fucked really hard by your beautiful dick!"
"Damn, Camille!"
"Oh no, am I being too much?"
"To be honest, I was expecting you to be a little uptight, but you are an absolute beast!"
She slowed down, "I'm sorry, you're just so ridiculously sexy! God, I feel so full inside."
"Don't you stop, I'm not complaining." She'd resumed making the bed creak and pounding her drenched pussy onto his thick dick before he could get the words out. Her fit ass made a meaty thud against his thighs, and he hummed, "Mmm, that is music I can dance to. Sweet lady, I am all yours."
Perspiration dotted her forehead and her eyes drifted up and away. She leaned backward, arching her back and grabbing his ankles, and then brought her hips up so only the head was lodged between her red lips. She then hammered herself down, taking the full length of his big fat cock and finishing with a smack as her ass hit his thighs and a splat as her dripping wet pussy crushed against his hard pelvis. Her womanly hips then flew up and down through the air, continuing to take full strokes down the length of his stiff erection in her bent backward position. It gave Travis a great unobstructed view of his glistening dick plunging in and out of her tight coochie and of her tits swinging wonderfully up her chest.
"Oh God yes! Oh-oh-oh, God-yes! You're gonna make me come on your beautiful dick. Mmmm... Oh please, baby, please make me come! Oh-oh-oh, God, I need you to fuck me! Mmmm... Uh-God! Baby, please! Oh-umm-God!"
"Uh-you want it harder?" he launched his hips off the bed, meeting hers in the air, jamming his thick dick in with extreme force. He kept on pounding upwards, and Camille began to cry out lustfully, experiencing waves of pleasure that built toward an early stage of orgasm.
"Fuck you are a wild one, Camille. Ah-ah-I can't last long like this."
"Oh-oh-oh, God, don't stop, baby, you're making me feel too good!"
The smacking of her horny, toned body against his became so loud that I got up and opened the balcony door, immediately hearing it along with her screaming moans for more. I poked my head out, where even the squeaking bed was emanating through Kadin's open balcony door. So I sat on the floor watching the action on the phone but hearing her live as another man drove his big cock into her and she came her brains out.
"Oh-uh-uh-uh... Harder! God, I'm coming! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck yes! uh-uh-uh... God yes! It feels so good, baby! uh-uh-uh... Yes! Yes! YES!"
She stopped slamming onto him and cupped her mound, while he kept his hips in the air, buried to the balls in her shaking, orgasmic body. She braced herself on one arm, slowly circling her juicy ass so his dick stirred within her tight convulsing vagina, her eyes sat at the back of her head, her jaw twitched hanging wide open, and she inhaled bursts of air that made her tits jiggle over her horizontal chest.
"Uh-uh-uh-ohhhhh... Yesssssss..." she cried, euphoria sweeping through her body.
"Ah-sweet lady, you are wi-auld!" he praised as she came back to earth. "I'd like to thank your whole shameless generation for letting a sweet girl like you let loose and be yourself."
Their conjoined bodies lowered back onto the bed as her powerful orgasm settled into something more bearable. She leaned forward and sat upright on his dick, slowly resuming rolling her hips and grinding her clit on his fat shaft. She then fell forward so her head loomed over his.
"God, that was amazing. You can do whatever you want to me, baby. I'm yours, fuck me however you want."
Travis shook his head and laughed, unable to comprehend his good fortune. "However I want, huh? Anything goes?"
"I'll let you know if you go too far."
He shoved her backward, and she stuttered with a laugh as she fell onto the bed. Travis bounced off the bed and stood beside it. He grabbed her ankles and turned her on her back on the bed, and then pulled her to the edge. He spread her legs wide, leaving her pussy vulnerable and open. He then pushed his cock in and began steadily fucking her as she lay back on the bed and he stood beside it.
"Oh God yes! Do you like that, baby?"
"You know I do."
"Uh-uh-uh-yes! Don't hold back, OK. God, baby, that's so nice!"
He already had a nice rhythm going, but feeling challenged he sped up so their bodies clapped and a smacking came from inside her juicy, stuffed vagina. He spread her legs completely to either side, opening up the area between them and he fixated on his thick dick pistoning into her hot-as-fuck, twenty-seven-year-old body.
"Mmmm-uh, oh God, fuck! yes! Like that."
"I'm not hurting your legs, am I?"
"Mmmm...I'm a yoga girl, I handle it, trust me."
His smile faded and he forcefully slammed his stiff cock into her stretched to tingling vagina hard enough she bounced back and forth on top of the bed. I suspected he was used to women telling him to be gentle as they stroked his manly ego, but this young, perverse girl just wanted her brains fucked out. He took a formidable stance, legs slightly spread, the waist of his pants tight between his knees, back straight as a column, and all the lean muscle shapes along his back and arms snapping together like jagged puzzle pieces. He held her ankles in an inescapable grip as if handling livestock, and locked his arms out to the side, parting her blue-ribbon legs until full-on spread-eagle. His brows crossed into a look of relentless determination, and he pounded the uppity, little chick's juicy cunt like he had something to prove. There was a cowboy like display of wild-west toughness, in the way he fucked her so formidably hard, each thrust knocking air from her lungs, sending busts of euphoric whimpers from her trembling sensual lips, and bouncing her cute brunette head on the big bed.
"Uh-uh-uh God! Mmmm-ahh-God! Oh God, baby, you're going to make me come again!"
"Ughn-Goddamn you are gorgeous and sexy and hot," he grunted as he gave her his all, relentlessly driving deep inside, pleasuring her distressed pussy, and leaving it soaked with desire. "I bet your husband can't keep up." His low voice gained a sexy rasp. "Ughn-damn! Is that why he doesn't care his wife's getting it from someone who can?"
My fist balled up. That one stung. But I quickly shook my hand and let it go. Kadin had misled her into thinking I supported her fucking him raw, but with Travis, Camille was seducing a man she'd met only hours before, it was she who aggressively enticed him into hardcore unconscionable sex. Her behavior with him was enough to call into question her night with Kadin, maybe he hadn't been as deceptive as I'd believed and the guy really had just picked up on how badly my wife lusted for his toe-curling dick.
She hadn't answered him, as he split her legs like a wishbone and filled the silence with her whimpers and the lurid smack of cock pounding into my wife's spread-open pussy, until he asked again, "He knows it takes a real man to keep his insatiable wife satisfied, is that it?"
"Oh God, Travis... uh-uh-uh God, you truly are a gorgeous, sexy man, and... uh-uh God..." She bit her lip hard in the mists of unbearable passion. "You're making me feel so fucking good. Uh-uh-uh God... you're right, I can't get enough of you... Fuck... just take me... oh fuck... make me forget I even have a husband!" That was enough of an ego stroke for him to laugh, "I'll make you forget t the sonuva bitch, alright," as he locked his fists over her ankles and really got her tits bouncing with full body thrusts. "So you don't even love him?"
"No, I do!" she assured him. She was an emotional storm inside, chain reactions of lightning-like ecstasy shutting down her brain, glazing over her eyes, tugging her facial muscles into an expression of lust, yet she mustered just enough clarity to answer, "Oh God, baby, he just likes it. Oh fuck! Oh God... he just likes me like this."
She was right. While I couldn't fully admit it to myself she somehow knew I wanted her to fuck the guy. She couldn't get enough of this Travis guy's dick and I couldn't get enough of watching her take it. I looked away from my phone and breathed a reassuring sigh. Somehow, it was all OK. Her love for me was not in question.
With a sly smile, he threw her legs back and grabbed her naked hips, bringing her big, expanded ass over the edge of the bed, and then he roughly took hold of the back of her voluptuous thighs and pushed them over until she was folded in half with her knees up by her armpits. With her pelvis tilted up and sexy legs folded back and spread, her dripping, pink pussy could not be more open to him, and he slid the engorged head of his big dick past her anus, into her captivating, velvety womanhood to resume relentlessly pounding her vivacious, young body into the bed.
"Uhungh! He honestly likes it, or is that what you tell yourself?"
"Fuck, baby, I just want come again," she complained as lust lit up her cute, blue eyes. "Just please fuck me!" She finally begged, biting her knuckle and fighting back screams.
The desperate pleas coming from such an impossibly beautiful creature forced him to oblige, and he sped up steadily slamming in his thickness up to his balls. "Would he watch you like this if he could?"
"Oh God, Travis," she cried, now biting her whole fist, "I... Uh-probably."
He landed a meaty paw on her thigh with a ringing slap. "You don't know?"
"No! Mmmm-if he does then... God, I just can't in front of him."
"Let me guess, it would kill him if he really knew how much his wife loves..." He completed his thought by ceasing to piston in and out and thrusting one last time with enough dominating power to sink her hips into the mattress and make her grab the bed sheets in her fists.
With his dick completely stuffing her pussy to the max, he orbited the hyper-stimulated orifice, his dick circling the walls of her vagina and demolishing her clit with the base of its shaft, forcing her to release a long-suppressed scream of building excitement to answer, "YEEESSS!" She futilely tried to cover her mouth with the back of her hand, as he thrust into her again. "GOD, YES! Uh-Jesus! It would kill him. Mmmm God, Travis! It would be too mean making him watch me come so hard on your incredible dick."
"Mean?" He repeated, going back to a steady fucking, getting her off even more, making her loosen the tucked-in sheets.
"Yes mean!" Travis hulked over her more and more, spreading her pushed-back legs further apart, and she braced her hands on his chest. "I want you too much... uh-God... I want you to fuck me too much. And I love him too much to see me coming on your big incredible dick. Uh-uh-uh... he can't. Mmmmm-it's too mean."
She was wrong about that, or maybe lying. If anything she was protecting her own shame. I'd encouraged her with my fantasies, and then was very permissive when she took it further with Kadin. She should've known she wasn't cheating on me with Travis, at least not in the strictest sense. She was cheating for me, if that is such a thing, and she had nothing to be ashamed of, because I watched her getting her lights fucked out at that very minute and only loved her more.
"Fair enough!" Travis conceded. "I mean, the sight of you right now, naked, sweaty, crazy eyes begging for dick, damn near punch drunk from wild sex, that'd be rough." He hulked over even more, forcing her ass up and bending her at the waist, a sticky sound leaking from around his thick blur of a cock. "So why do it at all?" he grunted, gritting his teeth and pumping freely into her provocatively pinned-down body.
She lifted her hands from his chest and tenderly held his angular cheeks. "You're asking me that now, when all I can think about is how good you're fuckng me, ahhhh-God! How I never want you to stop, ahhhhh-aughh! How I want you to fuck me even harder... Ahhhh-oh God, yes just like that! Ah-uh-uh... And how the only thing in the world I want right now is your beautiful dick inside my tight wet pussy... God, yes, do it while I look into your gorgeous eyes. Oh, mmmmmmm... My God!"
My screen turned blurry for a moment. Had I missed something? Did she have real feelings for this guy? Was that the mean part?
"Uhhh-damn! Well this'll be our little secret. Uhhh-yeah, and I can see where a sex drive like yours makes it hard keeping to one lane," Travis snarled, and looked back down to his cock plunging into her slick eager pussy. "But I can't last much longer like this!" His hips struck and jolted Camille's raised ass out of the air and then he withdrew as her pelvis sprung back up. "You are insatiable, sweet lady!" he growled, sweat steaming down his cheek as he did his damnedest to fuck her with the intensity it took to get her off. "Goddam are you wild! Uh-yeah-and so gorgeous."
He grabbed under her butt, moved her further onto the bed and resumed in the same position, with her body folded over and her ass raised off the bed, but now he knelt on the mattress and brought more of his weight over her pinned, petite body. "Oh fuck!" Camille shouted feebly, her crumpled over and flattened figure bent her neck and changed the sound of her voice. "Ah-augh-augh... God you are in me so deep! Ah-augh-augh, take me, baby! Ah-augh-augh, be rough with me, be a man!"
With her legs above her shoulders, thighs to either side, and her pussy pointing up in the most inviting-to-be-fucked way possible, he slammed straight down, flattening her as if putting a crease on a fold, and loudly smacking the underside of her ass and making it squash and bounce like our exercise ball.
"Uhungh! I may not agree with your generation on everything," he laughed, staring straight into her tense, pretty face as she strained to take his weighted thrusts, "but damn did it produce the hottest women with Olympian-level libidos! Uhungh-goddamn! Fuck are you Gen Z's wild in the sack!"
"Oh God yes!" Camille screamed, her quaking, sweaty body on the verge of climax, "keep saying mean stuff like that."
"Was that mean?"
"I'm so close, just call me Little Miss Superstar."
"Oh yeah, you are indeed a superstar."
"Ah-un-nevermind. Oh my God, just call me your slut!"
"My slut?"
This was sounding too familiar to be a coincidence, and I quickly dismissed the fear of her falling for Travis.
His body pounded onto hers as she coached him into sounding more like Kadin than the decent guy Travis was, and striking her G-spot coupled with nailing the biggest erogenous zone in her pretty head, caused her compressed stomach to flutter and her voice to thin into a creaky squeak. "Ye-eh-eh-eh-s-s! Just do it!"
"Alright, sweet lady, I'm going to give my slut a night to remember."
"Oh God, that's it! Oh fuck, baby, keep going!"
"Uhungh-goddamn my little slut likes it rough! Uhungh-fuck!"
"Uh-God, that's it. Yes! Uh-Yes! That's it!"
That last exchange was all I needed to hear to know she had zero feelings for the guy. She was still mad as hell at Kadin, but still so hot for his cock she'd used Travis as a stand-in. Hell, all her bickering with Kadin likely made her even hornier for him, since that was kind of their thing, and so she goaded the desirable, charming man of the world to act like a shitheel and dominate her young pussy like a real asshole.
It worked, the gentleman in Travis withdrew behind callous stone-like eyes, no longer interested in her games. His lips curled over bared white teeth, her presumptuous attitude fueling a raging lust bent on banging the hot-as-all-fuck girl for all she was worth. He slammed his fat, engorged cock straight down into her sopping cunt with dogged strength. "Look at you! Look at my slut loving every inch of me."
"Oh God yes, fuck your slut," she screamed in her horse and weakened voice, The fullness of her tits was tossed about and she grabbed and squeezed those beauties hard. "Oh God, fuck me behind my husband's back... ah-augh-with your big ah-augh-gorgeous ah-augh-diiiiick! Oh God, yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes..."
She released her tits to the jostling force of his thrusts again, and palmed his chest attempting to slow him, her mouth tried to form a word but a climax had been unleashed and buzzed inside so strongly she lost muscle control. There must've been a rush of nitro-like endorphins spinning through the nerves of her vagina and inner thighs, because the tone limbs spasmed until her right leg freed itself from his grip and shot straight up and out the side, rigidly pointing a toe in the air.



Travis let the one leg go, still pinning her in the folded position with the other one, her vagina remaining lewdly positioned to receive his persevering manhood as it rammed the length of her tight, juicy cunt. She'd created a monster, and he was undeterred by her pleasure-laced agony, dead set on busting his nut in her sensational, built-to-fuck body. It was too much to bear for Camille, her head shuddered in panic, until her mouth dropped open, appearing to surrender to her unrelenting lover. Her skin flushed, sweat beaded on her forehead and her body gained a sheen. She closed her eyes and tilted her head away, her consciousness escaping, leaving her body at the mercy of the older man to fuck his slut however he wished.
The cocky bastard smiled, watching my wife come so hard she was losing her mind. He'd fucking scored the hottest chick, too hot for her own good, a flawless body that just didn't quit, far beyond his wettest dreams, and his lean muscles stood out as he dug deep into his nastiest thoughts and banged the gorgeous temptress with revved-up sexual energy, driving her into the mattress, her rigid leg flailing in the air, the sound of her gushing pussy being stretched full of his thick dick music to his victorious ears.
"Uhngh damn, you love it rough and wild, you little slut. Uhngh, and I am loving you for it. Uhngh yeah," he grunted, pounding ever faster and harder, evoking his climax. "Uhngh damn, you really are my slut," he gloated and squeezed her raised ass roughly, bending her even further over.
Camille's crippling orgasm appeared to reach a new plateau and sharpened enough for her to regain focus, her eyes finding Travis' intense face close above. Her hands were now fists on his chest. "Oh wow, baby, wow you look insane. Ah-augh-augh-augh-augh... Is your slut making you too wild? Ah-augh-augh-augh... Then show me what I'm good for! Ah-augh-augh... Take me! Ah-augh-augh... Take me and come in your slut!"
"Oh yeah, I'll show you alright, you sex-happy slut!" Travis' solid mass clapped fervently against her thighs and hips, the bed creaking like it hosted a wrestling match. "Uhngh damn, I'll show you what you're good for! Uhngh-uhngh-yeah... give you a gold star for giving it up like a champ!" He fully embodied the part of an asshole, as if he'd always had it in him, and he aggressively slammed his dick into my wife, pinning her down with zero tenderness and fucking her hard and nasty. "Uh-uh-fuckme. Had enough yet, slut!"
"Never!" she screamed defiantly with a quivering jaw as she was crushed into the bed.
"Uh-uh-shit! I'm gonna come, Camille. "Ugh! I'm gonna come all over my little slut! Ugh! Fuck..."
The bed went silent after he slammed into her snatch up to the balls and he held his breath a beat, turning to bite her calf, savoring the tightening of his balls, preparing to hose her fertile womb. But then he suddenly withdrew, grabbed his wet erection, and aimed it toward her well-fucked, swollen pussy. He let go of the back of her thigh, allowing her resilient body to partly unfold, and the rigid leg in the air collided with his shoulder. He shot his load with a nerve-wracking grunt, but he'd been thrown off target, and a hot jet of come splattered onto her plump tits. "Augh-gawd!" Another burst followed beside the first. "Fucken coming, slut! Augh-gawd!"
"Oooh... OH-oooh..." Camille squealed with mild shock. She rubbed the sides of her hips, still experiencing the sensations of being fucked so deliciously hard by such a gallant, hung man. "My God, you turn me on. Mmmm... My joints are vibrating."
He squeezed out a last drop of his seed, his handsome face an impossible read wavering between pain, pleasure, frustration, and gratitude. She'd exposed him for the brute he was, who all men are when tempted right down to their core, and once he'd spent himself he seemed to grapple with seeing my unfaithful wife, his slut, dripping in his come.
He took a step back, pulled up his pants, and tucked his big, softening dick inside. He set his shoulders back and puffed out his broad, sweaty chest like an exhausted boxer who'd earned a knockout in the twelfth round, victorious but worse for the wear.
Camille continued to bask in her subsiding orgasm, writhing gently on the bed, the back of her hand on her forehead, her hips wheeling and not quite ready to settle down. And then she opened her big, fashion-model eyes, revealing a honeyed brightness from within, and a cute puffy-lipped smile emerged as she spotted the conflicted, shirtless man peering down at her. Her twenty-seven-year-old, gorgeous, naked figure was a painting of an angel, too heavenly to be anything but pure of heart. Even his spattered come looked more like pearls in the lamplight. Her beauty broke him yet again, and he reached out and caressed her silky leg.
He climbed back over her to kiss those irresistible lips, keeping his body elevated, avoiding the mess all over her frontside, which made it awkward to reach her mouth. They both couldn't help themselves and giggled, until he got up and said, "Let me get you a towel."
Chapter 35: Picture Perfect
"Is that Alex?" Travis asked, buttoning up his shirt.
Camille set down the towel and looked at her phone where it lay by the pillow. She picked it up and stared at its screen. Whomever it was, she texted back with hasty fingers full of attitude.
"Everything OK?"
"It's fine," she answered without looking up from the device. She then deleted whatever she typed, and smiled, "It might be best if we get out of Kadin's room."
She was still undressed when they agreed he should leave alone, in case anyone might see, and then she'd follow a few minutes behind. They hugged for the last time, her bare tits pressing firmly against his chest.
"Marco will never believe me when I tell him about you," he said out of the blue, as he gave her hot, naked body the once over.
"Who's Marco?"
"A co-pilot. We share most shifts."
"Oh, is he as handsome as you?"
"Hey now, you're my little slut!"
"Um, let's leave that word alone, OK."
"Oh, sure, I just thought-"
"It's fine, it just needs the context of me having my brains fucked out."
"Gotcha," he laughed. "Goddammit, you are wild. Any chance I might use that word in the future? I fly through LAX all the time."
She explained her life is complicated, but then took his phone.
"This you?" he asked, upon getting it back and eyeing her Instagram page.
"It's the best way to reach me, but use DMs, nothing public please." She offered minimal eye contact and kept her distance, and I knew she'd already lost interest in him.
"DMs it is. Marco is going to flip over this."
While still nude she gave him a quick last kiss before he disappeared out of the camera frame and into the hall.
She took a plastic bottle of water from a pack sitting on a small table and sipped it while watching the dark ocean twinkle through the balcony doors. She'd been dressed for a full fifteen minutes and hadn't left, and I started to regret holding off climaxing with the hopes of us having sex once she returned to our room, so I exited the Canon app to text her.
-Where are you
I went back to the app in time to see her walk to the phone and mutter, "Fuck!" She put a hand to her forehead, presumably dealing with a head full of guilt before texting back.
-Hi Honey-Sweetie-Pie
There was her pet name to butter me up.
-I ended up at the party next door and we all went out for a bit. I'll be there in five minutes.
A straight-up lie, now I was especially curious why she hadn't yet left. Was she waiting to confront Kadin first? It had been incredibly risky of her to fuck Travis in Kadin's room, almost like she wanted to be caught. Was she willing to go to that extreme just to make him jealous?
The hotel room door opened and startled her, and I heard Kadin's smug laugh and then saw him walk into the frame. His shirt was untucked and his tie hung from its front pocket. "Have you been waiting in my room all this time?" he inquired, as he tossed the tie onto the small table.
She fetched her clutch bag from beside it and said with deliberate annoyance, "Everyone else just left."
As he began unbuttoning his shirt he motioned with his chin toward the bed, where the wrinkled sheets were obviously the site of some explicit play. "Did you and Alex use my bed?"
"I thought he was with you?"
He shook his head no, as he undid the last button on his shirt and it fell open. He then stepped into her personal space, essentially blocking her path, and his eyebrow rose with curiosity. "You've been a complete bitch to me all evening, made it real clear you're still pissed at me for some dumb shit from a month ago, and then you turn up in my room at the end of the night?"
"Some dumb shit?" she fired back, standing on her tippy-toes to get in his face. "You're so pathetic. Your little game almost cost me my marriage and that's just some dumb shit, huh?"
"My game?" he laughed, lowering his head until their noses practically touched. "What about that movie? You're pissed because I figured out your game."
"You lied to me." She turned away while angrily grumbling, "You made me believe Alex sent you there."
He grabbed her arm and spun her back to face him again. "I only told you what you wanted to hear. And Alex sure didn't seem to mind. I don't know what's going on there, but he seemed pretty OK with his wife jumping on another guy's dick. So really then, why are you here now?"
"I jumped on your dick? You were all over me, asshole!"
"Give it up, Camille, you fucked me on your bed, you fucked me on your couch, you fucked me on your excercise ball, and then you crawled into bed with me to fuck me in your guest room when I was just trying to get to sleep."
She'd fucked him again in the guest room? That was news to me. So they really did bang for an entire night.
He caressed her cheek condescendingly as he continued, "And I didn't hear you complain once! In fact, gimme your big dick one more time before he wakes up' sounds like the opposite, wouldn't you say?"
"Fuck you, Kadin!" She shouted, rising up so their faces touched.
She was suddenly pulled off her tippy-toes into his strong arms, Camille's pretty face hallowing with fright in that last instant, and then their lips crashed together in an explosion of lust. He lifted her leg to his side, her dress sliding up her thigh, as her palms shoved at his shoulders and his tongue tore into her mouth. Dizziness overtook her, leaving her to fall harder into him instead of away, and her head landed back over his arm with Kadin's handsome face above. The fervent kiss grew heated and then aggressive. Her palms that once pushed back his shoulder were now under his shirt and stripping the crisp, white sleeves down his biceps with a vicious yank.
His spread fingers then lifted her by her soft, toned ass. With her stunning body dipped backward and all its weight supported by his strong arms, she grabbed his jaw between her fingers and thumb forcing him to look at her. "So now you think you can just kiss me whenever you feel like it?"
"For a start."
She slapped him, striking the left side of his face, and then found herself hurtling through the air, Kadin having tossed her onto the wrinkled bed.
"Really?" she said, leaning up on her elbows as Kadin crawled over her.
"You know what happens next, Camille, so can we stop wasting time?"
"And what do you think happens next?"
He glanced at the surrounding bed, diverting attention to their adult playground, but quickly soured as he was reminded of the messy coverings. "Who did you fuck on my bed? Was it Travis?"
She cutely bit her finger. I do believe that had been the moment she'd been waiting for, knowing how bad it would get to him.
"You fucked that guy in my bed? Are you really that fucking crazy?"
"What's the big deal, you fucked me in Alex's bed?"
"Are you trying to make me Alex? Because you can fuck right off with that shit."
"You sent me a text saying Rose says goodnight. How is that any different?"
This he found amusing, which was a jab to Camille's escalating temper. He smiled, a corner of his mouth raising up one cheek only, leaving his head at a cunning angle, a clear warning that something was coming. His eyes made the first move, getting serious, widening with his next deep breath, crows feet clawing deeper, a foreboding confidence in the bluest part-and hunger, a growling, sexy hunger.
"Maybe you're right about me," he said with a threatening tone, "but you turned up in my room, so what's that say?"
I could see her response building, her hands were shaking and her eyes thinning, but Kadin's intensity had snipped whatever strings held together her tirade of superiority, and she stammered, "I..." and then tried a second time, and then a third, followed by a hard swallow. Kadin responded, "Don't you get tired trying so hard to resist me?"
He backed off her, and even took her fingers between his much larger fingers and thumb to guide her upright. He then coaxed her forward into kneeling, leading her by the hands. Despite all the hostility Camille compliantly crawled across the messy sheets on her knees as he stepped backward off the bed.
"I'm not getting near that old dude's sex sheets."
He brought her to the edge, and then stunningly lifted her toward the roof by the armpits like a child, leaving Camille to dangle and burst out with shocked laughter before cleverly wrapping her toned legs around his wide upper back. Still holding her body above him, he dragged a sturdy chair out from the table with his foot and positioned it against the bed. The wide, wooden chair had a bowed back and a thick weave cloth covering a cushioned seat, and he sat her down in the front half of it. Being physically overpowered by him to the point he moved her helplessly about like a doll, caused Camille's fashion model eyes to tear over with chastened lust. Her momentary vulnerability enticed a kiss from Kadin, who leaned down, and caressed her cheek as she invited in his tongue, greeting it with torrential madness.
The ensuing passionate kiss escalated until almost violent, and her nose turned pink and her cheeks bloomed with color. It flooded her aroused soul with so many titillating bites she failed to notice Kadin as he sought out another prize, his fingertips slyly tickling up her smooth thigh, beyond her pleated dress, and taking hold of her panties. He stripped them forcibly over her ass without her lifting herself, and then gently stretched them down her thighs with a ripping sound. Their mouths untangled when an evil nip from Camille ended their kiss. Kadin stood straight, unbuckling his slacks, and collapsing them onto the carpet. Camille's lower lip was full and hanging open as she drew in a shaky breath, aghast but severely turned on as she looked over the gorgeous naked man appearing mountain-like from her view in the chair, his muscles rugged around the edges as if sculpted by the elements instead of a gym. The sandy little hairs on his tanned skin elicited a manly sheen, and of course there was that big dick she'd come to know by name, dizzying in its size, the one thing she could never live without, her single luxury of choice in the ole 'you're stranded on a small island' game.
Another aggressive kiss ended with Kadin between her luscious, heavenly legs. She threw her head back as her charged-up pussy rubbed over his growing erection. Shock trailed into a soft moan, his cock pressing harder against her vagina, leaving her ready, willing, and her fuckable body oh-so-able.
"Fuck you are hot! One-hundred-percent everyman's nightmare but I can't fucking keep my hands off you!" he said, lifting her thighs to either side, angling her treasured sex just so. His cock met with her vagina, his bulbous head parting the smooth lips to kiss the tender pink inside, and her needy pussy wept with anticipation. The instant his crown penetrated her sensitive, delicate slit her desperation ceased, her body collapsed against the smooth back of the chair, and being too far forward to sit properly her body bent at the waist, conforming to the L of the chair back and seat cushion. Her roused breath fled her lungs, her mouth dropped half open, and her big blue eyes brightened with shameless gratitude.
Kadin paused there, his strong arms to the side, clutching a honed-to-perfection leg in each hand, spreading those perfect legs for his massive dick to breach my wife. Her petite pussy had already been roughly fucked by a cock less than forty minutes ago, but it still struggled as Kadin's XL-cock established penetration. He ran his tongue around her outer ear, causing a wave of vibing ecstasy down through her body, ending with an instinctive thrust of her hips.
He continued gently introducing The Beast to more of her heavenly hug, as my wife's pillowed lips trembled over her teeth and her blue eyes rolled away. When a sticky noise was teased from her wet pussy I knew he was pushing my wife's limits.
"You seriously laid that old douche?"
"You're calling Travis a douche? He's like ten times the gentleman you are."
"Rose would disagree!" he countered with a quick, short thrust into her pussy.
"Aough... God! You just had to score that point with her to piss me off, didn't you?"
"I was good to her, don't worry," he assured, as he spread Camille's legs wider apart.
"What's that even mean?"
He let go of one leg to grab her cheeks, holding her glowering face like he intended to kiss her. "I broke her in easy."
"You broke her in, really?" she said in disgust.
"I'm there for a young inexperienced girl looking for adventure, and I can gauge when her idea of adventure is basically glamping!"
"You're comparing using her to camping now?"
He ran a hand over her curvy hip, "Rose isn't rocking a tight fuckable body begging for the full-blown Naked and Afraid package, so I was a total gentleman,"
"You've never been a gentleman."
"I can be a gentleman... I can be an asshole... It all comes down to the woman."
"And you've never understood women, Kadin, that's always been your problem-oh-oh... augh-God!" she moaned as he pulled on her legs and thrust his cock through the wet walls of her vagina. "Oh jeez-jeeze that's big. Oh my God, Kadin. Fuck I hate you!"
Kadin's face was against hers and he whispered into her ear, "Hate me all you want, but I'm still gonna royalty fuck your sweet pussy." He began to grind harder, his voice deepening in her ear. At least half his length inhabited her stuffed, gushing vagina, with each stroke meeting less internal resistance and deepening my wife's breath.
"Oh fuck, Kadin!" She weakly complained.
"Look at you, your gentleman friend has no idea who you are," he laughed and shook his head.
"He knows me better than you."
"Right... That sweet shit doesn't get you off. We both know you love a big dicked asshole who can fuck you so hard you forget your name."
"God are you insufferable!" she said with contempt tightening along her brow.
A deep aroused hum rumbled in his throat like an engine keeping him afloat. He was feeling pretty vindicated tapping into the wet center of her Playboy-worthy body after she'd been so shitty to him all evening.
Ooohhhwwwwooo!" she moaned as Kadin claimed more ground in her overstimulated pussy, showing off just how crazy he could make her. He pushed her sexy legs into the smooth, bowed chair back, folding her ultra-fuckable body in half, and Camille swooned as she gazed up toward her dominating lover.



"Ole Travis doesn't know what to do with an angsty fire like yours, but I do."
"Ohhh God, that's... Oh my God, Kadin, you feel so... Mmmmmm..."
"Was he the type of gentleman to hold out his pinky while he fucked you?" Kadin joked and, demonstrating with his own pinky, extended it out from where he firmly gripped her ankles and spread her legs, swinging open the doors of her womanly virtue, his big, fat dick taking the lion's share of her juicy, squeezing snatch.
"Goddamn you feel luscious and tight!" His racing raw lust pursued the narrow embrace of her soaked velvet, jamming his fat dick into it with a sexually gratified smile.
"Um-fuck! You keep trying to resist me, but you end up with your legs open every time."
"Mmmmmm... You're just lucky I'm in the mood."
"Ha, is that right? I should go to Vegas with all the luck I've had. Uh-mmmm-fuck, and I can't get enough of you. Goddamn you're so fucking hot."
Camille started gently bucking her hips, and hid her face in her hands, embarrassed to be fucking the hot stud and savoring it as much as she did. "Ahhhh... This needs to stop. Mmmmm... After tonight your luck runs out."
"This isn't on your terms anymore and you know it."
"God, you're an asshole! Mmmmm..."
"Uh-mmm-fuck, well then, I guess you have an asshole in your life, because I am going to make you scream every chance I get!"
He pulled her dress up over her head and the lamp on the table spotlighted their handsome, gorgeous nakedness as he thrust with assertive bursts in between her limber-pinned back legs, every buried inch making her bite her lip and causing her eyelids to flutter. Unlike Travis, Kadin knew Camille had some wild dreams inside her pretty head and he knew how to make them come true-mentally torturing her with his macho shit to get her so fiercely horny that her self-righteous ass turned a nasty little sex vixen, and then physically ramming his dick so deep and hard into the tough little chick it challenged her to slam her banging, tight body right back at him, meeting him thrust for thrust.
"I know you resent me. Like you really hatefully resent me." He released one of her legs to pinch her jaw between his thumb and finger and planted a rough kiss on her open mouth as his sexy glutes flexed and his layered quads engaged to collide against her shapely thighs and soft, fit ass with a rhythmic clapping. Her vagina was bowed wide in a heavenly struggle with his big fat dick ramming most of the way home. Camille's folded, ultra-fuckable body collapsed under his slamming weight and shuddered within from a breathtaking fullness. "Little Miss Superstar ain't The Ice Queen no more! Uhngh! Fucking can't stand me but can't get enough of me either. Uhngh! Fuck, such a dilemma for you!"
She looked helplessly up at him as he grasped her jaw, disgrace punching her psyche while a satifyingly deep fuck rewarded every inch of her perfect body, just as he'd described.
"Uhngh, yeah! At least you know your place now."
"Fuck you. To think I believed you could ever be more than an asshole to me. Mmmm... Oh God!"
Kadin stopped thrusting and gently caressed along her sexy tummy, just above where his dick deliciously maxed out her vagina. He had a slender smile on his mouth, which I could only ascribe to the troubling admission from Camille, that she'd contemplated their relationship beyond just some asshole who fucks her.
"Uhngh-Goddamn, that's a terrible idea. Fucking disaster."
"No duh, asshole! Ooooh... I didn't mean it like that."
"No?"
"Like obviously you're epically wrong for me, dude!"
"Right back at ya! But you're sure down to fuck! Uhngh!" he grunted, pumping his hips again. "And I can't say no to that smoking body and those blue eyes. Uhngh! So a hard pass on a twenty-four-seven uppity earful, but I'll beat on your sweet pussy every minute of every day. Uhngh!"
"Uh-God... good, because you have like zero to offer beyond a nice big dick-oh... Uh-oh God..."
He'd slugged his dick in, and Camille clawed at his broad, rocky back until her slender fingers bent against their joints. "Ohmygawd... Ohmygawd..." She was caught off-guard by an orgasm that had unconsciously built within her as she had it out with her big-mouthed lover. "Mmmm... Oh God, Kadin, keep going like that! Please, I'm coming really hard!"
He pumped his hips harder, his big, fat dick smashing forth a scintillating path inside her juicy, cramped pussy and pressing her orgasm up a notch on every deep thrust. She whined and squealed, her eked-out moans climbing in pitch with her climax, "Uh-uh-ah-ah"
Kadin bent forward for more body contact, his forearms resting on the back of her knees, and the back of his fingers brushing her cheeks. "Uhngh-fuck, does that feel good?"
"Uh-uh-uh... My God, yes!"
"Uhngh, do you want even more?"
"Uh-uh-uh... Oh please, Kadin, yes please!"
He kissed her lustfully crumpled forehead and laughed, "You actually imagined the two of us together."
She shoved her hand over his mouth. "I didn't mean it!"
"Whatever you say."
"Uh-uh-uh... Oh Jesus, Kadin, please not now! Uh-uh-uh... I can't think straight. Uh-uh-uh... Just keep fucking me! Uh-uh-uh... Just beat on my pussy like you said! Uh-uh-uh... Hard! Uh-uh-uh... Oh God, yes, yes, God yes, just keep making me come! Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh-oh-oh... I can barely breathe!"
Kadin gave her space, assuming a more dominant stance to pound his dick home, the thick, hard rod crushing into her narrow, juicy pussy, as the labors of orgasm made it clench harder around his shaft, eliciting even more blissful stimulation between them.
"Uhngh-Goddamn, you can be Alex's nightmare, I'm just here to fuck his wife raw," Uhngh-uh-yeah, that much I can do. Uhngh-Goddamn! Fuck!"
He pounded The Beast into her little uppity, coming-on-his-dick ass and slapped his body against hers so hard the chair began rocking back and forth. Her toes curled and her body stiffened, unsuccessfully trying to straighten itself in the chair, and making it creak at the joining wood. Her head slumped forward, her jaw jutting out against her neck, her sweaty forehead a knot of confusion.
"Ohmygawd, ohmygawd, ohmygawd... I'm coming, oh my God, I'm coming!"
"Uhngh! Of course you are. Uhngh! You are one horny little chick. And Goddamn that body of yours, your hot fit body won't stop begging me to fuck it."
"Oh my God, y-y-you're insane! Mmm-mmm... Yes! ...Oh-oh-aw-aw-fu-uh-uh-uck..."
His round, defined ass became a machine, his whole body jerking back and snapping forwards with a hard thrust, pausing for a beat with his dick balls-deep, muscles popping off his back. Her skewered pussy was on fire, stretched to the limit, taking his beautiful cock unbelievably deep and hard.
"Uhngh! Ha! You love coming on my dick, don't you? Uhngh! Just like that! Uhngh! Uhngh! Take it, Camille! Uhngh! Look at you, your hot little pussy can't get enough! Uhngh! Your man's in the next room and your horny ass is coming all over my dick!"
"Mmm-mmm-mmm.... Oh my God! Ohmygawd... Ohmygawd... I forgot Alex is right there! Ohmygawd... Ohmygawd... We need to stop! Seriously, we're being too loud and we need to stop!"
He thrust hard enough to make their skin slap, and something about the position seemed extra nasty. It was so physical, so wrestler-like the way he dominantly pinned her down in the chair.
"Uhngh! Bullshit! Uhngh! We have to stop my ass! Uhngh! You waited in my room for this! Uhngh! Fuck..."
Kadin stood over her looking as strong as I'd ever seen him, his yoked back hunched over and grabbing her honed-to-perfection thighs, his dick pumping away at her luscious pussy, looking fat and serpent like, and he stared down on his feasting Beast with total glee in his eyes.
"Ohmygawd... Ohmygawd... Stop, you don't understand. I told him five minutes. Ohmygawd... he's probably freaking out I'm not there yet."
"Alright, fuck!" He pulled out quickly and stood up, helping her to her feet just as fast. "Text him. Just make it quick. You've got me horny as fuck right now!"
She held her Beasted-on pussy and jelly-legged it to the bed, delirious from climaxing her heart out. She fell onto her front side, the mattress bouncing, and began texting rapidly.
-Sorry, babe, I got side tracked. You OK?
I jumped out of the Canon app to respond.
-I'm fine. Who's there with you?
"Shit, he wants to know who I'm with," she relayed to Kadin, with her legs bent at the knees and ankles crossed in the air. "What should I say?"
"Say you're with me. Tell him I was hittin' it," Kadin joked and spanked her upturned ass.
"Very helpful!" she shot back, and then began texting again.
-Rose came back
At that point she'd fucked two other guys and was willing to lie about it. As much as I enjoyed watching her do it, the lying cut deep. And she wouldn't be too happy knowing I'd been watching her and filming her extramarital poundings. One of us had to come clean before our marriage went down the tubes.
-Don't let Kadin read this.
I jumped back into the app to see her struggling to respond. Kadin sat beside her prone body, caressing the round prominence of her ass, his erect cock anxious to get back in that. I'm sure she typed at least two responses denying she was with him, but ultimately she accepted that I somehow knew.
-OK, he can't see
-Good. Now look over on his dresser
She scanned the area, not realizing the camera was of any significance, as an impatient Kadin slid his hand down between her legs. She figured it out right as his finger sunk inside her stimulated sex.
-Is that your camera?
-It is. And it's connected to my phone
-Fuck Alex
-I'm not mad. Hopefully you aren't either. Have your fun and I'll have mine.
By the time I'd returned to the app, Kadin had pulled her to the edge of the bed with Camille on her knees, and he stood behind her, rubbing his cock up and down her slit. She was pressing the edge of her phone to her forehead, coming to terms with me having eyes on her at that very moment.
"Wait, Kadin. I can't... There's something.... Alex is... I... Oh fuck, mmmmmmmm..."
"Uh-mmm-fuck... phone time is up!" he announced, plunging his big, fat dick completely in on his first stroke, igniting the switchboard in her pleasure center, and she dropped her chest to the bed and grabbed the sheets with her free hand.
"Uh-mmm-fuck... Keep texting your man, I don't care. Uh-mmm-yeah... But I can't keep my dick away from his woman. Uh-mmm... Tight pussy's too goddamn good!"
Camille's face was tortured, gritting her teeth and crushing her eyebrows together, while Kadin's grew ever more fierce, his triceps popping as he spread his fingers to grip as much of her ass cheeks as possible. Her phone rested in her one hand, and she typed with her thumb.
-Can you hear us?
I quickly sent a thumbs up emoji, not wanting to break from watching the action.
He tightened his grip on the globes of her ass, their smooth bulging contour inspiring a nice squeeze, a spread, and then running two fingers over her anus. Her waist called to him next, clutching the neck of the hourglass, leaving her thick ass to freely absorb his slamming hips with sharp meaty claps, their voluminous weight bouncing up her back.
"Uhngh-fuckin-shit... Why'd my little screamer get so quiet? Too much for you?"
She'd said she couldn't be this way with me in the room, that she'd feel mean, but I hoped the camera would make a difference. Unfortunately, even as her face sparkled with a misty sheen and was soaked in lust, I sensed deep insecurity.
"Um-fuck, Camille! You always have something to say. So where'd the love go?" Kadin then tried to loosen her tongue by increasing the ferocity of his thrusts, the clap intensifying, the lubricated friction turning noisy, but apart from a repeated grunt into a whimper she stayed quiet. He leaned forward, "I still hear the love in your pussy." His hands ended up on her shoulders, the bed sounding old as it creaked under the duress of his body slamming powerfully into hers. "Um-shit! Your pussy's pure liquid. Um-shit yeah! So tell me how good it feels. Um-damn! Or just call me an asshole! Um-uhhh-I don't care. Um-uhhh-I just wanna hear your sexy-ass voice." He was hammering his big dick into her rougher still but she stayed mum.
"Is it Alex? Ummmm... So what if he's in the next room! Ummmmm... The dude shouldn't have married such a hot piece of ass," Kadin blurted out next, trying a different approach to goad her into being verbal. "Umm-mmm... Cuz damn I gotta get deep in it! Ummmmmm... goddamn tight. Ummmm... fuck, his woman can take a cock! Ummmm-goddamn she can fuck!"
"You have no idea," I said aloud in my hotel room, stroking my hardon.
Camille breathed hard, made handholds of the sheets, and her shoulders hunched each time her vagina, and everything around it, was rhythmically overcome with his exhilarating fullness. The orgasmic sensations it produced seemed to spread through every part of her body as her knees continuously sunk into the bed. This was the rough sex Camille lusted after. She loved the intensity of his hate-fucking and being over-stuffed by such an incompatibly large cock, but she quietly savored it all in her own world, passively experiencing it, self-conscious and about letting go with me behind the camera.
"Forget Alex," he ordered with a loud spank, frustrated by her passivity. "He shared your movie with a room full of dudes!" He slapped her ass again and then grabbed her cheeks even tighter as he pounded her with short deep strokes. "Uhmmm-mmmm-yeah-you're too fucking hot for ole Alex and he knows it! Ummmmm-got a line ten miles long of guys tripping over themselves to fuck you! Umm mmmm-yeah-getting every man's dick hard with a smoking body like yours." He slapped one ass cheek and then the other, with more of his weight landing against her bouncing glutes on each thrust. "Ummmm-fuck! But the line starts behind me, 'cause your too-good-for-everybody ass came to me for The Beast action!" He spanked extra hard. "And you're greedy pussy is so goddamn tight-uhngh-damn-yeah! The line of bros gonna have to wait forever-ummm-aw-ah-shit! Because I am up to bat! Uhngh-yeah-The Beast ain't stopping until I knock that shit outta the park! Oh-fuck-yeah! Uhngh-shit-yeah!"
Kadin's self-praising speech left him looking smug as hell and blissed-out feeling her tender vagina wantonly contracting around his cock as he pumped The Beast right through it.
It had an effect on Camille as well, his description of every man lusting for her right in front of me. She peered back at the camera, looking right at me. Her face had grown flush and sweaty with excitement and jerked about as her etotically posed female form absorbed his hard fucking from behind. Something in her eyes shifted, as if finally accepting me as her loving voyeur. She blew me a kiss, and then braced her arms against the bed and shoved her ass back hard.
She squealed out as the Beast hit bottom, and then hit bottom again and again, "Aww-aww... Oh... Awww.. Yes... " She was unable to complete a thought until she finally gathered her voice and screamed, "Awww... God... Awww... Yes Kadin, fuck me... Awww... Fuck me like I'm the only woman in the world! My God! Fuckme-fuckme-fuckme! Oh my God..."
"Just what I thought! Can't keep your mouth shut or your legs closed, not for Kid Kadin!"
"Ohmygawd, ohmygawd, fuck are you an ass," she shrieked in sexual bliss and stabilized herself on all fours. She'd let her phone go and it lay flat on the bed, and as her body was rocked by Kadin steadfastly fucking her doggystyle, she awkwardly tapped out a message.
-I'm so sorry! I can't hold back.
I brought the small screen closer to my face, as she began really throwing her ass back, his huge wet cock disappearing into her gorgeous petite body with a thud as they grunted and sighed in unison. "Ah... Fuck! Fuck! Yes! Fuck! Yes I love the way you fill me! Ah... Fuck! I love the fullness!" She slammed herself on his dick so hard her phone started bouncing on the bed. "Ah-ah-ah-your dick is so big inside of me! Ah-ah-ah... you're so deep in my body."
They locked eyes, Camille slapping the bed beside her phone, Kadin's big hands locked around her waist as her ass buckled against his hips. "Uhngh! Gimme more of that. Spill your guts as I fuck them, tell me how Goddamn much you need this dick!"
"Ahhh... Fuck you," she squealed.
"Uh... Come on! Tell me some more how it feels taking my big dick deep inside you?"
"Ahhh... Oh God!" She had no trouble telling him and her yearning gaze still said as much, but she pinched her lips shut refusing to obey him on command.
"Say it!" His hand sounded off on her ass again.
"Ah... Fuck! Fuck! Yes, OK! Fuck! Yes I love it! All of it! I love The Beast. Ah... Fuck! I love how your body feels. Ah-ohhhhh-ohmygawd! I love your big dick deep inside me!"
He briefly pulled out and whacked his cock on her ass a few times. "I should have a go at your mouth, because Little Miss Superstar sucked a mean dick last time," he taunted, as he rubbed the top of her head in condescending praise, and then sunk his dick back in with a juicy squelch. "Uh-damn, but then I'd lose your sexy voice!" He grabbed her ponytail and seized her head backwards. "Uh-mmm... And I love hearing your well-spoken ass talk dirty. Uh... You make everything sound thoughtful and Goddamn that's hot. Uhhhmmmm... Coming off better than everyone else but you're not, you're just like me! You're just looking for a good nasty fuck. Ummmm-now throw that ass back and say you wanna fuck me nasty in your sexy sweet voice!"
She looked over at the camera, sweat trickling from her hairline, her skin red and sparkly, lips swollen and eyes lost to lust. I stared deep into her high-on-lust face as she spoke directly at me with unbridled urgency, "Ahh... God it... Oh my God it feels so good! Oh fuck, baby.... Oh God I'm so sorry!" I'm sure that was for the camera, for me. I hoped with all my might Kadin didn't pick up on it. "Oh my God I'm so sorry it feels this good. So... Oh my God, so deep! I'm so sorry. Awww... Oh God yes! Ohmygawd... I want that big dick to make me come so bad! Awwww...."
"Talking to him through the wall? Ha-I like that! Uhngh! Go ahead, tell him how good I got his girl feeling!"
She then rested her head sideways on her shoulder facing Kadin, "Oh God yes, Kadin, so good! So good I'm about to fucking come! Oh God make me come. Awwww... God... please, please, Kadin!"



"Oh fuck yeah, Camille, Uhngh-hummmmm!" Kadin commended himself and let go of her ponytail. He brought one foot up onto the bed and then hammered into her overly stuffed, juicy pussy, making the room ring with the sound of her red, taut ass, and she threw that ass back on him until her pussy sounded like crushed Jello.
"Oh my God yes! Oh God yes! YES! Awww... Oh God that's deep! Awwww... You're really fucking me! Ah-ahhhh... And it's... It's just... Oh my God!" Her big blue eyes watered as she peered into the lens, holding my gaze hostage. "Ahhhh... fuck me from behind and make me come! Ah-ahhh... Oh God! I'm there... Awwwww-ah-ah-ah-GOD!"
"Fuck yeah! Let loose!" he ordered. "Come! Come on my dick. Fuck Alex if he hears it. So come on my dick and let the whole hotel know!"
Her thighs and arms began to quiver. She grabbed one of her swaying boobs, inviting her climax into her sensitive nipple, and looked back at him, one eye closed and mouth open to that side so I could see molars. Damn, she was both adorable and hot-as-fuck coming hard on his divine cock, as it surged and throbbed inside her and rounded out the walls of her vagina.
"Ah-ahhh... PLEASE, KADIN," she yelled, and I actually could hear it through the wall. "Ah-ahhh... Yes, SPANK MY ASS! Yes! Oh God... Oh my God you are SO DEEP! Oh shit, you asshole, YOU'RE SO DEEP IN MY PUSSY. Awww... OH GOD, Kadin, KEEP FUCKING ME FROM BEHIND LIKE THAT! Yes! YES! Oh God YOU'RE MAKING ME COME EVERYWHERE INSIDE. Oh God, Kadin, my back is going to BREAK! EVERYWHERE INSIDE IS SCREAMING!"
Her shouting turned on Kadin something fierce, his ass flexing, making her petite body lurch forward on all fours as he pulled back on her ponytail again. Her mouth hung open and trembled, still engaging him with one pleading eye. He became intense, on a righteous mission to conquer my wife's coming pussy, aiming to stretch it open and spread his seed deep within her stolen, fertile womb. The wetness from her pussy coated her ass and transferred onto his thighs, mixing with his sweat, and the Canon's boom mic picked up that slippery, wet impact of masculine hardness on feminine softness beautifully.
"Ummmm-yeah, Camille I'll never stop fucking you. Um-yeah, you take my dick like a fucking champ. Uuhhhhmmm-look at that sweaty ass bounce! Uhhhmmmm-you love getting your ass slammed from behind. You love feeling me get deep down inside. Ummmm-yeah, say it. Keep saying how good it feels so deep down inside."
He fucked her with everything he had for several minutes as she shrieked out a slew of profanity, and then finally slowed down his steady rhythm in favor of assertive bursts of strength. It was too much for Camille to bear, and she gasped and cried with pleasure. The harder thrusts caused the bed to scooch back and forth under their movement and produced another sound that traveled through the walls, which was that of a bed frame about to break. Camille was taking her lover's intense fucking better than the five-star hotel furniture.
"AH-AHHH... " she screamed, finding her voice again. "Oh... Ah-God... you're gonna... HUH-FU-UCK... ah-ah... you'll break... AH-AHHHH... UH... You're gonna break the bed! AH-UHHH... Listen to it! AH... FUCK-FUCK... UH-GOD HUH-UH... GOD!"
"Uhngh! Fuck that! Uhngh-damn! This thing is built like a tank. Ummm-fuck! It can handle it." His hair was sweaty and plastered to his forehead, making him look crazier than ever. "Ummm-watch!"
He suddenly began thrusting harder and harder, slamming Camille's ass so fervidly she had to plant her face into a pillow to scream even louder. She clawed into the sheets to brace herself as a jolting force squashed her butt outward, bowed her back, and made her shoulder blades pinch together, with her ponytail flunging from one side to the other. I could only imagine his massive, hard cock was doing the same to her insides, her tight vagina instantly stretched full right up to the entrance of her cervix as he slammed his dick's head against it, and the explosive stimulation from it forced the breath out of her lungs.
Kadin white-knuckled her glistening butt cheeks as the dripping wet Beast emerged from her stretched-thin pussy. His lats unfolded, his round shoulders spread, and his glutes relaxed, and then his whole body explosively flexed from head to toe, his dimpled ass shot forward, The Beast vanishing with a splat, and his pelvis violently smashing into her soft cheeks. He kept up the paced bursts for several minutes, long enough for another climax to overtake Camille and then subside, her body going limp and being pushed and dragged on the soft sheets. He'd become exceptionally sweaty, drips trickling along his temples, coming off the sides of his back and down his biceps. Camille's hair was very damp and her skin dewey from head to toe. They were burning up and I couldn't imagine it was all due to physical exertion.
He was fatigued but his vitality seemed to be endless, still pounding his hips just as hard against Camille's ass, relentlessly pumping his cock home. He'd lost a few style points in his movement but he wasn't letting up, keeping her in a constant state of hyper-euphoria that had her biting the pillow, ensuring he'd fucked her deeper, harder, and better than any man who came before him. And he'd certainly won bragging rights for that title. He'd fucked her stupid and Camille was pretty much under his his big calloused thumb. He owned that pussy. It was all a victory lap for him at this point, and he showed no mercy, crushing that pussy with his big dick and making her whimper and moan, "Yes, yes, yes! Oh, oh, ohhh..." His right hand made pass after pass over her body, grabbing and caressing her sweaty flesh, squeezing her tits, grabbing hair, and pinching her ass cheeks together. My wife couldn't stop coming, squirming in perpetual orgasm, her arms spread out to grab both sides of the mattress, steadying herself as her bent-over body sustained full penetration from behind.
She rolled her head to the side to look at the camera, half of her face was visible from a depression in the pillow, her elastic band had fallen down her ponytail so the hair on the front of her head was free and strewn across her sweaty face, and she let her eyes roll back into her head before screaming at the mic, "AHHHHH.... my God, Kadin! AHHHHH... my body's on fire, AHHHH... I can't breathe! AHHH-GOD... you're so deep I think you're hitting my lungs! AUGH-FUCK, I feel it in my toes." I could hear the rawness of her throat and the static of frayed vocal cords. "OH GOD, I can't take it! AHHH-GOD-OHHH... I need a break! OH, GOD-AHHHH... Kadin please, I can't take it anymore!"
This time Kadin actually heard her, and growled, "Augh-ungh!" as he thrust so hard her knees came off the bed and she was launched from his dick onto her side. His massive juiced-over erection popped free and sprung upward, flinging drips of her wetness into the air. He rubbed a hand over his low back and rolled out his neck as he strutted toward the dresser to grab a bottle of water.
Camille stayed on her side, her body heaving for air, her silky skin splotchy and sweaty. She teased her tender nipple with a thumb and gently rubbed her sweet thighs together as her bemused lips trembled and her tongue skimmed over the bottom of her teeth. The amount of mind-bending stimulation she'd endured left her unable to get up, and it would take time for her mind to straighten back out.
She pawed behind herself for her phone and then brought it to her face. A moment later a text popped up at my end:
-My God I've never been fucked like that before.
Exiting the Canon app I responded:
-That was hot as fuck
-I think your friend gave me a case of the brain scramblies.
"Brain scramblies" was a reference to one of our favorite TV shows and I laughed.
-I don't think he's done.
-I know :) -So did you enjoy watching me get my brains fucked out?
-That was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. Of course I enjoyed it.
-Well it was pretty enjoyable on my end too
I knew better than to type exactly what I had brewing, but I couldn't help myself and texted:
-I wish you had your cat ears and mask.
-You're not funny.
-I'm not being funny
-Don't ever talk about the cat ears again.
She was referring to everything, the costume, the on-camera sex, posting online for the world to see, and being found out by Kadin. It was a dangerous idea, not to be considered, but too hot not to be, and that's why she was so afraid.
-So you like the idea, huh?
-I'm going to throw your camera off the balcony
-I'll get another
-I can't talk about this now, I have the brain scramblies
-If you only knew how hot you looked.
She didn't respond, and I knew the idea was getting into her head, so I kept going:
-When he gets back, think about how hot it would be for others to see. -Only you and I would know the truth. -They'd only see Dope Pussycat, the hottest fucking chick on the internet
She finally responded:
-Kadin would know it's me. -He'd break our anonymity. -He couldn't help himself.
-Wait until he's inside you again, and then think about how hot it would be.
I tapped over to the Canon app to see what she was doing. Kadin walked back into frame and slapped her ass.
"Still texting Alex? Better tell him you are gonna be late. Real late!"
"I really need to go," she said, and started sitting up.
"Sweet little Camille, why say such a thing when you know we're just getting started."
He dragged her by the ankles half off the bed, and then stood her up and scooped her into his arms. He gazed into her fuck-me eyes, her thoughts all over her face, how badly she wanted him to keep going, how badly she needed his manly hands on her and his huge cock inside her all night long, her entire gorgeous body, naked and sparkling, screamed for it. He put his palms over her ears, kissed her hard on the mouth, and walked her backward, leading her away from the bed, and out of frame.
I darkened my phone screen way down and walked naked toward the sliding door. My room and balcony were dark, but Kadin's room was well-lit and light flooded onto the deck. There was only a partial dividing wall and by staying against the opposite wall to the other side I could peek out just far enough to see them around the dividing wall without being easily seen myself. I then held up my phone and hit record.
My wife stood facing the starry night sky, clutching the iron railing, her shoulders upright, but her smooth back arced so her slender waist was bent forward and her delicious posterior popped way out behind to receive Kadin's big, fat cock from the back. I could see most of Kadin as he clutched onto her firm, round, asscheeks, digging his fingers in deep, ensuring that he had her off-the-charts, twenty-seven-year-old body in the most optimal position to penetrate her hot, tight pussy from behind. He was doing her so hard his balls whipped between her spread legs and hit the apex of her slit, and the familiar loud, meaty smack of his hips hitting her taut bouncing cheeks sounded twice as hot out in the open air. She was on her tippy-toes and their standing forms looked like Marvel Characters, with Camille's A-game profile in particular coming off artfully sexy. I could've come just looking at her-that jutting round ass, softly defined thighs, balled calves from being on her toes, firm jutting-out tits, the cutest nose and lips a girl could have, and her big, blue eyes so alluringly passionate they broke me like a toothpick. But she looked ten times hotter contrasted against Kadin, him puffing out his chest, standing on muscled legs sturdy as logs, beefy shoulders and arms in a straight line to pull her ass back with his rock climber's might, and a look somewhere in between sadistic desire and total infatuation. His gloating smile came from getting his dick inside such a prized fuck-godess as Camille and infatuation beamed from his eyes over an unrivaled body so temptingly hot he could never fully satiate his lust, he could never get enough, that bootylicious ass demanded more of his attention than he could ever possibly give no matter how hard he drove his stiff dick into her heavenly, soaked pussy.
Thank God it was late, because if I could see them then all the neighboring rooms had a view of the groomsman raw dogging my wife under the night sky. And if the loud claps of naked, wet skin weren't enough to wake somebody up then Kadin's hungry breathing and Camille's pent-up whimpers surely would.
That's when I saw him, the dark silhouette of a head standing three balconies over. The shape of his hair made me think it must be Rose's geeky friend we'd met earlier in Kadin's room. Kadin stayed mostly hidden from his view by keeping behind the partial wall, but he showed zero concern for Camille, having positioned her out against the railing in clear view from all directions. While the guy was likely too far away to ID my wife's face, the bright light from Kadin's room meant he could definitely see her entire naked, sweaty body as she white-knuckled the railing in a struggle to remain standing, and he could absolutely see and hear her taking a contentiously hard pounding from behind.
Camille's head tilted to the sky, her eyes closed, totally unaware she was providing a free, hot-as-all-fuck, live-action porno for Rose's friend. Her mouth hung open and her lips trembled from a moan that could've also been straight out of a porno soundtrack. Kadin sped up, her pornographic moaning getting alarmingly loud, and her bare plump tits bounced wildly up her chest in the most pleasing way possible. The partial wall sloped outward toward the ceiling, so while the top half of Kadin was concealed, the guy likely saw his hips and monstrous cock as it slammed it into my wife's soaked vagina.
Her ragged moaning was so vivid it offered the guy an intimate window into the swirling heat she experienced while being so deeply fucked and manhandled by our strong, hunky friend. Either she was too far gone to care that Kadin was pounding out her married pussy in a highly visible setting, or our talk of cat ears and Pornhub had set off a truly wild exhibitionist streak. God, I could only hope.
Kadin hadn't said a word since dragging her outside, staying cautiously quiet on their open, connected balcony. Instead, he licked his chops and focused on the exchange between her stubbornly resilient buttcheeks and The Beast as it pistoned feverishly in between them, their bodies doing all the heated talking in their contentious relationship. And I imagined him silently reflecting on the objectifying banter I'd often overheard when hanging out with our bros, because bitchy Camille's heartbreakingly-gorgeous body was always a hot topic for those horny douches-red meat for a roundtable hypothetical on miraculously getting their hands on those unattainable tits and that Maxim ass. They knew the pretentiously reputable babe was out of their league and off-limits, and would shit themselves if they saw Kadin grabbing big handfuls of their fantasy girl's squeeze-resistant cheeks, and spreading them wide apart for a hot reveal of the self-righteous hottie's stretched-out pussy splooshing along his dick. They'd freakout watching those God-tier, bodacious buttcheeks of their nasty dreams absorb his hardest thrusts with a pulverizing clap on an exposed fucking balcony. And boy did Kadin's big, gloating smile represent a vindictive victory for all those horny douches she considered beneath her.
Camille gripped the railing tighter as an inspired Kadin sped up their excessive, strenuous sex. She couldn't get enough of her well endowed lover and looked rougher for the wear for it. The faint ridges in her puffy lips were inset much deeper, the corners of her mouth, nose and eyes were pink, her pupils drifted across the stars unable to focus on anything, and her exhilarated moaning once again verged on orgasmic.
Just as I was contemplating how her sexually spent physique only made her sexier, I noticed a faint, distant light on the face of Rose's friend, and my heart slammed against my chest. The geeky sonuvabitch had a phone. Like me he was one-hundred-percent filming my wife as she slammed her bare butt into Kadin and he slammed his body right back against hers, delivering full penetration right up to his balls over and over again. From where I stood, I'd barely zoomed in and had filled the frame with her well fucked figure, even cropping in above her wobbly knees, so from the vantage point of Rose's friend he could've easily zoomed in all the way to see her beautiful, unmistakable face up close, recording her sensual, shut eyelids fluttering, conveying the deepest satisfaction in being taken roughly by a handsome, dominant man. Fuck! Hopefully, the little perv was more interested in filming her slapping tits, because damn was it mesmerizing watching those firm, ample globes with hard pink nipples violently sling up and down her chest. Wherever he'd focused he was getting a top-tier porno starring my model-perfect wife, as she naively gave him an ultra hardcore performance, fucking Kadin so hard and forcefully the railing started to shake and groan.
"Yes, yes, yes! Oh, oh, ohhh... uh-God... Fuck me... Yes fuck me... Oh my God! Uh-huh-yes... Uh-huh-yes... oh-oh-yes..."
Kadin still had her heaving ass cheeks divided, and his hand mostly blocked my view of his stiff cock hammering into her tightly stretched snatch, but his far hand cupped underneath that cheek with his thumb in her buttcrack right beside her pussy and he wrenched that whole cheek up and far to the side. It forced her pelvis up, deepening the arch in her back and that leg had to extend higher onto her toes. Kadin had unknowingly provided a perfect shot for the guy across the way. He could surely see her puckered asshole and Kadin's big, fat dick with her tender, maxed-out pussy scrunched around it. I was actually jealous that he was able to clearly record The Beast plowing in right up to Camille's cervix, and capturing her pussy getting juicier than a grapefruit press. Jesus, she was so into Kadin and so head-to-toe horny for him to fuck her that she'd been gushing profusely over his unprotected cock. I'd never seen her get so wet as he kept ramming his dick between her spread cheeks and banging her so hard I heard tiny fragments fall from the railing mounts. She was so juicy and their bodies so sweaty that the smack of their bodies gained a subtle splattering sound, and then their wet private areas pulled back away with a moppy suction noise.
"Uh-yes-more of that... Uh-God I love your dick. Oh-God I love you for fucking me so good!"
They had a perfect fast rhythm going, providing too much stimulating excitement for her to come down anytime soon, and Rose's friend had already captured at least six minutes of my buck-naked wife giving everything she had for a whopping big cock. Most embarrassing was her irrational behavior, desperately pouring her heart and soul into being fucked raw, her skin glowing and guts churning with uncontrollable lust, her love of Kadin's big dick superseding every other aspect of her being, because that part was undeniably authentic, she was being real, something you'll never find in an actual porno. I was getting pissed at the guy filming because that part was personal, for her sake it needed to stay between her, her husband, and her big-dicked lover.



I thought about making a noise to scare them back inside, maybe ditch back into my room and find something to throw, but Kadin's next move took care of it for me. He leaned his shoulders back and pounded her with whiplash-inducing thrusts, jarring her head back as if on a loosened swivel. The adjustment to his body also realigned his cock by a few degrees and something about the new angle of penetration struck Camille's G-spot hard. She couldn't hold back, the most violent orgasm yet peeking up like a red sun on an apocalyptic horizon.
"Huh-huh-oh-oh-aww-God! What are you doing to me! Huh-oh-oh-aww... Oh my God, that deep cock... Huh-huh-aww-God... I'M LOSING IT! OHMYGAWD, KADIN, OHMYGAH-AW-AWD..."
Her screams would surely wake all the guests on the ocean side of the hotel, forcing Kadin of all people to become a man of reason and he spanked her screaming ass, scolding, "Shit girl! Don't tell it to the world!" He then hooked his arm under her hips, dragging her into the room, and did so with a horny urgency to keep her shoved full of his cock. I went back to my Canon app to see them in the same standing position but with Camille bracing her elbows on the much lower bed, arcing her slim waist, to present her ass up high which rounded off the globes so they appeared tighter, thicker and even more powerful. Kadin was all over that, squeezing and jiggling and smacking that banging, bulging flesh.
"Uhngh! Fucking damn you got some on you! Uhungh! And I am up in it! Goddamn!"
He latched onto her ponytail, his go to move for getting her attention. "Uhungh! Travis do you this good?"
"Uh-uh-uh-God!" She moaned huskily, as Kaidin reined her up on her arms and her neck craned back. "Jealous much?" she joked, even though his pounding big, fat dick was the epicenter of her body-quaking pleasure. "Huh-uh... And Rose?"
"Uhungh! Ha!" he grunted and laughed, and then leaned forward, resting his forearm lengthwise on her back so it ended with her ponytail in his fist. With her head cranked back and his mouth nuzzled to her ear, he groaned sensually, "I save the real stuff for the bad girl who loves my dick the most!" His hand released its tight grasp on her ass and switched to grabbing her plump swinging boob, mauling it against her chest. "Uhungh! And that's definitely you, Camille. Uhungh! You fucking love this..."
Divulging what he meant by "this" he clenched his butt and rammed his lower body forward, slamming into her stuck-out, landing-pad of an ass, and crushing a giant Beast-sized path through her vagina right up to its end. I knew Camille, and she was blowing up with unmitigated lust and uttered a sweet, girlish shriek. He hammered into her a second time, inching her forward until her knees bumped the edge of the bed and her toes twisted in the carpet so her heels pointed outwards. Camille's mouth flew wide open with both rows of teeth visible. "OH GOD... FU-FU-UCK!"
"Uhungh! Oh yeah, you dear and truly love this!" He hammered into her even harder, knocking her sexy legs against the soft mattress and off her feet, and she fell a foot forward with her knees on the bed. Kadin seriously plowed her the fourth time, and then again, his arm still on her back fisting her ponytail, his other hand molesting her large firm boob. Now he was fucking my wife doggy style on the squeaky bed again. "Uhungh! Uhungh! Rose tapped out at the halfway mark. Uhungh! Couldn't even pull out of the slow lane. Uhungh! But you love yourself some deep dick! Uhungh! Goddamn do you lap it up!" He steadily pounded her with his back-breaking thrusts. "Let me hear it! Uhungh! Let me hear how much you love my dick!"
Once again she wouldn't outright obey him, but she didn't have to answer, because it was readily understood by her enticing smile, sweet girlish shrieks, and sweaty, blissed-out face. She more than loved his huge cock, she burned for The Beast and the way Kid Kadin slammed it in with everything he had.
"Uhungh! Goddamn! Fuck, you don't even have to say it! Uhungh! I can see-"
"OH GOD I DO LOVE IT! Huh-uh... I love your big dick! Huh-oh God, I love it so much! Huh-uh... don't ever fuck Rose again, only me! OH GOD I WANT ALL OF YOUR BIG DICK!"
Kadin pulled her head to the side and kissed her cheek, not quite able to reach her mouth.
"Ummm-fuck, Camille, so you're gonna stop blowing me off!"
"Oh God... I couldn't even if I wanted to. Ah-ah-ah... not anymore. Ahhhhh... I need your big dick so bad!"
"Fuck you are so fucking hot! Ummm-fucking hell, I knew any chick who gets off being banged so good couldn't be satisfied by a gentleman. You needed me to finish you off, didn't you? Ummm-fuck that Travis guy! Ummm-my little Camille wants her dick like a true little slut! Ummm-and you're so hot I can't say no!"
"Huh-oh, babe, I do! Aw-ah-I'm such a slut for your gorgeous dick! HUH-HUH-HUH-OH GOD KADIN! HUH-HUH-HUH I... FU-UH-UH-UH-UH-CK! AW-AH-AH... FU-UH-UH-UH-UH-UH-CK!"
"Oh fuck yeah! Squeeze my dick like that! Uh-damn! You're even tighter! Uh-ahhh-oh man does it feel good to fuck your tight little pussy. Uh-ahh-ahh-ungh! Fucken squeeze it, like a true slut! Yeah! Damn! I'm getting my big dick in that tight business! Uh-I am crushing it!"
"HUH-HUH-HUH-OH GOD KADIN! HUH-HUH-HUH-I CAN'T TAKE IT ANYMORE. OH GA-AW-AW-AW-AWD"
"Uh-fuck yeah, girl. Uh-fuck, going balls out on you! Uhngh! But you can take it!"
"HUH-HUH-HUH-OH... YES... GIVE IT TO ME... GOD YOU'RE DEEP, BABY. HUH-HUH-HUH-OH... GOD YOU'RE FU-UH-UH-CKING ME SO HARD! HUH-HUH-HUH-OH... SO HA-AW-AW-ARD! OH GA-AW-AW-AW-AWD, I'M GOJNG TO CO-UH-UH-UH-UHM."
"Uh-fuck keep it tight on me! Uh-fuck yeah that's good! Uh-fuck your pussy feels good! Uh-fuck I want to keep my dick in you forever!"
"HUH-HUH-HUH-OH GOD YES! PLEASE! HUH-AHHH... PLEASE DON'T STOP! HUH-HUH-HUH... DON'T EVER STOP! MAKE ME COME LIKE A SLUT! HUH-HUH-HUH-PLEASE PLEASE MAKE ME COME. HUH-HUH-HUH-OH GOD. OH GOD, OH GOD, OH GOD!"
The way her jaw hitched with every word meant she was climaxing hard. "OH FUCK-HUH-HUH-HUH-OH FUCK! OH GOD YOU ASSHOLE I'M COMING!"
"Oh yeah, fucking come for me, slut! Come all over my big dick. Oh fuck, I'm gonna come!"
"HUH-HUH-HUH-OH GOD YES COME IN ME, KADIN! OH GOD COME IN ME!"
"Uh-fuck yeah I will. I'm going in so deep. Fuck I'm gonna come so deep in my little slut."
Her eyes shot open wide. "Oh fuck what's happening. Huh-huh-huh! You're making me go crazy. Huh-huh-huh-what are you doing to me? My... My... OH FUCK, I... I CAN'T SEE!"
Their love-juice-covered privates slapped with an echo and the liquidy squish of penetration grew distinctly loud as he utilized every muscle in his developed body to slam-fuck my wife on the shrieking bed. The color drained from her face as she fell into a silent scream and he thrust so hard into vagina I thought her ass might bounce right off her body. And then he leaned up and slammed both hands down on her ass and alternately swatted each cheek, "thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack...", as he got in a few last, mind-bending, bottomless strokes before grabbing and spreading her cheeks one final time, her flattened crack red from being stretched and smacked all night. He sunk in his rock hard, dripping cock, meeting no resistance as it passed through her well-fucked snatch right up to his balls.
Camille let loose with a high pitched squeal that made the hairs on my arm stand up, and then went quiet. Her legs slid out to either side, her pelvis landing on the bed but still tilted up, making a nice, big hump to receive his dick as her limp arms twitched.
Kadin's buns were tightly clenched, keeping The Beast fully submerged in pussy, his gloating smile reached ear to ear, a twitch shook his brawny chest, and he crushed one eye closed as his come burst from his throbbing cock. He slammed his meaty paws down on her ass again, shoved in harder still, his eyes widening with the sadistic power that comes from huge pressure release, apparently a real 'gotcha' amount of come popping off deep, deep inside my desperately horny wife as promised.
Her whole body flopped like a doll when Kadin thrust one more time, pancaking her ass cheeks, ramming his pulsing cock ball-crushingly deep, the tip of his dick crushing up against the clenched orifice to her cervix, providing curbside drop off for his swimming boys to go hit that fertile egg. But he still wasn't finished, and pitched all his weight forward, flexing his ass so hard the side of each cheek turned concave, as he squirted torrents of unseen come. Through gritted teeth and with pained determination he shouted, "Oh fuck that's it! Take it, Camille. Get yourself some. Uh-fuck shit!"
He let go of her ass and slid two fingers into her open mouth before thrusting again. Her body lurched an inch across the bed as he thoroughly inseminated the hot, twenty-seven-year-old, prime specimen of a woman face down beneath him. He squeezed out a few more, surely drowning her pussy in semen, before moving his head down and biting her shoulder. Her ribs rose and fell with air as his ass unexpectedly clenched once more. Her eyes fluttered under their lids and her fingers scampered through the wrinkled sheets. Her orgasm had gone off like a supernova, shattering her consciousness, leaving her surrounded by blurry, twinkling light as it misted away and died into nothingness.
He caressed the side of her face, pulling her sweaty hair away from her cheeks. He leaned up off her. "I need some fucking water!"
He got up, his still hard dick taking forever to slide out her battered canal. It was coated in their come, and her pussy was a bigger mess, with filmy white beads along the red open vagina and smeared across her glistening labia.
She slowly curled onto her side, her hand between her legs, savoring the aftermath of her devastating climax. A minute later, Kadin returned with his underwear on and lay on the bed beside her, his back against the headboard. She cuddled against his hairy thigh as he stroked her soft cheek.
"I'm wasted. I'm really wasted," she said, the brain scramblies chipping away at her voice. "How did I let this happen?"
He rubbed her thigh tenderly and sweetly chuckled, "Your innocence is cute but your need for the deed is pretty self-evident."
"Oh dear, my innocence is in question," she retorted with dripping sarcasm.
"And Alex tried to tell me you were done with me."
"He knows it makes me happy."
"Ha, to each his own, I guess." He felt her ass, admiring how the skin flawlessly dimpled with his touch, the perfect amount of softness to keep it smooth and an abundance of vigor for support and resilience. "God you are hot. You're the perfect woman, Camille. I'd never let you out of my sight."
"I'm my own woman, Kadin. You could never really handle me."
"That you are, and thank God for it."
She'd brought my camera back, setting it on the bed before getting into the shower for a rinse. She was only a minute, and then lingered in the doorway, drying off to a slow rhythm in her head.
I was wrong to think I could ever control her lust with a bunch of silly games. So it was a good thing I had a kink for her extramarital desires because she apparently couldn't stop herself from indulging in them. She was truly her own woman, and I couldn't keep my hands off her.
I hugged her in my arms, she wrapped herself tightly around me, we kissed hard, and she whispered in my ear that she loved me and I whispered the same. We relaxed our embrace and she shook her head in embarrassment.
"That camera app thingy, can you only watch or does it record?"
"It records. It's all on there."
"Good. I want to know how we looked—how you saw us."
"It'll only be a minute. But what are you going to do for me?"
"Whatever you want."
"Well Goddamn!"
Minutes later my phone was propped up against a lamp on the nightstand. The downloaded movie took us back to earlier in the evening when Kadin pumped his cock into her picture-perfect body, folded over in a chair. As we watched I sank my own dick in from behind while laying sideways on the bed.
"Mmmm-uh... You really aren't mad?"
"Fuck no, baby, you look too hot. All I see is how hot you are."
"Mmmm... It is really hot! I couldn't do it if you were there, not in front of you, does that bother you?"
"If I'd been in the room, I dunno, I'd probably want to hurt him, but... the camera-I can let go of myself and just see you."
"Mmmm-ah-ah... It disappeared from my mind. Ah-ah-ah... I was feeling too good to remember it was there."
I picked up speed, smacking into her ass to compete with the sound coming from the little phone speaker. I wasn't full on slamming my dick through her like Kadin had, but it was still a nice deep fuck to go along with the movie.
"Aungh! You fucked three guys tonight!"
"Mmmm-ah-ah... I know, but I only love one of them."
She kissed me, long and hard, hands on my face, and then rolled her head back to watch Kadin pin her legs to the chair and fuck the ever living hell out of her.
"Oh God, baby!" she moaned, an orgasm in her near future. "Look at that slut! Mmmm.... You can see how much she loves it. Mmmm.... God she loved that big dick going in so deep! Huh-huh-huh-oh... You're right, she looks so hot... Huh-oh... With that huge cock stretching her open and making her feel so full. Oh God, she really loved fucking his big dick so deep and hard!"
"I know she did! Aungh! And she looks so hot I wish I could share it with the world."
"Huh-huh-huh-oh... You promised to never mention that again!"
"I know, but just look how fucking hot she looks! She's such a hot slut for him. Aungh! I've never seen anyone look so hot before!"
"Oh fuck, Alex! Huh-huh-huh-oh fu-uh-uh-uh-uck..."
Chapter 36: In Deep
Eucalyptus trees zoomed past and blue jays circled with bits of paper in their beaks before landing in the leaves. The hypnotic rhythm of nature slowed down time during the long stretch of interstate and the absence of their chirping underscored the tepid silence in my BMW.
Camille seemed weightless, almost ethereal, and I thought a kiss would congeal her into her whole self once more, but I just couldn't find the right way to go about it. The woman who went into everything with the utmost attention to detail and lack of fear had become just a profile against the side window along for the ride. I thought about a lizard I'd caught when I was four, and held it up for a look only to discover it had escaped and left me with its detached tail. It had whipped about between my fingers, connected to nothing, and I'd flung it into the bushes and screamed.
As I watched the grey road approach and then blur under my car, I went back a month to when Kadin and Travis both fucked her aching pussy every way possible in a single night. And we'd gotten off so many times rewatching the videos of her repeatedly coming on their pounding cocks. As strange as it sounds, those movies gave me a renewed feeling of pride, and something else I can only describe as being cool. I know it's weird, but what we were into was so off the rails—my wife had done everything imaginable with two men while I filmed her from afar—we had ourselves a deep, dark, kinky secret, one that would've ruined most marriages but only made ours stronger. Kadin and Travis might've been the ones slamming their dicks into my wife but it took our passion to a whole other level. I reached down to stroke my cock, knowing it shouldn't feel this good yet stroking it because it absolutely did.
Touching myself diverted her from her own daydream taking place on the long stretch of road, and she smiled with her full lips. She put her hand over mine and in a sexy amused voice told me to save it. She must've thought I was getting excited for what lay ahead, and I was. Thoughts of that night with those two guys was a distraction from my camera and equipment in the backseat and our scariest leap yet.
Our first movie—over two million views—an audience of that magnitude, that had to be worth something. It became real when I looked into Pornhub's community area and other revenue streams such as Patreon and OnlyFans, making it possible to set up a membership access to content, it was just too easy not to consider.
I'd continued to bring it up in bed as I'd laid over her, looking deep into her eyes. What had remained of her innocence had been shed like the last deposits of baby fat. She was still vibrant and full of wonder, maybe even more so, approaching everything with an open mind, nothing would shock her, or at least I'd hoped it wouldn't as I explained just how much we could make. It would essentially fund the opening of her studio, and she'd moaned extra loud when I'd slipped in my cock, and that was all I'd needed to hear.
Since then we'd filmed another solo movie of her and the fake Beast for internet release. God I love her. God I love the sight of her all sweaty and open and totally fucked. She's gorgeous and wild and free and I love my wife more than humanly possible.
She doesn't just turn me on—I am utterly infatuated with her. How many other men can say that about their wives? It was Camille's and my deep understanding of each other's kinky desire to share her which made it the most intense sexual experience any couple could possibly have. It truly was our thing and I loved her for it. I loved every molecule of her being.
My feelings only grew as I veered my BMW off the road and into the park's entrance, passing under the iron Mission Hills Regional Park sign and leaving a dusty cloud behind us. Camille gazed out the window as I parked in the first lot. She was almost assuredly second guessing herself again.
I gave her a sideways glance. "You don't have to do this."
She took hold of my hand on the center console and smiled as if I were being naive.
"You're an influencer now," I proposed. "There's money in that too."
"I know," she said with a compassionate crackle in her throat.
LuluLemon had hinted at more than free yoga pants as a result of her rising Instagram following, but they couldn't offer the biting arousal of what we were about to step into.
I pulled up to a bolted down log and turned off the ignition. She brought my hand up to her cheek and caressed it. We both got out and I went around to the back of the car and unstrapped my bike from the rack and removed my gear from the trunk. She stood watching with her hands shoved into the back pockets of her jeans.
"OK," I said with a reluctant sigh. "The camera, masks and ears are all in the back seat."
"I know."
"Are you sure you're OK with this?"
"Yes," she said, shaking her head at me like I was being an overprotective dad. "I think I'm allowed to be a little nervous."
I walked her to the driver's side door and explained, "So according to Maps, Graham's ranch is just fifteen minutes up the road. I figure I got about four hours worth of trails here. If you go long, or if he wants to get you dinner, I'll just ride back down into town and kill some time there. I brought my sketchbook. I can get some work done."



She stopped at the car door without getting in. "You know you didn't have to come."
"Yes I did."
"I won't do anything behind your back, not anymore." She put her arms around me and leaned her face against my chest. "This is way more fun."
"I know. Guilt free cheating, right?" I laughed. "Although Graham's the one guy I kind of take issue with."
She pulled away from me. "Really? Do you want me to call it off?"
I laughed. "I one hundred percent don't. I just wish it didn't have to be such an old, judgy fuck banging my wife."
"He's not that old," she laughed, "and he's more Hollywood minded than he looks."
"Well, I'm going to trust your pick."
"I'm still shocked he agreed. What we're asking him to do is already pretty out there."
Even after my wife and he had had it out on the phone, I'd somehow known that Graham would one day make her his for a night. Instead, it would be an afternoon at his ranch. I caressed the side of her beautiful face and peered deeply into her big, fashion model eyes. "Just make sure Dope Pussycat brings back a damn good movie."
Dope Pussycat was the user name she'd spontaneously created on Pornhub the night we posted her first movie, having no idea it would become her permanent, online porno persona.
"I promise. But promise me we'll stop all this as soon as we have enough money for the studio."
"I'll tell you what—when we have enough to open with, I promise to respect whatever your horny little heart desires."
I kissed her deeply and then held the door for her as she climbed into the driver's seat of my BMW. She grabbed something out of her purse and handed it to me through the open window. It was a copy of Graham's autobiography, the one she'd edited. "I marked a page you might find interesting."
"Is that right?"
"OK, I guess I'm really doing this."
"I guess so."
"I'll be back for dinner."
"I'm not counting on it."
She rolled her eyes and I kissed her one last time through the window.
"I love you."
"I love you too."
She waved as I pedaled towards the trails and she turned the car back towards the park entrance. A flurry of jealous butterflies and excitement swept through me the instant she was out of sight. I pulled the book out of my backpack and opened it to the page she'd left dogeared.
—I settled on the couch beside her, and wondered aloud how many famous asses had sat on those same orange cushions. Her trailer was fully decked out with a bar, makeup station and a daybed. She was at the height of her fame. Without any other words the young actress slid off the couch onto her knees and tugged at my jeans. 'Holy Hell,' she exclaimed suddenly, 'All this time you've been standing in for the cowboy when you could've been standing in for the horse.
I closed the book and laughed at the afternoon sun. Apparently Dope Pussycat wanted me to know she was a bit of a size queen. But that was no secret—not to me or the millions who'd watched her movie. I slipped the paperback into my pack and started towards the first steep summit, the trail nice and packed, and I dug in deep for the stamina, courage and the mental deformity that loved this kind of abuse, and then I thought of my angel who'd be there when I returned, just as sweaty, just as reckless, and she'd tell me all about her adventurous afternoon