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		Chapter One

		

		

		Late August, a perfect summer morning where the light’s deep and orange and threatening autumn, falling now on Nikki’s bare legs where they showed under the hem of her untied cotton robe. The cotton of the robe was thick and plucky, a rich-dyed emerald, stark but complimentary against the tawniness of his young wife’s summer-tanned skin. The orange light slashed downward below the half-drawn blind on their bedroom window, falling across the oval woven cottage rug and Nikki’s legs and feet as she searched the drawers of her dresser. It would have been a wonderful, first-thing-in-the-morning, romantic sight if he were still laying in bed, watching his wife get ready for work. No, Ethan was sitting on the toilet and peeping at his young and spanky wife through the crack in the bathroom door, watching her as she got herself together for a breakfast-brunch-lunch shift at the Admiral Ocean Resort where she worked as a waitress in the big dining room overlooking the Atlantic.

		They were at that point in their marriage where comfort and familiarity melded to hot passion, the two incongruous things existing simultaneously, obverse realities as one ecosystem. Like how he could sit here watching Nikki, thinking about how hot her legs look and how he’d like to be back in bed with her right now, and at the same time be mid-turd, naked on the throne.

		But that’s the way it was—after all, he’d known Nikki a long time. Ever since first year at U of D, when he was a lacrosse Blue Hen, and Nikki played girls’ tennis. He’d see her around the UD Athletic Center, then out at some parties. And that was it—that was all it took. He started talking to her and just never stopped. They’d been dating since first year. Her tennis career had fallen to the side—by her sophomore year, she wasn’t in athletics at all anymore, just a full-time sociology student.

		Now she was his wife, plucking around the bedroom getting ready for work in an open robe, loose cotton shorts, and a tank top. She’d already showered and dried her hair, leaving him in bed. His hand had felt around for her as the sun came up, thinking he might have a shot at a quickie before she had to get in the shower, but he’d already missed her. They were going on an eight-day dry spell that had a lot to do with his and Nikki’s often opposing schedules—like last night Nikki not coming home till one in the morning, working the late shift at The Admiral. But seeing her long shaggy mane of blonde hair dance on the back of her robe, and the flex of her bare calves, had him wishing he’d set the alarm this morning.

		Toilet flushed, hands washed, teeth brushed, he crept up behind her now, even though she would spot him in the small circular mirror on its stand on top of the dresser where she stood applying her eye makeup. She preferred standing here to being in the bathroom. Their bedroom windows faced north, but angled slightly eastward, and she liked the natural light over the artificial in the windowless bathroom. So their bedroom dresser was scattered with her collection of cosmetics. He grabbed her sides and tickled her, moving quietly, even though her ghostly gray eyes were on his the whole time, watching him in the mirror’s reflection. She jumped, complained: “Do-on’t.”

		He hugged her, put both arms around her chest and put his face in her freshly blowdried hair. Now she said, “Get off me,” and elbowed him.

		“So grumpy this morning,” he said.

		“I’m just jealous,” she said. “Wish I had a normal Saturday.”

		He laughed, went and sat at the foot of the bed, yawned and stretched. Nikki’d worked six of the last seven days, and today would be her seventh work day in a row. Nikki might complain about working too much, but she rarely turned down a shift. She liked making money.

		Right from the very start there was an immediate comfort with this girl. Yeah, he’d been sexually interested in her right away, but what grew faster than their love affair was their friendship. There was a time at the end of first year and summer was coming he was more worried about losing her companionship than her heart. Thank God she felt the same.

		Wasn’t long before Nikki was a constant feature in his life that could be plugged in to any situation. Want to go do something active? Sure . . . Want to come to this dumb event thing I have to go to for my sister? Sure . . . Want to study? Sure . . . Go see a movie? Sure . . . Hang out with my obnoxious friends? Sure . . . In fact, even now he thought of her more as a best friend and a companion than his wife and lover. They were married now for a year and two months. Post-graduation, he got hooked up at a great insurance job here in Delaware, working as an account executive for Hagar Insurance of Bethany Beach. And, as luck would have it, his aunt rented them one-half of the big side-split she owned two streets down from the beach, a cedar shingle-sided manse with white trim split into two street-level apartments.

		Back when he was in college, his aunt—who lived near his mom, her sister, back in Wilmington—would rent it to him and his then-girlfriend Nikki, and they’d come out here for a week during the summer. Then in third year, they would spend the whole summer here, his aunt renting the place to him for the season, Nikki getting a job at the swanky Admiral as a waitress, and he’d worked at the golf course. So did his lacrosse friends, Brody and Jace. So over the last two summers at college, Bethany Beach had become their hang. Now it was their home.

		He and Nikki rented his aunt’s apartment now as their permanent address. And Brody and Jace were still around, even their buddy, Dawson, too. Jace and Brody he knew from lacrosse, and Dawson was also a Blue Hen, playing D1 football. Nikki still worked summers at the Admiral (where they adored her). After they’d married, she had a job working for a graphic design company up in Annapolis, but she’d hated it. So she went back to college after only two months in the workforce. Back to UD for a Masters in Strategic Communication. So just like they were in that weird mix of love-lust-passion versus familiar companionship, they were also in this weird juxtaposition of professional lives. Both just recent college graduates, newlyweds, him starting out in the workforce and finding his way, her searching around in the dark as well, and now heading back to do classes. So while they were married, full-blown husband-and-wife, sometimes it still felt like back when they were just students, hanging out for the summer in Bethany Beach. Take today for example: a Saturday, Nikki headed in for the morning shift, him with the day off with all his college buddies to do whatever they wanted, hanging around the beach.

		Leaned toward the mirror, eyelids narrow, drawing black lines on her lashes, Nikki said, “What are you doing today?”

		He finished stretching, said, “Don’t know yet for sure—I’m going to meet Brody for coffee before we go to the gym. Then I think Jace and Dawson are coming down, Dawson was up in Philly last night. We’ll probably go down to The Aardvark for brunch on the patio. Maybe play some frisbee on the beach . . . I don’t know, it looks nice now, but I think it’s supposed to rain . . .”

		“Yeah,” she said, snapping closed a makeup clamshell and then unscrewing a lipstick. “It’s supposed to rain. Right when I get off shift, which is absolutely fucking perfect.”

		“You going out with Sheila tonight?”

		“I’m supposed to. We’re all going out to the winery in Linkwood because it’s Sheila’s cousin’s birthday, and Sheila wants me there to make sure her cousin doesn’t fall off the wagon. She just went through a break-up . . .”

		“Who—Sierra?”

		“No, Rachel. Rachel’s the one who does the pottery, you know?”

		“Have I ever met her?”

		She paused to think, putting a lipstick down, resting her hands on the dresser top, then looking at the ceiling. “I think you did . . . she’s all artsy—she went to UD . . .”

		“Sure made an impression on me,” he said, rising to stand again. “Want me to whip you up some breakfast?” He spanked her robe-covered bottom.

		“I’ll eat at The Admiral,” she said.

		“Coffee?”

		“I’ll grab coffee at work.”

		“Not as good as mine,” he said, turning her around and pinning her to the dresser, slipping his hands inside her open robe.

		She caressed his chest, his stomach, and kissed his mouth carefully, minding not to muss her lipstick.

		“I hate all those old tourists get to spend time with you, looking all hot, then you’re gone tonight . . .” His voice descended to low and lusty.

		“Stop talking like that when I’m about to walk out the door,” she said, closing her robe tightly with his hands still underneath, smoothing palms on the cotton T-shirt clinging to her lean body. “Why would you want to make me horny when I’m going to work?”

		“Maybe I wouldn’t be so horny if you didn’t work till closing or fell asleep on the couch at, like, nine o’clock.”

		“Excuse me,” she said, “I’m exhausted.” She turned and walked to the closet, and with her robe still on, donned her black polyester waitressing slacks.

		“Too bad you gotta go out tonight. We should go have some fun.”

		“I’ll have fun with Sheila.”

		He sucked his cheek and hummed a disappointed sound. “I just miss you.”

		She hung up her robe, and he watched her pull off her T-shirt then put her arms into a white dress shirt. “We’ve got Sunday, baby.”

		“Are you going to be here for dinner tonight?”

		“I might be,” she said, buttoning up, then tucking and checking the fit, standing so she could see the mirror in the bathroom. “Aren’t you going to be out with the gang?”

		“Not if it rains . . .”

		“I’ll eat if you’re here when I get off shift,” she said.

		“You’d have way more fun with us guys, anyway. C’mon, we’ll go out, go up to the Blues for some barbecue and bourbon.”

		“That’s a guys thing.”

		“No, it’s not—and you fit in with us better anyway—what do you want to do, go to the la-dee-da winery or hang with me and Brody and the guys, ribs, bourbon, chill on the beach, play volleyball . . .?”

		She met his gaze for a long time, a small smile tugging on her perfect lips. The smile grew.

		“I think you’re seeing it my way . . . you get along way better with us than Sheila and all her hens . . .”

		She rolled away from him, grumbling, knowing he was right. “I like the Blue Hens, but I have to go with Sheila’s hens, baby . . .”

		“Whatever—your loss . . .”

		She walked from the bedroom and he followed her through the family room and into the hall where she snagged her clear rain slicker and folded it over an arm. She reached out to tap the tip of his nose with an index finger. “It’s going to rain, Ethan. What am I going to do?—hang out here and watch you guys play video games?”

		He showed her a skeptical expression. “Like you don’t like doing that . . .”

		“Bye, Ethan,” she said, laughing, leaning for a kiss on the cheek.

		He escorted her to the door, she slipped her black sneakers on, trotted down the three steps off the deck, hauled out her beach cruiser from where it leaned on the cedar shingles, then walked it out of their garden, swinging open the white picket gate and throwing a leg over the bike. He watched her long legs pump the pedals, getting the bike to speed, checking traffic, going one-handed with her slicker tucked under an arm, turning left onto Atlantic and getting the old bike into the bike lane. She chanced a look his way, smiling, blowing a kiss, then gone . . .

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		

		The Admiral Ocean Resort had been at one time the swankiest spot on Delaware’s coast, but these days there were no more dress codes and private fees. Seventy years on from its birth, now it existed as an upscale spot for the upper middle class in an otherwise sleepy beach town of more commonplace hotels, motels, and B&Bs. Art Deco interior all modernized some time in the nineties and since patched up and updated artwork plugged in, it could sometimes unfortunately attract the worst kind of entitled customers. Like the grabby businessmen-golfers who she couldn’t believe still existed. Though she’d never actually had her ass grabbed, she often had her thigh stroked in the most plausibly-deniable manner. Much as she hated it, those were the types she’d play with because in the end they often tipped over-20.

		There’d been two tables of them this morning, groups of four and six, all coming in off the Bethany Golf Course after early tee-times. But they’d been on good behavior; lots of flirting but no funny business. A dozen compliments on her eye color (which she had to remind herself wasn’t terrible and wasn’t always meant as harassment—she did have striking eyes), but no sexual innuendo. Big tips, so that was good. The morning crowd was manageable, but brunch got a little busier. Teonna and her’d collided in the kitchen out front of service and she’d lost a loaded tray and broke four plates and set the kitchen back on the ruined orders. Enrico’d rushed in to clean up and got between them in case there was trouble. They’d cursed and pretended to fight so kitchen wouldn’t be mad at them, but secretly laughed with each other later when she went out back so Teonna could smoke on their break.

		After brunch, things got hectic. The lunch crowd was heavy because of the changing weather, and since a lot of the customers were on vacation, they’d got surly because they’d wanted to be sunning on the beach. Lunch was a hustle all the way till two o’clock before it finally thinned and most people coming in just sat at the bar where they were Alani and Madelyn’s problem.

		At two-thirty she had no tables open and ended up in the kitchen hanging out and talking, her and Teonna bugging Enrico as he washed dishes, Teonna saying for the eightieth time this summer how Enrico had the softest hands.

		“Dish pan hands,” she said, joining in.

		Enrico’d had it, always hating when they said that, aiming the pre-rinse sprayer her way for a quick flash, the water sprinkling up her leg almost to her crotch. She yelled at him, saying, “What the hell, Rico—that water’s hot.”

		“Barely got you,” he said, giving her his dazzling white smile that she loved. He was super-confident and funny, and the two of them’d been engaged in harmless flirting all summer long.

		“Shit,” she said, “people’re gonna think I peed myself . . .”

		“Or something else,” Teonna joked, sucking her teeth then breaking out laughing.

		“Shut up,” she said, laughing, throwing a damp-heavy tea towel at her.

		Teonna flinched but caught it, saying, “Ay, it’s the right temperature and all.”

		“You’re gross,” she said, still laughing, using a dry towel now to wipe the inside of her pant leg. The water was warm, but now it’d chilled and felt more like peeing yourself than getting a little mid-day moist.

		“Nobody’s gonna see,” Enrico said, “your pants are black.”

		“Nobody’s gonna know your secret—it’s safe,” Teonna said, tossing the damp towel in return.

		It was easy to dodge the towel. She said, “What secret?”

		“Rico made you wet.”

		She scoffed and showed Teonna a shocked and mad face, hoping her cheeks hadn’t blushed. She didn’t have a crush on Enrico, but if she weren’t married, it was for sure something would have happened between them this summer. He was tall and good-looking in that bad-boy dangerous way; nice forearms, both of them covered in tattoos, and sometimes she’d wondered how many tattoos he had, and could picture laying in bed with him and admiring them all, tracing her finger on his naked chest and stomach . . .

		And that was the kind of summer it’d been. Too busy. Not enough fun. Not enough time with Ethan. And definitely not enough sex. She was always tired and her and Ethan’s schedules had gone all misaligned. Enough so that she would sometimes entertain these awful sexual thoughts. Like fooling around with Rico—which was never going to happen. It was why she’d allowed herself these little fantastical transgressions. She was in love with Ethan and would never cheat on him ever in a million years. So somehow this fun innuendo with Rico seemed very safe.

		Rico was coming around the dishwasher station now, pulling off his hairnet, putting out his arms and saying, “Ay, Nikki, so sorry, didn’t mean to make you wet . . .”

		“You didn’t make me wet,” she said, laughing.

		“I see it, though,” he said in his sexy Latin sing-song, “s’all down your leg.”

		When he put his arms around her, she pushed him away with the towel bunched in her hand. Her knuckles pressed against his sternum and just below, and she could feel the hardness of his stomach. Wondered then if he was naked if he would have stomach muscles, wondered if you could see them, and wondered if he had tattoos on them . . .

		Shook her head at her own bad thoughts, exhaling an exasperated raspberry like she was chagrined by his sexual forwardness (when it was really her own dirty mind).

		“Ay, you get your hands off her,” Teonna warned, “she married.”

		Arms going around her slow, swaying with her like they were dancing, his eyes locked on hers, Enrico said, “That right—you married, Nikki?”

		“You know I am,” she said, not pushing him away, letting him press his long hard and lean body against hers, acting cool and unaffected.

		Teonna said, “You know him, Rico, you seen him, you know he’s better looking than you—come on, player.”

		Undeterred, eyes on hers, he said, “I don’t think that’s true. What you think, Nikki?”

		His confidence was stunning, and it drew her attention between his legs, making her surmise an extra large penis might be the source of his power. But he wasn’t hard, and she could feel no masculine presence squashed against her. “He’s pretty good-looking, Rico,” she said.

		“He give you everything you need?”

		Now it was too far, and she laughed it off, pushing out of his clutch, feeling hot and bothered and her heart going fast. “He doesn’t ever let me down, Rico, buddy,” she said, “and that is . . . well, that’s, I mean, for sure . . .”

		Teonna laughed at how flustered she was, circling an arm through hers, pulling her to walk at her side, headed out the back to have another cigarette.

		Rico called out from behind them, “He ever let you down, you let me know, Nikki—I’m first in line, you hear?”

		

		Out back of the Admiral’s kitchen, Teonna smoked her cigarette while Nikki paced around the small, square fenced-off section that shielded them from guest’s eyes. But the gate was open, ready for garbage pickup, and past the dumpster she could see the ocean and the storm coming off the horizon.

		Teonnna blew out a plume of smoke, said, “Don’t let Rico get to you.”

		“We’re just playing,” she said.

		“I saw him work his magic,” Teonna said, then took a long drag, nodding her head.

		“He doesn’t have the magic he thinks he has,” she said confidently. Though he did. Or maybe he didn’t. Maybe it was just her defenses had been weakened by sexual need. Shit, and she was going out to Linkwood tonight to meet Sheila and the gang for a stupid wine-tasting when what she needed was a night with her husband. But even if she canceled, Ethan was with his buddies tonight, so alone time wouldn’t be on the schedule. There was always tomorrow . . . 

		“Yeah, Rico don’t have magic,” Teonna said, her tone sarcastic.

		“He doesn’t” Nikki said, but couldn’t keep a straight face.

		Teonna laughed out a cloud of smoke, doubled over. “He is sexy,” she said.

		“Darrel would kill him, hearing you say that.”

		“I never even say Rico’s name around the house,” Teonna admitted, “I don’t need that drama.” Then in an imitation of her boyfriend’s husky voice: “Rico—who’s this Rico?”

		She chuckled, groaned, thinking of that odd exchange with Enrico in the kitchen, the way he’d danced with her. “Ethan doesn’t get nervous like that.”

		“That’s a player. That’s confidence.”

		“Mm-yeah. We’ve been together a long time.” Now she held out a flat hand to test the weather, feeling the first cool misty droplets of rain settle on her palm. “Shoot,” she said, “I’m going to be riding home in the rain.”

		Teonna flicked away her cigarette into the steel bucket by the door, said, “What’s it matter?—you already wet,” and broke out laughing, running inside and closing the door before Nikki could chase after her.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		

		It was obvious to Ethan that when girls hang out together they don’t have the same rules as guys. If they did, Nikki would have known not to say out loud the thing she hated most. Once you let guys know what you hated most, it became a point of focus, a point of contention, a fulcrum they could bend you over and utilize against you for sport . . .

		As predicted, the beautiful sunshine-morning was ruined by gray skies and rain after lunch. He’d met Brody for coffee, then they’d gone together to the gym. Leg day, so squats, hacks, and machine presses, then a little bicep work. By eleven, Dawson was back in town—he’d gone up to Philly for his uncle’s third wedding. Despite the boozer it surely’d been, Dawson didn’t look too worse for wear. They had breakfast at The Aardvark, then, also as scheduled, they played frisbee shirtless on the beach for almost two hours. Some girls showed up to watch them, whispering and talking, ogling behind black sunglasses. Brody and Jace got phone numbers and Dawson got roped into going for a walk with this cute brunette with huge tits. He said nothing happened.

		But then the sun faded, the blue went dull, and a wind kicked up off the ocean. There was water in the air. They’d got their shirts on and walked back to the apartment before the rain hit.

		When it got to three o’clock, they’d been drinking beers and playing Gran Turismo for hours. Nikki comes home, sneaking into the apartment on catlike feet, and none of them heard her. They were mid-conversation and talking about balls. Nothing specific about balls, just some ball-related trash talk, like how if Brody didn’t shut up, Jace was going to put his balls in his mouth. They didn’t even know Nikki had come in until they heard her from the hallway saying, “Gross, I hate balls.”

		It made everybody laugh, and that was probably her intention. But it was Dawson pursuing it with her, leaning back over the couch to shout to the hall: “You seriously don’t like balls, Nikki?”

		Nikki was shedding her rain slicker, kicking off her black sneakers in the front hall, getting on slippers, coming in around behind the couch, still wearing her waitress uniform of black slacks and white dress shirt. “No, they’re gross. Nobody likes balls.” The ends of her long shaggy blonde hair were damp where they hung out of her slicker’s hood.

		Jace punched Ethan’s leg and made a snide face at him. So now for his friend’s benefit he urged Nikki for a clarification: “But you like mine all right, don’t you? . . .”

		She threw herself down in an empty spot on the love seat next to Brody and turned up her nose, said, “Not really,” which made all his friends laugh.

		And that’s how the thing with the balls started.

		

		The point had been pretty much dropped, no one pursuing it any further after that exchange. All the guys welcomed her, riled up that she was home. She’d come and sat in Ethan’s lap for a few minutes, hugging his head and he’d stroked her sides while all the guys caught up with her—they hadn’t seen her since two weekends ago.

		Nikki brought them beers and popped one for herself, too, sat with them on the couch for a while watching them play Gran Turismo and joining in on the trash-talking.

		He asked her: “You’re still going out tonight?”

		“Yeah,” she lamented, and he knew if he could get her to settle down and have another beer, she might be convinced to call Sheila and cancel. She’d kicked off her slippers, and now thumb-peeled her socks off, resting her bare feet on the coffee table. A positive sign.

		She was sitting between him and muscular Dawson in his shirt with the cut-off sleeves. She batted Dawson’s slab of a tricep with the back of her hand, saying, “How was the wedding?”

		“Wild,” he said. “You want to see how wild, wait till next summer and I’ll take you as my date to his fourth one.”

		Nikki laughed, leaned into him. “You don’t think it’s going to last?”

		“Not this one.”

		“Not this one? How many does it take? After a while he’s gotta figure marriage isn’t for him, or if it is, he’s probably going to have to make some changes.”

		“Not my uncle. No way. He just thinks ‘bitches are crazy.’”

		“Well, they are. But it’s guys making us crazy.”

		Dawson pivoted in his spot, turning at the hips to face her. “What if its you guys starting it? What if we’re making you crazy ‘cause you’re making us crazy first.”

		Nikki said, “Chicken and the egg, huh?”

		“Hey, you see my point,” Dawson said, beaming at her. Dawson was the biggest guy in their group. A D1 college football player with dark-chocolate skin and long dreadlocks. Despite being an Offensive Guard, who back when he played was close to 280 pounds, he was a gentle guy who liked to talk and read. Now that college ball was over, Dawson was down to probably two-twenty and looked totally different. Lean now, and his neck not so huge. When they were all in college, Nikki’d always jump on Dawson’s back for a ride if he wasn’t looking.

		When Dawson went to the can, Jace came in for a visit, sitting next to Nikki, saying, “You’re not really going to go out tonight, leave us in the apartment, afraid of the rain.”

		She said dryly, “Ethan said you were going to the beach, go down to get some barbecue.”

		“We can’t now,” he said, showing her a sad face. “Maybe you could make us some nachos . . .?”

		Nikki feigned offense, saying, “And here I thought you wanted my company—not just my holly-peenos . . .” She winked at Brody, with whom she shared the weird pronunciation of jalapeños. He finger-pointed a sign of solidarity and Nikki pounded her chest twice. They both laughed at each other.

		Jace hugged her, saying, “I want both, Nikki, can’t I have both . . .?”

		“Off,” she grunted getting a knee up to separate the clutch, holding her beer bottle up and trying not to spill. She and Jace had gone to the same high school, and though they weren’t really friends back then, once they were at college and Jace saw her all the time hanging with Ethan they became fast friends, sharing a short-hand from growing up in the same subdivision. She’d once even let it slip—a very long time ago—that she’d had a crush on Jace back in Grade 10.

		Jace showed her an earnest expression. “You make the best nachos, Nikki . . .” then pooched out his lower lip. Nikki flicked it, getting Jace reeling back in place.

		Ethan circled an arm around her, saying near her ear, “Stay with us, hang out, Nikki . . .”

		She groaned and flopped back against him, his arm going around her shoulders. “I am tired . . .”

		Dawson returned, standing behind the couch, looking at the TV with a race replay running, saying, “Let’s have a head-to-head, and let’s make it interesting . . .”

		Which could work toward making Nikki stay—she did have a competitive streak.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		

		When it was Dawson’s turn to race, he brought her in on the game, giving her a chance to go a few laps against him, and she did all right. She wasn’t terrible, but soon it was obvious she had a bigger mouth than she had ability. There was nothing Ethan’s friends liked more than when she got feisty, getting them all going, challenging them. There were many long nights at college where she’d had them laughing till they couldn’t breathe.

		Soon they were racing head-to-head, the gamesmanship becoming a winner-plays-all elimination challenge. Somehow, she beat Jace. Jace was made to suffer for his loss, and she got to choose his punishment. She said Jace had to take out the trash, put in a new bag, take out the recycling, rinse the recycling bin, and then clean all the dishes that were in the sink. After some heated negotiation that sought fairness, they removed the dishwashing from the punishment because it seemed extraneous. Unrelated to the first chore, what would stop somebody in future punishments from just adding on all the chores on their list? Make my bed, do the laundry, clean the toilet, scrub the sink, the bathtub . . .

		So Jace took out the garbage, replaced the bag, sorted the recycling and then cleaned the recycling bin and she’d gone with him to supervise. Brody had played Ethan while she watched over the performance of the chores to make sure the job was satisfactory. When Jace and her returned, Brody had beat Ethan and now would face down her.

		Brody annihilated her because Brody was better than any of them at Gran Turismo. She didn’t know that beforehand and engaged upon a campaign of brutal trash-talking before ever getting behind the wheel.

		That was when things got weird.

		Since she’d lost, she asked, “What’s my punishment?”

		Brody smiled, and without reservation, said, “I think all of us get to put our balls in your hand . . .”

		

		The laughter was uproarious. Even Nikki reeled backward, hiding her face she laughed so hard. She shouted into the hands she covered her face with, saying, “No way! No way!”

		But then Dawson was poking her in the ribs saying, “Those are the rules, Nikkster,” though they weren’t really the rules—when it was just him and the guys, there was no punishment for losing other than shame and belittlement.

		Nikki said no way again, but then perhaps in some attempt at amelioration said, “Only Ethan’s balls. I’ll touch his . . .”

		But now it had become a ball-touching negotiation.

		Jace argued that he had done all the chores revolving around waste removal she’d given him, and Nikki said, “But you didn’t do the dishes.”

		Jace said, “That’s because that was unrelated.”

		“All your guys’s balls aren’t related. And besides, I’m just not touching all your balls.”

		“Just Ethan’s balls then? How’s the punishment have any value?—You’ve already touched Ethan’s balls.”

		Dawson said, “At least I hope you have.”

		Nikki turned up her nose. “I try to avoid them.”

		His friends laughed at him, and he said to Nikki, “You’re killing me.”

		She made a sad face. “What, baby?—I love them and everything, I just . . . they’re kind of . . . weird.”

		That got all his friends making ghostly Ooh sounds, like that must have stung Ethan. It did hurt to find out that your wife didn’t like part of your sexual equipment. But not all girls were fans of balls. He understood . . . but at the same time . . .

		However, he had a strange feeling through it all. An arousal that he hadn’t expected. There was no way he was going to let Nikki touch any of his friends’ balls. Nor were his friends serious—he thought. And yet . . . The idea was exciting.

		Not sure what it was, but there was a component that he liked: humiliating Nikki in her loss. Because she’d stung him by saying she didn’t like his balls in front of his friends. Juvenile, yes, but emotions are often juvenile.

		So he backed his friends up: “I think you have to hold everybody’s balls, Nikki.”

		She kicked his knee and scowled at him. “There’s no way I’m touching balls. That’s gross.”

		“That’s why you have to do it,” Dawson said, and poked her side again. She jumped and wriggled, but she was smiling.

		Jace said, “You know the rules of the game. I think we’re all in agreement here . . .” He looked to Ethan, Brody, and Dawson. All of them had weird hesitant smiles, like they weren’t sure if they were going to get away with this. It was up to Ethan to stop them. That’s what they figured. Nikki, of course, too. Ultimately, if Nikki didn’t want to touch everybody’s balls, it wasn’t going to happen. But it was Ethan that they most tested.

		There was a hungry desire in all his friends’ eyes. The energy had changed in the room. All his friends here were big, good-looking guys—four guys surrounding his wife. And it wasn’t crazy to think all his friends had some measurement of a crush on Nikki. She was beautiful, funny, quirky in her way. Her body was sexy—curvy, with nice legs and ample breasts; she had a husky laugh that everybody loved to provoke, those otherworldly-gray eyes, and long wavy blonde hair that went to the small of her narrow back. His friends’ eyes burned on her, and he liked it.

		He said, “It’s ball time, Nikki, let’s go . . .”

		

		Her mouth fell open with comical shock and she scowled again, arms dropping heavily to the couch seat at her sides. “You’re not going to back me up, Ethan?”

		He said, “You should’ve raced better.”

		She clucked her tongue. “You’re actually going to make me touch all your friends’ balls?” She stifled a chuckle, wanting to bust out at the ridiculous idea she would let them choose a punishment like that.

		“I’m not going to make you,” Ethan said, “The power was in your hands—”

		“Now it’s going to be balls,” Jace said, and they all laughed. Even her.

		She rubbed an eye, played along a little. “How would we do it—you’re going to put them in my hand? . . .” And then, hearing her own words back, she squirmed, like she was talking about snails. She grimaced and made a disgusted face. “I don’t want your disgusting balls in my hand . . .”

		It was true, balls were weird, and she did not spend a lot of time below Ethan’s penis. Thankfully, Ethan wasn’t one of those guys who liked you to play with his balls.

		Ethan said, “You don’t have to, but . . .”

		Brody said, “It’s kinda not cool. Poor sportsmanship and all. Why don’t you go shower, go out with your girlfriends, I don’t know, you gals can talk about nails or something, whatever chicks talk about . . .”

		“Pantyhose,” Jace offered, shrugging.

		Brody added: “Periods or something.”

		She eyed them, chastised them by shaking her head. “I tell you what we girls don’t talk about: balls. If you guys are trying to make me feel like I’m not a part of the gang because I don’t want to hold your junk . . .”

		Brody persisted: “Go on then, go on upstairs and shower. You thought you could hang out with the dudes, be a dude, too, turns out . . .”

		She rolled her eyes. “Okay, maybe—but I don’t want to see them,” she said.

		There was a change in the room. All the guys amusement faltered, like a disturbance in an electrical field. She’d been joking, but seeing how quick this could change was alarming. And it provoked the thought of doing it. Of submitting to them all and letting them put their balls in her hand. A juvenile game boys would play—but she’d known them all a long time, and they’d played dumb games in college and entered into some of the stupidest challenges. Something about seeing all their faces turned to her, having all their attention—not just having it, owning it—provoked a weird and unexpected tightness in her stomach. The beat of her heart became a prominent thing in her ears and in her mind. The thud-thud loud, and the reason for its surge provoking dark dirty thoughts that had her thinking of Rico and how she’d danced with him, and how his confidence had her wondering how big his penis was. She loved all these guys. Loved them as friends. All of them known to her, all of them cared about her. They’d attended the wedding, stood on the altar behind Ethan and supported him. But frankly, they were all hot and well-built young men.

		Just as their faces had changed, she realized now the way they looked at her that her face had changed too. She corrected herself, rolling her eyes like they were all crazy and this was the stupidest goof, but not uttering the words that would end this charade. It would never happen, but it was fun to see how far they would go.

		The spell was broken then, and they all brought their smiles back. The game resumed, but none of them looking to back out just yet either. Even Ethan, whose cheeks had blushed and was sucking on his lower lip.

		She winked at him.

		Jace said, “All right, Nikki, you don’t have to see them, but you gotta feel them . . .”

		“Ugh,” she said, with feminine drama. “How old are you guys, anyway?”

		Brody said, “There she is, trying to get out of it again . . .”

		She growled, threw her head back. “Fine—what do I do, just hold out my hand or something,” she said, laying out a palm flat, then looking at the ceiling, “and you’re just going to put your balls in my hand—is that how we do this?”

		Jace licked his lips, eyes a little wild, like he couldn’t believe this would happen, that Nikki would allow it and that Ethan wouldn’t stop it. He said, “Yeah, that that would be how we do it . . .”

		She looked in his eyes—the guy she’d known the longest, a guy she’d crushed hard on in high school—and saw what she took to be intent. If she didn’t stop him, he would absolutely put his balls in her hand. He wanted her to feel them. And that swirled up the darkness in her again, heart thudding, stomach going tight.

		She cleared her throat quietly, all the guys staring, and her eyes went to Ethan. “I mean, fair’s fair, but this is up to Ethan . . .”

		

		Ethan’s central nervous system fired up, all lights flashing.

		Thighs trembling, stomach turning, he looked from Nikki to all his friend’s faces. Dawson looming tall on the right, Brody, eyes wide and expectant, and Jace, mouth moving around like it was dry and bothered, a hungry stare in his eyes. All of them fidgeting, jumpy looking, wanting this to happen but knowing the implications . . . 

		He said, “Well, she does need to be punished . . .”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		

		Jace was the first one to get up, knee-walking closer to her on the couch, one foot on the floor. He wore a loose T-shirt and gray sweatpants.

		In anticipation, Nikki giggled and closed her eyes. She aimed out her palm a little farther.

		Jace untied the front of his sweatpants, biting on his lower lip. All the guys stared. Jace’s expression showed, despite disbelief, he was really looking forward to this.

		And the weird, unexplainable thing was, so was Ethan . . .

		With her eyes closed, Nikki said now: “Ethan, you really going to let your friends put their balls in my hand?”

		Dry mouthed: “That’s the rules,” he said, feeling himself stiffening in his own sweatpants.

		“God, just hurry up,” Nikki said, and though her eyes were already closed, she squinted them tighter.

		Now Jace had the front of his sweatpants tugged down, and he thumbed aside his dangling penis, shifted even closer, touched Nikki’s wrist with his free hand to lower her hand, lifted his own balls up, snickering, then let them drop in her palm.

		“Oh God, ew, so gross,” Nikki said, quickly moving her hand away, letting Jace’s balls drop and swing.

		Dawson said, “Hey, Nikki, no, no you gotta hold them for five seconds.”

		“You’re just making up new rules as we go along,” she complained.

		“No,” Dawson said, “we’re just preventing you from ruining this . . .”

		“All right,” she said, let out an aggravated sigh, putting her hand out again.

		Jace lifted his balls and let them drop into her palm once more, sneering with satisfaction.

		“Ew, god, so, so gross,” Nikki whispered, looking away, eyes scrunched shut, Jace’s saggy scrotum settled in the cup of her palm. She began to count down from five and the guys joined in, and as she got to zero, she whipped her hand away, then wiped it on the leg of her black pants, saying, “They’re all sticky. All balls are sticky . . . Why are they sticky?”

		Now Brody was elbowing in, looking forward to his turn, already with his sweatpants untied, getting on his knees next to Nikki who lay still slumped in the couch seat with her hand held out, eyes turned away. Brody moved his penis aside as well, but didn’t have low hanging danglers like Jace did, so couldn’t drop them in her hand. Instead, he had to take her wrist and guide her hand up to cup his tighter ball sack.

		“Oh,” she said, “okay, I guess I’m wrong, these ones aren’t sticky.”

		Ethan watched his wife’s familiar fingers move slightly to caress his friend’s scrotum, getting them to settle in the flat of her hand. Now he was full, throbbing hard.

		Nikki counted down from five, then moved her hand away.

		Jace said, “You don’t have to wipe your hand for his balls?”

		Nikki said, “His balls are dry. Oh, gross, is that because his are clean? Jace, were your balls like all sweaty? . . . Did you guys shower after the beach?”

		Dawson said, “Don’t worry, no one’s putting dirty ass balls in your precious hand.”

		“Seriously,” Nikki said, “I don’t know how you guys can have those things. And they hurt, too, like when you kick them? Like why have them? . . .”

		“Well, you know, babies and everything . . .”

		“I guess,” Nikki said theatrically, and they all laughed.

		She wiggled her fingers now. “Okay, Dawson, let’s go, make it quick.”

		“Not quick—five seconds,” Dawson said, loosening the waistband of his sweatpants, getting into position as Brody stepped aside, pulling up his own pants, an aroused glow to his expression.

		Of all his friends, Dawson had the biggest balls. The biggest penis, too. Nine inches, a number Dawson’d alluded to one time, and though Ethan’d never seen it hard, he’d seen it soft, and didn’t think Dawson was fudging his number.

		He couldn’t wait to see his hung friend drop his impressive set of balls in his wife’s unsuspecting hand. Why the hell would he be so aroused by this? . . .

		

		Dawson shoved down the front of his pants, walked around to get into position, Brody slow moving out of the way, went down on a knee, his huge penis dangling. Nikki couldn’t see it, so disgusted by balls she still faced away. Dawson’s soft penis swung and lightly grazed her pinky finger. She flinched. He said, “Sorry.”

		Nikki said, “Sorry why? Oh no . . . Was that your dick that just touched my finger?”

		“I said sorry.”

		Nikki said, “Ethan, Dawson is trying to put his dick in my hand, in case you’re wondering.”

		Dawson shook his head, laughing, “I swear I wasn’t.”

		“Come on, Dawson, this is balls only,” Nikki said. “Let’s have them . . .” She wiggled her fingers.

		Dawson’s balls were like big Grade-A eggs in a loose, wrinkly skin-sack. He hefted his scrotum like Jace had, all the guys snickering, waiting to see Ethan’s wife’s reaction to a big set being dropped in her palm. Dawson let his balls go, and they made an audible click of flesh against flesh sound as they fell against Nikki’s palm.

		Nikki held her hand in place, but squirmed on the couch, bringing her knees together, stomping her feet softly, turning up her nose and showing her teeth. “Oh my God, they’re heavy . . . Why are they heavy?”

		She didn’t count down, still squirmed in place with his friend’s big balls in her hand. Ethan’s heart thudded in his chest. His cock was like absolute iron. It was the craziest thing ever.

		He watched now as Nikki’s hand cradled Dawson’s big balls, hefted them, then briefly felt their shape. She pursed her lips and kept the disgusted look on her face. Finally, she began to count down. “Five . . . four . . . three . . . two . . . one,” she said, then gently let them go.

		She sat up, her eyes open but still looking away. She said to them, “Dawson has some ha-yuge ass balls.”

		They all laughed, and then Jace said, “I thought she didn’t like handling balls . . .” Like he was implying something.

		“I don’t,” she said, but Brody knew what Jace was talking about (something Ethan hadn’t noticed), reached over and flicked the humped-out rosebud of a nipple protruding through her tight white dress shirt.

		“Hey,” she said, holding her own breasts and laughing, moving away, showing an offended face. “What are you doing?”

		Brody said, “Looks to me like you don’t hate balls anywhere near as much as you say . . .”

		Nikki’s hand held her own breast, and she moved the fingers away, still cupping it, looking down. Even she could see the arousal of her nipple.

		She rolled her eyes, said, “It’s just cold in here . . .”

		“I don’t think it’s cold in here,” Dawson said, reaching over to nudge her knee.

		“Don’t embarrass me,” she said and Ethan’s eyebrows raised seeing color come to Nikki’s cheeks. She was blushing. Blushing, saying she didn’t like it, but obviously she did like it . . . And why on earth was the idea that his wife enjoyed holding all his friends’ balls so fucking arousing?

		But it was. Holy crap, was it ever . . .

		And it was that son of a bitch Dawson who pinged him, sneering his way and saying: “Speaking of aroused, look at Ethan . . .”

		All eyes were on him now. Instinctively, he brought his knees together—but it was too late. The bulge of his erection was prominent in his sweatpants. He hadn’t even thought to cover it.

		Nikki looked and saw it, her eyes going wide. She laughed and covered her mouth.

		

		Her best friend, lover, and wonderful husband had sported a true blue erection while watching her play along with their stupid game. And he was embarrassed. Which was sweet. He’d covered his boner up now, and shifted where he sat, eyes bugged out, looking defensive and almost mad. It was incredibly sexy that he would be turned on by what she’d done with his friends. Because she’d felt it too. It felt like being away with friends at sleep-away camp, playing spin the bottle, sexual but not really sexual . . . and yet . . .

		Submitting to them, putting out her hand and letting them put their balls in her palm was intensely sexual as much as all of them would like to downplay it and pretend this was something else. Jace was cute and popular in high school and now she knew what his balls felt like. And Brody—she couldn’t help notice how large they’d felt. She’d once seen him in his underwear at a party in college and could tell he was pretty big. But Dawson . . .? His penis had swung against her hand and it felt substantial. And his balls had weight none of the other guy’s had. It was incredibly arousing to have gained this knowledge.

		Jace said, “Ethan liked it even more than you did, Nikki,” and the other guys laughed.

		“Fuck off,” Ethan said, “I did not.”

		Jace lamented: “Ethan got a fucking hard-on watching Nikki touch all our balls . . .”

		“Aww,” she said, and then walloped Jace with a pillow to shut him up. “Leave him alone.”

		“No,” Jace said, “it’s cool.”

		“It’s not cool,” Ethan said. “It’s not related.”

		“What’s not related?”

		Ethan said, “Her doing that, and . . .”

		“So that’s not what got you hard?”

		Ethan laughed, said, “No, it’s not.”

		Jace said, “Uh-oh, Nikki,” then to Ethan: “Was it our balls? Did seeing our balls get your dick hard?”

		“Fuck you,” Ethan said, shaking his head and laughing.

		“Ethan’s a cuckold,” Brody said.

		“No, I’m not,” Ethan said.

		“All right,” Dawson said, and scooted closer to Nikki on the couch. He took the pillow from her and held it in his lap, and now he and Nikki sat shoulder-to-shoulder, hip-to-hip, both of them slumped down low in the couch. “Hey, Ethan,” he said, then nudged her, got her attention down between his legs, hand looking to lift his waistband and show her what he had . . .

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		

		It looked like Dawson lifted up his sweatpants’ waistband and showed Nikki his penis. He said to Nikki, “What do you think?”

		Nikki laughed and looked away, eyes showing surprise. “I think it’s not just your balls that’re big and heavy . . .”

		Those awful size-related words from his wife’s mouth touched his core like a live wire and he flinched, his whole insides squirming against the constraints of his skin. But it couldn’t be true. He said, “I know you didn’t do it . . .”

		Nikki looked serious, said, “No, he actually did.”

		“No, he didn’t.”

		Dawson persisted, saying to Nikki, “Here, Nikki, take a look again,” and flashed open his sweatpants—or at least made it look as though he did. Ethan couldn’t tell because of the pillow in the way.

		Nikki peered over and then made a dramatic shocked face.

		Ethan said, “I know you’re kidding.”

		Nikki said to Dawson, “Is it okay if I touch it?”

		“Go ahead,” Dawson said, “it’d be great if you did.”

		It was impossible that they would really do this. And Nikki and Dawson always got along really well together, so the likelihood they could pull an impromptu prank was extremely high. Dawson was his kindest, gentlest friend. And yet . . . it was exciting to think Nikki was looking in Dawson’s pants. He knew what she would see. Knew how big Dawson’s flaccid penis was and what it looked like. A long, thick, uncircumcised cock. The biggest one in the locker room.

		Nikki slipped a hand down Dawson’s stomach, and then it disappeared behind the pillow. The action was hidden, but the blades of muscle in her forearm flexed like she was playing with Dawson’s dick.

		“You’re not tricking me,” he said.

		Nikki said, “Oh my god, Dawson, it is so big . . .”

		Everyone laughed uncomfortably, the moment humorous but also sexually charged, and hearing everyone laugh, Nikki laughed too.

		Ethan said, “Okay, Nikki, that’s enough.”

		Brody said, “Ethan’s going to come in his pants.”

		“No, I’m not,” he said, legs squeezed together, body folded to hide his throbbing arousal from them all.

		Dawson flicked away the pillow to show that his pants weren’t down at all, and Nikki’s fist lay loosely curled on his stomach. Everyone laughed again, a sound of relief for Ethan’s sake.

		Nikki said kindly, “It’s okay, Ethan, come on over here . . .” She patted the spot where Dawson had sat, Dawson shifting aside to give him room to join his wife.

		He sighed, rose uncomfortably from his chair and slunk over to the couch, hunched over to hide his arousal.

		Brody said, “We’re just fooling around, Ethan.”

		“I know,” he said.

		Jace admitted: “It was kind of arousing . . .”

		Nikki admitted it too. “It was weird, but, yeah, I don’t know . . .”

		As he got closer, Nikki’s hand went between his legs, palming his erection over his sweatpants. No one said anything, the room quiet. Nikki was looking in his eyes, stroking her hand up and down the underside of his boner. “It’s okay,” she whispered, smiling now.

		“Yeah?”

		“Yeah,” she said, biting her lower lip, eyes darting over his nervously—then she hooked a thumb in the front of his sweatpants, and gently guided them downward, exposing his naked erection to his friends.

		Now his heart hammered, and electric current hummed in his ears. His eyes were scared wide, but he let her push the sweatpants down farther. He helped her. She gripped his cock lightly, stroked her hand upward, then thumbed a circle over his tip. It was slick with pre-come. “You liked watching that?”

		He said dumbly: “You didn’t hold my balls.”

		“I didn’t,” she said softly, “and that’s not fair,” kissing his mouth now as her hand slipped down his exposed erection, and closed around his scrotum. Over her cheek he could see all his friends watching him and his wife being intimate, Nikki’s pretty hand kneading his balls.

		He groaned in her mouth, and when their kiss broke, he said, “What are you doing?”

		“I don’t know,” she said, taking his erection and stroking it, then looking over her shoulder at his friends who watched. All of them stared with dumb, wide-eyed expressions, mesmerized by what they were witnessing.

		Nikki slumped deeper into the couch, then began to slide downward, off the couch, getting on her knees between his legs, tugging his sweatpants till they rounded the points of his knees and hooped his ankles. She gripped the base of his erection with a hooked finger, pointed it toward herself, and put her mouth over him.

		

		With Nikki’s head bobbing up and down in his lap, electric pleasure sizzling up his spine, he cupped both sides of his wife’s head, disbelieving she would do this in front of everyone.

		His eyes scanned his friends’ faces, all of them awestruck at how this afternoon had turned out. One minute they’re playing racing games on the PS, the next there’s a dirty little challenge and Ethan’s wife is palming all of their scrotums, but now here they were watching a real live sex show like they’d gone on vacation to Amsterdam.

		He cupped her head, her hair silky against his palms, the wet suction of her mouth sounding deafening in the small, quiet room. On the TV ran a replay of the last race they’d gone head-to-head in. The view from inside Brody’s Porsche, and underneath whipping along against his opponent, Nikki in her Ferrari. How they got here in the first place.

		Now the initial shock was over though, and Dawson rose from the couch where he sat beside Ethan. He went around behind Nikki to sit on the loveseat kitty corner. His eyes were glued to where Nikki’s mouth sucked on Ethan’s cock. He nodded to Ethan admiringly, liking the job Nikki was doing. Brody filled the space Dawson had left, coming to sit next to Ethan, and Jace moved closer as well, sitting down on the coffee table. Four guys surrounding Nikki. And Nikki sucking her husband’s cock. The guys who weren’t getting their cocks sucked, were palming them through their sweatpants. And the horrible thought that this was now the waiting room riled something inside him that was shocking and surprising. He stiffened even harder in Nikki’s mouth, and Nikki noticed, making an appreciative sound in her throat. She pulled her mouth upward, slurped, then licked the underside, smiling up at him.

		She said, “Is that good?”

		He couldn’t even answer, and Nikki wasn’t waiting anyway, sinking her mouth down again, taking him fully till her lips were in his pubic hair.

		Dawson’s hand touched the center of Nikki’s back and Ethan jolted at the sight of his friend’s large masculine hand resting on the narrow breadth of his slender wife’s back. Dawson asked him in a low voice, “Does she swallow?”

		Still he couldn’t answer, just staring at Dawson dumbly while Nikki’s head still bobbed, his balls tightening, his stomach going hard as his orgasm came nearer.

		Nikki hummed an uh-huh in her throat.

		Dawson rubbed a circle on her back, saying, “Good girl.”

		Now Dawson’s hand stroked straight lines up and down, feeling Nikki’s hair, slipping underneath, rubbing her shoulder blades and down her spine to the small of her back.

		What was going to happen here?

		What was going on?

		Brody groaned a frustrated sound watching, grabbing the shaggy forelocks above his brow, smoothing his hair back, shifting uncomfortably next to him, the sexual tension too much to bear. And in the crotch of Brody’s sweatpants, his friend’s arousal was evident. Large and hard, no underwear, and Ethan closed his eyes thinking of Brody being next in line. Thinking that when he was done, Nikki would get between Brody’s legs, take out his big cock and suck him too. And that triggered his orgasm finally, and he hissed, jolting in the sofa, his back stiffening, his hands forming shaking fists filled with Nikki’s blonde hair. He grunted and stabbed his hips, jabbing Nikki’s throat with his erection. And Nikki took it—snorting through her nostrils, ruffling his pubic hair—as he ejaculated fully in her mouth, spurt after spurt, Nikki’s mouth never slipping off. She took it all and swallowed it like the good girl Dawson said she was.

		His friends had just all watched him have an orgasm. And while pleasure still swirled through him, a measure of shame began to flood up from his basement. Embarrassment, and worry what they would think of Nikki. And what Nikki would think of what she’d just done . . .

		Nikki stayed still for a moment, his cock not going soft, and still in her mouth. Slowly she drew her mouth upward and backhanded a string of spit from her lips. Her cheeks were red, her eyes bright and sexy, her nipples like hard bolts sticking through the white of her waitress’s dress shirt. She looked sheepishly to all the boys’ faces, made an uncomfortable giggle and backhanded her mouth again. Now she wiped the corners of her mouth with her fingers, sniffled . . . The blush on her cheeks reddened, and she rose, took two steps backward, all the guys holding out hands wanting her to return. But she pivoted and trotted quickly into the kitchen.

		Ethan was off the couch immediately, tugging up his sweatpants to close off what his friends should never see, and he pursued his wife, following her into the kitchen . . .

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		

		At the kitchen sink she filled a drinking glass with rushing cold water from the tap, mind and heart racing, wondering why on earth she’d done that in front of their friends. It had felt so incredible at first, but when she rose, her husband’s semen sliding down her throat and redolent in her nostrils, a certain humiliation had risen. Her behavior had been provocative. And she’d seen in their eyes what watching her had done. How horny she’d made her husband’s friends. And, shit, what it had done to her was incredible too.

		Ethan joined her, coming up from behind, not touching her yet, watching as she upended the drinking glass and chugged back the water. He touched her back, and she flinched. She turned, backhanded her mouth again. Her eyes pleaded worryingly—looking for her husband’s judgment on her sin. But she could see Ethan didn’t want her to feel bad in any way. He circled his arms around her, embraced her. “That was so fucking hot,” he whispered in her ear.

		Her body eased in his clutch and she whispered, “You sure it was okay?”

		“It sure was,” he said rubbing circles on her back. He caressed her hair, stroked the back of her head.

		She sighed. “I don’t know why I did that . . .”

		“I loved it,” he said.

		“Did you?” she asked, pushing back from him so she could look in his eyes, searching for approval.

		“That was the hottest thing in the world, Nikki. I love you.”

		It wasn’t amelioration. She saw honesty. She looked aside. “I honestly don’t know why I did that . . .”

		“It’s been a weird day. You just . . . got aroused.”

		“I did,” she whispered.

		He swallowed. His Adam’s apple jumped. He asked: “Are you horny?”

		“Don’t,” she protested, like he was teasing her, but she laughed, and now one of his hands went to her hip, came around her front, unbuttoned the top of her black waitress pants.

		She gasped. “What are you doing? . . .”

		

		He pushed his hand down the front of her pants. They were tight, and the addition of his hand shoving down made the zipper undo on its own, the metal teeth clicking as his fingers went under her panties, through her pubic hair, and found her pussy sopping wet. When he touched her, her knees loosened, and she slumped. He pushed her back against the kitchen counter to stop her from falling. She snuffled laughter.

		“You’re so fucking wet.”

		“I am so wet,” she admitted.

		Now he stepped back. Nikki bit on her lower lip, her eyes on his, resting the heels of her hands on either side of her waist on the lip of the counter. Her breasts were big, squashed by her bra and waitress shirt, but her nipples still protruded aggressively. She’d got wet holding all of their balls. Wet enough she performed fellatio in front of his friends. He loved it.

		But why had it aroused her so much?

		The answer was obvious. And it aroused him, too. But he was afraid to say so, his eyes darting over hers, both of them quiet in the kitchen, both of them probably wanting to say the same thing but afraid to say it in case it offended. He looked at the wet on his fingers. The wet from his wife’s pussy. Provoked by arousal delivered via other men. His best friends. Now he was biting on his lower lip like her, both of them still quiet . . .

		Jace appeared in the archway of the kitchen, T-shirt untucked (probably hiding the bulge of his erection), bracing his hands on the edges of the entrance. “You guys cool?”

		“We’re cool,” he said, returning his eyes to Nikki.

		Nikki nodded, looked down, nodded again. “Yeah, we’re cool,” she said.

		“Good,” Jace said, slipping into the kitchen now to join them. “So are we going to keep going?”

		Nikki’s eyes popped wide. “What do you mean?”

		“Another race?”

		“Oh,” she said, “yeah . . .”

		Ethan: “You guys are still racing?”

		Jace leaned back, looking out the archway to the couches. “Yeah, they’re going now.”

		Nikki stood contemplatively, eyes turned down to the linoleum floor.

		Ethan asked her what she was thinking.

		

		She couldn’t believe what she was thinking. Her eyes moved to Ethan’s, saw only excitement there. Excitement and worry. And she was sure her eyes showed him the complete bewilderment she felt.

		Jace slunk from the arch, arms coming to his side as he closed the distance between them all, the three of them gathered now at the door of the fridge.

		She looked to Jace, her high school crush, now her good college buddy and one of her husband’s best friends. His T-shirt hung loose and untucked over his gray sweatpants. Jace said no more, like he was expectant, and Ethan made no utterance of what would happen next. What should happen is they forget what she did, go out and play video games, maybe order some dinner, then she’d shower and head out for her girls’ night.

		Instead, she watched her hand move to touch Jace’s T-shirt. Jace straightened, sucked in his stomach, his chin tucked down to watch what her hand would do. With the pinched fabric of his T-shirt, she raised the hem, gradually exposing Jace’s prominent arousal in his sweatpants. She gathered the shirt higher, exposed Jace’s stomach. He was lean, had ridged stomach muscles. She’d seen him shirtless a hundred times and sometimes enjoyed a thought on how hot he was. In college, she’d masturbated thinking of him one time after they’d all spent the day together at the beach. But, shit, truth be told, at one point or another she’d engaged in harmless fantasy over all of Ethan’s friends.

		Her hand ventured further, moved to rest on Jace’s exposed stomach muscles, just above his belly button. He was hot and hard. Jace flexed, and she smoothed her hand over his hard midsection in a circle, appreciating his masculine feel.

		Her eyes moved to Ethan, saw him wide eyed and breathing heavy. But not stopping her, his eyes not on hers, but watching what her naughty hand was doing.

		It moved slow, tremulously, fingertips touching Jace’s waistband, getting very near the bulge of his erection. Then she thumbed down the front of his sweatpants a little, Jace’s upright erection pointing sideways, the knot of his cock head like a tent pole against the gray fabric. Ethan didn’t stop her. She tugged downward until they could all see his patch of pubic hair. Then she ran her thumb up the side of his shaft, her knees going weak, more wetness surging her interior, touching another man’s penis. She peeled away the sweatpants to fully expose Jace’s erection. It swayed outward to greet her, hard as a rock. It stuck out prominently, eager, erect, and vein-roped. She regarded it, and Ethan still did nothing to stop her. She let go the waistband of Jace’s sweatpants, the waistband scoring overtop his hanging testicles so only his penis stuck outright. Then with her thumb and three fingers, she gently explored the shapes of Jace’s penis, teasingly going over his cock, assessing its size and shape.

		

		Jace’s penis was about the same thickness as his own, but looked at least an inch longer. He’d never seen any of his friends aroused before, but in his gang of four it was likely his would not be the largest. Brody and Dawson both had what were clearly big dicks. And here was Jace’s erection being held in his wife’s hand, and Jace’s was longer. Nikki still explored, her fingertips teasing greater arousal from Jace, every beat of Jace’s heart making his cock raise higher.

		Jace’s breaths came heavier as Nikki’s hand pleasured him, nobody wanting to say a thing in case the moment was ruined. And then as Nikki gripped his shaft and gave Jace two easy strokes, Brody and Dawson in the other room interrupted with an uproar. They were laughing and groaning. Something clunked on the table. The moment was broken, and Nikki let go Jace’s penis, stood there nervously now, cheeks red, and chewing her lip. Jace chuckled, his dick still pointing outright, his T-shirt hanging down, bowed over top of it, his sweatpants snug across his scrotum so that it was just a seven-inch long dick poking out of cloth. He leaned aside, looked to the living room, Nikki’s eyes staying on his cock. He said, “They’re done racing.”

		Ethan nodded, looked at Nikki who turned to face him then looked away bashfully. Watching his wife touch one of his friend’s dicks was applying a wringing pleasure to his heart. And though he’d just come in Nikki’s mouth about five minutes ago, he never lost his erection. And watching her hand on Jace’s cock had brought it to surging full-blooded hardness again. He swallowed dryly, said, “What are we doing now?”

		Brody and Dawson, oblivious to what was happening in the kitchen, gave them the answer, Brody saying first: “Nikki!”

		Dawson joining in: “Ethan, get in here . . .”

		Jace tugged up his sweatpants to cover his erection, though the bulge still showed in the front. Nikki folded her arms over her breasts, sucked her lips into her mouth, big gray eyes wide and watching. Ethan put his hand on her back, led her forward. Jace came behind, all three of them walking into the living room now. Brody and Dawson were back in the corners of the couch and the loveseat, Brody still holding the remote control. On the screen: a new replay, the head-to-head that had just been raced.

		Dawson looked over the back of the loveseat seeing them coming. He said, “Sorry, Nikki.”

		She said, “Sorry for what?”

		Brody said, “He raced for you.”

		Ethan said, “Against you?”

		“Yeah, you guys weren’t in here, so we kept going. Dawson raced for Nikki . . .”

		They stopped behind the couch. Nikki said, “Did you win for me?”

		Dawson shook his head and showed a glum expression. “I said sorry. Brody’s hard to beat.”

		Nikki’s voice cracked saying, “That’s okay. Brody beat you?”

		Brody said, “It was close, but yeah, I beat him. Or rather you . . .”

		“I lost?” Nikki looked aside like she wanted to meet Ethan’s eyes, then lowered them. Quietly, she said, “So what do I have to do this time?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		

		Brody was glad to see Nikki was game, his own demeanor changing now. Like the whole head-to-head with Dawson playing in Nikki’s stead was just a fun exchange—a way to test the waters—and it seemed like Nikki was still into whatever was happening this afternoon, and now Brody had to figure what he would do next. He worked his mouth around, his eyes bugged out a little, leaned forward and put the controller on the coffee table. He sat back, wiped at his mouth for a second, cleared his throat and said, “I don’t know yet, come sit next to me. We’ll figure it out . . .”

		Now Nikki committed to looking to Ethan. He met her eyes, and they stared at each other for a few heartbeats. Then Ethan nodded. It was okay to see where this would go, and it was good to see Nikki seeking his approval.

		He and Jace moved to the back of the couch, standing behind Dawson while Nikki went around between the couch and coffee table, sidestepping past Dawson’s knees, and coming to sit down nervously next to Brody. It was Brody in the corner where she had been sitting earlier, and Nikki on his right-hand side. She sat with her hands interlaced between her knees, looking timid now. She said again: “What do I have to do?”

		Brody smiled, looked around the room for a second, meeting all his friends’ faces, then said to her: “Is there anything else you don’t like besides balls?”

		She shrugged.

		“Is there anything you like to do?”

		“Am I supposed to be punished or not?”

		“I don’t know,” Brody said. “I want to take it easy on you . . .”

		She said, “It doesn’t have to be a punishment to me . . . It can be something good to you . . .”

		Now her eyes moved to meet Ethan’s again, chewing at the corner of her mouth, her eyes shining wet. He gave her a lopsided smile.

		Brody said, “Yeah, that could make sense too. How about it?”

		“Maybe I could do something,” she said.

		Brody looked to Ethan, no words being said, just a momentary gesture to see if Ethan would protest. Ethan didn’t protest.

		Brody shifted now, said, “Yeah, that would work. You could do something for me . . .”

		Nikki smiled. “What do you want me to do for you?”

		The obvious answer was for her to do to Brody what she had just done for Ethan, but Brody didn’t seem bold enough. At least not yet. He queried: “Your hand?”

		She snorted once, then chuckled. “What about my hand?”

		Brody shrugged and left it unsaid.

		She said, “I guess so . . . I guess I could do that,” and was still smiling as she met Ethan’s eyes again. Ethan smiled at her and nodded. She said then to Brody, “How many strokes?”

		Brody laughed. “What do you mean?”

		“Well, I’m not going to do it all day. I need a number when I can stop . . .”

		Brody thought about it, his brow lowering. He said, “A hundred?” and then looked to Ethan as if that would be where the number of strokes was approved. Ethan shrugged.

		Nikki’s natural inclination was for this to be some sort of negotiation. She said, “Fifty.”

		Brody wasn’t going to bicker, and was already shifting on the couch, getting his butt off the seat, jabbing thumbs into his gray sweatpants and shoving them down his thighs. His dick was hard. Only flashed for a second before he was crouching over to push his sweatpants over his knees. And in that brief moment, Ethan saw Nikki’s eyes trying to get a look at what Brody had. It spiked his heart rate in a strange but wonderful way. And she would probably like what she saw . . .

		Now Brody sat back and showed her, putting an arm on the couch back, the other on the couch’s arm. Sprouted out from between his legs was his very big cock. It pointed up, rearing back to almost touch his stomach. Dark brown, faint hint of bluish veins underneath. An impressive girth too, zeppelin-shaped, fat in the middle and coming to a smaller point. Nikki looked at it, cocking her head and surmising whether she liked what he had or not. She said, “It’s really big.”

		“It’s pretty big,” Brody agreed.

		She chuckled, flicked her hair over her shoulder, clamping teeth on her lower lip—but her smile spread too wide for her lip to be held. She snuffled laughter again and hid her face for a second.

		Brody said, “Let’s go, Nikki, do what you have to do . . .”

		

		Brody had a really thick cock. “Okay,” she said, shifting a little closer to him. She felt on the verge of bursting out laughing, her eyes glued to Brody’s big dick.

		Her hand came up to touch Brody’s bare thigh, then slipped under his T-shirt, lifted it a little, her hand up underneath and running over his flat stomach. All Ethan’s friends were in good shape like him, all of them athletes, and she always had a thing for guys who were buff.

		Her eyes moved from Brody’s fat dick, bursting in anticipation of her touching it. It looked like Ethan’s heart was literally hammering in his chest like it wanted out of his rib cage. He had to rest his hands over the back of the couch before lightheadedness threatened to drop him to the floor.

		She massaged Brody’s hard stomach, felt his muscle, her eyes looking at the impressive thing rising up from between his legs. Brody flexed it, made it bob, eager for her to put her hand on it. She chuckled, then her hand came out from under Brody’s T-shirt, stroked his thigh again, and Brody said, “Don’t worry, you don’t have to touch my balls.”

		Nikki chuckled, leaned until her shoulder touched his shoulder. And then she settled against him, her cheek against his chest. Now she was watching as her own hand moved to take hold of his cock. She said, “It’s really thick.”

		“You like it?”

		She nodded, admiring the way Brody’s cock looked in her hand. She squeezed it gently, felt its size in her grip, more than she could close her fingers around. It was hot and so hard, and she could feel its pulse in her palm. Then she said, “Fifty strokes, huh?—I guess we should get started . . .”

		

		Brody nodded and Nikki said, “I guess we should get something first . . .”

		Next to him, Jace said, “Something like what?”

		Nikki said, “Like lube or something.”

		“Lube?” Brody said, surprised. But looking fortunate, like he didn’t think it was going to be that good of a hand job, just fifty dry strokes.

		Nikki said, “You don’t want it to be dry.”

		Brody shook his head no.

		Nikki looked his way, said, “Ethan, I’ve got moisturizer in my purse . . .”

		“Okay,” he said, voice dry and thin, stepping away stiffly, moving to the hall where her purse was hanging next to her wet slicker. Not even caring anymore that his erection was showing like a tent pole in his sweatpants. He rummaged around inside her purse, grabbing lipstick, sending it back, another tube of something that wasn’t moisturizer, then finding it finally . . . When he returned, Nikki was tracing her fingertips over Brody’s erection, studying it, the same way she had done with Jace.

		He joined Jace at the back of the couch behind Dawson, called Nikki’s name, and when she looked up, he tossed the moisturizer to her. She let go of Brody’s dick and caught it in two hands. She shook it, popped the cap, then squeezed into her right palm a generous swirl of bright white coconut-lemon scented moisturizer. Knowing it was coconut-lemon because that was the familiar smell on her pretty hands whenever she touched his face. Now Brody’s cock was going to smell like that . . .

		Nikki worked the moisturizer in her grip, then put her hand around Brody’s cock again, laughing seeing Brody’s eyes flutter and his head nod back. She asked, “Does that feel good?”

		“Better than a dry hand,” he moaned, and everyone chuckled.

		Nikki’s grip slowly worked upward on Brody’s shaft, right to the tip, choking his cock head for a second, then when she stroked down, she said quietly, “Two,” stroked up and said, “Three . . .”

		Ethan wavered where he stood, not knowing if he would be able to make it to fifty strokes of his wife’s hand on his friend’s cock without passing out. But he watched as Nikki stroked his friend’s big dick ten times, her pace slow, her grip tight. The room was quiet except for the soft sound of her voice counting and the crackle of moisturizer. At stroke number twenty, she stopped and said, “I need more moisturizer . . .”

		Brody exhaled and made a blubbering sound like he was exhausted. His cheeks were red, and he took the moment of reprieve while Nikki’s hand was away getting more moisturizer, to rub at his cheeks, then wipe his hair back from his face.

		This time Nikki was rubbing both hands together with the moisturizer. Brody said, “You can stroke quicker . . .”

		Nikki nodded, leaned toward him, said, “Can you put my hair over my shoulder?”

		Brody leaned to her, gathered up her hair where it had fallen over her shoulders, and pushed it behind her back. But his hands lingered, touched her neck, his thumb touched her jaw. Nikki didn’t stop him. Then his hand touched her shoulder, his knuckles moving over where her shirt was taut across her generous bosom, rubbing over her nipple. And Nikki let him do that, too, both her hands held up, smeared white with moisturizer ready to jerk him off some more. She let him handle her breast for a few seconds. Brody leaned toward her, his cock upright and urgent and glistening with the slickness of the moisturizer she’d already left on him. He thumbed her other nipple now, both of them bulged out against the tightness of her shirt. Nikki said, “My shirt’s so tight, can you unbutton it?” still holding her hands up.

		Brody looked to Ethan, and Ethan nodded. Brody’s hands worked on her buttons then, getting them undone until her shirt hung open, revealing black triangles of a bra that had pushed her big breasts together. All the guys made noises of appreciation now, low grumbles, and shifting where they sat or stood. Her pants were still unbuttoned. Left open since he’d put his hand down there to see if she was wet. Her flat stomach and narrowed navel showed in the open gap of her pants. Brody asked: “Is that better?”

		“Okay,” she said, “my pants, too. They’re kind of uncomfortable.”

		Brody said, “You want to take them off?”

		“My hands are all . . .” She showed how her hands were smeared with the coconut-lemon moisturizer.

		Brody said, “Stand up, Nikki. I’ll take them off for you . . .”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		

		Nikki lurched forward, then stood, and Brody took her pants from behind, began tugging them and seesawing them down her hips, slowly revealing Nikki’s black panties. He got them down her thighs, pushed them to her knees, stopped a moment, admiring her ass. He held her waist, and Nikki kicked the pants off, stepping on them to pull each foot out of the pant leg. Brody ran his hands up and down her bare legs and then smoothed over her ass.

		“Hey,” Nikki said, like that wasn’t part of the bargain. But Brody wasn’t stopping, hooking fingers in her panties now, and beginning to pull them down her thighs.

		She said, “What are you doing?” Her eyes went up to Ethan questioningly, then back to Brody.

		Brody persisted, and Nikki struggled, but only for a second, putting her knees together to stop them from being pulled down. But Brody got them mid thigh, and she was exposed. Then her knees parted, and Brody pushed them right down to her ankles. Nikki stepped out of them, then sat back down next to Brody, both of them naked from the waist down. She bit her lip, looked Ethan’s way again, but then back to Brody before Ethan could say a thing. To Brody, she said, “That’s better . . .”

		Now Nikki leaned toward Brody again, and Brody let his knees widen, his thick cock sticking up.

		She said, “Where were we?” then put both hands around his cock. Brody groaned, and Nikki chuckled at the sound he made. She said, “Faster?”

		Brody said, “Faster.”

		“You’ve only got twenty-five more strokes,” she said, sitting there on the couch with no panties, both hands wrapped around his friend’s cock.

		Brody chuckled. And though Nikki’d said faster, she began stroking him again (using two hands this time) at the same pace, counting up numbers under her breath: “Twenty-six . . . twenty-seven . . . twenty-eight . . .”

		By thirty-five, Brody was pumping his cock through her stroking grip. He was full hard and bursting, his cock-skin stretched tight and glistening, Nikki’s grip was challenged by his size. She chewed her lips, and breathed heavy, watching his fat cock spread through her hands, the cock head plunging toward her then disappearing inside her closed hands.

		“Forty-eight . . . forty-nine . . .”

		And then she drew her grip up again, saying, “Fifty,” squeezing very tight . . . Then not stopping, and not counting, going down with both hands to his balls, stroking back up again, going faster . . .

		

		Nikki stroked it faster and faster, going way over fifty strokes. Her eyes moved from Brody’s cock to his face. Brody’s eyes were dazed, his head rolling on the back of the couch. She asked him: “Are you close? . . .”

		He groaned, nodded his chin, gasped, “Yeah.”

		Nikki jerked him even faster.

		It was obvious she wanted Brody to come. One of their friends. Nikki would share with him that most intimate of moments . . .

		Brody fell against the couch’s arm, then pushed back till he was sagged the other way, leaned against Nikki again. And Nikki fell against his chest, rested her cheek there, watching his impressive cock in her hands. Getting close. Going to come . . .

		Brody’s hand stroked her shoulder, then down her side. Nikki was bottomless, his hand on her thigh, Nikki raising her right leg, Brody’s hand rubbing the back of her thigh, Nikki rolling her hips so her knee rested on his. Now Brody was stroking between her legs. Fingering her. Nikki’s eyes fluttered. She was jerking Brody off, trying to make him come, and Brody was fingering her.

		She gasped suddenly, and Ethan knew she’d just been penetrated by Brody’s fingers.

		His stomach tightened, and his body leaned heavily against the back of the couch. The thought to put a stop to this jumped out at him, but he pushed it away. Of course he should stop this, but it felt too good on his insides. His cock was pumping pre-come into his sweatpants and his heart-rate was in the red-zone.

		And then Brody’s lean and muscular body was climbing over Nikki’s slender body, Nikki letting go of his cock, falling to her back and drawing up her knees, Brody getting between her naked thighs while Nikki looked shocked—but didn’t stop him . . .

		Brody was over her on his knees and hands, touching her neck. The intent was clear: he was going to put his cock inside her . . .

		But he didn’t, showing restraint and respect despite the horny freight train Nikki’s moisturized hands got thundering through his system, instead just poised above her in anticipation, knowing he couldn’t despite how bad the urge. He growled, looked at Nikki, said, “I want to fuck you so bad, Nikki . . .”

		Nikki was looking in Brody’s eyes, her mouth hanging open lustily. She nodded rapidly, her hands stroking up underneath his T-shirt, her hands on his bare skin. Brody dropped his hips, his cock probably touching her pussy—but he didn’t commit, his ass muscles flexing, then going around in circles, humping his cock on her belly, not inside her.

		Brody growled again, a frustrated sound. He wanted to fuck Nikki but knew he couldn’t. In a sheer masculine-animal move, the growl of frustration continued while Brody tore off his T-shirt and flung it to the floor in an angry slash. The veins stood out on his arms, his chest heaved with coal-fired breath. His thick cock thrusted out proud from between his legs, hovering over Nikki’s prostrate body, her knees up, her sex open and so vulnerable to being penetrated by another man.

		Nikki put a foot down on the floor, sat up, ran her hands over Brody’s muscle, touching his chest, his ribs, and his abs . . . she squeezed at his hipbones, ran her nails through his pubic hair, took both hands gripped on his big cock then ran her tongue up the underside. She bit her lip, looked to Ethan. Begging for something . . . 

		What did she want? To make Brody come? Suck his cock? . . . Or God, did his own wife want another man to put his cock inside her pussy? . . .

		She began to stroke again while watching Ethan, and Ethan clawed hands on the back of the couch guiding himself to walk around to the front. Dawson watched him now, eyes wide, Jace stood watching him, too . . . he moved to where Nikki sat on the couch, another man’s cock in her hands, gently stroking it, her eyes pleading . . . He looked to Brody, then kneeled at the couch side, got behind Nikki, touched her hips, her narrow waist, his hands slipping up underneath her white dress shirt. He unhooked her bra, then took the collar of her shirt, pulled it off, taking the bra straps, stripping her naked . . . 

		Nikki looked to him over a shoulder, gray eyes wet and dazzling, pulse flitting in the vein that ran up her graceful neck. Brody’s cock was back in her hands.

		Ethan got down on one knee at the couch side, stroked her hair, then touched her shoulder guiding her to lay back. He smiled, looked to Brody, breath heaving, said, “Fuck her . . .”

		Nikki lay back, legs open, one knee up, one foot on the floor. Brody dropped onto all fours over top of her again, not wasting any time, gripping his cock and tapping it against her pussy, making Nikki squirm with anticipation—all of this playing out right in front of Ethan. He watched his friend’s cock stroke over her pussy, tip moving up and down, glistening wet, Nikki’s pussy making wet clicking sounds. Eager. Hungry for another man’s cock . . . Brody pushed inside her and she cried out. Her hands stroked up and down Brody’s big arms, squeezed his muscle, and Brody pushed deeper.

		“It’s so . . . big,” she said, making Ethan reel. He leaned back to hold on to the coffee table.

		

		There was never a moment where she’d been truly unfaithful to her husband. Sure, she’d flirt and let guys think she might be game, but it was always playful. And, yeah, she’d fantasize, too . . . sometimes even about Brody.

		And now it was real. Real and allowed and Ethan—her beloved Ethan—right next to her and approving. Her hands squeezed Brody’s arms. He had amazing arms. Even nicer than Ethan’s. Thick and hard and veiny—tanned this time of year. Her hands swept over the humped shapes below his shoulders, then squeezed his shoulders, waiting to feel what it would be like to have a cock that thick inside her.

		God, it was big. So thick it hurt at first, but even Brody pointed something out, saying: “Fuck, Nikki, you’re so fucking wet . . .”

		She gasped at the awfulness of that truth. Wet for her husband’s friends. Wet for men she wasn’t married to. Wet for her husband’s allowance. That Ethan would be so turned on and so trusting was making her crazy. That Ethan was watching one of his best friends put his cock inside her right now was driving her wild.

		The wet allowed that girth to spread her at last and his cock began to sink inside her. A squirrelly burst of pleasure raced through her, getting her shivering; the elastic stretch of her membranes being pressured to accommodate a size she wasn’t used to, Brody’s muscle under her palms, Ethan’s eyes right now glued to her pussy, watching his friend’s big cock disappear inside her. The feeling was so intense she could only let out a ghostly quavering sound of pure disbelief. Disbelief at his size, the pleasure, and that this was happening at all. Her nails dug into Brody’s muscle and she looked deep in his eyes as she accepted that masculine part of him inside her pussy. They connected, flashed nervous half-smiles, and she nodded, letting him know it was good and it was okay.

		He thrust deeper and made a satisfied groan of his own, liking her tightness on him as he sank even deeper. It hurt again, and she pierced nails in his arms, made a pained sound and he slowed. It got deeper, and it got better.

		Brody’s cock flexed inside her, throbbed; she was wet, and he was adding his own lube to the mix, his cock streaming inside her, pulsing pre-come inside her body. That got her quavering again, recognizing the sheer illicitness of this action. Yet, allowed—Ethan at her side and watching, permitting this incredible action, Dawson and Jace their spectators.

		Once he began stroking into her, the pleasure grew by a multitude. It was incredible and wild and her heart felt like it would burst; her pussy gripped him, squeezed him while he fucked her, milking it, her hands on his chest now, appreciating his muscle.

		“Oh, Brody, it’s so good,” she whispered.

		“Nikki, you’re so fucking hot,” he growled. But it was clear in his eyes and the tremble she felt under her fingers that fifty strokes was too many . . .

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		

		Brody’s butt moved up and down, that fat cock fucking into Nikki at a fast pace, Nikki’s pussy making happy wet sounds, liking trying out what his friend had between his legs. Brody growled with each thrust and Nikki gasped airy sounds of pleasure—sounds Ethan was familiar with, knew from their own bedroom when it was husband and wife. Now those sounds were provoked by another man and the pleasure in his ears was undeniable. He loved to hear her get fucked.

		But now Brody’s thrusts went clumsy, and he made tight sounds, hitching his breath, body getting jerky . . . then he was withdrawing his cock, changing his mind, seating it again in Nikki’s gash and plunging deep inside her. And then he was fucking her again, staving off his orgasm, his hips plunging that thick cock into her, Nikki thrashing and crying. Her nails drew red lines on Brody’s muscular arms, but it was all over too fast. The hand job had done too much, and in two minutes, Brody was making sounds of angry complaint, growling, then finally withdrawing his cock, dropping it on to Nikki’s bare stomach. It spurted once, putting a white dollop into her belly button that filled it to overflowing—then Nikki, gasping at the sight of Brody’s semen in her navel, was pushing her breasts together, and Brody knew what to do . . .

		He scrambled higher up her body, plunged his cock through the soft pillowy crease of her pressed-together breasts, began coming between them, coming on her neck, and Nikki loved it. Her clawed hands squashed her breasts together, her back arched, eyes closed and chin thrust up to the ceiling as Brody’s semen sprayed on her neck and collar and chin.

		She gasped, “Yes, yes, yes,” and then while his friend still ran his cock through her cleavage, Ethan was scrambling closer to the couch side, getting his hand between Nikki’s legs and pushing two fingers inside her. He knew his wife’s body, knew what she liked, plunging two fingers and thumbing circles on her clit. It drove Nikki over the edge, and soon she was thrashing wildly, her breasts sloshing around, Brody’s slick cock sliding all over her rib cage.

		He made his wife come while Brody watched from above, knees on either side of her. Dawson had joined them, coming closer to watch, Jace coming around the other side of the coffee table as well, all four guys watching Nikki have a huge orgasm, writhing naked on the couch.

		

		When Nikki was done crying out, she was left shuddering, her thighs trembling. And though it was wildly arousing to see her like that, a certain sick sense of shame began to squish on his stomach. A sense of regret.

		He let his fingers slip from her soaking gash, and rose, looking between her legs at that secret part of her that had just been revealed to all his friends. Afraid to meet his friends’ eyes.

		But then that strange and forbidden sight was occluded by Jace. Jace rushing in between him and Nikki, dropping to his knees between her open legs while Brody rose off the couch and stepped away. Nikki hissed, grabbed her own breasts, and with her chin tucked to her chest, did a half-a-sit-up to witness her high school crush Jace kissing then nibbling the inside of her thigh, then putting his mouth over her pussy. She let go of her breasts, and her head fell back onto the couch. She gasped and groaned, and Ethan stood there listening to his friend’s mouth make sticky wet sounds between his wife’s legs.

		The shame and the regret began to wane, like dark shadows dissipating as clouds crossed over the sun. It was the soft, quiet pants of ecstasy that began to moan in Nikki’s throat that pushed the bad thoughts away. The sounds of his wife in heat this way was winding up his sex engine again.

		Jace’s head rolled around between her legs, and now Nikki elbowed herself to sit upright, tossing her calves over Jace’s back, Jace palming the fronts of her thighs and really getting busy now, the slick sounds of his tongue working through her pussy-flesh getting louder and wetter.

		Brody stooped, gathered up his shirt from where he’d thrown it to the floor, used it to wipe Nikki clean. While Jace ate her out, she moved her face around, allowing Brody to wipe his semen off her chest, neck, and chin.

		When she’d been cleaned, Nikki looked around at all the guys watching, her breasts rising and falling on her chest as she breathed heavily. She panted: “Take off . . . can you all take off your shirts? . . .”

		Brody was already shirtless, standing there dumbfounded with his big glistening dick hanging between his thighs at half-hardness. He ran a hand over his bare chest and stomach to show Nikki he’d already beat them all to it. Ethan removed his shirt, Dawson did as well, but Nikki’s eyes dropped to the huge bulge in Dawson’s sweatpants. When she saw it, she gasped, squeezed her thighs against Jace’s ears, grabbed his hair. She bit her lower lip, her eyes boring into Dawson’s extra-large bulge.

		Dawson’s cock had humped out the gray material of his sweatpants, a long pipe running sideways past his hip, poking out the pocket. Nikki made a catlike mewling sound, then reached to tug at Jace’s shirt, wanting him shirtless, too. Jace bit at her thigh, eased back, tugged off his T-shirt. Nikki watched him, then looked at all of them, saying, “All your bodies are so hot . . .”

		Ethan found himself absently flexing for her, showing off a little. Like he was just one of the many suitors here today, and not her boyfriend who she had her hands over all the time, every chance they got.

		Just one of four guys who were going to put their dick in her today.

		Were they?

		Brody already had. Dawson and Jace definitely wanted to. He wanted to as well.

		But would he let her be with Dawson? Dawson was enormous . . .

		Nikki definitely wanted Dawson, summoning him now, waiting for him to get closer. Dawson came to kneel on the couch at her side, one foot still on the floor, Nikki leaning over, putting her hands in the waistband of his sweatpants. She eased them downward, pausing to touch the crest of muscle at his hips that led to his black treasure trail. She gripped the huge column of man meat still inside his sweatpants, then slowly peeled downward until Dawson’s enormous cock bobbed outward, then swung heavily toward her face. She reared her chin back to avoid it smacking her cheek and laughed. But the humor was quickly replaced by awe. Her eyes widened comically, and she covered her mouth a second, then touched it.

		“Oh my God,” she said, “that is the biggest cock I’ve ever seen,” the humor returning, her smiling face turned up to Dawson as she gripped it. “Oh my God,” she said again, and before Jace could return his face between her legs, she was turning now, getting on her knees, kissing Dawson’s chest then getting down on the floor in the same spot, like she when she sucked Ethan.

		“I don’t think I can even get it in my mouth,” she said, taking his huge dick in both hands. Much bigger than Brody—even a little thicker, too. Nine inches, Dawson’d once told them all. She admired it, one hand gripping, the other hand exploring with fingertips, her head moving from side to side.

		Ethan went woozy, the erotic sight almost too much to bear, him moving over to put a knee down on the loveseat where Dawson had been sitting. And from this angle now, he watched as Nikki put her mouth over the head of Dawson’s cock. She moaned a sound, rolled her head around in circles, trying to get him in her mouth, then briefly bobbed up and down. She laughed when she pulled back, began to stroke him with the slipperiness of her spit. She said, “I can hardly even suck it . . .”

		Jace kneeled beside her, Dawson’s knee between the two of them, and he rubbed a hand on her bare back.

		And then Ethan was moving—a freight train of lust driving him forward—and he got behind his naked wife, grabbed her hips and raised her up. She got to her sagging knees, bent right over, her lips still near Dawson’s cock. Dawson cupped her neck, and Ethan thumbed his rock hard erection into the shining folds of Nikki’s already-fucked pussy. He slipped in deep, one stroke all the way to his balls. Nikki cried out against Dawson’s muscular stomach.

		Dawson said, “Suck it, Nikki,” taking his cock and pushing the huge head into Nikki’s mouth.

		Ethan fucked her like that, watching his friend trying to force his oversized cock into his wife’s eager mouth. Nikki did her best, wrapping her lips, the head of it stretching at her cheek, her tongue swirling it, and, like Brody, in under two minutes it was all over for him . . .

		Nikki’d already blown him in front of them all, and here he was not ten minutes later already blasting off. Embarrassed, but stopping not an option, he gripped her hips hard and thrust deep, over and over, flexing and ejaculating inside her.

		Disgusted with himself for finishing so soon, he growled, let her slip off of his erection, his dick bobbing up and down and slinging off a strand of semen.

		Nikki collapsed next to Dawson, and Jace jumped in to sit on her other side, Nikki now sandwiched in between his two friends. Jace pushed down his sweatpants, and Nikki instantly got her grip on his cock, then looked over and took Dawson’s much bigger one. She sat between the two of them jerking them off, both of them competing to touch her pussy. And her pussy was gushing Ethan’s semen. But all of them were now horned-up in the most unexpected way.

		He watched his friends’ mouths suck on Nikki’s nipples, watched her hands clumsily jerk on their cocks, watched Nikki’s hand struggle to handle the monster between Dawson’s legs, her hand so pale against Dawson’s dark. When his vision grew dim and foggy, and his legs lost the last of their steam, he collapsed to sit on the loveseat. Brody still stood, staring at the three-person spectacle.

		And now Nikki was taking the lead, letting their cocks go, sitting forward, the guys not wanting this to be over, their hands touching her on her back and on her thighs, wanting her to return to them. She was looking right at Ethan, eyes big and wide, pupils like saucers. She said, “I want more . . .”

		He gulped, then nodded.

		She didn’t ask for any more approval, standing completely naked, turning, extending hands for Jace and Dawson to join her. She said, “Let’s go to the bedroom . . .”

		Ethan sat and watched as Nikki lead his two buff and muscular friends with their erections nodding out between their hips, leading them right past him, going around behind the sofa. He threw an elbow over the back, craned his neck around to watch all three of them walk down the hall and then disappear into his bedroom he shared with her.

		What was he supposed to do? Go in and watch? Stay here?

		What was the protocol?

		His mind raced while his heart thudded, and he looked to Brody questioningly. Brody raised his eyebrows, finally moved toward him, dick wagging, then collapsed in the spot where Dawson had been sitting, his dick bouncing on the seat of the couch. The big dick that had been inside Nikki . . .

		“That was fucking crazy,” Brody said, pushing his hair back from his face. “Holy shit, dude, Nikki is the hottest thing in the fucking world . . .”

		“I know,” he said, taking it as a compliment but knowing there was an obverse. But he didn’t dislike what was happening at all.

		He threw an elbow over the back of the couch again, looked down the hall to the bedroom. They’d closed the door behind them. Guess she didn’t want him in there.

		Now he was pushing his own hair back from his face, looking at his own still-hard dick pointing upward, slick and shining wet.

		Brody was still bewildered, eyes bugged out, but coming back down to earth. He leaned to retrieve his phone that was sitting on the side table, swiped it awake. He said, “We should order some pizzas . . .”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		

		For a few minutes, he remained seated in the family room, eyes vacantly watching the race-car replay on the screen, listening to the strong thud of his heartbeat. Brody gathered up his things, putting on his sweatpants without underwear, donning his T-shirt.

		From down the hall came the sounds of his wife with two of his friends, the three of them alone in the bedroom. Naked. There were low voices talking, some chuckling. Nikki let out a loud yelp, then there was the familiar sound of her cackling. Like they were tickling her. The quiet that followed was soul-crushing. And yet it made him hard. What occurred in those moments of silence? Was she sucking one of their cocks? Were one of them going down on her? Was it a mixture of the two? And if so, whose cock was in her mouth? Was she trying to get her mouth around Dawson’s again? Would she commit to accomplishing that?

		Brody was on his phone again, saying, “Do you want wings or anything else, too?”

		“I don’t know,” he said, “hold on . . .”

		And then—like this was any other normal day, not one where his wife was closed in their bedroom with two of his friends getting up to no good—he made his way down the hall, looking to take their order. He paused at the door, could hear moaning from beyond. Nikki moaning. He palmed his erection, leaned closer to the door. He rapped twice.

		It took a few moments to answer, but finally Dawson said, “What’s up?”

		“We’re ordering food. What do you guys want?”

		Great peals of laughter came from inside his bedroom, and it brightened his spirits. He chuckled along with them. Then when no answer came, he said: “Seriously . . .”

		Then the sounds of Dawson and Jace and Nikki in conference, deciding what they wanted. Fuck this shit. He opened the door, poked his head into his bedroom. There on the bed where he slept every night with Nikki, Nikki lay out naked with her head on a pillow, Dawson at her side, kneeling, and her hand was holding his huge dick. Jace was sitting down on one hip, his hand cupped one of Nikki’s breasts. Her nipples were rock hard.

		Nikki said, “Are you guys getting pizza?”

		“Do you want something else?”

		“Pizza’s good,” she said.

		“Hawaiian and Diet Coke?”

		She nodded, said, “You know what I like.”

		Then he said, “How about you guys? . . .”

		Jace said, “It doesn’t matter—I’m easy.”

		Dawson said, “Whatever you guys are having’s good.”

		He said, “So, Nikki, you’re staying home tonight?”

		She chuckled, still stroking Dawson, said, “Looks like it . . .”

		He hung around for a moment, looking back down the hall, returning his gaze to them on the bed. Dawson was stroking the inside of her thigh, Jace thumbing her nipple. Her hand clumsily fidgeted around Dawson’s big cock. He said, “Brody wants to know if he should order wings.”

		Dawson shrugged, and Nikki rubbed her hand down his length then swirled her fist on the head of his cock.

		Nikki said, “Yeah, get wings.”

		“Hot wings or honey garlic?”

		Jace said, “Hot wings.”

		He said, “Nikki? . . .”

		“One below Suicide,” she said, “You know me . . .”

		“Okay,” he said, lingering, “how’s it going in here?”

		All three of them chuckled softly, Nikki said, “Pretty good.”

		“Okay, I’m going to order the food,” he said.

		Nikki called after him: “Hey!” He poked his head back in and she said, “Come here . . .”

		He went to the bed and put a knee up on the mattress. She sat upright, letting go of Dawson’s cock, putting her arms around his sides, and hugging herself to him. He held her. She whispered in his ear, “I love you.”

		He said, “I love you more than anything.”

		“Is this still okay?”

		“I want you to have a blast,” he told her.

		She squeezed him so tight, her forearms felt like wooden bars across the back of his ribs. He grunted and then chuckled. Rubbed his hands on her naked ribs and over the center of her back, gripping the nape of her neck. He kissed her. When the kiss came apart he said, “Make sure they leave something for me . . .”

		She giggled, fell back onto her elbows, her breasts shaking, her eyes locked on his.

		He looked briefly at his friends, then murmured, “Take good care of her. Make sure she has a good time . . .”

		“We will,” Jace said, low and chuckling.

		Dawson nodded, meeting his eyes. “We’re good?”

		“We are,” he said, then: “All right, I’m getting us food.” He crawled off the bed, feeling a little lighter now, then backed out of the room, taking his time closing the door, watching his two friends lay back down on either side of his wife, Dawson taking her lips and kissing her, his hand cupping between her legs and starting to finger her. Nikki’s hand clumsily searched for his big cock, her other hand going for Jace’s at the same time.

		Ethan closed the door and returned to the family room.

		

		Despite how wrong this was, something about it felt so incredibly right. Without her husband in the room, she felt uninhibited. More able to enjoy being sandwiched between two sexy and muscular men. Not that she didn’t like when Ethan’d watched her, but it was notably different when his eyes weren’t on her. She felt freer to enjoy herself, freer to surrender to their touch. But she did miss Ethan.

		She faced Dawson. Big and handsome Dawson. A guy who back in college she used to jump on, ask for almost daily piggyback rides. It was fun, because even though it wasn’t really sexual, she did have to acknowledge there was something exciting about clinging to the back of a guy so large and powerful. Back then she’d always think how Dawson felt between her thighs, how he didn’t feel like other guys, how solid he was. And now she got to really explore. Without clothes. Totally naked. And Dawson’d lost weight after college, so all that bulk was still there, but now looked chiseled like a beautiful statue of male perfection. Slabs of muscle for a chest, tight midsection, huge arms and huge hands. And the biggest cock she’d ever seen. The longest and the thickest. Even thicker than Brody. And Brody’d been the thickest one she’d ever seen up till five minutes ago. Behind, her high school crush bit at her neck, bit at her shoulder. Jace’s hand caressed up and down her arm, squeezing at her elbow while she jerked him off. A cock in each hand. Kissing mouths. Kissing Dawson’s plump and perfect bowed lips, turning, giving her tongue to Jace, a guy she dreamed about back in high school though one who rarely ever talked to her. Taking turns, exploring each other’s bodies. Dawson’s large fingers caressing between her legs, gently teasing up inside her.

		In her whole life she had never been as wet as she was today. It wasn’t just a summer of repressed sexuality with her husband. That may have been the trigger, but the truth was this had been building for a long time. Ethan was everything to her, and he satisfied her, but maybe she had an appetite bigger than one man could handle. And if there was ever more proof needed that Ethan was her soulmate, this today was it. He allowed her to take what she needed. Allowed it and taken from it what he could enjoy. She saw how it’d aroused him. Saw it and took the power in her own hands. Just working on instinct, pulling Ethan’s pants down in front of his friends, sucking him off while they watched. Sure, that was for Ethan, but she’d be crazy not to admit that she did it to turn his friends on too . . .

		So now here she was getting what she wanted even though she hadn’t ever known it was what she’d wanted. But it was true. Because her heart was pounding like crazy, her legs writhing, her hips pumping into the teasing of Dawson’s big finger. Nipples hard as rock, feeling Jace’s teeth bite at the flesh of her shoulder. Holding two cocks, one in each hand, was the most amazing thing she could imagine. Two guys at once. Two hot and amazing guys . . .

		Every second writhing sandwiched between them raced her heart faster and faster until she could take it no more and broke from their kissing, uttering to them what she needed: “Which one of you is going to fuck me first?” (Though knowing who it should be, but not wanting to say why).

		But Jace knew (it was obvious), tugging her shoulder toward him to get her flat on her back. His handsome face loomed over hers, half smiling, eyes wild as hers. He said, “I better go first—you wouldn’t feel me after Dawson.”

		All three shared a chuckle as Jace eclipsed her body, sliding his front over her front, Dawson pulling one knee back, Jace pushing her other knee out on the other side. Getting between her hips, his good-looking cock rubbing its belly over her wet and hungry opening. The feel of it got her breath hitching, and she hissed, “Put it in me.”

		Jace groaned, gripped her neck, pushed back his hips, thumbed his cock head into her opening and slowly sank inside her. It was incredible. Not as thick as Brody, but a wonderful curved shape that pushed the flared head of his cock along her forward wall, going deeper than Ethan would go.

		“Jace,” she said, “you feel really good,” running her nails over his muscular back. She kissed his neck while he fucked her, her hand going out then, finding Dawson’s cock again and stroking it, wondering what it would feel like when it entered her.

		Then while Jace continued to fuck her deep, going full stroke, withdrawing till his cock almost plopped free then driving home every inch he had in full and steady syncopation, Dawson began to shift higher up the bed, coming to put a hip on the pillow next to her head. She shifted her torso aside, Jace pushing away from her on straightened arms, and she took Dawson’s huge cock in both hands and began to swirl her tongue around the shape of his cock head. She sucked and licked while Jace fucked her.

		Then Jace was taking her legs higher, putting the V of thumb and forefinger behind her knees and pushing them up to her shoulders. He withdrew his cock, teased the tip around her anus. He said, “I’ve wanted to fuck your perfect fucking ass for four years, Nikki.”

		“Do it,” she said, and the three of them laughed together again. “Do it,” she repeated, and slowly Jace sank his cock into her bottom. She drew in a long shaky breath feeling herself violated by another man. Another man putting himself in that dirtiest of spaces. She’d only ever had sex anal sex with Ethan, now his friend was claiming that space as well. She locked gaze with Jace’s beautiful blues, sharing this insanely erotic and dirty moment with him, holding Dawson in one hand, using the other to caress Jace’s beautiful face. Her mouth hung open. Her breasts rolled around on her chest as he fucked her ass, pinched between thighs and shoulders, nipples grazing up and down as Jace’s cock went deep in her rear . . .

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		

		In the twenty minutes it took the food to arrive, he endured the bright and very loud sounds of his wife getting fucked by one of his friends. Or both his friends. Maybe with Dawson’s fat nine-inch cock . . . By the time the doorbell rang, he was harrowed and exhausted. Sitting on the couch, watching Brody race solo because there was no way his mind could focus on playing a game right now. His eyes vacantly watched Brody rip through the Wilkinson course, his ears tuned to the sounds of his wife being ripped apart by a big-dick fucking. Occasionally there was laughter. Sometimes they were talking, sometimes Nikki was gasping. Then the bright sounds would come again: Nikki chanting, “Yes, yes, oh yes, oh God, oh my God . . .” Then quiet again for a moment before it started all over.

		When the doorbell rang, they quieted. Brody rose with the game paused, stopped for a minute and adjusted himself. Just like he was, Brody had been sitting there with a raging boner. The sounds of Nikki getting fucked made Brody just as hard as it was making Ethan.

		Brody tugged his shirt down to make sure his arousal was covered, then went to the door on his own. And while he listened to Brody talking to the delivery guy, paying him, bringing in their order, Ethan sat there wondering how much longer this would go on. How much longer could he take it? He wanted to jump in and join them so bad. Wanted to go into the bedroom now, take his turn. But worried that then the pleasure would be released. Not jumping in and instead letting his friends take their turns first was wild and exciting and driving his heart and mind crazy.

		Maybe Brody would go again before him. Maybe Dawson and Jace would take another turn before him . . .

		Brody brought the pizza boxes around to the coffee table, headed back to get the other things, saying, “Are you going to give me a hand?”

		“Yeah,” he said, standing up, his cock like a crowbar in his pants. He covered up and helped his friend bring in the wings, the chocolate cake, fried pickles, chicken tenders, and the cans of pop . . .

		In the bedroom, the gang of three had kept it quiet for the sake of the delivery driver, but now they resumed. With all the things on the coffee table now, he made his way back down the hall, listened outside the door to the loud breathy sounds of sex-panting. Low male animal grunts, a high feminine gasping. He rubbed his cock through his pants then knocked on the door, said, “Food’s here,” and then walked away. There was chuckling, and the sounds of panting and grunting broke up.

		He was halfway through the first piece of pizza when the bedroom door opened. He didn’t turn around, but waited for the three of them to return to the couches. Dawson and Jace were naked, both their dicks still hard, but not upright, pointing out ahead of them. Nikki had put on sweatpants and a sweatshirt. Dawson flopped onto the couch, and Jace sat down next to him. Nikki came and crawled into his lap. She liberated the piece of pizza he was eating from his hand, and took a bite of her own, and then moaned with great pleasure like she’d depleted all her nutrients in that sex-session.

		“I’m so hungry,” she said when she was done chewing.

		He hugged her to him, she fell against his chest, resumed eating his pizza slice. Dawson and Jace put on their sweatpants, but stayed shirtless. He was thankful because he didn’t know if he could eat while still being privy to their dicks hanging out.

		He asked Nikki near her ear: “How was it?”

		“It was good . . . but we didn’t finish . . .”

		He pumped his hips so his cock would press against her rump. That meant they would continue later, and he wanted it for her. He stroked a hand up and down her thigh, and now she fed him the crust of his remaining pizza slice. He took a bite, she took one, then offered it back to him . . . When it was gone, they kissed, and she settled against his chest. He rubbed her arms and legs, asked her if he could get her a drink . . .

		And that’s how it went for the next half an hour. Brody passed Nikki her phone, and she sent Sheila a text regretting she couldn’t make it, but she was just so damn exhausted with all the shifts she was taking. They turned off the video games and watched the first third of a dumb horror movie. He fed Nikki another slice of pizza, made sure her tank was topped up, and Nikki had a small slice of cake even though she rarely ate sweets.

		Then with no warning, Nikki stood, put her hand out to Dawson again, and Dawson rose to take it. She scanned the three remaining guys and put her hand out for Brody. Brody stood, took her hand, and she led the two guys with the biggest dicks in the apartment down the hall and into the bedroom.

		He chuckled to himself, and looked at Jace who was showing a big beaming smile, eyes wide. When the bedroom door closed, Jace said, “Holy shit, I can’t even believe this . . .”

		“You can’t believe it? . . .” He had to be the most in disbelief.

		“No kidding, dude, I think all of us have wanted to fuck Nikki for the longest time . . .”

		“Turns out she wanted to fuck you guys, too,” he said.

		Jace laughed and punched his thigh. “You are one lucky motherfucker, Ethan. That girl is just unbelievable.”

		He nodded, then moved to more serious matters, asking Jace: “So, you finished your turn?”

		“Yeah.”

		He licked his lower lip, sniffed, asked: “You came?”

		Jace stiffened. “Uh-huh.”

		“Where?”

		Jace rubbed a hand through his hair, looking sideways. “Oh, uh . . .”

		“You can tell me. I want to know.”

		Jace nodded, looked his way, but not in his eyes. “In her . . . ass. Is that . . . you okay with that?”

		“I am,” he said, scanning his hard drive for corrupted files but coming up clean. He re-iterated: “I am totally okay with that.”

		Jace threw his elbow over the back of the couch, looked down the hall at the closed bedroom door. From inside the bedroom there was chuckling, giggling, the sounds of kissing. Jace said, “So what do you think of this?”

		“I don’t know,” he said, shrugging. “I like it, but . . . it came out of nowhere.”

		“Is this a one-time thing?”

		He looked at his friend, showed him a scowl. “What—you think you’re going to come by any time during the week—get a piece? Because that’s not going to happen . . .”

		“Naw, that’s not what I meant,” Jace said, “I wouldn’t do that.”

		“No, nobody’s gonna come around and get a piece whenever they want. But if it happens again when I’m here . . .” He shrugged a shoulder.

		Jace nodded, turned around to face the TV again, and they looked at the paused screen, a guy in a hockey mask with a butcher knife. Jace said, “I guess it’s all up to Nikki . . .”

		“No,” he said, “even if Nikki’s game, it’s all up to me . . .”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		

		She made them wait while she brushed her teeth, the three of them crammed into the familiar space of the en suite bathroom. Her in sweatpants and baggy T-shirt, looking in the mirror as she poked the toothbrush in and out of her mouth—it was funny how bright her cheeks were. How bright her eyes were. She looked like a girl who’d got fucked. And they weren’t done yet.

		Topless Brody next to her, his muscular body flexing in the mirror as he reached forward now, poured a capful of mouthwash, rinsed and spit in the sink next to her. He passed the bottle behind her back to Dawson, and Dawson took his turn as well.

		She spat in the sink, one of them rubbing their hand on her back. She rinsed her mouth with water, feeling both of them touching her all over now. Turned then, rested her butt on the lip of the counter, moved her eyes over both of their faces. Smiling. Brody was first to kiss her. The kiss was strange because Brody was her friend and the kiss was more than friendly. It was intimate. The movement of his tongue against hers encouraged the natural reaction of her arms to drape over his muscular shoulders. She sucked her stomach in when his hands cupped her breasts over her shirt. Dawson was stroking her, too.

		Brody broke the kiss, said, “Let me get my turn,” his eyes on hers but his request made to Dawson.

		She said, “Dawson didn’t even get his turn yet.”

		“All that time in here?”

		Dawson said, “Not even half an hour . . .”

		Brody said, “You mean I have to share you?”

		She nodded and laughed, ran her hands down his hard sides, tucked her fingers into the waistband of his sweatpants and pushed them down, making a happy sound seeing his dick fully hard. Two guys with big huge cocks were going to fuck her. Her second threesome. Guys she knew well and liked.

		She took Brody’s thick cock and stroked it, tilted her chin out for another kiss. She gave Brody a good hand job while their tongues worked together, then put her hand out for Dawson. He took her hand and her wrist, his grip huge on her slender arm. She looked to Dawson, nodded for him to turn around without saying a thing—and Dawson knew, turning around now, stooping, and without putting her feet on the floor, she climbed up his big strong back, her hands circling around his front to hold on to his broad chest. Brody laughed, and then followed behind as she rode piggyback on big Dawson, him transporting her to the side of the bed. Brody took her waist, helped guide her off Dawson’s back, putting a bare shaky foot out to rest on the mattress, then tumbling onto the bed, both her big-dick boys clambering to join her on hands and knees. Their mouths took her. Took her kiss, took her neck, their hands stripping her, pulling up her T-shirt, pulling down her sweatpants and getting her naked. Dawson kissed her stomach, and it got her legs writhing on the sheets. Brody kissed her mouth, squeezed her breasts, sucked on her nipples. Then he was getting on top of her, Dawson making way (yet again the patient one who didn’t mind waiting his turn). She stroked Brody’s muscle as he guided his fat cock inside her again. And she’d been worked, loosened, and was flooded with exciting wet. The discomfort was brief and was instantly replaced by the pleasure of his magnificent stretch.

		“You’re so thick,” she whispered, tracing her nails lightly on the humped muscles of his back. Then she kissed him as he fucked her. Going nice and easy at first, taking his time (doing his best, she figured, to improve on his last and very brief performance). He fucked her slow and deep, and it wasn’t long before the stretch of his girth had her taking deep breaths, looking for that trigger of orgasm. It came, and she locked her legs around his back, hooking her ankles and squeezing for dear life as pleasure wavered through her. “Oh God, oh God, oh my God . . .”

		The strength in her body leaked out, and she slumped underneath Brody. He withdrew his heavy cock and slapped it on her stomach, teasing her, putting butterflies in her tummy. She groaned, then looked for Dawson.

		“I want you,” she said, and Brody rolled off to give his friend his turn, laying at her side on an elbow, dick still hard and ready.

		Dawson got between her open legs, and she admired him for a moment. The size of his body, the power, the thickness of his thighs, the new narrowness of his leaner stomach. And the hugeness of his penis. It stood out right from his body like a flexed forearm, cock head like a clenched fist, the shaft throbbing and vein-roped. The sight of it got her breathing heavy.

		She whispered to Brody, “Get Ethan . . .”

		

		The tightness in his stomach had become unbearable. For a quarter hour now his body had been strung tight as a bowstring; an enormous weight of orgasm had settled on him but never pulled the trigger. He’d extended himself too far, and now he was ready to break . . .

		The bedroom door opened behind him, and he jolted. Reality flooded in, and his head whipped round, seeing Jace obliviously playing Gran Turismo, empty pizza boxes, plates and drinks, the absurdity of this situation shining on him now in too-bright technicolor. He drew in a deep breath, clenched a fist on his sternum. When he turned in the couch seat to see down the hall, his body creaked with tension. The vulgar sight of his good friend Brody slinking down the hall, naked as a jaybird, fat dick wagging between his legs, was strange and otherworldly. Brody’s face was bright, the face of a friend bringing you good news. He wanted to know what it was, frowning at his friend with widened eyes. What was the good news?

		Brody said, “Nikki wants you.”

		And just like that, the tension was released. Hey, your wife wants you. Course she wants you. Wants you for what? Wants you to watch her get fucked by other guys? How crazy. But that was what he wanted.

		He was up off the couch in a second, hunched over, the hardest erection he’d ever had in his life thrust out between his legs like a bolt of iron glowing orange from the furnace. He pushed downward on it with the heel of his hand, tugging his sweatpants’ waistband low enough to expose his own pubic hair, trotting to join Brody. Brody patted him on the back, saying, “She wanted me to come and get you.”

		“What for?”

		“I don’t know—she just wanted you. Dawson’s going now . . .”

		That turned his stomach, the reality his wife was taking turns with all his friends apparent to Brody. It was just a matter of fact. Your wife’s taking turns with us, I just fucked her, now it’s Dawson’s turn, I guess she wants you on deck, Ethan . . .

		As he approached the open bedroom door, he braced himself for what he would see. Gulped a deep breath like he was about to jump in a cold pool . . . And pushed his way into the bedroom, Brody coming in from behind. There on his bed was his huge friend Dawson on knees and elbows over top of his slender wife. Both of them naked. Dawson’s big ass up in the air, his huge ball sack hanging between his thighs, one big testicle lower than the other (Nikki would be disgusted!). That meant Dawson’s dick was out, and if it wasn’t inside Nikki, that huge thing would be laying on her naked belly right now . . .

		His legs seized, and he stopped halfway to the bed, not sure now if he was ready to find out if Dawson had his enormous cock in his wife . . .

		Nikki made out with Dawson, her small hands feeling his huge body, but she was aware her husband had entered the room, a bright smacking sound as their kiss separated. She turned her face to see him, Dawson sucking on her neck. She was happy, saying, “Hey . . . hey, baby,” putting out her hand.

		And he fell onto the bed next to her, taking her small hand in both of his, kissing her knuckles. “What’s going on,” he said, putting on a brave face.

		“I wanted . . .” She sucked her lower lip. Then said, “Wanted you to watch . . .”

		He gulped. Gulped like it was the worst thing she could’ve said. But it was the best thing. He wanted to watch. Wanted to watch his wife get fucked by Dawson. He nodded, kissed her hand again, hoisted himself to sit upright next to her on the bed.

		She asked: “Okay?”

		He nodded again, looked to Dawson who had trouble meeting his gaze. He punched Dawson’s shoulder. Dawson looked. “Okay?”

		Dawson nodded. Nikki patted Dawson’s shoulders, encouraging him to look at her now. They looked at each other, she tucked chin to chest, looking up through her brows at him, big glowing gray eyes on their friends’. “Okay?”

		Dawson was slow to respond, and still never said a word, instead moving his mouth to hers and kissing her. She kissed him in return, circling her arms around his big strong neck. Ethan sat and watched as his wife made out with the largest of their friends, her breath coming deep, the lip-smacking and tongue-swirling loud and succulent, her breasts rising and falling, mashing against Dawson’s muscle. When he caught glimpses of her nipples, they were hard as rock (maybe even as hard as his own cock).

		They took forever before it finally happened, and he was about to interject, say Just do it already, but, at last, Dawson shifted his hips . . . As soon as he did, Nikki was ready, her hand stroking down from Dawson’s shoulders to his waist, her knees coming up higher, thighs opening wider.

		“Careful,” she whispered, and Dawson reached between his legs, shifted lower, Nikki and him both looking between them—Ethan too, shit, even Brody . . . All of them watching as Dawson gripped his huge cock, stroked the bulbous end up and down Nikki’s glistening pink opening, all of them holding their breath. Then Dawson fixed it in place, squeezed it, began to push it inside her.

		Now she was breathing in a hiss of air, making a soft sound of pain in her throat. And Ethan imitated it, biting on his lower lip, watching then as his friend’s enormous meat began to slowly sink inside his wife. His own cock flexed hard, and he felt a steady pulse of pre-come flood the front of his sweatpants.

		“Shit,” he hissed, watching Nikki take more inches, watching that thing sink inside her.

		He thumbed his sweatpants down, kicked them off, the whole while his eyes glued to where his friend penetrated his wife. He flung off his T-shirt, grabbed Nikki’s hand where it curved over the slab of Dawson’s thick lat, moved it to grip his own cock. She wrapped her hand around her husband’s familiar penis and stroked him gently . . . But it was too much, and he thrust back his hips, pushed her hand off. One touch and he’d almost come in her hand. But he wasn’t ready for that, not when there was so much more he wanted to see . . .

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		

		Oh, God, Dawson was huge. Thicker than Brody, the head of his cock larger and fuller, and the shaft just wouldn’t stop sinking inside her. The huge knob end pushed out her deepest pocket; more cock than she had ever taken in her life. And the fullness was unreal and exquisite.

		Her nails sunk into the humps of muscle at the backs of his arms. Somewhere along the way while he’d penetrated her, she’d let go of Ethan’s cock. Her mind was elsewhere. The totality of Dawson’s manhood dominated her entire being. No attention was afforded elsewhere.

		Then when his hips stirred, and that stretch tugged and ballooned her interior, the top of her skull pulled away and her thoughts flittered like fireflies. The pleasure was wild and racing.

		“Oh, Dawson, oh, so good,” she sighed and moaned, her arms clambering to surround his massive chest and shoulders. She clung herself to him, gasped, “Lift me, hold me . . .”

		Dawson complied, gathering her up in his huge strong arms, sitting up on his knees, ass on his heels, her own bodyweight slumping on his upright cock and getting it even deeper in her guts.

		“Oh, ha, oh wow,” she laughed, shifting as his size went uncomfortable and weird. “So big,” she laughed, letting her body hang away from him now, his hands supporting her back, both of them looking in each other’s eyes.

		Whatever it was between them all these years, it was never really sexual or intimate, just a real friendship mixed with a little sexual curiosity. Dawson’s size, his looks, his muscle, the belief he probably had a pretty big dick . . . And here she was exploring this thing with him in the safety of her bedroom while her husband watched—and was turned on by it. The connection she shared with Dawson—hell, with all of them—was amazing. But nothing as deep as the love she felt for her strong Ethan right now. As her eyes searched to find him, someone chuckled. Brody. Brody’s hand slipped between them, palm stroking her hot, sweaty belly. Her eyes reeled at the feel of a man’s hand touching her while she fucked a different partner, knowing all the boys were full-on enthralled watching her.

		She asked what was funny when her airy mind returned to the present. Brody’s hand circled her tummy then slipped away. He said, “Now that is a big dick.”

		She looked between her and Dawson, looked at her tummy. As Dawson milled his hips she could see a raised hillock by her navel. Dawson’s cock so large it pushed out her stomach. The lewd sight got her mind reeling and tumbling like a birthday balloon, tapping up against the ceiling somewhere. “Oh wow,” she chuckled, the act of chuckling pinpointing the bulge of his cock head in her interior and where exactly it pressed out her abdominal wall.

		Dawson sucked his lower lip, eyes turned down to the sight of his cock’s impression from inside her body. “You make me so damn hard, Nikki,” he said.

		“I can feel it,” she gasped. “Your cock is so huge, oh my God, I love it . . .”

		She cantered in Dawson’s lap, hips circling, his cock buried so deep, riding the edge of an orgasm, slipping along like the wet clay edge of a pot on a wheel, knowing soon she would fall deep in its bowl, succumb to the pleasure, and knowing the longer she rode the edge, the deeper the bowl would be when she finally tumbled into it.

		Now her eyes found Ethan’s at last, and could see he’d been privy to them all admiring how his friend’s huge cock bulged her tummy out—and could see the hypnotized glaze in his eyes. Proof he’d been as aroused by the sight as she had. She smiled at the realization, bit on her lower lip, made sexy eyes for her Ethan, blasted pure golden love into his gaze, lit him up with the ardor she felt for him. Ethan absorbed her energy, his chest rising, smiling, biting on his own lip, the smile weak but honest, regretful maybe, probably a little perplexed why any of this was okay. But it was. She could feel it in her heart.

		And on cue, like she’d done it with her mind, her husband’s face transformed into a familiar grimace. It got her riding Dawson’s lap harder, getting his cock thrusting, eyes glued to her lovely Ethan, his stomach muscles heaving, muscles on his chest flexing and twitching. Her handsome man sat like Dawson, on his knees, ass on his heels, and between his legs his cock bounced and flexed. He bared his teeth and narrowed his eyes, veins rising in the muscles of his shoulders. His cock twitched and jumped and he sent off a blast of semen that flashed in the dim light. More ropes followed, her husband ejaculating at the sight of his under-sexed wife getting what she needed and loving it, his rock hard cock flexing, holding, bouncing, spitting up his seed onto their bedsheets because his wife was the hottest thing in the world to him.

		That thought set her off, and now she looked in Ethan’s eyes and showed him how she orgasmed on another man, letting her features twist with the natural expression of bursting pleasure brought by Dawson ignited by the pure and honest expression of love from her husband. She cried and moaned, made gasping fish mouths at him, stroked Dawson’s muscular back, eyes locked on Ethan. The pleasure-lip ride of her ecstasy dropped like a roulette ball, her orgasm pinging off the deep cup of her dirty sexuality laid bare. And now she cried out loud and ululating, tossing her head back as the huge pleasure tore through her tight interior, too much to contain . . .

		

		None of the guys wanted to be the first one to come, so they all ended up taking short turns with Nikki. He’d watched, hand on his cock, a scattering of his semen across the bedding by Nikki’s calf, Dawson stopping before he came inside her, laughing at how hot she was and how hard she made him, showing off his cock, marveling at the hardness, Nikki appreciating it. Brody took another turn, getting her on her hands and knees and fucking her from behind. Dawson stood bedside and handled her bouncing breasts. Jace felt left out and showed up to watch from the doorway. Ethan waved him over.

		When Brody got close to orgasm, Jace lay flat on the bed and Nikki took him anally, going reverse cowgirl. Ethan made out with his wife while she rode Jace and gave him a hand job. He stopped her before he came (which, despite his ejaculatory fireworks show already this evening, didn’t take long). Nikki wanted Dawson again, even saying, “I want that huge cock,” getting them all laughing at the needy and horny tone in her voice.

		There was no more incredible sight than that of his Nikki naked and lost in ecstasy. She was perfect and beautiful and his heart burst for her. Watching her orgasm on another man’s cock was the hugest and most unexpected thrill of his life. The pleasure he got from watching his wife engaged this way bordered on sickening. It was pure pleasure, but it also flipped his stomach, did weird things to it that felt woozy and nauseous. This was so forbidden—and that was what gave it so much power. Thank God he thought the world of the guys in the room with him.

		Soon his bedroom was thick with sweaty heat, the humidity measurably increased. He moved to the bedroom window, parted the curtain and slid the glass aside, breathing in cold wet ocean air and watching a car pass oblivious in the rain, wipers slashing. He turned and leaned beside the window, the dancing curtain tickling his naked thigh, and watched on the bed now as Jace got behind Nikki, who straddled Brody’s hips, riding his fat cock. Jace eased her forward and straddled Brody’s knees. All three of them chuckled, knowing what they would try now, and the sight of them all having fun made Ethan smile despite the fact he was watching his two best friends trying to doubly penetrate his wife. Dawson sat bedside watching, idly stroking his monster organ, keeping it hard and ready for his turn. Brody steadied Nikki’s sides, and she stayed still while Jace worked his cock into her sphincter. The laughing and chuckling stopped, and the room went quiet as Jace slid his cock in her ass, Brody’s fat member already buried in her pussy. The quiet was broken by Nikki’s whispering moan as she took two men at the same time. Then they worked together, finding a rhythm, going slow then fast then slow. Double penetration made Nikki come twice and the sounds she made getting fucked by two guys made Ethan hard as a rock again, his erection thrust out between his legs absolutely begging to take its turn in Nikki’s perfect pussy.

		But Dawson was next in line getting on his knees once Jace withdrew from her ass when he got near orgasm, putting a hand on her back and waiting for Brody to surrender. Brody guided her off, then grabbed his dick and choked it like he’d pulled out a little too late and his ejaculation was threatening to erupt. Nikki laughed watching him wring his thick cock and growl, knowing he didn’t want to come but might, anyway. Then she was on her back, knees up but together, stopping Dawson before he opened them, saying, “Careful.”

		Jace said, “You getting sore?”

		Nikki said, “I want to leave something for Ethan,” and they all laughed. He joined them on the bed, and Nikki leaned close to be kissed.

		So now she was on the bed with four guys who were all on the verge of popping, all of them worn out and close to orgasm by her insane sexual appetite. Brody choking his cock, Dawson stroking his, Jace doing the same, Ethan’s throbbing and upright in his lap. Four guys’ boring eyes on her naked body, all of them with dicks made slippery by her pussy. And Nikki regarded them all, totally taking in her effect on them, totally proud of herself for having satisfied four men.

		Her demeanor changed, her features relaxing, a certain superior look on her face now. She nodded for Brody to come closer, and he did, working nearer on his knees. She knocked away his hand and took over the hard squeezing of his dick, looking up in his eyes, then wanking him closer to her, pointing his fat cannon to her bare chest. It was time for them to come. All of them.

		She stroked Brody, smiling, tilting her chin upward, swirling her grip on his cock, giving him the pleasure he needed to ejaculate. Brody surrendered to orgasm, letting go, happy to have his release, growling and breathing heavy. At last he exploded on her. And Nikki loved it, squeezing and stroking, watching the come spurt in hot ropes across her breasts, gasping at the lewd sight, like she was happy to share and be shared. Brody roared and flexed his stomach muscles and Nikki choked on his cock, her fingers not even going around his girth. His hips pumped until his spurts went to weak dribbles that pooled between Nikki’s clamped fingers. She let him go and he collapsed backward into the bedside chair, giving room to the other guys. Now Nikki scooted toward the pillows, sitting higher, Brody’s semen sliding down her naked curves. She hefted her own breasts, squashed them together and presented them for Dawson and Jace. The two guys closed her in, both of them jerking themselves, aiming their cocks at her presented breasts. Ethan watched a completely enthralled Nikki with a wide smile, looking from their jerking hands to their cock heads, to their faces. She made cute encouragement: “Give it to me,” and, “You gonna come for me?” and, “Do it, I want to see you come, do it,” the whole while also laughing at her own dirty words, the guys chuckling too despite their chugging breaths. Jace was the next to go, hitching and grunting, ejaculating across Nikki’s nipples, Nikki turning her face higher, saying, “Not in my face, please.” Then it was just Dawson, big hand working big cock, and Nikki cooed for him, made sexy sounds, facing only him. She circled his urethra with each nipple, let him plunge his huge cock between her pillowed breasts. Then Dawson was finally releasing and Nikki moaned with excitement that her biggest bull had popped his cork, angling her breasts to make sure not a drop of his load missed. Dawson roared, jerked, came all over her chest and collar, and Nikki took over when he was still going, squeezing his huge cock, and rubbing it over her chest, drizzling the last of his ejaculate along the line of her collar bone.

		Dawson collapsed to sit, the whole bed bouncing with his weight, and Nikki let her frosted breasts drop. She moaned with satisfaction, looking at her own chest, shaking her shoulders to get her breasts to sway. Then her face turned up toward Ethan’s, magnetizing him, a look in her grays that wanted acceptance—was pretty sure she already had it—but was also content and happy. What he read from the expression was Nikki never knew she wanted what had just happened, but was certainly glad it did.

		She cocked her head, smiled, said, “Your turn, baby . . .”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		

		The lust for his wife came stronger and more intense than ever in his whole life. He was consumed by the need to reclaim her, to take back what was rightfully his. And that look in Nikki’s eyes told him all he needed to know: She wanted to be reclaimed too. Wanted to be taken by her husband and have this intermission of carnal inversion put right. Her arms went around him lovingly as he came close and her eyes locked to his. She submitted to him, laying back in the pillows and opening her legs, and despite his friends’ mess smeared on her bare chest he embraced her fully, getting on top of her, kissing her, twirling her tongue with his. The point of his spear found her wet and gaping scabbard with ease, and its hardness sliced through her with no resistance. She gasped into his mouth. She’d been fucked for over an hour by his well-hung and muscular best friends, and they’d left her opening worn out—but her interior muscles gripped him and milked him, her body wanting and needing her husband’s seed inside her. The thoughts of what had transpired tonight, the debauchery and yet camaraderie and safety worked at him quickly. Images flashed while he kissed and made love to his beloved Nikki. Her palming their scrotums even though she didn’t want to, her jerking off Brody, and then more, way more. Watching her get railed by hot guys she liked. Watching them ejaculate on her because she wanted them to ejaculate on her . . . The totality of the night’s events produced a force too large for him to contend with and in just a few minutes he was loosing the contents of his balls up inside her. Stabbing, grunting, bellowing—the whole while Nikki writhed against him, knowing he was going off and loving it, squeezing her thighs around his hips, caressing his back and kissing his jaw. It was wonderful and retributory all at once and he lost his orgasm inside her with abandon, thrusting, hipbones slapping, bed bouncing, every last remaining drop his well-used balls had squeezed out till they were dry. At last, he collapsed on her, spent and exhausted and bewildered. Nikki still smoothed loving hands on his back, then kissed his ear.

		

		Over Ethan’s shoulder, the other guys still watched her. She’d never in her life felt more a spectacle—and never anticipated how incredible and fulfilling a feeling that could be. Long summer, long shifts for days on end, sore feet and smelling like cooking grease . . . elements in her life had worn her down until once presented with the grandest of all events in which to blow off some steam had been presented and, pow, she’d gone for it. Uninhibited sex with four guys. It was crazy and unexpected, but oh-so-perfect. She had lost not one ounce of respect for Ethan, nor cared for him any less—in fact there was a surging renewal of love for the guy she’d been lucky enough to marry.

		Once all the other guys were finished, she felt like there was a natural and unwritten rule that her husband should get last call. While Ethan had reclaimed her, she’d watched their friends’ faces. It turned her on like crazy to see their taut expressions as Nikki’s husband (and their best friend) got between her legs and made everything okay again. But as much as it was a ritual of restoration, it was hotter than hell to see their lusty faces watching Ethan give it to her hard but very loving.

		The wet her husband flooded her with now was the perfect finale to the evening. Ethan stabbed himself as deep in her as he could and she could feel his erection jacking inside her. Knowing he was getting his release and filling her insides with the product of his lust and love made her whole again. She ran her hands over his strong back, felt the familiar shapes of his muscles, the ridges of his shoulder blades and the rounded shapes of his strong shoulders. She kissed his neck and whispered in his ear how much she loved him and how happy he made her, and the emotion inside her was strong and honest enough to wet her eyes. Wetted with happiness. She kissed his ear, hugged her arms around him, felt his strong body melt on top of her, his tension eased and relief flooding her husband. What a night for him to endure. But he’d managed it well, and it turned her on like crazy to think her sexuality outside of their relationship might arouse him.

		The guys surrounding the bed gradually shook themselves from their hypnotization and the normalcy of their friendships began to return. The spell of the evening waning and real life returning. They began to regard each other, wondering what they should do. They’d all come, they’d all got their turn, Ethan had gone last (as it should be) and now he dozed on his wife. To get their attention, she waggled fingers over Ethan’s shoulder and smiled for them. Now they were hers again, all of them making eye contact, nodding their chins at her, smiling . . . Brody spoke first, whispering to her: “We should get going . . .”

		She kissed Ethan’s neck, scooted out from under him, and her enervated husband rolled away, then returned to lay face down on the bed. She worried he wasn’t exhausted and was instead hiding himself away, but didn’t rouse him, decided instead to let him deal with it his own way. She rose naked and proud from her bed, all Ethan’s friends’ eyes on her, knowing if she gave the word she could have all of them again, but also knowing she was done for the night. Ethan’s last round was a fitting close and her pussy throbbed. It’d been worked out hard. A lot of vigorous thrusting. Plus, Dawson had gone very deep, and that was a feeling she was getting used to still.

		Now at their sides, she slipped an arm around Brody’s waist, performing for them, moving in ways that got their eyes dancing on her naked tummy and her breasts. She whispered, “Let me walk you guys out . . .”

		

		Face down in bed, he groaned into the pillow, listening to his wife and his friends in the living room. She’d just fucked all of them, and now he lay here listening to her chatting and laughing. Sharing herself with them in a way he liked but simultaneously tortured him with jealousy.

		The guys were getting dressed and he could hear them cleaning up, Nikki asking where her shirt was, someone turning the TV off. There were sounds from the kitchen too, one of the guys running the sink and throwing cans in the recycling bin, while Nikki talked low and unintelligibly with Dawson in the hall, not far from the open bedroom door.

		The more he lay, the closer he got to being alone with Nikki, hiding out ashamed in his own bedroom. But why would he be ashamed? Where was the shame? He’d let them fuck his wife. It’d been fun. Nikki enjoyed her time with each of the guys, and while it didn’t diminish his sexuality at all, he felt reduced. But that was only in his head. The reduction was within his power. If he lay here pretending to be worn out and let them all go without a word, that would create a weird and uncomfortable rift in what were amazing relationships. He’d wanted her to fuck them, so he had to own it.

		Now he was up and hustling, hoping it wouldn’t be too late, darting into the closet and grabbing a pair of shorts, hopping on one leg to the open bedroom door and pulling them up as he trotted down the hall. He found them congregated in the foyer, all of them ready to leave. Nikki was kissing Jace goodbye, and it gave his head a jealous spin he liked. It thrilled him to think of her kissing each of his friends goodbye after they’d all rocked her in the most intimate way possible. In fact, the sight of her on her toes and kissing the guy she’d had a high school crush on and had just had anal sex with got him the first pulses of another erection, his cock plumping against his shorts. Nikki wore her waitress shirt and nothing else, and the sight of her bare toes on the floor and the flex of her calves spiked his heart with incredible desire for the woman he loved and was lucky enough to already be married to. They were a couple. A good couple. A strong couple. The covetous and unsure feelings watching her with his friends was the best part of the ride, and now it was over they would be back to where they were. Maybe even stronger.

		“Hey, hey,” he said, “wait up.”

		They all greeted him with honest hurrah, and Nikki beamed seeing him, turning and revealing her naked body between the halves of her unbuttoned dress shirt. “There’s my man,” she said, and put her arms out to be held. He hugged her to him, kissed her mouth deeply while his friends watched . . .

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		

		At the front door she watched her secure and durable husband hug his friends, Ethan shirtless and looking good, embracing and clapping on the muscular backs of his best friends. All guys who’d been in their wedding party and been their best friends for their adult lives. It was amazing to see him recovered and assertive, showing them all how he was in control. Ethan acting this way got her suddenly very horny again. Horny for him. Hoping he would be up for another turn when they were alone. He clapped arms around big Dawson last, and she touched her husband’s back and arms, wanting to kiss him all over, admiring his muscle.

		To Dawson, Ethan said, “Hey man, we’re good.” The same thing he’d reassured them all with, making everyone at ease.

		“Yeah, we’re good, we’re real good,” Dawson returned, his big hand beating happily on Ethan’s back.

		When Ethan was standing again, facing them all and hiking up his low-riding shorts, Brody said, “We’re going to see you tomorrow?”

		“What do you guys want to do?”

		Brody looked to Jace, who looked to Dawson, who shrugged. Brody said, “Do whatever.”

		Ethan was satisfied, glad to see the train back on the tracks, nodding along and saying, “Sounds good, sounds good.”

		So she interjected for some fun, saying, “What about me? Do I get to have any fun?”

		Eyebrows raised as all Ethan’s friends tried to gauge how enthusiastic their response should be, given Ethan’s presence, them wanting to be respectful of their friend. Jace chuckled first, then scratched at his sexy head of hair and shying away.

		“Not like that, you idiots,” she said, letting the tension release, and getting them all laughing—even Ethan.

		Ethan turned, sawing a canine over his lower lip and regarding her. He brought together her open shirt and began to button it, getting his buddies laughing. She winked at them.

		“All right,” Brody said, levering open the door and backing out under the porch light. “We’ll see you tomorrow for some wholesome fun. Beach, beers, volleyball . . .”

		Dawson palmed her shoulder, saying, “Nikki can come as long as she keeps that shirt buttoned up.”

		Ethan continued buttoning, saying over his shoulder, “You got that right.”

		She kissed his forehead and waved as the rest of them gathered out on their stoop, the door closing behind them. They waved in return, got themselves together, then headed down the path, opening the gate and leaving the garden. She wondered what they would talk about, what they might say about her on the way home. She was sure it would be good things, and that made her feel warm. She began to unbutton the top buttons of the shirt Ethan’d just closed up, and he stood facing her, smiling.

		He said, “What are you doing to my handiwork?”

		She abandoned the unbuttoning, slinking against him instead and grabbing a harsh handful of his sagging manhood, kissing his lips then whispering in his ear: “I need you again.”

		“Yeah?” He was into it, kissing her heartily in return, his cock stiffening in her grip.

		She released it and jumped up on him, throwing her legs around his waist while he supported her bare ass in his clawed hands. The point of his shorts-covered erection prodded at her eager sex and she wiggled against it. She moaned, kissed him deeply, sighing, “I need my big strong husband so damn bad . . .”

		

		This time he made love to her not for his own release but to bring her as much pleasure as he could. Going slow, then going fast, rolling his hips, letting her hang her head over the bed’s edge and doing that thing that made her squeaky-gasp that he loved so much. The moonlight painted her rolling breasts, and she clawed her own hair as he fucked her. He made her come twice. Holding his own orgasm at bay wasn’t so hard now that he’d gone off so many times already tonight, and the real blessing was a cavalcade of images he could replay in his mind’s eye that kept him hard as a rock. The way Nikki’d interacted with all his friends, the way she fucked other guys, the way she handled their cocks and appreciated the different things they offered her. It was unbelievably illuminating to get such a complete and honest picture of this woman he loved so dearly. To know what turned her on, to know how she sought pleasure, to discover she could be a slutty freak if she needed it bad enough. God, it was so incredible . . . and so filled with frightening possibilities . . .

		

		Later he woke to her watching him sleep, laying on her stomach with her knees bent, ankles intertwined and bobbing her feet. She smiled at him from behind a tumbling lock of her thick honey hair. Her gray eyes were dazzling in the nighttime blue.

		Such a beautiful sight had him groaning with appreciation, and he slid an arm over the hot silky skin at the small of her back. He kissed her slow and sweet. “Why are you watching me?”

		She giggled and rolled against him. “Are you self conscious?”

		“No, I don’t mind,” he said.

		“You certainly like watching me.”

		He felt a sheepish tug moving his face away from hers, but smirking. She gripped his chin and turned his face toward hers. “I think it’s so hot you wanted to watch me.”

		He didn’t look away. “Do you?”

		She studied his eyes, her grays narrowed but glinting light from under her long lashes. “I really, really do.”

		“What does this mean?”

		“Does it have to mean anything?”

		He nodded. “Good question.”

		She let go his chin, and he lay back with his hands laced behind his head, looking at the ceiling. Nikki snuggled against him and stroked his chest. “It doesn’t have to be anything, Ethan. Not if you don’t want it to be.”

		He breathed deep, contemplating. “It was good.”

		“It was good,” she whispered in agreement.

		He chuckled at the brief psychic pain that launched his way at her admitted enjoyment of sex with other guys.

		She laughed at his response and batted at him saying, “What, what’s wrong?”

		“Nothing. You’re just so sexy.” He looked in her eyes and stroked her arm. “My wife had sex with all my friends.”

		“She did,” Nikki said, kissed his chin lightly.

		“She’s a bad, bad girl.”

		“She’s terrible. But you were saying how sexy she was.”

		“Oh, she’s sexy. She just about made me crazy tonight.”

		“Good,” she said and chuckled, bopping her shoulder against his armpit.

		“So the guys were good to you?”

		“They were very good to me, baby,” she said.

		He smiled, looking in her eyes and wondering at how he could still feel so much love for her. He asked her now: “So who was the best?”

		She didn’t exactly like the question, giving him a wry expression. But she entertained him. “You were.”

		“No, really,” he encouraged.

		“Well, you, really,” she said again and gave him a serious face.

		“Okay, second best. Who was second best?”

		It tickled him as she rolled her eyes up, considering his question. Right now his beloved wife was trying to gauge who made love to her best in some sort of meritorious order. And damn it, here came another erection now . . .

		When she took too long, he said, “Not Dawson?”

		“The best? . . .”

		“Second best,” he reminded her. “It’s just, you know . . .”

		She raised her eyebrows. “‘Cause he’s huge?”

		“Jesus, Nikki,” he groaned, and she chuckled.

		“Well, he is huge.”

		“You like that?”

		“It was a real stretch, that’s for sure, and I’ve never had someone go so deep.”

		“God,” Ethan groaned.

		“He seriously touched parts of me that’ve never—”

		“Okay, already . . .” He grumbled comically, but the sting was real.

		“I don’t know who was best, baby, sorry, they were all different. But it’s you that turns me on the most.”

		“You’re the turn on around here.”

		She winked. “You know, maybe Brody was second.”

		The hurt was exquisite. “He’s pretty thick.”

		“His dick? Yeah. His body is so hot. And, yeah, his dick is like, wow.”

		“Really?”

		“He is really sexy . . .” She groaned and hid her face.

		He went after her, his cock going to fully erect. “Brody? really?”

		“Oh, yeah,” she laughed, returning her eyes to his. “Is that okay?”

		“It’s okay,” he said, looking in her eyes and exploring the feeling it brought. Sick and awful jealousy and a metric ton of lust for her. “You liked jerking it?”

		She nodded. “That’s when I knew we weren’t going to stop.”

		“You had to have that dick?”

		“It turned me on pretty good.”

		His heart thudded in his chest and he breathed softly through pursed lips, enjoying thinking what that meant.

		She said, “You okay?”

		“Yup.”

		Her smile spread wider, her eyes narrowing. “And you liked watching it all?”

		He nodded. “Yeah.”

		She looked down at the humped out bed sheet and slid her hand down his body. Her grip circled his cock. “That is so fucking hot, Ethan.”

		“So is this a thing?”

		“You tell me.” She began to lightly jerk him.

		“Mm. Okay. Play it by ear. Never without me—”

		“I want you to watch.”

		“Not all the time.”

		“Okay . . .”

		The feel of her soft grip on his throbbing cock obliterated his thoughts, and he groaned from a bewildering pleasure. “It was . . . it was good, I trust those guys, they’ll . . .”

		“Be good to me?”

		“Yeah,” he said as she gripped his balls. She squeezed a little harder, making his legs rise. It produced a bulb of pre-come she used now to lubricate her hand. The slick tickle had him gasping. Now he began to wonder if she ever didn’t like balls to begin with or it was some Machiavellian ploy to trick the boys into making her hold them . . . Why was that so intoxicating to fantasize?

		“You certainly respond to me being bad,” she said.

		“Do you really not like balls?”

		She looked confused. “What?”

		“Tell me you tricked us. Tell me you wanted to hold their balls.”

		She got into it right away, face getting close, purring practically. “I love balls, baby. I wanted to hold their balls for so long and I couldn’t think of any other way. I had to trick you all . . .”

		“You’re so bad,” he groaned. “How long have you wanted to fuck my friends?”

		Nikki rolled her eyes up again, thinking. “Kind of all the time.” She shrugged, laughed, kissed his nipple and jerked faster. “It’s always been flickering around in my shadows.”

		“God, Nikki, you’re awful.”

		Now her face went more serious, and her hand dropped to cup his balls and squeeze again. She said, “That’s just the guys who are your friends.”

		An electric moment that seemed to last an eternity sizzled between their locked eyes. The enormity of what she said destroyed him and rebuilt him all in seconds. The frightening possibilities he’d only felt became suddenly more real. “For real?” His voice was a timid whisper.

		She nodded and chuckled, let his cock go and slunk over his body. She straddled his hips and ran her nails on his chest. He was devastated at how powerful she could be. He’d never seen this coming. But his Nikki only looked down on him with love. She reached behind and angled his cock so it entered her, and she sat back on his aching erection. She was hot and wet and all his friends had been inside her tonight.

		He whispered, “Who else?”

		She smiled, cocked her head, ran nails through her hair and tossed her mane over a shoulder. Her breasts swayed while she rode his lap. “Lots of guys.”

		“You’ve never . . .”

		“Cheated?—Oh God, Ethan, no,” she said, scowling, making him feel guilty. “Never, ever, don’t even think that.”

		“Good. Then who?”

		“I always kind of wonder . . .”

		“Like every guy you meet?”

		She laughed, fell forward and kissed him, her heavy hair falling around his face. The muscles of her interior milked on his throbbing iron and he wondered what it would be like to watch a man he didn’t know fucking her, his beautiful Nikki’s pussy milking on another man. “Pretty much. If they’re hot enough . . .”

		“You’d fuck someone I don’t know?”

		“You kind of know him.”

		His heart jumped in his chest and his cock flexed inside her, getting her purring and smiling wider seeing her dirty effect. Their sex life was becoming more dangerous by the second. “You’re already thinking of someone?”

		“Not really, but, yeah, maybe . . .” She rose again, getting him deep inside her, swiveling her hips and loving it, her nail tips grazing on his stomach muscles.

		“A stranger . . .?” His mind raced at the possibility—seconds ago the saving grace of the evening was that Nikki had fucked his friends, and that was safe. Now she’d thrown this in his face. His pulse drummed in his ears.

		She smiled, gasping while her hips rode circles on his lap. “You know how you don’t like to go out dancing?”

		“Yeah.”

		“I know someone who would take me.”

		A roster of male faces flickered through his mind, trying to pick a guy Nikki knew and would want to fuck. It seemed impossible, but he swore he was getting even harder. No face came, and he writhed under her, groaned, “Who?”

		Her eyes met his and locked; she bit her lower lip. “Enrico.”

		“Enrico . . . dishwasher Rico from The Admiral?” He was incredulous.

		Now she rocked forward, hugging his head and kissing him. Then she looked in his eyes. “This makes you so hard, Ethan. I can feel how hard you are.”

		“I can’t take this, Nikki.”

		She laughed and bit her lip, studying his eyes with her magical grays. “Think about it, babe. Me and Rico, we go out dancing, we come back here, I say you’re on a business trip, but you’re in the closet watching your awful wife . . .”

		“Oh my God, Nikki.”

		“She’s so sexy and you’re so hard and she’s finding out if Rico’s tattoos are all over his body . . .”

		“I don’t know if I . . . I mean . . .” The feel of her pussy was exquisite, she rode him expertly, her hips rocking gently up and down, making her tightness stroke on his aching cock. What if this is how she rode Rico, and he was hiding in the closet watching some dude-he-hardly-knows’ cock going in and out of her? . . .

		Nikki continued, whispering in his ear: “And she’s finding out what makes him so confident.”

		“He’s confident with you?”

		“He wants to fuck me, Ethan.”

		“And you think . . .?”

		“I think he’s proud of what he’s got between his legs and he wants to show it to me . . .”

		Another orgasm swelled in his belly like a balloon ready to burst. His temples throbbed and he could feel a vein pulsing . . .

		“You want to watch me, baby, want to watch me fuck Rico?” The smile she showed him was devilish, and he was torn whether she was serious or playing the sickest of mind games.

		He stammered, mind searching for his truth. “I don’t know, Nikki . . .”

		She showed him a sullen expression, pouting with disappointment. “You don’t have to, but just think about it, think . . .”

		The pleasure came again, and with it the gift of possibilities, the awful pleasure he’d take watching her in this bed with another man. “Oh, Nikki . . .”

		“I hope you’re thinking about it, baby.” The smile she showed was confident, her eyes narrowed and superior. She leaned forward, laced her fingers through his, kissed him while her nipples grazed against his chest. The kiss broke, and she licked her lower lip. “Because I sure am . . .”
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