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Foreword

I’ve  never  written  short  stories.  My  tales  of  cuckolded husbands  and  horny  hotwives  have  traditionally  been  long-form,  my  preferred  length  of  story  because  I  like  the  long, slow  build-up;  I  like  having  the  real  estate  of  pages  upon which  to  develop  my  characters,  backdrops,  backstories  and to gradually raise the stakes and the sexual tension before the inevitable crazy (admittedly sometimes OTT) endings. 

However,  I  was  being  asked  for  short  stories.  I  was  being asked  for   more  in  general,  and  when  you’re  writing  (and planning  and  editing)  books  at  30-40-50,000  words,  it’s hard to  just do more. 

I  chose  to  publish  my  short  stories  on  Medium,  to  see  how they’d be received and to my delight (and genuine surprise), people enjoyed them. In fact, they enjoyed them so much and they were so well read, that I decided it would be a shame to just leave them on Medium. 

Just as I did with ‘The One That Got Away… Until He Didn’t’ -

my  first  serial  on  Medium,  I  felt  these  stories  needed  to  be

published,  so  that  my  non-Medium  subscribers  could  enjoy them  too.  And  so  here  we  are  -  my  first  collection  of  short (though not super-short) cuckold and hotwife stories. I hope you  enjoy  ‘Perfectly  Cucked!’  and  look  forward  to  hearing from  some  of  you  with  your  thoughts  on  if  you’d  like  me  to keep writing this format of book. 

I Caught My Wife Visi ng a BDSM Sex Club

I wasn’t prepared for what I caught her doing… And I definitely wasn’t prepared for how much I enjoyed secretly watching it…


* * *

It  was  a  Monday  morning  like  any  other  until  I  noticed  the odd-shaped mark on Claire’s backside as she got dressed. 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“What’s what?” my wife asked, looking over her shoulder at  me  as  she  pulled  her  panties  up  her  thighs  and  snugly around her bottom, hiding the blemish that I’d just spotted. 

“That.”  I  was  still  in  bed  but  I  swung  my  legs  out  and reached  over  to  pull  the  hem  of  her  underwear  down  for  a closer look. 

“Oh,  that,”  she  swatted  my  hand  away.  “It’s  a  bruise.  I…

Tom  closed  the  door  behind  me  at  work  and  the  handle caught  me  right  in  the  butt  cheek.  It  really  hurt,  so  don’t touch it.” 

“Ouch,” I said, wincing in sympathy because the mark had looked quite red and sore. “I hope he apologised.” 

“He did,” she smiled at me. “It was an accident. You know Tom, he couldn’t stop saying sorry.” 

I  did  know  Tom.  He  was  her  boss  at  the  o ce  where  she worked, a kind old guy who we’d had around for dinner a few times  with  his  lovely  wife,  Jill.  I  had  more  questions,  like when  did  it  happen  because  she’d  been  o   all  weekend  and the  mark  looked  red  more  than  blue  and  if  it  happened  on Friday, surely the mark would have darkened into a bruise by now? 

I  didn’t  get  to  ask  because  Claire  was  now  wriggling  into her  trousers  and  then  rushed  out  of  the  bedroom  to  finish getting  ready.  “I’m  running  late,”  she  called  through  the door. “Can you fix yourself breakfast?” 

“Sure,” I said, standing up and stretching the sleep out of my muscles. I was in-between jobs, having been let go from my old place a week ago and while I’d already got a new job, I wasn’t  due  to  start  until  next  week  so  I  had  the  place  to myself for a few more days yet, something I intended to make the most of. 

“Okay. Love you. See you after work,” my wife called and then  I  heard  the  front  door  open  and  close,  so  I  headed downstairs  and  made  myself  something  to  eat  while  still pondering about the red contusion on her ass. 

I  distracted  myself  with  some  TV  and  music  throughout the day and managed to forget about the puzzling bruise until late that evening when we were back in the bedroom getting ready for bed. Once again, she quickly covered the mark with

her nightshirt and refused to let me see, this time distracting me  with  a  kiss  and  a  cuddle,  which  quickly  evolved  into  us making love. 

Claire had a fantastic body for a woman in her thirties. She wasn’t  slim;  she  had  what  I  called   a  real  woman’s  body.  She had high, firm breasts, curvy hips and a round ass that caught many a man’s attention whenever we went out. An ass which was  currently  marked  by  a  bruise  from  a  door  handle. 

Apparently. 

After we’d finished having sex, I waited until Claire turned away  and  her  breathing  deepened  with  sleep  and  then  I carefully peeled back the covers, trying not to wake her before lifting her nightshirt to examine her bottom. Just as it came into  view,  she  shifted,  making  me  freeze  for  a  moment,  but all  she  did  was  brush  her  brunette  hair  out  of  her  face  and then she went back to sleep. 

I lifted her nightshirt again, moving past the small double love-heart tattoo she had on her hip and examined the mark the  best  I  could  in  the  dim  light.  I  couldn’t  see  much,  so  I gently lifted my phone from the bedside cabinet and carefully used the dim light from the screen to illuminate her buttock. 

Immediately,  I  reeled  back  in  surprise  at  what  I  saw.  The mark  had  deepened  in  colour  now  and  the  edges  of  it  had blurred but the shape of it was quite distinct. 

I  looked  again  to  make  sure  but  what  I’d  first  seen  was correct. The central part of the mark was square-ish and then

spreading  away  from  it  were  some  longer  marks,  like  finger marks. It was a handprint. I was certain of it. 

That  meant…  wait…  Had  Tom  smacked  her  ass  in  the o ce?  No  way.  Tom  wouldn’t  do  that.  He  was  old  —  in  his sixties, at least — and he did not seem like the type of guy to spank his employees, even playfully. 

I  thought  about  waking  her  to  interrogate  her  about  the mark  but  I  didn’t.  I  put  her  nightshirt  back  to  where  it  had been and then lay in bed alongside her to think. 

Was there an innocent explanation for it? I couldn’t think of  one  other  than  a  colleague  at  work  smacking  her  behind playfully, perhaps as she bent over her desk or something but Claire  wasn’t  the  type  of  woman  to  tolerate  something  like that.  She  was  tough.  Some  of  the  guys  at  work,  including Tom, called her a ‘ball-breaker,’ Claire herself had often told me that. Also, she wouldn’t be the type to flirt or invite such behaviour.  If  a  guy  ever  hit  on  her  while  we  were  out,  she would  always  dispatch  them  smartly  with  a  clever,  curt response.  My  wife  could  handle  herself.  A  handprint  on  her backside  made  no  sense.  I  was  concerned.  Had  she  met  her match in the o ce? Had someone new started there and was bullying her? 

I  thought  back  to  the  weekend  just  passed.  We’d  been together all day and night on Saturday and on Sunday evening she’d  gone  to  see  her  lifelong  friend,  Mandy.  Mandy  was single, she didn’t have a guy who’d smack my wife’s ass and as far as I knew, the two girls weren’t familiar in that way. I

chuckled  to  myself  at  the  suggestion  of  the  two  women spanking each other, then decided to talk to Claire about it in the morning and went to sleep. 

Unfortunately,  falling  asleep  took  me  a  while  and  as  a result,  I  overslept.  By  the  time  I  pushed  myself  to  a  sitting position, rubbing my eyes and rousing myself with a stretch, Claire had long since gone to work. 

When I went downstairs, after having a relaxing shower, I found a note from her on the kitchen table. 

 Hi,  sleepy  head.  I  didn’t  get  a  chance  to  tell  you  that  I’m working late tonight. I’ve made lasagne. It’s in the fridge. All you have  to  do  is  warm  it  up.  I’ll  get  something  when  I  get  home which might not be until late, so don’t wait up. Love you. 

Working  late  wasn’t  unusual  for  Claire  but  for  some reason, something felt wrong. I couldn’t put my finger on it and  knew  that  it  was  because  of  the  handprint  I’d  seen  last night. 

I made myself some toast and thought about texting her to ask outright but that didn’t feel right either. I wanted to ask her  in  person.  I  wanted  to  be  able  to  watch  her  face  and observe her expression as I mentioned the mark and how I’d been  able  to  tell  it  was  in  the  shape  of  someone’s  palm  and fingers. 

Tonight  couldn’t  be  the  night  if  she  was  working  late…

then  I  had  a  thought:  was  she  really  working  late?  Another thought: should I ring Mandy and ask her if she’d even been at her house on Sunday night? 

As  the  day  passed,  a  plan  formulated  in  my  head.  It  was most likely a stupid plan but it was a plan. I didn’t text Claire or  call  Mandy.  Instead,  I  got  in  my  car  and  drove  to  Claire’s workplace,  then  waited  for  her  usual  finishing  time.  If  she was truly working late, then I’d be waiting a long time but as five o’clock rolled around, there she was. Claire walked out of the  door,  laughing  and  joking  with  a  woman  I  didn’t recognise,  presumably  a  work  colleague.  The  other  woman was attractive, with short blonde hair and glasses and I half-expected them to part, Claire getting into her car and heading home but she didn’t. The woman got into the same car — not Claire’s — and drove away. 

I  followed,  keeping  a  safe  distance  behind  them  so  she didn’t  recognise  my  car  and  realise  it  was  me,  until  they pulled up again, less than a mile from the o ce. I pulled up too, a few car lengths behind them and watched as they both got out of the car and headed into what looked like some sort of underground bar. 

However, when I got out of the car and approached the bar entrance,  a  burly,  bald-headed  bouncer  stepped  in  front  of me, fiddling with his black bow tie. 

“Are  you  a  member?”  he  asked,  his  tiny  eyes  looking  me up and down. 

“Oh,”  I  said,  looking  at  the  sign  above  the  door.  It  read, 

‘The  Wine  Cellar.’  “I  didn’t  know  I  had  to  be.  Can  I  join  up now?” 

“You  have  to  be  invited.”  The  bouncer  stepped  in  close, ushering  me  away  from  the  door  with  his  bulk.  “Sorry,  pal. 

I’m going to have to ask you to leave.” 

I hesitated, trying to think of an angle to find out more but then a second bouncer emerged from the door, an even bigger guy than the first and as he asked if I had a problem, I decided it was time to leave. 

I  sat  in  the  car  for  a  little  while,  waiting  for  the  girls  to return  but  after  an  hour  of  sitting  there  while  figuring  out what to do, I decided to try giving her a call. When she didn’t answer, I wondered if she was working late, but simply doing it  in  some  sort  of  private  bar  rather  than  at  the  o ce, explaining  why  she  couldn’t  answer  if  she  was  in  an important meeting. 

I left, heading home to eat and I tried to relax but my mind was whirring the entire time I waited for her to come home. 

On an impulse, I picked up my phone and Googled ‘The Wine Cellar’  and  when  I  couldn’t  find  anything;  no  website,  no Facebook  page,  nothing,  I  started  to  get  even  more suspicious. There was one friend of mine who might know —

Steve — so I called him. 

“What  do  you  know  about  a  bar  or  club  called  The  Wine Cellar?” I asked him, once the usual pleasantries were out of the way. 

“Huh,” Steve grunted. “Why the hell are you asking about that place?” 

I  decided  to  be  honest.  Steve  was  a  good  guy.  I’d  known him since college and trusted him. He worked for licensing on our  local  authority  so  I’d  guessed  he’d  know  what  the  bar was. 

“Don’t  say  anything,”  I  said,  lowering  my  voice  just  in case  Claire  walked  back  through  the  door  while  we  were talking,  “But  Claire’s  been  acting  a  bit  oddly  lately.  She  told me  she  was  having  a  work  meeting  tonight  but  as  I  was driving by, I saw her and a friend go in there. I was going to say hi, join them for a drink but the bouncers said that it’s a private club and turned me away.” 

Steve went quiet for a moment. “Was it a male friend? Or female?” 

“A woman she works with,” I replied. “They came out of the o ce together.” 

“So you followed her from work?” 

 Shit.  I’d said too much. 

“Um, yeah,” I admitted. There wasn’t any point in trying to  lie,  I’d  given  it  away  with  the  work  comment.  “As  I  said, she’s been acting a bit weird.” 

“Well, if it was a woman, I guess that’s better than it being a  guy.”  Steve  paused  for  a  second.  “There’s  no  easy  way  of telling you this but I think it’d be better coming from Claire’s mouth rather than mine. You need to talk to her. Tell her you saw her and ask her what’s going on.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  I  asked,  my  heart  suddenly speeding up in my chest. “Why?” 

“Ask her.” 

“I  can’t,”  I  said,  anxiety  rising  into  my  voice.  “Well,  I mean I could, but why can’t you just tell me?” 

“Ahhhhhhh,” Steve sighed. “Fine, but you might not like what you hear.” 

“Just spit it out.” 

“It’s a sex club,” he said softly. “For professional types. It caters for BDSM people. My friend goes there. I could ask him if he has any knowledge of Claire and her female friend but I really think you’d be better asking your wife straight out.” 

BDSM? That was bondage, wasn’t it? If so, it would explain the handprint on her ass. My heart sank. 

“Okay,  that  kind  of  makes  sense,”  I  replied  quietly. 

“Thanks, Steve. I’ll talk to her.” 

“Are  you  okay?”  he  asked,  concern  evident  in  his  voice. 

“You  know,  it  could  be  innocent.  She  might  have  had  a meeting there, with the owners or something?” 

“Yeah,” I replied, grateful for his reassurance even though I  was  fairly  sure  it  was  more  than  that.  “I  guess.  She’s  still there though, so I doubt it.” 

“Really?”  Even  Steve  sounded  worried  now.  “Hmmm.  I have  an  idea.  Talk  to  her  about  it  and  if  she  doesn’t  tell  you anything,  let  me  know.  My  friend  could  get  you  a membership,  I’m  sure.  Then  you  could  head  down  there  for yourself and see what she’s up to.” 

That evening, when she finally got home, not long before midnight, I asked her how her work meeting had gone. 

“It went well, but I’m exhausted,” she said, kicking o  her shoes  and  slipping  out  of  her  jacket.  “I’m  going  to  head straight up for a shower and then to bed if that’s okay?” 

“Sure,” I nodded. “I’ll come up with you. I’m tired too.” 

I waited in bed while she showered and was disappointed when  she  finally  walked  into  the  bedroom  already  wearing her  pyjamas.  She  must  have  gotten  dressed  in  there,  so  I couldn’t see the handprint or any other markings she might have got. Because it wasn’t a nightshirt, there wasn’t any way I could even have a sneaky glance while she was asleep. 

“I missed you,” I said, snuggling up close to her when she got under the covers next to me. 

“Not  tonight,”  she  murmured,  dragging  my  arm  around her into a hug instead. “I’m so tired. Just cuddle me and let’s sleep.” 

“Work was really that hard, huh?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did you even eat?” I asked as she turned o  the bedside lamp then curled back up in my arms. 

“Yes. We went to a bar, had something to eat and had our meeting there.” 

“Who with?” I asked, pretending to be simply interested in her work but she didn’t buy it. 

“Why  all  the  questions?”  she  asked,  looking  over  her shoulder at me. “Ask me tomorrow. Seriously, I’m so tired. I need  to  sleep.  I  have  another  long  day  ahead  in  a  couple  of days. Another meeting but with a new client this time.” 

A new client? Or a new BDSM partner? I knew I was being paranoid. She’d just said that they went to a bar for a meeting. 

Perhaps she was telling the truth and Steve was wrong about what  The  Wine  Cellar  was.  If  I  just  came  out  with  my suspicions and told her that I’d followed her, she’d be upset, maybe  o ended,  definitely   pissed  o   at  me.  No,  I’d  wait.  I could be patient when I needed to be. 

A couple of days later, Claire told me that her meeting had been delayed and I relaxed but then when she told me she was going to Mandy’s again on Sunday, I became suspicious once more. She never saw Mandy for two weeks in a row. The most they got together was once a month if that. 

A call to Steve got me fast-tracked membership to the bar and with the membership email safely saved on my phone, I was  all  set  to  quietly  follow  her  out  of  the  door  when  my phone rang. 

“Hey,  Steve,”  I  said,  trying  to  hide  my  growing nervousness from my voice. 

“I’m outside,” he replied. “Parked at the top of the road.” 

“Why?” 

“I’m  going,  babe,”  Claire  said,  her  head  appearing  in  the doorway  to  the  living  room  where  I  was  sitting,  pretending like nothing was out of the ordinary. She looked gorgeous, in a  smart,  emerald  green  dress.  Her  brunette  hair  was  down, flowing  over  her  slender  shoulders  in  chocolate-coloured waves. 

“You look hot,” I grinned, pressing the phone to my chest for a moment. “I thought you were just heading to Mandy’s?” 

“We’re  going  out  for  a  few  drinks,”  she  smiled  back, fluttering  her  long,  black  eyelashes  at  me.  “I’ll  try  not  to  be too late. Love you.” 

I watched her leave and then put the phone back to my ear. 

“If  you’re  outside,  you’ll  see  her  leave  any  time  now,”  I told him. “But why are you here?” 

“I got membership too,” he replied. “So I thought I’d take you. You might need some male support or at least someone to stop you from going crazy if things turn weird.” 

“What?” 

“I see her. She’s getting into a taxi,” he said, ignoring me. 

“Are you coming or what? There’s no guarantee she’s going to The Wine Cellar. We might lose her if we don’t follow her now.” 

 Fuck.  This  was  insane.  “Fine,”  I  said,  heading  out  of  the door cautiously just as the taxi pulled away and then Steve’s car headed down the street from where he’d been parked and I got in alongside him. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.” 

“Me  neither,”  he  shrugged.  “Now  let’s  go  and  see  what your wife is up to.” 

We followed the taxi and as expected, it led us to The Wine Cellar,  where  Claire  got  out  and  walked  into  the  club, unbothered by either of the two bouncers standing outside. 

“Are  they  the  bouncers  that  stopped  you  before?”  Steve asked,  looking  out  across  the  street  from  where  we  were

parked. 

“One  of  them,  yeah,”  I  nodded,  recognising  the  piggy-eyed doorman from the other day. 

“We  should  give  it  a  while  before  we  go  in,”  my  friend informed me. “Otherwise he might notice a pattern with you following  Claire  in  again.  You  don’t  want  to  do  anything  to arouse anyone’s suspicions at a place like this if we’re going to get in.” 

“We’re members now,” I pointed out. 

“Yeah  but  these  guys  can  still  be  di cult  if  they  sense something’s  up.”  Steve  looked  at  his  watch.  “Let’s  give  her twenty minutes. That’s not long to wait.” 

Twenty  minutes  felt  like  forever,  but  once  it  had  passed, my friend and I finally got out of the car and headed over to the club. Fortunately, the bouncer from the other day didn’t seem to recognise me, or if he did, he didn’t cause any fuss. 

Steve  showed  them  our  newly  acquired  membership  passes and inside The Wine Cellar we went. 

“First  time?”  a  gorgeous  mixed-race  woman  with bleached blonde hair said as we entered the dimly-lit, smoky interior. 

“First  time  here,  yes,”  Steve  grinned  at  her,  running  a hand through his thick, dark hair and turning on the charm. 

“First time in a BDSM club? No.” 

“And  you?”  the  pretty  greeter  asked  me.  “My  name  is Mistress Dark, by the way.” 

“Nice to meet you and yes, I’m a noob,” I confessed. There was  no  point  in  lying.  If  it  was  anything  like  Steve  had described  it  might  be  like,  I  was  going  to  be  a  fish  out  of water. 

“You’ll  be  fine,”  she  replied,  putting  a  hand  on  my shoulder  and  giving  me  a  reassuring  look  that  for  some reason,  made  my  dick  twitch  in  my  shorts.  “Did  you  bring your own masks or do you want to hire some?” 

“Masks?” Steve queried. 

“It’s  our  masquerade  night,”  Mistress  Dark  raised  an eyebrow,  her  dark  eyes  switching  from  me  to  Steve. 

“Everyone stays anonymous on masquerade night.” 

“Sounds  great,”  my  friend  smiled  again.  “We’ll  hire  two masks then.” 

“Wonderful,” the blonde-haired woman reached behind a small desk and handed us two di erent masks. I chose a black leather  band  that  covered  the  top  half  of  my  face  and  had ornate red stitching around the edges. Steve’s mask covered almost all of his face and was in the likeness of some sort of bird. 

Once we’d paid for them, the Mistress indicated to a door behind her. “The changing rooms are in there. No one clothed is allowed in the play area. Undress and leave your clothes in the locker.” 

“So  we  have  to  be  naked?”  I  asked,  swallowing  down  air nervously. 

“You  can  wear  a  towel  around  your  waist,”  she  giggled, then looked at Steve. “He is a newbie, isn’t he?” 

“He’ll  be  fine,”  my  friend  reassured  her  as  she  stepped aside to let us through. 

When  we  entered  the  changing  rooms,  he  turned  to  me before  starting  to  undress.  “This  totally  works  to  our advantage,” he said in a quiet tone. “Claire won’t know it’s us because of the masks. We don’t need to sneak around.” 

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I said, hesitating even as he got  completely  naked,  his  long,  flaccid  penis  swinging between his legs before he wrapped a towel around himself. 

“Jesus,  I’ve  seen  it  before  in  the  changing  rooms,”  he punched me playfully in the shoulder. “I’ll turn my back if it makes you feel better.” 

I  took  a  deep  breath  and  quickly  disrobed,  wrapping  the towel  around  my  waist  to  cover  myself  and  then  we  donned our  masks  and  walked  towards  the  door  that  was  marked

‘Welcome to The Wine Cellar’ on the far side of the room. 

“I’m terrified,” I whispered into Steve’s ear as we stepped into a long, narrow bar area. There weren’t many people here, just a few having a drink or ordering at the small bar, which was manned by a stunning topless brunette. 

“Let’s  get  a  drink.  That’ll  calm  your  nerves,”  my  friend said as we approached the busty barwoman

“What  will  it  be?”  the  brown-eyed  beauty  asked  as  we gazed at the menu behind her, full of expensive cocktails. 

“What  do  you  recommend?”  Steve  asked.  I  was  happy  to let him do all the talking. He was much more comfortable in these sorts of places than I was. She suggested we have their special, a  sexy twist  on a Screwdriver and once he nodded and she made and brought our drinks over, he told her that it was our first time here and asked her how everything worked. 

“That door over there,” the brunette pointed with a slim, red-fingernailed hand towards a door to our left, “Takes you to the Queen’s Playroom. The Queen is lovely and she’s fairly tame. You’ll enjoy it in there if you’re new.” 

“What about that door?” Steve asked, indicating to a door to our right. 

“The Lovenest. It’s mainly couples in there.” 

“And that one?” Steve finished by looking at the last door, at the far end of the room. 

“That’s the Master’s Dungeon. The girls and guys in there are the hardcore ones who love the heavier stu .” 

“And we can just explore as we want?” 

“That’s  the  best  way  to  do  it,”  the  brunette  smiled, fluttering her eyelashes at my friend. “If you want any…  other help… just ask.” 

“He shoots, he scores,” my friend chuckled quietly to me as we stepped away with our drinks. 

“Lucky fucker,” I laughed. “She’s really cute too. Are you going to take her up on her o er?” 

“We’re here to find Claire,” he reminded me, as though I’d forgotten.”I think we check the Queen’s Playroom first. She’s

not going to be in the couples room, coming here on her own as she did.” 

As  we  moved  through  the  bar  room,  I  noticed  a  couple sitting  in  a  booth  in  the  dimmest  corner  and  realised  they were having sex. She was sitting on his lap, grinding onto his dick and when they saw me staring, all they did was smile as though they didn’t mind me watching. 

“Don’t get distracted,” Steve gave me a gentle tug on the arm and I tore my eyes away from the attractive twosome to follow him through the door into the Playroom. 

“Wow,” I gasped quietly as I surveyed the scene in front of me. Whereas there had been one couple having sex and a few drinkers, in here it was full of people, some fucking one-on-one,  another  woman  with  three  men  around  her  and  a  guy lying  on  a  bed  with  a  small  group  of  women  all  kissing  him and taking it in turns to masturbate or suck his rather small penis. 

At  the  furthest  part  of  the  room  was  a  row  of  strange-looking  bondage  equipment.  There  was  an  X-shaped  cross that an older gentleman was tied to, a tall, muscular woman appearing  to  tickle  him  with  some  sort  of  shiny,  long,  steel rod. Next to that was a bench similar to what you might see in a  gym,  but  the  woman  lying  spread-eagled  on  it  was  being penetrated  by  a  piston-like  device  being  controlled  by another woman, presumably the Queen that the barmaid had mentioned, if her feathered crown and mask had anything to do with it. 

The other equipment was unused and once Steve and I had finished scanning the room, we looked at each other. “She’s not in here,” he concluded. 

“We should check the other rooms,” I replied and after he nodded,  we  retraced  our  steps  through  the  better-lit Playroom and back into the dim bar, where I was stopped by a light  pull  on  my  arm  as  we  headed  towards  the  Master’s Dungeon, where my wife had to be. 

“Are  you  having  a  good  time?”  Mistress  Dark  asked  me. 

“Finding your way around?” 

“I  am…  yes,”  I  said,  hesitating  and  reaching  out  to  stop Steve but he continued striding across the room, leaving me alone with the caramel-skinned greeter. 

“I  thought  so,”  she  smiled  and  tapped  the  front  of  my towel,  her  hand  brushing  against  my  erection,  which  was tenting the white material outwards. “Ah, yes. You do seem to be enjoying it.” 

“I have to go,” I said, looking over at Steve who was now walking through the Master’s Dungeon door. 

“You  don’t  want  to  play?”  the  pretty  Mistress  asked, pouting comically. “I think I know something you might like, the naughty boy that you obviously are.” 

“Maybe later,” I forced a nervous smile, trying not to look at  her  small  but  perfectly  formed  breasts  as  she  pushed  her shoulders  back  and  stretched  theatrically.  “I  just  need  to catch up with my friend before I do anything.” 

Mistress Dark let me go, but smacked me playfully on the backside  as  I  strode  across  the  room  towards  the  dungeon, but just as I got there, Steve came out, shaking his head. 

“She’s not in there either,” he shrugged, then looked over at the last door. “She must be in the couples room.” 

“She  came  alone,”  I  pointed  out  but  he  was  right.  If  she wasn’t anywhere else, she must be in there. 

“Just  be  glad  she’s  not  in  the  Dungeon,”  Steve  breathed, pulling me away from the door that he’d just emerged from. 

“It’s hardcore in there. She’d have more than a handprint on her ass if she’d been in there with  him. Wow.” 

As  we  walked  over  and  pushed  the  Lovenest  door  open,  I didn’t  ask  what  he  meant  by  that  because  I  wasn’t  sure  I wanted  to  know.  BDSM  could  get  heavy,  I  knew  that  and  I wasn’t that way inclined at all so it was a good thing that my wife didn’t appear to be either. 

“Now this is more what I expected,” I said, looking around at  the  red-painted  interior  as  the  door  closed  behind  us. 

There  weren’t  too  many  people  in  here,  just  two  couples being  intimate  on  a  large  bed  designed  for  more  than  two people  —  and  then  there  was  a  small  group  of  people  that seemed to be watching another couple. We walked around the room,  eliminating  Claire  from  being  in  either  of  the  two couples,  one  of  whom  was  locked  in  a  sixty-nine  while  the other comprised of the man spanking his partner who was on all  fours  on  the  bed.  Claire  must  be  in  the  small  group

watching in the corner but as we walked over, my heart froze in my chest. 

I’d  mentally  prepared  myself  before  today,  accepting  the fact that I might catch my wife naked with another man — or perhaps  a  woman.  As  we’d  explored  the  club,  I’d  readied myself  further,  trying  to  steel  myself  for  the  sight  of  her being restrained, spanked, whipped, whatever. 

What I hadn’t prepared myself for was what I saw before me  as  we  approached  the  group.  It  wasn’t  a  couple  the  six people — four men and two women — were watching. It was a  threesome,  two  women  and  a  man.  Sitting  on  a  reclining chair,  with  her  ankles  and  feet  bound  to  it,  was  a  naked woman  with  short  blonde  hair.  Between  her  and  the  man,  a tall, muscular black man, was the second woman, a brunette, on all fours. Her hands were also bound to the chair in such a way  that  her  head  was  between  the  blonde  woman’s  thighs. 

At  the  other  end,  her  ankles  were  locked  in  metal  shackles, between which was a long bar that kept her legs splayed apart so the black man could fuck her from behind. 

The black man was holding her hips while he ploughed her pussy with his long, thick cock and next to his hand, on the woman’s  hip,  was  a  tattoo.  A  double  love  heart  tattoo,  just like  the  one  Claire  had.  Next  to  it,  on  her  ass,  was  what remained of the handprint. 

I’d  readied  myself  to  see  her  get  spanked  or  somehow  be involved in some sort of bondage scenario. I wasn’t expecting to see her cheat on me and certainly not with a black man. 

“Holy  fuck,”  Steve  said,  grabbing  at  my  forearm  in surprise.  “Shit.  Let’s  get  you  out  of  here.  You  don’t  want  to see this.” 

“No,” I told him, resisting his attempt to drag me away. “I need to see this.” 

Steve’s eyes looked at me through the cutouts in the mask. 

“Are you sure? Don’t cause a scene or we’ll get kicked out. Or worse.” 

I had to grit my teeth as my attention was drawn back to Claire  when  she  let  out  a  low  moan  as  the  man  behind  her slowed down but gave her a long, hard and deep thrust. 

“Take that big black dick,” one of the men watching called out with a coarse laugh. 

“She’s fucking loving it,” said another. 

“And she’s enjoying eating her friend’s pussy too,” added one of the two women who were watching. 

She  was.  I  hadn’t  noticed  because  my  attention  had  been focused on the dark-skinned penis penetrating my wife’s slit from  behind  but  the  woman  was  right.  Claire’s  mouth  was pressed  against  the  blonde  woman’s  shaved  pussy  —  who  I now  recognised  as  her  blonde  friend  from  last  week  that she’d  entered  the  club  with.  She  must  have  arrived  before Claire this time because we hadn’t seen her enter while we’d waited outside. 

“I’m  cumming,”  wailed  the  blonde,  her  arms  and  legs railing  against  her  restraints  as  she  orgasmed  and  as  Claire

pulled  away  slightly,  I  saw  her  tongue  flick  against  the woman’s clit sexily. 

“Fuck,  that’s  hot,”  said  the  black  guy  in  a  strained  tone. 

Then  he  pulled  his  cock  out  of  my  wife,  revealing  how  long and thick it was. As he slid o  the translucent condom that he was wearing and shot a thick rope of white cum all over my wife’s back, I couldn’t help but stare at her pussy, noting how it was still gaping slightly from his impressive girth. 

“Here  you  are,”  said  a  soft  voice  from  beside  me  and  I turned  to  see  Mistress  Dark  standing  next  to  me  again. 

“Enjoying the show?” 

Before  I  could  stop  her,  she  took  hold  of  the  towel  and eased  it  open,  causing  my  shockingly  hard  penis  to  push  its way out. 

“Let me help you with that,” she purred, wrapping a soft caramel hand around it. “Please?” 

 Fuck  it.  Why  shouldn’t  I?  Claire  had  just  been  fucked senseless  by  a  random  black  guy.  Why  should  I  have  some fun? 

“Who’s  next?”  said  a  grey-haired  older  guy  amongst  the group  of  bystanders.  I  recognised  his  voice  but  perhaps because  of  Mistress  Dark’s  hand  slowly  jerking  me  o ,  my mind  wasn’t  working  quickly  and  it  took  me  a  minute  to realise who it was — Tom, Claire’s boss. 

“Me,”  said  a  ginger  bearded  guy,  stepping  forward  and dropping  his  towel  to  reveal  his  completely  shaved  —  and thankfully average-sized — erection. 

“Who do you want?” Tom asked. He was wearing a black feathered mask but I could tell it was him from his hair and voice.  He  was  naked  already,  his  small,  hairy  dick  standing sti y  out  below  his  slightly  overweight  belly.  “Baby  Blonde or Daughter Dark?” 

“Swap  them  around,”  the  red-haired  guy  requested.  “I want to enjoy the blonde while she’s licking the other woman this time. 

“Very  well,”  a  woman  said  in  response,  the  one  who hadn’t commented and at that moment I recognised her too; Jill, Tom’s elderly wife. What the fuck was going on? 

“You  really  want  to  see  this?”  Steve  asked  me,  noticing Mistress  Dark  for  the  first  time.  His  eyes  went  down  to  my dick,  widening  when  he  saw  that  she  was  playing  with  me. 

“Oh, hello. What’s going on here?” 

“Yeah,  I  need  to  see  it,”  I  nodded  grimly.  “I  need  to  see just what else she’s going to do.” 

“Am I missing something?” the woman stroking my cock asked. 

“She’s my wife,” I said through gritted teeth as Tom and Jill  undid  the  restraints  long  enough  to  push  Claire  into  the chair and her blonde friend onto all fours between her thighs. 

The  blonde’s  tongue  found  Claire’s  wet  and  still  slightly-gaping pussy and my wife’s head tossed back at the feeling of a tongue on her clitoris. 

“He didn’t know until just now,” Steve went on to explain and to my surprise, the caramel-skinned woman giggled. 

“Whoops,”  she  said  softly.  “Ah,  well.  At  least  you  know now. And you like it, judging from this.” 

I looked down at her hand slowly massaging my pulsating erection. “I don’t like it,” I said in a slightly more firm voice than  I’d  intended,  softening  it  to  explain  when  her  hand paused in what it was doing. “I’m shocked. That’s all.” 

“Right.”  The  Mistress  resumed  jerking  me  o   while  we watched the red-haired man get behind the blonde and then slip his erection into her. “Whatever you say. There’s nothing to  be  ashamed  about.  We’re  all  friends  here.  There’s  no judgement.” 

Was she right? I was certainly turned on when I shouldn’t be. I couldn’t face the thought and I pushed it out of my mind. 

I  was  here  to  see  exactly  what  Claire  was  up  to  and  to  learn precisely  how  far  she  was  going  to  go,  so  that  when  I confronted  her  later,  I  knew  exactly  just  how  depraved  she was. 

“Hello,” I heard Steve say and I turned my head to see the barmaid  standing  next  to  him,  a  wide  smile  on  her  face.  As she knelt before him, removed his towel and began to suck his cock,  I  felt  like  I  was  in  some  sort  of  daze.  I  couldn’t  quite focus. A few minutes later, after Claire had orgasmed on her blonde  friend’s  tongue,  Mistress  Dark  also  knelt  down  and  I felt her lips wrap around my dick just as the barmaid’s were around Steve’s. 

“Free use time,” Tom announced, sometime later. I wasn’t sure  how  long  had  passed.  Mistress  Dark  was  now  sucking

Steve and the barmaid, who told me her name was Star, had taken her place, rolling her tongue around my throbbing cock. 

“Stop,”  I  told  the  young  brunette.  “I  don’t  want  to  cum yet.” 

The barmaid smiled at me and then wiped her mouth with the  back  of  her  hand.  “Okay,”  she  purred.  “I’ll  be  around  if you want me later. Come find me.” 

As  she  walked  away,  I  moved  closer  to  my  wife  who  was now being repositioned again, this time being stood up next to a nearby bed. Her blonde friend was placed next to her, now also  wearing  one  of  the  strange  leg-spreading  bars  between her ankles and then the two women were fastened around the waist to the posts at either bottom corner of the bed. 

If  I  had  any  questions  about  what  ‘Free  Use’  meant,  they were  soon  answered  as  the  watching  group,  including  Tom and  Jill  and  a  couple  of  newcomers  who  had  joined  them crowded around my wife and her friend. Her boss clambered onto the bed so that his small penis was at face height and to my  shock,  my  wife  took  it  in  her  mouth  without  question. 

Another of the watchers did the same with the blonde while a man positioned himself face-to-face in front of her, inserting his dick inside her pussy and beginning to fuck her. 

I watched Jill crouch in front of Claire so she could lick her shaved  pussy  while  Tom  face-fucked  her.  I  couldn’t  believe what I was seeing and neither could Steve. 

“I never realised how amazing Claire’s body is,” he said in a congratulatory tone. “Her tits are fantastic. She’s filthy too. 

I’d have never thought it.” 

He  wasn’t  wrong.  My  wife  was  hungrily  sucking  Tom’s cock  like  she  couldn’t  get  enough  of  it  and  then  her  hips trembled as she came on Jill’s tongue. The old woman moved away  and  Tom  hopped  down  to  fuck  her  from  the  front  like the guy from the crowd was doing to her blonde associate. 

I watched the old man ease his cock up into her, my sense of disbelief growing by the moment. She’d now cheated with her  second  man  in  the  short  space  of  time  that  we’d  been here, but I had a strong sense that this wasn’t the first time Tom had fucked her. He’d probably been bringing her here for a  while.  My  wife  certainly  didn’t  object,  her  lips  finding  his for  a  long,  passionate  kiss,  his  hairy  ass  clenching  and relaxing  just  a  few  feet  away  from  where  I  was  standing, watching him fuck her from in front. 

Steve  was  openly  watching  my  wife  have  sex,  not  hiding the fact that he was enjoying it. His cock was in his hand as he jerked  o   slowly  until  Claire’s  old  boss  moaned  and  then stepped away from her, the condom on his dick hanging like a teardrop  from  his  small  dick,  the  latex  ballooned  with  his sperm. 

“It’s free use,” the old man said to me and Steve. “As long as you use a condom — there’s some in the bowl beside the bed — you can fuck her. She loves it.” 

“The  more  dicks,  the  better,”  Jill  said  with  a  smile, watching  her  husband  waddle  past  us  and  out  of  the  room, 

presumably  to  clean  up.  “Now,  why  don’t  you  let  me  have some fun with that?” 

The  old  woman  pointed  at  my  cock,  which  was  pointing straight forward like an arrow towards my wife, who was still bound  to  the  bedpost,  now  with  a  new  stranger  standing  on the bed, feeding his cock into her mouth. 

“I should…” I began to say, finding myself stuck for words but  the  old  woman  wasn’t  taking  any  heed.  She  produced  a condom from her hand and expertly rolled it onto my length, then she bent over in front of me. 

“Well, go on,” she prompted me, pushing her loose pussy onto me before I could stop her. “Fuck me.” 

Just as my dick sank inside her, I watched Steve walk past me towards Claire. He stopped right in front of her and looked at me, an inquiring look on his face. I knew what he wanted. 

He wanted to fuck my wife. 

I  put  my  hands  on  Jill’s  hips  and  began  to  fuck  her,  a strange  buzz  suddenly  flowing  through  me,  like  an  electric current driving me towards doing something crazy. 

I nodded at Steve and mouthed the words, ‘Go ahead. Fuck her.” 

I began to pound Jill hard from behind, making the mature woman  moan  happily  in  pleasure  and  watched  Steve  roll  a condom onto his dick then position it between Claire’s spread thighs.  Then  he  shu ed  forward,  his  body  pressing  against hers and I knew he was inside her. 

“Oh,  God,  yes,”  Jill  groaned  in  front  of  me,  her  knees going  weak  as  she  orgasmed.  I  steadied  her  as  she  stood  up and  gave  me  a  light  kiss  on  the  lips.  “That  was  nice  dear. 

Thank you.” 

I  hadn’t  realised  how  fast  and  hard  I’d  been  fucking  the mature  woman  while  watching  Steve  enjoying  my  wife.  His hands  were  on  her  breasts,  squeezing  them  hard  as  his  hips bunched  up,  pushing  his  dick  up  and  inside  her  pussy  while the man on the bed continued to screw her willing mouth. 

At  that  moment,  I  felt  cheated  and  betrayed  and  yet  I couldn’t deny being probably the most turned on that I’d ever been  in  my  entire  life.  I  turned  away  from  Steve  and  Claire and walked with purpose over to Mistress Dark and Star, who were  talking  to  a  young  fellow  near  the  first  bed  that  we’d walked past. 

I  didn’t  say  anything.  I  just  took  them  both  by  the  hand and guided them away from the other man and onto the bed. 

Then I took charge, finding my confidence to bend Star over first. The condom was still on my bone-sti  erection and slid easily into the brunette’s neatly-trimmed pussy once I pulled her black thong to one side. 

“Good  boy,”  cooed  Mistress  Dark  from  behind  me  as  I began  to  fuck  her  friend.  Then  I  felt  the  palm  of  her  hand sting  my  ass  cheek.  “Fuck  her  hard.  She  likes  it  hard,  don’t you Star?” 

I  fucked  the  barmaid  hard  and  fast  until  she  sagged forward onto the bed, then after she’d caught her breath, she

swapped  places  with  Dark,  who  let  me  fuck  her  in  the missionary position. 

“This is my friend,” said Steve, a few minutes after that. I didn’t recognise his voice at first because he’d lowered it and was  putting  on  an  accent  to  disguise  it.  I  turned  around  as Mistress  Dark  slid  away  from  beneath  me  to  see  that  he’d brought  Claire  over  to  our  bed.  Her  wrists  and  ankles  were still bound, but the rod had been taken away from her legs so she  could  walk,  replaced  with  a  light  chain.  “He’ll  fuck  you good.” 

I stared at Claire, wondering if she recognised me but the black mask I was wearing covered enough of my face that she didn’t appear to. 

“I  hope  so,”  my  wife  said  with  a  naughty  smile  as  Steve helped her up onto the bed. 

“This  will  be  interesting,”  Mistress  Dark  whispered  into my ear as she shu ed to the edge of the bed to make room. 

I  noticed  that  Steve’s  dick  was  soft  now,  his  condom discarded. Claire must have made him cum. As Claire opened her legs, exposing her swollen, ravaged-looking pussy to me, I felt my cock sti en even harder than it ever had before. As I took  my  rightful  place  between  her  thighs,  my  dick  was  so erect that it hurt and as I plunged inside her, experiencing her well-used pussy like this for the first time and marvelling at how wet and how looser and  used  it felt, I realised that I liked it. 

I  fucking   liked  it.  I’d   enjoyed   it.  I  didn’t  know  whether  I should be disgusted or horrified with myself or if I should just embrace this new found, super-intense feeling. Either way, I decided to work through my feelings later and for now, I gave her the best fuck I possibly could with what little energy I had left. 

I buried my face into her shoulder, hiding my face, just in case something clicked in her about my mannerisms or sexual technique and she realised who I was, and then I pounded her hard  and  fast  until  finally,  my  cock  exploded  inside  her, filling the condom. 

“Thank you,” she giggled into my ear, then as I got up, she wandered away towards the group of men who were now all gathered around her blonde friend. 

“Fuck me, that was crazy,” Steve commented, looking me up and down and making me feel so self-conscious that once I’d  tossed  the  condom  away,  I  picked  up  a  towel  from  the floor and wrapped it around myself. 

“I know,” I sighed. “Let’s get out of here, yeah?” 

“What about Claire?” he said, looking over his shoulder at my  wife  who  was  now  mounting  the  bed  next  to  the  blonde woman  who  had  the  black  guy  —  obviously  refreshed  from cumming earlier — on top of her. 

“Leave  her,”  I  said.  “She’ll  come  home  when  she  comes home. Then we’ll talk.” 

“Are you sure?” 

I  nodded.  I  needed  to  deal  with  this  in  my  own  way,  and that  meant  having  some  time  on  my  own  to  process  what she’d done — what  we’d  done — and everything else that I’d learned today. 

On the way home, Steve asked me if I was cool with what had happened, or if I was mad with him. 

“Not at all,” I said, deciding to confess the weirdest part of tonight. “She’d already been fucked by a couple of other guys. 

You might as well have a go.” 

“I  feel  bad.  I  just  got  so  horny.  I  don’t  know  what  I  was thinking,”  he  continued.  “I’m  sorry.  She’s  your  wife,  I shouldn’t have gone there.” 

“Quit  apologising,”  I  told  him.  “It’s  cool,  it  happened. 

Whatever. Plus, it turned me on, if I’m honest.” 

“At  least  she  doesn’t  know  it  was  me,”  Steve  said  after  a moment,  seeming  to  think  about  what  I’d  just  said.  “So,  if you  don’t  split  up  from  her,  you  won’t  have  that awkwardness when I come around for a beer.” 

“I’m not splitting up with her,” I informed him. “I should, she’s  a  cheating  slut  but  I’ve  been  thinking  and  as  I  said,  I enjoyed it. In fact, I kind of want to do it again.” 

“It  was  definitely  an  experience,”  Steve  finally  allowed himself a smile. “One I’d do again.” 

I left him thinking about that as we were outside my house now  and  once  I  was  inside,  I  tried  my  best  to  relax  with  a couple  of  beers  from  the  fridge  while  waiting  for  Claire  to come home. 

“Hey, baby,” she called out, a couple of hours later, when she  finally  walked  through  the  door.  “Sorry  I’m  so  late,  but work was crazy.” 

“I can imagine,” I smiled at her as she kicked o  her shoes and sat on the sofa next to me. “You must be exhausted.” 

“You have no idea.” She stretched her legs out in front of her and wiggled her toes. “I’m aching all over. I think I need a shower and an early night.” 

“Cool,”  I  nodded,  watching  her  as  she  stood  up, wondering how many other dicks had been inside her since I left the club. “I’ll come up soon.” 

“Oh, and before I forget,” my wife stopped at the door and looked over her shoulder at me. “Tomorrow, Tom and Jill are coming over for dinner. Is that okay?” 

Oh,  fuck.  This was going to be weird. 

My Wife Got Fucked by a Rockstar A er The Concert

F or her birthday, I took my wife to see her childhood rockstar idol in concert which, to her surprise, also included a meet-and-greet with the legend himself after the show. I didn’t expect him  to  take  a  liking  to  her  and  invite  her  to  his  dressing  room afterwards… on her own, without me. 


* * *

“Oh my god, that was soooooooo cool.” Danni was bouncing on her toes as we left the concert. It had been awesome, I had to admit. Jon DeMassi might be getting on in age, but he was still  every  bit  the  charismatic  guitarist  and  mega-rockstar that he’d been throughout his youth. His sheer stage presence had  the  crowd  glued  to  his  every  move  and  his  electrifying guitar solos and soaring vocals had everyone dancing in their seats. 

“He was amazing but it’s not over yet,” I teased her as we made our way out through the exits. 

“What do you mean?” 

“I have a surprise for you,” I said, taking her by the arm and guiding her towards the stage doors. “I got us tickets to the meet and greet after party.” 

“No  way!”  she  squealed,  throwing  her  arms  around  my neck and kissing me enthusiastically. “You’re joking, right?” 

“Nope,” I replied with a wide grin as I noticed the concert attendants  standing  by  the  stage  door  waiting  for  us.  We weren’t  alone.  There  were  several  other  groups  of  people walking  alongside  us,  who  must  have  all  paid  for  the  same V.I.P. package. 

“This is turning into the best birthday ever!” Danni’s blue eyes  twinkled  happily  at  me.  She  was  gorgeous,  but  never more  so  than  when  she  was  happy.  She  had  her  reddish-brown  hair  down  today,  flowing  in  silky  waves  around  her shoulders  and  she  suddenly  became  self-conscious  as  we joined the queue to enter. “Do I look okay? Is my hair a mess? 

Oh, no, I don’t want him to see me looking a mess.” 

“Quit worrying,” I reassured her. “You look fantastic.” 

“My make-up,” she said, taking a hand mirror out of her pocket and gazing into it. “Is my make-up still good?” 

“Danni,  relax.”  I  shook  my  head  in  amusement. 

“Everything is fine. You look great. Chill out. You don’t want to embarrass yourself by being all flustered.” 

“But  I  might  meet  him!”  She  almost  squealed  with excitement and squeezed my arm so hard it hurt. “I might get to meet Jon DeMassi!” 

“You   will   meet  him,”  I  correct  her  as  we  were  finally waved through into the backstage area. “I paid for it, so it’s happening.” 

“This is fantastic.” Danni was still clutching onto my arm as we looked around to see where to go. After a moment, I saw an  entourage  of  bouncers  and  people  with  lanyards  around their necks and then caught of a glimpse of the ageing rocker behind them. 

“He’s over there,” I pointed. 

“We’re so close to him,” Danni exclaimed. “Honestly, if he speaks  to  me,  I  might  pass  out.  He  was  my  absolute  idol growing  up.  I  had  all  his  posters  on  my  walls.  I  know  he’s older now but he’s still really sexy. He’s got that thing about him, you know? That sexiness that only certain guys have.” 

“I  know.”  I  rolled  my  eyes.  “You’ve  told  me  a  hundred times.  This  is  the…  what?  The  fourth  concert  of  his  you’ve been to?” 

“Fifth,” she corrected me as we made our way over to the group  of  o cials  who  were  now  assembling  a  row  of  tables for  DeMassi  to  set  behind.  The  other  fans  started  to  form  a queue and I noticed several of them had brought albums and t-shirts with them. 

“If  I’d  known,  I‘d  have  brought  all  my  merch  for  him  to sign too,” Danni sighed, then immediately brightened up and bounced on her toes again to kiss me on the cheek. “But it’s okay. This is still amazing.” 

We  were  midway  down  the  queue,  so  we  had  a  little  wait until we finally reached the front, by which time, my wife was an excited, nervous mess of a woman. 

“Hello  there,”  Jon  DeMassi  said  as  we  stepped  up  to  the table where he was sitting next to his drummer and another guy who I presumed to be his manager. Behind him were two burly, bald bouncers. 

“Hi,”  Danni  said,  her  voice  reaching  an  all-time  high pitch.  She  cleared  her  throat.  “Sorry.  I’m  so  excited  to  meet you. I’ve been a fan since I was a teenager.” 

“Cool,” the rockstar replied, taking a sip from the bottle of beer in his hand. I had to admit that, despite the creases that lined  his  tanned  face,  he  was  still  a  ridiculously  handsome man. “What’s your name?” 

“Danielle,”  my  wife  beamed  at  him.  “But  everyone  calls me Danni.” 

“Well, Danni,” Jon said with a slight hint of a grin. “I have a  special  place  in  my  heart  for  my  longest  serving  fans.  You know… you seem familiar. Did you come to my last show?” 

“Yes. I was right at the front.” 

“I’m sure I saw you,” he looked her up and down, making me feel momentarily uncomfortable when his eyes rested on the  shape  of  her  breasts  through  her  ‘DeMassi’  t-shirt  for  a moment. He was wearing a pair of dark, round sunglasses but I could tell where he was staring. 

Danni was thirty but Jon DeMassi was in — at a minimum

—  in  his  late  fifties  so  perhaps  I  couldn’t  blame  him  for

openly  admiring  a  younger  the  way  he  did,  especially  as Danni was so attractive. She often had men checking her out, something  that  made  me  feel  jealous  sometimes  but  also oddly flattered. 

He  shook  his  head,  tossing  his  long  greying-black  curls back over his shoulder and touched his gold nose ring briefly with  a  tattooed  hand.  “Is  there  anything  you  want  me  to sign?” 

He waved a black sharpie at Danni when she didn’t answer right away. 

“I don’t have anything…” she said slowly. 

“What  about  the  ticket?”  I  helped  her  out,  reaching  into my pocket and passing her the stubs which I’d kept. 

“Yes,” she said, grateful for the idea and snatched it from me to pass to her idol before he could change his mind. “My ticket. If that’s okay?” 

“Sure  is,”  Jon  replied,  writing  his  signature  on  it  with  a flourish  before  handing  it  back.  A  waft  of  opulent  cologne drifted into my nostrils as he moved. He even smelled good. 

“It’s been cool to talk to you, Danni. I hope we meet again.” 

“Thank you,” she gushed, “Thank you so much.” 

We were ushered away by one of the rockstar’s entourage so the next people in the queue could take their turn and once we were a few yards away, Danni pounced on me and gave me another bear-like hug. 

“That  was  the  best  experience  ever,”  she  said,  looking over  my  shoulder  at  Jon,  who  was  now  signing  a  t-shirt  for

the woman who’d been behind us. “I just talked to the sexiest Man  on  the  planet  and  I  didn’t  faint.  I  love  you  so  much  for this.” 

“I  love  you  too,”  I  replied,  happy  that  I’d  made  her thirtieth  birthday  so  special  for  her.  There  were complimentary drinks and snacks at a makeshift bar at the far side of the room and a couple of merchants selling badges and other merchandise, so we got something to eat and drink and perused  the  stalls  until  the  queue  finally  died  and  DeMassi made a brief speech to the assembled throng of die-hard fans about  how  much  he  loved  and  appreciated  them  before disappearing through a door to the rear, shadowed by most of his entourage. 

But  just  when  we  thought  the  night  was  ended  and  we were walking towards the exits to make our way home, one of the  two  burly  bouncers  that  I’d  noticed  earlier  stepped  in front of us. 

“Danni?” he asked, his small, deep-set eyes looking at my wife from beneath heavy brows. “Are you Danni?” 

“I  am,”  she  said,  glancing  at  me  nervously.  “Is  there something wrong?” 

“No,”  the  big  man  shifted  his  shoulders,  frowning  at  me for a moment before continuing. “Mr DeMassi has invited you to his dressing room for a drink with him.” 

“Wow,”  she  breathed,  then  gulped.  “Are  you  sure  you’ve got the right person?” 

“Short.  Reddish-brown  hair,  wearing  a  pink  DeMassi  tshirt  and  a  denim  skirt.”  The  bouncer  looked  her  up  and down. “Name of Danni. That’s you. Right?” 

“That’s  me  but…  come  on…  Is  this  some  sort  of  joke?” 

Danni seemed sceptical, glancing at me again for guidance. 

“I  don’t  see  why  he’d  be  making  it  up,”  I  shrugged.  “If he’s  inviting  us  to  the  dressing  rooms,  then  that’s  pretty special, right? We should go.” 

“He  invites  a  few  people  back,”  the  bouncer  grunted. 

“You’re  not  the  only  one  if  that  makes  it  seem  more believable. So, look, I don’t have a lot of time. Are you coming or not?” 

“Why  not?”  Danni  said  and  clapped  her  hands  together excitedly. “Today just keeps getting better and better.” 

The  bouncer  led  us  back  to  where  we’d  met  Jon  and  then through the door that he’d left through. A corridor led beyond it  but  as  we  approached  a  set  of  doors  that  were  marked

‘Dressing  Room  1’  and  ‘Dressing  Room  2’  the  bouncer suddenly put a hand across my chest. 

“You have to wait out here,” he said abruptly. 

“What?” 

“Why?”  Danni  asked  when  the  bouncer  didn’t  repeat himself. 

“The dressing rooms are small,” the burly man shrugged. 

“Plus, it’s just the rules, only one person allowed. Mr DeMassi always  says  that  husbands  are  trouble  anyway.  They  get defensive or jealous or whatever.” 

I just stared at him unblinking. 

“She’s  not  in  any  danger,”  the  bouncer  met  my  stare, unfazed.  “Your  wife  will  be  quite  safe  with  Mr  DeMassi,  I assure you.” 

“I’m literally on the other side of a door,” Danni reassured me.  “If  I  need  you,  I’ll  just  shout.  I  know  you’re  protective, but I’m sure it’ll be fine.” 

Right then, the door to the first dressing room swung open and  the  world-famous  face  of  Jon  DeMassi  looked  out  at  us through the gap. 

“Ah,  you’re  here,”  he  grinned  at  my  wife,  a  glowing-ended  cigar  gripped  between  his  perfect  white  teeth.  “Come in. I have Champagne.” 

Danni  put  her  hand  on  mine,  sliding  it  up  my  arm  and patting  me  on  the  shoulder  as  she  walked  past  me.  “I’ll  be fine,” she whispered in my ear and then the bouncer stepped aside and she entered the dressing room, Jon closing the door behind  her  after  giving  me  a  —  what  I  presumed  to  be  —

reassuring nod. 

“Does  he  do  this  a  lot?”  I  asked  the  bouncer  but  he  only shrugged. I tried to make light conversation with him again a moment later but he answered everything I said with a nod, a grunt or a shake of his head. 

“You’re  not  much  of  a  conversationalist,  are  you?  So…

what I meant to do?” I said, frustration creeping through me. 

“Am  I  expected  to  just  hang  around  until  she  comes  out?  I mean, what are they even doing?” 

I  went  to  walk  past  him  and  knock  on  the  door,  but  he stepped  sideways,  blocking  me  o .  When  I  tried  to  go  the other  way  around  him,  he  did  the  same  again,  then  sighed when I frowned at him, anger bubbling inside. 

“Dressing Room 2 is empty,” he said in a low voice. “The walls are thin. Just don’t blame me if you hear something you didn’t want to.” 

“What?”  I  was  going  to  say  more  but  realised  he  was baiting  me  when  I  saw  the  corners  of  his  mouth  twitch upwards. “Fine.” 

I pushed the door to Dressing Room 2 open, and seeing it was empty as described, I entered and closed the door on the smirking bouncer. Inside was a plain and simple area with a table and chair, an illuminated mirror, a small TV and sound system and a fridge stocked with bottled drinks. 

“Jesus Christ,” I heard Danni’s voice through the wall, just as I whether to sit down, turn the TV on or steal a drink while I  was  here.  The  sound  was  mu ed  but  it  was  clearly  her.  I squeezed  myself  between  the  dressing  table  and  fridge  and pressed my ear to the wall. 

“That’s  where  my  stage  name  came  from,”  I  heard  Jon say. “My nickname was Jon The Massive, because of my cock. 

When we got our big break, management wouldn’t let me use

‘The Massive,’ so it got shortened to DeMassi. They thought the whole Italian thing was cool too. I just think it’s funny.” 

His… what? His name came from his cock? 

“I’ve  never  seen  one  that  big  before,”  I  heard  Danni  say after  a  long  pause.  My  mind  was  spinning.  Was  he…  was  he showing his cock? I wanted to rush out, push the bouncer out of the way and burst in to punch the perverted old rocker in the  face  but  I  didn’t.  Perhaps  I’d  misheard.  Plus,  Danni wouldn’t  cheat  on  me.  Even  with  a  world-famous  music superstar. 

I kept my ear pressed to the wall, trying to ascertain that I’d  heard  right.  I  could  make  out  low  voices,  both  Jon’s  and Danni’s but couldn’t quite pick out the words. 

I remembered a conversation we’d once had, about how if we  ever  had  a  chance  with  a  celebrity,  would  we  give  each other a ‘pass’ to have sex? I’d brought up Angelina Jolie and Danni  had  said  ‘sure,  I’d  let  you  fuck  her,  she’s  cute,’  and then, if I recalled correctly, she’d mentioned Jon DeMassi. I’d said  ‘yes,’  to  her  as  well,  never  thinking  that  the  situation would actually happen one day. 

 Was the situation happening? I kept my head to the wall. 

“You want me?” I heard her ask. 

“Why do you think I asked you back to my dressing room, Danni?” Jon said. 

“I need…” Danni replied, her voice sounding strange. “My husband  is  outside.  I  know  this  sounds  weird,  but  I  need  to talk to him.” 

“He  was  quite  happy  to  let  you  come  into  your  idol’s dressing room. I don’t hear him knocking on the door.” 

My fists bunched involuntarily and I almost banged on the wall  at  the  brazenness  of  the  guy  but  I  didn’t.  I’d  heard enough. It was time to tell this guy to fuck o  to his face, not just hammer on the other side of the wall from the adjacent dressing room. 

Just  as  I  swung  the  door  open,  however,  Danni  walked through,  pushing  me  back  inside  and  kissing  me  fiercely  on the lips. As the door swung shut behind her, she pulled away and looked me dead in the eye. 

“This is going to sound crazy, but Jon DeMassi just tried it on  with  me,”  she  said,  sounding  short  of  breath.  Her  eyes were  glittering  with  excitement  and  something  else…

something  akin  to…  panic?  Fear?  Arousal?  I  couldn’t  tell  as she continued rambling about what had just happened. 

“I  let  him  kiss  me,”  she  confessed,  almost  incoherently, more and more words tumbling out of her mouth. “I’m sorry but…  like,  wow…  He’s  so  fucking  sexy  and  I  just  kind  of…  I melted,  I  guess.  My  knees  went.  He  got  his  dick  out  and  I couldn’t help myself. I feel terrible.” 

“You couldn’t help yourself?” I managed to squeeze a few words  in  when  she  paused  to  take  a  breath.  “What  did  you do?” 

“I  wanked  him  o ,”  she  said,  then  dismissed  it  with  a wave  of  her  hand  as  if  it  were  nothing.  “Look,  he  wants  to fuck me.  Jon DeMassi wants to fuck me! Me! As in right now, in his dressing room.” 

“But you didn’t fuck him,” I said, equally as breathless as my wife now simply because I was trying to keep up with her. 

“I  said  I  had  to  talk  to  you  first,”  she  said,  her  face changing almost as if the reality of what she was about to ask was only just sinking in as she spoke. “He’s waiting for me to go back.” 

“You want me to say okay to you fucking Jon DeMassi?” 

“Yes.  It’s  Jon   fucking  DeMassi.  If  you  had  the  chance  to fuck… I dunno… Angelina Jolie, I’d let you.” 

So she also remembered the conversation from that night. 

“I  want  to  come  with  you,”  I  replied,  a  weird  sensation creeping through my body, seeming to fill my bones from the feet upwards; a warm buzz heating the blood in my groin and stirring me up inside until it reached my head. I could feel the pulse in my neck. I could hear my heartbeat in my ears. 

“I  don’t  think  he’ll  allow  that,”  she  said,  doubt  clouding her eagerness. 

“He can fuck you but only if I’m there to make sure you’re okay and that’s my final o er,” I said. I didn’t even know why I said it. My cock was rock-hard in my pants. What the fuck was happening to me? 

“Shit,” she cursed, then took my hand and let me outside, walking to the door until the bouncer stopped me again with a burly arm across my chest. 

“He wants to watch,” Danni said. I did. I didn’t know until she said it, but she was right. I did. 

“Oh.”  The  bouncer’s  eyes  rolled  and  he  sighed  again  and then  turned  around,  pushing  the  door  behind  him  open  a crack.  “The  husband  wants  to  watch,”  he  called  through,  as though it was normal. 

“For fuck’s sake,” we heard DeMassi’s voice grumble from through the gap. “Send them in.” 

The bouncer stepped aside and I followed Danni into Jon’s room, which was much larger than the one I’d been waiting in. It still wasn’t a particularly big room but unlike next door, it had room for a sofa and a wardrobe. 

“So  you’re  a  cuck,  huh?”  the  rockstar  said  once  we  were inside. 

“I’m  a  what?”  I  questioned,  hovering  around  the  closed door next to my wife, not knowing what was expected of me. 

“A cuck.” DeMassi lowered his sunglasses to the tip of his nose  and  looked  over  them  at  me.  “Cuckold.  Someone  who likes watching their wives with other guys. Or are you just a voyeur who likes watching sex in general?” 

“I don’t know,” I answered truthfully. Was I a cuckold? Or a voyeur? I liked watching porn but didn’t all guys? “I’m just here to make sure Danni is okay with… well, you know.” 

“Ah,  yeah,”  DeMassi  gave  me  another  long  look,  his mouth  twisting  into  a  wry  grin.  “Whatever.  Anyway,  Danni why don’t you come over here and sit on my knee for a second while I do something?” 

Danni was still holding my hand and she squeezed it hard while  smiling  at  me  before  finally  letting  go  and  walking

slowly over to where Jon was sitting at his dressing table. As she  positioned  herself  on  his  lap,  he  tipped  some  white powder from a small pill box onto the table and divided it up into three thin lines. Then he put an arm around my wife to steady her while leaning forwards and snorting one of them. 

“Your  turn,”  he  said,  his  eyebrows  raising  above  the frames of his glasses but Danni shook her head. 

“I don’t do stu  like that,” she said and when Jon looked at me, I said the same. 

“Fair enough,” he shrugged, nostril-hoovering up the two remaining lines, before wiping his top lip with the back of one of his tattooed hands. “More for me, I guess.” 

Then  without  any  warning,  he  pulled  Danni  towards  her with the hand that was around her shoulders and kissed her firmly  on  the  mouth  for  a  long  minute,  before  eventually breaking their lip-lock. I could see that Danni was breathless as DeMassi turned to me. 

“Over  there,”  he  said,  pointing  with  a  diamond-encrusted-ringed finger towards the corner of the room away from  the  door.  “Stand  back  there.  No  funny  business,  all right? I’m not gay or into any sort of bisexual shit. Watch as long as you want, but don’t get your dick out or try anything or  I’ll  have  my  man  outside  kick  you  the  fuck  out.  Do  you understand?” 

“I’m  not  gay,”  I  glared  at  him  but  did  as  I  was  told  for Danni’s sake, resting my back against the wall they began to kiss  again.  It  was  weird,  watching  my  wife  make  out  with

someone else. I felt a wrenching sensation in my gut like my body  was  telling  me  this  was  wrong  but  my  dick  was  saying the opposite, growing harder by the second. 

“Are you okay?” Danni said when they stopped kissing for a second time. I saw Jon’s hands feeling and squeezing one of her breasts through her pink DeMassi t-shirt as she leaned to the side to look at me. 

“He’s  fine,  sweetheart,”  the  rocker  said,  pulling  Danni’s attention back towards him as he lifted the front of the shirt to  admire  her  cleavage  in  her  plum-coloured  half-cup  bra. 

“Fucking hell, nice. What bra size are you, Danni?” 

“36C,”  she  said  softly  and  I  noticed  her  cheeks  were flushed  bright  red  with  embarrassment.  Or  was  it  arousal?  I couldn’t tell. “Do you like them?” 

“Yeah, I fucking do. Let’s take this o ,” he said, lifting the shirt further, up and over her head as Danni’s raised her arms for  him.  Then  he  reached  around  and  unclasped  the  bra, letting it fall to the floor so that he could have a good look at her breasts. It wasn’t cold in the dressing room but I could see goosebumps on her exposed skin and her small, dark nipples were erect, standing out proudly as he skimmed a hand over them before cupping and groping her openly in front of me. 

I  couldn’t  quite  get  my  head  around  what  I  was  seeing. 

Danni  and  I  were  happily  married.  This  was  her  birthday. 

Nothing like this was meant to happen but I couldn’t move to stop them. I felt almost paralysed as Jon lifted Danni from his knee and sat her on the edge of the dressing table in front of

him,  then  pushed  her  denim  mini  skirt  up  around  her  hips before easing her thighs open and pulling her black panties to one side. 

“Shaved,” he commented, looking at my wife’s bald pussy. 

“Perfect. Right, let’s get down to business, eh?” 

He stood up, shoving the chair back and I noticed then that his  pants  were  still  undone.  He  slipped  them  down  and  I found myself staring at the massive appendage hanging down in front of him. It reached midway down his thighs and was almost as thick as my wrist. I’d seen guys with penises as big as this in porn movies but never in real life and I couldn’t take my eyes o  it as Danni hopped down from the dressing table and knelt before him. 

“Are  you  okay?”  she  repeated,  looking  at  me  as  she wrapped a hand around it. I noticed her fingers barely made it around the thickest part of his shaft. 

“Stop asking him if he’s okay and get your mouth around it,  baby,”  DeMassi  instructed  her  and  she  complied  after saying ‘Sorry’ in a quiet voice. 

It  was  hard  to  watch  but  I  had  to  out  of  pure  curiosity, simply  to  see  whether  she  could  even  open  her  jaw  wide enough but she did. She took as much of him into her mouth as she could and I saw the base of his dick swell as he started to get harder. 

“Ah  yeah,”  the  rockstar  sighed,  scooping  my  wife’s reddish  hair  to  one  side  so  he  could  look  down  at  her  pretty face and his cock pushing in and out between her lips. I saw

traces of her dark pink lipstick around the shaft as she pulled away slightly, concentrating more on the thick, flared end of him for a moment, licking around it with her tongue. 

“Did  she  tell  you?”  he  said,  looking  over  at  me  in  the corner. “That I saw her at the last concert we played here? She was at the front and I remember thinking, ‘wow, she’s cute.’ I sent my team out looking for her after the gig — I wanted to fuck her that night — but they couldn’t find her.” 

I  couldn’t  believe  he  was  talking  to  me,  almost conversationally,  while  my  wife  sucked  his  cock.  This  was fucked up. 

“Yeah,  you  said  you  thought  you  recognised  her  or something,” I replied, feeling incredibly weird talking back to him while Danni continued to give him head just a couple of yards away from me. 

“I  wanted  her  from  the  moment  I  saw  her  and  it’s  funny how things work out so I always get what I want,” he grinned, a  single  gold  tooth  glinting  in  the  yellowish  lights  glowing from around the dressing room mirror. “It took a year or two but I got her in the end. I fucking love groupies, especially the married ones.” 

Danni’s eyes looked sideways at me but she didn’t take her mouth  from  around  his  cock,  continuing  to  suck  him.  ‘I’m okay,’  I  mouthed  at  her  and  I  saw  her  eyes  glimmer  as  she smiled around his thick girth. 

“She  sucks  cock  good,”  he  complimented  her  while  still talking  to  me.  “You’re  a  lucky  fucker  if  you  get  this  every

night. I’d love to just shoot my load down her throat but I also want  to  fuck  her  and  we  don’t  have  all  night.  The  tour  bus leaves in an hour.” 

“Yes.  I  want  you  to  fuck  me  now,”  Danni  gasped  as  she took him out of her mouth and jerked his wet length with her hand instead. She was staring up at him, biting her lip while waiting for him to reply. Her big blue eyes were wide and her cheeks and upper chest were flushed with excitement. 

“Are  you  wet  enough  to  take   The  Massive?”  he  grinned, hauling  her  to  a  standing  position  in  front  of  him,  then reaching down between her legs and putting his hand under her  skirt,  which  had  slid  back  down  her  thighs  during  the blow job. 

“I’m  soaking  wet,”  Danni  said,  her  eyes  closing, presumably  as  his  fingers  went  inside  her.  “Oh,  Jon.  Don’t. 

You’ll make me…” 

She didn’t finish her sentence because right then, her legs gave way and a shuddering orgasm rippled through her. The rocker had to catch her with a hand in the small of her back while the other hand stayed under her skirt, doing whatever he was doing. 

He’d  made  my  wife  cum.  I’d  just  watched  another  man make  my  wife  orgasm  and  he’d  done  it  with  the  slightest touch of his fingers. I felt like pinching myself to make sure this wasn’t some sort of weird sex dream. 

Danni  slumped  forward  against  his  chest,  but  after  a moment,  she  straightened  and  he  pushed  her  skirt  upwards

until it was around her waist, then tugged her panties down for her to kick o  onto the plush dressing room carpet. 

He  turned  her  around  and  bent  her  forward,  across  the dressing  table,  then  kicked  her  ankles  apart  so  he  could position  his  monster  of  a  penis  with  his  shiny  purple  head pressed against her sticky pussy lips. 

“Get ready,” he said in a low, growly voice and then I saw Danni  sti en  as  he  pushed  it  in.  She  put  a  hand  behind  her, placing it on his lower abdomen and holding him to slow him down but he pushed again, shoving more of his dick in. 

“You’re too big,” she complained but he pushed her hand away  and  kept  sliding  his  cock  inside,  withdrawing  slightly and then pushing a little deeper. 

“Hush,”  he  said,  continuing  to  work  his  length  into  her inch by inch. “I’ve never found a woman who couldn’t take it and I’ve had a lot of women in my time. Thousands. And every single  one  has  taken  it  fine  in  the  end.  You  just  need  to  get warmed up properly.” 

“Ungh,”  my  wife  grunted  as  he  pushed  it  deeper.  I wondered if he was hurting her and if I should stop them but I stopped  as  soon  as  I  started  moving  towards  them  because she  suddenly  cried  out  and  then  flopped  forward  onto  the dressing table as another shuddering orgasm surged through her. 

“There  we  go,”  he  grinned  at  me  as  he  managed  to  ease the  last  inch  inside  her  while  she  was  just  quivering  on  the

table  in  front  of  him.  “She’s  cum  twice  already.  Her  pussy might never be the same for you after this, buddy.” 

Then he put his hands on her hips, gripped them hard and began to pound her. 

I’d  never  witnessed  anything  like  it.  Jon  DeMassi’s  ass cheeks clenched as he began to ram his intimidating cock in and out of my wife like she was just some cheap whore that he’d  picked  up  o   the  street.  There  was  no  finesse  or anything.  He  just  fucked  her  fast  and  hard  until  she  had another  —  her  third  —  orgasm  of  the  night.  This  time  she screamed out loud, thrashing around on the wooden surface in  front  of  him  but  he  held  her  in  place  and  continued  to plough her pussy mercilessly. 

“On the sofa,” DeMassi said shortly after that and a tired-looking Danni followed him as he led her to the leather couch right  next  to  where  I  was  standing.  He  sat  down  and  guided her into straddling him, her black heels digging into the soft brown leather. “Let’s give hubby a show, eh?” 

It  was  as  though  Danni  had  forgotten  I  was  there.  She didn’t look my way at all, even though I was only a few feet away.  She  reached  down  to  hold  his  dick  and  then  lowered herself  down  onto  him.  I  saw  it  slide  in,  her  reddened  labia splaying  apart  and  stretching  out  around  his  thick,  veiny shaft. 

“Good,” he said in a satisfied tone as she slid all the way down, taking every inch of him. Then he dipped his neck and sucked her nipple as she began to ride him. 

I  blinked  several  times,  reminding  myself  that  this  was real  and  not  some  sort  of  weird  hallucination.  My  beautiful wife  was  riding  the  cock  of  an  internationally  famous  rock star and I was standing by, letting it happen. 

“What a body,” the old man said in between slobbering all over  her  tits,  which  were  bouncing  sexily  in  front  of  him  as Danni  rocked  her  hips  up  and  down  atop  him.  “God,  I  love being a singer. I get so much fucking pussy, I can’t even begin to tell you.” 

He was taunting me, I knew that, but what could I do? If I punched the guy in the face, I’d probably end up getting my ass  sued  and  if  I  dragged  Danni  away  from  him,  I’d  end  up upsetting  her  and  ruining  her  birthday.  This  was  so  fucking surreal — and also, incredibly horny. 

Why was I so turned on by watching my wife fuck someone else? It was all fucked up and wrong but at the same time, my dick was so hard it was throbbing in my pants, demanding a turn  at  fucking  Danni  but  he’d  forbidden  me  to  even  think about getting it out. 

My  wife’s  hand  was  between  her  legs,  rubbing  her  clit  as she rode him. I’d never seen anything so erotic in my entire life and gave up questioning why this was happening and why I was enjoying it. Instead, I just watched like it was some sort of sex show in a seedy back street club, the only strange thing being that the female performer was my wife. 

“I  could  do  this  all  night,”  DeMassi  said  after  several minutes  of  Danni  riding  him,  “But  time  is  money.  Are  you

gonna let me cum inside? Don’t worry. I’m clean, no diseases here and I had the snip years ago.” 

“I  want  you  to  cum  inside,”  she  moaned.  Her  voice  was thick with desire and breathy like a phone sex worker. 

“On your back, spread your legs,” he instructed and Danni complied,  rolling  away  from  him  as  he  got  up,  lying  full length on the sofa and opening her thighs wide. 

Her pussy was pu y and slick with her juices but I didn’t get much time to look before Jon positioned himself on top of her and rammed his famous dick inside her again. 

“Oh my god,” she wailed as he began to thrust into her, his ass  cheeks  clenching  and  relaxing  in  front  of  my  eyes  as  he fucked her. “Fuck me, Jon. Give me your cum. Please. Give it to me.” 

I’d  never  heard  her  talk  like  that  during  sex  before,  not even with me. 

“Your cock is so fucking big,” she groaned. “You’re going to make me cum again.” 

“Yeah, go on,” he encouraged her, starting to sound out of breath  himself  now.  “Cum  for  me,  Danni.  Your  husband wants to see you cum on my cock again.” 

I saw her head lift and her eyes met mine as she looked at me over his shoulder while he continued to fuck her. “Watch me cum,” she moaned to me. “Don’t stop watching. Oh, fuck. 

I’m cumming.” 

This time, her back arched beneath her as the orgasm hit and  her  legs  shook  as  she  kicked  out  in  an  orgasmic  spasm. 

Her shoes had both fallen o  and I saw her toes curling as she cried out. “Oh, fuuuuuuuck,” she screamed. 

“Boss?” The bouncer came walking through the door and then  stood  there  waiting  for  DeMassi  to  reply  as  though nothing out of the ordinary was happening. My first instinct was to step between them to block his view of my wife getting screwed  on  the  sofa  but  there  was  no  point.  He’d  seen everything  the  moment  he  entered  the  room.  “You’re  short on time, boss. The rest of the band are waiting for you.” 

“Yeah,  I’m  just  finishing,”  the  rockstar  said,  not  even pausing. He just kept screwing Danni, who was now holding on to him for dear life, her hands digging into his back as he sped up. “Hold on there, one minute. I’m almost done.” 

The  bouncer  waited  and  watched  with  me  as  Jon  gave Danni  a  few  final,  hard  thrusts  of  her  cock,  the  final  one making  her  moan  out  loud  as  he  went  extra-deep  before finally, the muscles in his ass and lower back bunched up and he grunted deeply. 

“Oh,  yeah,  there  we  go,”  he  said,  his  voice  tight.  “Fuck, that was good.” 

A second later, he got up, his long cock swinging between his  legs  with  sticky  white  cum  still  dripping  from  the  tip.  I gazed down at my wife who was breathing hard on the sofa, lying  there  with  her  legs  open,  sperm  oozing  from  her ravaged slit, exposed to everyone including the bouncer. 

“Okay, so I hate to rush you,” DeMassi said to me, pulling his  pants  up  his  legs,  “But  the  cleaners  will  be  here  soon  to

tidy up. I have to get moving or the band is going to descend on us and see your wife and knowing my drummer, he’s going to  want  a  go  on  her  too.  So,  if  I  were  you,  I’d  help  her  get dressed.” 

I  blinked  at  him,  stunned  at  his  bluntness,  then  shook myself into action. 

“Danni?” I said, sitting on the sofa next to her. “You okay? 

We have to go. The cleaners will be here in a minute.” 

“Oh,  my  God,”  she  said  in  a  dreamy,  spaced-out  tone  of voice  before  opening  her  eyes  and  looking  at  me.  “That  was fucking amazing.” 

“It looked that way,” I nodded. “Did you hear what I said about the cleaners?” 

“Yes,  I  heard.”  She  pushed  herself  up  into  a  sitting position and I noticed that she had a thick sheen of sweat all over  her  body,  a  trickle  of  which  ran  down  between  her breasts  and  over  her  belly  as  I  looked  her  over  to  make  sure she  was  okay.  “I’m  just  trying  to  get  my  breath  back  for  a moment.” 

“Thank you for a fun time, Danni,” Jon said. The bouncer had left, so it was just the three of us. “Here’s some tissues. 

Get cleaned up.” 

She  took  the  box  he  o ered  her  and  wiped  the  cum  that was dribbling down the inside of her thigh, then began to get dressed. 

“Thank  you,”  she  said,  smiling  shyly  at  him.  Once  she’d put her clothes back on, creased from being on the floor, he

took  her  hand  and  pulled  her  into  another,  long,  passionate kiss that left her breathless again. 

“Give me your number,” he said quietly. “Next time I’m in town, we should get together. You can come to my hotel room and we’ll do this properly. You can even bring hubby again if you want.” 

As  Danni  picked  up  a  pen  and  paper  from  the  dressing room table and wrote down her number, the rockstar turned to  me  and  looked  me  up  and  down.  “I  like  you,”  he  said, giving me a short nod. “Your wife is something else. Thanks for letting me have some fun with her.” 

Danni  handed  him  the  paper,  which  he  stu ed  into  his jeans pocket. “You better call me,” she said. “Don’t leave me waiting forever.” 

“Soon,  I  promise,”  the  rockstar  grinned,  his  gold  tooth glinting again. 

The two of them finished tidying themselves up, Jon even signing the t-shirt she was wearing before we left, right over the top of her left breast. “One more thing,” Danni said, as we prepared to go our separate ways down the corridor. 

“Name it,” Jon shrugged. 

“Do  you  have  Angelina  Jolie’s  number,  by  any  chance?” 

my wife asked, casting a smile my way. “I owe my husband a huge favour now.” 

“Hmmm, yeah, I think so,” DeMassi laughed. “I’ll text it to you. Don’t go getting your hopes up though.” He looked at

me.  “And  don’t  be  disappointed  when  she  turns  you  down, your wife is a better fuck than her anyway.” 

With that, the world-famous rock star walked away to join up  with  the  band  that  was  waiting  at  the  far  end  of  the corridor and we headed back out into the backstage area and through the exit doors outside. 

“Best birthday ever,” Danni said, looping her arm through mine.  She  smelled  of  sweat  and  sex.  My  cock  was  still throbbing in my pants. 

“You  just  fucked  Jon  DeMassi,”  I  said,  still  coming  to terms with what had happened. 

“I sure did,” she said, waving a taxi down. “And I’ll always love  you  for  letting  me.  You  do  know  I’m  going  to  want  sex every  single  night  now  because  the  memory  of  what  we  did tonight  is  always  going  to  be  on  my  mind?  I’ll  never  forget this. That was the most incredible sex ever.” 

We got into the taxi that stopped for us and she cuddled up alongside  me  in  the  backseat,  resting  her  head  on  my shoulder. I could feel how damp her hair was. 

“Now let’s get home. I owe you the best fuck of your life —

if my poor little pussy can manage it, that is.” 

“Where  to?”  The  taxi  driver  said,  looking  over  his shoulder, a grin on his face. He’d heard all of that. 

Danni gave him our address and we set o , ready to enjoy whatever came next. 

The Android, Me, My Wife and My Best Friend

A tale about how technology can solve the problems of a wannabe  cuckold  —  and  then  it  all  goes  to  a  filthier  place than no one could have expected it to. 


* * *

“Here you go,” the representative from Hyprotec said with a flourish  of  his  hand  as  he  opened  the  delivery  box.  “Your custom-built HW600.” 

“Wow,” I gasped, looking at the female android in front of me. “She is… incredible.” 

“As  I  told  you,”  the  man  who  had  previously  introduced himself as Ben continued, “We strive for an exact likeness to the supplied photographs, body models and textures. I’m glad you like it.” 

“She  could  be  my  wife’s  identical  twin  sister,”  I  said wondrously,  stepping  forward  to  feel  the  android’s  blonde hair.  It  felt  real.  I  stroked  a  finger  down  her  cheek.  The synthetic  material  felt  exactly  like  skin.  The  only  di erence was that she was cold and her eerily realistic green eyes were

glazed over and staring into the distance, obviously devoid of life. 

“A  lot  of  men  order  a  copy  of  their  wives  for  that  exact fantasy,”  Ben  stated  with  a  knowing  nod.  “They  want  a threesome with their wife and her twin sister. Is that why you ordered? You don’t have to answer, of course, I’m just making conversation. At Hyprotec, we pride ourselves on not judging anyone  and  being  totally  understanding  of  everyone’s fantasies. Your privacy is our priority, but if you like, I could program  that  into  her  settings  for  you.  She’ll  call  your  wife her  sister  and  even  create  a  backstory  of  when  the  two  of them were young.” 

“No, that’s absolutely fine,” I replied. “I already have her programming  done,  working  from  your  instruction  video.  I was just waiting for her to be delivered so I could upload it.” 

“Very good,” Ben smiled. “Well, I’m delighted that you’re happy with her appearance. I’m sure you’ll be just as pleased with her voice, personality matrix and sexual performance, as long as you program her right. Would you like me to show you how to activate her?” 

“No,  I  think  I  can  handle  that,”  I  said,  gazing  at  the apparition  in  front  of  me.  She  was  perfect  for  what  I  had  in mind. 

“Then  I’ll  leave  you  to  it.”  Ben  took  a  few  steps  towards the  door.  “I  hope  you  don’t  mind  me  saying  so,  but  if  your wife truly looks like that, then you’re a lucky man. She has a body to die for.” 

“I won’t argue with you there,” I grinned, then waved as the  man  left  before  turning  back  to  the  robotic  copy  of Jasmine in front of me. 

He was right. I was a lucky man. My wife had a 36D pair of breasts which had barely drooped at all even though we were both in our late thirties. They still rode high upon her petite frame and as I lifted up the plain cotton clothes the android was  wearing,  exposing  the  synthetic  pair  of  tits  in  front  of me, I was astonished to see that they looked identical to the real  thing.  I  couldn’t  help  but  grope  them.  Again,  cold,  but realistic. I slid down the cotton trousers and panties to see a perfect  copy  of  Jasmine’s  pussy.  A  totally  smooth  mound above dark pink, slightly-protruding labia. 

“Unbelievable,”  I  murmured  to  myself.  “Fucking unbelievable. This is going to be incredible.” 

I pulled the dongle from the box that she was still standing in and plugged it into my laptop on the table behind me. The device  loaded  up  its  software  automatically  and  connected wirelessly  to  the  android,  whose  eyes  glowed  with  a  soft amber hue, the sign that it was connected. 

Two  options  popped  up  on  the  screen:  Upload Programming  and  Activate.  First,  I  did  the  upload,  sending the  personality  profile  that  I’d  taken  the  last  two  weeks creating.  When  you  ordered  one  of  these  robots  from Hyprotec,  they  immediately  sent  you  an  instructional  video and  the  software  that  walked  you  through  the  process.  I’d also  recorded  Jasmine  talking,  without  her  knowing,  of

course,  and  the  software  had  analysed  her  tone  and  speech patterns.  Once  that  was  all  done,  I  hit  ‘Activate’  and  then watched  the  android’s  eyes  turn  from  Amber  to  White  and then back to normal once she’d fully booted up. 

With  an  unnervingly  realistic  shudder,  the  fake  Jasmine seemed to wake up, then slowly pushed herself from the soft sponge packaging of the box. 

“Hello,” she said, in a beautifully accurate depiction of my wife’s  voice.  “It’s  me,  Jasmine.  You’re  Jack,  my  husband.  I recognise you.” 

I’d  programmed  in  photographs  of  me  and  a  few  other people I wanted her to recognise. 

“Yes,  that’s  right,”  I  smiled,  suddenly  feeling  slightly nervous. “Can I have a kiss?” 

The  display  on  the  screen  said  that  thermal  mode  was switched on and the ideal human temperature was achieved, but I wanted to test it out, along with the hydration features that marked Hyprotec’s androids as the best in the business. 

They weren’t cheap but it was worth it for me. I needed this to be as real as possible. 

“Sure,” Jasmine smiled.  Fuck.  This was so weird, she was so like my wife! “Anything for you. I’ve missed you, baby.” 

She  walked  over  to  me  and  leaned  in  and  as  our  lips touched, I was astonished at the convincing realism. I slipped in  a  tongue  and  she  responded  with  her  own  synthetic tongue, complete with fake saliva. 

“Amazing,” I said, as I stepped away. 

“Why,  thank  you.”  The  fake  Jasmine’s  cheeks  even blushed. 

My wife, the real Jasmine, was working out of the city for the next three days, so I’d been careful to time the delivery of the  android  and  set  everything  else  up  perfectly.  She  didn’t know  about  the  android,  not  entirely,  at  least.  I’d  told  her  I was ordering a robot for us, and a female one to boot, but as far as she knew, the purpose for my purchase was purely as a maid  to  help  out  around  the  house  and  relieve  the  real Jasmine  of  many  of  the  chores  that  she  used  to  do.  Her business  had  taken  o   in  the  last  six  months,  which  meant that she didn’t have as much time or energy as she once did but luckily, it gave us the extra income we needed to order an android maid to fix the problem. 

I was going to tell her that I’d ordered a more… functional android  once  she  was  back.  After  all,  with  Jasmine  working away more often, having a second copy of my beautiful wife at  home  that  could  fulfil  my  male  needs  couldn’t  be  a  bad thing, could it? Hopefully, she’d understand, if I explained it to her sympathetically. 

However,  that  wasn’t  the  entire  reason  that  I’d  modelled the android on my wife but first things first. I needed to test her out before even thinking about the other stu . 

“Follow me into the bedroom,” I instructed the blonde and she complied happily, joining me by the bed when I stopped and turned around to look at her. “Take your clothes o .” 

“This is exciting,” she said in a shockingly seductive voice before  stripping  o   the  top  and  bottoms  that  she’d  been dressed in. “Are we going to fuck?” 

I was the one who had programmed her ability to dirty talk but it still caught me o -guard when she used the F-word. I liked it though. 

“Yes,”  I  said,  looking  at  her  perfect  body  as  she  stood  in front of me totally naked. “Yes, we are. Undress me, Jasmine. 

Then suck my cock.” 

“I love your sucking your cock,” the android purred, doing as she was bid and lifting my top up and over my head before dropping  my  pants,  kneeling  and  taking  my  cock  in  her mouth. 

“Oh, fuck. That feels  so good,” I gasped, unable to contain my  excitement  at  how  real  the  blow  job  felt.  Then  I  did something I couldn’t do with the real Jasmine; I grabbed the blonde hair on the back of her head and forced my cock down her throat. 

“Mmmmmmmm,”  the  android  moaned  around  my  dick. 

“I like it when you fuck my throat.” 

Jesus. This was everything I’d wanted. But there was more to try. 

“Get on the bed, on all fours,” I ordered her and again she simply smiled and did what I asked of her. I took a moment to gaze at the way her smooth pussy looked from behind before joining  her  atop  the  bed  and  ramming  my  dick  inside  her roughly. 

“Oh, yes,” she groaned. “Your cock feels so good. Fuck me. 

Please, fuck me.” 

Again, they were words that I’d put into her programming but they still had the desired e ect of turning me on. The real Jasmine would never say something like that. 

I grabbed her hips and began to fuck her hard and rough —

something  else  Jasmine  didn’t  particularly  like  —  and  I marvelled again at the authenticity of the experience. My fake wife’s  pussy  felt  extremely  close  to  the  real  thing,  perhaps slightly tighter, but still extremely realistic. She was wet, the juices  from  her  artificial  pussy  coated  my  cock  just  like  a normal  vagina,  and  along  with  the  way  she  moaned  and moved, pushing back against me was simply too much. I felt myself close to cumming and so I pulled out and shot my load all  over  her  ass  and  lower  back  —  yet  again,  something  I wasn’t allowed to do in real life. 

“Was  that  okay  for  you?”  she  purred,  rolling  over  and lying on her back while gazing at me seductively. “Would you like me to lick your cock clean now?” 

“We’ll save that for another time,” I replied, not wanting to explore absolutely every fun trick that I’d given her all at once.  I  wanted  to  save  some  for  the  future.  “But  yes,  it  was more than okay, Jasmine. Did you like it?” 

“ I did,” she smiled and then sat up. “I love your big cock. 

Would you like me to get dressed and make you something to eat now?” 

“No,” I smiled, then pointed at the wardrobe in the corner. 

“Maybe later. For now, clean yourself up and find something nice to wear. The closet with your clothes is over there.” 

That evening, I spent more time with her, experimenting with conversations and various actions and I continued to be stunned by the realism of the android’s impersonation of my wife.  I  took  her  to  bed  and  fucked  her  again,  this  time finishing  with  her  on  top  of  me,  riding  me  in  the  cowgirl position while playing with her lifelike breasts and managing to  make  her  have  an  orgasm  in  the  exact  same  way  that  the real  Jasmine  would  —  namely  teasing  her  nipples  while  she rubbed her clitoris. 

She  was  everything  I’d  hoped  she’d  be  and  more.  What  I had planned for tomorrow was going to be perfect. 


***

“So  where’s  the  new  wife?”  Steve  asked  as  he  walked through the front door the following lunchtime. 

“She’s  charging  up  but  should  be  done  now,”  I  replied, welcoming him in and closing the door behind him. “I’ll call her. Jasmine? What’s your status?” 

“Active,”  the  blonde  android  replied,  emerging  from  the bedroom.  “Battery  is  at  seventy-three  percent.  All  systems are fully functional. Temperature is optimal.” 

“Holy  crap,”  Steve  whistled.  “Is  this  her?  No  way.  That’s the real you, isn’t it Jasmine?” 

The android stared at him, making me wonder if the facial recognition  wasn’t  working  for  a  moment  until  she  finally

spoke. “You’re Steve, right? My husband’s friend.” 

“Absolutely,  baby,”  Steve  said,  approaching  her  and reaching  out  to  touch  her  hand.  “Quit  messing  about, Jasmine. There’s no way you’re a robot.” 

“Jasmine,  prove  you’re  an  android,”  I  instructed  her, having expected such a reaction. 

The  android’s  eyes  glowed  bright  red,  making  Steve  step back in alarm. Then they cycled through the colour spectrum for  a  moment  before  she  opened  her  mouth  and  music  spilt forth through the speaker at the back of her throat. 

“Unbelievable,”  Steve  said,  shaking  his  head.  “I’d  heard they were lifelike but I didn’t expect them to be  this  lifelike. Is she… you know? Good in the other ways?” 

“Oh,  yeah,”  I  laughed.  “We  fucked  all  night,  didn’t  we, Jasmine?  She’s  incredible  and  almost  exactly  like  the  real thing.” 

“Really?”  My  best  friend’s  eyes  lit  up.  “I  can’t  wait  for later if that’s true. This is going to be so much fun.” 

“Hell yes, it is,” I nodded. Steve had just popped by during his  lunch  break  to  check  out  the  android  that  I’d  been excitedly  messaging  him  about  since  last  night.  “Before  you go back to work, I’ll show you and give you a taster.” 

“Hurry up then,” he checked his watch. “I have to go.” 

“Jasmine,” I addressed the robot. “Show Steve your tits.” 

Steve’s eyes widened as she lifted her white t-shirt, one of my wife’s, to exhibit her perfectly sculpted round breasts. 

“Is  that  what  Jasmine’s  look  like?”  he  breathed.  He’d fancied  my  wife  for  years  and  we’d  always  talked  about having  a  threesome  with  her  one  day,  but  the  real  Jasmine would never go for it. 

“Exactly  what  they  look  like,”  I  grinned,  watching  as  he stepped forward and cupped one in his hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.  “It’s  not  just  the  closest  you’ll  ever  get  to  feeling Jasmine’s tits, it’s exactly like feeling her tits.” 

“And her pussy is the same?” 

“Exactly the same,” I told him. “It even feels the same.” 

“Fuck,”  he  sighed.  “Tonight  can’t  come  quick  enough. 

Right, I really need to head out. I’ll see you around six, yeah?” 

“Sure,” I said/ “Jasmine, say goodbye to Steve and tell him you’re  excited  to  see  him  later.  He  wants  to  have  sex  with you.” 

“I’ll  see  you  later,”  the  android  replied  in  her  precise impersonation of Jasmine’s real voice. “I really want to fuck you too, Steve.” 

“This  is  just  too  fucking  good  to  be  true,”  my  friend chuckled, then let himself out. 

I’d  always  fantasized  about  seeing  my  wife  with  another man. Steve had always thought she was hot and would always flirt with her but that was all it ever was. Jasmine — the real Jasmine — wasn’t the type to flirt back. She’d been brought up with a strict upbringing. We dated for three months before I even got to first base and it was another three months before we  eventually  had  sex.  There  was  no  way  she’d  ever  sleep

with  someone  else  and  let  me  watch  and  she’d  always  said, whenever I tentatively brought up the topic, that she’d never do a threesome or anything like that. As good as Jasmine was in bed, she was straight-laced and I’d had to come to accept that. 

So,  this  android  was  the  only  way  I’d  ever  get  to  see  my wife with another man or share her with one. And it was going to happen tonight. 

My real wife called me that afternoon, checking that I was okay. 

“I’m fine,” I replied. “How is work? Is everything okay?” 

“Yes. I’m missing you but I’ll be home in two days. I hope you’re eating properly and behaving yourself. No wild parties without me, okay?” 

I laughed. “I’m really not that exciting, Jasmine. You know that. Just being the usual boring me. Steve’s coming over for some beers later but everything else is as usual.” 

“Well, I need you to do me a favour, if you can,” she asked me. “I ordered some new clothes, but forgot to pick them up from depot before I left. They’ll return them if I don’t collect them  today.  Can  you  call  by  this  afternoon  if  I  give  you  the address?” 

“Urgh,” I sighed. “Fine. I have to go out to get some food and beer and stu , so I guess so.” 

“Thank  you,  baby,”  she  replied.  “Don’t  go  looking  at them. There are one or two saucy pieces I bought for bedtime. 

They’re a surprise, so don’t go peeking.” 

“Really?” That put a smile on my face. It had been a while since Jasmine had bought new lingerie. 

“Yes,  really,”  she  confirmed.  “Oh,  and  when  you  go  out, make sure you set the alarm and that the security cameras are on.  There  were  a  lot  of  burglaries  locally  last  month,  don’t forget.” 

“I will,” I said, glad she’d mentioned the cameras. I made a mental note to turn the cameras o  later. I didn’t want any footage  being  recorded  of  Steve  and  I  fucking  our  fake Jasmine. “I love you.” 

“I love you too.” After she hung up, I grabbed my coat and headed  out  for  some  beers  and  food,  telling  the  android  to resume charging again because I wanted her at full charge for the exciting evening ahead. 

What  I  didn’t  know  was  that  tonight  was  going  to  be  the most  sexually charged  night of my life. 


* * *

“It’s  party  time,”  Steve  called  out  as  he  walked  through  the door a few hours later. “Is the main attraction ready for me?” 

“She should be,” I said with a grin. “She’s been charging all  afternoon.  I  didn’t  want  her  battery  to  run  out  halfway through fucking her. You want a beer?” 

“Abso-fucking-lutely,”  my  friend  said,  kicking  his  shoes o  and launching himself on the sofa. He swept his long, dark

hair out of his eyes and caught the bottle I tossed to him. “I hope this is going to be as fucking epic as you promised.” 

“Oh,  it  is,”  I  replied.  “Last  night,  she  sucked  my  dick  for almost  an  hour.  I  fucked  her  mouth,  pussy  and  ass.  All. 

Fucking. Night. Long. She fucks just like Jasmine. She’s going to blow your mind.” 

“And you’re going to love every second of it, watching me fuck  your  wife,  you  dirty  pervert,”  Steve  chuckled,  high-fiving  me  as  I  walked  past  him  to  check  on  the  android because  I  hadn’t  been  home  long  myself.  It  turned  out  the depot  was  further  away  than  I’d  expected,  right  out  on  the edge of town but the trip had turned out to be worth it. Even though  Jasmine  had  told  me  to  not  peek  at  the  contents,  I couldn’t help myself and had found a  really sexy black basque and panty set, which had given me a brilliant idea. 

“Jasmine?”  I  said,  addressing  the  android  which  was standing  on  top  of  the  charging  pad  in  the  corner  of  the bedroom. “Are you fully charged up yet?” 

“Battery  is  at  one-hundred  percent,”  she  replied,  so  I went  back  to  the  table  where  the  shopping  was  and  then headed back with the sexy lingerie I’d just picked up. 

“Put these on, then join me and Steve in the living room.” 

“Certainly,” the fake Jasmine said with a smile, taking the basque  and  panty  set  from  me  and  beginning  to  change  as  I left the bedroom and went back to my best friend. 

“You’re  going  to  love  this.”  I  parked  myself  on  the  sofa next to him and took a pull from my own beer while waiting

for the android to make her grand entrance. 

We didn’t have to wait long. A couple of minutes later, the bedroom door swung open and the artificial Jasmine stood in the doorway for a moment, looking at us. 

“Hello boys,” she said. I grinned. That wasn’t something I’d  programmed  into  her  but  I  knew  the  HW600  model  had artificial intelligence and was capable of assessing a situation and  speaking  and  behaving  appropriately.  This  was  going  to be even better than I’d imagined. 

“Awww, hell yeah,” Steve slapped his thigh in excitement. 

“She’s even dressed slutty for us.” 

“Yes, I am,” the android replied. “I like you, Steve. I really want to have sex with you.” 

“Then  come  here,  girl,”  my  friend  replied,  patting  the space on the sofa between us. 

Jasmine  walked  over  seductively  and  I  took  a  moment  to appreciate how the sexy lingerie she was wearing showed o her  incredible  shape.  The  basque  pushed  up  her  breasts  to  a point they were almost overflowing over the top and the tiny panties  barely  covered  her  pussy,  showing  o   her  shapely, slim legs. 

When  she  sat  down  next  to  us,  I  turned  in  my  seat  so  I could  watch  what  was  about  to  happen  next  to  me.  Steve didn’t  wait  around.  His  hand  went  to  her  legs,  stroking  her thighs before sliding between them, touching the front of her panties lightly. 

“You’re  naughty,”  the  android  chastised  him,  making  us both laugh quietly. 

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” Steve told the android, then he  leaned  forward  and  looked  at  me.  “Are  you  sure  this  is okay?” 

“I’ve  wanted  this  for  as  long  as  you  have,”  I  reminded him. “Don’t worry about me. Just have fun.” 

“Aren’t you going to join in?” the robot said, looking at me with  her  beautiful,  lifelike  green  eyes.  “I’m  capable  of entertaining two men at once.” 

“I  expect  you  are,”  I  said,  feeling  the  discomfort  of  my dick growing hard in my pants. “But I think I’m just going to watch you have sex with my friend if that’s okay?” 

“Of  course  it’s  okay,”  she  replied  before  turning  back  to Steve. “I’ll do anything to please my husband.” 

“I want you to fuck him really good,” I instructed her. “I want you to let him do whatever he wants to you, okay?” 

“If  that’s  what  makes  you  happy.”  The  android  stood  up then and slipped down her panties, standing in front of Steve so he could admire the view of her perfectly bald pussy. 

“Jesus,”  Steve  said,  slapping  his  thigh  again.  “That’s  a nice coochie. Is that what Jasmine’s is like? Shaved smooth?” 

“It’s  exactly like hers,” I confirmed. 

“I’ve  wanted  to  see  you  naked  for  years,”  he  murmured, arousal evident in his voice. “Take the top o  too. I want to see all of you.” 

Jasmine  did  as  she  was  asked,  reaching  behind  her  and unclasping  the  basque  before  letting  it  fall  to  the  floor.  “Do you like what you see, Steve?” 

While he complimented her and took her hand to guide her onto  his  knee,  I  picked  up  the  lingerie  pieces  and  returned them to the package on the table, taking care to fold them and put them away. Hopefully, the real Jasmine wouldn’t be able to tell they’d been worn. 

When  I  walked  back  over,  things  had  progressed.  The android had pulled my friend’s cock out of his zipper and was stroking him while his hands explored her body. 

“Everything  feels  so  real,”  he  said,  the  same  tone  of wonder in his voice as had been in mine the day before when I touched  her  for  the  first  time.  His  hand  went  from  playing with her nipples to between her legs and I thrilled at the sight of  another  man’s  fingers  probing  inside  my  wife’s  cunt  for the first time. Even though it wasn’t the real Jasmine, it felt like  it  was.  It  looked  like  it  was.  Now  I  no  longer  had  to imagine what it would look like. 

I’d often fantasised about her sucking another man’s cock, so I told her to give him a blow job and the android complied immediately, tugging Steve’s trousers down to his ankles and then leaning over him, holding his impressive cock — a good inch  or  so  longer  than  mine  —  in  her  hand  for  a  moment before closing her synthetic lips around the tip. 

“Ah, man,” he groaned, tipping his head back and gazing up at the ceiling as she took more of his thick shaft into her

mouth. “This is fucking awesome.” 

It really was. “Don’t pay any attention to me,” I told him, 

“But I need to jack o  while watching this.” 

The robot copy of my wife began to suck up and down his shaft while massaging his balls, getting my friend harder and harder  and  visibly  more  excited  as  I  pulled  out  my  own  dick and began to slowly pleasure myself while watching. 

“You’re  so  big,  Steve,”  Jasmine  said  after  releasing  his cock for a moment to look up at him. “Big and thick and very hard.” 

“You  can  fuck  her  throat  if  you  want,”  I  told  him.  “She doesn’t gag or anything. Do whatever you want.” 

“Oh,  I  will,”  he  nodded,  stroking  Jasmine’s  blonde  hair. 

watching  her  blow  him.  “But  right  now,  I  just  want  to  fuck her.” 

“Go for it,” I encouraged him. This was it. This was what I wanted to see: my wife take another man’s cock deep in her pussy. 

“Get  on  your  back,”  Steve  instructed  the  android,  then when she’d done as asked, “Open your legs nice and wide and show me your slit.” 

Jasmine  spread  her  thighs  for  him,  then  put  a  hand between  them  and  pulled  at  her  labia,  opening  them  up  and showing  him  the  pink  moistness  in  between.  I  felt  like punching  the  air  because  that  was  something  I’d programmed  into  her;  something  I’d  always  wanted  to  see her do., spread her cunt for another man. 

“That’s  too  good  not  to  lick,”  my  friend  muttered, lowering his head and jamming his tongue into her. 

I  was  jacking  o   fast  now,  loving  every  single  debauched minute of this. As Steve licked her hole and sucked on her clit, the  android  had  a  pretend  orgasm,  its  thighs  quaking realistically and a horny, excited moan escaping her throat. 

“Are you ready for me to fuck her now?” my friend looked at me and when I nodded, he positioned himself between her legs  and  aimed  the  flared  head  of  his  thick  penis  at  the android’s soaking-wet hole. 

“Wait,” I said, moving closer. “I want to have a good view of this.” 

I’d always dreamed about this moment and wanted to see it as explicitly as I could, so I sat next to them, lowering my head to just a few inches above the fake Jasmine’s pussy. 

“Ready?” he asked patiently. 

“Shove it in,” I told him. 

Watching  him  penetrate  Jasmine,  his  girthy,  veiny  cock sliding inside her, eliciting a throaty groin from the speaker in  her  throat,  was  as  mind-blowing  as  I’d  imagined.  Even though  it  was  only  a  copy  of  my  wife’s  pussy,  it  was  the closest  I’d  ever  get  to  seeing  her  take  another  man  and  I revelled in the moment, wanking my cock hard and fast. 

“It  feels  so  good,”  he  groaned  as  he  pushed  deep  until their  groins  were  pressed  together  fully.  “Is  this  really  how Jasmine’s pussy feels?” 

“Yup,”  I  told  him.  “Fuck  her.  Have  fun.  Just  don’t  cum inside her because I don’t know how to clean her out yet.” 

“You can cum inside if you like,” the android told him in between  ragged  breaths  as  he  began  to  plough  her  hard  and rough. “I’m self-cleaning.” 

“Yeah, I want to cum inside,” he said in a tight voice. “I’ve always wanted to fuck you and spunk inside you, Jasmine. I’d love to put a baby in your slutty womb.” 

“Do it,” the android said, in a voice that sounded like she was going to orgasm again. Steve was fucking her  really fast, enjoying every moment and so was I. My cock felt like it was going to explode in my hand, so I had to let go for a moment to cool down. 

“I’m not going to cum yet,” he reassured her. “I’ve got a few things I want to do to you, Jasmine. I’m not a ‘two pumps and a squirt’ kind of guy.” 

“I’m  glad  to  hear  it,”  the  android  said.  “My  husband didn’t last very long with me yesterday.” 

“I  can  understand  why,”  Steve  chuckled,  throwing  an amused grin my way. 

“You’re much bigger and harder than him too. I’d like you to fuck me on all fours now, Steve.” 

“Let’s  take  it  to  the  bedroom,”  he  suggested,  looking  to me for approval. 

“Good idea.” 

The  three  of  us  went  to  the  bedroom,  the  android  first because  Steve  took  a  moment  to  fully  disrobe.  He’d  kept  his

shirt  on  and  his  pants  had  been  swinging  around  one  ankle but once he was naked, and I’d grabbed us both another beer from the fridge, we rejoined Jasmine who was waiting in the bedroom doorway. She immediately mounted the bed and got into the doggy position, waiting for Steve to join her. 

“I  want  to  try  her  ass,”  he  said,  getting  behind  her  and spitting on his cock. 

“Let me see,” I said again, kneeling on the bed to him so I could watch. 

“I’d  like  to  suck  your  cock,”  the  android  said  as  my  eyes feasted on the sight of Steve’s cock pushing against her tight, pink  anus  before  gradually  entering  her.  She  grunted, groaned  even,  a  realistic  sound  of  pain  and  pleasure combined,  then  looked  at  me  over  her  shoulder.  “Please, hubby. Let me suck your cock while Steve fucks my ass.” 

Then she did something unexpected. She winked. Not only that, but she gave the same funny little lopsided, cheeky grin that the real Jasmine gave me when she was teasing me about something. I hadn’t programmed that into her. How could it have impersonated her so well? 

A weird, unnerving thought entered my mind and as Steve began  to  fuck  her  in  the  ass,  I  slid  from  the  bed  and  looked around the bedroom. I had to be wrong. I was being paranoid. 

“I’m just going to the bathroom,” I said to my friend and walked  out  onto  the  landing,  my  mind  whirling.  As  I  stood there  I  looked  back  through  the  open  doorway,  the  android was  watching  me,  her  head  rocking  slightly  with  the  impact

of Steve’s cock pulverising her ass but her eyes never left me. 

It couldn’t be… could it? 

I  stepped  into  the  guest  bedroom  and  looked  around,  my eyes  eventually  coming  to  rest  on  the  box  tucked  in  the corner.  With  my  heart  beating  fast  and  hard,  I  walked  over and opened the lid. 

 Oh, fuck. 

Inside  the  box  was  the  android,  perfectly  still.  I  touched her face to find her cold. Deactivated. 

This meant that… the android being fucked in our bedroom wasn’t an android. 

I  rushed  back  into  the  bedroom,  to  find  that  they’d changed position. Steve was lying on his back and Jasmine —

the  real Jasmine? — was on top of him, riding his cock with her finger stroking her clit while he played with her tits. She smiled at me, then came, her entire body shuddering with the force of it. 

“This is what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it, hubby?” 

“Make  your  eyes  glow,”  I  said,  wanting  to  make  sure  I wasn’t being paranoid. 

“I  can’t  do  that,”  she  replied  with  another  one  of  her Jasmine  winks,  then  stopped,  sitting  with  Steve’s  cock  fully buried inside her. “Not while I’m in a sex operation. You put me  into  the  battery-saving  mode,  remember?  All  of  my systems  are  operational  and  my  temperature  is  optimal. 

Would you like me to keep fucking your friend?” 

“Of course he does,” Steve said, sitting up and lifting my petite wife up like she was a rag doll. Or an android sex toy. He positioned  her  on  her  side,  lifting  her  upper  leg  and scissoring her with his while shoving his dick into her pussy hard. 

“I…  The  thing  is-,”  I  began,  then  realised  I  was  in  a  real predicament.  I  couldn’t  change  my  mind  and  stop  them without giving away the fact that something was wrong. 

“Is everything okay?” my friend said, looking at me with a concerned expression. 

“Yes,” Jasmine said, that lop-sided grin on her lips again. 

“Is  everything  okay?  I  want  Steve  to  fuck  me.  He’s  so  good and his penis is so big.” 

My  cock  was  still  standing  sti y  out  of  my  pants,  I realised,  and  it  twitched  at  the  sound  of  Jasmine  —  the  real Jasmine- talking dirty like that. Was this really happening? 

“The  thing  is,  I  want  to  fuck  her  mouth,”  I  said,  not knowing  what  I  was  doing  or  if  this  was  even  what  I  really wanted anymore. All I knew is that I needed it to end soon so I could get to the bottom of it all. 

“Come  here  then,”  she  said,  curling  her  finger  to  beckon me over. 

“Yeah,  let’s  spit  roast  this  bitch,”  Steve  said,  holding  his hand up for a high five, something I had to do because again, I daren’t give the game away. 

Jasmine  took  hold  of  my  penis  and  wrapped  her  lips around it as Steve started to fuck her in the scissors position. 

My mind was racing and my heart was hammering with fear of  what  she  was  going  to  do  or  say  once  this  was  over  but somehow the moans she made around my cock and the way her tongue wrapped around my shaft turned me on enough to still enjoy the threesome. 

“I’m going to fill her up,” my friend growled after a while of pounding her pussy. 

“Give  me  your  cum,  Steve,”  my  wife  said,  thrusting  her hips onto him, enveloping every inch of him inside her as he grunted. 

“Ah,  yeah,”  he  said,  his  eyes  closing,  enjoying  the sensation  as  his  balls  pumped  his  seed  into  her.  He  held  his cock there until he was fully spent, then finally withdrew, his softening cock slipping out with a ‘plop’ sound, followed by a river of cum trickling from her onto the bed. “I’m going for a piss and to clean up,” he said, giving me yet another high five. 

As soon as he was gone, I rounded on my wife. “What the fuck is going on?” I hissed. “What have you done?” 

“I should be asking you that question,” she said, her green eyes  flashing  angrily.  “You  ordered  a  sex  android  that  looks just like me, all with the purpose of having a threesome with Steve? Your best buddy. Your best man at our wedding.” 

“How did you…?” I was so confused. 

“I  know  because  you  had  the  receipt  delivered  to  my email,”  she  glared  at  me.  “I  was  intrigued  as  to  why  you’d ordered a replica of me so I had a snoop through your emails and your internet history and I found all this… cuckold porn. 

When  I  found  your  emails  to  Steve,  talking  about  your  plan and what you were going to do, I was shocked.” 

“I’m  so  sorry,”  I  began  to  apologise,  then  stopped.  “But why… I thought you were away with work. How… Why are you here? Why do this?” 

“I thought I’d teach you a lesson,” she punched me on the thigh, hard enough to make me yelp. “If you’d ever asked me to do this, if you’d explained to me how much it turns you on and how much you wanted it to happen, I would have said yes. 

Steve’s hot. I’ve always found him attractive.” 

“What?”  I  gasped,  everything  slowly  sinking  in  now.  My wife had just let my best friend fuck her in the ass. He’d just ejaculated inside her. 

“I’ve  been  watching  you  the  whole  time  through  the security  cameras.  I  saw  you  take  delivery  of  the  android.  I watched you fuck her,” she continued. “I read, saw and heard everything   including  your  chats  with  Steve,  so  I  knew  about your plans for tonight.” 

“Shit,” I cringed. 

“Why do you think I sent you all the way to the other side of town shopping?” The real Jasmine asked. “I needed time to get  here,  organise  everything  and  hide  the  android  away.  I knew you’d not be able to resist looking at the lingerie. That was all part of the plan too.” 

“Wow,” I shook my head. “I’ve obviously underestimated you all this time. I’m sorry. But… What happens now?” 

“Your friend thinks I’m an android,” she shrugged. “Once we’re  done,  things  go  back  to  normal.  Let  him  think  he’s fucked your sex robot. He doesn’t know he’s fucked the real me, does he?” 

“Once  we’re  done?”  I  said,  slowly  coming  around  to  her way of thinking. 

“Well,  yes,”  she  said  with  a  naughty  smile.  “My   battery still has plenty of charge in it. He’s not going home yet, is he? 

He said he had a lot of things he wanted to do to me. I intend to let him. Are you going to stop us? And potentially let him know he’s fucked the real Jasmine?” 

“No,” I said hurriedly. “No, I guess not.” 

“You  can  let  any  of  your  other  friends  fuck  your  sex android too. You’ve got lots of hot friends. Your brother too. 

He’s cute.” 

“The real android?” I clarified. 

“No, you idiot,” my wife rolled her eyes. “Perhaps you and I can have some fun together with the android. But no, you’re going  to  let  your  friends  and  your  brother  fuck  me,  the  real me.  They’ll  just  think  they’re  fucking  the  android.  Do  you understand me?” 

“Oh,  yeah,”  I  grinned,  the  situation  becoming  more  real by the second. “I understand.” 

“Right,” Steve said then, walking back into the bedroom. 

“Are you ready for round two, android Jasmine?” 

My wife nodded. “Round two. Round three, four. Whatever you like, Steve.” 

“She’s  incredible,  isn’t  she?”  Steve  said,  as  he  climbed onto  the  bed,  positioned  my  wife  onto  all  fours  and  slid  his cock into her pussy again. 

“Oh, she really is,” I agreed. 

“And  you’re  only  just  beginning  to  see  what  I’m  capable of,” my wife added as she took my cock into her mouth and began sucking me again. 

 Fuck.  This was going to be good. 

My Best Friend Fucked My Wife In Front Of Me A er The Game

A short story about the time our weekly game night got interesting for me and my wife…


* * *

“You  didn’t  need  to  bring  beers,”  I  told  Max  as  he  walked through  the  front  door  into  our  kitchen.  “I’ve  got  a  fridge full.” 

“It  doesn’t  hurt  to  have  more,  Jack,”  my  tall,  handsome friend replied with a wink. “Hey, Sally.” 

My wife looked over at him from where she was sitting on the sofa in the adjacent living room. “Hi,” she replied, with a warm smile and a wave. She had her head buried in a book, as was usual. “Is it that time already?” 

“The  game  starts  in  fifteen  minutes,”  I  pointed  out, indicating at the round white clock on the wall. 

“I didn’t realise,” she said, closing the book and tossing it onto  the  co ee  table  nearby.  “Time  flies.  Shall  I  fix  us something to eat before kick-o ?” 

“That would be great. Do you want some help?” Max asked but Sally shook her head. 

“I’m  only  doing  pizza,”  she  shrugged,  which  made  her breasts wobble sexily in the white vest top she was wearing. 

“But thanks. I’ll go and shove them in the oven now. You can chuck me one of those beers though.” 

“Catch,” my friend said as Sally got up and headed into the kitchen. 

“Budweiser,” she nodded as she deftly plucked the tossed bottle from the air. “Good choice.” 

After Sally had disappeared through the kitchen door, we sat on the sofa with our own beers and Max looked to make sure my wife wasn’t in earshot. “I’d love to shove something in Sally’s oven.” 

He fancied her. He always had. The three of us had known each other from college and it was only by pure luck that I’d ended up with her rather than Max. I’d been the first one to ask her out, she’d said. She liked us both, so if Max had asked her  first,  things  could  have  turned  out  di erently.  Now,  a decade  later,  we  were  happily  married  but  that  had  never stopped  my  best  buddy  from  consistently  flirting  with  her, albeit in a harmless and friendly manner. Sally could handle herself.  She  knew  how  to  deflect  his  cheekiness.  Max respected  her  boundaries  and  was  never  over-the-top  with his comments, but when Sally wasn’t around — like now —

he  would  often  resort  to  more  blunt  and  course  sexual comments. 

I  didn’t  mind.  We  were  guys  and  we  had  that  ‘male understanding’  that  it  was  only   guy  talk.  I  took  it  as  a compliment that he found my wife hot. I knew he was jealous and  that  only  served  to  make  me  appreciate  Sally  more.  I loved  her  as  much  now  as  I  had  when  we  first  got  together; our relationship was fantastic. I believed that when marriage was as solid as ours was, it could withstand almost anything and that it gave us the trust and security that allowed Max to get away with his smutty comments. 

The  game  started  and  Sally  rejoined  us  just  in  time, bringing  in  a  couple  of  trays  of  pizza  and  fries  which  we hungrily tucked into while starting our second round of beers. 

She  was  beautiful,  I  couldn’t  deny  my  friend  his  admiration for her. She was tall, an inch taller than me, in fact, with long, wavy  brunette  hair.  Her  dark  brown  eyes  had  a  permanent twinkle  and  when  she  smiled,  she  developed  two  gorgeous dimples on her cheeks which gave her the cute factor that so many  men  seemed  to  like.  Her  figure  wasn’t  slim,  but  she wasn’t  chubby  either.  Rather,  she  had  a  genuinely   womanly figure, with largish, firm breasts, curvy, full hips and a round ass which had always been the thing I’d liked the most about her.  The  tight  jeans  she  was  wearing  showed  it  o   to perfection  as  she  bent  over  for  a  moment  to  put  her  empty beer down and pick up a fresh one. I saw Max’s eyes drift to her backside, enjoying the sight and when he saw me notice, he  winked  at  me  before  returning  his  eyes  to  the  TV  screen before Sally could see him looking. 

As  for  Max,  I  could  tell  why  Sally  might  have  liked  him back  before  we  got  together.  He  was  tall  with  sandy,  ‘surfer dude’  hair  and  the  suntan  to  match.  His  chin  was permanently covered in a light stubble and his frame was as ruggedly male as the rest of him, square and masculine. With his charming smile, easy-going nature and crystal-blue eyes, he never had any problems getting girlfriends, which was one of the reasons he’d never settled down. Why would he, when he  could  have  his  pick  and  choice?  Perhaps  when  he  was older, more mature and his boyish good looks began to fade, he might meet someone and marry. But I doubted it. 

The  game  was  a  close  one,  thrilling  throughout  and  only being decided in the final seconds of the game, so it kept us glued to the screen and talking about it long after, even long after  the  pizzas,  popcorn  and  beers  had  been  devoured  and depleted. 

“I could use another beer, but we’re all out,” I said, waving my empty bottle in front of me disconsolately. 

“Me  too,”  Max  sighed,  tipping  his  up  into  his  mouth  to drain the last few drops. 

“I think there’s a few stashed in the garage,” Sally rubbed her chin, deep in thought. “I’m sure I saw some the other day. 

Wait here.” 

As she got up to check, I saw Max’s eyes follow her out of the room, staring at her ass the whole way, 

“Man,  she’s  so  hot.”  He  scrubbed  at  his  fuzzy  cheek  and returned his gaze to me stacking my empty bottle on the table

next  to  about  a  dozen  others.  “Have  I  told  you  before  that you’re the luckiest fucker on the planet?” 

“Yep.  Every  single  week  when  you  come  over,”  I  replied with a nod and a smile. 

“I had a dream the other night,” he continued, “You, me and  Sally  in  a  threesome.  She  was  sucking  your  cock  while  I fucked her.” 

“Max,”  I  rolled  my  eyes  and  laughed.  “Too  much information. I don’t need to know about your wet dreams.” 

“It  wasn’t  a  wet  dream,”  he  corrected  me.  “I  woke  up halfway through it but I was that rock-hard that I had to get myself  o   or  I  wouldn’t  get  back  to  sleep,  I  was  so  fucking horny.” 

“I  don’t  need  to  know  about  your  masturbation  habits either,” I shook my head, trying to get the unwanted vision of Max jerking o  in bed out of my mind’s eye. 

“Sorry,”  he  laughed  loudly  and  drunkenly.  “Seriously though,  if  Sally  ever  wanted  to  do  a  threesome  or  whatever, I’d  be  the  first  in  the  queue.  I’d  give  anything  to  get  her  in bed, you know that, right?” 

“Yes,” I repeated. “Every time we have a few drinks, you tell me, Max. I’m under no misconceptions about how much you fancy my wife. I’m flattered.” 

“So,  if  she  ever  did  want  a  threesome  or  just  wanted  to fuck another guy, I’d be the one you’d suggest, right?” Max’s blue  eyes  were  staring  into  the  distance,  his  mind  clearly wandering o  into fantasy land. 

“You’d be the only man I’d let do a threesome with Sally, yes,”  I  humoured  him,  then  picked  up  the  TV  remote  to change channels to something that might distract him from the subject of my wife in a threesome. 

“How interesting.” Sally’s voice from behind me made me jump  so  hard  that  I  knocked  over  the  bottles  on  the  table, several of them crashing to the floor. 

“Shit,” I said, leaping from the sofa and picking them up before any rogue drips of beer could stain the carpet. 

“Shit at you knocking the bottles over?” Sally stepped into the  room  proper,  her  arms  folded  across  her  chest  and  a steely  glare  in  her  dark  eyes  as  she  watched  me  scurrying around the floor. “Or  shit at being caught talking about me?” 

“We were just messing around-” Max interjected but my wife  silenced  him  with  a  single  look  that  could  have  cut through diamond. 

“I’m talking to my husband,” she informed him icily. “I’ll get to you in a moment.” 

“How long were you standing there?” I asked, placing the last  bottle  on  the  table  carefully  so  as  to  not  knock  them  all over again. “What did you hear, exactly?” 

“Long enough to hear how Max jerks o  after having dirty dreams about me.” She gave him a quick but fierce glare then turned back to me. “And how you’d let him have a threesome with me.” 

“It’s just men talking,” I explained hastily. “Max is drunk. 

So I am, if I’m honest and-” 

“Men?” Sally spat the word and chuckled. “Men don’t talk about their wives or friends’ wives like that.  Boys  do.” 

“Shit,”  I  cursed  again.  “Look,  listen  to  me.  I’m  sorry…

 We’re sorry, aren’t we, Max?” 

“Well,  yeah,  I  guess,”  my  friend  said  slowly.  I  turned  to stare  at  him  questioningly.  Was  he  out  of  his  mind?  This wasn’t the way to appease my furious wife. “But it’s true. I do fancy  you.  Always  have,  you  have  to  know  that.  So…  like,  if you were ever to want a threesome or to try something with someone, I was just making sure that I’d be  that  guy.” 

Sally  just  stared  at  him,  her  mouth  hanging  open  at  his audacity. 

“I’m  going  to  get  rid  of  these  empties,”  I  said,  scooping several  up  into  my  arms,  eager  to  escape  what  was  going  to come next. 

“You’re going nowhere,” she said, pushing me back down onto the sofa. I noticed then that she had a beer in each hand and  she  passed  one  to  me,  then  the  second  to  Max  before walking  back  into  the  kitchen  for  a  moment.  When  she returned  she  had  several  more  beers,  most  of  which  she placed down but kept one for herself that she took a long pull from before speaking further. 

“The  thing  is,”  she  began,  her  eyes  drifting  from  me  to Max and then back. “Even if I did want to do a threesome, you two wouldn’t even have the balls to do it. I love you both but come on… you’re like a pair of teenagers that refuse to grow up.” 

“Oh, you’re so wrong,” Max said, a wide grin splitting his face  suddenly.  “I’d  be  all  for  it.  You  wouldn’t  have  to  ask twice.” 

“You’re full of shit,” my wife replied coolly, her eyes not leaving his. “You’re all talk, Max.” 

“Come on then,” he replied, his blue eyes challenging her. 

“Call  my  blu ,  see  what  happens.  I’d  fuck  you  into  next week.” 

Sally’s head tipped back and she laughed throatily. “Yeah, right. You’re nowhere near man enough.” 

“Wait,” I said, standing up but Sally turned and pushed me back  down  again.  I  knew  Max  better  than  she  did.  She  was baiting him without realising he’d take her seriously. 

“No,  you  wait,”  she  said,  waving  a  finger  at  me  angrily. 

“You  said  you’d  let  him,  so  let’s  see  if  he  has  the  balls.  You certainly  don’t.  I  know  you  better  than  anyone  and  you’re definitely  not  the  type  of  guy  that  can  handle  this  sort  of thing. I don’t think Max is either.” 

“Ouch,” Max murmured until Sally rounded on him once more. 

“You two couldn’t do a threesome,” she said, shaking her head  and  making  her  dark  hair  tumble  over  her  shoulder  as she  alternated  looking  at  the  both  of  us.  “You  probably couldn’t  even  get  hard  in  front  of  each  other.  You’d  be  too embarrassed.  I  know  how  guys  are,  like  homophobic  when you come to other guys’ having an erection around you.” 

“Embarrassed?” Max cleared his throat. “Jack and I have been naked around each other dozens of times. At the gym. At the pool. Heck, even the locker rooms back in school.” 

“But you didn’t get erect,” Sally arched a perfectly shaped eyebrow at him. “Or at least, I hope you didn’t. If either of you got a boner around the other, one of you would run a mile and that’s  if  you  could  even  get  it  up  in  front  of  another  man anyway.” 

“Of course we could get it up. Do you want me to prove it?” 

Max replied, sounding mildly annoyed now. 

“Yes,” Sally said, unfolding her arms and placing them on her curvy hips. “Prove it. I bet you can’t.” 

Max began to undo the buttons of his jeans until I told him to stop. “Hold on,” I said. “Let’s calm down for a minute-” 

“So,  first  you  talk  about  me  while  I’m  gone,  saying  how you’d let your friend fuck me, now you’re telling me to  calm down?” 

 Crap.  I was in hot water and I knew it. 

“I’m  just  saying  that  things  are  getting  out  of  hand,”  I said as calmly as I could. 

Sally  dismissed  me  with  a  wave  of  her  hand  and  turned back  to  Max  who  pulled  his  pants  down  far  enough  for  his dick to flop out. I’d seen it before, it wasn’t anything new to me but this was the first time Sally had ever seen it and I saw her  eyes  immediately  drawn  to  it.  Max  was  a  tiny  bit  bigger than me, not much, more in girth than length. 

“Not  bad,”  Sally  said,  looking  at  me  out  of  the  corner  of her eyes and smirking for a moment. “But you said you could get it hard.” 

Max  glanced  at  me,  waiting  for  me  to  object  but  before  I could say anything, Sally told me to. 

“Don’t  even  think  about  trying  to  stop  him,”  she  said, with a single raised finger. “And don’t worry, I’m pretty sure Max is all talk. Let him prove it if he isn’t.” 

My  friend  took  his  semi-erect  penis  in  his  hand  and started stroking it while smiling at Sally. “You could give me a helping hand.” 

“I’m not touching your dick, Max,” my wife replied curtly but then shocked me by quickly lifting her top up and over her head,  displaying  her  cleavage  in  the  white,  half-cup  bra  she was  wearing.  She  threw  the  vest  at  me,  which  I  caught,  and then turned back to my friend. “Does that help at all?” 

Max’s dick was already sti ening. I could see the tip of it swelling  in  his  hand  as  he  jerked  o   slightly  faster  while enjoying the sight of my wife in her bra. 

“It’d help even more if you took the bra o ,” he grinned at her. 

Sally  reached  down,  picked  up  one  of  the  bottles  of  beer and then downed it in one. “Fine,” she said, then turned her back  on  him  and  undid  the  bra,  tossing  it  to  the  floor.  I  saw her  round  tits  and  pink  nipples  but  he  didn’t,  because  she cupped  them  in  her  hands  before  turning  back  to  face  him. 

Sally’s hands weren’t nearly big enough to completely cover

her breasts, so despite him not being able to see her nipples, he still had an amazing view and could easily gauge how big they were and what they probably looked like uncovered. 

Max was stroking his cock in slower, longer motions now and he eventually let go, proudly displaying his full erection. 

His  penis  curved  upwards  slightly,  the  end  was  large  and  it was so hard that I could see it throbbing slightly. 

“Told you,” he said smugly. “Nice and hard and ready to fuck,  even  with  Jack  in  the  room.  Now,  what  do  I  get  for proving you wrong?” 

“You’ve already got to see my tits,” Sally sneered at him. 

“You’re not getting anything else.” 

“Prick  tease,”  he  grumbled  but  didn’t  make  any  move  to put his erection away or cover up as Sally swivelled around to me. 

“What  about  you?”  she  asked.  “Can  you  get  it  hard  with another  guy  in  the  room  or  are  you  a  pussy,  unlike  Max? 

That’s a thought. If you get yours out, maybe Max will lose his hard-on, being close to another naked guy.” 

“You w-w-w-want me to get my dick out?” I stammered in  disbelief.  “Sally,  just  put  your  top  back  on  and  stop  this silly game.” 

“Silly game?” she snarled, her anger back. “No, Jack. You two  were  chatting  shit  while  I  was  gone,  saying  how  Max would love to fuck me and have a threesome or whatever you said you’d let him do it-” 

“I didn’t say it quite like that. You’re misinterpreting me,” 

I  interjected  but  she  just  ignored  what  I  was  saying  and continued to talk over the top of me. 

“Well, maybe I want to do it,” she said, which shut me up. 

“I  mean,  tell  me  what  you’ve  said  about  me.  I  bet  you’ve made  me  out  to  be  a  prude,  haven’t  you?  Someone  who’d never do anything like that, or perhaps you just told him that you’re  so  good  in  bed  that  you  keep  me  totally  satisfied. 

Which is it?” 

Her dark eyes flashed at me and I suddenly realised I had no idea how to reply. I had told him that she’d never be up for a threesome, but I hadn’t meant it to suggest she was a prude. 

How did I answer without pissing her o  even further? 

Fortunately, Max came to my rescue. “He’s never said you were  a  prude,”  he  said,  causing  her  to  turn  and  look  at  him once more. “Jack always says you’re great in bed; dynamite, in fact. That’s why I’ve always been jealous of him. You’re not only  amazing-looking  but  if  what  he  says  is  true,  you’re  a mind-blowing lay too.” 

Sally’s eyes considered him for a moment, then slid back to me. She reached down and picked up another bottle, being careful  to  cover  up  her  breasts  still  with  one  arm  and  hand. 

“Take the lid o  this for me,” she said, passing it to me and waiting  until  I  did  so  and  handed  it  back.  “So  you   do   talk about  our  sex  life  to  your  friends.  I  bet  you’ve  told  them  all sorts, haven’t you?” 

Max’s attempts at saving me had backfired. I noticed that one of Sally’s breasts had escaped her hand and arm, leaving her  nipple  exposed  to  Max  and  I  saw  his  eyes  find  it  too,  a small  smile  pushing  up  the  corners  of  his  mouth  as  he enjoyed the sight. 

“Guys talk,” I started to say, trying to find a way out of the conversation but then I shut up as Sally took a step towards me,  gave  me  the  half-empty  beer  and  released  her  breasts, letting  them  fall  free  before  grabbing  my  jeans  and  yanking the front of them open. Before I could stop her, the beer bottle in my hand impeding me, she tugged my shorts down and to my horror, my hard cock popped out. I didn’t know why I was erect but I was. The situation was kind of exciting while being unexpected  and  weird  but  I  still  couldn’t  understand  why  I was aroused. 

Sally  looked  down  at  it,  then  swivelled  her  neck  on  her shoulders to look at Max’s. He was still erect too, in fact, he had it in his hand, stroking it again while having a good look at Sally’s now fully exposed boobs. 

“Shit,”  she  cursed,  covering  up  with  both  hands  again when she saw him ogling them. “Well, it seems I was wrong. 

You two perverts can get it up and keep it up after all.” 

“I  told  you,”  Max  said,  taking  a  step  closer  to  her.  “You said that maybe you  do  want  to  fuck  someone  else  just  now. 

Did you mean that? Or are you actually the one that’s all talk here? Because it seems that me and Jack aren’t.” 

“I  only  said   maybe,”  she  pointed  out  but  to  my  surprise, she  didn’t  sound  nervous  at  the  sudden  turn  in  events.  Why wasn’t she nervous? Max was the one on the front foot now and he took another step closer, standing right in front of her. 

He was so close that his dick was almost touching her as he continued to jerk himself o  slowly. Why wasn’t she backing away from him or pushing him back? 

Sally moved her dark hair out of her eyes and looked over at  me,  glancing  down  at  my  erection.  “Are  you  actually enjoying this?” 

“I simply can’t believe what’s happening, to be honest,” I replied,  not  wanting  to  reply  with  the  truth,  which  was  that for some reason, I  was enjoying it, just a little. I was suddenly intrigued as to where this was going to go and how far Sally would let Max push things before telling him to back o . She was prick-teasing him, I realised, but how far would she go? 

“I can’t believe it either, but I’ve been waiting for this for years,” Max said softly, then he took one of Sally’s hands that was at her chest and pulled it away, exposing her nipple and letting the breast fall free. Then he pulled her hand down by the  wrist  and  encouraged  her  to  touch  his  dick.  When  she resisted and finally took a step away from him, he laughed. “I knew it. We win, Jack. Sally’s the one who can’t back up her mouth. Maybe she is a prude.” 

“I’m  not  a  fucking  prude,”  she  snapped  at  him.  “If  you want to play this game, then fine. You’re the ones full of shit. 

If I so much as jerked you o , you’d probably both cum in five seconds.” 

“Yeah,  right,”  Max  tilted  his  head  back  and  laughed. 

“Come on then, you daren’t even try.” 

“Fine,”  Sally  replied  and  with  one  step  she  was  back  in front  of  him  and  his  dick  was  in  her  hand,  her  fingers wrapping around the shaft. As she began to jack him o , she looked over at me. “What about you?” 

My cock was throbbing, it was that hard. I couldn’t believe my  eyes.  My  wife  was  wanking  o   Max’s  cock.  My  best friend’s  cock.  The  man  who  had  been  best  man  at  our wedding… his dick was in her hand and she was wanking him o  in front of me. 

“You’re  probably  right,”  I  admitted,  much  to  my  shame. 

“I’d probably cum in five seconds.” 

“You can sit this one out then,” she replied, seeming not to care that both of her breasts were fully exposed to him now as she switched hands, using one hand to jerk his shaft while the other caressed his balls. 

Max’s  eyes  closed  at  the  pleasurable  feeling  of  my  wife playing  with  him  but  even  after  a  couple  of  minutes  of  her jerking  his  dick,  he  didn’t  seem  close  to  cumming  as  she’d predicted. 

“I think that’s a bit longer than five seconds,” he gloated. 

“I’m still not going to cum.” 

“You’d cum instantly if I put it in my mouth though,” she speculated, looking up at him. 

“No woman has ever made me cum from a blow job,” he boasted. “Feel free to try, but I’m telling you it’s not going to happen.” 

She wasn’t going to suck him, was she? Sally answered the question  instantly,  leaning  forward  and  wrapping  her  lips around the tip of his cock before beginning to give him one of her  expert  blow  jobs.  Sally  knew  how  to  suck  a  dick.  She’d always been good at it. 

“I can usually make Jack cum in just a couple of minutes,” 

she  bragged,  taking  a  moment  to  take  a  breath  before continuing  to  give  him  a  really  good-looking  blow  job, swallowing his entire length while still stroking his balls with her hand. 

I looked down at my cock, wanting to jerk o  but I daren’t. 

If I so much as touched it, I felt like I’d cum immediately and make a total fool of myself. 

Max’s hand went to the back of her head, stroking her long brunette  hair  while  enjoying  the  view  of  my  wife  deep-throating him. “Man, that feels good,” he sighed after several minutes, “But I’m still nowhere near cumming, Sally.” 

“Fuck,”  she  swore,  wiping  her  mouth  after  letting  go  of his  wet  dick  for  a  moment.  “This  is  totally  unfair.  I  really thought I could get you o .” 

“You probably could, if I’m honest,” he replied, “If you did it for long enough.” 

“I’ve  got  a  jaw-ache  though,”  Sally  complained.  “I  don’t know  how  girls  in  porn  videos  can  suck  dick  for  as  long  as

they  do.  Damn  it.  I  wanted  to  win.  And  now  I’m  all  fucking horny and… urgh… Whatever. You win.” 

“You’re  horny?” Max snorted. “What about us? Look at the state of me and Jack, our dicks are about to explode. You can’t leave us like this.” 

“I’m  not  stopping  you  from  getting  yourselves  o ,”  she replied,  standing  up  and  taking  the  beer  bottle  that  I’d forgotten  I  was  even  holding  still.  She  finished  it  o   and tossed  it  onto  the  sofa,  then  walked  back  to  the  back  of  the room  and  returned  with  another  bottle.  “Go  on.  Make yourselves cum. I want to see.” 

What had gotten into my wife? I stared at her numbly but when she caught my gaze, she simply shrugged. “What?” she asked  innocently.  “You  started  this,  bragging  about  how you’d  fuck  me  and  how  much  you  fancy  me.  Show  me  how horny you are for me if you’re telling the truth.” 

“Only if you masturbate too,” Max challenged her. 

“Oh,  you’d  like  that,  wouldn’t  you?”  Sally  said,  her  eyes narrowing. “Fine.” 

 What? 

I  could  only  watch,  my  body  was  frozen  to  the  spot  in shock as she wriggled out of her tight jeans and then slipped down her white panties to reveal the trimmed landing strip of dark  pubic  hair  between  her  thighs.  She  leaned  back  against the wall, parted her legs a little way and began to tease herself with a single finger. 

“Go  on  then,  boys,”  she  commanded.  “Play  with  your dicks. Show me how much you fancy me.” 

Max’s eyes were staring at her pussy as his hand went to his  dick,  which  was  still  wet  with  my  wife’s  saliva.  As  he began  to  wank  himself,  I  did  the  same,  even  though  I  knew what was going to happen. I couldn’t help it. I had to cum and I did, almost instantly. 

“Oh  my  god,”  Sally  giggled,  her  other  hand  covering  her mouth to stifle the laugh. “You’ve cum  already?” 

Several more spurts of cum shot out of the tip of my cock, landing on the carpet between my feet. 

“Oh,  fuck,”  I  managed  to  mutter,  once  the  rush  had  left me  and  my  cock  had  finished  ejaculating  out  the  last  few drips of cum. “I couldn’t help myself. I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t  be  sorry,”  Sally  said,  her  face  suddenly  turning serious. “It’s really horny that you find this exciting enough to make you cum. It’s kind of a turn-on for me.” 

Since  I’d  cum,  some  of  the  excitement  and  arousal  had drained  from  me  and  now  I  was  staring  at  the  reality  of  the situation,  suddenly  sober  of  the  lustful  curiosity  about  how far she was going to take it. 

“I’m  still  not  close  to  cumming,”  Max  said,  taking  a couple  of  steps  over  to  Sally.  My  wife  started  to  rub  her  clit again as she watched him walk over. 

“Have  you  really  always  wanted  to  fuck  me?”  she  asked breathlessly.  She  was  turned  on,  I  could  hear  it  in  her  voice and see it on her face. 

“More than anything,” Max replied. He was standing right in front of her, pulling on his cock while looking down at her finger working her clit just inches away from him. 

“This  is  a  one-o   thing,”  she  warned  him.  “Don’t  go getting  any  ideas.  I  love  Jack  and  nothing  will  ever  come between us.” Then she walked past him and lay down on the sofa next to where I was standing. 

Max  followed  her  and  as  she  spread  her  thighs  and beckoned  him  to  get  on  top,  I  could  only  stand  there  and watch. I couldn’t stop them now. How could I? I’d let it go this far. She’d already jerked him o  and sucked his dick and I’d made no move to stop them. I’d admitted to enjoying it. I felt cold and numb as I watched him position himself between her legs  and  then  I  felt  myself  tense  as  the  head  of  his  cock touched  her  pussy  lips  before  pushing  between  them  and inside her. 

Within  seconds,  his  groin  was  pressed  against  hers,  his penis  fully  sheathed  inside  my  wife.  It  was  too  late  to  stop them  now  even  if  I’d  been  able  to  shake  myself  from  the strange icy hold that the situation seemed to have locked me into. 

“God,  that  feels  good,”  Max  moaned  as  his  body  pressed against hers as they began to kiss. For some strange reason, seeing them kiss was more of a dagger to my heart than the sex was. 

“I’ve  fantasized  about  this  too  if  I’m  honest,”  my  wife broke the kiss and murmured into his ear, loud enough for me

to  hear.  “Many,  many  times.  Now  fuck  me  good.  Don’t  be  a disappointment.” 

Max began to slam his cock hard into her then and within minutes,  the  two  of  them  were  fucking  like  animals,  Sally’s hips  surging  upwards  to  meet  him  crashing  down  into  her. 

They rutted in front of me like that for what seemed like an age,  before  stopping  and  swapping  over  into  the  doggy position,  Sally  kneeling  on  the  sofa  while  Max  stood  behind her. 

The  sound  of  the  sex  seemed  so  cacophonous  that  I worried  the  neighbours  might  hear.  The  noise  of  his  body thudding  against  hers;  the  wet  sounds  of  her  pussy  as  he ploughed  into  her;  the  slapping  of  his  balls  and  her  tits swinging against her chest were almost as noisy as his grunts and her loud whimpers at every deep thrust. 

“I’m  going  to  cum,”  she  wailed  and  then  she  slumped forward  onto  the  sofa  but  Max  didn’t  pause,  pinning  her down and continuing to fuck her hard even as she screamed and thrashed beneath him like a wild animal trying to escape. 

“I want to cum on your face,” he said and I noticed that his face was tight, his jaw muscles clenched and his cheeks were red.  Sally  was  still  now,  her  orgasm  subsided,  her  breathing heavy and laboured, but as he pulled away, she shoved herself into  an  upright  position  and  o ered  her  open  mouth  to  his cock. 

“I’ve imagined this so many times,” he managed to groan and then he came. Sally stuck out her tongue and managed to

catch  the  first  rope  of  cum  that  exploded  from  him,  but  the second  and  third  splashed  over  her  forehead  and  cheek  and then  another  spurt  hit  her  on  the  chin,  running  down  and dripping onto her tits as she knelt in front of him. 

She stayed there obediently until he’d done, squeezing the last few drops of sticky white semen into her mouth, then she stepped back and looked at his handiwork. Sally was covered in  sperm.  Some  had  even  landed  in  her  hair  but  she  didn’t seem bothered. She grinned at him and then over at me. 

“Why have we never done this before?” she asked, with a wicked glint in her eyes. “All these years we could have been fucking  after  the  game,  rather  than  just  chatting  shit  and playing cards or whatever.” 

“Better late than never,” Max shrugged. “But you said this was  a  one-o   and  not  to  get  any  ideas.  Have  you  changed your mind?” 

“Yes,” Sally said, licking the cum from her lips. “But next time  we  do  this,  I  want  Jack  to  fuck  me  too.  I  want  a  real threesome, okay Jack? You need to train your dick to make it to the game and not finish before kick-o .” 

“I’ll  try,”  I  smiled,  realising  that  this  had  actually  been fun. Horny, naughty, incredibly unexpected filthy fun but fun nonetheless. “But if I end up needing to sit the game out early again, I’m happy to just referee while you two play.” 

“In  that  case,  you  might  need  to  find  another  guy  to substitute for you,” Sally said, standing up and walking over to me. Then she kissed me on the lips and I tasted Max’s cum, 

salty  and  sticky  on  her  tongue.  “I  want  a  proper  threesome, whether  that’s  you  and  Max  or  Max  and  someone  else.  So you’d better get it sorted.” 

“We  will,”  Max  replied.  “Game  night  just  got  so  much better.” 

It certainly had. I couldn’t wait for next week. 

My Wife Went Al -In On Our Poker Night And My Best Friend Cal ed Her Bluff

W hat happened when our monthly poker night with friends turned into strip poker night and then strip poker turned into a totally di erent kind of game…


* * *

I  love  poker.  Always  have,  especially  Texas  Hold’Em,  my favourite game. I used to go to casinos a lot, but I had to stop going because my wife Katey wasn’t keen on me frequenting those  sorts  of  places.  She  worried  about  me  gambling  away our money, which I’d never do — I was too sensible for that but I understood her anxiety. I played online a little instead, but it didn’t have the same level of excitement as playing live, and it lacked the fun social aspect. 

So  I  began  to  arrange  games  with  my  buddies,  gradually getting them into the game. At first, it was just an excuse for a night of drinking beer and smoking cigars, but slowly the lads began  to  appreciate  the  game  itself  and  our  poker  nights became more and more regular until we were playing once a month. 

We would rotate the venue between our di erent houses, everyone taking turns to host the night, although we always chipped in together for the food and drinks, no matter whose house the game was being held at. 

This  one  particular  night  was  at  our  place,  and  we  were hosting four of my friends, Mark, Scott, Tony and Dave, and Dave’s  wife,  Leanne.  She  was  a  hottie.  I’d  fancied  her  since first meeting her at school. She was in the same class as me and Dave, but he had gotten lucky with her in the final year of school and they’d stayed together since then, over ten years now.  She  was  blonde  and  busty  —  a  real  wet  dream  —  and flirty  too,  though  the  furthest  I  had  ever  gotten  with  her before  she  and  Dave  got  together  was  a  clumsy  kiss  and  an embarrassing teenage fumble. 

I had done okay though — my wife Katey was hot, just in the  opposite  way  to  Leanne.  She  was  pretty  rather  than stunning; brunette and petite, with a tight ass and a small but beautifully pert pair of breasts. 

Mark  was  an  old  work  friend  of  mine,  and  Tony  worked with Dave, but he had become part of our little group over the past few months, as had Scott who played football with Dave on Sunday afternoons. They were a good bunch of guys, and single, apart from me and Dave. 

So  here  we  were,  nothing  out  of  the  ordinary,  the  usual poker game, with us guys getting drunk on whisky and beer, and  the  girls  too,  drinking  white  wine  spritzers  and  playing around  making  cocktails  for  each  other.  I  don’t  know  what

they  were  putting  in  them,  but  Katey  was  pretty  inebriated, slurring her words and in a bubbly mood, to say the least, and Leanne was even drunker, swaying to the music on the stereo with her eyes closed and full lips mouthing the words. 

Tony  and  Mark  were  both  out  of  the  game  but  were  still sitting  with  us,  drinking  and  watching  the  action  unfold  as the rest of us played the game out. I’d been in a bit of a cold spell, no good cards for ages, when suddenly I was dealt the best hand you can get; a pair of Aces. I was the short-stack —

I had fewer chips than the other two — so I decided to go for it and pushed my lot into the middle of the table. 

“All in,” I declared, and to my surprise, Scott called. He’d been  playing  very  conservatively,  so  I  expected  him  to  fold, giving me the blinds as Dave had already folded. 

“Call,”  he  said  with  a  smile  and  turned  over  a  pair  of Kings.  The  next  best  hand.  Dave  dealt  the  next  three  cards, and  my  heart  sank  as  another  King  came  out.  The  final  two cards  came  out  and  there  was  no  Ace,  so  I  lost  and  Scott thumped  the  table  in  victory.  “Woo-hoo!”  he  said,  with  a smirk. He was the youngest of us at only nineteen and was a good-looking kid, but he had this cocky grin that annoyed the shit out of me at times. 

“You lucky asshole,” I sighed. “Let me re-buy back in?” 

“No way!” Scott smiled, stacking up his winnings in front of him. 

“Come on,” I said, “It’ll put more money in the pot. And if you’re that confident of winning, you’ll get it all back.” 

“It’s not about the money,” he chuckled, “It’s the kudos.” 

“Let him back in,” said Dave, sticking up for me, and Scott relented.  I  got  to  buy  in  again,  putting  more  money  on  the table, but only getting a modest number of chips, so I had to play carefully now. 

Next, it was Dave’s turn to be on the wrong end of Scott’s good luck. Dave had pushed all his chips in with three-of-a-kind, only for Scott to get a full house on the river card, the last card drawn. Like me, Dave tried to beg his way back into the game, but Scott wasn’t having any of it — even though he had a huge chip lead over us now. I couldn’t persuade Scott to change his mind, but then Dave grinned as he had an idea and winked at me. 

“Listen,” he said to a jubilant Scott, let me buy back in and I’ll get Leanne to give you a lap dance.” 

Scott cocked an eyebrow. “Really? Would she?” He looked sceptical but Dave nodded. 

“Look  at  her,”  he  said  confidently,  “She’s  having  such  a good time that she’ll do anything I ask of her. She’s good like that. I’ve got her well trained, you know?” 

All the guys laughed at that, besides me, because I thought he  was  being  a  misogynist  dick  and  then  Leanne  and  Katey caught the laughter and looked at us quizzically from where they were dancing on the other side of the room. “What’s so funny?” asked Leanne. 

“Come  here,  babes,”  Dave  said  with  an  annoying,  smug grin and Leanne came over and sat over on his lap. “I’ve been

knocked out of the game by this  cheat here, and he said he’ll let me back in the game if you give him a sexy lap dance.” 

“Oh,  is  that  right?”  said  Leanne,  giggling  at  young  Scott who had turned bright red now. Dave had made it sound like Scott had suggested the lap dance, but just as he appeared to start  protesting,  Leanne  agreed  and  his  mouth  closed  as quickly as it had opened. “Okay, young man,” she purred. 

All the guys watched with huge grins on their faces as she proceeded  to  step  between  his  knees  where  he  was  sitting. 

“Keep  your  hands  to  yourself,”  she  told  him  and  then proceeded to dance sexily, right in front of him. Leanne was extremely busty and several times she put her breasts right in his  face.  The  top  she  was  wearing  was  low  cut  and  her cleavage  was  spilling  out  so  much  that  occasionally,  I  got  a flash of nipple, so Scott must have seen much more. He was sweating and obviously horny when she finally kissed him on the  cheek  and  left  him  to  rejoin  a  laughing  Katey  at  the  far side of the room again. 

“Did  you  enjoy  that?”  Dave  asked  Scott,  although  the answer  was  obvious  from  his  flushed  complexion,  as  he restarted the game with a small pile of chips as I had. 

“It  was  amazing,”  Scott  replied.  “Do  you  think  she’d  be interested in strip poker?” 

Again,  all  the  lads  laughed.  It  was  only  a  joke,  but  there was no denying that Leanne’s little show had gotten us all a bit horny. The atmosphere had certainly changed. 

Scott didn’t get so lucky for the next few hands, and it was me against Dave for the next big pot. I pushed all my chips in, and  Dave  called  with  all  of  his,  but  then  raised  the  ante further. 

“Look,”  he  o ered,  “If  you  win,  you  get  a  lap  dance  like Scott did from Leanne, but if I win, I get one o  Katey.” 

I  looked  at  my  girlfriend  from  across  the  room.  She  was drunk,  but  she  simply  wasn’t  quite  as  outgoing  as  the flirtatious Leanne. 

“I don’t think she’ll do it,” I said, but I wanted to be on the receiving end of Leanne’s sexy dance as Scott had a while ago, so I agreed, taking the chance that I would win. “Okay, turn your cards over.” 

To my horror and Dave’s delight, he flipped over a pair of Aces,  which  went  on  to  beat  my  pair  of  Queens.  “Come  on then,” he said, rubbing his hands, “Tell Katey what she’s got to do.” 

I had to call her over and explain what I’d done. “I really thought I’d win,” I said apologetically as she glared at me. 

“Fine,” she sighed, to my amazement. “But don’t get your hopes  up,  Dave.  I’m  nowhere  near  as  good  at  these  sorts  of things as your wife.” 

I expected to get jealous, watching her dance provocatively for my best friend, and at first, I did, as she stepped in close and swayed right in front of him sexily and suggestively. She even rubbed her backside in his groin slightly. She didn’t have the natural moves that Leanne did, but I could tell Dave was

still enjoying every moment as he gave me a non-too-subtle wink and then grabbed her butt. 

Katey  pushed  his  hand  away  but  didn’t  tell  him  o   —

which  rather  surprised  me  —  and  then  she  continued  to dance,  closing  her  eyes  and  getting  into  the  music.  What surprised  me  further  was  that  I  was  getting  excited  while watching her dance for him, especially when she — again —

rubbed her ass against his bulging crotch and then she even allowed  him  to  feel  her  thigh  through  her  trousers  as  she straddled him. 

Finally, she stopped and returned to Leanne, who gave her a drunken kiss on the lips which drew an excited cheer from all  the  boys.  Dave  was  looking  as  flustered  as  Scott  had  a while ago and pulling himself together, he told us we should get on with the game as it was getting late. 

I was out of the game now and wasn’t about to go through watching her dance again to get back in, so I sat and watched the  final  hands  between  Dave  and  Scott.  Nothing  else untoward  happened  and  Scott  finally  beat  out  Dave  and claimed the money. 

Mark  and  Scott  went  home,  leaving  just  me,  Tony,  Dave and the girls. Katey and I were clearing away while waiting for the rest of them to head home when Dave came over to us. 

“Leanne’s winding me up,” he moaned, and then his wife explained further. 

“You two are rubbish,” she teased, “To get beat by young Scott  who  didn’t  know  what  he  was  doing!  I  think  even  me

and Katey could beat you and we don’t have a clue how to play poker.” 

Well,  that  was  it.  My  male  pride  wouldn’t  stand  to  be goaded like that. “Oh yeah?” I laughed. “Prove it. Let’s set up a quick game.” 

I told Katey she was playing too, and Tony stayed behind to  join  in  as  well.  He  was  much  older  than  us,  Dave’s supervisor at work, but was a nice guy and fun company, so it was cool with me. 

To  keep  it  a  quick  game  we  only  played  with  a  few  chips and  before  long  our  skill  started  to  show  over  the  girls’

enthusiasm.  Leanne  was  out  fairly  quickly  and  looked disappointed so I o ered her a lifeline. 

“You  can  come  back  in  the  game  for  one  of  those  lap dances,” I said cheekily. Both Dave and Katey looked like they were  going  to  object,  but  I  pointed  out  they’d  been  guilty  of this  and  now  it  was  my  turn  to  have  some  fun.  Katey  didn’t look  very  happy  but  I  was  drunk  and  desperate  to  see Leanne’s bulging tits close up as Scott had done earlier. 

Leanne pretended to think about it, tapping a slim finger on her lip for a moment before practically racing around the table and beginning to dance for me. It was every bit as good as I’d imagined it to be. She shook her blonde hair loose from the  bun  she’d  had  it  up  in  earlier  and  even  undid  an  extra button on her blouse so I could see the full curve of her tits in the half-cup, lacy white bra she was wearing. The dark circles of  her  nipples  were  showing  through  the  thin  fabric  and  by

the time she’d finished, my cock felt like it was going to burst through my trousers. 

Katey was glaring at me, but Leanne made her smile with a whisper in her friend’s ear. I don’t know what it was she said but the game continued. 

Tony  spoke  up  during  the  next  hand,  which  made  me laugh. “I hope Katey loses the next hand to me.” Even Katey grinned  and  Tony  seemed  encouraged  by  that,  but  when  he did  beat  her  in  the  next  hand,  he  only  looked  at  her  half-expectantly. 

I  didn’t  think  she’d  do  anything,  but  giving  me  a  ‘this  is your  own  fault’  look,  she  walked  over  to  him  and  undid several  of  the  buttons  on  her  top.  Katey  didn’t  have  the breasts Leanne did, but that didn’t stop her from showing her small  but  perfectly  formed  cleavage  o   to  Tony.  I  could  see the  lacy  black  bra  she  was  wearing,  and  he  must  have  got  a lovely  view  as  she  danced  close  to  him.  My  wife  ground  her ass into his lap as she’d done with Dave and then, as a finale, she pushed his face right into her gaping top. 

“You’ve made an old man very happy,” beamed Tony once she’d finished and the game carried on, and Katey gave me a smug  look  as  she  sat  back  down.  So  she  wanted  to  play  like that, did she? 

Everyone  around  the  table  was  drunk  now  and  the atmosphere  was  highly  charged.  What  happened  next  was inevitable, but still unexpected. Leanne lost out to Katey and asked her friend what the forfeit was to get back in the game. 

Katey  simply  shrugged  and  smiled  and  then  Leanne  walked over  and  began  to  lap  dance  for  my  wife.  It  got   very  hot  and crazy, with Leanne rubbing her tits right in Katey’s face, who just  laughed,  knowing  how  much  it  was  winding  up  all  the guys around the table. Leanne finished by sitting on Katey’s lap, and then full-on kissing her — tongues and all — while being watched by us; the appreciative audience. 

That  kiss  changed  everything.  I  beat  Leanne  next,  and  of course,  I  asked  for  a  kiss  like  the  one  my  wife  had  just enjoyed. Katey arched an eyebrow at me, as did Dave, but the mood around the table was so horny now and I wanted to see what would happen. Leanne came over and sat on my lap. Her top was fully unbuttoned and gaping open so I could see her bra  and  the  shape  of  her  tits  perfectly  as  she  positioned herself and then leaned in and kissed me. It took everything I had  not  to  reach  up  and  cup  her  huge  breasts,  but  —

somehow — I managed to resist. I expected Katey or Dave to be angry but they were whispering something to each other, and  then  as  we  played  the  next  hand  they  deliberately  bet against each other so I knew they were up to something. 

Surprisingly  Katey  came  out  on  top.  Neither  of  them  was out  of  the  game  but  they  still  went  ahead  and  did  a  forfeit anyway, Katey asking Dave for a kiss like the one Leanne had just given me. He winked at me as he walked past and leaned over my petite little wife. 

“If  it’s  going  to  be  like  the  one  my  wife  just  gave  your husband,  then  this  needs  to  be  undone,”  he  said,  and

unbuttoned the rest of her top, pulling it open to reveal her B-cup bra to everyone. It was black and lacy, and more-or-less see-through.  Her  small,  dark  nipples  were  clearly  visible, erect  and  poking  through  the  sheer  fabric  as  Dave  leaned  in and kissed her. 

As they made out, I looked first at Tony, who was staring at  her  exposed  bra  and  then  at  Leanne  who  shrugged  her shoulders  and  mouthed,  ‘Don’t  worry,’  at  me.  I  wasn’t worried, I was slightly jealous but also extremely horny, and beginning to wonder where all this might lead. I was soon to find  out,  as  Dave  took  it  up  a  notch  by  reaching  down  and doing  what  I  had  managed  to  resist  doing  with  his  wife.  He took one of Katey’s tits in his hand and squeezed and cupped it  in  his  hand  while  they  kissed.  Shockingly,  Katey  didn’t make any move to stop him and when he finally broke o  the kiss, she was flushed and breathing heavily. She even thanked him  as  he  sat  down,  and  then  stuck  her  tongue  out  at  me impudently. 

“This  is  getting  naughty,”  said  Leanne  when  we  started dealing  again,  “Why  don’t  we  just  go  the  whole  nine  yards and play strip poker?” 

Katey looked alarmed, as did Tony, but I asked Katey why she was worried if she had been so confident the girls could beat us. 

“Are you chicken?” I challenged her. 

“I  think  maybe  I’m  a  little  too  old  for  strip  poker,”  Tony said, saving Katey from having to answer. 

“You’ve  got  a  better  body  than  both  of  us  guys,”  Dave pointed out. He did. only must go to the gym because he was well-built for his age. 

“Okay then,” the older guy shrugged. “Let’s go.” 

The  way  strip  poker  works  was  the  same  as  the  normal game, but when you ran out of chips, you had to take o  an article of clothing to carry on. If you won enough chips again you could buy back some clothes, but after a brief discussion between  us  all,  it  was  decided  that  was  too  complex. 

Especially  considering  how  drunk  we  all  were,  and  so  we agreed instead to strip, or just do forfeits or dares on whoever had beaten who. 

The first hand came down, and I was delighted to see a pair of Kings and when I raised, everyone folded except for Dave. 

Disappointingly, both the girls didn’t want to play this time, probably  due  to  the  higher  stakes  of  what  would  happen  if they lost. The rest of the hand played itself out and I won. 

“Well, what can I dare another bloke to do?” I chuckled. 

“Want me to dare him instead?” Leanne o ered. She was sitting  next  to  me  now,  to  my  right,  then  going  around  in  a circle; Tony, Katey and finally Dave, sitting on the left of me. 

“What  are   you   going  to  dare  me  to  do?”  Dave  shrugged, 

“You’re my wife. It should be Katey.” 

We  all  looked  at  my  petite  wife  and  her  eyes  widened.  “I don’t know,” she giggled and looked to Leanne for help, but none  came,  so  she  shrugged.  “Um,  okay…  You  have  to  take your shirt o .” 

Dave  exhaled,  relieved  that  the  forfeit  was  an  easy  one. 

Leanne rolled her eyes in disappointment. 

“What?” Katey questioned her, “I couldn’t just tell him to get his dick out straight away, could I?” 

We all laughed out loud and then it was Tony’s turn to deal out the next hand. This time I was dealt poor cards so I folded and  watched  instead  as  Katey  and  Leanne  went  up  against Tony.  He  won  and  after  beating  them  both,  he  got  them  to remove  their  tops.  Both  girls  did  it  without  too  much  fuss, which  was  surprising,  but  also  a  lot  of  fun  to  see  them  both sitting  in  just  their  bras.  The  contrast  was  fantastic—  the busty blonde in the white bra and the petite brunette in black. 

The game went as strip poker should. Tony lost his shirt, Dave  lost  his  jeans,  as  did  I,  and  then  finally  both  the  girls, one after the other, lost their trousers too. Only Tony was left with trousers on. Dave and I were in only our boxer shorts and with  the  girls  in  their  bras  and  panties,  things  were  getting hotter by the second. 

Tony  won  the  next  hand  and  dared  Leanne  to  give  him  a lap dance in just her skimpy underwear. She didn’t hesitate —

she was drunk, we all were — and this time it went further as Dave pulled his wife from Tony’s lap after his dance to sit her on his knee. They kissed and then, to everyone’s surprise, he popped  the  clip  on  her  bra,  and  her  huge  breasts  came  into view. My eyes almost popped out of my head. I tried hard not to stare in front of Katey but luckily, my wife didn’t seem to

care, she was too busy laughing at Tony’s delighted reaction and commenting on how his tongue was almost hanging out. 

Dave  won  the  next  hand,  and  I  knew  what  was  coming. 

Katey must have too, because when he asked for a dance, she didn’t sigh or complain, she just went and sat in his lap. There wasn’t  any  dancing,  she  just  shyly  wiggled  her  bra-clad breasts in his face while he had a close-up look. Then he took things another stage further, reaching behind my wife’s back to pop her bra clasp too. 

I held my breath, wondering how she would react and if I should stop it but things had gone too far now. She let her bra drop from her breasts, covering them with her hands. 

“Oh, don’t do that,” Dave said softly, and reaching up, he eased her hands away. Katey was blushing furiously, cringing in embarrassment as we all gazed at her beautifully pert tits. 

She  was  obviously  horny  from  the  attention  because  she simply  sat  there  in  his  lap,  not  even  making  any  attempt  to resist as Dave reached up and cupped them in his hands. 

I finally exhaled before taking in another deep breath as I fought  a  mixture  of  emotions.  Jealousy  was  burning  inside me, and yet I was incredibly horny too. A still-topless Leanne was  sitting  next  to  me,  watching  my  reaction  closely.  All  I could  do  was  smile  at  her,  and  she  smiled  back.  Damn,  she was pretty, and her breasts were just… wow. 

“I  wish  I’d  had  the  balls  to  do  that,”  Tony  commented, watching Dave squeeze my wife’s tits. 

“Katey  wouldn’t  mind  you  having  a  feel,”  Dave  said cheekily, then asked her, “Would you?” 

When  Katey  didn’t  say  anything,  Tony  moved  his  chair closer, and Dave moved his hands so the older man could feel instead.  Tony  cupped  and  squeezed  them,  saying  how  firm they were, and even gently tweaked her already-hard nipples. 

My  cute,  young  wife  letting  a  much,  much  older  man  play with her tits was so wrong, and yet so erotic at the same time. 

She  didn’t  say  anything,  but  she  glanced  at  me  with  an  odd expression  on  her  face  that  I  couldn’t  decipher.  Was  she…

turned on by having an older man grope her? 

Katey suddenly shifted uncomfortably in Dave’s lap before letting  out  a  short  laugh.  “You’ve  got  a  hard-on,”  she giggled,  making  his  cheeks  redden  rapidly.  She  stood  up  as Tony  let  go  of  her  breasts,  and  then  prodded  the  front  of Dave’s  shorts,  where  his  erection  was  visible.  Dave  just shrugged, so Katey pulled at the hem of his shorts and looked inside. 

“Hey,”  Dave  interjected,  “You  have  to  win  a  hand  to  do that!” 

“Oh,  stop  being  such  a  spoilsport,”  Leanne  laughed  at him, “You know we’re all going to end up naked anyway.” 

“Yes,  come  on,”  Katey  teased  him,  “I  dare  you  to  take them o .” 

Dave didn’t need any more encouragement — he’d always been  a  bit  of  an  exhibitionist;  the  kind  of  guy  who  had  no problems letting it all hang out in the changing rooms. With

another shrug, he pulled his shorts down. I wasn’t surprised to  see  that  he  did,  indeed,  have  an  erection.  His  cock  was  a decent size when hard, reaching almost to his belly button. 

“Ooh,” giggled Katey, and then laughed as Dave waved it at her. 

“Why  don’t  you  show  us  yours?”  Leanne  purred  at  me.  I had a hard-on too, not only from her huge tits which were no more than a couple of feet from my face but also from Katey being  just  in  her  knickers  in  front  of  my  best  friend  and  his boss, who was, basically, a total stranger to her. 

“Go on, you might as well,” Katey said, “You’re not as big as Dave but you’re not small either.” 

If I didn’t do it, I would look like a coward or a bore, so I took  my  underwear  down,  cringing  slightly,  but  encouraged by Leanne’s reaction when she smiled and raised an eyebrow. 

“Very  nice,”  she  murmured  in  my  ear,  “I’ve  always wondered what your dick looks like.” 

“Well, now you know,” laughed Katey, “And it works okay too.” She gave me the sweetest smile, trying to reassure me as Dave was a good inch longer than me. 

“Tony’s  got  the  biggest  cock  though,”  Dave  said,  then added  when  we  all  looked  at  him,  “Seriously,  I’ve  seen  it  in the bathroom. It’s huge!” 

“Really?”  Leanne  asked  the  old  guy  sitting  there,  a  huge grin slowly spreading across his face. 

“I’m not getting it out though,” he said, though he didn’t seem shy, “You don’t want to see my wrinkly old dick.” 

“Oh,  but  we  do!”  cried  Katey.  She  was  sitting  on  Dave’s knee  now,  her  hand  straying  close  to  his  cock,  but  her attention was fixed on Tony, the only guy still in his jeans. 

Tony was thinking it through. “I’ll get it out but only if you two girls take your panties o  too.” 

I  saw  Katey  and  Leanne  exchange  a  surprised  look.  “Is  it really  big?”  Leanne  asked  her  husband,  and  Dave  nodded sincerely.  “I’m  game,”  she  said  to  Katey,  whose  eyes  had grown as big as dinner plates. 

“I’m too shy!” whispered Katey, but then she squealed and laughed as Dave grabbed her. He fixed an arm around her and with the other hand, he tugged her pants down to her knees. 

“No!”  she  screamed,  but  she  was  also  giggling  so  Dave ignored her protests, managing to drag them o  her ankles. 

She  sat  there  on  his  knee,  blushing  with  her  legs  pressed firmly together but we could all see the trimmed strip of dark pubes peeking out from between her thighs. 

“I’m  too  shy  as  well,”  Leanne  said  to  me  and  gave  me  a wink, so I took the hint and reached over as she stood up and pulled her panties down too. She kicked them o , giving me a brief  but  perfect  view  of  her  completely  shaven  slit,  before sitting on my knee. 

“You  like?”  she  whispered  in  my  ear  as  she  got comfortable,  then  looked  down  at  my  now  rock-hard  cock and  laughed  out  loud.  “Oh,  yes,  you  don’t  need  to  answer.  I can see that you approve.” 

“Go  on  then,”  Katey  prompted  Tony  and  without  further ado,  he  unbuckled  his  trousers  and  pulled  them  down  along with  his  shorts.  His  thick,  semi-hard  cock  sprung  into  view and I was surprised at how big and smooth it was for a man nearing  retirement  age.  I  always  thought  that  dicks  got wrinkly  or  shrunk  as  you  got  older,  but  apparently,  not  in Tony’s  case.  He  had  maybe  an  extra  inch  on  Dave  and  his entire lower half was hairy with thick, dark grey hair. 

“Woo!”  yelled  Leanne,  almost  deafening  me.  “Now   that’s what I call a cock!” 

Tony  beamed,  his  smug  smile  stretching  from  ear  to  ear, and  he  lifted  his  hips  suggestively,  opening  his  legs  and proudly showing o  his manhood. Leanne was staring, as was Katey but then suddenly Leanne shifted in my lap. 

“Katey?”  she  asked  my  wife,  who  was  still  perched  on Dave’s knee, “Will you tell your husband o ? His cock keeps touching me.” 

Katey  just  laughed.  Leanne  has  moved  up  my  lap  and  my dick was now pressing against her hip and ass. 

“Touch  it  back,”  Dave  suggested  with  a  wry  grin,  and again  Katey  laughed,  so  Leanne  asked  her  if  that  would  be okay. 

“Go  ahead.  I  think  my  husband  would  like  to  touch  your boobs too,” my wife said, arching an eyebrow at me, “Judging from the way he can’t take his eyes o  them.” 

Leanne  grabbed  my  cock  with  one  hand  and  squeezed  it, then shoved her tits right in my face. “You like big boobs, do

you?” 

It  was  everything  I  could  do  not  to  stick  my  face  right  in between them, but I managed to pull away and tried to speak. 

“I-I…  um,”  I  stuttered,  much  to  everyone’s  amusement. 

Leanne was still holding my cock as I spoke, making me feel horny but uncomfortable too. “Now we’re all naked, what do we do? Is that the end of the game?” 

As  I  finished  speaking,  I  noticed  Katey  was  also  holding Dave’s cock and gently stroking him. What was happening? It all  felt  so  surreal;  five  naked  people  sat  around  a  table;  two couples, but with each other’s partners on their knees, and a man in his sixties who neither woman even knew. Add to that the fact that my friend’s wife was holding my cock while my wife was stroking his. We were all drunk, but still, how had we gotten to this? 

“Do  we  really  need  to  play  a  game?”  It  was  Tony  that answered, “You seem to be doing okay without any rules.” 

Katey saw me watching what she was doing and snatched her  hand  away.  “It’s  all  right,”  I  laughed  and  Dave  grabbed her hand and put it back on his cock again. She looked at me as  though  to  say  ‘Are  you  sure?’  and  when  I  nodded,  she began to pull him back and forth slowly again. 

Leanne turned to me with a huge grin and began to work my cock too. I couldn’t help but groan in pleasure. I tried to stifle  the  sound  but  she  heard  and  whispered  to  me,  “Does that feel good?” 

I  nodded,  unable  to  stop  myself  from  looking  at  her  tits hovering  right  in  front  of  my  face,  and  she  giggled  and pushed them into my face. I got a bit lost in the moment, and began to kiss and suck her nipple while she pumped my cock and then she suddenly stopped and pulled away. 

I  saw  why.  Katey  and  Dave  were  kissing.  She  was  still sitting on his knee, jerking him o  now while he was openly feeling her tits, squeezing and cupping them with both hands. 

Tony still had the biggest grin and was playing with his long dick while he watched. 

Katey had admitted to me a couple of times that she found Dave  attractive,  but  she  had  been  drunk.  I  didn’t  realise  she liked  him  this  much.  How  far  was  this  going  to  go?  I  didn’t have  much  time  to  ponder  the  subject,  as  Leanne  began  to kiss me passionately, swinging her leg over mine so she was facing me and straddling my lap. As we made out, I couldn’t help  but  look  over  her  shoulder  to  watch  what  my  wife  was doing. 

Dave’s  hand  strayed  down,  stroking  her  thigh  and  then inching between her legs. I saw my wife open her legs slightly to  give  him  better  access  and  then  she  moaned  softly  as  he began  to  play  with  her  pussy.  My  cock  twitched  with unexpected excitement. 

Leanne had let go of my dick but I was aware of how close it was to her pussy, the way she was straddling me. She saw me look down and smiled knowingly at what I was thinking, 

inching  her  pussy  even  closer  until  it  was  almost  touching me. 

“Now this is getting interesting,” mused Tony. 

Leanne looked over her shoulder at him. “Oh, you’re all on your  own!”  she  sympathised.  “Excuse  me  a  moment,”  she purred  and  climbed  o   my  knee,  leaving  me  disappointed, and  sat  on  Tony’s  knee  instead.  I  didn’t  mind  too  much,  I could see what Dave and Katey were getting up to much better now.  Leanne  grabbed  the  old  guy’s  impressive  cock  and  he looked at Dave, probably to see if he minded what Leanne was doing but my best friend was far too interested in my wife to care. 

Tony  was  much  less  hesitant  than  I’d  been  with  Leanne. 

He immediately grabbed her breasts and even bent his neck to suck  her  nipples.  Again,  he  glanced  at  Dave  for  an  okay,  but Dave  was  full-on  making  out  with  Katey  now,  fingering  her steadily and making her gasp quietly through their kisses, as she tugged on his cock. 

I  felt  a  bit  left  out  but  intensely  horny  at  the  same  time. 

Tony’s  hands  wandered  down  to  between  Leanne’s  legs  and he started to play with her shaven pussy as they kissed. 

I  got  up,  not  knowing  what  else  to  do  and  went  into  the kitchen  to  pour  myself  a  strong  drink.  I  saw  Dave  open  his eyes and watch me walk out. When I came back a few minutes later, with a tall glass of Scotch in hand, he gazed at me for a second, then spoke. 

“Shall we all make ourselves a bit more comfortable?” he pointed towards the sofas at the other end of the room. 

“Yes,”  Leanne  said,  and  jumped  o   Tony,  taking  him  by the  hand  and  leading  him  towards  the  nearest  couch.  She threw  herself  on  it,  never  letting  go  of  the  old  man’s  hand, then pulled him down towards her. 

Katey  stood  up  too,  and  came  towards  me,  leaving  Dave behind  for  a  second.  She  wrapped  her  arms  around  me  and kissed  me  passionately.  I  returned  the  kiss,  noticing  how strongly her breath tasted of alcohol. She was wasted. Should I stop this? Were we all drunk and out of control? 

If we were, Dave didn’t mind. Leanne was now laid on her back,  legs  open  with  Tony  laid  between  them.  His  face  was buried in her tits, so his cock wasn’t near her but I think we all knew right then what was going to happen. Dave stood by, watching his wife being mauled by his much older boss, then he glanced back at Katey and me, presumably waiting for us to join in. 

We  walked  closer,  intrigued  as  to  what  was  going  to happen.  The  atmosphere  was  highly  charged  with  both excitement and nervousness. Maybe even anticipation. 

Katey  and  I  exchanged  a  look  as  Leanne  grabbed  Tony’s head  and  drew  him  upwards  to  kiss  him,  lining  their  bodies up evenly as Tony’s hips moved between her spread legs. 

When my wife looked at me, I didn’t know how to decipher the  look  on  her  face  at  first.  Then  I  read  the  unspoken

question.  I  knew  what  she  was  asking  and  I  gave  her  a similarly non-verbal acceptance by nodding. 

My wife put her hand on Dave’s shoulder and whispered in his ear but loud enough for me to hear. “Are you going to let them  do it?” she asked, and I saw Dave look at her. 

“Why not?” he whispered back, then he looked at me and winked. 

“Oh  my  God,”  Katey  said,  her  attention  turning  back  to Tony.  He  was  laid  fully  on  top  of  Leanne  now,  though  we couldn’t  see  anything  other  than  the  fact  they  were  kissing quite passionately. 

Dave’s hand slipped around the small of Katey’s back and he  looked  at  me  as  if  waiting  for  a  signal  that  it  was  okay. 

Again,  I  knew  what  he  was  asking.  I  nodded  and  winked  at him, and he gently pulled Katey towards him, guiding her as he stepped backwards and onto the other sofa opposite. 

Katey didn’t seem to realise Dave’s obvious intentions as he  pulled  her  to  sit  beside  him.  She  was  transfixed  on  Tony and Leanne. Tony’s backside was grinding in between Dave’s wife’s legs. Surely, he was inside her, fucking her? 

Dave’s attention was completely on my wife now. His hand moved up and moulded her breasts, then slid down between her  legs  again.  Katey  absent-mindedly  parted  her  legs,  still captivated by Tony and Leanne getting it on right in front of her, almost unaware of Dave as he began to finger her. 

After  a  moment,  she  seemed  to  give  in  to  him.  Her  eyes closed  and  she  sighed  as  his  finger  stroked  her  clit,  then

turned  her  head  and  suddenly  kissed  him  hungrily.  She reached out to take his cock in her hand again, but then she seemed  to  realise  what  she  was  doing  and  broke  away  the kiss. 

Her  eyes  sought  out  mine  and  again  we  exchanged  a knowing  look.  It  was  strange  because  as  we  stared  at  each other,  an  unspoken  agreement  forming,  she  began  to  jerk him  o   again,  making  Dave  moan  softly.  Upon  hearing  the sound, Katey broke our gaze and turned to him, lowering her head down and kissing the tip of his cock. Dave put his hand on the back of her head, watching me carefully for a moment to  see  if  I  was  going  to  object  and  then  when  I  didn’t,  he pushed her mouth down over the tip of his cock. 

His  eyes  closed  in  enjoyment  as  she  started  to  suck  him deep,  sliding  back  up  and  licking  the  tip  before  going  back down on him. I watched in amazement as she gave him head without  any  further  encouragement.  My  wife  was  giving  my best friend a blow job. I had to pinch myself after a moment to make sure this wasn’t some sort of bizarre, dirty dream. 

Dave reached behind her so that he could tease her pussy from behind then looked over at his wife, behind where I was standing.  My  back  was  to  Tony  and  Leanne  but  I  could  hear his  balls  slapping  against  her,  and  Leanne  moaning rhythmically,  so  I  didn’t  need  to  see  to  know  that  Tony  was fucking her. 

I was the only one not getting any action, and I needed to remedy  that.  Katey  was  now  bending  over  in  front  of  Dave

while  she  sucked  his  cock,  so  I  knelt  behind  her,  eased  her legs apart and began to lick her pussy softly. She was already soaking wet, so I moved my tongue to her clit, teasing it with the tip of my tongue and then sucking it into my mouth and feeling it swell in response. 

“Fuck  me,”  Katey  said,  turning  and  looking  over  her shoulder at me. 

I  didn’t  hesitate.  I  positioned  my  rock-hard  cock  at  the entrance to my wife’s slit and shoved it in, all in one smooth movement.  She  grunted  as  I  slammed  it  in  deep,  again  and again,  as  hard  and  deep  as  I  could.  If  she  wanted  to  behave like  a  slut,  she’d  get  treated  like  one.  She  grunted  again, having to stop sucking Dave for a moment, but then she took a  deep  breath  and  carried  on  as  I  pumped  her  for  all  I  was worth. 

Then I heard Leanne moan out loud as she came. “Fuck!” 

she  cried  from  behind  me  and  I  stopped  fucking  Katey  and turned  to  see.  Tony  had  stopped,  giving  Dave’s  wife  a moment  to  catch  her  breath,  but  still  had  his  huge  penis buried inside her shaved pussy. 

“That  big  one  feels  good,  eh?”  Dave  asked  his  wife  from across the room, and Leanne giggled and nodded. 

“I need a minute,” she said breathlessly and Tony moved and sat down, catching his breath too as Leanne went to the bathroom  for  a  moment.  He  hadn’t  cum  yet.  His  cock  still looked  huge  and  angry,  the  head  reaching  beyond  his  navel

when it rested against his belly. I wondered how Katey would orgasm if she was fucked by someone as large as that. 

“I need to pee too,” Dave said. Katey had stopped sucking his  cock  and  we  were  left  together  for  a  moment  as  he followed his wife to the bathroom. 

“Are  you  alright?”  she  asked  me  quietly  as  we  sat  on  the sofa together. 

“Yes,” I managed to say, “What about you?” 

“I  think  so,”  she  seemed  to  be  avoiding  eye  contact  with me, glancing at Tony instead, who was still stroking his cock opposite us, his eyes closed for a moment. The hour was late, and we had all drunk a lot. “This is weird.” 

“It is a bit,” I agreed, and she smiled at me shyly. 

“Are  you  having  fun  though?”  she  asked,  then  giggled when  I  nodded,  making  me  happy  that  she  wasn’t  suddenly having regrets. 

“Yes,  weird  but  yes,  fun.”  I  had  to  ask  her  something before  Dave  came  back,  but  wasn’t  sure  how  to  word  it.  “If Dave  wants  to  do…  whatever…  do  you  want  to?  I  mean, Leanne she’s… you know… with Tony, and…” 

“Do  you  want  me  to?”  she  asked  me  back  quickly, interrupting  me  because  she  understood  my  poorly  worded question. Then she threw another question at me, “And what if Leanne wants to… with you?” 

She gently chewed her lip as she waited for me to answer. I always  found  that   such   a  sexy  look.  “I  don’t  know,”  I  said, though, of course, I wanted to fuck Leanne. She was gorgeous. 

Who wouldn’t want to sleep with her? I had always fantasized about it but did I  really  want Katey to fuck Dave if he tried it on? 

“You don’t know about  what?” she asked, confused. 

“Both questions,” I said, unable to say clearly what I was thinking. “It’s up to you.” 

Katey  looked  frustrated  at  my  inability  to  give  her  a definite  go-ahead  but  as  she  was  about  to  speak  again, Leanne came back into the room and looked at us strangely. 

“What are you two whispering about?” Tony opened his eyes and looked at us as I suddenly felt the need to pee. 

I  made  my  excuses,  leaving  Katey  to  talk  to  her  friend.  I had to wait a few minutes until Dave had flushed, and when he came out, he slapped me on the back soundly. 

“Wow,”  he  grinned  at  me,  “Katey  is   so  hot.  What  a fantastic blow job. You were giving her a good fucking too.” 

“What about Leanne with Tony?” I asked him, “We’re you okay with all that?” 

“A  bit  unexpected,”  he  admitted,  “But  what  the  hell?  No harm  done.  We’re  all  having  a  fun  time,  aren’t  we?  And between consenting adults, anything goes, right?” 

“Right,” I found myself saying, but as I went to walk past him into the toilet, he stopped me again. 

“So, me and Katey… Would you be cool with it?” he asked me sincerely, “I think she’s up for it. You should try it on with Leanne, she’s always had a soft spot for you, you know?” 

“It’s up to Katey,” I said, still not knowing how I felt about it,  but  the  thought  of  me  screwing  Leanne  was  a  huge temptation. 

“Good man,” he slapped me on the shoulder, letting me go to the bathroom finally. 

I  didn’t  rush  back.  All  sorts  of  thoughts  were  whirling through my head about what I might walk back into, but as I did eventually return to the room, it wasn’t quite the chaotic orgy that I had imagined in the wilder scenarios. 

Dave  was  sitting  on  the  sofa,  and  his  wife  Leanne  was riding  him.  I  was  surprised  that  it  wasn’t  Katey  who  he  was screwing  but  she  was  still  sitting  down  where  I  had  left  her. 

Tony had moved to the same settee as her, but they were only chatting, talking humorously about this whole situation. 

“I wonder who’ll cum first?” Tony said and Katey giggled as he continued. “You must have got Dave quite near the edge. 

I was watching you suck him.” 

“Plus,  Leanne’s  already  orgasmed  once,”  Katey commented, “And Dave’s not as… big… as… as you are,” she stuttered  slightly  and  couldn’t  help  looking  down  at  Tony’s slightly wilted, but still long, erection. 

“It’s  not  the  size,”  I  pointed  out  as  I  positioned  myself next to them, on the arm of the sofa where they were sitting, 

“It’s how you use it.” 

“Correct,” agreed Tony, “But if you have a big one  and you can use it…” 

Katey  laughed  out  loud  at  that,  and  Tony  grinned, especially  when  she  shifted  her  attention  to  his  dick  again. 

“Yours is really… like  really,  big,” she said, leaning closer and looking at it. 

My  cock  was  standing  at  full  attention  again,  not  only from the fact that I was watching my best friend and his wife fucking like animals right before my eyes but also because my young wife was studying an older man’s cock up close like she was. 

“Hey,”  said  Leanne  then.  She  held  a  hand  out,  wiggling her fingers for me to come closer. I hesitantly stepped up to her,  trying  to  catch  Katey’s  eye  for  an  ‘okay’  signal,  but  my wife  was  still  talking  to  Tony  about  his  dick.  “Come  here,” 

Leanne  purred  and  as  I  approached,  she  turned  around  on Dave,  so  she  was  facing  him  again.  I  could  see  his  dick impaling  her  pussy  as  she  grabbed  my  dick  and  pulled  me closer still. 

Then  she  took  me  in  her  mouth.  Wow,  it  felt  good.  I couldn’t  help  putting  my  hand  to  the  back  of  her  head, tangling  my  fingers  in  her  blonde  hair  as  she  began  to  suck me. 

I  turned  and  saw  Katey  looking  coolly  at  me.  I  couldn’t read her expression, but she wasn’t telling me to stop. 

“Excuse  me,”  Tony  said,  getting  up.  “I  need  to  go  to  the toilet, but I’ll be right back,” he promised Katey. 

I  returned  my  attention  to  the  gorgeous  Leanne  working my dick, but then Dave asked her to let him up for a moment, 

and we all stopped what we were doing so he could get o  the sofa. Leanne took my dick in her mouth again straight away as I sat next to her, but I knew what was going to happen and couldn’t concentrate on the blow job. 

All I could do was watch Dave as he walked over to Katey. 

She  looked  up  at  him  as  he  towered  over  her,  but  didn’t attempt  to  move  as  he  bent  down.  Neither  of  them  said anything. Leanne kept sucking my cock as Dave pushed Katey onto  her  back,  then  lifted  her  legs  onto  his  shoulders  and guided his dick into her. 

Katey put a hand against his chest as though she was going to stop him, but she took it away almost straight away as he slid  inside  her.  As  he  began  to  move  inside  her,  my  wife looked  over  at  me,  watching  Leanne  sucking  me enthusiastically,  then  she  looked  back  to  Dave,  my  best friend,  who  was  now  fucking  her  hard.  Her  small,  pert  tits were rocking back and forth as he drilled her. 

“Leanne?” I lifted her head clear of my cock for a second, 

“Stop, or I’ll cum.” 

Tony walked back into the room, his eyes widening at Dave and Katey screwing where he’d been sat a moment before. 

“Okay,”  Leanne  said  breathlessly,  gazing  up  at  me.  She took  my  cock  in  her  hand  and  slowly  stroked  it  instead, keeping me hard, but luckily not doing enough to tip me over the edge. 

Tony was wanking himself o , getting his dick hard again as he stood watching the scene before him. He glanced at me

and  Leanne  but  his  attention  was  on  Katey  getting  fucked hard and fast by Dave. 

“Fuck  me,”  Leanne  whispered,  “I  don’t  care  if  you  cum straight away, just.. please… fuck me?” 

Tony heard her, looking my way with a knowing grin and giving me an encouraging nod. Dave was fucking my wife, so why shouldn’t I fuck his? 

I  eased  Leanne  onto  her  back  and  she  opened  her  legs eagerly. Her shaved pussy was still pink and wet from the sex with  Tony  a  short  time  before.  I  hoped  she  wouldn’t  be  less sensitive  from  his  huge  one  penetrating  her  but  as  I  got  on top of her and pushed it in, I had no doubts about her being able to feel my more modest size. 

“Oh, yes,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my  cheek,  “That’s  it.  I’ve  always  wondered  what  you’d  be like. Come on, fuck me.” 

Her pussy was tight and warm, and I knew I wasn’t going to last long, so decided I might as well just enjoy it. I kissed her and began to stroke in and out, bringing moans of delight from her lips. 

I savoured the feeling of fucking a fuller-figured woman, her huge tits crushed against my chest, and the di erence of having blonde hair in my face instead of Katey’s dark brown. 

Leanne wrapped her legs around my back as I gained pace, all too aware that my climax wasn’t far away. 

Then several things happened all within a few minutes of each  other.  The  first  thing  was  Katey’s  orgasm.  I  heard  her

groan  gutturally  as  she  came.  I  didn’t  pause  in  what  I  was doing,  but  I  looked  over  to  see  her  back  arching  up  o   the settee  as  she  orgasmed.  Tony  was  standing  at  the  side  of them, wanking his cock furiously at the sight. 

“Fuck yeah,” Dave said. He didn’t stop screwing Katey the whole time she was cumming, then he told her he was going to cum too. “Here it comes,” he said and pulled out, his rock-hard  dick  pinging  out  and  standing  up  like  an  arrow.  I  kept fucking Leanne but I couldn’t help but watch as my friend’s cock spurted a jet of hot cum all over my wife’s lower belly. 

Then Leanne pulled my head around to face her, tugging at my hair quite painfully. 

“I’m cumming,” she said. The look on her pretty face was quite something; a look of pleasure so intense that it could be confused  with  a  look  of  pain.  “Oh…  fuck!”  she  wailed  as  her orgasm hit her and it was everything I could do to stay inside her as Leanne bucked and wriggled beneath me. I held myself deep  inside  her  until  she  finished  shaking,  and  then  kissed her. That moment of pause slowed down my own climax, so once  she  had  gathered  herself  again,  I  began  to  plough  into her  purposefully.  She’d  orgasmed  now,  so  I  could  enjoy  this now without any pressure, and just cum when I was ready. 

My attention was fixed on Leanne now. I raised myself up and looked down at her for a moment, committing to memory the sight of her lush body beneath me. Her shaven pussy felt so  di erent  from  what  I  was  used  to,  and  I  decided  to  get Katey to shave hers for me sometime. 

I  rammed  myself  hard  and  deep  into  Leanne,  feeling  a trickle of sweat run down my back, which was moist and felt cool  in  the  late-night  air  in  the  room,  and  then  I  became aware of Dave standing by us, watching. 

“Good,  isn’t  she?”  he  said,  and  I  nodded.  She  certainly was.  Leanne  was  riding  her  hips  towards  me,  rocking  and meeting  my  every  thrust.  “Katey  is  amazing,  you’re  a  lucky man.” 

“Thanks,”  I  managed  to  grunt  between  hard  thrusts.  I wasn’t far from cumming. For some reason, the fact my best friend  was  watching  me  fuck  his  wife  was  increasing  my arousal. 

“Too right, she’s fucking awesome,” I heard Tony say and glanced past Dave for a moment. To say I was shocked would be  a  huge  understatement.  Katey  was  sitting  on  the  settee, and Tony was standing in front of her with his huge cock in her mouth. She was sucking it with some gusto, although she couldn’t  get  more  than  half  of  it  in.  Then,  as  I  continued  to screw Leanne, feeling my cock about to explode, the old guy lifted Katey o  the settee, bending her over, so that she was kneeling up, facing away from him. Before I could even think about  saying  or  doing  anything,  he  shoved  his  cock  roughly into her. 

I  paused  again  to  watch,  though  Leanne  kept  moving beneath  me,  keeping  my  dick  sliding  in  and  out  of  her,  as Tony grabbed my wife’s hips and began to ram her full of his big  cock  from  behind.  Any  question  about  my  petite  little

Katey  being  able  to  take  a  bigger  cock  was  quashed  as  she began  to  whimper  and  moan  in  pure  pleasure  with  every thrust. 

I tried hard to concentrate on Leanne, resuming our fuck, but I kept glancing over at Katey getting screwed thoroughly just a few feet away. After just a couple of minutes, my wife came on her third di erent cock of the night, wailing loudly and then falling onto the settee as the orgasm wore o . Tony let her flop forward but then rolled her over onto her back and pulling her legs wide apart, he shoved his cock into her well-used pussy, and began to drill her again. 

This was incredibly surreal, I was fucking my best friend’s wife,  while  his  older  supervisor  fucked  mine.  I  divided  my attention between what I was doing and what she was doing until  Tony  finally  pulled  out  and  sprayed  a  swathe  of  sticky white  cum  all  over  Katey’s  dark  landing  strip  of  pubes.  Her mound was completely coated in it, and that sent me over the edge. I looked into Leanne’s gorgeous eyes and she smiled as I filled her with my cum. 

The  orgasm  was  intense  as  I  emptied  my  balls  into  her pussy.  Every  muscle  in  my  body  seemed  to  tense,  and  after what felt like an age, I finally took a deep breath and allowed myself to sag on top of Leanne. She kissed me for a moment, then told me she needed to go clean up, and I rolled from her. 

The  room  was  very  quiet,  apart  from  everyone  catching their breath. As Leanne left, Dave punched me playfully in the arm. 

“What a night, eh?” he grinned in the half-darkness of the dim, silent room. 

“Wow,”  was  all  I  could  manage,  smiling  back,  but  I  was only really interested in Katey. 

She was laid there, her bottom half covered in cum, staring at  me.  Was  she  angry?  Regretful?  I  got  up  and  crossed  the room to her, and she took my hand as I sat next to her. 

“Are you okay?” I asked and she asked me the same back. 

“Are you?” 

“I am,” I said, honestly. It felt weird, but I couldn’t deny enjoying  it.  I  had  never  realised  the  sight  of  my  wife  being fucked in front of me would be such a turn-on. 

“So am I,” she giggled, “That was really naughty, what we just did.” 

“Naughty, but fun?” I probed. 

“Yes, fun,” she confessed, “I need to get cleaned up too,” 

she  looked  down  at  the  cum  trickling  down  her  belly  and covering her pussy. 

“Okay,”  I  said,  and  she  kissed  me  full  on  the  lips  before leaving us to get clean. 

The remaining three of us got dressed and chatted briefly about  what  had  happened.  Tony  wanted  to  make  sure  I  was okay with him doing what he’d done with Katey, and besides it being too late to do anything about it now, I told him it was fine. I didn’t tell them how much it had turned me on to see my wife behave like a complete slut — that was something I had yet to get my head around, and I would need to speak to

Dave about it — but the conversation ended up just becoming three  guys  slapping  each  other  on  the  back  and congratulating each other on our conquests. 

The girls came back and dressed as we watched. I was even starting to get a bit horny again as the realisation of what had happened sank in. Watching Leanne’s big tits bounce around as she tugged up her jeans and seeing how comfortable Katey was being naked in front of three men was a huge thrill. 

The two other guys left, both of them kissing Katey on the lips as they did, and then Leanne threw her arms around me before she followed them. 

“Thank  you  for  a  lovely  night,”  she  whispered  in  my  ear and gave me a long, lingering kiss. Then she turned to Katey, 

“Thank  you  for  the  use  of  your  husband,”  she  giggled  and Katey laughed. 

“And thanks to you for yours,” she chuckled, “Come back again soon, and bring Tony again, yeah?” 

I  looked  at  her  with  a  raised  eyebrow  as  the  front  door closed, leaving us alone. 

“What?” she said innocently. 

“I can’t believe we did that,” I said. 

“Neither  can  I,”  she  shrugged  and  then  smiled  wickedly, 

“I never knew poker night could be so much fun.” 

A Note To The Reader

I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book, and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward! 

By  purchasing  the  book,  you’re  helping  to  support  me  in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media  channels  and  website  or  join  my  mailing  list  to  stay updated about those future projects. 

Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me -

please go to the product page and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great! 

Thanks  again,  for  buying  and  reading  my  books,  it’s  really appreciated! 

Until next time, 

Paul
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