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ONE 
 
    My wife bored me, in bed and out. I was bored of her body, bored of her face, bored of the way she just lay there when I fucked her and seemed to put up with it rather than enjoy it. 
 
    I wanted adventure, youth, and novelty, and that’s why I started seeing escorts whenever I went out of town. 
 
    It started kind of mild, a strip club and a lap dance, then a hand job at a massage place, but then I wanted to fuck, and the parlors and spas gave way to sleazier joints, and then I got into ordering women online when I’d be staying in a hotel, and after a while that’s just what I did when I traveled for work, which was a lot. 
 
    It was great, it really was, and I nailed and got blown by some of the best-looking women I’ve ever talked to – flight attendants, waitresses and perfume girls included – sometimes even two at a time, both of them working the pole for tips. 
 
    In the year or so I was doing this I must have fucked three dozen women, and finally got my numbers up to where I felt they should be for a man of 50, albeit at considerable expense. 
 
    Then one day it all ended when my wife found out, and this is the story of that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TWO 
 
    I woke up in LA with a hangover and went to the minibar and drank a soda water and beer, then called room service for a pot of coffee and two orders of toast. 
 
    Something was worrying me. 
 
    I was in town checking out the hotel for work and I’d gotten too free with the weed edibles the morning of the day before, and that had led to a little lunchtime drinking in the hotel bar, which I also had to examine, for reasons I’ll outline below, and then in the afternoon there was more weed and I went back to my room and watched some porn. 
 
    It was then realized, like I didn’t know already, that I was near ground central of all the good shit, and that, things being what they are, many pornstars, active and retired, now do a little escorting on the side. 
 
    To cut a long story short: I got high, I got drunk, I went online and spent a lot of money getting one of my favorite pornstars to come and spend some time with me, my dick buried balls deep in each of her holes, then charged it to the company credit card because I didn’t have the cash on me and, with all the extras I asked for, it went over any of my personal limits. 
 
    My job is checking out hotels and other services for Bondurant Inc., a company that’s owned by my wife’s family. She’s rich, I’m not. The homes, the cars, the boat – my job itself. All of it comes from Celine. I get a salary, but it’s not enough to cover how I live, and I signed a pre-nup that don’t want to get into, because I was a dumbass who thought he’d stay in love. 
 
    Now in my defense I travel a lot, it’s part of the job, but in our ten years together, nine married, I’ve always been faithful. It just seemed the right thing to do, and when I was on the road – the company has hotels all across the US, and other interests elsewhere – I was happy with a drink, sometimes a joint, and then jerking off if I got lonely. 
 
    I loved Celine, and thought she loved me. 
 
    I never realized that we were both harboring this darkness, or that embracing it would lead us to the light, but it all happened, exactly as I’ll tell it here. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



THREE 
 
    Celine’s never done a day’s work in her life, but she had her dad set me up with a job checking out hotels. Her old man owns 37 of them all over the country, and it’s my job to fly out twice a year and make sure everything’s OK. 
 
    I turn up, check into a suite, and enjoy the facilities. I get all the room service I want, am encouraged to have a good time, and all I have to do is complete a 20-page form based on an inspection, and then type up my overall impressions and suggestions. The managers know I’m coming, and the staff are in on it too, but I poke around and do my best to see what’s happening. 
 
    It’s easy and fun, to be honest, and a better job than I expected after fucking up in my twenties with alcohol and drugs. 
 
    Still, if it hadn’t been for my fuck-ups I’d never have gotten here. 
 
    After all – that was how I met Celine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



FOUR 
 
    She was a few years younger than me, and coming off coke while I was there for other stuff, and we left together the second meeting and went straight to a hotel – The Girodas, in Newton, where she and her brother still keep suites. 
 
    We got high, drunk, naked and laid. 
 
    We stayed there for three or four days and when I went back to work there was nothing for me, so Celine got me a job and I took it, and thus began a great romance with us both sucking off the company tit, and I thought it’d never end, hence the lack of a pre-nup and our rather casual attitude to sobriety, which, we agreed, would be a weekday thing, or at least 9-to-5, and then nothing that stopped something important getting done. 
 
    I was always buzzing on something, and it worked. I had a job and a relationship. I felt better than I ever could straight, and Celine played along too, although her choice was weed and champagne and being holed up in her suite, and she did her thing and I did mine, and whatever that was it seemed to work, right up until the moment it didn’t. 
 
    I noticed that I’d be on the road, or even back in Newton, and I’d start to count not just how many women I’d like to fuck, but how many women I’d risk it all with Celine for. Some days I’d see two dozen on a simple walk to a coffee store, even outside of LA. One time on a trip about a year ago I was in a bookstore and nearly every woman under 40 looked better than Celine, and I made my purchase, went straight to a bar, and then a few drinks in decided to hit a strip club and be done with it. 
 
    I had a great time, and went back the next day and got a lap dance, and then a massage with a happy ending on the way to the hotel, and I was thrilled to be back in the game, older, wiser and more goal-directed. 
 
    It was the next trip I really started sleeping with prostitutes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



FIVE 
 
    The first time you pay for sex, like the first time you buy drugs, is more scary than fun, and without the thrill of getting home and taking a hit and knowing that everything’s going to be OK. No, paying for sex sucks, but once it’s become a possibility the second time happens a little faster, is a little easier, and you don’t rush so much, maybe even choose the right girl, or least not someone you don’t want. 
 
    With a little practice, which gets easier to imagine after the second or third time, you can go into it knowing what to expect, learn to enjoy the fear and rush before it all goes down, and even see yourself taking up this habit. The fourth or fifth time you just do it, the same way you’d go in for a haircut in an unfamiliar town. By the tenth or so you’ve got it down pat, and you can really start enjoying it and trying to learn more. 
 
    I soon started going online and making appointments ahead of time, reading the escort reviews and even adding some of my own. 
 
    I became something of an expert, and when I went to LA I knew what I was capable of doing, and it would have gone off without a hitch if I’d remembered to get enough cash or stay within my budget. 
 
    Yeah - I spent more than you might make in a month on a night of sex and put it on the company card. 
 
    I was such a fucking dumbass. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



SIX 
I’m not going to tell you who I hired, because she wants to keep that side of her business on the low down, even though you can see her getting reamed online any time of day or night. 
 
    She’s Asian, in her early 30s, or so the bio says, and spent about three years at the top of the game. If you think you might know her, you probably do. She was big, and still a regular in “who’s the hottest Asian” discussions. 
 
    I knew her from the movies and always liked her a lot, not just her look but her enthusiasm, and to meet and fuck her was, to use a tired phrase that in this case is perfectly apt, a dream come true. 
 
    For my money I got the full girlfriend experience – drinks, kisses, hugs, the lot, including anal and facials, whatever I wanted bar S&M and bareback. 
 
    It was pricey, so I had a plan and made a list, but then I fucked up and got excited, did too much. 
 
    When it was over I thought that was it, my sexual peak, that I’d never have a night like that again. 
 
    I was wrong, though. I’d get a flood of them. 
 
    Sex in your 50s is the best. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



SEVEN 
 
    After LA I had to fly up to Seattle, and then down to San Francisco, and then it was home, back to Newton, the dull as fuck college town my wife and her family seem wedded to, despite all the alternatives open. 
 
    Celine knew I was coming, and my routine after a few days on the road. I got in, got high, went straight to the bedroom, got undressed and got in the shower. 
 
    When I got out she was sitting on the edge of the bed, a drink in her hand and a great outfit on, a skirt slit up the side and a top that was cut low enough to show off the hang of her tits.  
 
    “We going out?” I said, drying myself off and looking forward to doing nothing for a while. 
 
    “I ordered Thai. I ate, but there’s plenty left, some beers too. Why don’t you relax a while, get the road off you, then come and find me.” 
 
    “And what are you going to be doing?” 
 
    She pantomimed smoking a joint and sucking cock. 
 
    It was good to be home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



EIGHT  
 
    I ate and had a beer in a bathrobe, and when I was done I took a fresh bottle with me and found Celine in the living room. She was holding a bong and watching something on TV, a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket next to a black leather bag on the coffee table. 
 
    “Want me to suck your cock?” 
 
    “Yeah, I do.” 
 
    The idea that my wife was going to suck a cock that not long before had been up a pornstar’s ass was very appealing to me. There are few times when I feel smarter than Celine, but this, I felt sure, was going to be one of them. 
 
    There was a wooden chair and she told me to sit on it. She went over to that leather bag and pulled out three sets of handcuffs, held them up and let them swing. They looked like the real thing, but padded inside.  
 
    Celine locked both my ankles to the chair legs, and my left hand to the back, leaving the right free to get a drink, have a smoke or feel her tits. While she was doing this she would lean in and kiss my thighs and chest, and there was nothing I could do but relax and enjoy it. 
 
    I loved not having to think about Celine’s orgasm, and how I could just sit there and get blown, and I loved it even more that she was coming on to me again, that maybe we could save our sex life. 
 
    She lit a joint and put it in my hand, set a lighter, beer and ashtray within easy reach, and then went down and started sucking my cock. 
 
    This was a nice throwback to how our lives had been, and I closed my eyes and thought about fucking someone else, maybe some other pornstar who I’d look up next time I was in LA, or what I’d do next time I had a trip to Miami, where they had these girls… 
 
    I was in this stoned reverie of young mouths and cunts and tits and ass, getting ready to cum any time I wanted, when the doorbell rang and Celine took her lips off my cock. I opened my eyes and saw her stand up, straighten her outfit, and check the clock. 
 
    “Right on time,” she said. 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “A surprise.” 
 
    I felt a sense of panic.


 
   
  
 



NINE 
 
    Celine left the room to get the door, and I was stuck handcuffed to that chair, robe open and my dick up and swaying, high as fuck and wondering what the surprise was. 
 
    What happened was – to put it bluntly – a big black guy walked in with my wife holding his hand and grinning. 
 
    “Hey lover,” she said, “I know everything. You’re fucked.” 
 
    The two of them walked up close to me, and I admit I was worried this guy was there to beat me up or something, because Celine’s family know people from crime, and I was sure she could find someone who’d hurt me if that’s what she wanted. 
 
    I must have looked terrified. 
 
    “Hey man,” the guy said, friendly. “I’m just doing a favor here – no hard feelings.” 
 
    “What is this?” I said. 
 
    “You fucked a whore in LA, dumbass, and I know it’s not the first time. Who starts with a pornstar? I bet you fucked them all, from $50 up.” 
 
    I shifted uncomfortably in the chair. 
 
    She had a point. 
 
    “Look,” I said, “I was –” 
 
    “Save it for the judge. Now how many guys do you think I’ve paid for sex since we got married?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. 
 
    “None, dummy. Now ask me how many men I’ve fucked.” 
 
    “How many?” 
 
    “Good question, and to be honest, I can’t remember. More than 20, sure, but less than 50, I guess, and not all one-night stands. But Mike here? Tell me, kid, how many times have we hooked up? 
 
    “I was just thinking about that, and I think it’s five times just me and you, and I did you and Tiffany that weekend, so six, I guess, plus that time you took me and Matt out to the resort.” 
 
    “You see?” Celine said. “You’re useless – I don’t even need you for sex.” 
 
   


  
 


 
    She lit a joint, hit it and passed it to Mike, who inhaled and gave it to me. The whole thing was very civilized, like there was an underlying order and politesse, and this gave what came next a surreal air, as if we were all play-acting, and the feelings, so real at the time, were just part of the game. 
 
    What I mean to say is that things got really intense, really fast, and then ramped up even harder. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TEN 
 
    “Mike here has a nickname,” Celine said. “LP. I used to think he was into vinyl, but it means large penis, am I right? LP with the donkey dick.” 
 
    Mike laughed and started to get undressed, was quickly in his underwear, which contained a bulge that looked obscene. 
 
    Celine ran her hands over his shoulders, down his chest and along his abs, into his shorts, grabbing his cock. 
 
    I was 50, balding, out of shape and lazy, the kind of man who had to pay for sex, while Celine looked like a filthy milf who lived off champagne, salad and young cock. 
 
    “He looks great, eh? You’re in for quite show.” 
 
    The guy pulled down his shorts, stepped out of them, and stood up. 
 
    His cock was like a salami and hung halfway down to his knees. 
 
    It looked fake, but it wasn’t. 
 
    I should know – I saw it cum all over my wife’s face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



ELEVEN 
 
    “I’ve heard it’s the biggest dick in town, is that right?” 
 
    “That’s what they say,” Mike said, “but I’m sure there’s bigger out there. Not everyone likes to show it off like me.” 
 
    “How big is it, really?” 
 
    “Twelve inches, tip to root, a little over/under on the day.” 
 
    Celine turned to me with his dick in her hand. 
 
    “And I thought he was just a DJ.” 
 
    She got down and started really enjoying the size of that cock, and they were both so close that I worried she’d slap me with it, but she just kept going over that long dong with her hands, making it grow, until soon it was poking up, rock hard. As long as her forearm and as thick as my wrist. 
 
    “Pretty nice, eh?” she said, and I felt sick with shame but couldn’t look away – this guy had the best cock in town, no doubt about it, and there was my wife, sitting down next to me and jerking it off slowly and gently, getting ready to take it into her mouth. 
 
    I took a few slow, deep breaths and tried to work out what was happening. 
 
    Our marriage was probably fucked, I knew that, and there was no point in trying to talk things through here. Far better just to sit back and enjoy the ride, or watch Celine not enjoy hers. 
 
    I reached for a joint with my free hand, put it in mouth, got the lighter and lit it. 
 
    I inhaled and counted to four, then exhaled and blew the smoke into my wife’s face. 
 
    I could live with this, whatever happened, I just wanted her to hurry up and start sucking that cock. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TWELVE 
 
    My wife put a cushion on the floor, got down on her knees and reached for this Mike guy’s pole. 
 
    She ran her tongue from the base to the tip, then back down again, and licked the balls, then took one in her mouth and leant back a little, so the sack stretched and that long dick was resting on her head. 
 
    She was enjoying playing the slut and tease, and while I felt humiliated and a little scared my own cock was hard and I wanted to touch it, so I did, stroking it with my one free hand while my wife gave another man a blow job. 
 
    “Had a friend got fucked by this cock,” she said, looking at me with her lips up against it. “Right up the butt. Couldn’t sit right for a week. Of course, she’s much younger, and hasn’t had my practice.” 
 
    She reached back to grab hold of the guy’s ass and moved her face against that big black dick with her tongue out, then pulled back, parted her lips and the guy moved forward, easing his cock in as he held the back of her head with both hands. Then he started fucking my wife’s face and she didn’t seem to be swallowing any of her spit, just letting it build up in her mouth and then leak out and drip onto her tits. 
 
    If you’ve never seen your wife or girlfriend with another man’s cock in her mouth then it’s hard to describe the feelings of shame, anger and excitement that swirl together to create something new. I recommend you find a porn-alike and meditate on that. 
 
    It’s kind of like climbing a roller-coaster, the sinking feeling in your gut, and then the release, the sudden acceptance that things are now out of control, and the only thing to do is surrender and enjoy it. 
 
    That’s what it was like when Celine put her lips on that massive dick and made out with it like a long lost love, while Mike looked down and slowly took control of her body. 
 
    This was her revenge, sex without love, and I had to sit back and watch. 
 
    But at least I could still get high and jerk off. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



THIRTEEN 
 
    “You like watching this?” Celine said. “I know I haven’t sucked your cock in months. I mean, who wants to fuck a 50-year old man who doesn’t work out, shave his back or manscape when there’s all these young bucks looking for some hot milf action. Isn’t that right, Mike? 
 
    “That’s right,” the guy said, while my wife was kissing his cock. 
 
    “How many girls have you fucked, Mike?” 
 
    “Thirty-something, maybe 40.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s pretty good for a – how old are you again?” 
 
    “Twenty-six.” 
 
    “That’s great. My husband here had to pay to get those numbers, and he’s much, much older. Now why don’t help me get undressed and then eat my pussy, and after that you can fuck me and cum in my face.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



FOURTEEN 
 
    It didn’t take long for Celine to get undressed, so she was just standing there in stockings and heels, no panties. She unhooked her bra and threw it on the couch. Her tits still looked good, and I wondered why I hadn’t fucked them in ages. 
 
    She moved closer and showed off her shaved pussy. 
 
    “Long time no see, eh?” 
 
    I leant in to kiss her cunt and she let me, and I got a few licks on the clit and down the lips before she moved back and wagged a finger at me. 
 
    “Uh-uh,” she said, “that’s enough. Time to hand over to a younger man.” 
 
    She spread herself on the couch and Mike got on his knees and started eating her pussy, and I couldn’t see much but I knew he was stroking and poking her cunt with his fingers and tongue, and I looked up and saw her watching me, a smile on her face and a drink in her hand. 
 
    She was enjoying this, we all were. 
 
    She put a hand on Mike’s head and moved her hips up and down. 
 
    “That’s it – oh yes, and put your fingers in my ass.” 
 
    She kept moaning and grinding herself against the guy’s mouth and hands, and then when she was getting off good on this, eyes heavy with desire, she called my name and told me what was happening. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



FIFTEEN 
 
    “Here’s the thing, what the do you think I do at the hotel – my taxes? I use it as a fuck pad, and you go and blow all that cash on a hooker. Which doesn’t surprise me, by the way. No way you’re going to pick up a woman in bar.” 
 
    All the while she was using both hands to stroke the head of this guy eating her cunt, rubbing it in his face, and I thought back to how I’d face-fucked that pornstar, and how much I’d like to be doing that to my wife now, if only to shut her up and make her forget. 
 
    “So that’s where we’re at, isn’t it? You’re a fat, bald, cheating piece of shit who relies on me for everything, and I’m the wronged wife, seeking comfort in the kindness of strangers. Why not, eh? It’s not like you’ve been fucking me, just jerking off to your porn and, let’s be honest, thank god for that, which is why I asked Mike here to fuck my brains out in front of you. And don’t worry,” she said, tapping him on the shoulder and gesturing for him to stand up, his cock bobbing in front of her face, “he will.” 
 
    She took his dick and started sucking it again, holding the shaft so the head poked out her cheek like a chipmunk, and then she pulled back and spat at me. 
 
    “Your whore do that for you? You’re going to see a whole different side of me tonight, and then we’ll talk about your future.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



SIXTEEN 
 
    Celine was on her back on the floor, her legs spread and pussy open just a few feet away from me. She had some fingers working around inside, keeping herself open and wet, while Mike jerked his cock to full hardness. 
 
    He caught me looking at him. 
 
    “You like to watch?” 
 
    “He loves it,” Celine said, “now come here and give me that schlong.” 
 
     She put a hand down and spread her pussy lips, tucked a few fingers inside, then pulled them out and rubbed them over her clit. 
 
    Her pussy looked tiny, and this guy’s dick was so big I thought there was no way he’d get it all in. Then I remembered I’d fisted her once, long ago, when we were still crazy in love, and I watched as the dark head brushed up against Celine’s cunt and saw her shudder in excitement, and Mike bent down to kiss her, and she reached up and touched his face, and this was the last moment of tenderness before this guy I’d never seen before absolutely fucked the shit out of my wife in a stereotypical display of bullishness, no doubt played up for my benefit, treating her more roughly than I’d ever done any of my whores. 
 
    It was then I realized two things: there are some things you can’t pay for, and – just like the guy’s dick – this fuck session was going to be dark and very long. 
 
    At first he just rubbed the head up and down the lips of her cunt, over her clit, back down to her asshole, and then up again. Celine was getting wild, deep breaths and crazy excited, like she’d just won the lottery and done a line of cocaine, and I think for a time she even forgot I was there, eyes glued to that monster dick and ready to take as much of it as she could, which turned out to be all of it, right down to the black hairless balls. 
 
    We’d never done anything like this, no wife-swapping, no threesomes, whatever, and I wondered at what point this was cheating – when she first touched his cock, took it in her mouth, let it in her snatch? Or maybe me being there made it all OK, and this was just fun, a party of three, what sophisticated couples did when they hit middle age. 
 
    But then I was handcuffed to a chair, none of this was my idea and there was the clear threat of divorce, unemployment and homelessness hanging over the whole scene. 
 
     “Oh honey,” Celine said to me, smiling like our wedding day, “I know it’s going to be beautiful.” 
 
    She was right, it was. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



SEVENTEEN 
 
    Mike went gentle on her first, starting off with just half that big dick in Celine’s cunt, playing the average guy, with only the thickness making her eyes pop and roll, and she bared her teeth, hungry for more. 
 
    “All of it,” she said, “I want to feel your balls on my ass. I want you to ruin me for him.” 
 
    The guy started to work up depth, and Celine closed her eyes and opened her legs wider, until that donkey dick was going all the way in and all the way out, and I felt my heart break a little. There was no way my wife would ever be satisfied with my cock again, and for the rest of our marriage she’d see me for what I was – a much lesser man than this young guy, and much less exciting in bed. 
 
    I’d have to fuck her in the ass to make an impression, and I knew that when I did this I’d make sure she was tied up, with my fingers in her mouth to mute the screams of her cumming, and maybe I’d find some young guy too, or perhaps a couple of them, and we’d all get high and tag team Celine for hours. 
 
    I felt a smile on my face at the thought of my wife, the gangbang whore, and then the sounds of fucking stopped when Celine tapped the guy on the ass and asked him to pull out. 
 
    “I want to taste your dick.” 
 
    Mike pulled out and his cock looked even better when all wet with Celine’s cunt, fully erect and the foreskin pulled right back. 
 
    He looked like a circus freak, and the whole thing didn’t seem legal. 
 
    My wife sat up like it was all cool and Mike moved and waved his dick in her face, and so she opened her mouth and took the end in, no hands, and got a few inches into her face before pulling back, grabbing hold of his pole and staring at it, then going over it with her tongue, cleaning up her pussy juice and loving every inch. 
 
    When she was done she let his cock rest on her face as she licked his balls and then stuck her tongue out and dragged it up the side of the shaft. When she reached the end she kissed that dick goodbye and looked up. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me from behind.” 
 
    She got a chair and put a cushion on it, positioned herself so she was facing me. 
 
    “I want you to see how a real man fucks.” 
 
    Then she turned back to the guy. 
 
    “If you can make me cum like this, then you can fuck my ass.” 
 
    My head exploded. 
 
    This was Celine’s favorite position, and she always begged me to fuck her harder and then came more when I did. 
 
    So I knew this was going to be quite a show, but the way things were set up I couldn’t see much of the cock-on-cunt action, just the base of Mike’s shaft behind the round cheeks of my wife’s ass as he pulled out before plunging in again, but Celine’s face was only about a foot from my lap, a few inches from the end of my cock if I pointed it at her, which I did, jerking off and smiling as the guy started fucking her closer and closer to a full body orgasm, as well as the end of my dick. 
 
    It didn’t take long for Celine to start moaning like she was going to cum soon, and I saw her reach back and play with her clit, while she kept her eyes open and on me, handcuffed and jerking off, just out of reach of her tongue. 
 
    I smiled at her and she looked increasingly out of her depth as her groans got louder, faster and then started breaking into screams. 
 
    My wife was cumming now, and Mike forced his eyes open and all his muscles strained as he started to really fuck the shit out of her. 
 
    “Oooooh, fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me, fuuuck!” 
 
    The guy kept fucking Celine hard through all of this, and she bounced forward until the end of my cock was up against her face, and then she stuck out her tongue and I got it in her mouth and held her head steady. 
 
    Here was my wife being spit-roasted by me and this Mike, being turned out like a pornstar and loving it. 
 
    I knew then that this was good for our marriage, that this way we could keep things alive, but I still held back, because that big black cock was going up my wife’s ass, and I wanted to cum seeing that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



EIGHTEEN 
 
    When Celine was done cumming Mike slowed down and she moved herself off him, then stood up, grabbed my shoulders to steady herself, opened her mouth and drooled on my cock. 
 
    She walked over to the coffee table, took a drink of champagne and went into her handbag, pulled out a baggie of white powder, a credit card, a pocket mirror and a short, silver straw. She shook some of the powder out on the mirror, chopped it into lines with the card, then put the straw in her nose and snorted, put her head back and felt the drip. 
 
    She swallowed and her eyes opened wide. 
 
    “XXX-fly,” she said to Mike, “want some?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, and she handed him the mirror and the straw. 
 
    “What about you?” She said. 
 
    “OK,” I said, “bring it over.” 
 
    When Mike had done his line Celine handed me the straw and held the mirror up, and as soon as the drug hit my brain I felt like things had sped up and intensified, even while they slowed down whenever I wanted them too, with Mike snorting like a bull and Celine moaning like her ass was in heat, and I knew that some A-game butt-fucking about to go down, and for a moment I even worried that this might be bad idea, but then I thought fuck it – buy the ticket, take the ride. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



NINETEEN 
 
    My wife turned round and bent over, pulled her butt-cheeks apart and showed me her asshole. 
 
    “Take a good look at that,” she said, “because this guy’s about to own it, isn’t that right, Mike?” 
 
    “Sure is,” he said, as he squirted some lube on his dick and then grabbed my wife and spun her around, pulled up her hips and pushed down her head, so she was facing me again. 
 
    It looked like he stuck a finger or two up her ass first, because Celine gasped and wriggled, but then when I looked back I saw he was holding his cock and lining it up so the tip went in and she just moaned and then grit her teeth. 
 
    “That’s right,” Mike said, “this is really happening.” 
 
    He held onto my wife’s hips as he eased himself in a little more, back and forth, and pretty soon he was going deep, and I watched Celine’s eyes roll back and then close tight as he started to take full control of her ass. 
 
    She was on all fours, like a dog, and the guy had one hand gripping her shoulder and the other grabbing a bunch of her hair as he nailed her like a rodeo rider. I watched as his dick came almost all the way out of her ass and then back in again, right down to the balls, which slapped up against her cunt with a wet smack. 
 
    The guy was tearing my wife a new one, and her face was twisted in pain and she was almost sobbing at the big-dicked anal assault, but I kept jerking off, a grin on my face and the cum stirring in my balls as the scene started to get out of her control. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TWENTY 
 
    I looked up and Mike had an ugly smile, and I saw his fingers dig into my wife’s butt-cheeks as he gripped hard and fucked her all the way over the edge, really doing whatever he wanted to her ass now, and making sure she’d be thinking about this for the next week or two. 
 
    Yeah, it looked like Celine was trying to show off and had gone too far, some doubt in her eyes and perhaps a little panic at the thought of what that dick was doing to her ass. But then pretty soon she relaxed and got into it, like taking a big black cock up her butt in front of me was no big deal, and I wondered what else she’d been hiding from me, and then I remembered all the guys she said she’d fucked when I was out of town, and I wondered how much of this was just a game, and how much was for real. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said, “I’m going to cum soon.” 
 
    “Please,” Celine said, “cum in my face with this guy’s cock in my ass.” 
 
    She put her head forward and got the end of my dick wet with her sloppy tongue and lips, and as that moment I surrendered, and it seemed like she did too, because I couldn’t believe the look on her face. It was one that I hadn’t seen in years – one of pure lust and enjoyment, directed at me, as if she was happy we were having sex. 
 
    “That’s it,” Mike said, “I bet you love getting ass-fucked in front of your husband, don’t you? You fucking whore.” 
 
    This was too much, and Celine let out a scream and was shaken by the strongest orgasm I’d ever seen run through her, like she was possessed, and Mike had to really hold her tight to keep his dick in as deep as he wanted, which was right the way down to the root. 
 
    There were tears running down my wife’s cheeks as she came, but I kept jerking off in her face, rubbing the head up against her. I soon felt the jizz rise from my balls and let it fly – at her mouth, in her eyes, and anywhere I could. She was a sweaty, fucked up mess, and Mike kept fucking her ass all through this and out the other side, right up until Celine wiped some of my cum from her face, licked her fingers clean, then turned to look at him, sobbing through her breaths. 
 
    “I want to see what you’ve got in those balls.” 
 
    My dick got hard again before she was even on her knees. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TWENTY-ONE
Mike took his long dick out of her ass and Celine stood up and turned around again, bent over, pulled her butt-cheeks and showed me she was gaping, and I stared into the black hole of my wife’s ass and wondered if we’d talk about this later. 
 
    Then she got on her knees and faced this massive dong that’d just been balls deep in her ass. I thought she was going to start jerking him off, but no, she didn’t even touch his dick, just opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, and then she turned to me and smiled. 
 
    “Why not, eh? After all, it’s my ass.” 
 
    With that she went back to the cock and moved forward until the head went into her mouth. Then she put her hands on the guy’s ass and pulled him forward, gagging a little, as almost the whole length disappeared down her throat. 
 
    My mind was blown, and maybe I even passed out for a second, because I came to with my heart thumping and Celine working over that cock, in and out of her mouth, and I could see she wasn’t going to stop until the guy came, and all of it right in front of me. 
 
    I only knew one thing - this was the best sex I’d ever seen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TWENTY-TWO 
 
    Mike was in charge now, and he pulled out of her throat and used the head of his dick to push the slobber that had come up back into her mouth, then he rubbed his dick all over her face, got a handful of hair, and slipped his cock back between her lips, only going about halfway in but working up some speed, so he soon got that ‘thwak-a thwak-a thwak-a’ sound that’s so popular in porn. 
 
    Celine choked, and coughed up some more of my cum and a whole lot of spit, and then Mike pulled that big black cock out and slapped her in the face with it while jerking off. 
 
    My wife looked up with tears in her eyes and a look of joy on her face. 
 
    “Give it to me, please.” 
 
    That did it, and Mike moved a little to get steady and then jerked the last few strokes while she kept her mouth open and tongue out, and all of this was so close I could feel the heat from their bodies as I waited for him to cum on my wife’s face and bring the whole show to an end. 
 
    The first thick wad of jizz landed from her chin to forehead, and then Celine put her mouth around the end and kept her lips closed tight. I saw her cheeks swell out, holding it all in until he was done shaking, and then she opened her mouth and the mess began to fall out. 
 
    “You like that?” she said, cum on her tongue and lips, down her chin, on her tits and thighs. 
 
    She scooped it up and licked her fingers clean. 
 
    “Because I fucking love it.” 
 
    The spunk came out again as she spoke, and she caught it, slurped it up from her hand, and then drooled it out again. 
 
     “Why don’t you do that for me?” I said. 
 
    She smiled, more cum leaking out the side of her mouth, and this time she just let it fall. 
 
    “You never asked.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



TWENTY-THREE 
 
    Things wound down soon after that, the stench of sex and all passion spent making things uncomfortable fast, and we all looked ridiculous just hanging out naked with no desire to fuck and nothing to talk about. 
 
    Celine and Mike got their breath back, then she went off and came back with some towels to clean up, and he got dressed and said goodbye to us, and my wife saw him out. 
 
    She came back and went to her bag and pulled out the keys to the handcuffs. 
 
    “Are we cool?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, “we’re cool.” 
 
    She unlocked me, and I got up, rubbed my ankles and wrists and stretched a little, got myself a drink and lit a joint 
 
    “What happens next?” 
 
    “I’ll make you an offer,” Celine said. “You can walk out of this marriage with whatever you have and whatever you brought into it, as per the pre-nup. Or you can stay here and keep working for the company.” 
 
    “What about the sex?” 
 
    “I don’t knew, we’ll see.” 
 
    Reader, I stayed. 
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



You can see all of PB Rider’s books here, while the start of Showing Off Kim, which features in Stories About Hot Wives & Swinging Girlfriends: 15 tales about women who want more, is on the next page… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



SHOWING OFF KIM (sample) 
 
    By PB Rider 
 
    


 
   
  
 



ONE 
 
    I’d gone out drinking with a co-worker, and we ended up talking about trends in porn, and he let slip that his fiancée had picked up a couple of guys in Vegas and he liked it. Felt it had done their relationship a lot of good. Said he was excited about getting married now, that it didn’t mean an end to sex. 
 
    Then a few weeks later a guy I knew from high school visited and told us this crazy story. 
 
    Cal was traveling up the West Coast, doing his On The Road thing 50 years too late. He was passing through San Francisco and I invited him to stay at my place. 
 
    To be honest, I had a lot to be proud of, and a lot I wanted to show off. 
 
    I’ll tell you more about that later, but here’s the story he told us both, me and Kim, within a drink or two after I came back from work. 
 
    You hear this and tell me it wasn’t some kind of set-up for the whole damn thing. 
 
    “I was in this town,” he said, “and I checked into this hostel and was having a beer when this guy comes up and asks if I want to fuck his wife.” 
 
    “No way,” said Kim 
 
    “Yes way,” said Cal. “Anyway, I took a look at her, and she wasn’t bad. I mean, they’d come planning to do this, right? So I go back to their place and we get high and pretty soon she just starts blowing me, her husband sat right there.” 
 
    “Didn’t that freak you out?” I said. 
 
    “Kinda, I guess, but it was hot too. I mean, I was stoned and this guy’s wife had my cock in her mouth. I was doing good. I liked it” 
 
    “What happened next?” said Kim. 
 
    “Well, she kept blowing me, then he joined in – didn’t touch me, we talked about that – and then we fucked her brains out. It was ridiculous. And you know what?” 
 
    “No, what?” 
 
    “She called me over the next day while her husband was at work and sucked my dick again, said ‘young cum is good for me’ and sent me on my way.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, “that’s fucked up.” 
 
    “I think it’s cool,” said Kim. “Sounds exciting.” 
 
    The whole story’s right there. 
 
    I wish I’d seen it coming. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TWO 
 
    My name’s Bucky Goldstein, or it is in this story, because there’s no way I’m telling you my real name, not with what’s about to go down. But I’ve got to tell someone about it, because it’s fucked up, which is why I’m typing it out here, just to see how it happened, to check out any narrative kinks and get it straight in my head. 
 
    I’m a systematic kind of person. 
 
    I was born in a small town but I did good in high school. Über geek. Ended up going to a great college, finished early, then came out here to San Francisco for a fantastic job three years ago, for a big company you’ve definitely heard of, but back when it was much, much smaller, and they were still paying in stock as much as cash. 
 
    I’m not famous, and I’m not rich compared to some of my peers – but my boss, less than 10 years older than me, and someone who knows my name – he’s in the top 100 richest in the US. 
 
    He lives like a god, but I have about as much money as the good-looking dancer who can’t sing in the boyband a couple of years after they split, if he had a good accountant and lawyer. 
 
    I don’t have a jet but I have a kickass home with a pool and cabana. I’ve got three cars, a Tesla, a BMW and a 1965 Cobra, in chrome. 
 
    I have a statue of Yoda in my garden, right in a nice spot to get high in. 
 
    Key point:  I’ve got more money than I know what to do with, which is great, especially as I didn’t have the easiest time growing up. Let’s just say that all of grade school sucked, and college too, aside from classes. It wasn’t until I banked my first paycheck for more than $10k a month that I started to relax, smoke weed, and enjoy life. 
 
    Of course, that was a few years ago. 
 
    I make way more now and life’s even better. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



THREE 
 
    OK, so I had no friends growing up, et cetera, and now I’m living the dream the real fantasy is, of course, to go back to school and show those dull fucks exactly how it turned out. Trouble is, ten-year reunion isn’t for another few years, and so I mostly show off my lifestyle online, with that all-chrome Cobra getting way too few likes, a real sign that my old peers still have shitty taste. 
 
    That’s why I leapt at the chance when Cal posted that he was traveling up the West Coast, and that we should hit him up if we had any cool ideas or a place to stay. 
 
    I got in touch and said he could stay with me – in my cabana, in fact, which is a real architectural structure, not just poles and sheets. 
 
    Cal said yes fast, and would keep in touch on the exact dates, and so on, and in the meantime I plotted how to show him that I had won while he and the others had lost. 
 
    It seemed like it would be very easy. 
 
    You see, Caleb Novak was kind of dumb and easily impressed in high school. One of the guys who never gave a second thought to giving me a hard time, and who probably felt I was a little starstruck around him, what with him being on half the school teams and fucking all the best teens. 
 
    Moreover, I wasn’t buying this soulful Beat-poet reinvention. I knew he’d see what I had and want it, and the lack of it would mean that every time he thought of me he’d feel a mix of envy, failure and shame, which were the emotions he and his friends had made live through back in the day. 
 
    He was going to get the full experience, and know exactly awesome my life was, day in and day out, which meant, of course, that he’d be meeting Kim. 
 
    Yeah, I need to get round to her, since she’s the girl who gets fucked at both ends. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



FOUR 
 
    Kim is 24. Long limbs, full breasts, round ass, doe eyes and lips. Full on ethnic-American beauty, a generation removed from the old country and determined to get rich in this one.  
 
    To be honest, she’s the kind of girl you dream about if you’ve got a little money. 
 
    So I’m with her because she’s hot and she’s with me because I’m rich. I know that, I’m not stupid, but we get along all the same, and while there’s always this balance of terror going on in re if I stop being rich and making her life awesome she’ll leave, and if she stops being attractive and letting me fuck her then I’ll kick her out, we do like each other, I think. 
 
    At least, we have a lot of fun high and fuck all the time. 
 
    Anyway, that’s what you need to know about me and Kim – her real name, by the way, as we’re not together anymore, so fuck it – just bound together by money and sex, and we had a lot of both, until Cal came between us. 
 
    No. Wait, that’s not true. 
 
    After he left we had even more. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



FIVE 
 
    Cal was just staying one night. I was going to be at work when his bus got in, but I had a driver wait for him with a sign and a bottle of champagne in the back of the limo. 
 
    When he arrived Kim was home, and so were the gardener and maid, so I guess he hung out there and got high, swam, whatever, by which I mean I have no fucking idea what he got up to, but suspect he was already putting the moves on my girlfriend, or she on him, as this would explain how quickly his nuts got in her mouth later. 
 
    Cal and I hadn’t seen in each other in years, and when I saw him he had longish hair and a short beard and looked like a lumberjack. 
 
    Now I’ll be the first to admit I don’t really know how the rest of the economy operates, but I felt sure that he was, in a very real sense, entirely unemployable outside of the most basic sectors. 
 
    Then it hit me. 
 
    Cal was the Millennial Malaise made plaid and beard. Behind his pose he was desperate for recognition and success in the crassest, most media-friendly ways possible. 
 
    My task was going to be so much easier. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



SIX 
 
    So I came back from work, parked the Cobra and went into the property. 
 
    I looked in the living room and kitchen, but then I heard water splashing through the patio doors and went to the garden and down one of the paths. Through the trees I could see Kim in a bikini on a sun-lounger by the pool, and Cal’s head bobbing up and down in the water. 
 
    I went out to say hi. 
 
    “Hey,” said Cal, “nice fucking place, man. Can you get me a job?” 
 
    I heard that all the time from people with shitty lives, who had no idea what I did and no capacity to do it. 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do,” I said, “know any good algorithms?” 
 
    “Algor-gasms?” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    He was still an idiot. 
 
    “Still, man. Kim told me she hardly sees you. You work too hard, man. You should take it easy, enjoy life, like me.” 
 
    “I know,” I said, “but –” I gestured at the pool, hot tub, cabana, the vines and the fig trees. 
 
    The whole damn property. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, “I get it. You’ve got it.” 
 
    “Hey babe,” it was Kim. “Can you get us some more drinks, and a few more joints?” 
 
    She looked amazing, which she should, as she did nothing all day except get high, work out, tan, shop, get dressed, and wait for me to come home and fuck her. 
 
    I bet Cal had never been with a girl who looked like Kim, never mind one who worked her ass like her. She had a trick with her pussy that could make me cum without either of us moving an inch, like it was sucking me off. 
 
    I worked out once she was worth a third more than her allowance just on what I’d spend on escorts alone if we weren’t together. 
 
    She was excellent value for money. 
 
    I went back to the main house and got changed into my trunks, put some beers and ice in a little cooler, and picked up a pack of pre-rolled joints and lighter. 
 
    The best weed in town, the guy had said, but I found it hard to tell the difference, and I just wanted to get fucked up. 
 
    When I got back Cal and Kim were sitting in the hot tub, smiling. 
 
    Shit, my life was good. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



SEVEN 
 
    I handed Cal and Kim two beers, then lit a joint, took a hit, and passed it on. 
 
    I held the smoke inside until I was in the hot tub. When I exhaled the world softened, time became unmoored, and for a moment I wished I had a pen and paper to write something down. 
 
    “This is good shit,” I said instead, “You’ll like it.” 
 
    I haven’t always smoked weed. I never smoked in high school, or college. I didn’t get into it until I moved to San Francisco, but I was pretty good at it. 
 
    I even wanted to go to Burning Man and see the ageing psychedelic revival, but Kim wanted to come too, and the idea of us both tripping and getting into orgy scene terrified me, so we never did that. 
 
    Even so, the key point here is that I liked sex and drugs a lot, like many 20-somethings. 
 
    They were kind of what I lived for. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



EIGHT 
 
    We all got real high, real fast, and we asked Cal about his adventures on the road, and pretty soon he told us the story I opened with, the one about him meeting this couple and then going back and he and the husband fucking the wife into a gibbering wreck. 
 
    He was very graphic, and I listened while Kim asked a lot of questions. 
 
    “It was pretty wild,” he said. “I mean, I was looking for stories on the road, but sex with a middle-aged couple? It kind of threw my whole spiritual quest. Now I can’t stop thinking about fucking. I’ll probably just fuck my way to Vancouver without writing a line.” 
 
    “Then you’ll get Asian fever,” Kim said, and I hoped she’d get horny and I’d fuck her later, that she’d come onto me before I came onto her. 
 
    “How about it, babe?” She said to me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
     “You want to fuck the West Coast like that?” 
 
    “Ah –,” I said, “no.” 
 
    I was lying, of course. 
 
    I had Kim, but I was busy as fuck, and now it seemed Cal had all this free time and sex. I mean, I liked Kim, a lot, she was as good as that porn star you like, but I wouldn’t mind fucking this Jenn with her husband, or doing some chick from Hong Kong in Vancouver and then maybe hitting some Inuit pussy. 
 
    I wouldn’t mind a little variety, and I wouldn’t mind not going to work. 
 
    We went to the kitchen and raided the fridge, and Cal was all impressed with the range of cold cuts and so on, and I opened a bottle of champagne. 
 
    I was a generous host. My life was good. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



NINE 
 
    We finished the food and wine and then went back and sat in the hot tub. We were talking about weed, and Cal said he’d got a great batch, something called triple-x fly. Said it would blow our minds. 
 
    Kim and I agreed to try it. 
 
    Cal got out, dried his hands on a towel, then went into the cabana. 
 
    Kim turned to me and whispered. 
 
    “Have you seen it?” 
 
    “What, the weed?” 
 
    “His cock.” she said, hands held apart. “I feel sorry for those girls he’s fucking.” 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    Cal came back with a lit joint. 
 
    “That’s a big one,” said Kim, and I thought fuck no. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Cal, squatting beside her. “It’ll put a smile on your face. But go slow – it’s real strong.” 
 
    His hand was on her shoulder. 
 
    “Let me try it,” I said, and he gave it to me and I took a big hit, then another, to calm my nerves and show off, and I saw stars and then nothing. 
 
    I came to a few seconds later. 
 
    I’d passed out and Cal had pulled me out of the hot tub, put me on the grass. 
 
    I sat up, but I was ten kinds of fucked up, the pulse in my head humming like a UFO. 
 
     “I’ll go inside a while,” I said, “maybe I’ll throw up. Don’t worry. I’ll be OK. It’s alright.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



TEN 
 
    I went inside and planned to make it to a bathroom, but instead I ended up on a couch, tripping out and waiting for the room to stop spinning. 
 
    I closed my eyes and a problem from work came into view, and I grabbed a pen and paper and sketched out a few different approaches. This is what I liked to do. This is what I was good at. 
 
    Eventually I looked outside and saw lights reflecting from the pool, and heard splashes and Kim’s voice going “shhhhh!”, and I remembered she was out there, with Cal.  
 
    I must have been working a long time. 
 
    Either that, or those two worked really fast. 
 
    I decided to investigate. 
 
    I kept quiet as I walked because I was curious and scared and high as fuck, sometimes lost on my own property. 
 
    I stayed in the shadows and could see they were both back in the hot tub. Kim was sitting on Cal’s lap, and they were kissing. 
 
    They were making out, and I didn’t know what to do, so I just kept quiet and kept watching, until they got out of the water. 
 
    Kim went into the cabana first, taking off her bikini top and squeezing her tits as she walked there. 
 
    Cal followed with a grin on his face, one hand holding his big cock through his shorts. 
 
    I closed my eyes and saw flash images of sex that I wanted to jump in and join. 
 
    I thought I was going to pass out again. 
 
    I grabbed my cock to get a focus on things. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



ELEVEN 
 
    I moved through the garden so I could see through the back window of the cabana. They never even closed the curtains. 
 
    They were kissing, and Cal had his hands on my girlfriend’s tits and she was working on the front of his trunks. 
 
     “We have to be quick,” Kim said, “so just cum in my mouth when you can.” 
 
    She pulled out his cock. 
 
    It was impressive, and she got on her knees while Cal sat on the edge of the bed and watched her. 
 
    “You want to suck a big cock, huh?”  
 
    Kim looked up at Cal and nodded as she began taking more of it in her mouth, holding his shaft with both her hands. 
 
    She got his dick all wet like that, then took her lips off and began jerking him. 
 
    “You like getting a blow job from your friend’s girl, Cal? It make you feel good to be bad?” 
 
    “I do and it does. And what about you – you like being a slutty girlfriend?” 
 
    She put his cock between her tits and jiggled. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “I think you’re nasty slut who wants to get fucked.” 
 
    “Uh-uh. I just want you to cum.” 
 
    With that Kim shut up, filled her mouth with Cal’s dick, and didn’t take it off until he was done shaking, groaning, and unloading, just the way she liked it. 
 
    Kim’s head jerked slightly as the first shots of spunk hit the back of her throat, then she got his cock deeper for the rest. 
 
    She gagged and spluttered as he kept cumming a long time. 
 
    Kim eventually pulled back and swallowed and opened her mouth, and some of the jizz on her lips and chin fell down onto her tits. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, “I needed that.” 
 
    “What about you – you want me to go down?” 
 
    “No time,” she said, and went out and jumped in the pool. 
 
    He went in after her, and they floated around and started talking about movies. 
 
    I crept through the shadows back to the main house, then walked back more loudly along the path. 
 
    “Hey!” I said, “I’m OK now. Just needed to lay down a little.” 
 
     “Hi, babe,” Kim said, and she swam over, got out of the pool. 
 
    She kissed me, and I felt like spitting. 
 
    I grabbed a beer and downed half of it in one. 
 
    This was turning into a fucking nightmare. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



That’s the end of the sample, if you enjoyed it please check out the rest in Stories About Hot Wives & Swinging Girlfriends: 15 tales about women who want more, or take a look at another high value collection, Getting High & Having Sex: 15 stories about getting stoned and naked 
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