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    Time for bed and I had forgotten all about taking the trash out to the curb. Erin was in the bathroom working through her bedtime routine so I jammed my feet into slippers to run the cans out to the sidewalk.  
 
    The branches from the Mesquite tree hung over the path and I dodged them as I rounded the corner of the house. I made a mental note to cut them back this weekend. Up ahead, the path was lit by the glow from our bedroom window. 
 
    As I approached the cans, I noticed movement in the yard next door through our wooden fence. Danny, the scrawny high-school boy and our neighbor his whole life, was in his backyard and trying to stay in shadows. He was much too focused to notice me. I stopped to watch him and realized he stood on a chair looking directly into my bedroom window. I left the path to get a better view. I wanted to see what he saw.  
 
    My wife Erin stood at the bathroom sink, removing makeup. She wore her usual nightie, but it was summer in Vegas so her nightie was short, sheer, and barely there. Tiny triangles struggled to cover her big tits and really only managed to hide her nipples, and not very well. Areola peeked out on both breasts. She had her long brown hair in knot on top of her head. The sink blocked any view of her pussy but how long had Danny been out here watching? If he saw her walk in, then he saw everything. The panties that go with that teddy are transparent lace. Her labia were plainly visible. She may be thirty-three, but she looks much younger than that. 
 
    I smiled. I suppose I'd have to say something. I pondered if Danny was old enough that I should just speak to him man to man or should I go directly to his father, David. David was a cop and often too strict in my opinion so I resolved to say something only to Danny. 
 
    Erin backed away from the sink. I heard Danny mutter something like, “Oh fuck yes, Mrs. Sherman,” but I couldn't be sure. Sure enough, the small thatch of pubic hair was plainly visible through her sleepwear. In her hands she held a small bottle of perfume and I was amused to see her dab a dot behind each ear and on the inside of each thigh. My wife had plans for me tonight. With one hand she drew down the strap of her camisole, completely exposing a perfect tit, and dabbed another dot near a nipple. She repeated the process for her other tit. Danny groaned.  
 
    What a goldmine for a young man. I didn't blame him at all and I wasn't angry in the least. In his shoes I would have done exactly the same thing. Erin is a petite firecracker and I catch other males checking her out all day long. She enjoys the attention, reminding me that one day it would stop so she would drink it up while she could.  Small reward for all those hours at the gym. 
 
    I shoved one of the trash cans to make some noise. Danny ducked back into deeper shadows and I pretended I had no idea he was there. I grabbed the cans and took one last look at Erin and headed out the side gate to the street. On the way back to the house I saw the bathroom go dark. Show's over, dude. 
 
    I stopped on our porch and looked up and down our dark neighborhood. Erin was going to fuck me as soon as I got inside. Life is good.  
 
    Four days later it was trash time again and I waited until bedtime intentionally. I hadn't seen Danny to talk to him so I thought maybe catching him in the act might be better. As soon as Erin headed for the bathroom I went out the backdoor and around the house. It took me a few minutes to spot him because he'd done a much better job of hiding, but there he was; deep in shadows and standing on a chair. I moved for an angle to see Erin and got a shock; my wife was completely nude and preparing to take a shower.  
 
    Danny and I watched as Erin stood before the mirror and cupped her tits. She lifted them and turned her body side to side, examining her flat stomach and flexing her abs. She lifted them higher and released them and then repeated the process, trying to determine if her tits were beginning to sag. She smiled so I guess she was happy with their firmness. I know Danny and I were. I felt guilty allowing Erin to display herself like this and I decided now was the time to speak to Danny. I took a step towards him and stopped. He had moved a little and I saw him a better and realized he masturbated. His cock stuck out his zipper and his hand jerked it slow and steady and the size of it surprised me. I always thought of Danny as the skinny, goofy, kid-next-door, but he had a grown-man's penis. I'd lost track of his age but clearly he was older than I thought. 
 
    Erin coiled her long hair on top of her head and lifting her arms made her big tits sway and bounce. Dan groaned faintly. I was paralyzed. I had no desire to walk up to a guy about to jizz, but I needed to protect my wife too. I was allowing another male to view her completely nude and that was not cool. Finally, I decided now was not the time to speak to him and I would make some noise to get him to stop and then confront him later.  
 
    Before I could bang the trashcans together, Erin cupped a large tit and rubbed a nipple. She licked a finger and did it again and Danny and I both froze in awe as her nipple rose and stiffened. I didn't know if she had toothpaste on them or was just teasing herself, and I didn't care. I knew Danny didn't care either. It looked so sexy. I was glad another male saw it. What a waste that would have been.  
 
    Over the fence Dan grunted softly and ropes of white liquid spewed from his penis. He shot and shot and shot again and my jaw dropped open. Fucking young males. I remembered those days when my world centered on my dick. I'd cum a bucket and be ready to fill another one in ten minutes. I returned my attention to Erin and saw her open the shower door and disappear behind it. Now was my chance. I was about to bump the cans when Danny murmured, “I love you, Mrs. Sherman,” and blew my wife a kiss.  
 
    Fuck. What a sweet kid! I watched him tuck his penis away and jump down from the chair. I just didn't have the heart to confront him now. This harmless boy next door had a crush on my wife and I totally understood. How long had he been performing this little nighttime ritual? No harm had come from it. I wondered what all had he seen. If not for dumb luck, I'd still be ignorant.  
 
    I left the can alone and headed back inside. Erin was under the water and I went around the house locking doors and turning lights off. Danny was a good kid; always polite and respectful, good grades and a hard-worker. A little shy for a cop's kid but no doubt he'd come out of his shell eventually. I couldn't do it. I'd shame him if I confronted him and probably freak him out. If I spoke to his father I know David would probably beat Danny.  
 
    David was several inches over six feet tall and heavily muscled. He looked like an NFL linebacker. He was ex-military and still wore his hair in a tight crew-cut. Danny's mom had committed suicide about ten years ago and Erin and I had always had a soft-spot for Danny. When he came around selling cookies we bought a ton, when he came around mowing lawns we paid him to cut ours. No way could I mention anything to David.  
 
    I couldn't tell Erin either. Who knows what she'd want done? I could suggest curtains for the bathroom but that would raise suspicions with my wife; I never have any home decorating ideas. No, best thing to do was make sure the blinds on the bedroom were closed more often and let him enjoy the occasional glimpses of Erin in the bathroom. God knows I would have loved that at his age.  
 
    I filed my decision away and went on with my life. Every few weeks I'd sneak out to see if Danny still lusted after her. I caught him rarely. If David was home, Danny wouldn't risk it. 
 
    Weeks later I worked in the garage on a Saturday and David marched Danny right up to me. Oh boy. Of course, I assumed he'd been caught and now David was going to make him confess and beg forgiveness, but he didn't.  
 
    “Hey, Alex,” David inquired. “You have a minute?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    David looked down at his son and barked, “Show him!”  
 
    Danny pulled out his cell phone and opened a screen. Pictures of Erin scrolled by but she was clothed in all of them. My heart raced. Erin walked Rascal, our Labrador, or Erin washed her car or Erin raked leaves off the front yard. The pictures were perfectly harmless and unremarkable except they were contained in a young man's phone. I looked up at Danny. I wasn't about to contribute to his shame.  
 
    “You think my wife is beautiful?” 
 
    He nodded, embarrassed.  
 
    “I do too. I know she'd be flattered you think so too but taking spy pictures is a little creepy. I won't tell her but don't do it anymore. Deal?” 
 
    I stuck a hand out. Relief flooded his face. 
 
    “Deal!” He shook my hand vigorously. David looked irritated I'd let Danny off so easily. 
 
    “What's his punishment?” he barked again. 
 
    “Punishment for what? He's a happy, healthy, heterosexual kid. Erin is a knock-out. Guys notice her all the time. If I was bothered by it, I'd be in a constant rage. No harm, no foul, David.  I'm not going to punish Danny for healthy behavior.”  
 
    I turned to Dan and pointed a finger at him. “No more pictures.” He nodded again. I turned back to his dad. 
 
    “Anything else?” I asked. 
 
    David was unsatisfied but fuck him. I had a dad like him. I wanted to remind David he wasn't in the military anymore and neither was his son. I handed Dan his phone and told him to delete all the pictures he had and he did. David growled that I'd let his son off easy. 
 
    “Like I said, no harm, no foul.”   
 
    They walked home. I went back to my workbench. An idea formed and the longer I considered it, the more realistic it became. No way would a kid be satisfied with clothed pictures, not when he knew she'd be naked almost every night. I became convinced Danny had pictures and probably video too of Erin through the bathroom and bedroom windows. He was smart enough to keep them off the phone his parents paid for but if he had any other recording device I was sure I'd find them there.  
 
    For the next three days I watched their backyard like a hawk and on the third night I scored. I was out before Danny appeared and had the perfect position. Our bathroom light blazed away and Danny lifted a small camera and began recording. Erin pulled her top off and unhooked her bra and her big tits sprang free. She rubbed them, a quick massage after a day trapped in a brassiere, and then down went her skirt followed by her panties. My glorious wife stood on complete and total display. She looked amazing. Danny's worship made me see her in a new light and his adoration was well-placed; from that mass of sexy brown hair to those fashion-model cheek-bones to those full firm tits all the way down her flat stomach to her strong legs and nice round ass; Erin was a centerfold girl.  
 
    I was flattered he obsessed over my wife but I needed to know what he'd done with those videos. Kids today have a twisted sense of what's proper. I imagined him posting them to the Internet thinking he gave her a compliment by doing so, and that would not do. 
 
    The next time I saw Danny without his father I talked to him about computer stuff. I acted confused about how to transfer files and asked if he had knowledge and of course he did. I suggested that maybe when I got stuck I could email him my questions and he agreed, partly because he still owed me for going easy on him.  
 
    In truth, I'm kind of a computer wizard. 
 
    Hidden behind seven proxies and armed with his email address, I began my research. It took almost two weeks but I found his social security number and date of birth and that allowed me to eventually find the website he ran.  
 
    It was a Tumblr page called, “Hot Vegas Mama” and my wife was all over it. He had graciously cropped or blurred her face out of the pictures, but he had every kind of picture and video there. The comments were enthusiastic, to say the least. Danny had amassed a small army of followers and they were rabid for my girl. I found all the public pictures as well as the bathroom and bedroom shots.  
 
    Danny was a stalker.  
 
    He had pictures of her shopping at the mall and coming and going at work. Again, he intelligently blurred all relevant information, but this boy was all over my woman. If I didn't know him and how innocent and sweet he was, I'd freak out. I worked my way through each and every picture and video until I reached the last page of his extensive blog. 
 
    At the bottom of the final page was a small icon that said, “Donate to see the good stuff.” 
 
    Good stuff? 
 
    I pushed back from the computer and stood.  
 
    Good stuff? 
 
    A chill raced through me. 
 
    I opened my wallet to pay but hesitated. Danny would see my information and know I'd been here. I wasn't ready for that. I thought to use my company card but then they'd see “Hot Vegas Mama” on the statement. Good luck explaining that one. Finally, I opened a Pay-Pal account and used it to buy Bit-Coins and then used those on his blog. An hour after I first found it, I clicked the icon and entered the restricted area. 
 
    My heart stopped. 
 
    First, I viewed the pictures of Erin masturbating on our bed. He'd shot through our bedroom window so the resolution was poor but he'd taken enough to see everything. Next came the videos of Erin masturbating; through the bathroom window, through the bedroom window, Erin standing up using her fingers, Erin lying down using the large dildo I'd purchased for us. Danny was all over our bedroom.  
 
    Next came the videos of her sucking my penis with the caption, “Our Goddess pleasing her man.” I sat on our bed and my wife sat on her knees at my feet and her pretty mouth worked me over. Danny had captured it all, focusing like an expert through the glass. Lastly, of course, were the videos of me fucking Erin. One video after the other I watched as I banged my lovely wife for all to see. Each picture or video had a comments section and while they had little to say about me, they had plenty to say about Erin and all of it wonderful. My wife was secretly an Internet sensation. 
 
    Of course, all of this was terribly, terribly wrong. These were our most intimate moments. Danny filmed us making love and that reduced what we did to glorified porn. He had invaded our privacy, intimacy, home, and security. I was angry, amused, horny, and embarrassed, and completely unsure about what to do.  
 
    I jumped back to the first page and flipped through everything again, lingering on the ones that caught my attention most. I had to admit, Erin looked stunning. Married to her for years, I'd grown accustomed to her beauty. To see her this way made me look at her for the first time again and I realized how absolutely gorgeous and sexy my wife is. I saw her as Danny and his minions saw her and she was fucking hot. 
 
    I returned to the first page of his blog. I needed to think. Erin was out shopping with her friends so I had some time. As I tried to sort through my various emotions and figure out what I should do, I notice a link I'd missed the first time. I clicked, “Works in Progress” and I was taken to a live feed.  
 
    From a few tables away a camera recorded Erin and her friends in a food court. He spied on them right now! Below the live feed I saw previous captures and after watching them realized Danny followed my wife often, recording where she went and what she did. He had video of her exiting a dressing room and turning in front of a mirror, showing off a new dress to friends. He had video of her at the gym working out! 
 
    I had to admire his dedication and determination. Little fucker. His obsession was complete but touching in a weird way. I tried to be furious with him but it just wasn't in me. I perversely felt pride; pride in how hard he worked and pride that my wife inspired such devotion. Now I had to decide what to do about it. Do I speak to him privately? Do I tell his father? Do I allow it to continue? My gut told me to leave his father out of it completely. Maybe the next time I fuck Erin I can act like I see Danny outside and then confront him man to man. There was a lot to consider. Should I tell him to take down his website? I wondered how much money it made.  
 
    Movement on screen brought me back to the monitor. Erin and her two friends were still seated, sipping Starbucks and talking, but a man had approached their table and now spoke to them. Her best friend, Toni, waved at a chair and the man sat. The conversation resumed and soon he had all three girls laughing. 
 
    When Erin reached out to touch his hand while making a point, jealously flared. The shot slowly zoomed in. I was unable to hear them but everyone's body language was obvious; all the women thought he was attractive but he was interested in my wife solely.  
 
    Five minutes became ten and then twenty. He charmed them all but especially my wife. In the end he passed her a business card and then departed and all the women swooned, laughing at their own school-girl crushes. My wife put his card in her purse.  
 
    Eventually the girls finished lunch and left. Danny tracked them, recording everything, until they returned to valet and drove off in separate cars. Danny's face filled the screen and he said, “Until next time, muahahahahaha...” and signed off.  
 
    Erin was home in thirty minutes. We chatted about her day and she made no mention of the man. Once she was in the shower I searched her purse and discovered his card; Brandon Sears, Talent Scout. Yeah, right. She's sweet and she's smart but Erin is hopelessly naive. I put the card back but made a mental note to keep my ears open for further developments.  
 
    I sat on the bed and listened to her talk about her day. Danny had me looking at her in a whole new light and I interrupted to tell her how beautiful she was and sorry I didn't say it more often. I caught her completely by surprise. Her face softened and a grin curled her lips. 
 
    “That is so sweet, Alex!” she proclaimed. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You're more than welcome, Baby. I should say it more than I do. I think it all the time.”  
 
    She jumped on the bed to lay next to me and pulled my lips down to hers. Thank God it was still light out so Danny couldn't film. A kiss turned into much more than a kiss.  
 
    For the next several days I checked Danny's website often. Soon an edited version of her lunch encounter appeared on the site called, “Our Goddess meets a Fan.” On week days Danny had no time to film but on weekends he followed her everywhere. In a weird way I drew comfort knowing she was watched. I assumed if anything bad happened Danny would help or get her help. Her guardian angel was a voyeuristic pervert but at least she had one.  
 
    On Saturday Erin showered and dressed to again go shopping with friends. I had office work so I checked the site only occasionally. One such time I was surprised to see the camera aimed at a building. I zoomed my screen to read the address and then looked it up; Sears Talent Agency. Shit. 
 
    I rewound to the beginning of the broadcast and sped through Erin shopping and eating downtown until she left the mall and walked several blocks to the studio. She had no friends with her at all. Cold acid settled in the pit of my stomach. She'd gone to see him alone. 
 
    I searched for his site and quickly discovered he handled all types of promotions; singers, actors, models, stage and Vaudeville acts, you name it. I felt a little better. He had a long history and seemed legitimate. I still wondered why Erin would visit unless it was to cheat on me, but I simply could not imagine Erin cheating on me. We were happy and in-love and cheating was something so wildly out of character for her I could not conceive it.  
 
    After an hour Danny got bored and shut down for the day. Erin got home around four hours later and I asked her about her day and she described it perfectly except she left out her stop at the agency. I failed to think of a way to question her without sounding suspicious or knowing things I shouldn't so I decided to trust her and wait. I was sure an answer would reveal itself. As I listened to her talk, knowing she hid something from me, I grew increasingly aroused. I can offer no explanation why. I just did. Maybe it was some kind of primal reclamation of the female or maybe I was subconsciously picturing her as a sex-object. I don't know. What I do know was with each minute I grew ever more turned on.  
 
    She finished talking and announced she would change her clothing and I followed her into our bedroom. I watched her undress and then I moved, coming up behind her to nibble the nape of her neck and rest my hands on her hips. She moaned and pushed her ass against my crotch. In the back of my mind I wondered if Danny recorded us but after half a second I no longer cared. I turned her head and kissed her passionately and we were off and running. Erin wanted sex more than me and we fucked like animals for over an hour. 
 
    Two days later it was on the website! 
 
    The next day I joined a gym, but not the same one Erin used. 
 
    I had to wait a week for Erin to do it again. Once more she left Saturday morning to go shopping and once more I saw her, alone, enter the Sears Agency. When she got home that night I smelled alcohol on her breath. We fucked like rabbits again but this time I made her suck my dick a long time, and I made sure she faced the window. Sadly, Danny must have been busy because it never made it to the site. 
 
    Two weeks later my birthday rolled around and Erin asked what I wanted. She'd not gone to the agency again, at least not that Dan recorded. I told her a steak dinner and a concert at symphony hall and that's what we did. She wore a conservative red silky evening gown that couldn't help but follow her curves and heads turned everywhere we went. She showed very little skin but that didn't matter. 
 
    Once we returned home she got nervous and had me sit on the couch. From the bedroom she retrieved a large envelope and, chewing her bottom lip, handed it to me and stepped back. Inside I found gorgeous photographs of her in white lingerie. I was stunned speechless. She looked astonishing. Lace covered her body but revealed more than it hid. Hints of nipple combined with glimpses of pussy had me breathing fast. I looked up. 
 
    She was so nervous! I smiled and she laughed. 
 
    “Do you like them?” 
 
    “I love them! Are you kidding? Erin, you look breathtaking, stunning.” 
 
    “I was so nervous! I'm so happy you like them.” 
 
    “When did you -” I stopped because I'd figured out what Sears Agency was for but then realized I shouldn't even know about Sears Agency so I started talking again trying to cover up my mistake.  “How long have you been hiding these?” 
 
    She clapped her hands and sat next to me. “Weeks! A photographer approached me in the mall and of course I told him no but that night you told me how good I looked and how sexy you found me. I took it as a sign. I can't stay in shape forever so I figured I'd better get it down on film. I'm so happy you like them.” 
 
    I smiled. My words had sent her to the agency. Ironic. She stood. Her fingers found the clasp at her shoulder and she opened it. Her clingy dress fell around her feet and underneath was the same lingerie from the pictures. Good God she looked delicious.  In fact, she looked too good to keep to myself. I mentally crossed my fingers and then led her to our bedroom. Come on, Danny, don't let us down. 
 
    Two days later the sexiest video I've ever seen was posted to the site. His followers went crazy. I'd made sure she played to the camera without knowing it existed and the result was incredible. Page after page of hot comments told me everyone agreed.  
 
    We were in bed days later, lights out and heading for sleep, when I spoke. 
 
    “Baby, who took those pictures?” 
 
    I detected the slightest pause. “A photographer named Brandon.” 
 
    “Oh. A man?” 
 
    Pause. “Yes.” 
 
    “Were you nervous?” 
 
    “God yes. I had to stop a few times and have some wine.” 
 
    “Did he ever see you naked?” 
 
    “Alex!” 
 
    “I'm sorry, Baby. I don't mean to embarrass you. I'm just wondering what it was like, how you pulled it off.” 
 
    “Don't be jealous. He was a gentleman and totally professional. He's done it a million times and I always felt safe.” 
 
    I waited for her to continue. She tried to stare me down but gave up. 
 
    “Okay, yes, he saw me naked.” 
 
    I thought about the pictures. “Did he photograph you naked? I'm sure you gave me the best shots. I'm guessing you had extra. Outtakes. Do you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “To which question?” 
 
    “Both.” 
 
    Now I was intrigued. My conservative wife had allowed another man to not only see her naked but photograph her. I nuzzled her neck. 
 
    “I'm not upset, Baby,” I said. “I'm just curious.”  
 
    That was not entirely true. Jealousy did, in fact, brush against me from every side. I imagined him watching her undress. I imagined him posing her, touching her. I did feel jealousy, but I felt something else more. Titillation, arousal, taboo excitement; I could not yet define it clearly but it was there, making my palms sweat, my heart race. Erin looked so good in those pictures.  
 
    “Really curious,” I repeated. 
 
    She accepted my words and relaxed. 
 
    “I suppose that's fair,” she admitted.  
 
    “The extra pictures; do you have them or does he?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “I want to see them.” 
 
    She sighed. After a minute she rose from the bed and searched her closet. She returned with another envelope, thicker and heavier than the first. She handed it to me. I moved to my knees to withdraw the large pictures. They started off tame; Erin in pajamas and bikinis and work-out gear, but they advanced quickly. His work was professional, I'll give him that, but he moved Erin from clothed to nearly naked fast.  
 
    The first lingerie shot made me gasp. She was seated on a divan, legs open, gazing into the lens. Her panties had been accidentally rubbed aside so her small, pink, inner-labia touched the cushion. I felt her tense, waiting for my anger.  
 
    “Baby, that's sexy,” I murmured. 
 
    Each picture showed a little more. Occasionally I spotted a picture she'd included in her gift to me. My wife had avoided anything too revealing, choosing only the most tasteful and classy. Two pictures later Brandon had her untie the bow at her hip and expose her trimmed pussy. I saw in her eyes by this time she'd had more than one glass of wine. In the next shot her bra had fallen away slightly, exposing a rock hard and excited nipple. I imagined how he felt seeing her like this and my penis began to swell. 
 
    One after the other each picture showed her wearing less and revealing more. Brandon got her completely nude and leaning back, her stunning body on mouth-watering display. My penis made a tent of my boxers and Erin saw it. She raised an eyebrow at me. 
 
    “Erin, Honey, these are smoking hot. I've never seen you like this. I can't believe it's really you. You look hot and sexy.” 
 
    She grinned like a goof-ball. “I can't believe I did it, Alex. The wine helped, a lot, but he made me feel so sexy and beautiful. I actually had fun once I relaxed. I can see the changes in me. I'm getting older, Alex. This is the best I'll ever look and besides, sometimes I wonder if I'm too cautious and careful. Do you ever think about that? Are there things you want to do but something holds you back? I feel that way often lately.” 
 
    I admitted there was and reassured her I understood.  
 
    Three pictures later Erin spread her downy pussy lips right at the camera. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I exclaimed. 
 
    She looked frightened. “I'm sorry, Honey! Are you mad?”  
 
    I took her hand in mine. “Not at all, Erin. I love them. These pictures show me a side of you I've never seen, an exciting and erotic side. I'm shocked, but in a good way.”  
 
    “I was kind of drunk by then,” she confessed. “Otherwise I would never have done something like that. Brandon is such a smooth talker. That bastard had me ready to do anything. He's such a salesman.” 
 
    The rest of the pictures had Erin lifting her big tits to the camera or spreading her ass cheeks or legs. Slutty, true, but I did not care. She looked hotter than a porn star. In every picture that showed her pussy, I saw how wet she was. 
 
    “Brandon was amazing,” she said. “He knew exactly what to do, how to pose me. He knew exactly what to say so I felt comfortable. I swear he knows hypnosis. He'd tell me what to do and I just did it. I was nervous but he made me feel sexy and gorgeous. I still can't believe I allowed it to happen.” 
 
    She squeezed my hand. 
 
    “Don't worry though, Alex; This was a one-time thing. It turned out to be more fun than I thought but I'll never do it again.” 
 
    I turned back to a few of my favorites and studied them close up. I loved her gleaming slit. I loved her engorged nipples. I loved her swollen clit, begging to be licked. I don't know how Brandon got her to do it. My dick was hard and my underwear looked absurd.  
 
    “Maybe you should,” I said. I faced her. “Just for me, Erin. Go back and have pictures done that show more, pictures more explicit and daring. Just for me.” 
 
    Her mouth dropped open. 
 
    “You mean sex pictures?” 
 
    Yes, that's exactly what I meant.  
 
    “No, not exactly, not X-rated stuff anyway. I want to see pictures more sexual than these. You're beautiful, Baby, you should capture that on film.” 
 
    She looked down where I had them spread out on our bed. Her eyes moved from one photograph to the next. She shivered. 
 
    “I don't know, Honey. That sounds sleazy. I don't want to make porn.” 
 
    “I doubt Brandon does either, Erin. I'm talking about elegant, sexy, provocative pictures. I'm sure he has the skills and you said he was a total professional. I'm sure he will behave himself.” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, you don't have to worry about that; Brandon is gay.” 
 
    This time it was my mouth that fell open. She laughed again. 
 
    “You think I would ever take pictures like this in front of a straight man? Oh my God, Honey, what do you think of me? I thought you'd just assume. Wait, you thought he was straight and you were okay with me posing for him? You thought he was straight and you wanted me to go back for more?” 
 
    I backpedaled. How had this become about me? “Well, yes, Erin. I trust you. I trust your judgment of people. If you said he was okay, I believe you. I don't need him to be gay for you to be naked in front of him. Is your doctor gay? Is your gynecologist?” 
 
    She fretted.  
 
    I left it alone and returned my attention to the pictures. She watched me examine them, my eyes moving over her posed and naked body. A few times I absentmindedly touch her image. She astonished me. The photographs forced me to view her as a model, to objectify her. She was not my wife; she was a hot babe every man wanted to fuck. I saw her in a new way and she was sexy and alluring and desirable and hot. I ached with want and my face showed it.  
 
    “I love it when you look at me like that,” she murmured. 
 
    Our eyes met. We both relaxed a little. I smiled at her and she smiled back. She leaned across and pulled down my elastic waistband, freeing my erection. Her eyes turned naughty and her smile turned wicked.  
 
    I gathered the photos and dropped them off the side of the bed. 
 
    If Danny wasn't filming tonight, he missed the best blowjob I've ever received. 
 
    I did not mention the photo session again. I knew she thought about it and would soon give me an answer, one way or the other. She did when a few weeks later over breakfast she announced out of the blue and to a quiet room, “Nothing X-rated.” 
 
    I knew immediately what she meant and nodded. “Of course.” 
 
    That was it. Her choice had been made.  
 
    I wondered if I was more interested in this idea because I'd seen Danny's website. Did that get my mental gears turning? Did that create in me a desire to see her on display? Or was that desire already there but just buried in the mind-numbing routine of married life? I don't know. What I did know was that the clock had started on a whole new set of sexy pictures from my centerfold wife.  
 
    One thing nagged me though; no way was Brandon gay. I wasn't there so I can't be sure, but even over Danny's feed that day I saw the way he moved and the way Erin and her girlfriends reacted to him. Maybe the gay thing helps women relax and agree to pose for him, but I seriously doubted it was true.  
 
    Three weeks later I was on Danny's website again. It was late and Erin slept but I was restless. I hadn't visited in a long time and thought I should catch up. His activity had dropped off and I suspected his crush had run its course and started to wane. No doubt some cute girl at school, more his age and much more attainable, had captured his fancy. On a hunch I ran another search and found he'd started a second website; “Sweet Vegas Teens.” Yeah, that made sense.  
 
    I clicked a few links to see what he'd done and I was shocked. Dan clearly had hidden cameras installed not only in the locker-room at school but also in a few public bathrooms at the malls. The cop's son was a Peeping Tom. I shook my head. 
 
    I returned to Erin's page and searched for the newest material. I found a few videos of her leaving the gym including one where she wore short shorts and a small sports bra. Honestly, I was shocked to see her out in public dressed like that and concluded she most likely forgot some gym clothes at home that day. 
 
    Next, I headed for the good stuff. At the top of the list was a winner. Danny must have jumped the fence between our yards because the angle was sharp and the image was close. Erin dropped her robe and slipped into a hot bath and I watched as a sponge wash turned slowly into an extended masturbation session. She actually left the tub and spread eagle on the bathroom floor, knocking over the trash can and pulling towels from the rack. When she came her face was twisted in pleasurable agony and her mouth open as she panted. She looked fucking hot as hell.  
 
    But she wasn't finished. From the bathroom she moved to our bed and Danny followed her along the outside wall. My wife withdrew a dildo from the nightstand and vigorously worked her soaked pussy and then, to my complete surprise, simultaneously pushed a delicate finger up her ass. I watched her double-fuck herself and writhe in ecstasy, one long leg standing straight up. This orgasm dwarfed all others and seemingly left her paralyzed. I was dying to know what she thought about that made her cum so hard. I watched it four times in a row. The resolution was fantastic. Details like her swollen nipples and stretched labia were easily seen. I watched her sphincter clench around her finger, pulsing and winking as her climax wrecked her. Was my wife fantasizing about two men at once?  
 
    I leaned back in my chair. No way. Erin is sometimes embarrassed by her own nude body. No way could she imagine such a scenario. Most likely it was only the powerful pleasure she gave herself. Sheer, over-riding physical sensations. With any luck she was thinking about me. 
 
    I set the video to loop and pulled out my penis. I'd been masturbating about three minutes when I noticed my testicles were surprisingly tender. I finished with a slightly painful ejaculation.   
 
    Two days later it had grown much worse and a small lump had formed. I said nothing to Erin and made an appointment to see my doctor and after several tests and a few more days of pain, I got the news. My pituitary had gone a little crazy and my hormones were way out of balance. My testicles had reacted by virtually shutting down and that now caused a host of other problems. Doc had seen it before and prescribed some potent steroidal pills and a high-dose testosterone cream. He gave me stern warnings about contact with females while using these medicines, especially pregnant females.  
 
    I told Erin that night and she was understandably upset but mostly because I'd kept it all from her. I apologized and let her know sex was off-limits for a while. She pouted but understood.  
 
    By day three I was loving this shit. My penis felt warm all the time and I swear it was also a little bigger. It wasn't, it just stayed a little puffy all the time now. Best of all, and I loved this part, my loads grew bigger and bigger and bigger. In less than a week it felt like I was shooting a cup of sperm. My orgasms lasted forever and I shot bolt after bolt of the hot sticky stuff. It felt fantastic. I had to lay a towel down to jack-off.  
 
    When I told Erin she wanted to see so I did it for her and she got really turned on. I asked her to masturbate for me but she was too shy. The male hormones prevented her from touching me but she sure loved the visual. 
 
    Those drugs had me thinking about sex all the time. I was constantly horny and jacked-off every night, sometimes twice a night. As each day passed my sex thoughts became more salacious. I eyed women all day long and then dreamed about fucking them at night.  
 
    Two night later I dreamed about fucking Erin, or, more accurately, dreamed about being unable to fuck her but hard as steel and bigger than ever. She begged me to do it but my feet were trapped in tar and she became increasingly frustrated with me.  
 
    A muscular faceless man appeared wearing a suit and then he was suddenly nude. His cock was much larger than mine and rock-hard and Erin climbed up his lumpy body and settled her hips down onto him, slipping a hand between them to guide him in.  
 
    “It's your fault, not mine,” she scolded. “You know I have to have it.” 
 
    She fucked him hard but looked at me. I could not rip my eyes away from his penis trapped inside her tight pussy. He forced her wide open until her lips stretched white and drove up into her repeatedly. She moaned with absolute bliss and I liked it. Gradually he turned her attention from me to him until she passionately kissed him and they fucked with abandon. 
 
    I groaned so loud I woke myself up. 
 
    Our bedroom was dark and quiet and Erin slept peacefully next to me. I pushed back the covers; I was still hard but semen streaked the sheets. I'd cum from watching another man fuck my wife. I rolled onto my back and stared at the shadowed ceiling. My penis still throbbed with excitement, partially erect. I wasn't jealous. I tried to be. Next I tried anger. That failed too. I searched my heart to discover what I truly felt and was surprised when I discovered lust, arousal, and voyeuristic desire. It had to be the drugs. 
 
    I looked at Erin and risked pilling the covers back until her tits were exposed. I shook my head. No way. No way would I let another man have her. Besides, she would never ever agree to that. It had to be the hormones playing with my mind.  
 
    I rolled onto my back again and waited for sleep. Right. The second I closed my eyes that huge cock reappeared and worked her pussy to death, shoving every inch inside until his balls seemed to hang from her labia. Her cries of pleasure tore me up but I loved them. A drop of semen leaked from my slit and dripped to my belly. More oozed out. My balls ached. I squeezed my eyes shut and rubbed them hard.  
 
    Yes. Yes! Fuck her. Fuck the hot slut. Give her more cock than she can handle. Turn her into a cum-sucking whore. Pump her full of hot semen until she begs you to stop and then keep going.  
 
    Holy shit. What was wrong with me? I needed to stop this right now. 
 
    I slipped out of bed and crept out to the living room. Rascal came with me because he's a good dog. My penis and balls felt hot and full. Tension gripped my pelvis. I gazed through our window sheers at the sleeping neighborhood and lifted my testicles, rolling them around inside the loose skin bag. God, I wanted to fuck.  
 
    Eventually my dream began to fade and I returned to bed. Nothing more happened that night, or the next. I had sex dreams but they were conventional and quickly forgotten on waking. Over dinner that night Erin flirted with me and once we were in bed she asked me to masturbate for her again. 
 
    “Watching all that stuff shoot out is so sexy, Baby. It's so manly.” 
 
    Of course I did it, but only after I convinced her to play with her tits as motivation. She rubbed her pussy through her clothing while I stroked my dick, but she was self-conscious about it. I came fast and that set her off. With eyes like saucers she watched me pump out rope after rope of hot jizz.  
 
    “I waaaaant it,” she whined. I reminded her what the doctor had warned so she stayed away, but that just made us want each other more. “Alex,” she continued. “Baby, I need sex. This is too difficult. I need you to fuck me, Honey.”  She tossed the dildo aside. “That thing only makes it worse.”  
 
    She leaned back and opened her legs. “Use your tongue, Baby,” she implored. “That should be okay. Just don't touch me anywhere else.” 
 
    I dove in, careful only my mouth and tongue made contact with her. She was slick with arousal and I licked her like ice cream. She came quickly. 
 
    On Monday my boss told me I was headed to Dallas for two days. I travel for work several times a year so no big deal but we both knew we'd miss each other more than usual this time. I told Erin that night and she was less than thrilled. She occasionally travels for work too although not as often as me. 
 
    I caught the Wednesday flight and landed safely. All my meetings over the next two days went smoothly and by late Friday night, I was back on the plane headed home six hours early. I say late Friday night but technically I would arrive home early Saturday morning. I'd dreamed about Erin every night I was gone, each dream more wildly sexual than the last.  
 
    I felt the drugs building up in my system, becoming increasingly more powerful. I still had quite a while to go on the stuff and wondered what would happen next. My penis and testicles ached all the time. I thought about sex constantly and my dreams and fantasies were becoming ever more wild and erotic. I felt like my body was trying to take over my mind and make some changes about the way I do things. Other women looked sexy and enticing. If a woman flirted with me, I'd suddenly imagine myself pulling her by the hair into a nearby bathroom and fucking her senseless. I saw my waitress sucking my dick and the girl at Starbucks begging for anal.  
 
    I considered a halt to my prescription, but then I'd masturbate and have an orgasm that lasted a full minute, pumping out a fountain of hot cum. No way was I giving that up. 
 
    My flight home was long and boring. As I entered our silent home, I set my luggage down in the kitchen. Rascal strolled in and nuzzled my hand. I scratched that spot on his head he loves scratched and then I pointed him back to the bedroom and he went. I slipped out of my clothes. I showered using the guest bathroom and then entered the master bedroom to get some sleep. Erin lay on top of the covers and I stopped to stare. On my side of the bed, resting on my pillow, was the dildo. I glanced at the bedroom window and wondered if Danny got it all on film. I know I needed to stop him but I just couldn't get myself to say something.  
 
    Erin had a leg drawn up, exposing her fuzzy slit. The inner and outer lips were puffy so I knew she'd given her toy a good workout. I eased into bed and she stirred and kissed my arm and welcomed me home, and then drifted back down into a deep sleep. I laid there for twenty minutes but sleep eluded me so I got up and headed for the office. I clicked on my computer to catch up on emails and news over the last four days.  
 
    An hour later, I clicked on Danny's site, just to see if he'd posted something new. He had, and I watched as Erin met Brandon at a bistro downtown and they sat and enjoyed lunch. I guessed my sexy pictures would soon arrive. They sat and talked a long time and then Brandon showed Erin something on his phone. She scrolled through several pages, becoming more agitated with each minute, until she thrust his phone across the table back at him. She seemed upset, maybe even angry, but Brandon stayed cool. Eventually, she reached for his phone and once more flipped through several screens. Finally, she handed his phone back to him and stared off into the distance. I thought Danny would get bored and cut the feed but he didn't.  
 
    At long last, my wife looked at Brandon and nodded. Brandon smiled and took her hands, reassuring her about something. They finished lunch and parted company. The date on the video showed all this transpired on Wednesday, the day I'd left for Dallas. 
 
    Danny also posted pictures of Erin walking around the house naked, something she never did while I was home, but I'd seen so many of those they no longer carried the same impact.  
 
    I leaned back in my chair, wondering what Brandon had discussed with my wife. I watched the video again, paying especially close attention to Erin's body language. At the end I was burning with curiosity. What could make her behave like that? I remembered seeing her cell phone in the kitchen and made my way back to it. I felt shitty spying on her but hiding Danny's antics sure made it easier; I already had plenty of secrets so what was one more? I know that sounds terrible and I felt shitty but I did it anyway. I signed in and searched her emails, recent calls, voice messages, and texts and there they were; a series of text messages between her and Brandon.  
 
    They discussed the pictures he'd shown her at lunch and her reluctance to pose for something similar. He assured her I'd love them, every husband always did, and promised the other models knew exactly what to do. He suggested once she'd done it she'd be forever glad she did and strongly recommended she take a chance just this once. He asked her to look at the pictures he'd attached and tell him what was so wrong. 
 
    Four pictures followed the text messages. The first was a sexy blonde woman wearing lingerie posed with two brunette men and the other three were of a black-haired woman posed in different combinations with the same men.  
 
    All of them had fantastic bodies but my eyes were drawn to the men; each had over-sized genitalia to go along with their sculpted abs and swollen muscles.  
 
    Brandon wanted my wife to pose with other models. It made sense; she'd already done dozens of pictures alone. Why take more of those for your husband? Let's spice things up. This was the next logical step. Maybe it was the hormone treatment, but the idea of Erin naked in front of hot and sexy male models really turned me on. I scrutinized the pictures, imagining Erin in place of the women. I desperately hoped she'd agreed to do it. I read on and five texts later, she did. Yesterday, after work, she'd returned to his studio and done it.  
 
    No wonder she'd masturbated when she'd gotten home. I knew in a few days, certainly by next weekend, I'd receive some seriously hot and sexy pictures. This was more than I could have hoped for. I used those pictures as fuel and jacked off a huge load fantasizing about my gorgeous model-wife. When I got back to bed, I slipped the dildo under the bed. 
 
    All week Erin played it cool. I asked what happened while I was away and she told me but left out her lunch meeting with Brandon and her photo-shoot on Friday. I knew it was nothing sinister; she just wanted to surprise me.  
 
    On Saturday, she did. I'd met some friends at the pub to catch up and watch the basketball game and when I got home around eight and entered our bedroom, she had the pictures propped up all around the walls. The closest to me showed naked Erin dressed like Cleopatra on her throne, staring into the camera. A slight smile curled her lips. Her costume was painted on and her jewelry competed the look perfectly.  
 
    At her feet a nude girl cowered. She was petite but had large tits and short black hair. Her face pretty and her eyes big, I could tell she was slutty just by looking at her. On each side of my wife a muscular and exceptionally well-hung man stood, awaiting her orders.  
 
    My heart almost exploded. Virtually nude Erin was surrounded actually nude models. Two large and utterly unfamiliar penises were less than an inch from touching her. She had to have been close to hyperventilating!  
 
    The next picture showed the girl tied to a marble altar with Erin standing over her, dagger in hand. The men held the helpless girl at wrist and ankle. In the next picture Erin had moved in for the kill and the dagger was poised over the girl's heart.  
 
    I did not care about that. What took my breath away and drew my total and complete attention was actually at the edge of the photograph; as Erin leaned over the girl, her hip pressed against the model's cock. The head rested on her thigh and the balls touched her butt cheek. She seemed focused on the girl and perhaps unaware, but I couldn't take my eyes away.  
 
    When I did, I looked up at Erin watching me closely. She was nervous and afraid and ready for me to be hurt or upset. 
 
    “Baby,” I exhaled. “These are awesome.” 
 
    She visibly relaxed. Her face softened and she smiled. 
 
    “Oh, Honey, really? Do you really like them?” 
 
    “No, I love them.” 
 
    I moved to the next picture. Brandon told a silly little story but he told it well; Queen Erin spared the girl's life and the grateful girl hugged her, the girl's mouth almost touching Erin's nipple. The series of pictures that followed told the story of the victim’s reprieve. In one picture a guard's thick and heavy penis inadvertently draped across Erin's ankle. In another, the side of Erin's nude breast rested against a ball sack and hot shaft. All the contact was incidental and easily missed but I was looking for it. I wanted to see it. I wished there had been more of it. In one picture Erin was supposed to be gazing into the girl's eyes but I followed her line of sight and discovered actually her eyes were riveted to the magnificent cock dangling just off to the side. I gasped out loud when I noticed. Erin asked why. I fibbed a little and explained seeing all those naked bodies her around was exciting. 
 
    “The studio was so small,” she explained. “All four of us were crammed into this cheesy throne-room set and got in each other's way constantly. Sorry, Honey. I didn't mean to upset you.” 
 
    “Upset? Erin, it's the sexiest thing I've ever seen. This is so unlike you. Baby, you really surprised me and I love it. You were bold and adventurous. That's so hot!” 
 
    She looked back at the pictures for a moment and then walked to the closet. She returned with a large envelope and withdrew half a dozen more photographs. She handed them to me. These were the outtakes and the extras. In the first I saw two cocks only inches from her face. In another a fat cock rested between her butt cheeks while the girl struggled with her. They were out of order but I did not care. In the fourth photograph, Erin kissed the girl on the lips! I moaned and Erin asked if I liked it. I again told her I loved it. The next showed the girl's hand gently squeezing Erin's big tit.  
 
    The last three were a series of bloopers. While on her knees, Erin had turned to speak to the girl and her nose smacked a fat cock hanging close to her face. Brandon captured her shock and then surprise and then all of them laughing hysterically. I studied the picture that showed the cock touching her face. It had come so close to her open mouth. I felt my dick swell as I gazed at it. This was all so out of character for her I was overwhelmed.  
 
    I circled the room slowly. After Cleopatra she was a Salem witch, naked and tied to a stake, ready for burning. The nude males guarded her, which made no sense, but I did not care. All I cared about was my hot and gorgeous wife completely naked in front of male and female strangers. As I moved through each picture I found incidental contact in most of them. Penises and breasts and butts and hands and skin... In the cramped studio the four of them touched each other often. By the time I finished I was hard as stone and tenting my dress shorts. 
 
    Erin said nothing as she freed my penis. She couldn't touch me so she drew down my underwear until I waved in the air freely.  
 
    “Finish,” she whispered hoarsely. “I want to see it. Shot your sperm for your naughty wife. Prove you really are happy about the pictures.” 
 
    I gazed at the photo of that big cock so terribly close to her open mouth and I stroked. Less than two minutes later I shot a massive load all over the carpet. Erin breathed through her mouth, panted, actually, and rolled a nipple with a palm. Her eyes were big as my blasts of cum sailed through the air and I saw the tension in her body. She so desperately wanted to suck it out. Watching a penis spew a load tickled some buried part of her female brain. She moaned and reached for her pussy, rubbing as I squirted. 
 
    “Unnnnnnnooo,” she whined. “Goddamn it, that turns me on so much,”   
 
    She was close to orgasm but not quite there. I ran out of jizz before Erin could climax and her moment sort of lost all energy. Poor girl was incredibly horny but with no outlet.  
 
    “Keep going, Baby,” I encouraged. “Let me see you finish.” 
 
    She straightened up and adjusted her clothing. I knew the moment was gone. As the excitement drained away, embarrassment crept in. Erin withdrew and turned silent. My gut told me I needed to reassure her, now that we were coming back to ourselves, that what she'd done was perfectly fine, that I bore no resentment, no hidden jealousy or anger.  
 
    “Baby,” I said, gesturing at the photographs spread all around. “Thank you for these pictures. You are stunning. I'm married to a breathtaking woman. I'm so happy you boldly took these pictures for me. I'll treasure them.” 
 
    She still looked nervous so I waited for my words sink in. I drifted around the room again re-examining each photograph. She watched me closely, still doubtful about the whole event. I noticed in every picture that showed her face, her eyes had a twinkle and her lips a slight smile.  
 
    “Did you have fun doing it?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Yes, some I suppose. Mostly I was nervous. The wine helped but I ended up drinking too much. Those men made me anxious so I drank to calm down.” 
 
    “They look handsome.” 
 
    She met my eyes but said nothing. I felt her reluctance to talk about the shoot but thought it stemmed from shame. She clearly wrestled with conflicting emotions; she believed good wives never did such a thing but she had fun and found it all exciting.  
 
    “Don't you think so?” I asked. 
 
    She looked down at a few pictures. “Yes.” 
 
    Her one-word answers irritated me. This was like pulling teeth. I turned and faced her. 
 
    “Honey, I told you I'm fine with what you did. In fact, I love it, but you still seem pensive. Is there something you need to tell me?” 
 
    She played with the skin between her fingers, debating. 
 
    “Okay, yes. Please don't get mad. I'm so embarrassed. Gina, the girl in the pictures, started sucking on one of the models. He was standing close to her and his thing was right in her face and she just opened her mouth and sucked him in. Right in front of all of us!” 
 
    “What did the others do?” 
 
    “Brandon just kept taking pictures! The other model looked at me like he thought I'd do the same to him. I got angry and ignored him. There was no place to hide so I just waited while Gina worked her guy over. She really got into it and I guess he came a few minutes later. I couldn't tell because she held him in her mouth.  Then the three of them laughed and Brandon suggested we get back to work and that was that. They acted like nothing happened, no big deal.” 
 
    I kept my face calm but inside I was rocked. My wife watched a blowjob, up-close and personal. 
 
    She went on. “Gina is married, Alex. She's married and she sucked off another man. I was appalled. How could Gina betray her husband like that? Afterwards she and the guys acted like nothing happened. How can people do that?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I have no idea,” I answered.  
 
    Now I understood what really bothered her; Gina's disloyalty. I tried to sooth her anger. “Erin, maybe her husband is okay with what she did. Maybe she had his permission in advance. Some couples have different rules. Maybe the wife knew it was okay because the husband thinks it's hot for her to fool around. I've heard about people like that.” 
 
    Her face went slack. I saw in her eyes she'd never considered that. 
 
    “People do that? You're teasing me. Really?” 
 
    “Oh yes, and much more.” 
 
    “I don't believe you. Why would a husband allow his wife to do such things?” 
 
    “I don't know. I've seen people doing so many things on the Internet I'll believe anything. People are kinky. You and I are pretty straight-laced, Honey, but even I let you pose for sexy pictures. If she's posing naked with male models clearly her husband is a pretty awesome guy.” 
 
    It took her half a second and then she caught my double meaning and laughed. 
 
    “Exactly.” She moved closer and put a hand on my shoulder. “Actually, my husband is a pretty awesome guy.”  
 
    That seemed to loosen the knot. We returned to the pictures. I made sure she knew how much I appreciated them. I turned away any protest or self-deprecation she attempted. By the time we finished, she had confidence in what she'd done. 
 
    “I did feel sexy, Alex. Brandon knows exactly what to say to me. I trust him so much I'd do anything he told me too. He's a genius. When I saw his photographs I hardly believed it was me. It was exciting. At first I wanted to panic and cover myself but that's what I always do; run and hide, little girl. Not this time. I liked being naked. Is it okay I admit that?” 
 
    She looked down at my limp penis and back at the photos. 
 
    “I sure wish you could fuck me,” she confessed. “Right now.” 
 
    “Me too,” I agreed. She reached for the outtakes and searched until she found her target. 
 
    “I thought this one would piss you off.” 
 
    She handed over the series of three where the penis hit her in the face. 
 
    “I'd had way too much wine by this point,” she explained. “We all had. Brandon gave us instructions but I was busy talking to Gina. He repeated himself, louder, and I realized I'd not been listening so I hurried to comply. Boom. Dick in the face.” 
 
    “Actually, that one is my favorite.” 
 
    She looked at it again and then back up to me. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    She returned her attention to the photograph.  
 
    “The moment wasn't sexual,” she insisted. “We all laughed so hard.” 
 
    I said nothing. She looked at the picture yet again. I saw her eyes moving over the veined shaft and flared head. I remained silent while she examined the cock, wondering what went through her mind. 
 
    “It's so big,” she said at last. “Both of them were. Erik's was bigger but they both were terribly distracting. We had to stop a few times because the guys got too excited. When he gets an erection Erik gets really big.” 
 
    “I bet,” I agreed. Just hearing her say that excited me. 
 
    “And heavy. It hit me with a thump. We all heard the slap. It was hilarious.” 
 
    My heart raced. My limp penis began to rise again. She noticed and gave me a questioning look. 
 
    “My story excites you? Why does this excite you, Alex?”  
 
    I showed her my palms. “Erin, I've never seen you try to be sexy. It happens often but not because you are aiming at it. Even when you dress to go out you don't shoot for sexy, you shoot for classy, for professional, for elegant. I'm blown away seeing you like this. You're like a force of nature. These pictures opened my eyes. You're not just my wife; you're a drop-dead gorgeous babe. Men look at you all the time and I'd gotten used to it. I've been reminded what they see and it is exciting to see you through their eyes.” 
 
    I declined to mention Danny's impact on me too. Recently I've been forced to view her in a much more sexual way.  
 
    She nodded at my erection. “You're hard because a penis slapped my face?” 
 
    I shook my head and took a deep breath and decided to admit the truth. “No, I'm hard because a big cock came so close to your mouth.” 
 
    She looked like I'd slapped her. Absolutely dumbfounded. Stunned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know that makes no sense, Erin, but it's the truth. It just looks hot to me. My pretty wife posed with a fat dick; crude, I know, but crazy sexy. It was made sexier by the fact you're so conservative and proper.”  
 
    She was quiet a long time as she considered my words. I wanted to ask what she thought but I decided she'd tell me when she was ready. I watched her mind turn things over and over, examining them from every angle. 
 
    “Can you cum again already?” she asked, staring at my erection. 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “That's hot. Wait here. I'll get my toy and we can watch each other while we do it.” 
 
    This felt like progress. My penis surged rigid and bright red. She returned minutes later wearing a light green robe and sat across from me. 
 
    “You first,” she murmured, still a little shy.  
 
    I jumped in. My hand started slow but built speed quickly. She opened her robe and slipped the dildo lower. When the tip hit her clit we both gasped. This was really happening! 
 
    Her replica penis looked so real. Because of the pictures I'd just seen and our recent conversations, it was easy for me to imagine a real cock nuzzled her hole. The air left my lungs in a rush. I groaned. Just the idea!  
 
    Erin pushed the cock an inch deep and moaned with intense pleasure. Her eyelids fluttered. She looked so hot! I love it when other men want her. It was a small and easy step to imagine her wanting other men and as soon as my mind went there I discovered that's what really turned me on. My heart hammered and my body temperature shot up.  
 
    The thick cock sank deeper and my wife groaned and rolled her hips. I remembered the masturbation video Danny posted of her; dildo in her pussy, finger in her ass. My balls tightened and I almost shot. If she was fantasizing about double-penetration, who was the second man? Erik? Was she imagining Erik right now? She sank the remaining inches inside her pussy. I stroked as I watched her fuck herself. My orgasm rose fast. Soon she climaxed and I did too right after. 
 
    Three days later our masturbation session showed up on Danny's website. That little fucker had been outside our window the entire time. I was ashamed the world had seen me jacking off until I read the comments below. Everyone was so impressed with how big my load was they nicknamed me the Inseminator, which was pretty cool.  
 
    I was in the office working on a schematic when our doorbell rang and Rascal barked. It was a bright and sunny Saturday morning and I naturally assumed Jehovah Witnesses would greet me when I opened the door, so imagine my surprise when Gina, of photo-shoot fame, stuck out a hand and said, “Hi, I'm Gina, you must be Alex.” 
 
    I shook her hand and invited her in. She wore a light white sundress and lace-up sandals. Her dress scooped low in front and lovely cleavage stared back at me. The hem stopped several inches above her sexy knees.  
 
    “Is Erin home?” She caught me looking. 
 
    I said yes and offered something to drink and then went looking for Erin. I found her in the bedroom dressing to go out. 
 
    “Gina's here?” I said.  
 
    “Oh, good. Early, but that's better than late. Sorry, I forgot to tell you.” 
 
    “What's going on? I had no idea you two even spoke.” 
 
    “Well, we do. Just going to shop a little. You're working at home all day, right?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Will you bring her back here? I want to talk to her about what to wear.”  
 
    I walked Gina back and left them discussing the benefits of cotton. Forty-five minutes later Erin appeared in the office doorway with Gina right behind her. Erin wore a denim skirt and red tank top and by the swaying of her large breasts, no bra. As far as I could remember, she'd never gone out in public without a bra. She seemed nervous but determined and kissed me a few times before saying goodbye. I peeked out the window and watched them climb into Gina's Jeep and drive away.  I was sure bra-less was Gina's idea.  
 
    I went back to work. I'd talk to Erin about Gina later but for now I had a work deadline to hit. I powered through almost three solid hours, taking no breaks and rarely even looking up. Finally, my brain needed a breather so I stood and stretched and walked around the house. I tossed the tennis ball around for Rascal some. I wandered into our master bedroom and there was the debris from Erin getting ready; bras and panties and dresses and skirts all over the bed, makeup on the bathroom counter, shoes littered the floor. She must have tried on a dozen outfits for Gina before told her to go with the skirt and tank-top combo.  
 
    An idea occurred to me and I ran back to the office. If there was even a slight chance Danny followed her today, I wanted to see it. I signed in and there she was, walking through the mall with Gina. Thank goodness for neighborhood stalkers.  
 
    They stopped at every shoe store and fashion boutique then for a coffee. Gina checked her watch and then turned her head. She stood to greet two big muscular guys wearing shorts and polo shirts. Erin stood too and hugs and cheek-kisses went all around. The girls sat and the guys moved around the table to open chairs and that's when I saw their faces; they were the male models from the shoot. This was one big happy family reunion, and Erin had kept it from me.  
 
    Gina and one guy kind of paired up and I was sure that was the guy she'd blown. Danny zoomed in and narrated, “Uh oh, seems our perfect Goddess might have a secret.”  
 
    Erin and Erik had space between them as they talked but after a minute he moved his chair closer and she did not back away. Emboldened, he moved closer still. Danny zoomed all the way in and I witnessed Erin place her hand on Erik's bare thigh, just above his knee, as they talked. It took my breath away. I knew the fat monster those shorts hid and her hand was only inches away. I was sure she must flirt when she's out. She was bound to see attractive men from time to time. But it was a rush to actually watch it. She's never flirted with a man in front of me.  
 
    Her man leaned in and the conversation grew more intimate. Their faces were only inches apart. Erin glanced at Gina frequently, taking cues on how to be a bold, naughty, adventurous wife. When Gina kissed her man, Erin leaned in and kissed Erik! It was just a quick peck on the lips but it was so unlike her. She was so nervous and unsure of herself. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I said out-loud.  
 
    Rascal's head come up to check on me and then settled back down.  
 
    “Something's going on,” Danny said excitedly. “Something is definitely going on. Viewers, that's not her husband. We are watching something momentous here.” 
 
    He was right. No way would Erin cheat on me. No way. Impossible. Yet her hand came up and held his face and she kissed him again, a heartbeat longer this time.  
 
    The floor tilted under me. My wife secretly arranged to meet another man! She was kissing and touching him! She'd left me at home and in the dark and gone out with her new friend to meet boys. The foursome chatted for a while, occasionally kissing or touching arms or legs. Nothing serious or scandalous except the fact she was doing this at all.  
 
    I'm not sure I can describe what I felt. I was hurt, of course, but I was also wildly turned on. I knew in my heart I wasn't watching the end of my marriage. I was watching my conservative wife step-out, take a chance, bend some rules. I was watching Erin explore something new and exciting, some part of herself she'd neglected. I was sure my recent words encouraged her, as well as my encouraging reactions to her photos. I was sure I'd given her encouragement to leave her comfort-zone but I was shocked at how fast she'd acted on it. 
 
    Erik opened his muscular legs wider and sunlight glinted off Erin's wedding ring. I caught my breath, surprised by my own reaction. Danny's voice came over the speakers; “This sucks, viewers, because it looks like something might happen but I can't stay to see it. In just a few minutes I have to leave and get home before my asshole father does.” 
 
    I can tell you I did ten years’ worth of soul-searching in twenty seconds and I came back with an inescapable conclusion; I wanted Erin to cheat on me. I know that sounds crazy and believe me, for a moment I doubted my sanity. I found myself hoping something did happen. My penis started to harden and my balls grew hot and tingly. I pushed my boxers down around my ankles and lightly stroked my penis with my fingertips.  
 
    When Erin slid her hand higher on his leg, I leaned in. Danny zoomed again and I saw the tip of her index finger resting on top of his bulge. Nothing happened for a moment, and then her hand slipped down. Her palm cradled his scrotum through his shorts. I moaned.  
 
    “Do it,” I said. Rascal ignored me but I heard my own words in that room as if someone else spoke them. “Oh fuck, Honey, do it.”  
 
    I saw her hand contract as she gave his equipment a gentle squeeze. Under his clothing his bulge was so much bigger than her hand. The tubular lump in his shorts snaked up to his belt. She had him hard as rock. He scooted his chair closer to the table to give them more cover and pressed his crotch into her hand. They'd chosen a table far from everyone but Erik wanted extra cover. Seconds later I discovered why. He pushed and tugged until he pulled half his cock out the leg of his shorts. It ran along his inner thigh and looked as thick as my wife's wrist. Erin's bare hand circled it as she leaned in to kiss him again. This kiss lasted several seconds. Her hand pulled the loose skin up and down his shaft. She was terribly nervous and kept glancing all around, terrified about getting caught, anxious about her behavior, worried sick she was actually an awful person and horrible wife.  
 
    Holy fucking Christ. 
 
    “Bingo!” Danny exclaimed. “Our Goddess is going to fuck that guy. Mark my words, dear viewers. I am calling it right here and right now. Remember this moment. Her poor cuck husband has no idea. I know him too. He's a nice guy. Too bad. I have to go now but I will follow her more closely over the next few weeks. If I can catch her, I will. Stay tuned!' 
 
    No! The goddamn screen went dark and then a photo of Erin's body with her face blurred appeared as a screen-saver. Fuck! 
 
    I pushed back from the computer and paced. Could I get to that mall in time? Was I even sure which mall it was? Did I truly want to interrupt? No way would Erin just fuck him...would she? I ran a hundred thoughts through my head at the speed of light.  
 
    Three minutes later my phone chimed. I was still considering different ideas. Erin and Gina were on their way home and would I mind barbecuing some steaks tonight? I breathed a sigh of relief. Her public display must have ended only seconds after Danny signed off. I text back that sounded great and stuffed my half-erect penis into my boxers and went looking for clothing. 
 
    What a night it turned out to be. Both girls were tipsy from lunch and they put on a fashion show for me which I thoroughly enjoyed. Unlike Erin, Gina was a complete exhibitionist and paraded comfortably in front of us both, even when wearing almost nothing. I kept their wine glasses full and soon they were goofy and playful, enjoying a nice silly drunk.  
 
    When Gina exited our bedroom wearing matching see-through bra and panties, partially revealing her dark nipples and shaved pussy, Erin got serious and quiet for a moment. I thought jealousy was about to ruin our fun. This was the moment when old Erin reasserted herself and brought our festivities to an end.  
 
    Instead, Erin's eyes roamed Gina's exposed body and pretty face. Some new circuit connected and Erin wrestled with her old ways for a moment and then relaxed and decided to join in. She jumped up and smacked Gina on the butt and entered the bedroom to try on her next outfit. I held my breath. 
 
    When she exited she wore her tiniest bikini. I hadn't seen her wear this item for years. Her big tits spilled out on every side and her ass looked amazing with just a string running up between her cheeks. Gina complained she wanted a bikini too and Erin took her into the bedroom while I waited. When they returned Gina wore a white one I'd never seen on Erin. Erin turned on music and the girls danced like dorks around the living room, holding their wine glasses. I got nervous about spilling on the carpet so I suggested the hot tub and the girls loved the idea. As soon as the suits got wet they loosened. Erin's top had a hard time staying on and after a while she said fuck it and pulled it off over her head. Gina laughed and did the same.  
 
    I kept the wine flowing. You bet I did.  
 
    Soon both girls had stripped and playfully splashed water. My mind reeled. Gina caught Erin's wrist and pulled her close, four big tits mashed together, and kissed her. Erin circled her arms around Gina's head and kissed her back. My wife was officially drunk. 
 
    When they broke Gina said I had to strip too, to be fair, and Erin agreed. When Erin saw my penis she swam close and sucked it in. I couldn't believe it. It seemed a bad time to remind her about the hormone treatment so I kept my mouth shut and enjoyed.  
 
    Gina came over and I felt her hot mouth engulf my balls. I was too stunned to speak, which was good because I probably would've said something stupid and broken the magical spell they were under. Sweet Jesus. I moved up to the ledge and let them work on me, expecting at any second Erin would realize what they were doing and call Gina off. She didn't. I gazed down at my lap as two incredibly hot women slathered my penis and balls, sucking down the length of me. What a sight. They traded places often, sucking and licking every inch of me. It felt and looked amazing. I let them go as long as they wanted. After a while, Erin kissed her way up my body to an ear and whispered, “Enjoying yourself?”   
 
    Of course I agreed instantly.  
 
    “I'm not jealous at all,” she breathed. “What's the harm, really? We should be more adventurous; don't you think?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She kissed her way back down to my penis and joined Gina sucking my dick again. Her comment seemed odd but I let it go. I was way too into what was being done to me.  
 
    Then in a flash I understood; she was making up for her unfaithful afternoon. She was making up for the guilt she felt regarding her lunch date and laying the ground-work for possible future dalliances. What could I say if I'd had my dick sucked by Gina? By allowing me to go first and in a way she could totally control, Erin freed herself to do anything she wanted. Fine with me. I gazed down at the two beauties sucking my penis. Life was suddenly filled with so many more possibilities. I know women; if I got a double blowjob, I was sure Erin felt free to do anything she wanted. 
 
    When I got close to orgasm I said so and Erin pulled Gina away. 
 
    “Stroke it, Alex-Baby. Cum for us. Gina, watch how much he shoots. It's so hot.”  
 
    They leaned back to watch, caressing each other's breasts. Two hot girls watching you jack off is incredibly exciting. I was living a high-school fantasy. I erupted quickly and it was a big load even for me. I spewed sperm everywhere, most of it splashing down into the swirling water, but some of it landing on Erin and Gina's faces. Gina's eyes went huge and she smiled broadly. 
 
    “Oh my fucking God! Erin, Honey, he's amazing!”  
 
    I was still shooting when Gina reached for my dick. Erin stopped her and pulled her close again. They returned to their make-out session but with one eye on me. I shot and shot with their eyes on me and loved every second of it. 
 
    Eventually, we left the tub and headed for the master bedroom and I watched as they devoured each other; lips and tongues and fingers, moans and groans and growls. Gina reached for me a third time but Erin stopped her and said I'm not for touching and at last Gina accepted it. Erin asked me to get the toy and they wildly fucked each other with it. I jacked off again for them and Gina once more raved about the size of my loads. She left around four in the morning, exhausted and happy.   
 
    Erin woke around noon with a massive headache. I expected guilt, shame, and regret. I thought she'd apologize, mortified by what she'd done. Of course, I was absolutely shocked that she'd done it at all, but alcohol has a funny way of making one do things like that. I wasn't all that surprised to discover Erin liked girls too. I'd long noticed how she looked at them, especially the pretty ones. I was shocked she'd shared me with Gina but I sure wasn't complaining and I knew her guilt from lunch played a huge part in that decision.  
 
    “What a night,” she mumbled. I handed her orange juice and Advil. Rascal lay at her feet, like he knew she needed comforting. 
 
    “We got pretty wild,” she murmured. 
 
    She gulped down three Advil and looked at me with bleary eyes. “I bet you had fun.” 
 
    I kept my face passive. “Yeah, it was alright, I suppose. I guess if I have to spend an evening with drunk girls, that was one way to do it. Can we do it again tonight?” 
 
    She punched my thigh. The light was in her eyes so I closed the blinds and returned to the bed. I asked her plans for the day. 
 
    “Probably just lay by the pool to sweat this crap out. You?” 
 
    “Errands. All day. No worries, I can easily do them solo.” 
 
    “Good. Ugh.” 
 
    I helped her get something to eat and then I showered and headed out into the city. Two hours later I'd checked a ton of stuff off my to-do list and stopped at Capriotti's for lunch. I sat all the way in the back and ate and read the news on my laptop. I realized since it was a Saturday, I could possibly check on Erin using Danny's site. It was a long shot with the sun out but I knew his father, David, had left for work this morning. I opened his site.   
 
    Erin was naked! Danny had moved to a hiding spot on his roof and looked down into my backyard. On her back, Erin had her feet draped over the edge and in the pool while the rest of her stretched out on the deck. I saw her phone beside her left hand. Lightning fast I sent a text asking how she was doing and watched her type a reply that she felt better and that the hot sun really helped. I got a thrill watching her text in real-time. I was sure Danny played with his young cock right this minute. I watched for a while but Erin just laid there so I got back to my errands.  
 
    Three days later Erin called from work and apologized for the short notice but asked how would I feel about attending a social function that night. Brandon had entered a few photographs of her in a contest and he'd won in the Black and White category. There was a small party after hours at the Museum of Modern Art starting at eight.  
 
    “Since they're pictures of me I feel obligated to go,” she stated. 
 
    I said no problem. We drove separately from our offices and met downtown. The museum was closed and most of the upper floors darkened as the event was held in a first-floor conference room. I'd estimate about four hundred persons present. On display were works from various photographers and all of them were quite good. Brandon had cropped out most of Erin's face but to those present she was obviously the model. She and Brandon stood beside the giant pictures on the wall. Complete strangers complimented her on her stunning good looks and photogenic bone structure. Weirdos. 
 
    Gina was there and introduced us to her husband, George. The two male models were also in attendance and Brandon introduced them as Erik and Tyler. Of course, thanks to Danny and his camera, I already knew who was who, but I acted surprised and delighted.  
 
    I noted the girls tried to stay away from the boys and acted like they barely knew them, but I caught all four casting knowing glances at each other.  
 
    Erin and I usually mingle separately at parties and that was true this time too. I slowly circled the walls contemplating the framed works and people-watching the hell out of the crowd. What a mix. Erin's winning pose was a black and white nude, taken from the side with her torso twisted. Her body radiated feminine power and grace and Brandon nailed all the lines and shadows. It was truly lovely. In another photo Erin, nude, tangled in a sea of arms and legs which I knew belonged to Gina, Erik, and Tyler, took second place in the Abstract category. I'd never seen this one and wondered if Brandon had others I'd not seen and Erin hadn't mentioned. I scanned the room to ask her but she was gone. I walked the large conference hall, searching, but there were so many people there I found searching for her difficult. Just as I was about to leave the room and search the hallway outside, Gina approached, alone. 
 
    “Erin is gorgeous,” she began, pointing at a near-by portrait. 
 
    “Yes. I'm a lucky man.” 
 
    “Maybe she's lucky too.” She took a step towards me. 
 
    I smiled. “Have you seen her? I wanted to ask a few questions.” 
 
    I couldn't tell you what she did but she did something and gave herself away. In an instant I knew she was trying to distract me, to slow me down.   
 
    “Where is she?” I asked, firmly. 
 
    Her shoulders sagged half an inch. Guilty, she pointed down a long darkened hallway that ended it a huge marble staircase. I looked at her quizzically but she just shrugged again and headed back inside. I went looking for my wife.  
 
    The stairs led to the second floor. The museum was open in the center all the way to the glass ceiling and stars gleamed and twinkled. I stopped to listen and then climbed the next flight too. One more flight up I heard a woman's high-heel clack on the tile floor. I approached quietly. Few lights burned this high and visibility was poor. Many of the smaller rooms were closed. I crept forward silently. A woman's soft moan made me stop. Was that Erin? Beads of sweat jumped up on my upper lip. I inched closer. Around a corner, I heard hushed voices. 
 
    “Erik, stop, I'm married.” 
 
    It was Erin! 
 
    Exercising more self-control than I knew I had, I got to the corner and peeked one eye around. In the shadow of a Monet, Erik had Erin backed against a wall. His hand was under her silky top, kneading a full breast, his other hand held her by the back of her neck as he kissed her. She returned the kiss. She had one hand on his broad chest, slowing him down, and the other gripped the wrist of the hand under her top.  
 
    He let go of her neck and used both hands to lift her blouse, revealing her large tits wrapped in a black lace bra.  
 
    “Erik, stop.” 
 
    Erik stood back. Erin pulled her top somewhat back into place. She pushed her long hair off her face. He said something too low for me to hear and Erin looked anxious. “I do,” she responded, “but it feels wrong.”  
 
    He spoke again in tones too low to hear and I saw on her face how she wrestled with his words. She played with the flesh between her fingers, like she always does when she'd distraught, and chewed her bottom lip. He spoke a third time and after a long hesitation, Erin answered with a soft simple, “Yes.” 
 
    He stepped close and kissed her again. This time her arms circled his thick neck. They kissed passionately for several minutes and Erik's hands found her tits again, although this time on top of her clothing. She let him caress and fondle them. Her body was stiff and her movements tentative. She had serious reservations. 
 
    Her hand drifted down his chest and stomach to cup his cock and balls. 
 
    My dick was hard as diamond. 
 
    I stepped out from the shadows. 
 
    Erik had his back to me so he did nothing but Erin froze, panic in her big pretty eyes. I watched her, my eyes blazing with lust and arousal. Erin held her lips to his, eyes welded to mine, waiting for my reaction. After a heartbeat, I drew my zipper down and pulled out my painfully erect penis. She looked directly at it and then back to my eyes. Her initial panic retreated some, replaced by curiosity. I took three steps closer.  
 
    Erik still had no idea. Erin was confused. I started stroking my hard dick. When Erik again lifted the front of her shirt, she let him and a moment later her gorgeous full tits came into view. She again waited for my reaction. He pushed down the front of the lacy cup and a stiff nipple flipped free. He closed his hot mouth on it and Erin's head tilted back slightly and her lips parted. Erik sucked. Erin bit her bottom lip. I took two steps closer. 
 
    Her panic drained away bit by bit, replaced by a growing lust and desire. As each second passed and I did not explode in rage, her worry evaporated and her excitement increased. I was sure she felt her double blowjob gambit was about to bear fruit.  
 
    Erik began opening the buttons of her blouse until her shirt spread wide. Her bra clasped in front and he opened it and her big tits swelled as she filled her lungs with air. He dropped his mouth to swallow a nipple whole and Erin's eyelids fluttered. 
 
    “Oh... God...” she groaned.  
 
    Erik gave a low bestial growl and pushed her tit farther into his mouth. With one hand he got her started rubbing his cock through his pants again. She felt his firm erection and pumped her hand twice and met my eyes. Confusion had her head spinning. 
 
    “Alex...? Honey? I'm... I don't...” 
 
    I took three steps closer. I was close enough to tap Erik on the shoulder, but I didn't. From Erin's words he became aware of me and he turned to look at me, reading my face, taking note of my penis in hand. He grinned and gave me a jerk of his chin in greeting and then returned his mouth to my wife's nipple. 
 
    She gasped. “Alex, Erik, I can't, we mustn't. Married. I'm married. Oh fuuuuck, Erik, stop, please... Alex.” 
 
    Of course, he did not stop. This was not the first wife Erik had stolen. He didn't wait for her. He pulled down his zipper and fished out his huge naked cock. Even in this poor light I saw the size of it. Her hand circled him and his hot flesh against her palm melted her. 
 
    “Baby, Alex, what's happening? What are we doing? He's in my hand, Honey.” 
 
    Until this moment I hadn't realized just how much I really wanted this to happen. I held my tongue. Other than not exploding with jealousy, I gave her no encouragement. I wanted her to want it independent of me. Would she do something right in front of her husband? Her eyes pleaded with me for direction or guidance, but I gave her neither. My face was a blank, my stiff penis the only indicator of my feelings. All the next steps would be taken by her.  
 
    Her hand began pumping him. He fed on her big tits and hard nipples and desire built inside her. She searched my face for any hint, any help at all., and I gave her nothing. I saw her willpower fading. I saw the conflict in her eyes; she couldn't possibly, not right in front of me, not while her loving husband stood there and watched. What kind of girl was she?  
 
    She was that kind of girl. With a deeply felt groan she sank to her knees and pushed all she could take into her mouth. His head leaned back and his hands went to her hair. She sucked hard and then our eyes locked as she sucked another man's cock. In that instant, I almost came. I had to stop stroking. She looked stunning, gorgeous, sexier than I'd ever seen her. Inside her was this nasty stripper, this hidden whore. She sucked until she gagged and licked until spit dripped to the museum floor.  
 
    I watched her suck his cock for a long time until Erik lifted her to her feet and lay her down on top of a low marble bench. “Woman with a Parasol” gazed down on my wife as her lover pushed her skirt up her thighs. Her panties matched her bra. He hooked his fingers to pull them down but she clutched at them, her last line of defense. 
 
    “I can't,” she croaked, pleading to me, not him. “What's happening? God, Alex, tell me.” Her eyes darted to his big cock. “Baby, please, I need to know.”    
 
    He turned to look over a shoulder at me, his long fat cock pointed directly at my wife's pussy. Did I really want to see this? Was this what I wanted, really? 
 
    He tugged her panties again but she fought him, waiting for me. His big dick throbbed with urgent desire.  
 
    “Baby?” she whimpered. Her eyes returned to his inseminating spear. Erik wanted her so badly his member was dark reds and purples.  
 
    One heartbeat, two heartbeats...and then Erin could stand no more. With a deep moan of surrender, she released her flimsy underwear and Erik eagerly drew them down her legs. Her thighs parted slightly and she looked down her tummy at his rampant monster. Her head lolled as she seemed to swoon just a bit and then her gaze came back up to his big cock. The want in her eyes thrilled me. 
 
    She reached for his shirt and pulled him forward. I held my breath. I dared not even touch myself. I was sure I'd spew everything in a massive fountain of sperm. Erin looked so heartrendingly erotic and sexy. My wife opened her legs even wider to him and he settled between them. I couldn't see because of all the clothing, but I knew the moment of their mating by her heartfelt gasp and his throaty growl. He was inside her. Not six feet away, another man was now inside my beautiful wife, bare naked, fucking her with his large rock-hard cock. 
 
    I sank to my knees beside her. I took her hand and kissed a knuckle. Her eyes were locked to his as his hips began to rise and fall. Her mouth opened in silent passion and her body shook with each thrust. She squeezed my hand. 
 
    He started fucking her harder, jolting her body. She closed her eyes tightly and her legs lifted and wrapped around his waist. Inches from my face he pushed her blouse away and feasted on her big tits, fucking her with smooth powerful strokes. I saw her savoring every intense inch of him. Not only had she not been fucked for months, she'd never had a cock this size. Not even close. The slurping sounds of her wetness filled our little area. 
 
    When she opened her eyes she found me.  
 
    “Alex, uuunnnhh Baby, this is crazy,” she breathed. “Mmmm, he's inside me.” 
 
    I couldn't argue but crazy is not always a reason to avoid something. I squeezed her hand harder. Her legs crossed at the ankles behind his ass, pulling his cock deeper on every thrust. He leaned in to kiss her and her eyes left mine. They kissed like love-starved teens and his hips pounded faster. Her grip on my hand increased until she gasped in amazement. 
 
    “Oh! Alex...I'm going to cum. Already? Oh fuck. I don't believe it. Oh! He's so big, Baby. He's so big. Oh! Oh fuck! Oh here it cums, yeaaaaaaah, fuuuuuck! Aaaaaaaaaahhhh!” 
 
    Erik covered her mouth with a large hand while he chewed roughly on her nipple. My wife screamed as her body clenched and a powerful orgasm gripped her. Her eyes were wide with disbelief. I'd given her plenty of orgasms but never solely from penetration and she was dumbfounded and stunned, shocked as her own cunt desperately clutched his hard and unyielding tool. She gasped for breath beneath his smothering hand and a second wave of pleasure slammed her against the bench. Her body writhed until I expected to hear bones crack. The relentless piston of his hips gave my wife no place to run and no place to hide. Her orgasm consumed her. She couldn't get away from it.  
 
    I knew a lot was the pent-up frustration of my sexual absence, but I did not kid myself. I saw exactly what fucking him and his massive cock did to her. She wanted him so much. He moved his fat inches in and out until her climax peaked, bounced along in the stratosphere, and then spiked and broke. Her muffled cries and gasps escaped from under his hand.  
 
    She returned to earth slowly. His thrusting hips slowed until she opened her eyes and remembered where she was. For an instant she seemed about to cry but I leaned in and kissed her lovingly, tender and gentle. He was still inside my wife, moving slowly, as we gazed at each other and kissed again. Her eyes were huge with astonishment. We kissed again. 
 
    “He's inside me,” she stated once more, like she needed to hear it to grasp it. I watched her face intently as Erik fucked her. When we parted, her eyes held a million questions. I gave her no time to ask them. 
 
    “Hi,” I said, offering Erik my hand. “I'm Alex, her husband. We need to reappear at the party or people will talk and those are some of the Las Vegas elite, so I'd like to avoid that. If you want to finish this,” I circled my hand to including all three of us, “I'd like to join the gala for thirty minutes or so and then head back to our home where you two can continue and finish properly.” 
 
    Erin gave me a look of pure shock and then covered her face with both hands. Erik considered a moment and then grinned. He lifted his body off hers and slowly withdrew his fleshy harpoon from my wife's guts. He gleamed with her juices.  
 
    “Hell yes I'd like that,” he grinned. 
 
    I turned to Erin. “Do you want this to continue, yes or no?” 
 
    She nodded, uncovering her face but trying to hide her breasts. She tried to straighten her clothing, tugging her skirt over her naked pussy. I picked up her panties and stuffed them in my pocket.  
 
    “Alex, what are you doing? Baby, he was just inside me. Do you understand that? This is crazy. What are we doing?”  
 
    “Something we've wanted for a long time. Something neither of us could admit.”  
 
    Erik rose to his feet, his cock towering over us as he fixed his clothing. She looked up at it and I swear I saw a flicker of affection in her gaze. She loved what that thing had done to her. He tucked his now semi-hard penis back into his clothing and helped me dress Erin. We took the elevator down; he took the stairs. Erin's legs were weak so I helped her. At the bottom of the stairs she stopped me. 
 
    “Alex, wait, talk to me. What are we doing? You just let another man fuck me. How could you do that? Why aren't you furious? Are you really going to let him fuck me again? In our home? In our bed?” 
 
    I faced her and took her hands in mine. “Erin, my love, we aren't going back to our place so Erik can fuck you, we are going back to our place so I can watch Erik fuck you all night. I don't care if it's risky or wrong or immoral; he wants it, I want it, and most of all, you want it. We are consenting adults. We can do what we want. Fuck the rules. Fuck normal. When you look at him I see how much you want him. I caught you looking at his cock. It's okay, I'm not upset. If I'm truthful, it turns me on. Tonight is going to happen and I'm going to love it and I know you will too. We will deal with consequences later.” 
 
    She peered deep into my eyes, seeking answers. She must have found them. I felt a shiver race up her body. She heard the certainty in my voice, the inevitability of what was coming for her. I know she imagined herself in our bed with Erik. 
 
    “Oh my God.” Her voice trembled. She dropped her gaze to the marble floor. 
 
    “Yes, oh my God,” I echoed. “No guilt. No shame. I can't say if this will ever happen again after tonight, but it is definitely happening.” 
 
    I hugged her and she leaned on me. She was still weak from her earth-shaking orgasm but now that I'd hit her with this news she could barely stand. We aimed for the ballroom, her strength slowly returning, and reentered the party. We mingled and played it cool but I saw the signs; Erin was shaken. She was tremendously conflicted by what we'd just done. As the rush and the adrenaline drained away, conflict grew in her. After twenty minutes she pulled me aside.  
 
    “Honey, I can't do this. I can't believe we just did that! How can you possibly want it to happen again?” 
 
    I took both her hands again. I spoke firmly. “You're right, it is crazy, but it's also the hottest thing I've ever seen. I loved it. If you can honestly tell me you do not want Erik again, I'll call it off. Tell me right now you don't want it.” 
 
    She held my gaze, tormented, conflicted. She said nothing. She wanted him. 
 
    “I'll let you fuck him, Honey. You looked so sexy. I swear I'm not jealous, I'm turned on.” 
 
    She shook her head, muttering, “This is madness...” 
 
    She raised her eyes to mine. 
 
    “Do you want his big cock, Erin?” 
 
    “Alex!” 
 
    I grinned. “If you want, tomorrow we go back to our old ways. Tonight will be a one-time experience. We can talk about it when we're old and wrinkled.” 
 
    She turned her gaze to the crowd but saw right through them.  
 
    “Okay,” she said at last. She nervously chewed her lips. Her resistance was crumbling fast. I knew she was picturing Erik. 
 
    “He feels so good inside me,” she murmured. “Too good.” 
 
    That comment sent blood surging and I discreetly took her hand and placed it on my bulge. Her eyes narrowed. She squeezed my penis and smiled.  
 
    “He's big, Honey. Big. His cock is much bigger than yours. Is it okay I say that?” 
 
    More blood raced to my erection and she felt it. 
 
    “Can't fake that,” she chuckled. She shook her head in disbelief. “This is insane.” 
 
    I spotted Erik across the room talking to Gina and her husband. I told Erin to wait for me and approached their little group. I spoke directly to Erik. “We're ready.”    
 
    Gina and her husband grinned like fools. They knew. Erik nodded and kissed Gina's hand. I gave Erik our home address for his GPS and told George it was nice meeting him. If he knew his wife had blown me, he didn't show it. Next I thanked Brandon for the invitation and let him know Erin and I were leaving. 
 
    Erin squirmed and fidgeted all the way home. She was the lamb being led to slaughter. After about ten minutes of silence she turned to me in the dark car and said, “I guess we better stop on the way home and buy condoms. There's a drug store up here on the corner. Will you run in and get them? I'm too embarrassed.” 
 
    I was looking at her as I drove past the store, my heart pounding. She rolled her eyes in disbelief. I felt strange admitting it but I wanted him inside her bare naked. Erin made an exasperated look as the drug store sailed by and then looked down at her hands in her lap.  
 
    “Okay then,” she murmured, shifting in her seat.  
 
    Erik was parked at the curb and standing on our porch when we pulled into the garage. I headed for the front door and Erin headed for the shower. I introduced Erik to Rascal and they instantly liked each other. Erik and I killed some awkward time in the living room, trying to talk about sports and ignoring the fact he was in our home to fuck my wife. Every few minutes I'd get a rush of anxiety and a change of heart, but it passed in seconds, replaced by burning lust. I'd wanted this for a long time but without knowing exactly what it was.  
 
    Erin called to us from the master bedroom and we walked the long hallway to it. As we entered the room, Erik and I stopped and stared. She stood next to the bed wearing lingerie from our wedding night; a sheer snow-white teddy and thigh-high stockings. The poignant irony stabbed my heart; she'd worn it for me, now she wore it for him. She was terribly nervous and trying to act cool. I saw it and Erik did too, but Erik knew what to do.  
 
    He swirled his drink and approached her. He was so calm, so confident. He spoke in soft tones, too low for me to hear, and tipped his glass to her lips. She took several large gulps. He softly touched her hair, ignoring, for the moment, her spectacularly displayed body. When he saw her take a deep breath, he kissed her tenderly. She glanced at me after the kiss and I gave her an encouraging smile.  
 
    This was really happening. 
 
    She finished his drink and they kissed a little more and then he stood back to admire her incredible beauty. I saw it too and she took my breath. Her tits seemed ready to burst from the bra. Her round ass stretched her tiny panties. The hint of nipple through the lace dumped adrenaline into my blood.  
 
    He deftly removed his sports coat and shoes and unbuttoned his shirt, which joined his jacket over the back of a chair. He unbuckled his belt and Erin fixed her nervous eyes to mine, searching, but I just smiled reassuringly again. She licked her dry lips. 
 
    Erik stepped out of his pants, revealing the absurd bulge of his underwear. His body was chiseled stone. Erin raised a finger to her mouth and bit the tip. Her eyes were glued to his boxer briefs. She was about to be reunited with his powerful cock and could barely contain herself. Erik found the waistband with his thumbs and pulled them down, freeing the monster trapped behind them. He'd fucked her just an hour ago but this was the first I'd seen it in clearly. It was a skin-colored tusk arcing out from his hips and curving gently towards our floor. Healthy veins ran the length with an especially thick one tracing a crooked path along the side from base to head. His ball sack was a hairless purse containing two large hen-eggs. Erin was mesmerized.  
 
    Erik moved closer to her and lifted the lacy cape from her shoulders and dropped it to the floor.  
 
    He looked at me. “You okay?” 
 
    I was oddly touched by his kindness. I doubt I would have thought to do the same in his place. I gave him a quick nod and he returned his full attention to Erin, who now stood on trembling legs, breathing through a partially open mouth. Her eyes left his rampant cock long enough to look at me and I saw desperate desire and fear. She licked her dry lips again. 
 
    “Alex?” she croaked. 
 
    I had no words so I unzipped my pants and pushed them down. My throbbing erection, half his size, maybe, bounced before me. Erin looked at it. No words would convince her how I really felt as effectively as my hard-on, and we both knew it. Her shoulders straightened as her last hesitation fled her body. She turned her attention back to Erik and circled his neck with her arms. They kissed deeply and she took a small step forward, lifting his cock with her fingertips.  
 
    His hot hard cock slid up between them, trapped against their stomachs. Erik placed his hands on her hips and pulled her tightly against him. 
 
    I cast off the rest of my clothing and moved to a nearby shadow. My penis ached for release. My mind could not believe what I saw. This was one of those rare occasions when reality surpassed fantasy. So often life does not live up to our dreams but in this instance it lived up to and exceeded. Another man, nude, hung, hard, ran his fingertips over my lace covered wife. Erin barely kept her balance, dizzy and euphoric. 
 
    At the museum billowy clothing had hidden their bodies from me. I knew what happened between them but I couldn't see it. This time I saw everything.   
 
    Everything.  
 
    My mind had toyed with this idea for a long time, danced all around it, unable to approach directly because it was too intense, too outrageous. Now here it was; unfiltered and real. I groaned. Erin gasped. Briefly I caught a glimpse of his angry turgid cock sandwiched between them and a sense of inevitability welled up in me. Soon that monster would be inside my wife and I would do nothing to stop it.  
 
    When Erin stepped back she was breathing hard. I smelled her arousal. His cock was frighteningly large, topped with a bright pink head, anchored by heavy testicles at the base. With Erik's eyes burning onto her, my wife undressed, revealing her body slowly, offering herself to him. His eyes devoured her. The lines of her ripe and womanly body drove my heartbeat. She looked so sexy. Her panties fell to the floor and she stepped out of them. Her thin bra loosened and dropped. Her ribs rose and fell from excited breathing. 
 
    Once she was nude she knelt before him and pulled his cock down to her welcoming mouth. The large head barely fit but she forced it deep, eager to consume as much as she could. Her lips stretched into a wide O and her cheeks dented as she sucked. Her hands came from underneath to cup his hefty balls and roll them around inside their loose bag.  
 
    I was stunned by how hot a cock in her mouth looked to me. The sight triggered some erotic response buried deep in my brain. My entire body ached from an over-load of sexual tension and stimulation. She pulled him out of her mouth and spoke briefly. 
 
    “I can taste me on you, from earlier.” She smiled and slid him back in. 
 
    He let her suck his meat for a long time but I kept my hand away from my penis. I was already too close to ejaculation and I wanted to save it for something monumental. My wife lavished attention up and down his hard inches, licking each vein, swabbing the head, tonguing the slit. She sucked each testicle gently as she stroked his shaft. Finally, he helped her stand and walked her backwards toward the bed. When her hamstrings touched she sat and then leaned back. Her strong shapely legs opened to him in a warm invitation. Her swollen pussy lips parted.  
 
    This was nothing like the museum. 
 
    He crawled onto the bed, kissing a trail up her legs, across her tummy, over her tits. Inch by inch his thick spear moved closer to her vaginal opening. When their lips touched, the tip of his cock nudged her inner-labia. Her hips rolled slightly, trying to capture him.  
 
    At the last moment, she remembered and turned her head to me. Our eyes met but she was only being respectful; she was already his. I saw in her eyes if I demanded she stop, she wouldn't. At this moment her need vanquished her vow.  
 
    He sank his pelvis and drove his cock many inches into her. Her moan of mind-bending pleasure squeezed my heart. My balls twitched and my sphincter pulsed and with a grunt a jet of warm sperm flew from me before I could stop it. Erin saw it and any last shred of reservation or hesitation fled. She faced Erik. 
 
    “You're so beautiful,” she breathed. “I want to be fucked by you. I've wanted to be fucked by you from the moment I saw you. You are such a beautiful man. Fuck me, Erik. I want to make you cum. I want to feel you explode deep inside me.” 
 
    I had to fight back another spurt escaping.  
 
    Erik sank his cock deep and my wife groaned with satisfaction. Her legs drew up as she offered him everything and he hooked his arms behind her knees. In moments he smoothly sawed that massive cock in and out of her, eventually working himself deep enough only his balls remained visible, smothering her asshole when he was fully buried. 
 
    This was the most exciting thing I'd ever seen. 
 
    Erin lost her mind. The excitement of a new lover, combined with her weeks of secret flirting and growing desire, combined with my presence bearing witness to her infidelity, culminating in a steel-hard and over-sized cock plowing her cunt, unprotected and intent on inseminating her, was simply more than she could handle.  
 
    Her first orgasmic screech rattled our bedroom windows. Her legs shook like she was electrocuted and her face and neck flushed brilliant crimson. Her nipples were diamonds and the sounds of her drenched cunt filled our room. She filled her lungs with air and when that first climax hammered her brain she let loose with an impassioned howl followed by a stream of indecipherable moans and gasps. For several minutes her body was out of control, writhing beneath Erik, pinned to the bed by his cock.  
 
    No way was this the woman I married. Erik pounded her through her climax. His face was twisted with intense pleasure. He hammered Erin's tight pussy until he couldn't take any more and then arched his back and bellowed for her to take every drop, his deeply buried cock spewing hot baby nectar far up inside her. Erin hugged him tightly, wrapping her legs around his and her hands squeezing his ass and pulling him deep.  
 
    I reached for my penis and stroked like a demon. This was the moment I craved most. I don't know why it affected me so much but it did; as Erik pump Erin full of sperm I groaned my incredible erotic pleasure and released a pent-up flood of lava. My orgasm started just as his finished and I shot and shot and shot some more, long white ropes of sticky cum flying out of me and landing on our bedspread. She kissed him wildly, all over his lips and face, as he forced the last precious drops of his essence into her.  
 
    I dropped back into my chair. My penis still throbbed. My eyes remained glued to their tangled bodies and my mind reeled by what I saw. That was Erin. That was my wife under him. That was the love of my life and future mother of my kids. The moment was monumental. 
 
    They stayed bonded. His heavy cock stuffed her tight little pussy and she gripped it firmly. Unless he intentionally pulled his cock from her it would remain. They lay together, his massive penis a plug to trap his flood of sperm. Erin looked absolutely content.  
 
    I left the bedroom and returned with small bottles of water for us all. He held Erin's to her lips and she sipped. She murmured something I missed and Erik looked over a shoulder at me and smiled. 
 
    “I'm sure he's fine with this,” he said. 
 
    He kept his cock inside my wife and propped himself up on one elbow. Erin adjusted beneath him and asked if I was okay. Before I answered I gazed at their merged genitalia and sweaty bodies.  
 
    “I'm great,” I replied. 
 
    We shared an hour of slightly awkward small-talk, sipping our water and chatting. They lay together while I sat on the floor. His hands roamed her body, learning her breasts, her hips, her curves. In time he stiffened again and she pulled his lips down to hers. He began moving inside her again, holding her arms above her head. After a minute or so he moved and rolled her face down. I saw his thick cock slicing in and out of her sopping hole, his previous load collecting like droplets of milk in a ring around her labia. 
 
    She had no guilt this time, no shame whatsoever. She welcomed his desire and over a shoulder kissed him hot and salaciously. Soon he was pounding her once more, ripping cries of joy from her throat as he growled like an animal in her ear. She fucked him back with total abandon. In this moment she was neither married or civilized. She was the Eternal Whore at the mercy of a huge thrusting cock and she could not get enough of it. Her orgasm smashed into her like a truck and she screamed into her pillow. It was so easy for him to make her climax. I felt a twinge of jealousy. His penis had the power to drive her over the edge with nothing more than its presence moving inside her. She sobbed with joy and pushed her ass back at him.  
 
    Minutes later her toes curled and he tore another powerful orgasm from her. She bawled out his name and begged him to keep fucking her. His hands circled her small waist and he drove deep again and again until Erin urged him to fill her pussy with his seed. He bore down and hammered her cunt until at last he spurted semen directly into her womb. 
 
    He dropped on top of her like a cadaver. Neither moved a muscle. Only the rising and falling of their chests told me they still lived. As before, his cock remained inside her, deflating slowly. I yearned to cum again. 
 
    An hour later they went at it again. We'd all been talking when she abruptly kissed him and pushed him onto his back. She threw a leg over and nestled her dripping pussy against his log. She combed his hair off his face. 
 
    “You're so good-looking,” she gushed. “Like, Hollywood gorgeous, you know? Movie-star gorgeous. I love looking up and seeing you above me.”  
 
    She grinned and lowered a nipple to his mouth. He sucked gently. “And your big cock feels soooo gooood.”  
 
    She waited for my adverse reaction and then continued, holding his mouth to her tit like a baby. “Erik, I could fuck you every day. I doubt my sweet husband would indulge me like that but honestly, that's what I want. I still can't believe the three of us have arrived at this place but now that we're here, I'm going to want a lot more.”  
 
    Her eyes were hopeful. Erik sucked her stiff nipple and squeezed her big tits.  
 
    “Baby-girl,” He crooned. “I feel the same way about you. You're a sexy mother-fucker. I've fucked Victoria Secret models that can't hold a candle to you, and I'm not exaggerating or making that up.” 
 
    Wow. Erin blushed and melted at the same time. It may have been a line but it worked regardless. She ground her pussy on his shaft and kissed him deeply. I watched their tongues loop and swirl. Moments later, he started to rise again and soon curved up between her ass cheeks. She lifted her hips and lined him up and guided him in. Her sopping pussy lips spread into a wide ring as they expanded to envelope him. I watched his inches disappear as she sank down onto him. 
 
    I said nothing to her, but at that moment I was willing to let him move in with us. I loved watching her fuck. I loved her intense desire for him. I admit it worried me a little, but not enough to do anything about it. My wife craved his cock in ways she'd never craved mine and it was a raw and gorgeous spectacular. Insecurity nibbled at me but lust overshadowed it.  
 
    By morning, they'd mated twice more. I jacked off again watching them. During their last fuck I held her in my arms, my back against the headboard, her back against my chest, my legs stretched out along hers. My body shook with each pounding thrust as he bore down and hammered her cunt. Her heat and sweat turned me on and the animal sounds she made were nothing I'd ever heard from her. When she came I groaned right along with her. When he came he reached under my ass and pinned her between us and filled her cunt with hot semen. 
 
    We all slept briefly and then he was dressed and out the door to an appointment with a promise to do it all again soon. Erin and I slept a few more hours and then woke.  
 
    We showered and went out for breakfast, avoiding talk about last night. I thought Erin would be a girl and need to share her feelings right away. I expected her to start explaining and justifying and consoling, but I was wrong. I saw her mind chewing on what we'd done but she was not ready to talk about it, so I kept my mouth shut and patiently waited. I reasoned we both had a lot to process before we could have an objective conversation. I was surprised to see how quickly she adapted to this new wrinkle in our relationship. I'd worried guilt and shame would crush her but she'd moved beyond all that last night.  
 
    Images of our night floated through my head. Erin would want more and soon. I wondered how long until she asked if we could do it all again. I guessed three days, maybe two. My wife would last no more than seventy-two hours before her desire for Erik would push her to break her vows again. At least, that's what my gut told me.  
 
    Gina called and wanted to know every detail and Erin told her everything, effusing like a school girl, giggling and describing in detail Erik's hard body, manly cock, and sexual prowess. Apparently while the emotions were difficult to discuss, the sex was easy. I heard Gina ask if Erin would do it again and Erin gushed yes. Gina then asked how I was doing and Erin looked right at me. 
 
    “He's great. He loved watching his pretty wife act like a slut, although I guess it wasn't acting, was it? Gina, this is crazy. You were right; Alex and I do feel closer. I wish I'd done earlier like you suggested. I'm going to invite Erik back tonight.” 
 
    Boom.  
 
    I'd been way off. My slut wanted his cock again right now. 
 
   
  
 

 After breakfast we ran errands together. A hundred times throughout our day I was hit anew with the realization my wife had fucked another man. Right that moment, as she walked next to me, she carried seed from another man. Her nipples were still tender because of another man. Her pussy was still puffy because of another man. Her eyes were bright and her smile contagious because of another man. I experienced waves of erotic pleasure I never knew existed. Every time I considered what she'd done from a new angle, I got excited all over again. By afternoon my balls ached. I'd read once that a man's testicle produced more sperm when he knows he's in competition with another male and I can tell you, today my balls worked overtime.  
 
    Just after lunch we were walking through the mall, holding hands, and she pulled me aside by a stand of palms trees. She took both my hands and gazed meaningfully into my eyes. She drew a deep breath. I held mine. She glanced around nervously.  
 
    “Alex,” she began, her voice low and quivering, “I fucked another man.” 
 
    She waited for my reaction. When I didn't, she went on. 
 
    “I fucked another man.” 
 
    Her eyes bore into mine as if this statement of fact would somehow hit me and shake me and I would finally understand the reality. 
 
    “I know, Baby, I was there.” 
 
    She shook her head in disbelief. 
 
    “I fucked another man. I can still feel him inside me. I'm full of him.” 
 
    I met her eyes. This was her confessional and probably the only time she would ever bring it up again. Erin is not one to dwell. I squeezed her hands. 
 
    “Honey, I understand, believe me.”  
 
    I leaned closer to drive my words home. 
 
    “Just as I understand he's going to fuck you again.” 
 
    She shivered. She glanced around again, concern etched into her face. 
 
    “I'm scared,” she admitted. “I never ever, ever imagined this but now that it's happened, I love it. I'm frightened by how much I love it. Words can't convey to you how much I love it.” 
 
    I hugged her until her tense body relaxed and shoppers stared.  
 
    “This is real,” she murmured. “We are really going to do this.” 
 
    I hugged her tighter. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Late afternoon she actually did invite Erik back again and he knocked on our door just after nine. I watched my wife undress him tenderly. I gasped a little as she lowered his pants and that menacing cock again stole my breath.  
 
    She ran her fingers along the sensitive underside and enjoyed the solid weight of it. She smiled. He was too big for her small pussy, plain and simple, but that only made her crave him more. She loved being forcibly stuffed with his fat and veiny cock.  
 
    This time Erin was an animal. All reservations and hesitations were gone. Our marriage had passed a test and she was free to act however she felt. Our bedroom filled with her groans and his growls. She attacked his cock, riding him, sucking and licking him, offering her soaked pussy for his pleasure. She climaxed more easily this time, and more often. Honestly, she'd never acted this sexual at any time with me and I loved watching it even if it sometimes hurt to see.  
 
    He left around four in the morning and then Erin asked me to jack off for her. My load was a huge fountain of milk and she played with her dripping pussy while I shot.  
 
    On Thursday I got home before she did and started a pot of water for spaghetti. I heard the garage door open and faced the door, expecting to see my wife.  
 
    I did, but she wasn't alone. 
 
    She'd left work an hour early to meet Gina for a drink and Gina had surprised her by bringing Erik along too. After one drink Erin could wait no longer and they'd said goodbye to a disappointed Gina and come straight home.  
 
    Erin's eyes were wild with excitement. Erik stuck out a fist, which I bumped. She kissed my lips and took Erik's hand, dragging him towards our bedroom. I turned off the fire under the water, shut off the lights, and closed the blinds. By the time I got to the bedroom Erin was naked and undressing Erik and the shower was running. I watched her suck his fat cock through the frosted glass of the shower-stall. They soaped up and then dried off and Erin climbed onto our bed on all fours and lowered her face to the comforter. Her gorgeous ass beckoned Erik and he moved around behind her.  He was incredibly stiff. He bent his dick to line up with her wet pussy and then worked it in. He held her ass with both hands as he slowly built up speed.  
 
    Erin came so fast! She buried her face in my pillow and cried out as her pussy convulsed around his stiff shaft. I marveled at how quickly he got to her and her sheer joy at being filled by him. He kept fucking her and I heard her voice rise and fall and rise again as a second orgasm slammed her. This one made her scream into the bed. Erik did not hold back and within moments pumped his massive load deep inside. He twitched and jerked as his cock emptied.  
 
    When he pulled out, Erin rolled onto her back and drew her knees up, a slight smile on her lips. Erik stood over her, a strand of semen hung from his dick as he drooped, slowly deflating. 
 
    “That was hot,” she purred. She was so coy.  
 
    I undressed and joined them in bed and we sandwiched Erin between us. She giggled with joy. I played with her tits while he kissed her from behind. He spent the night and got ready in the morning with us. I left first and the last sight I had was Erik kissing Erin in our kitchen before she left for work. 
 
    That Saturday we went out for dinner and a movie. She always turns heads but tonight she wore a short black skirt and a tight, slightly see-through, white stretch cotton top. Most surprising, she wore no bra. Small faint circles revealed her nipples. I was uncomfortable for about thirty minutes and then I began to love the attention she received. Look away if you don't like it, assholes.  
 
    We ordered and when the food arrived we dug in. Both of us had eaten too little that day and I felt my energy coming back. She took a sip of wine and swallowed. 
 
    “So, Alex, how do you feel about everything we've done?” 
 
    I chewed and swallowed.  
 
    “Erin,” I stated, very matter-of-fact, “I'll be honest; I love it. Your excitement feds my excitement.” 
 
    She leaned over the table.  
 
    “Alex, I can't believe it's real! We were such an average, predictable, middle of the road couple. I took a chance and posed for some sexy pictures and boom, all this explodes in such a short time. Was it always there, lurking beneath the surface, waiting for a chance to show itself? Or did we acquire it along the way?” 
 
    “We came so close to missing all this completely. I think it was always there, I guess” 
 
    “I want sex all the time now, Alex. I think about it all day.” 
 
    I smiled. Every husband wants to hear that. Funny though, she probably did not mean sex with me. 
 
    “I love your outfit tonight, Erin.” 
 
    She looked down, checking on the dark circles of her nipples. “I used to hate the attention, even though I sometimes did things to draw it. I was conflicted. Now I love it.” 
 
    “Why not? It's all hot as Hell.” 
 
    “Good, because I have an idea. I did pictures, now I want to make a video for you. I know Brandon would love it. You can take it with you when you travel. You can jack-off to it whenever you want. Can I make one? I'm thinking costumes and make-up and everything.” 
 
    I was about to say of course when my mind finally made the connection; video. Danny.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    I needed to check his website as soon as we got home. How could I have forgotten all about him? If he had been filming any of these past few nights he now had a video record of my wife's infidelity. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Distracted, I muttered, “That sounds exciting, Honey.”  
 
    We finished dinner and walked around the lake afterward, talking and being a happily married couple, but a big part of my mind was on Danny.  
 
    I need less sleep than Erin so as soon as I had her tucked into bed I practically ran to the office. Seven clicks later I watched Erik fuck Erin while I jacked off.  
 
    Oh. My. God. Our most intimate moments were out in the world and spreading rapidly. Danny, and all his minions, and who knew how many others, all knew my wife fucked another man right in front of me. Danny had it all; everything from that first night with Erik and his return the next night and his triumphant return a few nights later. Inspired, Danny had climbed into our yard and zoomed right through the window. He recorded everything. He had Erik's sperm dripping from her vagina. He had Erin swallowing as Erik fed her. He had Erin cuddling up to Erik as they rested between fuck sessions and then getting him hard again so he could pound her once more, all while I sat there and watched. She looked like a cock-loving sex-fiend. Erik looked like a demigod. I looked like a cuckold pervert.  
 
    The comments under the videos were scorching hot as Dan's viewers went crazy for Erin. Many guys wished they were Erik. A few had less than flattering things to say about me; how I could I allow it, what kind of man was I, if Erin was their woman they'd never allow it, and on and on. Almost all of them wanted Danny to reveal who she was so they could try their luck with her. They tried bribing him if he would just give a hint where she lived. Thankfully, he did not.  
 
    I thought now was the time I should make him shut it all down but a moment later I realized I no longer could. He had dirt on me. He could release those videos and ruin me, and ruin her life too. I had to tread lightly. I should have stopped him the second I discovered his secret. Now it was too late. Dread filled me.  
 
    That Saturday I worked in the front yard when Danny rode by on his skateboard. He waved and I waved back but he seemed a little too happy to see me. With his board under his arm he walked over to say hello, and he never walks over to say hello. He complimented my lawn and I asked about school. For twenty minutes we small-talked and the whole time all I thought about was this kid has watched another man fuck my wife right in front of me. Danny has seen me jack off. It was humiliating. What did he think of me? What did he think of Erin? His face held a hint of smirk. He'd seen her behave like a complete whore. We'd come a long way from her taking a shower while he watched.  
 
    The next day I ran errands in the morning and when I returned, Danny and Erin lay by the pool together, tanning and sipping iced tea. Sneaky fucker. I knew what his game was. I chatted with them and quickly realized Erin only saw Danny as the little boy she'd watch grow up. He wore no shirt and had obviously been working out but Erin never saw it. He was moving on my girl but after Erin's reaction to him I let him have his fun. I went inside to get some work done. Hours later he went home and Erin showered and then joined me in the office. 
 
    “Looks like you have a fan,” I suggested. 
 
    She was genuinely confused for a moment and then laughed. “Danny? Please. He's like twelve years old or something. I'm the nice old lady next door.” 
 
    “Right. He's not twelve anymore and hasn't been for a long time, and you are far from old. He does not see you as the old lady next door, I promise you. I was a young man once.” 
 
    “You think he looks at me...like that?” 
 
    “Yes. Definitely. I did at his age.” 
 
    “Hm. I'll pay more attention next time. Honestly, I only see him as a child. Now feed me, I'm hungry.” 
 
    “Let's go get some lunch.” 
 
    “I'm horny.” 
 
    I laughed. “Let's go find you some cock.” 
 
    It was her turn to laugh. “Now you're talking.” 
 
    We didn't, but it sure was exciting to think we might.  
 
    Instead we went to our favorite bistro and ate while sitting outside watching the world walk by. The Strip brings people from all around the planet and if you like to people-watch, especially beautiful women, this is the place for you. Erin wore a white summer dress and I enjoyed watching people notice her.  
 
    On Monday I had to go to work but Erin didn't. Her office had a four-day weekend mine did not recognize and so I got numerous texts taunting me about how nice it was to lie around the pool and drink Margaritas.  
 
    After a long period of silence, I received a brief and cryptic text; Danny is NOT a child.  
 
    I fired back a dozen questions but all went unanswered. I knew it was risky but I signed into Danny's website from work just to see if any clues could be found there. Danny had aimed his camera at my backyard and was live streaming. He was stretched out on my chaise lounge, trunks around his ankles, while Erin knelt on a towel and sucked his bulky cock. Mission accomplished little fucker. 
 
    He held her long brown hair in one hand and behind her head raised a thumb to the camera with the other. My wife had no idea how he played her. A stupid grin split his face. He'd untied Erin's bikini top and it swung loosely from her neck, keeping time with her big tits swinging below. Thank God she still had her bikini bottoms on. Danny mauled her breasts from time to time as my wife sucked him. 
 
    After a few minutes the camera started to zoom and I realized Danny had an accomplice. Great, now another neighborhood boy knew all our perverted secrets. As we got closer I began to see his cock better and realized I'd been right that first night; Dan was pretty beefy. Bigger than me anyway. Erin struggled with his fat meat. His balls, like the rest of his body, were virtually hairless, and being such a young fucker he had zero body-fat.  
 
    His cock may have been the hardest I'd ever seen. It was a flesh-colored iron-bar. Erin pumped it with both hands as she forced inches down her throat and he neither bent nor dented. She had to adjust her mouth and throat to him. She bobbed her head awkwardly. I should have known the blowjob wouldn't last long. After just a few minutes Danny held her head with both hands and arched his back while his hips rose and fell rapidly. He was squirting semen into her mouth and I knew she gulped it down. Danny's head rocked from side to side as a woman sucked his young healthy cum right out of him for probably the first time in his life.  
 
    She let him recover as she stood and untied her bottoms. She stepped out of them and over him and lowered her well-trimmed pussy to his mouth. Danny dove in. Erin played with her tits above him as he ate her cunt and Erin gave him instruction. Before too long he made Erin cum. She stumbled to the other chaise and caught her breath.  
 
    Nothing happened for a long time and I presumed they were talking and then Danny pulled his shorts up, kissed Erin on the mouth, and left my backyard. Erin closed her eyes and was still lying there twelve minutes later when the camera swung wildly and then went black. 
 
    As soon as I got home I asked her what she meant by her text. She played coy, telling me he'd stopped by to swim and she'd paid attention this time and yes, he was developing into an attractive young man. She said they spent the afternoon lying in the sun and talking. 
 
    “He's really smart,” she said. “I was impressed. Especially with computers and technology. Bright kid.” 
 
    Of course, I couldn't mention I'd seen her suck his dick. I tried hinting but she deftly turned me aside. In the end I was left knowing what she'd done but unable to say anything. Why was she keeping it a secret? That night I visited his site and he'd posted the blowjob video, edited, along with comments about how amazing her mouth felt. “I came in her mouth as she sucked it out!”  
 
    The next sentence shook me; “Tune in tomorrow and watch me and my friends Jason and Reg pay her another visit!” 
 
    Oh boy. 
 
    In the morning I got ready for work alone as Erin slept in. I checked his site a hundred times before lunch. At last I saw the live window open as he aimed the camera over our fence again.  
 
    He must have knocked on the front door because after a while I saw the sliding glass door open and Erin step out, bikini top and sari, followed by Danny, Jason, and Reggie. Erin carried towels for everyone and Reggie, a tall skinny black kid, hurried to help her with them. Soon they moved their chairs to face the pool and spread their towels. Erin untied the sari from around her hips and six young male eyes followed her every move.  
 
    Her bottoms were tiny. A string passed up between her butt cheeks and the triangle in front looked as big as a postage stamp. I wondered if her pubic hair showed. The boys tried to act cool but they stared and stared. Erin lay first on her stomach and untied her top and Jason came over to apply sunscreen. When he finished he stood and showed the guys his tented shorts. Erin saw nothing of course as all the guys suppressed laughter.  
 
    They settled in and got comfortable. Everyone talked and joked. When Erin finally retied her top to roll over, she did a shitty job and one of her large breasts slipped free. Oops. Yeah, right. She covered up quickly, acting embarrassed, and soon Jason came over to apply sunscreen to her front. I was sure Erin invited him. She untied her strings again and held both triangles in place as his hands swooped down her arms and across her clavicles, over the tops of her tits and under her neck.  
 
    More conversation. Nothing happened for a long time and honestly, I got bored. Too inexperienced to make something happen, these young men had no idea how to proceed. At last Erin decided she needed to cool off in our pool. She loosely tied her top and sat up, her big tits barely contained. All three heads turned as she walked by, headed for the steps in the shallow end. Danny joined her and the other two came along as well. 
 
    Once in the water they all began to play. Someone suggested piggy-back battles and Erin got on Reggie's shoulders. Jason quickly toppled them and Reggie and Erin floated close together to conspire their next plan. A minute ticked by as they plotted. Then another. Then I realized something was going on between them under the water. I moved closer to my monitor just as Reggie stood and water ran off his black body and his big black dick. Erin had him out of his suit, stroking him underwater. Exposed, she closed in fast and slid her mouth around his pole, sealing her lips half-way down the length of his dick. The other boys gawked. 
 
    Fast as lightning Danny and Jason had their shorts down too. Three young cocks aimed at Erin's face and she delightfully went from one to the next, licking and sucking balls and shafts. She watched their faces, reveling in her power. She lined them up and then opened wide; all three cocks entered her mouth at the same time. She sucked as best she could as her tongue swirled around them. Who the fuck was this woman? 
 
    Danny quickly moved them all back to the chairs. Erin was on all fours sucking Reggie and Jason when Dan moved behind her and pushed his cock into her pussy. The boy next door was fucking my wife! 
 
    The guys untied her bikini and started fucking her from both ends. They traded places and Reggie sampled her cunt. Soon Jason replaced him. They fucked my wife with youthful enthusiasm, hard dicks shiny in the bright sunlight. They played with her tits and rubbed her ass and pulled her hair as they fucked her mouth.  
 
    None of them lasted long. Danny came first, deep in her pussy, and the other guys hurried to do the same. I was sure none of them could believe their luck. I thought maybe one of them would want her to swallow but no, cumming inside a hot wet pussy beat everything else. I had no idea if Erin climaxed but I sure knew all of them did. They got back in the pool to cool off while Erin curled up on her lounge to watch them. Even from this far away I saw how content and proud she was. 
 
    Everyone was naked now. Danny went inside for sodas and I got stiff watching these young studs parade around my wife, everyone nude and unashamed. The whole gathering had a feeling of sexual freedom, especially for my wife. Her head was on a pivot as the boys moved around, cocks swinging, eight-packs gleaming, and lean bodies sweating.  
 
    Reggie was first to get hard again and he fucked Erin face to face, filling her womb with cum again. Danny went next, rolling her face down and closing her legs, placing his legs outside hers. He fucked her tight pussy until he exploded, adding his sperm to Reggie's. Jason couldn't get hard again so Erin sucked his dick while the other guys fucked her.  
 
    Eventually they all moved inside. I waited an hour, watching the monitor every few minutes, but I never saw them again. My gut told me they were in my bed, taking full advantage of their amazing luck, fucking my wife whenever they managed to get another erection and at their age, I guessed it was pretty frequent.  
 
    Work took forever. This was easily the longest day of my life. I text Erin many times but I never expected her to answer and she didn't.  
 
    She finally did, over two hours later, telling me she had a surprise for me but for now she was going to nap. The live feed went dead fifteen minutes later. Under my desk I grew hard imagining all the cum her pussy held.  
 
    When I got home the house was silent. I set my briefcase down and called out hello but received no response except an enthusiastic greeting from Rascal. I scratched his head behind the ears and between his eyes, which he loves. I worked my way back towards our bedroom, wondering if Erin still slept, and caught the faint yellow glow of candles. I entered our bedroom.  
 
    Erin had a movie queued up on our big screen. When they had all moved inside from the pool, Danny had recorded everything and given her the DVD. On the screen a paused image of my lovely wife with three young hard dicks framed her pretty face.  
 
    She leaned against the headboard, nude, dildo in hand, smiling at my confusion.  
 
    “Today I was a very, very bad wife.” 
 
    I knew what she'd done but I wasn't expecting to watch it when I got home and I had to act surprised. She had me strip and take a seat and then hit play and I saw in full color and sound as three excited young men ravaged my wife from head to toe. They took turns with the camera, recording themselves and each other, and it was clear Erin had given them complete permission to do whatever they wanted. Her face was joyful, playful, excited and happy. They were so hot and hungry for her. She just gave herself up to them.  
 
    I was rock-hard after the first minute. She moved me to all fours and had me watch the screen but told me I could not touch my penis. I felt her play with my sphincter, something she's never done, and then I groaned as she pushed a finger up my ass. I was shocked by her aggression and stunned by how incredible it felt. Pleasure ran down my legs and all the way up my back to the base of my skull.  
 
    She finger-fucked my tight rectum and I almost came right then and there. I had no idea something up my ass could feel so good. I kept my eyes on the screen and felt the bed shift behind me and then something big and incredibly slick pushed up my ass. 
 
    “Ahhh!” I barked. “Fuck!”   
 
    Pleasure exploded throughout my body. My balls tingled intensely and my hard dick throbbed. My arms and legs went weak.  
 
    I turned to see what was happening but she barked, “No! Watch the movie!”  
 
    My gaze shot back to the screen.  
 
    She pushed the object deeper and I gasped, barely able to hold myself up. My arms and legs trembled. Whatever it was felt so insanely good I was gritting my teeth and whimpering. I clenched my sphincter around it and the wave of sensations curled my fingers and toes.  
 
    “Watch,” she hissed, her voice strained with frantic intensity. “Watch your slut-wife get fucked. Feel this cock in your ass and know what I felt.”  
 
    On screen Erin rode Reggie and sucked Jason. Danny moved around behind her and aimed the camera down as he carefully pressed his cock against her asshole. I've never been in her ass. I never even tried. Did the boy-next-door take my wife in a way I haven't? 
 
    She wriggled her tight butt and he pushed harder and his thick cock began a slow penetration of her ass. My wife held three hard dicks inside her simultaneously. Danny eased deeper as Erin cried out around the cock stuffed in her mouth.  
 
    Behind me, she gripped my hips and pushed deeper, filling me just as Danny had filled her. I now understood she'd shoved a realistic dildo up my ass and that freaked me out some but God, it felt so good!   
 
    I couldn't believe what she was doing to me. My penis was ready to explode in seconds. The thought was so far outside my understanding of her that my mind refused to accept it. She put her hands on my back to hold me in place and started to fuck me harder and I cried out. The pleasure staggered me. I couldn't take it and a spasm wracked my pelvis and I involuntarily thrust my hips forward and spewed a gout of white lava across our bed, the very bed she'd been gang-banged in just hours before. Erin laughed and fucked me harder. Every few strokes my penis involuntarily spurt cum.  
 
    She buried the cock balls-deep in me and pulled my hair, forcing my eyes back up to the action. On screen, Reggie's black cock exploded inside her lily-white pussy and she wanted me to see it. Semen dribbled out around his black shaft onto our sheets. The contrast of their skin looked so sexy. I pushed my ass back at her, encouraging her to fuck me. She reached under and squeezed my balls until they hurt and started thrusting. Less than a minute later I moaned loudly and shot several more bolts of sperm. As long as that cock remained up my ass, my penis stayed hard, even after ejaculating. 
 
    She was fiendish. I lost count how many times she made me fire a blast. Surprised by how I welcomed her domination, she relished her new power and fucked me until my balls were empty. On screen the boys passed her around, using her to fulfill every fantasy they had. She was wanton and whorish and obscene, at one point facing a phalanx of erections, she marveled at their youthful enthusiasm and short recovery time; “Jesus,” she muttered, disbelieving, “Are you guys seriously ready to go again?” Her face betrayed how much she enjoyed their run-away lust. 
 
    I was exhausted but I wanted her to continue fucking me. I'd never experienced anything like this. I was like a multiply-orgasmic female with a clitoris hidden up my ass. When she withdrew her cock I missed it instantly. I felt empty. The pressure inside me, filling me, was gone and I already longed for it again.  
 
    She shoved me face down. I could barely move. My sore and tender butt hole ached. She leaned close to my ear and whispered, “Isn't getting fucked wonderful? Now you know why I love it so much.” She cuddled up next to me and her body-heat warmed me. 
 
    We lay like that for a time, neither speaking. Finally, I cleared my throat and asked, “Jesus, Honey, what brought this on?” 
 
    She hugged me tighter. “Since that night at the museum show, when you allowed Erik to take me, I've fantasized about seeing you dominated too. You handed me over to another man, Alex. When you did that you made us both submissive to him, not just me. I never knew I had a submissive side and then all at once I had to face the fact that both of us did. It turned me on so much. I can't explain why. If you're going to let another man fuck me, right in front of you, then why stop there? My imagination took off like a rocket. Anything sexual I'd ever seen became a possibility.  I find myself picturing scenarios I would never have contemplated before and I want to try them all.”  
 
    She shifted and rose to her knees. She walked up the bed until her pussy was next to my face and then straddled my head, lowering her cream-filled cunt to my mouth. Just above her latex cock arched out from her body. I was too far down the rabbit-hole to care. I pulled her pussy to my mouth and sank my tongue into her sperm-filled vagina. She gasped and ground her cunt down against my mouth. I heard her mumble, “Oh my God, he's doing it...”  
 
    I licked and sucked, desperate to make her cum.  
 
    The salty fluid from three young men leaked into my mouth and turned me on, which seemed bizarre until I realized it wasn't that I liked semen in my mouth, but rather I loved other men's semen flowing from my wife. I caught a glimpse of a hidden part of myself. What else was hidden? After so many years of never questioning what I thought I wanted or who I was, my world had been suddenly turned upside-down.  
 
    Virtually overnight my sweet wife had become such a bad girl. I turned to watch her on the screen. She was on all fours and the guys stood behind her taking turns inside her pussy. Their young faces were lit with absolute glee. 
 
    Above me she whimpered and held onto the headboard. Her thighs trembled on both sides of my head. With a sharp moan she climaxed and more liquid flowed into my mouth. I gulped it down. She was right; there was profound excitement in submission. It was humiliating but arousing at the same time. I'd never even suspected this about myself and Erin had spotted it and exploited it almost immediately.  
 
    She needed to rest for a few minutes but then she rolled me face down and spread my butt-cheeks. The plump head of her cock found my sphincter and pushed and once more I felt my ass filled. She held my waist and curled her hips and the thick shaft sank balls deep inside me. My penis began to fill. Her penetrating cock forced my erection. Every inch deeper forced my dick to rise more quickly. I lifted my ass back at her and she started to pound my opening and I spit a bolt of sperm again, totally unprepared and almost against my will. It didn't matter that I wasn't ready. My ass stuffed with cock simply felt too good. My hips convulsed and my penis spat again. She held onto me and slammed away back there, reliving every fuck from behind she'd ever received. She laughed with glee and pounded relentlessly.  
 
    Eventually we collapsed in a sweaty heap. I had the sense we had only begun our sexual odyssey. We kissed like drunks and fell asleep in a tangle of arms and legs.  
 
    Of course, Danny was back the next day. What young man wouldn't be? At least he was alone this time. He promised only Jason and Reggie would ever know about all this and they could be trusted. I pretended to take a shower and Erin pushed him into a chair and sucked his cock until he came. The next two days David, Danny's father, was home from work so Danny had to sneak over but Erin sucked him off both days. Ah, youth. Danny was hard in an instant and quick to ejaculate. He was wild about sex with my wife. He'd knock on our door and I'd hide in the closet so Erin could tell him I wasn't home. His youthful enthusiasm charmed her and she took him to bed whenever he wished. She taught him how to touch and seduce a woman and also how to control his penis. He'd be leaving for college soon and he'd go knowing a thing or two about sex.  
 
    A week later Erik invited us to another art exhibit. He knew the curator so he invited Erin and I, although I got the feeling he considered Erin his date. She wore an elegant black gown that hugged every curve, cut low enough under the arms to display generous side-boob. A slit up her leg showed flashes of tone thigh.  
 
    As the night wore on I grew increasingly agitated; Erik and Erin stayed close like a couple, while I trailed along behind. She was sure to include me so others knew we were married but that Erik commanded her, humiliation which I found stimulating.  
 
    Erik dressed in a pin-stripe dark grey suit and tie. They made a striking couple except for the fact she was married to me. They seemed to float through the room, moving from group to group. Everyone wanted to meet them. I had to admit they looked stunning. Erin had curled her hair and wore it down and it reached her waist. I surveyed the room; everywhere she went people stared at her, unable to look away. Erik was her Prince Charming but she was the Princess of the Ball. My chest felt tight. I knew he'd be fucking her tonight.  Everyone there knew he'd be fucking her tonight. We were all there to witness their social foreplay. Erin loved the attention and I knew under that dress she grew more aroused each minute. My balls were already warm in anticipation of watching them. 
 
    Eventually, the crowd thinned. Erin found me gazing at The Floor Scrappers, by Caillebotte, and informed me they were almost ready to leave. 
 
    “Is he coming home with us?” I asked. I already knew the answer.  
 
    She smiled and leaned close to my ear. “I'm drenched,” she said. 
 
    She rode with him and I drove alone. I got to the house before them and set the lighting and turned down the bed. After a few minutes they still weren't home. My phone buzzed and I checked the message.  
 
    “One quick stop,” Erin said. I wondered what for. 
 
    On a hunch I slipped out the backdoor and carefully circled around to our backyard. There was Danny, alerted by my car door, hiding in the shadows with camera running. It was after midnight so his dad was probably asleep. If he ever got caught his father would beat him, I had no doubt.  
 
    I heard car doors out front so I darted back into the house. Out the living room window I saw Erik carrying Erin in his arms like a bride across the threshold. I prayed no neighbors noticed. I met them at the door to get them inside faster and they kissed as I locked it behind them. He deftly drew her zipper down and aside from her heels, she stood naked before us. She took his hand and mine and led us down the hallway to the bedroom. 
 
    She left her heels on as she climbed onto the bed and leaned back against the headboard. She spread her legs. 
 
    “I'm drenched, Alex, come taste.” 
 
    I stripped and joined her on the bed, crawling forward on my belly like a soldier until my tongue split her pussy. Not only was my wife dripping wet with anticipation, she radiated heat like a furnace. I marveled at how badly she always wanted Erik. Behind me I heard him undressing. As I pushed my tongue far inside her pussy, I felt two hands spread my ass. I tried to jerk my head around but Erin held my head to her pussy with both hands. With frightening strength, Erik pinned me down and aimed his cock at my asshole. I felt a quick pinch of pain and then his heavily lubed cock pushed up my ass.  
 
    A real penis was nothing like Erin's strap-on. Erik's cock was a white-hot iron bar. My anal ring stretched to take him and I felt the veins of his cock rubbing as they passed; bumpy and rigid and surging with blood. His shaft pulsed with life. The knowledge that a man had his cock inside me freaked me out and I wanted to jump up and run, but at the same time the intense pleasure and a deeply buried excitement had me craving more. I stayed put. 
 
    Erik pushed deeper. Erin held my mouth to her pussy with all her strength and seconds later, Erik's huge balls came to rest on top of mine. Erin crossed her calves behind my head, trapping me. I seemed to feel his massive shaft all the way up behind my lungs. His scrotum was a large warm bag, spreading out and smothering my testicles. My penis, sandwiched between my stomach and the bedspread, filled with blood immediately.  
 
    He pulled about half his cock out and pushed it back in and I saw stars. Good God the pleasure was intense. He was inside me, buried to the heart of me, and I felt his thick shaft throbbing with life. He held himself balls deep and waited. I took a deep breath and tried to relax. The last pinch of pain faded and I concentrated on the incredible fullness, savoring the sensation. After a minute, I squeezed my ring around him and we groaned together.  
 
    “Ha!” Erik laughed. “He's doing it, just like you said. Fuck that feels good.” 
 
    I heard her chuckle in triumph. “Yeah,” she gloated. “I saw him doing it when I fucked him with my strap-on. He grips the cock in his ass like a bitch. He loves it.” She looked down at me. “You like dick in your ass, don't you Baby?” 
 
    He kicked my ankles farther apart, which made my sphincter grip his cock tighter, and then he pumped in and out again. Sperm leaked from my penis. He grabbed an ass cheek in each hand and pressed me down and began sawing his big cock in and out of me.  
 
    I fucking loved it. God help me, I did. I had a man inside me and I disgusted and thrilled. His cock-head was a small fist moving inside, rubbing and probing and stimulating. His hot rubbery shaft filled me up and stretched me wide, pressing directly on my prostate, making my balls ache with pleasure. My penis pulsed with glee, although I must confess my greatest enjoyment was mentally. I was joyful at my own fucking. I whimpered into my wife's pussy as Erik fucked me and I was ecstatic to be stuffed with cock. My complete domination rocked my world with satisfying happiness.  
 
    I never suspected any of this about myself.  
 
    I pushed my ass back at him, urging him to fuck me harder and deeper. I loved having a big firm cock all the way up inside me. I gave up trying to save face or defend my masculinity. The truth was I loved everything about getting fucked. 
 
    Erin cooed her pleasure. “Baby, that's so hot, take his big cock, Honey. Give yourself to him just like I always do. God! I've wanted to see this from the first night you gave me to him. Now he owns us both. I'm going to have him cum inside both of us, Alex. It will be like he's branded us, like he's marked us as his. Do you want his cum, Baby?” 
 
    I imagined him spurting inside me and I moaned a heart-felt yes. My wife giggled with excitement. She pressed my face into her pussy and tightened her legs around my head. 
 
    “Fuck him, Erik. Fuck my husband. Fill him up too.” 
 
    Erik pumped faster and I groaned. I wanted his sperm. I was off the edge of the map and just reacting spontaneously. I gave no real thought to anything. I lost myself in the intense gratification and delight of total submission. Blinding white light filled my head. My entire body was an electrified engine of hedonistic happiness. A sharp and pleasurable tingling rose from my ass and radiated outward, growing more intense each second.  
 
    I crossed a threshold and my hips convulsed and locked down, my asshole gripped him like a vise, my balls boiled and sperm started spewing from my penis like a fire hose. I screamed into Erin's bush. My orgasm seized me and lava sprayed from my dick. Erik hammered away, his huge balls slapping mine, his shaft a slippery battering ram, his head reaching so far up inside me, tickling my boy-pussy every inch of the way, until he, too, crossed the threshold and liquid fire gushed from his manhood and flooded my bowels. I took what he gave and loved it. I almost wept with joy. I was happy to receive his seed and happy I'd given him so much pleasure. I wanted to please him. I needed to make that cock cum. I was his bitch and I was completely happy with that. He shot me full.  
 
    Erin kept my mouth busy as Erik slowly withdrew his fleshy log. I missed it immediately.  I felt strangely content that I now carried him inside me. Erin gave me no time to think about what I'd just done as she urgently forced me to lick her. She needed to cum. I gave her my best and minutes later had her thrashing in bed as she climaxed. Erik moved to the side so we had her between us and Erin stretched her neck to kiss him. They rubbed noses and shared a few more kisses and then my wife turned her attention to me. 
 
    She gave me a goofy smile. “Surprise! No way you saw that coming.”  
 
    “No, I didn't.” I started to feel like I needed to stage a protest. Erin anticipated it. 
 
    “You loved it, Alex. Don't act like you didn't.” 
 
    I felt a phantom of his incredible cock in my ass; so stiff and big, so full.  
 
    “No, I did. That's hard to admit but I did. Do you think I'm gay?” 
 
    She laughed. “Not hardly, Alex. Takes way more than a dick in your ass. You love women too much. But let's not worry about labels and just enjoy ourselves. Let's just do whatever feels good and see what happens. How's that sound?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Now I need a shower and something to eat.” 
 
    We all showered together. The adrenaline was almost gone so I kept my distance from Erik but Erin wouldn't have it. She made me step close and handed me the soap. Together we lathered Erik's hard body paying special attention to his heavy cock and balls. Once we rinsed she knelt in front of him and called me down to join her. I was nervous. 
 
    She lifted his limp cock and aimed it at my face. 
 
    “Open your mouth,” she instructed.  
 
    I gazed at his dick. The shaft was wide and covered with veins. The head was smooth and topped with a slit; a larger version of mine. A much larger version, actually. His balls hung low in the hot water, carried inside a hairless skin sack. I'd emptied them just an hour ago and carried him inside me still.  
 
    I opened my mouth. 
 
    Erin gently pushed the back of my head while tugging him forward. She carefully guided his cock past my lips and into my gaping mouth. I felt his hot weight rest on my tongue. Erin told me to close my lips around him and suck and I did. Blood pulsed through his skin and my penis started to rise again. I sucked on him without being told and Erin gave a surprised gasp. Erik started to thicken and was soon stiff enough for me to bob my head slowly, taking as many inches as I could. His cock-head slid to the back of my mouth and tickled my throat but I fought my gag reflex and allowed him to drop over the edge and slip down towards my tonsils. I found his moan of pleasure extremely satisfying. I sucked harder and was rewarded with a surge of blood filling his cock. I felt strangely powerful. I sucked dick and loved it. 
 
    I placed my hands on his hips and fucked my mouth with his cock.  
 
    Erin breathed, “Oh my God, Baby, that's so hot,” and leaned against the shower wall, toying with her pussy. I couldn't bring myself to look up at Erik. Instead, I sucked harder on his cock and pushed the head farther down my throat. I surprised myself with my control and soon had my lips circling the base of his shaft. I swallowed saliva repeatedly, working his dick with my throat muscles, massaging the length of him. My petite wife couldn't take all of him but I could and I bizarrely felt pride. I doubted I'd be able to once he was hard but for now I had him buried balls deep in my gullet. I bobbed and sucked as best I could and felt his big cock stiffening. I face-fucked him faster, hoping I'd get him to cum before he grew too hard and I had to withdraw him. My plan seemed to work as I heard him draw a sharp intake of air. I moved my hands back around to his muscular ass and sucked him like a whore. When I slipped my tongue out and under and licked his hot balls, I got my reward; Erik coughed and bent at the waist and his cock spit hot sperm all over my tongue. I sucked harder than ever and Erik held onto the wall to steady himself. I was vacuuming his semen from him. 
 
    “Oh my fucking God!” he roared.  
 
    I was so pleased with myself. Erin's face bumped my chin as she came from underneath and sucked both his balls into her mouth. Together we made him ejaculate a seeming quart of sperm as he tried to keep his balance and not crash to the tile floor. I swallowed repeatedly as my mouth filled with his sperm. He was slightly sweet with a faint tangy aftertaste. My penis jutted straight up. I'd taken him inside me at both ends and I was so turned on I had no idea what to do with myself. I vacuumed hard until he shoved my face away and fell back against the shower wall. I licked my lips and sat back under the hot spray of water. Erin leaned in and kissed me, swirling her tongue around my mouth, tasting Erik in there and savoring the taste of him with me.  
 
    “Fuck, Alex, I want to suck your dick so badly right now! Jack-off for me, Honey.”  
 
    I did as I was told. Not surprisingly, I came in less than a minute, shooting hot ropes of jizz into the shower water, watching it swirl away down the drain.  
 
    We dried and I ordered pizza delivered. Erik and I remained nude but Erin tossed on a sheer nightie to answer the door and pay for the pizza. The delivery guy just about fell over. We ate and talked about everyday life, never mentioning what we'd just done. Once the food was gone we cleared the bed and Erin started playing with his limp cock. Our conversation continued on as casual as before but now she'd occasionally suck the head or a testicle or lick all the way down the shaft. It was too soon for him to get hard but he loved her casual attention.  
 
    I awoke to the bed moving as Erik fucked Erin next to me. I say fuck but really they made love. They were in a missionary position with Erik on top and kissing soft and sweetly. Her legs circled his hips and she held his face in her hands. Erik moved in long deep strokes, occasionally dipping his mouth to her nipples. I watched her in the darkness and now, after my encounter with him, understood so much better what she loved about getting fucked. I saw his big cock move in and out and envied her. I clenched my tender sphincter several times, remembering.  
 
    He buried his face in her neck and lifted his hips. The increased pressure and friction drew a gasp from her followed by a low moan. He was moving her quickly towards orgasm. He held her tightly as she came and then she wrapped arms and legs around his body and encouraged him to cum. After he filled her womb we all drifted back to sleep.  
 
    The man was insatiable. I awoke some time later to Erik's strong hand on the back of my head pulling my face towards his cock. Erin slept. He pulled the covers back and I saw he was already erect and Christ, he looked so big. He was perfectly shaped and tapered. I opened my mouth and took as much as I could and sucked hard, careful not to wake my wife. I realized by doing this without her I was truly doing it for myself, but I was fine with that. My jaw ached with want. I used both hands on his firm shaft and worked the head with my mouth. I cupped his large hot balls and rolled them around until he fed me another hot load. I was stiff as a nail but left my throbbing penis alone.  
 
    Erik took off first thing in the morning and Erin and I spent a delightful day together. We were both walking on air but especially her. She absolutely loved that we had submitted to Erik together. She couldn't fully explain why, but somehow it freed her from guilt. No way was I faking any of this. No way could I have second-thoughts or be less than one-hundred percent involved. She seemed utterly free and happy.  
 
    We ate a late lunch and the guy behind the counter flirted with her. Half-way through our meal she asked me, “So, if I wanted to, could I go tell that guy to meet me in the parking lot and suck his cock and you'd be fine with it?” 
 
    I admitted I would. I even encouraged her to do it. She didn't, but she squealed and kicked her feet with delight.  
 
    We stopped in a clothing store and she traded in her dark jeans and top for a frilly pale yellow dress. She kept her panties on but tossed her bra in the bag and we continued shopping. Later when we stopped for a drink she told me she loved our new life but she was sorry to say she wouldn't be fair about things. 
 
    “No new girls for you,” she stated. “I'm not like you. I would hate to see you with another woman. I know that's unfair but I'd hate it. I let you have Gina but that was different and I have no desire to repeat it.” 
 
    I said I understood. Honestly, I wasn't at all interested in that anyway and told her so. We dropped it. We were on our fourth drink when I realized I had a yearning for cock. I remembered Erik's cock fucking me and now, with a little booze, I wanted it again. I told Erin and she chuckled. 
 
    “Tell me about it. I crave him a hundred times a day every day since I met him. Sadly, Erik is unavailable for the next few days.” She studied my face. “I bet you did not see this coming. Did you ever imagine yourself taking cock up your ass? Baby, you've had sex with a man. How does that make you feel?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Weird. Aroused. Embarrassed. And no, not in a million years. I'm so dominant at work; highly aggressive and take-charge. I had no idea I'd enjoy surrendering like that. I've spent my whole-sex life taking from women and for the first time I allowed myself to be taken and it was wild. I feel enlightened. I'm feeling a wide spectrum of emotions. I've been ignorant of them all my life.” 
 
    I played with the condensation on my glass. 
 
    “Erin, I have to ask; do you think less of me? I mean as a man. Do you see me as gay or effeminate or somehow less desirable?” 
 
    She scoffed. “Not in the least, Alex. I do see you in a much more sexual way, but that's a good thing. I know you'll never tell anyone about this though, not even your best buddies, and I like that. This is only between me and you and that makes me feel close to you, special. We have a shared secret.” 
 
    She stirred the ice cubes in her rum and Coke and glanced around the restaurant. She had something to say and worked up to it. She leaned closer. 
 
    “Since Erik is out of town a few days, should we try a Vegas sex club?”  
 
    My eyes went wide. She laughed and continued.  
 
    “I've heard about them from Gina. She's been to them all and recommended one called “Caligula's.” It sounds pretty exciting.”  
 
    “You don't want to wait for Erik?” 
 
    “Actually I'm thinking we should take a break on Erik. I saw in his eyes he's developing feelings for me. Sex does that. I am developing feelings for him too so a break is a good idea. I'm not interested in anything but sex right now so avoiding Erik is smart. Let's just have fun.” 
 
    I finished my drink. “Okay then.”  
 
    She was right and she was smart and the news that she had growing feelings for Erik oddly turned me on. I paid for our meal and walked to the car. Both of us were lost in our thoughts. I started the car and spoke, “Caligula's” into the navigation system and Erin smiled broadly. 
 
    “Fuck yeah,” she said, pumping a fist. “We're out of control, Baby.” 
 
    The club was quite a distance from our house and in a bad part of town. The parking lot was gated and had security guards and lots of lights. I made Erin promise to never come here without me and she shivered and said, “Duh.” 
 
    Outside the place looked questionable but inside the motif was ancient Rome and they had spent a fortune on it. After we paid the entrance fee they took our clothing and locked them away and then handed us sheer togas and sandals. Everyone wore their toga differently and we experimented a little before we were happy with ours. For husbands who were off-limits to other women, the club provided a small metal cage anchored to a ring which is locked around the base of his genitalia.  
 
    “What about women who are off-limits to other men?” I asked.  
 
    The hostess smiled.  
 
    “That's funny,” she said. “This must be your first time here. No woman is off limits. Each woman decides for herself who and what she wants to do. No husband or boyfriend can decide that for her.” 
 
    Erin laughed. “I like that,” she said. “Put him in a cage.”  
 
    I started to protest but kept my mouth shut. The hostess selected a stainless steel mesh coop for me and knelt to attach it. I felt strangely aroused.  
 
    “Don't worry, Honey,” Erin teased. “We'll remove it when we leave. Probably.” She giggled when my face fell. The hostess clicked the ring into place and my penis and balls were now trapped behind strong wire. She dropped my toga in place to hide it and handed Erin the key. 
 
    “Don't lose that,” she warned.  
 
    Erin laughed again. The key was on a thin chain and Erin looped it around her neck. The hostess left us.  
 
    “Hang on,” Erin stated, studying the drape of my toga. She stepped forward and turned my cloth so the slit going up my leg instead ran up the front of me, exposing my caged penis to everyone. I was embarrassed and about to say something but I felt myself swell, my penis pressing against the wire that held me. Erin noticed and gave me a wry smile.  
 
    “We learn more about ourselves every day, don't we?” 
 
    I nodded. She led the way out into the club.  
 
    First we encountered a huge common room. About fifty people milled about, talking and drinking, but mostly people watching. I noted about twenty percent of the men were caged like me. Erin knows I would never touch another woman but this dick-trap took care of the aggressive ones too. This way everyone knew I was unavailable. I was mortified anew with every person we met. Their eyes would travel us and land on my bound penis and then instantly dart to Erin; I was off-limits but she was freely available.  
 
    The other members came in every shape and age. A few of the women were stunning and more than a few of the men were well-hung. One man in particular seemed to get a lot of attention. He was taller than the rest of us and muscular, with broad shoulders and a small waist. Aside from his eyebrows and the hair on top of his head, his body was a smooth sheet of tight hairless skin. Most impressive was his bald cock hanging down. He was soft and yet still huge. His massive balls snuggled up tight at the base, pushing the shaft away from his body and causing it to wave when he walked. Erin stared at him. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she murmured. “That guy's a God.” 
 
    I kept an eye on him. For some reason I found him intimidating as hell and wished he wasn't here. With him around, I absolutely hated that I had a cage on. He hadn't noticed Erin yet and I watched for when he did. Erin led us to the bar across from him and ordered whiskey shots. I knew she'd intentionally placed us in his line of sight. 
 
    “I get the feeling we're going to need these,” she joked. Indeed.  
 
    It took him five minutes. His wandering eyes landed on Erin and my fears were confirmed. As expected, he rose from his seat, leaving his followers behind, and strode directly towards us. Erin downed her shot and gave me a peck on the lips. I drank mine in a gulp. 
 
    Erin left my side to walk out to meet him. They conversed about fifteen feet away but I did not hear a word. I wanted to approach so he knew Erin was with me but the shame from this goddamn cage kept me at the bar. Muscles glanced over at me and then his eyes fell to my coop. I blushed! I saw Erin glance multiple times at his cock. She ran her eyes over his fit body. I had no preconceived ideas how the visit to this club would go, but this sure as hell wasn't what I expected. Muscles took Erin's hand and gazed into her eyes as they spoke. When he led her away, she never looked back.  
 
    They crossed the large room and passed through a curtained doorway. I hesitated. I wanted to stay with my wife but she clearly left without me. I had no desire to look like the sad puppy chasing after her. All at once I grew terribly self-conscious about my cage. I tugged the toga across to hide it but it kept falling open, exposing me to everyone. For the first time in my life I hated that Erin was so pretty and sexy. She always caught everyone's attention and that beauty had drawn Muscles to her and now I found myself twisting in the breeze. I felt like I was under a spotlight and everyone in the room stared at me. I ordered another shot, a double, and drank it in one gulp. I ordered another and repeated the process and felt the buzz almost immediately.  
 
    Suddenly obstinate, I left the room headed in the opposite direction as Erin. Fuck it. If she can wander off, so can I. I prowled the club, amazed at the grand opulence of the place. I walked the halls of ancient Rome, greeting senators and serving wenches alike. Room after room displayed incredible detail. At the bath house I saw one woman serviced by four men and in the sauna I saw one man enjoying a blowjob from three pretty girls. Everywhere I went bodies engaged in hot raw sex. Good call, Gina. 
 
    I found another bar upstairs and had two more shots. From everything I'd seen and also, oddly, the feel of that wire cage around my penis, I was aroused. My dick had swollen but the wire held it imprisoned and I actually liked it. I pulled my toga aside and looked down. Pink flesh pushed through small square wire holes. The tube that ran down the length of me kept me pointed at the ground.  
 
    I looked up. Across from the bar a gorgeous woman sucked a large black cock. Her pretty tits had fallen out of her toga and swayed as her head bounced. The black man that owned the large black cock had his eyes closed, savoring her attention. Off to the side, the woman's husband watched them.  
 
    I ordered another drink and took it with me as I approached him. He acknowledged me with a jerk of his chin and I gave him a nod in return. 
 
    “Why do we love it so much?” I asked, indicating his wife. 
 
    He chuckled. “I've asked myself that question a million times. I have no answer. I'm standing here looking forward to that big black cock splitting my wife's pussy and the sound of her moans. It's crazy.” He scanned the room. “Your wife here too?” 
 
    I told him about Muscles. He knew of whom I spoke. 
 
    “Your wife must be very beautiful,” he said. “Zane only takes the most beautiful girls.” He looked down at my cage. “Tough night for you,” he added. It wasn't a question. 
 
    We talked a while longer about watching your wife with other men and he had all the same hopes and fears as I did, but he also got turned on by all the same things I did. I impulsively asked if he'd ever done anything with his wife's lover. 
 
    “No, but I've wanted to a few times. You?” 
 
    I told him about Erik. By the end I was blushing again. 
 
    “I envy you, my friend. Life is short.” 
 
    Wife and black guy stood, ready for privacy. My new friend wished me well and joined the sexy couple and all three headed for one of the smaller rooms. I decided it was time to check on Erin. 
 
    I wandered a while before I finally found her. Zane and Erin had moved to a dungeon room and Zane had Erin in stocks. Bent at the waist, her wrists and neck were trapped between two pieces of wood with holes cut out to accommodate them. Her toga was around her ankles and Zane stood behind her, sawing his huge cock in and out of her pussy. Her cries of pleasure muffled, I walked around to face her and discovered a ball-gag filled her mouth. She was a slab of beef to him. A hot wet hole. He long-stroked her tight cunt and her face twisted with euphoria and joy. Her submissive streak went deeper than I realized. 
 
    My guts turned around themselves. He cared nothing about her except his desire to conquer her staggering beauty. This was pure possession and control. My gorgeous wife could have any man she wanted and this man, this brute, turned her superiority into naked lust. His raw masculinity punched through her defenses and her elevated choices and he made her need him. He was top-dog and that made my wife want him.  Even when he treated her with the inherent disrespect of bondage, still she craved him. In fact, she was thrilled he chose her. I disliked him the moment I saw him. Now, I hated him. Mostly I hated him because he could wrap my wife around his little finger. 
 
    I watched his huge hairless balls swing between her legs. I noticed her ankles were also cuffed far apart with a bar separating them. He was a rutting bull mounting my wife, a stallion brought in to impregnate the mare.  
 
    Another pair of stocks, empty, faced her. The contraption was design so two people were forced to gaze into each other's eyes as they were assaulted from behind. Fiendish. I wondered how many husbands over the year had been held here, trapped and utterly helpless, while their wives were fucked mercilessly right in front of them.  
 
    I moved closer to look her in the eyes. She was nearly delirious. Zane drove his meat in and out of her and had been doing it for a while. I knew by looking at her she'd already cum at least twice, maybe three times, and was building towards another. I leaned over the empty stock and whispered, “Are you okay, Honey?” Her eyes were glazed and she seemed to not recognize me. She was lost in a haze of ecstasy. I began to worry. 
 
    With a clack, the wooden stock closed on my neck.  My hands were free but the latch was too far away to reach. I turned my head as far as I could and saw that one of the audience members had crept up and trapped me. Hands tugged my toga off and then locked my ankles in heavy leather cuffs. I felt my legs pushed apart and knew a bar had been inserted between, just like Erin. Handcuffs clicked around my wrists and the chain run around the post. With my toga gone, I was nude except for my penis cage, which swung freely.  
 
    Someone smacked my bare ass, hard, and when I opened my mouth to yell a ball-gag was shoved in and the strap fastened behind my head. I looked up into Erin's eyes and saw that at last she was starting to come around. Her eyes focused and then filled with dismay. I felt strong hands spread my ass cheeks. As my eyes grew big, so did hers. Warm lube was spread all over my sphincter. I yanked at the stocks hard, trying to get away, but they did not budge. This device had been built with the idea that the victims would fight their imprisonment. I may have allowed Erik to fuck me but I knew Erik. No way I wanted a total stranger balls deep up my ass. I yanked the stocks again in a useless waste of effort.  
 
    The cock-head that pressed against my asshole felt as big as a plum. I squeezed my ring tightly shut but the lube was excellent and his cock eased in anyway.  
 
    Intense pleasure exploded behind my eyes. Waves of intense sensations ripped down my legs. Ecstasy so profound it bordered on agony radiated outward from my ass and consumed my body. I gasped and tried to keep him out by squeezing my ass as tight as possible, but that only heightened the pleasure for us both. I again struggled against my bonds but this time only halfheartedly. The pleasures I experienced were simply too distracting.  
 
    Behind me I heard a deep groan and I knew it was Zane inside me. I looked into Erin's eyes. Sympathy softened her face. I groaned too. He was so big, so hard. I felt my rectum shoved and stretched as my body was forced to accept his shape. Of all the men there, the one I detested most was now inside me. Anger rose and I threw myself against the stocks again. Scattered laughter from the crowd enraged me. I pushed and pulled with all my strength but the contraption barely moved. Zane allowed me to struggle for a few minutes and then pushed his huge cock way up in me. My legs almost collapsed.  
 
    He was a freight-train, an ocean-liner. My sphincter expanded and then expanded again as his firm plump head reached farther up inside me. I felt my ring glide along his shaft. My prostate rubbed firmly along his inches and I moaned. I couldn't help it.  
 
    I stared at the floor. He was taking me over. My will to resist was crumbling as he flooded my entire body with astonishing pleasure. What I thought I wanted mattered not at all. What I did want, what I clearly responded to with body and soul, was my own sweet submission. What I really craved was hot, dominated release.  
 
    My cage held my now painfully swollen penis, held down and unable to rise or even inflate properly. My erection was all the evidence I needed, truly, to know my deepest feelings. I stopped fighting. His hard cock felt so good. I pushed my ass back at him as much as this contraption allowed and he smacked my ass again. 
 
    “Yeah,” he growled. “I knew it. There you go, Bitch. Take my cock like a girl.” 
 
    His words humiliated me at the same time they aroused me. Sperm dripped through the wires of my cage. More laughter from the audience irritated me. My penis strained against the mesh, denting my shaft and testicles with tiny squares. I'd hated him before and I hated him even more now but Christ his cock felt good. Zane pushed deep and withdrew and drove deep again, his massive ball-sack swinging forward and slapping my cage. The explosion of pleasure almost took my head off.  
 
    “Unnngghhthgth!” I bellowed. 
 
    He understood and held my ass with both hands and hammered me again. He withdrew to the point only his fat head remained inside me, and then that huge hard weapon plowed back in and filled my ass completely. I saw stars. My legs went weak. A bolt of semen spurt from my penis and if I not for these stocks, I would have collapsed in ecstasy.   
 
    Why in God's name did this feel so good? What was the point of putting something up my ass that gives so much pleasure? I clenched my sphincter as hard as I could and squeezed his big hard dick. He groaned and it thrilled me. 
 
    I lifted my bleary eyes. A line of men stood behind Erin, fucking her trapped cunt as they wished. One by one they pounded her tight pussy and unloaded inside her all the sperm they carried. Her eyes were glazed like mine and her mind was overrun by all the physical sensations her body threw at it, as well as knowing she was being utterly used. Each man fucked her however he wished, unloading whenever he was ready, and then the next man took over. Erin’s orgasms were an endless string of peaks followed by brief recovery before she started that climb up the mountain again. She'd cum so many times she was on auto-pilot, her body responding to the stimulation those hard cocks provided her.  
 
    Slowly her eyes came around to mine. They locked and I saw her gradually return to herself. We were husband and wife, imprisoned together. I saw the light grow in her eyes and my excitement grew with it. We both started gasping for breath around our gags. She muttered something unintelligible and I just nodded in agreement. I felt a real orgasm building and I was astonished. I knew the same thing was happening for her. We were helpless, used for pleasure, and we loved it. Zane's big hard-on pounded my guts and I felt him swell thicker and heard him draw a ragged breath. He squeezed my waist in his big hands and pumped me faster. My turgid penis throbbed and my ecstasy spiked and I screamed around my gag as my dick exploded in the strongest orgasm of my life. Cum flew out in every direction. My caged penis sprayed semen everywhere. I screamed again and blasted liquid fire all over the floor. Sperm dripped from my cage and splattered my legs. 
 
    My climax set Erin off and she too screamed and clamped her tight pussy around the cock fucking her. Zane roared and drove his cock deep and I felt the thump of his cum-blasts hitting my inner-walls. Like a pulsing hose his bloated cock pumped cum far up into me. I pushed my ass back at him trying to capture it all, trying to drain every drop. 
 
    His big cock swelled larger than ever. He pushed it all the way in and I felt his hot nuts rubbing against mine. Spasms and convulsions ruled him for a while, each accompanied by a spurt of cum inside me. Later I would consider just how far afield I'd wandered at this moment, but for now it was perfect bliss. I'd conquered the monster. I'd drained all he had. Some deeply buried corner of my mind felt satisfaction. 
 
    At last Zane straightened and held me still. He eased his hips back and that huge snake withdrew, my ass clinging to him like I hated for him to leave. The moment he was out I wanted him back. I felt empty.  
 
    The men continued to fuck Erin as Zane collected his toga and walked away. Finally, the last man pumped his sperm into my wife. Eventually, a pretty blonde girl separated from the crowd and freed us. The audience drifted away and Erin and I hugged each other for moral and physical support. The girl directed us to an area where we could shower. We were stunned and in shock. We spoke only an occasional word to ask for soap or find towels.  
 
    When I finally found my voice, I said, “What did we just do?”  
 
    Erin just nodded slightly. We replaced our togas and found a dark quiet place to recover. A waitress came by and took our drink order and returned soon. Alone at last Erin met my eyes. 
 
    “Wow,” she said, weakly. 
 
    “Crazy.” 
 
    We sipped our drinks, lost in thought. I still felt Zane inside me. Erin and I exchanged an entire conversion with our eyes. At the end of it I knew Erin yet wanted more. I reappraised my wife; her love of sex ran far deeper than I knew. An older man approached, stroking his penis as he walked. He was bald with a full white beard and a large belly. Erin kept her eyes on mine but opened her legs to him. I left my chair to kneel by her pussy and tugged his lumpy shaft towards her slit. She closed her eyes.  
 
    I rubbed his head around her clit and then spread her labia with my fingers. One dip down and his cock began to penetrate. Erin opened her eyes to look at me and I pushed him deeper, pulling back as his big gut crushed Erin. He grunted as he thrust and Erin tried to wrap her arms around his shoulders but managed only to pull him forward a little. To my surprise, Erin came hard and fast. Her new friend followed right after her, adding his big load to the many others. He withdrew and then stood, his old prick training gobs of sticky cum. He walked away, his flat butt staring back at us.  
 
    “We better get out of here,” Erin warned, weakly. “Before I fuck them all.” 
 
    “Me too, I guess.” 
 
    We both snickered.  
 
    In the foyer we changed back into our street clothes and I had to admit losing the cage felt good. My penis ached and my balls were tender. I drove fast. 
 
    At home we showered again and climbed into bed and I went down on her, savoring the disgusting mix of her wetness and countless loads of sperm. I ate her slow and tender until I gave her a huge orgasm. We fell asleep quickly.  
 
    The next day I wrestled with what I'd done. For a whole week I regretted everything. As time passed it became easier and eventually I accepted a new definition of myself. By the weekend I was craving more wild sex and I didn't care if it was dick.  
 
    I told Erin and she laughed. “Me too!” 
 
    “What do we do? Oh my God, Erin. What's happening to us?” 
 
    “We are who we are,” she said. “I'm at peace with it. I'm never going back to the way it was before. I love our new freedoms.” 
 
    She had a point.  
 
    Saturday arrived and I cleaned out the garage while Erin ran to the mall with Toni, whom she had not seen in a long time. I was packing up some obsolete electronics when I remembered Danny and his site. I ran inside. 
 
    There Erik was, balls deep up my ass. Danny's followers cheered Erik on, calling me names and laughing. They had a blast at my expense. The video was shot at an awkward angle but in the next video Danny had me and Erin sucking Erik's cock. Thank God he still hid our faces.  
 
    On Monday my boss told me it was time to travel again and honestly, I was relieved. I needed a break away from my upside-down life. I told Erin that night and she gave me a playful smile.  
 
    “Who knows what trouble I may find?” she teased.  
 
    She was quiet the rest of the night and the next day. Something was on her mind but I knew to wait and allow her to percolate.  
 
    Over dinner she got thoughtful. “Alex, seriously, I don't see us continuing this sexual lifestyle indefinitely. Our escapades have been amazing but where are they headed? I'm not saying I want to stop, but when you get back I think we should have a serious talk about ending your hormone treatments. I think we should talk about starting a family before very much longer. I'm guessing we can maybe live like this for a few more months but then we are both going to want something more serious. We can’t go on forever and frankly I’m a little surprised we’ve gone on this long. Think about it, Alex. Let's not have that conversation now but chew on it while you're away and we can talk when you get back. What do you think?” 
 
    After I got my heartbeat under control, I agreed. She'd surprised me but I shouldn't have been. After losing control at the sex club I should have known she'd be shaken. 
 
    Thursday I flew out for Miami. On the flight I thought about the cream and pills I'd been taking and wondered if any of this would have happened without it. My libido had skyrocketed but my ability to touch my wife had disappeared and those two things had combined for an erotic explosion neither of us had seen coming. Of course Erin was starting to think about kids. We'd certainly sown some wild oats lately but we were getting older. If we were going to do this at all we needed to start soon. I pictured myself a father and I smiled. Maybe the time was right. I slept on it and awoke knowing the answer. I called her from bed but had to leave a message. When I got home, Erin and I would take the first steps to start our family.  
 
    I was so excited. The more I thought about it the more excited I became. 
 
    The job went poorly and I ended up staying Saturday too. I was in my hotel room watching the Avengers movie waiting for Erin to call me back. She sent me a text that she'd heard my message and was thrilled and would call me the first chance she got.   
 
    Our wild life would be coming to a close. I thought about all the things we'd done and decided to open the laptop and visit Danny's site. A walk down memory lane sounded great. Maybe he was tracking her now and I get to watch my true love.  
 
    His website opened.  
 
    My heart stopped beating.  
 
    My skin went cold.  
 
    He was broadcasting live, through our bedroom window as always, but Erin was already home, and she wasn't alone. Whispering low and with incredible strain in his voice, Danny groaned, “No. No, no, no... This is terrible.”  
 
    Danny's father, David, stood over my wife while she lay on the bedroom floor. Her top was open down the front and her short skirt pushed up to her waist. She wore no bra or panties. He held his handcuffs in one hand and his black leather belt in the other. David was menacing my wife and I was three-thousand miles away! 
 
    “Oh my God,” Danny croaked. “This is terrible. My dad was out front when Our Goddess made the mistake of flirting with him. He's such an asshole. He invited himself in and then shoved her down and practically tore her clothes off. He's wanted her for years. It's because of him I started filming her. Now he's going to fuck her right in front of me. Dear viewers, I doubt I'll be able to watch. I'm so sorry.” 
 
    His followers were writing comments at blinding speed. Almost all of them told him to go save her but he said he was too afraid of his father. They told him to call Jason and Reggie or the police but he wondered how he would explain he knew what was going on inside her bedroom. He'd be exposed and besides that, his dad would kill him for interrupting. “My life would be ruined! My dad would treat me like shit forever. Fuck! What do I do?” 
 
    On the screen I saw David motion to Erin. The look in her eyes told me she considered darting for the door. David saw it too and smacked her bare feet with the belt. I grabbed my phone and dialed home. Both of them looked at her purse, no doubt because her phone rang, but he waved her away and up onto the bed. He stepped closer and they spoke and then Erin reached for his zipper.  
 
    I thought about calling the cops and sending them to the house but something about the way Erin reached for his pants stopped me short. Was that a smirk? Down came his zipper and her hand disappeared inside and then out flopped his pretty impressive cock; like father like son. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Danny mumbled. “My dad has a big dick. This is too weird.” 
 
    David undressed quickly and moved close to Erin again, his hanging meat swinging near her face. Erin lifted the heavy shaft in the palm of her hand and gazed up at David. Her mouth opened. Her tongue snaked out and licked his cock along the top from head to base, following the twisting path of a thick vein there.  
 
    “I can't watch this, guys,” Danny said. I have to sign off.” 
 
    Danny's followers went crazy, besieging him with demands he keep broadcasting. Erin settled her mouth around the plump head and worked him a few inches deep. A hand circled his shaft and the other cupped and lifted his hairy balls. She sucked hard. My next-door neighbor was fucking my wife's mouth. While his son watched and filmed.  
 
    My life was now officially bizarre.  
 
    He let her suck for a while and then stood her up and made her strip. Once she was naked he told her to slowly turn and he drank in every square inch of her. How many times had he seen her out in the yard or washing her car and lusted for her? Now she was nude and standing right in front of him. His cock stuck straight out.  
 
    He turned her away and cuffed her hands behind her and then pulled hard on her hair. I yelled at the laptop, calling him an asshole, but of course he couldn't hear me. He bent her at the waist and pushed her over our bed and brought the belt down hard against her ass. I saw her head jerk up in pain. Fucker! He pulled back and did it again and then again. He waited a few minutes, talking to her I presumed, and then smack her ass several more times. She squirmed and struggled but he was much too strong.  
 
    She moved her feet wider apart but on her own or following a command I couldn't tell. He reached between her ass cheeks to her pussy and pulled out shiny wet fingers and spoke to her briefly before swatting her round butt with the belt again and again. This time she just took it, although her knees wobbled several times.  
 
    He grabbed the handcuffs and pulled her towards him and lined his cock up with her vulnerable slit. He pushed in and her head arched back before falling forward. I saw her back twist in pleasure and his ass flex as he pushed several inches deeper. 
 
    “Holy shit...” Danny breathed. “My dad is whipping her and she loves it.” 
 
    David looped the belt up around her neck and pulled back like reins, which drove his big dick deeper. He held the belt with one hand and her handcuffs with the other and really started fucking her hard. I could only imagine how much pent-up lust he had for this hot girl next door. Erin's hair flew around and Danny's hand shook holding the camera. Her big tits bounced wildly as David pounded her little pussy.  
 
    After a while he pulled out and stood over her. His cock was so wet it sparkled on screen. He moved towards her and with one hand spread her ass and with the other bent his hard dick down. He lined his cock up to her rosebud asshole. I groaned all alone in my hotel room. Erin writhed under him, trying to get away, but David put a big paw on the small of her back and pinned her down. His face twisted into a leering grin as he began pushing his cock up her ass. She kicked her feet and I could almost hear her squealing.  
 
    He put his weight into it and the fat inches of his erection slowly disappeared up my wife's asshole. He kept her down and fed her rectum more and more of him until his big balls covered her cunt. He held himself there, allowing her to adjust to his enormous intrusion, until she was still. He pulled out and shoved back in. Her back bowed and his grin grew and he pulled out and shoved back in again. Erin stopped struggling. David pumped her ass in slowl, smooth, measure strokes, waiting. My wife took his cock anally for a few minutes and then, almost imperceptibly, her ass rose up to meet him. She wanted it. Soon he held himself motionless and Erin slammed her asshole back on him. I wish I had sound. I was sure my wife was crying out in near-orgasmic bliss.  
 
    He'd conquered her ass and she loved it. He held the belt with both hands and allowed my wife to ass-fuck herself on his dick. The idea of her orgasm never occurred to him. She was his to fuck and use and get himself off.  
 
    He began to move his hips faster and Erin met him every time. Their heads rolled around and he clawed at her back and soon drove his cock all the way in and held it there. I knew he was spraying sperm deep inside her. 
 
    He collapsed as his breathing slowly returned to normal. Finally, he pulled his deflated cock from her ass. He smacked her on the butt and helped her stand and removed the cuffs and belt. I thought they might kiss but no, this was not that kind of thing. I watched them leave the screen headed for the bathroom. Danny tried to follow but the bathroom blinds were closed. He turned the camera around. 
 
    “Sorry, dudes, but this is too intense. I just watched my dad fuck a bitch. That shit was too real. That's all for now. I've got to get home. My dad thinks I'm asleep and I can't risk getting caught.”  
 
    The screen went black.  
 
    I sent Erin text messages every fifteen minutes or so for two hours. Finally, Erin responded, apologizing and telling me she'd fallen asleep. At first I was really hurt that she'd cover for him like that. I didn't understand why. Why hide it? But then it occurred to me perhaps he was still there and told her to answer so I would leave her alone.  
 
    It was now after three my time and I needed to sleep. If he was still with her there was nothing I could do about it. I'd be back home tomorrow evening and I hoped she'd bring it up then. I went back to the laptop, looped the video back to the start, and watched him ass-fuck her again while I jacked off. I felt guilty watching him to it to her but it turned me on regardless. I came hard and went to bed. 
 
    My flight was uneventful and my car right in the parking garage where I'd left it. When I pulled up at home, David washed his car in his driveway as Danny cut dead branches from a tree in their yard. David waved and I waved back, amazed at how complicated everything had become. Danny gave me a nod and I smiled. My wife was the center of a neighborhood sexual-vortex. Inside  
 
    Inside the house Erin gave me a deep and passionate kiss. We hugged for several moments and made small talk but then she stepped back and announced she had something to tell me. For the next several minutes she narrated all that happened the night before, leaving out no detail and accurately matching what I'd seen for myself.  Thank God.  
 
    As I suspected, after Danny stopped filming, she and David showered and returned to our bed. She said he was rough and incredibly aggressive but she confessed that she really liked it. It shamed her to say so. 
 
    “Alex, he fucked me so hard sometimes I couldn't breathe. He forced his big dick into my mouth and down my throat until I choked and gagged. He tied me to our bed and fucked me until he filled my pussy with cum and I liked it. He kept talking about how he's watched me all these years and wanted me and he was finally tired of waiting. His desire for me was intense. As he described how long and how much he wanted me, my blood boiled with lust. I was drenched, desperate to be filled. He fucked me so differently from you, so differently from any other man I've ever been with. He was savage. I felt like a little girl.   
 
    “He said he saw us with Erik late one night and watched us through the window and decided if other men got to fuck me, then he was going to be one of them.” 
 
    I brushed a strand of hair off her face. Her eyes were filled with excitement.  
 
    “Alex, Honey, he'll be back tonight.” 
 
    Dread filled my chest. I liked David even less than Zane. There was no mistaking Erin’s arousal, though. I was surprised she enjoyed his over the top machismo.  
 
    “I would never have imagined you with David,” I offered. 
 
    “Me either.” 
 
    “He lives next door. Is this wise?” 
 
    “Probably not, but I can't say no.” 
 
    I wanted to remind her she'd also fucked his son and if he ever found out all hell would break loose, but I was supposed to be ignorant of all that. 
 
    We spent the rest of the day moving through our usual routines, but David's presence haunted us. Erin asked about my trip to Miami and I gave her all the boring details. I watched her mouth move as she spoke and remembered David's cock in there. I watched her ass walk by and remembered David balls-deep inside it. What would tonight bring?  
 
    I found out soon enough. About an hour after the sun went down there was a knock at our door. I stepped towards it but Erin called out from the bedroom that she'd get it. I stopped and listened to her footsteps come down the hall.  
 
    As she rounded the corner, my eyes bugged out. Erin wore a dog-collar with a dangling leash and a pure white see-through teddy. Most surprising, and the main cause of my almost instant erection, was her bare and smooth and hairless pussy. She'd shaved for him and it looked delicious. Her inner labia, swollen with excitement, peeked out between her outer labia. Her pussy looked pink and fresh and ready. My mouth watered. I'd never seen her hairless and it stunned me. My heart crumpled that she'd done it for him, not me, but that turned me on too. Her nipples strained against the sheer fabric, excited and erect. She saw my incredulous expression and explained. 
 
    “Last night he gave me... instructions,” she confessed.  
 
    Erin opened the door and took a step back. She sank to her knees and lifted the leash, offering David control. I'd seen my wife do a lot of freaky things recently, some while I was in the room with her, some over the Internet without her knowledge, but nothing rocked me like watching her delicate hand offer that strap to David. Anxiety flooded the pit of my stomach and rose to my chest. I had trouble breathing.  
 
    Rascal heard the clink of the leash and walked into the room, hoping for a walk. He took one look at the three of us and, disappointed, wandered off again. 
 
    David stepped inside and closed the door. He wore light white linen pants and a white wife-beater and he looked like a body-building ogre. His arms were tree-trunks of rippling muscle, his neck thick, his chest broad. His muscular thighs filled the legs of his pants and the outline of his thick cock extended down one pant leg and it grew longer by the second. He was a visual overload of male power and masculinity.  
 
    He eyed me suspiciously.  
 
    “Don't try anything,” he warned, rubbing the front of his pants. “She wants this and she's going to get it. I advise do not try to stop her.” 
 
    I looked at my submissive wife. Her rosy cheeks glowed. 
 
    “I won't,” I squeaked, trying to sound calm and confident but failing.  
 
    He lifted her chin until her eyes met his. She was already breathing fast. Her lips looked plump, her skin flush. I'd never seen her like this. Erik was handsome and attractive and attentive, Zane was aloof and distant and she was just a piece of meat to him. David burned with a fire for Erin. David pushed entirely different buttons for her. She knew him. He'd craved her for years and she saw that in his intense eyes. She'd always been aware of it. Every time she was outside, there was David, trying to seem cool but eyes boring into my woman. She'd eaten it up but never thought of him as a lover.  
 
    Now he held her leash and she trembled with anticipation. David looked at her with more desire than any man ever had, including me.  
 
    “Take it out,” he ordered. “Hold it in your mouth while I talk to your husband.” 
 
    I was confused but Erin reached up and loosened the tie on his pants. Snap, zip, and down his pants fell to his ankles. I saw his cock clearly for the first time and grunted in surprise. He was longer than me and his thickness was astonishing, but what really shocked me was how heavily veined he was. Two wide tubes ran along the top until one veered off and disappeared and the other sank out of sight just before the head. He was circumcised and the ridge flared wider than the thick shaft. The skin was covered with veins of all sizes, crisscrossing him like pink and dark blue fractures. The thing oozed vitality and raw impregnating power. I'd seen none of this from Danny's broadcast. 
 
    Erin scooted closer and dutifully opened her mouth. Her tongue slipped out to nudge the head inside and she closed her lips around the shaft. With a few adjustments and a little sucking, she pulled about four inches into her mouth and waited. 
 
    David peeled off his wife beater. He was a ripped mountain of muscle. I saw evidence of steroid use everywhere, but who was I to judge? He kicked off his loafers and stepped out of his pants and Erin made certain she kept his cock firmly in her mouth the whole time. David looked at me with an arrogant grin I wanted to punch. 
 
    “What kind of work do you do, exactly?” he asked. His question threw me. I shook my head and regarded him and then I understood; small talk, while my dick is resting in your wife's mouth. How you like that, mother fucker? He played a viscous mind-game with me. If I stayed cool, his cock stayed in her mouth. If I got upset, he wins, and his cock stays in my wife's mouth anyway. Asshole. Faced with this choice I made my decision. Fuck him. 
 
    “I set up computer systems for various companies,” I casually replied. “Establish their local area network, debug their systems, anticipate their needs, things like that.” 
 
    He smiled but there was no warmth in it. I'd chosen my path. Erin adjusted her lips around his shaft.  
 
    David and I chatted for ten minutes, twenty, thirty. Erin did not budge except to move her legs. Her body language told me she actually enjoyed her humiliating subservience. She was happy to hold his soft spongy cock in her mouth. She tongued him leisurely and softly suckled from time to time. He held her leash and made small talk with me and thoroughly relished his power over us both.  
 
    Eventually he tired of his game and announced he needed to pee. Erin stood and led him down the hallway by his penis and then held his fat cock with both hands while he urinated, aiming him down into the water.  My stomach turned over. His donkey-cock shot a hot stream and Erin stared, fascinated. When he finished she shook the shaft and dabbed him dry with a washcloth. He ordered her to the bedroom and to stack pillows under her hips, face down, and wait for him. She flitted down the hallway to do as she was told. At work she is a hard-assed negotiator with a crew of seven. In his presence she is an obedient schoolgirl. 
 
    “You want to watch?” he asked. I shrugged. He continued. “Weeks ago I saw you all come home with another man. I spied through a window and you allowed him to fuck her. You even sucked his dick right beside her. No way will you be sucking mine. I ain't into that shit but if you are passing your wife around to other men, I'm getting some.” 
 
    His hand drifted down and began playing with his dick. His penis-skin was remarkably loose and slid up and down like a sheath. He was soft but his hand barely reached around. He simply had the thickest penis I'd ever seen.  
 
    “Come on,” he suggested. “Come watch me fuck your wife.” 
 
    When we entered the bedroom Erin lay face-down on the bed with our pillows stacked under her hips, as instructed. Her firm round ass was almost two feet off the bed. Her legs were parted slightly and her newly bald pussy stared back at us. Both sets of lips were engorged in anticipation.  
 
    “She on birth control?” he asked, rubbing his palm over his dick head. 
 
    Given our conversation before Miami and my enthusiastic agreement we start a family, I honestly did not know. In the days since I left that message Erin may very well have gone off birth control, anticipating my return. My eyes involuntarily darted to his testicles. They were bloated and heavy. He caught me looking and laughed. 
 
    “Too late, Alex. I already fucked her three times last night. If you are worried about pregnancy you're too late.” He lifted his foot to the bed and opened his legs. He held his cock up, showing me his fat balls. “Pretty fucking big, right? I have a friend like you. After he saw me in the showers at work he asked me to fuck his wife. Took him a week to work up the nerve but he finally asked. She was really hot so I did, every few days for almost a year. She was always ready and eager for it too. I would have kept going but she got pregnant. Now he's raising my kid like his own. It's our dirty little secret. He doesn't like it but tough shit; you play, you pay. I told him he better be a good dad and husband or I'll come around and kick his ass and then lock him up. You want me to knock your wife up too? You want to raise another kid for me?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You sure? Look at Erin move her hips. She wants me to fuck her. She's dying for it. Maybe you should ask her?” 
 
    It was true; Erin was face-down but her hips moved in little circles. David's tough-guy talk had her incredibly aroused. 
 
    “How about it, Erin? You want to carry my baby?” 
 
    Erin whimpered. “I don't give a shit, David, just fuck me you asshole. I can't stand waiting. My pussy feels so empty.”  
 
    David grinned at her use of a pet-name for him. He'd continued playing with his cock as we spoke and now he was almost erect. Oddly, so was I. Mostly I was repelled and disgusted by the idea of Erin pregnant by him but some buried part of my brain was excited by her words. Was she so hot for his dick she wasn't thinking straight or did she actually want to be this man's breeding bitch? Either way disturbed me and turned me on. He saw my tented pants and pointed to a chair in the corner.  
 
    “Take your clothes off and have a seat,” he ordered. “No funny business. I'll knock your ass out. I don't do guys.” 
 
    I hesitated. This was the moment of refusal or complete buy-in. As soon as my pants dropped my erection would tell everyone how I really felt, no matter what I said or how I acted. Fuck. I sighed, and then I stripped. As my underwear came down, my hard penis bounced free. He laughed again.  
 
    “Oh yeah, I'm really going to enjoy fucking this hot bitch. Sit your ass down, I'm going to tie you to the chair.” 
 
    I hesitated again so he just waited. Reluctantly, I sat and, using my own work ties, he bound me wrist and ankle to the chair in the corner. Erin had slipped a hand under to rub her clit. She loved the way he totally dominated us both.  
 
    He finished with me and stepped to the bed. His big hand came down with a crack on her bare ass. She yelped. 
 
    “Did I give you permission to play with yourself?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then why the fuck did you?” 
 
    “I'm so horny!” 
 
    He smacked her ass hard again. 
 
    “Suck my cock, bitch, and do a good job. Do it just like I showed you last night.” 
 
    Erin rolled over and dove on his hard dick. She opened her mouth as wide as she could and struggled to get his fat head in. She kept fighting and soon her cheeks bulged with dick. She gagged and swallowed and pushed him deeper and gagged again. He laughed.  
 
    “Yeah, like that. All slutty and nasty. That's what I like. Pretty high-class wife gagging on my rod.” 
 
    He grabbed the back of her head with both hands and pulled her down onto him. Saliva drooled from her lips. His cock inched deeper and Erin coughed so he pulled harder. She moved her body to open her throat and David slowly shoved his cock in. Her mouth was stretched wide until her lips turned white. Her eyes watered. He got a better grip and shoved another inch or two deep and she almost threw-up but quickly composed herself and struggled to accepted his shank. With two or three inches to go, he hit the narrowing of her throat. His cock head was sandwiched between her tonsils and could go no further. He pulled partially out and started fucking my wife's mouth. As he hit a rhythm his scrotum swung back and forth, thumping against her chin.  
 
    She'd risen to all fours to brace herself and he held her steady as he firmly mouth-fucked her. His cock was hard as iron. He enjoyed her desperate struggles and allowed her to show him how much she loved his dick. Erin straightened her back and used her mouth and throat to envelope his cock like a second pussy. 
 
    “Ooooohhh yeah,” he sighed. “Fuck, that's good head. Rich bitch loves my dick.” 
 
    I marveled at his thickness. How was she doing it?  
 
    He reached underneath and slapped her bouncing tits, once on each side. Erin gave a muffled yelp.  
 
    “I've been a cop a long, long time,” he said. “You see everything. Some women just want a man to step up and take what he wants. Makes them feel demure and submissive... more womanly and shit. I recognized the look in her eyes instantly. I knew what kind of girl she was right away.” 
 
    He rolled her nipples painfully between thumb and forefinger and Erin groaned around his dick and sucked harder. Her face twisted in pain but she just tried harder to please him. He laughed again. 
 
    “Difficult to see your wife acting like this? Painful to watch her try so hard?” 
 
    Her eyes were closed in bliss. 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted. 
 
    “Gets worse,” he warned.  
 
    Behind David, I noticed slight movement outside our bedroom window. No doubt Danny was out there, recording everything. This was all so twisted and immoral.  
 
    David pulled my wife off his cock and laid her on her back. He rested her head off the edge of our bed and aimed his cock back into her willing mouth. He waited for her to get his cock sliding back and forth again and then he circled her throat with both hands, making me anxious. He eased forward until his penis bumped the back of her throat. She gagged and he pulled back an inch but as soon as she caught her breath he pushed forward again. He trapped her head against the bed and I saw her throat bulge. He pushed harder and the bulge moved towards her stomach. He slowly forced his cock ever deeper. His testicles moved towards her face until they came to rest on her forehead. Her mouth and throat strained to contain him but a weird pride kept her trying. She breathed through her nose and after a moment, he pushed his cock deeper still. His balls slid down her face as his shaft disappeared into her throat. I noted her fingers and toes were curled into tight fists. Finally, his balls smothered her nose and eyes, every inch of his shaft lodged in her mouth and throat, he looked up at me and grinned.  
 
    He held himself buried in my wife's mouth. She adjusted beneath him. A vein on her neck stood out. Her face was red and her breasts flushed. He just left his dick there, displaying his power. He tightened his fingers around her neck. Minutes ticked off. Erin's eyelids fluttered. She was about to pass out. 
 
    “What the fuck, David?” I protested. 
 
    “Relax, pussy,” he ordered. “I'm a trained professional. I know exactly how much this whore can take. I've done this a million times to a million women.” 
 
    Erin started to fade. Unconsciousness beckoned and she floated down into it. Her throat and shoulders loosened, her expression went soft. David's big cock slid in the last inch. My wife's lips circled the base of his root against his public bone, buried in his pubic hair. His grin grew into an arrogant smirk. 
 
    “That's all of me.” 
 
    He pumped his hips slightly to increase his pleasure and the bulge in her throat moved. She barely maintained her grip on consciousness. He released her throat and leaned over her body. His head settled between her legs. Locked in a sixty-nine position, he began eating my wife's sweet little pussy while she held his cock trapped in her mouth. Her softly moans turned quickly to deep groans. They pleasured each other, gaining in intensity as she slowly came back around. Soon she used her throat to fuck him as he licked her pussy from asshole to clit. Within minutes my wife tensed and convulsed as she built towards orgasm. His probing, teasing tongue brought her to the edge and then he backed away. Erin hit the comforter with a fist in frustration. David began her climb towards climax again and my wife lifted her legs and drew her knees up, offering him her pussy in complete supplication. He brought her right to the edge before once again backing away. 
 
    For an hour I watched this bastard torment my wife. His cock had been in her mouth so long her jaw muscles cramped. I watched his fat balls roll all around her face and his scrotum cover her eyes and nose. It looked so lewd. His hairy asshole stared right at me. By the end she was near tears with frustration, desperately craving release. He withdrew his cock and searched his pants pocket, returning with standard issue police handcuffs. He turned her lengthwise on the bed and cuffed her wrists to our headboard. 
 
    With both of us tied, he began a search of our bedroom. Strangely, this intrusion into our life upset me more than watching him fuck my wife's mouth. Like the cop he is, he methodically went from one drawer to the next. When he discovered Erin's adult toys, he beamed. He investigated each in turn, selecting the biggest one that also vibrated. It was thick and black and bumpy. 
 
    “Open your mouth,” he ordered. Erin did. He fucked her orifice with the dildo until it was slick with saliva, and then climbed onto the bed. He lifted her legs over his shoulder. Relief flooded her face. Now at last she'd receive the release she so desperately needed. Nope. He lined that fake cock up with her sphincter and pushed. Erin tried to move away but he pinned her and pushed again. She grunted when the head slipped inside her ass and groaned when he shoved it into her bowels. He was rough and in less than a minute latex balls rested just outside her ass. He flipped the switch and turned the dial. 
 
    “Gunnnnngh!” Erin exclaimed. She whimpered and tried to pull her ass away from this invading monster but of course it just went with her. She wiggled her ass, trying to dislodge it but failed. David turned the vibration higher. 
 
    “Unnnngh! Fuck! Take it out!” she cried. 
 
    David laughed and ignored her request. He moved up the bed until his fat cock hung over her mouth. 
 
    “Open up, cunt. Beg me to suck my dick.” 
 
    Erin clamped her jaw shut so David slapped her tits. When she cried out in pain he shoved his cock in. I tested my bonds. He was skirting the edge of abuse and I was growing increasingly uncomfortable, but I was trapped. He pumped her mouth briefly and withdrew and slapped her tits again, just catching her sensitive nipples. Erin cried out again. 
 
    “Beg me.” 
 
    She can be so stubborn. 
 
    Slap! 
 
    “Fucking asshole!” 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    “Unnngh! Fuck! Ow! Please give me your cock, David, you prick. Fuck my mouth.” 
 
    He didn't. Instead he reached down and ticked the vibration up several more notches. Erin made a kind of combined groan-whimper sound and rotated her ass above the bed. Her face looked ready to cry. He slid off the bed and searched my closet, returning with two of my favorite ties. He bound her ankles to the corners of the bed.  
 
    “Please...” she begged. “Please....David.... let me cum....please...” 
 
    He ignored her as she whined the occasional, “Please...”. Once he had her secured he visited my closet again and came back belt in hand. Erin's eyes went wide. I opened my mouth to protest and the belt flicked out with a whir. Smack! Erin yelled for him to stop so he swung his arm again. Smack!! He spun on me, his eyes maniacal. 
 
    “Not one word,” he warned. “Or I'll whip her twice as long.” 
 
    She turned pleading eyes to me. I bit my lips hard enough to break the skin.  
 
    Whistle, smack! 
 
    “Aayyyeeee!” she squealed. “You fucker!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Brilliant pink marks formed everywhere the belt bit.  
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    David's eyes filled with glee. His years of desire had twisted into something dark and torturous and he now vented it all across my wife's lovely flesh. His cock had softened as he'd tied her but now, as he whipped her, rose again to throbbing hardness. About ten minutes in he turned the vibration higher and Erin arched her back and broke into sobs. He always hit her hard enough to sting like a mother-fucker but shy of real damage. The scent of her astonishing arousal filled the room.  
 
    When her skin was a livid patchwork of belt marks, he stepped back to survey his handiwork. His smile was cruel. 
 
    “This is a dream come true,” he chuckled. He ran his big rough hand up from her foot, along her leg and over her flat tummy, up and over a big breast to her throat, where he squeezed. Erin coughed and her face flushed. He maintained the pressure until her eye-lids fluttered and then he relaxed. She was utterly under his power. She coughed and gagged as she sucked air into her lungs. He lowered his face between her legs again and teased her raw clit with his tongue. Erin was ready to explode. He gripped her throat again until she nearly passed out and then tested her pussy. 
 
    “She's sopping,” he informed me. “Drenched. The worse I treat her the wetter she gets. I can see by your expression you did not know this about your wife.” 
 
    He turned the vibration all the way off and left the room. Erin moved in small writhing motions on our bed, little grunts and gasps of frustration escaping her every few seconds. 
 
    “You okay, Baby?” I asked cautiously.  
 
    Her voice was strained and tense. “Fuck! Alex, I need to cum so bad. David's a mother-fucker.” She tried to rub her inner-thigh against her clitoris, failed, gave an exasperated sigh, and threw her head back against the pillow. I watched her chew her lips. She lifted her head as far as she could and examined her body. Finally, she lay still. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged and then remembered she couldn't see me.  
 
    “I'm okay,” I said. “I was afraid he was hurting you.” 
 
    “He was. Can you see where he went?” 
 
    I twisted my head but he'd pulled the bedroom door almost closed as he left. 
 
    “No.”  
 
    We waited twenty minutes. When the bedroom door opened again he had two men with him, a tall blonde and a muscular black, both in full police uniform. Their eyes lit up when they saw Erin and they laughed cruelly.  
 
    “Jackpot,” the blonde cop said.  
 
    They approached from both sides of the bed, dropping zippers as they walked. They fished out their cocks and climbed onto the bed, aiming their meat at her mouth. David climbed onto the bed between her legs and slowly turned the dial up again. Erin whimpered and opened her mouth and began licking and sucking both men. David pushed the latex cock all the way up her ass and turned the dial. Erin howled and the black guy twisted her nipple so hard she howled again.  
 
    They fucked her mouth with practiced regularity and I knew this was not their first time double-teaming a girl. David guided his cock to her slit and eased the head between her labia. She would have been tight around him anyway but that fat cock up her ass made her pussy grip his head like a fist. I heard her cry out around the cocks in her mouth. David reached under and spun the dial all the way to maximum vibration. Erin tensed like a million volts flowed through her.  
 
    “Grumph gut malth!” she bellowed. “Unnnngh!” 
 
    All three men laughed. David began forcing his cock in and out. Like a victim of third-world torture, Erin clawed the bedspread and struggled against her captors. They used her holes, pinching and pulling her tender nipples, mashing her big spongy tits, until I thought she would lose her mind. They would not allow her to orgasm. It was pure torment. 
 
    Blonde guy felt his cum boiling up and warned everyone. He took his cock in hand and held her head steady and jacked himself into her open mouth. They all laughed as jet after jet of hot sticky cum flew out and streaked her face and hair, with plenty arcing into her mouth. He squeezed the last drops from his dick onto her tongue and told his friend to hurry up, they had to get back on patrol.  
 
    Black Guy fucked her mouth while David fucked her tight pussy until Black Guy shoved his cock deep and erupted, bellowing like a rutting bull. My wife swallowed fast. He shook his head like flies buzzed around it and poured his nut juice down her throat. When he backed away, his black cock drooled cum across her face. 
 
    “I owe you one,” he told David. “This bitch is fine.”  
 
    He glanced at me with contempt and zipped up and left our bedroom with blonde guy.  
 
    Alone with her again, David concentrated on fucking. She was tied spread-eagle beneath him and he relished his power. He bit her nipples and pushed his big cock painfully deep inside her and used her any way he saw fit. At one point he buried his fleshy log and just enjoyed her tight walls vibrating around him. His hard cock filling her pussy combined with the vibrator in her ass would have been enough to bring her to climax, but David pulled his cock out just before she could.   
 
    “NOOOooooooo! Ah, fuck! I fucking HATE you.” She wanted to kill him. 
 
    I admit hearing my wife so desperately wanting another man turned me on. Her hips churned as she sought contact with his towering prick. David knelt between her bound legs with his cock sticking up like a spear and the entire length glistened with her soaking wetness. In the background the low buzz of the vibrator filled the room, mixed in with Erin's plaintive whimpers and frustrated gasps. He had her dying for cock, aching to be fucked.  
 
    I barely recognized my wife anymore. I hadn't fucked her in so long she no longer even looked to me for sex. She gazed down the length of her body at his massive erection and her eyes held overwhelming want.  
 
    “Please,” she mewled. “David, please, I need you. Don't leave me like this. Fuck me, David. Put that hard cock inside me. Own me, like you did all night. I love the way you fuck me, Baby. Give it to me hard again.” 
 
    My penis began to rise. I may never understand where this fetish comes from or why I love it so much, but the truth cannot be denied. I was staring at his big cock and massive balls as hard as she was. I wanted him to fuck my wife as much as my wife wanted him to fuck her. 
 
    David had a blast, waiting, enjoying the moment, tormenting us both. He had a happily married couple dancing on his strings. Yearning, Erin tried to play a mind-game with him.  
 
    “I heard you earlier, David, and no, I'm not on birth control. My husband was supposed to come home and impregnate me. Who knows what might happen? Put your big cock in me. I want it. Don't you want to shoot me full of cum? My pussy is so tight and warm, Baby. Give it to me. She right there, take her.”  
 
    She lifted her pussy towards his cock. “David, take my pussy away from Alex. I know how men are. Fuck his wife, right in front of him. His wife wants your cock.” She was appealing to his ego, which was brilliant, but she was also driving me crazy. I couldn't believe what she was saying. She was talking crazy, trying to reach him, but I'd never imagined my wife speaking this way, and it was so hot.  
 
    Her words did get to him. His cock was harder than ever and bounced with his heartbeat. The pregnancy risk made this scene dangerous. I was torn between excitement, shame, and anxiety. What if he did get her pregnant? I felt sick to my stomach when I imagined Erin huge with his baby, but the possibility of him getting her pregnant got me so hot. Tied to a chair, my feelings made no difference at all. I wondered what I would do at this moment if I'd been free. Fight David? Leave the room? Protect Erin? Or just sit back down and watch?  
 
    David walked on his knees up to her thighs. He used both hands to point his cock at her slit and leaned his hips forward. Her pussy seemed to reach out and grab his cock and envelope the head. He sank several inches, pulled out, and sank the length all the way to his balls. Erin was drenched. He bit a nipple until she whimpered. 
 
    He cared about nothing but a gorgeous woman beneath him. Her tight pussy wrapped firmly around his cock was all he needed or wanted from her. He started working her pussy in and out and the sounds of her runaway wetness filled our bedroom.  
 
    He pushed his thick cock all the way in and forced all the air from Erin's lungs. He held himself there, buried balls-deep in my wife, filling her pussy end to end and side to side, and ordered Erin to tell him to knock her up. She resisted and he leaned his body weight on his huge cock. Erin groaned. Her mouth fell open. He reached under and cupped her firm ass and drove his cock like a metal stake up into her. She gasped for breath. He had to be pressing directly on her cervix. Her resistance crumbled. 
 
    “Knock me up, David,” she growled. “Put a baby in me.”  
 
    She darted guilty eyes at me and I knew for that instant, she meant it. I know the moment was intense and I expected she was carried away by her emotions and the fact David had her ready to scream, but as those words left her mouth I heard actual desire in them. She wanted this beast of a man to impregnate her. His overly-masculine personality had her submitting completely. He heard her conviction too and growled deep in his throat as he began pounding her again.  
 
    He looked over at me, speaking between thrusts. “She carries a gallon of me from last night and I'm about to give her more.” 
 
    He turned his attention back to Erin, thrusting harder and faster.  
 
    “Goddamn, you're beautiful. You just think about my baby in you. Filthy slut. You imagine yourself pregnant with another man's child. What kind of wife would do that? I feel it rising. I'm going to shoot your full of cum. Here it comes, whore.” 
 
    Her eyes were as big as eggs. His words struck right at the heart of her. She was about to receive his seed and a dirty, raunchy, utterly unfaithful and immoral part of her wanted to actually conceive with him. It was too much to take. She came face to face with her inner Devil and embraced the bitch fully.  
 
    One moment he pounded away at her and the next her back arched and she screamed like bloody murder. Her body went stiff from head to toes and every muscle she had stood out in rigid relief. Her head thrashed side to side and her scream turned into rising and falling laughter. Her orgasm lasted more than a minute and David kept fucking her the whole time. Her laughter turned back into a scream and sloshing, splashing sounds filled the room as she gushed with excitement. Tied to the bed, she was forced to take his pounding as he used her and was thrilled to do it.   
 
    He rose over her and sucked a nipple. His hips moved faster and he grunted and thrust a few more times before pushing his cock deep and unloading his hot stew directly into her womb. From the first powerful blast Erin urged him on, begging for every drop, crying out for him to keep fucking. His muscular ass clenched each time he pumped another blast of sperm inside her. My penis throbbed and semen leaked from the tip. I might be witnessing the breeding of my wife but I'd never been more excited. I needed as much professional help as she did. 
 
    David roared like a bull and his back curved into a bow as the sperm flowed from his big balls into her. He continued thrusting until long after the last drop oozed out, and then held himself over her on his huge arms, breathing hard.  
 
    When he withdrew his fat cock he left her cunt stretched out of shape and partially open. I actually saw inside my wife and the sea of milk he deposited there. David collapsed to his back and smiled. 
 
    The rest of our night was more of the same. He knelt over her and she cleaned his cock and balls with her tongue. Eventually he untied her but she was still bound to him mentally. Her eagerness to please him stabbed my heart. He fucked her when he got hard and she sucked him until he did again. My wife worshiped his hanging meat.  
 
    In the morning, Erin called in sick and stayed with him all day while I dressed and went to work. I had appointments I could not miss. My heart thumped in my chest as I watched our home grow smaller in the rear-view mirror. I'd left David and Erin in bed together. I heard nothing from her all day. When I raced home that night I saw evidence of their fucking all around the house. Rascal looked at me like he was trying to tell me Erin was a bad girl. “I know, buddy,” I murmured.  
 
    When I entered the bedroom they were still in bed and she was all over him; kissing his mouth and rubbing her body all along his, cuddling and snuggling and savoring their contact. She was never far from his cock; her face, her hands, her legs, or even her feet. He treated her with indifference, except when he wanted more sex, and yet she adored him.  
 
    Part of me begrudgingly admired him; he was older than either of us but had the sexual stamina of a prized-bull. His muscular body was ripped and his heavily-veined cock radiated health and vitality. He went home to check on Danny but was back at our place Monday night, working his big cock deep into Erin's every hole.   
 
    He left us early Tuesday morning before the sun was up. I heard his patrol car drive out of the neighborhood as he headed for the police station. We went back to sleep for another hour or two until the alarm woke us. Erin rolled over and kissed me deeply, her mouth sharp with the taste of his sperm. Her delicate fingers coiled around me and I was hard in an instant. She rolled me onto my back and mounted me and for the first time in a very long time I felt her hot folds surround me. She was slippery and dripping and his cum ran down my penis, but I did not care. I almost reminded her about the hormone cream but kept my mouth shut. We both needed this. I hadn't used it for days so she was probably okay.  
 
    Our love-making was brief but intense, as we both came quickly. It felt so good to be inside her again. My load was a fountain of white-hot jizz flooding her uterus. She practically purred as she rolled off me, over-flowing with the seed from two men. She held a dainty hand over her vaginal opening, pinching her labia together and trapping all our semen inside.  
 
    I had a million thoughts swirling in my head. I was shocked she loved the rough stuff so much. I felt insecure and hoped she'd say something reassuring, although fucking me as soon as he left went a long way to making me feel better. We lay there basking in our after-glow, lost in our own thoughts, reflecting on how far we'd come and how crazy things had gotten.  
 
    Erin slipped a finger inside her pussy and withdrew it. She rubbed the combined fluid around and showed it to me.  
 
    “I feel like a war-bride, like a prize. You and David are battling over me right now.” 
 
    “Yes, we are. From what you said Sunday night, I think you want him to win.” 
 
    Goose bumps spread down her welt-covered arms. Her nipples hardened and she looked down at them. When she looked up again, she smiled.  
 
    “Don't be silly,” she said. She faced me. “Of course I want a baby with my husband.” 
 
    Her bright eyes danced. She went on. 
 
    “This life, Baby. This wildly sexual and exciting life, it's like heroin. It's so dangerous and reckless. It breaks so many rules, violates so many taboos. Look how far we've wandered from the path. Our marriage is totally transformed. My mother would lose her mind if she found out. I have said and done things I could not have imagined.” 
 
    She dipped her fingers again and examined the slick mix of sperm.  
 
    “Right now I have two men inside me, trying to create a baby. It's decadent. I can't believe this other woman I had living inside me all this time. She's a fucking slut. I love her.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded. “I do too.” 
 
    She knew nothing about her wide-spread Internet fame and massive on-line following and I debated telling her. She knew nothing of Danny's huge library of pictures and videos. She thought she was a secretly wild woman but she was much more public that she knew. I decided to keep her secret to myself.   
 
    I placed my hand on her lower belly, just above her pussy. 
 
    “So,” I began. “What if... You know?” 
 
    She gave a little shrug and a coy smile and placed her hand on top of mine.  
 
    “Timing wise, I'm sure I'm fine, Honey. Barring an Act of God, it's probably not a real worry, it's just an utterly taboo and insane idea.” 
 
    We fell silent again, pondering. The threat of impregnation made this a pivotal moment. We'd sailed through up to this point, caught-up in the hot fantasy, carried along by the excitement and adrenaline, never really paying a price for our many adventures. The reality of a child sobered us. I rubbed my hand on her belly in a small circle. She might at this very moment be creating a baby with David. The thought squeezed the air from my lungs. It terrified me, nauseated me, frightened me, and, strangely, aroused me. No way could I get hard again already but I was filled with a crushing desire to mate with Erin again and again. Primal forces moved me.  
 
    “I am not the woman I thought I was...” Her voice trailed away.  
 
    We'd come so far. We now had a true and honest understanding of ourselves. Our eyes met. We smiled at each other. 
 
    “What's next?” she asked. 
 
    “I think you mean who,” I teased. Her smile turned sexy. 
 
    “Yes, you're right. I will keep David around because that bastard does something to me. I melt. I love it when he bosses me around but like Erik, I cannot allow feelings to grow there. I just love it when he takes control.” 
 
    “I can take control,” I suggested. 
 
    She reached out and cradled my face. 
 
    “No, Alex, my love. You're my husband. We are partners and equals. I could never give myself to you like I give myself to him. You and I have a relationship built on trust and respect; we're best friends. More than that, he has the cock that turns me to jelly. I love yours but it doesn't command me. Do you understand what I mean?” 
 
    I did. She gazed into my eyes. 
 
    “You know I'll make him fuck you too,” she warned. “He says no now but I can work my secret womanly ways. David will feed you his cock and you'll both love it. I want to see you forced to submit to him, just like me. You know how much I love that.” 
 
    I tensed. I hated David more than Zane. Was she right? “I think you better check with David,” I countered. “He made it clear he is not into that kind of thing.” 
 
    “Yeah, I heard him, but I believe I can get him to do it. Getting you both to do it would turn me on so much.” 
 
    I caught a glimpse of her secret womanly powers. How many times has it been a woman behind the throne? Her power was so different from a man's. I imagined David's big cock in my mouth while Erin watched gleefully, both of us bent to her will but believing it was our own idea. 
 
    “Yes,” she continued. “I think I need to see that and soon. David will be coming over much more often.” 
 
    I could almost feel his hard dick moving up my ass. My penis twitched and began to rise. Erin saw it and chuckled. 
 
    “That was easy,” she said, gloating. “One down, one to go.” 
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