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 Chapter One



I knew I was going to fuck my best friend’s husband as soon as he winked at me.



Because it was one hell of a wink.



I’d been around Rhys for a couple of years now, and there had never been the slightest hint of attraction between us. He’s an okay-looking guy, with shoulder-length auburn hair and a slender but fit body. I’d like to think I’m quite a bit better than okay-looking, but I never caught him checking me out or anything. Until the weeks after that one wink, I would never have thought he’d cheat on his wife. On my best friend, Abby.



The wink happened at a little bar in downtown Charleston, WV. Rhys was on a makeshift stage with the rest of his band, 6 Days of Drowning. They were trying hard to bring back a post-grunge sound and were doing a decent job of it if responses from the small bar crowd could be used to gauge anything.



Most of them were drunk, so that might’ve been it. But I wasn’t, and I liked it.



Abby, on my right, was dancing like I was. Toby -- my husband -- stood to my left with his arms crossed. As much as Abby and I were enjoying ourselves, it looked like it was killing Toby to be there.



“Loosen up,” I told him as I turned to him mid-dance. “Have some fun.”



“Yeah,” Abby said, grabbing the backs of my shoulders and putting her head next to mine, her blond hair pressing against my raven locks. “This is great!”



“Right,” Toby muttered. “Great.”



“Just go home if you’re going to be like that,” I told him. “Make room for another guy to get up here and dance with all this.” I motioned down my body, clad in a tight t-shirt, short jean shorts, and white socks that came almost up to my knees. My choice of outfit was in stark contrast to Toby’s sensible blue polo and khakis. He’d look right at home at a business lunch but didn’t exactly fit in next to my hotness.



I hadn’t dressed like this since I was a teenager, but the glances and occasional whistle I received from some of the other bar patrons told me I could still pull it off.



Abby looked equally smoking. She wore a white spaghetti strap tank top, her nipples threatening to poke through, and a short black skirt. Around her neck was a black leather dog collar, hinting at a particular type of play I’d long suspected she enjoyed with Rhys.



Not for the first time, I wondered what it would feel like to kiss her soft lips, to feel her slender fingers caressing my nipples. My pussy. I’d been attracted to her forever, but she’d never given me any reason to suspect she liked anything but guys. So the idea of doing anything sexual with her never got beyond the “what if” stage. I can’t say there weren’t some nights when the “what ifs” were more vivid than others, however.



Even though they were struggling to play venues bigger than local bars, 6 Days of Drowning had a major rock band’s look and attitude. Each of them was capable of bedding any number of groupies, assuming they ever got those. I’ve always been a big fan of music and musicians, and I’m not going to lie and say I never fantasized about being a groupie for a rock star. Yes, I know how cliche that sounds; doesn’t every girl at some point dream about that? I just never imagined those fantasies ever coming true five times over, even if using the term “rock star” for any of these guys was putting them on a pedestal onto which they never climbed.



Maddox, the lead vocalist, was famously quiet, even brooding when he wasn’t belting out lyrics. Sweat glistened off his smooth, bald scalp as he worked the room, his cobalt blue eyes casting a knowing glare on his audience. A single diamond stud glistened on his left earlobe; Maddox had told me he’d read about an ancient Chinese tradition where men wore earrings in their left ear for luck, and he liked the idea.



Adler, the rhythm guitarist, had shoulder-length black hair, light green eyes, and full sleeves of tattoos on both arms. He was the joker of the group. Most of the others had grown tired of his endless practical jokes by now, but he never seemed deterred.



Lucian, the bass guitarist, was the sweet one, overflowing with concern for everyone. His light brown skin and dark eyes made him the most exotic of the bunch. He was also the only one not completely straight. He identified as bisexual and tended toward liking men more than women, although his most recent relationship had been with a woman. He had a tat of his deceased twin brother’s name across his left shoulder.



The most attractive of the group was Colt. He had shaggy, dark brown hair, large plugs in both ears, and a scraggly beard that I knew would feel good pressed against my cheek. If I’d had to pick the one I most wanted to sleep with before all this started, it would’ve been him; I wondered if he fucked as hard as he played his drums.



Finally, Rhys. He was the band’s lead guitarist and probably the least attractive, or maybe just least assuming of the bunch. He almost looked out of place among the rest. He didn’t even have a tat or any piercings.



Toby went off to have a beer by himself while Abby and I continued dancing to the music. During the next few songs, when I’d glance at the stage, I noticed Rhys looking at us each time. At first, I figured he was looking at his wife, who, let’s face it, was drop-dead gorgeous and making the kinds of moves that any straight man would have trouble not staring at her for. And then I got the idea that he was looking at the two of us, perhaps imagining some scenario where we’d spend an evening pleasuring him and each other, which, again, is something any straight man would be into. But then I realized he wasn’t looking at
 us
 .



Rhys was looking at me.



To test my theory, I started moving away from Abby, trying to be sly about it first. And then I stopped dancing and walked over to check on Toby. When I walked back to the stage area, I looked up at Rhys again, and he was staring right at me.



And then he winked. And my panties, already damp from my thoughts and my dancing with his sexy wife, become suddenly very wet.



When they finished their set, the five of them stepped down off the stage. My stomach churned when Colt’s girlfriend -- a leggy redhead named Marie -- wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. Adler went to his girlfriend, Lisa, while Maddox and Lucian ordered drinks.



Rhys took Abby in his arms and looked over her shoulder at me.



“Did you enjoy the show, Tay?” he asked.



I nodded and smiled at him.



Abby pulled away from Rhys and put her arm around me. “We both did! You guys were great.”



Rhys’ eyes continued to stare into mine until Maddox brought him a beer. Then Toby came to ask if I was ready to go home. I wasn’t, but we left shortly after.



 



---



 



I tore my t-shirt off as soon as Toby closed our front door.



“What are you doing, Taylor?” he asked. Hmm. “Taylor” instead of “Tay.” He never called me by my full name unless he was upset.



“What’s it look like?” I said. I pressed my tits against his chest and kissed him. He resisted at first but then gave in, his tongue pushing itself into my mouth. I undid his belt and helped him get his shirt over his head. Next, my shorts came down and then his pants, and then we were on the living room floor.



I left the socks on.



As usual, I did most of the work, but I didn’t mind. I shoved Toby onto his back and straddled his face. He always acted like eating me out was a chore but did a pretty good job when I fed my cunt to him directly. When I was able to move it against him, it more than made up for his lack of talent. I was so wet when my pussy hit his mouth I almost felt sorry for him, but he took it like a trooper.



I moaned as I slid around on his lips and chin, giggling whenever his tongue managed to get a good swipe in on my clit. I could feel my orgasm already building; I had been worked up for over an hour now.



“Did you see the way Rhys was looking at me?” I said. “It was like he was fucking me with his eyes all evening.”



Of course, he couldn’t respond. Instead, he moaned into my cunt, doing an impressive job of not drowning in my juices. I turned to look at his cock. It was rock hard, pointing directly to the ceiling. We often roleplayed that I was a slut, and he loved it. He let me call him different names, pretend he was some stranger fucking me in an alley or something. He’d always been adamant that it was just a fantasy, that he couldn’t handle me doing something like that for real. But after feeling Rhys’ hungry eyes on me all evening, I was bound and determined to change that. Even if things didn’t work out with Rhys -- and at that point, I was still concerned with how much it would hurt Abby -- I just couldn’t see myself fucking only Toby for the rest of my life.



I ground myself on Toby’s face until I came, flooding his mouth so much he started coughing. He was still trying to collect himself when I knelt beside him and grabbed his cock. I slowly stroked it with one hand while using the other to swirl around the precum on his tip. He raised his hips a little off the floor, urging me to finish him off quickly.



But I wasn’t going to do that.



I kept one finger on his tip but barely touched his shaft with my other hand. I slowly worked my way up and down it, sometimes not touching it at all. He groaned in frustration.



“Wouldn’t it be nice if I fucked one of the band members?” I asked. “I’ve always liked Colt. I’d love to grab his hair and push him between my legs. I bet his beard would scratch me so much, but I’d love it.”



He stayed silent except for the occasional groan, but he moved his hips up and down, trying to make contact between his cock and my hand.



“Maddox would probably be rough,” I said, leaning down and licking some of his precum off. “He looks like he would be. Might be fun to have someone manhandle me for once. Not like you ever do.”



“Oh God, Tay,” he said.



I smiled. No more “Taylor.” Hitting him in his humiliation kink usually got him going.



“Lucian would be nice, I bet,” I said, closing my hand just a little around his cock. I kept it loose but started actively stroking it again. “He’s such a sweetheart… I bet he’d make sure I was well taken care of before he even thought of coming. Unlike you, sometimes.”



“Fuck,” he said.



“I wonder if Adler is funny when he fucks, too. I bet he is.”



Gripping tighter now, I started furiously pumping his dick. Precum flew off his tip.



“Rhys, though… he’s the one who was eye-fucking me all evening,” I said. “I don’t want to hurt Abby… but it would be so nice… to have Rhys’ cock inside me, don’t you think?”



“Don’t stop,” he pleaded.



“I’m going to,” I said, “if you don’t answer my question.”



“What?”



“I said, don’t you think it’d be nice if I fucked Rhys? Or, you know, any of them? Tell me you want me to.”



“I don’t…”



“You gotta say it,” I said, slowing down and loosening my grip.



“Yes.”



“Yes, what?”



“I want you to fuck one of them.”



Giggling, I said, “Doesn’t matter which one?”



“Shit, fuck all of them if you want, just don’t stop.”



So many possibilities.



“Good boy,” I said, and only a moment later, he exploded all over the place. I’d barely been touching him by that point.



 



---



 



Later, in bed, I’d almost fallen asleep when he said, “We need to talk more about this.”



And we did, eventually, after I’d gotten what I wanted.



 









 Chapter Two



During our freshman year in college, Toby and I got together and were inseparable from pretty early on in our relationship. I hadn’t been with anyone other than Toby since I met him. Neither of us had much experience in the sex department. I’d only been with two guys before him, and he’d had three girlfriends before me.



If you’d told me I was going to more than triple my extramarital body count in a single night within a month after Rhys winked at me, I probably would’ve laughed at you.



I knew I’d manipulated Toby into saying he wanted me to fuck them -- and let’s be honest here since I’m now a certified slut but not a liar, it was total manipulation -- but he
 had
 said it. And I’d managed to avoid his half-hearted attempts at discussing it further. If he’d pressed the issue and we’d talked it through, I doubt everything I’m about to tell you would’ve happened. I’m positive most of it, at least, wouldn’t have.



But he didn’t, and in my mind, I had his permission to go forth and fuck my best friend’s husband and his friends. Of course, despite my attraction to Colt and the others, Rhys was the one I really wanted. And, yes, I’m well aware that this makes me an even worse friend than wife. I just could not get Rhys and his apparent interest in me out of my mind. I was obsessed, listening to the band’s music, particularly the songs with really killer guitar riffs. I masturbated to his picture, imagining seeing that long auburn hair of his between my thighs. I made excuses to hang out with Abby just for a chance to see him, to see if he could keep his eyes off of me.



He couldn’t, and this just fueled my obsession.



The real test was going to be the next time we went to see 6 Days of Drowning play. I talked to Abby about putting on a show during their performance. Two hot girls dirty dancing and pretending to make out would surely add to the band’s appeal, right? This little portrayal of debauchery was purportedly for the audience, of course, but I was only interested in what Rhys thought of it. Of me. I wanted to see which one of us he watched more.



I wanted it to be -- I knew it would be -- me.



And I was right.



 



---



 



Considering the outfit I’d prepared for my little show, I was happy it was unseasonably warm the day the band played at the Mothman Festival. Held on the third weekend in September every year in Point Pleasant, the Mothman Festival was a celebration of an urban legend from the late 1960s. There had been several stories of people seeing a man-sized bird creature in various spots around the Point Pleasant area. These sightings culminated in the creature’s supposed appearance during the collapse of the original Silver Bridge on December 15, 1967, which resulted in the deaths of 46 people.



The festival brings more than 10,000 people a year to the town of 4400, with merchandise vendors, guest speakers, cryptid and conspiracy films, and musicians filling the small town’s streets.



Toby, Abby, and I watched the guys setting up on the big stage at the front of the amphitheater in the riverfront park. Behind us, above the rising concrete seating, was a 150-foot mural depicting the Battle of Point Pleasant, fought in 1774 between the Virginia Militia and the Shawnee Indians, with a statue of Shawnee Chief Cornstalk looking on. In front of us, behind the stage, the Ohio River flowed by peacefully.



The band finished setting up, and Maddox was thanking the crowd for being there. He did an excellent job of acting like it was a packed house, even though over half of the 800-seat capacity was empty. Still, it was the biggest crowd the guys had played for, and we were happy for them.



Well, Abby and I were happy. Toby, as usual, acted like it was a chore to do anything fun. He’d complained about how hot it was that day when usually a September day on the river would’ve been pretty chilly.



He had no idea how much hotter the day was going to get, thanks to my friend and me.



The boys started their first song, and Abby and I looked at each other. At the same time, we pulled the hoodies we had been wearing over our heads, revealing matching black sports bras. We slipped off our shoes and slid off our pants. I heard Toby sigh and looked at him. He was staring at the tight leather shorts I’d been hiding under my pants. Abby had on a pair just like mine. The only difference between our two outfits was that Abby was wearing her collar. She wore it almost all the time these days, and something about that made the occasional pang of jealousy shoot through me. Stupid, I know, considering I was the potential homewrecker in this scenario.



“What are you guys doing?” he asked.



“Helping,” Abby answered.



We stepped back into our shoes and grabbed each other’s hand.



“Hope this cheers you up, sourpuss,” I said as Abby dragged me toward the stage.



We were dancing as we walked up the stairs to the stage. Maddox didn’t miss a beat, continuing to sing as he waved his right hand toward us, welcoming the crowd to cheer for the sudden appearance of two incredibly hot women to gawk at while the band played. We split up, heading to opposite ends of the stage, rubbing our bodies suggestively as we danced. Every chance I got, I glanced at Rhys. Most of the time, he was too into what he was doing with that guitar to be looking at either of us, but when he wasn’t… he was looking at me. I never once caught him looking at his wife.



We danced separately for a couple of songs and then started our main event in the middle of the stage.



We danced back to back for a bit, grinding our asses against each other. This earned some whistles from the audience, but they hadn’t seen anything yet. We turned to face each other and held hands. Then, I made a show of falling onto my back, eased to the stage floor by Abby, who “fell” on top of me.



Abby, now straddling my waist, kept moving to the music, but it was obvious what she was simulating. She threw her head back and moaned. It wasn’t loud enough for the audience to hear, but I heard it, and it sounded pretty convincing. After a moment of this, the audience -- at least many of the men and probably a few women -- were on their feet and cheering. Abby did a great job of acting like she was aroused, and part of me wondered if she was getting off.



Especially once it was my turn to mirror what she did because I got a lot closer to orgasm than I’d intended. If the band hadn’t finished their song just when they did, I wouldn’t have been able to stop myself, and I doubt I would’ve been able to hide it.



 



---



 



“That was great!” Abby was saying when we made it back to Toby. My husband stood there, glaring at us, his arms crossed.



“Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy that,” I said to him.



“Enjoy my wife and her friend practically having sex in front of hundreds of people?”



I laughed. “You’re ridiculous. We were just dancing.”



“Yeah,” Abby said. “I didn’t feel anything at all.” I wouldn’t have believed her anyway, but when she said this, she grabbed my ass, which I took as an acknowledgment that she had felt something.



I shivered a bit, despite the warmth of the day, as I wondered if sleeping with Rhys might entail having Abby with us when we did.



The guys got everything packed up after their set. Rhys came to us and put his arm around Abby. He asked Toby and me if we wanted to go back to their house to celebrate the day.



“I think we should be heading home,” Toby said. “I have to work early tomorrow.”



“I don’t,” I said.



Rhys reached across Abby’s shoulders and touched my shoulder, sending shivers all through my body. “You can crash on our couch tonight. We’ll get you home in the morning.”



“Sounds good,” I said.



Toby seemed to be saying something with his eyes, but I pretended not to know what. And since he didn’t say anything with his mouth, we said our goodbyes, and I left with Rhys and Abby, headed to their car.



 



 









 Chapter Three



All the guys came to Rhys and Abby’s with us. Colt brought his girlfriend Marie, but Maddox, Lucian, and Adler came alone. Adler’s girlfriend Lisa hadn’t bothered going to the concert, and he didn’t bring her up the whole evening, which wasn’t like him since he talked about her all the time. Whatever was going on between them, I didn’t end up minding that she wasn’t there. Or that Marie left halfway through the evening after fighting with Colt over some trivial bullshit.



Considering what ended up happening, I was glad to have the boys mostly to myself.



We ordered some pizzas and drank some beer. I spent much of the evening on the couch between Maddox and Adler. Adler chatted me up, occasionally resting his hand on my knee. I didn’t bother putting my clothes back on, so I was still just in my sports bra and shorts, and Adler’s hand on my bare skin wasn’t exactly unpleasant. I couldn’t tell if he was flirting or just being his usual cheerful self, but either way, I didn’t mind. To be honest, though, I wasn’t paying much attention to him. At least at first.



I was too concerned with Rhys and Abby.



She sat on his lap in an oversized recliner for much of the evening. I’m not proud of the fact that this stung a bit, but it did. I found myself wanting him more and more, and the more I saw him in that chair with Abby, the more my mind raced, trying to figure out a way to make that happen. Like, that evening.



Ridiculous, I know.



When they started making out, I lost it. I simply couldn’t sit still and watch. I thought about going outside, where Lucian had taken Colt to calm down after the argument with Marie. Instead, I got the crazy idea to give Adler a lap dance. It could easily have been Maddox I chose, but I figured if Adler protested, I could play it off as a joke. Pranking the prankster, so to speak.



I threw my right leg over him and straddled him.



I know what you may be thinking, but I was not drunk. Yes, I’d had a little beer, but I was in full control of myself.



“What are you doing?” he asked, laughing and not doing anything in the least to stop me. Thankfully.



“What does it look like?” I said as I started grinding. “What does it
 feel
 like?”



“Okay,” he said sarcastically, but he just sat there and did a big fake yawn. As if he wasn’t enjoying it.



But I could feel that he was. And so was I.



I’d never actually given a lap dance before, but I don’t think I did a lousy job. I leaned in toward Adler, running my fingers through his long dark hair and pressing my forehead into his. I could feel the heat from his cock through his jeans as I moved my crotch against it. His breathing intensified, and I wondered if I was going to make him come.



I wanted him to. I wanted him to so bad. So I started trying to make it happen.



I wasn’t trying to get myself off. Really, I wasn’t. But the more I pressed myself against him, feeling his hardness, the less rational thought I possessed. He started pushing back against me, or at least I thought he did. My face flushed, and I felt the sweet pulsing between my legs that signaled the arrival of the heat that was about to wash over my whole body.



Just before I came, he did. He gasped, and his cum blasted against the inside of his pants. I giggled when I felt the warm dampness that suddenly existed between us. It pushed me over the edge, and I moaned as I came. It was one of the best non-penetrative orgasms I’ve ever had.



I collapsed against him, burying my face in his hair. I absent-mindedly kept moving, trying to eke every little bit of pleasure out of him I could, but after a moment, he stopped me. I’m sure my continuing to press against his softening cock wasn’t very pleasant. He put his arms around me, pulled me tighter to him, and asked if I was okay.



“Yeah,” I said. And for some reason, I said, “I’m sorry.”



He laughed. “It’s okay. Just wasn’t expecting that.”



He helped me off of him, and I sat back on the couch, out of breath, face flushed. I suddenly became aware of the others in the room; I’d forgotten about them for a couple of minutes there.



“When’s my turn?” Maddox asked, one of the few times he’d spoken the entire evening. Then he broke out in raucous laughter, which was so unlike him, it made the rest of us laugh.



Except for Rhys. I looked at him, still sitting in his chair with his wife on his lap, and he was staring right at me. The expression on his face was cold, stern, pained.



Jealous
 .



Adler went to the bathroom to clean himself up. I was burning up, and I had to get out of the house. I excused myself to go outside with Lucian and Colt.



 



 









 Chapter Four



Colt was ranting about Marie when I approached them. Lucian stood, arms folded, against the side of an old pickup truck Rhys had been working on at the back end of the driveway. Still reeling from my impromptu lap dance and orgasm, my legs were shaky as I approached them. Lucian acknowledged me with a head nod as I lowered the tailgate of the truck. I jumped up on the tailgate to sit.



It was getting cold, too cold to be outside at night in shorts and a sports bra, but I hardly felt it. The little bit of booze I’d had, combined with what I’d just done with Adler, meant I was feeling no discomfort.



These boys were about to warm me up even more, although none of us knew it quite yet.



“I don’t even want to see her face anymore!” Colt said. I was sorry I’d missed so much of the conversation.



“Just give it some time,” Lucian, ever the voice of reason, said. “I’m sure things will seem better tomorrow.”



“Fuck that,” Colt said, the red in his face barely visible in the meager glow of the back porch light. The driveway was so long and lit poorly enough that we’d be hard to see from the street or a neighbor’s house, an important fact for later. Colt took a long draw off his cigarette. “We’re done as far as I’m concerned.”



I’d mentioned earlier that, before my current obsession with Rhys, Colt had been the member of the band to whom I’d been most attracted. His fiery personality contributed significantly to that attraction. I was so wound up from what I’d just done with Adler that seeing him worked up turned me on even more. Seeing him upset at Marie, toward whom I’d been more than a little jealous, only intensified things.



“So you guys missed the big show inside,” I said.
 What was I doing?



Lucian, apparently eager to change the subject, smiled, and asked what I was talking about.



“I gave Adler a lap dance,” I said, feeling myself blush.



“No way,” Colt said, his previous anger seemingly gone. He walked over to stand in front of me, close enough to touch him with my legs if I wanted to, which I did. But I didn’t. Not quite yet.



“It’s true,” I said, feeling very proud of myself. “In front of the others, too. Rhys looked so pissed.”



“Why would Rhys be mad about that?” Lucian asked.



“And why do you seem glad that he was?” Colt added. “Are you into him?”



I swallowed hard. “No. And how should I know why he was mad? He just seemed like it.”



“Too bad we missed it,” Lucian said.



“Missed it?” Colt said. “Too bad it wasn’t my lap.”



My heart pounded. In one motion, I swiped his cigarette out of his hand and looked him in the eye as I took a puff. I immediately started coughing, dropping the cigarette. I’d never actually smoked before and had no idea what I was thinking.



I
 wasn’t
 thinking.



The guys both laughed as Colt stomped on the cigarette to put it out. He moved closer to me when he did this, putting himself just barely between my legs. He rested his hands on each of my thighs, pushing my legs apart and back together, squeezing himself between my knees. He tapped his fingers on my skin, and each touch sent electricity coursing through me. I held my breath; my pussy throbbed.



“Any chance of a repeat performance?” Colt said. “With yours truly, I mean?”



I almost just said yes, but I laughed instead. “What about Marie?”



“Maybe you misunderstood me a minute ago,” Colt said, “but when I said ‘fuck Marie,’ I didn’t mean in the fun sense. We’re through.”



I leaned my head toward him, almost touching my forehead to his. “And does she know this?”



Not that I cared.



He moved in, our foreheads now touching. I smelled pizza and beer on his breath. “She will.”



“You’re drunk,” I said, but I didn’t move away. “You don’t know what you’re doing.”



He moved his hands farther up my thighs, his thumbs approaching my crotch. “I know exactly what I’m doing.”



And then he kissed me. I put my hands through that shaggy hair of his and kissed him back, shoving my tongue inside his mouth. His hands continued their upward journey and his thumbs pressed against my pussy through my shorts.



He gently pushed me back into the bed of the truck. He unbuttoned my shorts and pulled them and my panties down around my ankles. Goosebumps erupted all over me as my ass was exposed to the cold metal of the truck. I slipped my right ankle out of my shorts so I could spread my legs. Colt dropped his pants and pulled me to the edge of the tailgate. He started rubbing my cunt with his fingers.



“Is Lucian still there?” I said breathlessly.



“I should go inside,” Lucian answered, peeking over the side of the truck. He seemed intent on not looking at my naked bottom half.



“No,” I said. “C’mere.”



He laughed nervously. “What?”



“I’ve never been with two guys at once before,” I told him. “Get in here with me.”



Lucian’s internal struggle played out across his face. I’m sure he didn’t find himself in these kinds of situations every day. Lucian was the nicest, sweetest guy I’d ever met. But it was precisely because of his sweetness that I wanted to touch him -- to taste him -- while the more aggressive Colt fucked me.



He turned away, looking off into the distance.



“I know you’re more into guys,” I said, “but you like girls at least a little, right?”



He laughed. “Some more than a little, yeah.”



“Please,” I said. “I’ll beg if you want me to.”



“C’mon, man, don’t make her beg,” Colt, who was now rubbing his cock on my pussy lips instead of his fingers, said. “Unless you’re into that sort of thing.”



Lucian climbed into the truck bed beside me. He ran his long fingers through my hair and looked at me with what seemed to be a mix of admiration and concern. Something else was there, too, something I’d never seen in his eyes before. He wanted me. Badly. Had he always? I’d have to remember to ask.



“You’re sure about this?” he asked.



I nodded. “Absolutely.”



“Okay,” he said. He unzipped his pants and took out his cock. It was hard and thick and long, and I wondered what it would feel like inside me.



But Colt wanted to do that first and was tired of waiting. My pussy lips parted in the sudden wake of Colt’s head as he leaned forward into me. He went slowly even though I was so wet and ready he didn’t have to. I smiled when I realized he was intentionally going slow and wondered if it was an attempt to increase his pleasure or mine.



I grabbed Lucian’s brown cock and stroked it for a moment before tugging on it to get him to move closer. When I touched my lips to his tip, he looked at me again with questioning eyes as if still unsure it was what I wanted. Insanity. I’d never wanted anything more than to have these two gorgeous men inside me at the same time. I’d even almost forgotten the thing that had started me down this path of men-besides-my-husband.
 Rhys who?
 I might’ve asked.



Colt picked up the pace a bit as I licked the underside of Lucian’s perfect cock. Lucian moaned as I did and said, “Fuck,” which was funny because I don’t think I’d ever heard him curse. The truck rocked back and forth under me, matching Colt’s rhythm.



I took Lucian into my mouth when Colt started slamming into me. I stroked the shaft quickly as I sucked, a crazy idea forming in my mind that I wasn’t sure would be possible to pull off. I was giddy at the thought of making them both come inside me at the same time.



Lucian’s moaning had grown louder, so much so I was worried a neighbor might hear him. I wasn’t worried enough to stop, of course, and the slapping sounds of Colt’s cock sliding in and out of my depths were almost as loud. If we drew any attention to ourselves, we never found out. If anyone did see us, I hope they enjoyed the show.



“Are you close?” Colt asked, out of breath.



I reluctantly took my mouth off of Lucian -- stroking even faster because I knew he was about to explode -- to say, “No, but go ahead.”



Thankfully Colt didn’t do the gentlemanly thing and ask if I was sure, and I engulfed Lucian again, slurping down the massive amount of precum that had formed since I stopped. If he produced that much precum, I could only imagine what my throat was about to get.



I pulled off the silly task I’d given myself as both men filled me with themselves. Colt’s warmth flooded my pussy as Lucian let go into my mouth. Despite being prepared for something I’d desperately wanted, I gagged as I struggled to contain and swallow Lucian’s prodigious spunk. My face flushed as much of it gushed out of my mouth with my drool, spilling all over my shoulder and onto the truck bed.



Colt tried to pull out of me then, but I latched my legs around his hips and pulled him back, my shorts and panties dangling off my left ankle. Still coughing, I gently stroked Lucian’s cock, marveling at the fact that it was still somewhat hard. I wondered if he had it in him to go again so quickly; I wanted to see what else he could do with that monster—no offense to Colt, who had done an admirable job himself.



We stayed like that for a couple of minutes, their softening cocks comforting me as I leaked cum from pussy and mouth. I was in heaven. I knew right then I’d never be able to go back to monogamy.



Finally, I let them go. Lucian collected himself first, zipping up his pants and gingerly getting out of the truck bed. Colt drew away, leaving a terrible emptiness inside me, and pulled up his pants. The boys spent a minute looking for something I could clean myself up with, but when they came up with no idea other than going inside to ask Rhys for paper towels, I laughed and pulled up my panties and shorts. Yes, I made a mess of things considering I did this over the pool of cum that had drained out of my pussy, but I was past caring at that point. I hopped down off the tailgate.



Lucian sighed. “So.”



Colt laughed. “Yeah.”



“I had fun,” I said.



“Not as much as you should have,” Colt said, looking down at his own feet. “Wish I’d made you come.”



I shrugged. “It’s not always about that,” I said. “Besides, I came already -- with Adler.”



“I won’t let you down next time,” Colt said.



I raised an eyebrow. “Next time?” I asked. “Presumptuous much?”



He stammered. “Uh, I’m sorry, but I…”



I slapped his shoulder. “Just messing with you,” I said. “Let’s hope there’s a next time.”



“So, we good?” Lucian asked. He was sweating more now than when I’d had him in my mouth.



I smiled at him. “Lucian… we are very good. Maybe next time you two can trade places.”



They exchanged a knowing glance, and I felt myself flushing again. My pussy throbbed, and I wondered if “next time” could be a lot sooner than either of these guys realized.



“You guys okay out here?”



I jumped at the sound of Maddox’s voice. He’d come from the back door and now stood on the other side of the truck. He lifted his hand toward me, offering my phone.



“Your phone’s been buzzing for the last half-hour,” he said. “Think it’s Toby.”



“Shit,” I said, taking the phone. Four missed calls and more than twice as many texts.



 



How’s it going?



You there?



Why aren’t you answering your phone?



Sorry if you’re already asleep.



Did you fuck anyone yet?



If I don’t hear from you soon, I’m coming over.



 



When I saw that last message, a car pulled up out front and parked. I didn’t have to look up from my phone to know who it was.



 









 Chapter Five



My husband has had fantasies of me fucking other people since we first got together. We didn’t roleplay in the bedroom very often, but when we did, it was always the same thing: me pretending he was someone else. Saying other names, pretending a dildo I had inside me was another guy’s dick, which of course, was bigger than Toby’s. Telling him he’d never measure up to my ex-boyfriends, which wasn’t true. But I said it because he got off on it. And I got off on him getting off, so it was a win-win.



But reality and fantasy are two very different things.



I don’t know for sure what I looked like when Toby saw me, but I can imagine. I had some of Lucian’s drying cum on my shoulder and Colt’s on the ass of my leather shorts. My makeup was a mess; I probably looked like I’d been crying. Rhys would tell me later, before he fucked me, that I was the hottest thing he’d ever seen.



Toby seemed to have a different opinion.



He got out of his car and walked toward the house. He’d been heading toward the front door but saw the four of us by the truck.



“I’ve been calling you, Taylor,” he said and then stopped in his tracks. He looked me up and down. “What the fuck happened to you?”



I shouldn’t have laughed, because I’m sure it made what happened even worse, but I couldn’t help myself.



“You fucked one of them,” he said, eyeing the others. Even in the dark, I could see the growing bulge in his pants. He didn’t sound like he liked the idea, but it sure looked like he did.



“One?”



“Great,” he said. “So, what? All of them? Like we were joking about?”



“I didn’t think we were joking,” I said. “You seemed to like the idea then. And maybe even now.” I motioned to his crotch.



Colt laughed.



“What’s so funny, fuck face?” Toby said.



Colt moved closer to Toby. “Calm down, dude.”



I’ve never seen Toby mad enough to hit someone, but he raised his fist. Time seemed to stand still. Lucian moved quickly, getting between Toby and Colt.



“Let’s all take a minute,” he said.



“Fuck off,” Toby said. He shoved Lucian so hard that Lucian lost his balance and fell on his ass.



Colt threw the first and only punch, hitting Toby in the mouth and making him take several steps backward. Recovering quickly, Toby jumped forward, tackling Colt. They tumbled to the ground right in front of me. Toby had his hands around Colt’s neck while Colt used both hands to shove Toby’s face away from him.



Lucian got up and grabbed Toby, pulling him away from Colt. Colt got to his feet and seemed ready to hit Toby again, but Maddox was there, holding him back.



“I think you should leave,” Maddox said. “You two can talk about this tomorrow.”



Toby was seething. “I’d tell you to stay out of it, but I’m sure you’ve already been in it.”



“I haven’t touched her,” Maddox said.



“Only a matter of time,” Toby said, shrugging off Lucian’s grasp. He turned and walked back to his car without another word.



“You okay, man?” Colt asked Lucian, who nodded.



Maddox put his arm around me. “What about you?”



“Peachy,” I lied, hearing Toby’s car start up. His tires screeched as he drove away.



“I should be going,” Lucian told Colt. He didn’t bother going back inside to say goodbye to Rhys and the others. He didn’t even say anything to me, which didn’t feel great. He just walked down the driveway to where his car was parked on the street and left.



“I’m gonna go back inside,” Colt said. “Have another beer to calm down.”



“I’ll be in in a minute,” I said.



Maddox stayed with me. We talked for a while, both leaning against the side of the pickup truck, although I guess the more accurate thing to say is I spoke while he listened. He was suddenly back to his usual quiet self. I didn’t mind; it was nice to have someone just listen to me while I vented.



I spilled my guts. I told him all about Toby’s fantasies, about how we’d talked for years about me sleeping with other guys. About how turned on he was even as he was yelling at me this evening. And how I didn’t think I could go back to being monogamous now. The floodgates were open, and Toby had shown the way. He didn’t get to regret it now.



When I finally stopped my ranting, I looked at Maddox. I recognized the look I saw in his eyes. I glanced down and saw his cock straining against his jeans.



He’d been such a gentleman this whole time. Bringing my phone to me. Calmly intervening in the fight that barely got started. Putting his arm around me and asking if I was okay afterward. Colt and Lucian hadn’t shown such concern, and I’d just given myself to them. I wondered if he’d stop me as I reached down to unzip his pants.



He didn’t, and he stayed silent as I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and stroked him. He was quiet, in fact, the entire time.



Until he wasn’t.



 



 









 Chapter Six



Maddox, Colt, and Adler left not long after Maddox and I came back inside. Abby and Rhys both seemed weird with me but didn’t ask about what I’d gotten up to with the boys outside. I wondered if they’d heard the guys fighting with Toby, but if so, they didn’t say anything. Rhys didn’t say a word to me and barely looked in my direction. I got the sense he knew exactly what I’d done outside.



Rhys and Abby went to their bedroom, and I lay down on the couch. Despite my exhaustion from the evening’s activities, I was so wired I doubted I’d be able to get to sleep. It certainly didn’t help that I could hear what Rhys and Abby were doing.



I should have put a pillow over my head and tried to go to sleep. Or turned the television volume up. Or put my earbuds in and listened to music. I should have done anything other than what I did.



I got up. I crept toward their bedroom, where they had left the door wide open. Without any way of knowing for sure, I knew Rhys left the door open on purpose. He wanted me to hear him as he fucked her. He knew I knew he wanted me. He knew I wanted him. He was pissed about what I’d done with his friends, and he was paying me back.



Yes, I’m aware of how crazy that makes me sound. But I knew it all the same.



“Beg for it,” I heard Rhys say. Abby’s muffled voice followed his command. I couldn’t make out her response.



When I peeked around the doorframe, I saw why. She was naked, on her elbows and knees on their bed, a ball gag in her mouth. He was behind her, massive cock resting on the smooth skin of her ass. His dick was easily the biggest I’d ever seen. It was shiny in the light from a lamp on a table on the near side of the bed, and I knew he’d already been inside her. My heart caught in my throat.



“I can’t hear you, babygirl,” he said. “You need to speak up.”



She tried again, but she couldn’t get clear speech out. Her muffled words and squeals were loud enough to reinforce the idea that they had to know I’d hear them. Of course, she seemed pretty out of it, so maybe she wasn’t thinking rationally. But he appeared in complete control of himself, so again, I knew he knew I’d hear them.



“Not good enough,” Rhys said. “Going to punish you now.”



He raised his right hand and brought it hard down on her right ass cheek. The sound was so loud I couldn’t help but gasp. Rhys jerked his head in my direction and his eyes locked on the one of mine that wasn’t hidden by the doorframe. I should have run back to the living room, but I was frozen in place.



And he smiled at me when he hit her again, harder this time.



Again and again, he smacked her ass, alternating between right and left hands and right and left cheeks. He only took his eyes off of me to glance at Abby to make sure she hadn’t seen me, too.



I wondered if he was hitting her as hard as he was because I was watching. I felt awful thinking I might be causing her pain, however indirectly, but part of me liked it. I shouldn’t have felt too bad about that; she seemed to enjoy the abuse.



“Have you had enough?” he asked her.



She nodded vigorously.



“Then say ‘please,’” he said.



Another distorted word from her which was probably “please.” It seemed to satisfy him. He grabbed his cock and, turning back to me, slid into her. I have no idea how she managed to take that giant shaft so quickly without screaming, but she did. Once he started pounding into her, he turned his focus to her, grabbing her hip with one hand and her hair with the other. He pulled back on her hair, making her squeal, and he laughed.



“I’m close, babygirl,” he said. “You need to come fast.”



She nodded her head and said something that may have been “okay.”



He let go of her hair and grabbed her other hip, pulling her hard against him as he rammed into her. She continued to moan and cry out into the ball gag, her sounds mingling with the wet smacking noises emanating from their genitals.



Finally, she squealed again, and he said, “That’s my good girl,” and let out a long grunt.



Jesus. As if my panties weren’t damp enough from my earlier activities. Despite that, I thought I was going to be sick. I couldn’t watch anymore; I left before he pulled out of her.



 



 









 Chapter Seven



I went back to the couch, knowing there was no chance I’d be able to sleep for a while. I was so horny I didn’t know what to do with myself. Well, I knew exactly what to do with myself and, despite the gnawing fear and jealousy I felt, I didn’t lie there long before my fingers found their way into my panties and around my clit.



I made quick work of myself, putting my other hand over my mouth to stifle my gasp. It wasn’t the most satisfying orgasm I’d ever had, but it was a necessary one.



And then I heard him. Rhys. Standing in the doorway, he must have watched me get myself off. He was still naked, his cock semi-hard. I scrambled to get into a sitting position as he walked over to the couch.



He looked down at me. I tried to maintain eye contact and not look at his cock, but I couldn’t help myself. It stiffened when I looked at it, and I thought, hilariously, that I couldn’t fuck him. His dick was longer than any I’d seen outside of porn and almost as thick as my wrist. Would I be able to handle a cock that size? Despite my big talk to my husband about wanting one so much larger than his, I just wasn’t sure.



And I’d thought Lucian’s cock was big.



I was so distracted by his cock I almost didn’t notice the bottle he had in his right hand. The realization that it was lube sent shivers all through me.



“You’ve had an eventful night,” he said.



I swallowed hard, forcing myself to look up at him and away from that monster pointing itself at me. “You could say that.”



“Did you enjoy the show?” he asked.



“Yes,” I said—no point in lying about it.



“Abby will be asleep until morning,” he said. “And she sleeps very, very soundly. Especially after… that.”



“I can imagine,” I said.



He nodded. “Probably wouldn’t wake up if the house fell down around her.”



“What are you getting at?”



He smiled. “I think you know.”



“I don’t know if I can,” I said, knowing as I said it that I wanted to try.



“You can,” he said. “And you will.”



“I can’t handle…” and here I almost said “your gigantic cock” but instead said, “what you do to her.”



“I only do that because she needs it,” he said.



He set the lube down on the table next to the couch and started stroking his cock. My heart skipped a beat as I wondered if it could get any bigger. With his free hand, he touched my chin, tilting my face up, so we were looking into each other’s eyes.



“So tell me, Tay,” he whispered, “what do
 you
 need?”



“I don’t know.”



“You’re a fucking liar,” he said, stroking my cheek, “and also the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”



“I never knew you felt that way,” I said. “Until that night at the bar.”



“I’ve always felt this way,” he said. “Just got tired of hiding it.”



I wrapped one hand around his shaft, my thumb lightly rubbing his tip. His hand was still wrapped around the bottom half. It was so long there was a small space between our hands. He grabbed me by the hair and pulled my face closer to him.



“Suck it,” he ordered.



“I told you I’m not like her,” I said. “I’m not your ‘babygirl.’”



“Would it help if I said please?” he asked, smirking.



“That’s a start,” I said, but I didn’t make him say it before I put my mouth on him.



He let go of himself, and my other hand replaced his. I pumped that giant dick with both hands as I wrapped my lips around the tip. It was hot, and it was heavy, and I felt light-headed. How in the world was this thing going to fit inside me?



I took as much of it into my mouth as I could -- not much more than the head, really -- and sucked. I wasn’t gentle and loving at first like I had been with Lucian; this was all about raw force. I couldn’t stop my drool from spilling out between my lips and onto his cock, dripping between my legs onto the couch. He reached down and grabbed my tits as I sucked him, and I moaned. Between my moaning and the slurping sounds my mouth made, I wouldn’t have been surprised if Abby heard us. And, as it turns out, she
 didn’t
 sleep as soundly as Rhys had said, but I didn’t know that until the next morning.



After only a couple of minutes, Rhys pulled out of my mouth. He helped me out of my sports bra and tossed it to the floor. I took off my shorts and panties. He dragged me to the edge of the couch, then knelt between my legs.



When he moved his face toward my cunt, I grabbed the top of his head through his hair and said, “I haven’t showered since… Colt…”



“I don’t care,” he said, moving my hand away from his head.



He parted my slick folds, and I smiled as I realized the asymmetrical roughness I felt was caused by the calluses on his left fingertips from his guitar playing. He teased me just a bit, massaging my lips and briefly sticking a finger inside. Then he dove right in.



He was relentless, lapping at my cunt like it was his favorite ice cream, and he’d been denied it for years. I needn’t have been concerned about him getting a little bit of Colt with his Tay; he didn’t seem to mind if he did. I shoved my fingers through his hair and pulled him into me, but that was probably unnecessary. He didn’t want to go anywhere.



He sucked on my clit, which was the first and only time -- so far -- I’ve ever had that done, and the first orgasm Rhys gave me followed quickly. I was not quiet, but by that point, I was past caring if Abby heard anything.



As I lay there panting, he looked up at me from between my legs and smiled.



“I’m going to fuck you now,” he said. “Or I guess you’re going to fuck me. Should be easier on you that way.”



He grabbed the lube from the table, applied a generous amount to his cock, and lay down on the floor. I got up and stood over him, his cock pointing straight up toward my dripping cunt.



My hesitation caused by his size vanished, and I couldn’t imagine ever not wanting to do this. I lowered myself, gasping when my pussy first touched the head of his cock.



“Lean on my chest,” he said.



With one hand, I did as he said. My other hand held his cock still so I could start getting it inside me.



“Oh my God,” I said as it breached my cunt. It hurt, but only a little. Along with the pain came the usual tingling rush that was intensified by giddy anticipation. I gave myself only a moment to enjoy that initial intrusion before lowering myself even more.



I couldn’t take it all, but I went as far as I could. More pain accompanied my journey downward, but it wasn’t enough to make me stop. As he stretched me more than I’d ever been stretched, I felt dizzy and worried for a moment I might not be able to stay upright. But only for a moment.



Once I had as much of it as I thought I could take, I moved the hand that had guided his cock inside me toward the bottom of his shaft. I lightly fingered him there as I slowly moved up and down.



“I have never felt anything like this,” I said.



It’s something you always hear people say in porn or erotica, but my God, it was true. I’d never felt so full, so comfortably uncomfortable, so… satisfied. It was a lot like having any other cock inside me but at the same time not like that at all. Whoever said “size doesn’t matter” had never met someone like Rhys.



“Fuck, that’s nice,” he said as I went up so far only his tip was inside me and then clenched my pussy tightly as I went back down.



“Glad you like it,” I said.



“I’m not gonna last long if you keep doing that,” he said.



I laughed. “Me either.”



It didn’t take long to find a good rhythm. I soon moved at a good pace, milking his cock by clenching and unclenching myself around him. But I was exhausted. I wanted to make it last, I really did, but I couldn’t keep it up. Panting, I slowed to a near stop.



“I’m sorry,” I said. “I can’t…”



“Then let me,” he said.



I nodded, reluctantly pulling myself off of him. We switched positions. I held my breath as he moved his cock around my pussy lips. I was still scared of his size, even after having had him inside me; I knew that it could still hurt with him in control.



But I didn’t care. I grabbed the head of his cock and rubbed it against my pussy. “Fuck me.”



He did.



He shoved himself inside slowly, but once he was in as far as he could go, he started thrusting. And he was not gentle. I moaned as both pain and pleasure flooded my cunt, and waves of warmth radiated down my legs and up my torso. He knew exactly what he was doing, able to exert enough force to make himself happy but not so much I’d tell him to stop. It was almost too intense, and I wondered if I’d even be able to come.



I needn’t have worried. After a few moments of his relentless hammering, my body shuddered as my orgasm raged through me. As I cried out, I felt his cock stiffen, and then my pussy filled up with fire as he pumped and pumped and pumped some more. I thought there might be no end to his cum.



Finally, it was over, and he pulled away from me. He lay down next to me and stroked my hair. It was such a gentle thing to do after what he’d just done, and I smiled at him.



“You look sleepy,” he said, kissing my forehead.



“I am,” I told him, and then I was out.









 




 Chapter Eight



I don’t remember anything after falling asleep next to Rhys on the floor, but I was back on the couch by morning. I was facing the back of the sofa when my phone’s vibrations woke me up. My phone was on the table next to the couch, and when I reached for it, I knocked over the bottle of lube Rhys had left there. I heard movement behind me and rolled over before getting my phone.



Abby was sitting in the recliner staring at me.



Even though her face was dry, I knew she’d been crying. Her eyes were red and puffy for one thing but for another, I just know her well enough to recognize the look on her face when she’s upset. I knew exactly why she was upset, too. I had only done a series of things one might consider dumb over the preceding eight hours or so, but I wasn’t actually stupid.



I suddenly realized my tits were on full display, so I scrambled to put my sports bra on. Somehow I was already wearing my panties. I didn’t remember putting them on any more than I remembered getting on the couch.



She laughed. “I’ve seen your boobs before, Tay. No need for modesty, especially after what we’ve now shared.”



I didn’t know how to respond. There was no malice in her voice. She almost sounded friendly. Then I noticed she wasn’t wearing her collar, which was odd. She was seldom without it lately.



She touched her neck. “Don’t worry. I just took it off because it was starting to chafe a little. If I got too upset with him every time he fucked someone else, we’d have divorced a long time ago.”



“Oh,” I said, shocked that she seemed to be okay with Rhys’ extracurricular activities but also because I didn’t realize this was something he did often. I guess my ego had convinced me I was special enough to make him stray. I had no right to feel hurt about that, given that I’d made my way through all his friends before even touching him. But I did, somehow.



“As far as I know, he hasn’t done it in a while,” she said. “Not since we got into the whole BDSM thing. The last time was about a year ago; I found someone’s panties in the backseat of his car. I didn’t even ask him about them.”



“I’m sorry,” I said.



She shrugged. “It’s okay. I’d rather it be you than someone I don’t know.”



“Really?” I asked. “You seem a little upset.”



“I am,” she said. “I’ve seen the way he looks at you; I’d have to be blind not to. I don’t like feeling jealous, but it’s not like I can control it.”



“I didn’t want to hurt you,” I said. And it was true; I knew what I was getting myself into, but I hadn’t wanted to cause her pain.



“I know,” she said. “I wanted to be angry, but I can’t blame you. And if things were different, we might have all had some fun together.”



I raised an eyebrow and couldn’t help smiling. My fantasies of getting my hands on her flashed through my mind. “Really? That’d be nice.”



She nodded. “If things were different, it probably would be. Now… I’m not sure.”



The thought that I’d lost the chance to explore my attraction to Abby stung. I tried not to show it, but maybe she saw it anyway.



“We’ll see,” she said.



We chatted for a bit longer about everything except the elephant in the room. It was nice; I was left feeling like maybe she wasn’t all that upset. Or that she wouldn’t stay upset for long.



I got up and approached her. I held out my arms as if to hug her. She didn’t get up.



“Sorry,” she said. “I need some time to figure things out.”



I nodded, fighting back tears and doing a shitty job of it.



I found the clothes I’d been wearing over my sexy dancing outfit and put them on.



“I should probably be going,” I said when I was dressed.



“Do you need a ride? I can take you.”



“Nah,” I said. “I’m sure that was Toby texting me. I’ll see if he’ll come to get me. If he’s at work already, I’ll get an Uber.”



I told her I needed some air. As I headed for the door, Abby touched my hand. “I’m not saying never,” she said. “Kinda hate to shut that door forever, now that it’s been opened slightly.”



I squeezed her hand, smiled, and then stepped outside into the cold morning air.



 



---



 



I looked at my phone. Toby had sent some texts around the time Rhys and I were enjoying each other’s company and then the ones that had awakened me. The first one said
 We need to talk
 . The second,
 I’m hurt, not gonna lie, but I need to know you’re okay
 .



I sighed before looking at the rest. I glanced down the driveway toward the pickup truck where I’d had my very first threesome. That memory filled me with warmth, but a chill took hold as my eyes moved from the truck to the spot on the concrete where Toby grappled with Colt.



The next several texts were from when I was waking up and were encouraging.



I’ve had time to think. We need to talk, but I’m really sorry about last night.



Hope everything’s okay. I want it to be.



Can you call me?



I looked at the time. He was probably at work, but he might be able to answer. If not, I could leave a reassuring voicemail. I tapped his name to call him.



He answered on the first ring. “Tay! Hello.” Tay, not Taylor. I smiled.



“I thought you might be at work,” I said.



“I called off so I could come get you when you were ready,” he said. He sounded tired, soft. “And so we could talk.”



“Okay.”



“I’m leaving now,” he said. “Is everything okay?”



I thought for a moment and then replied with what I hoped was an honest answer:



“Everything’s great.”



 



***



 



6 Days of Drowning return in the RayneFall dark erotic romance series! Start reading RayneFall with
 
Rayne’s Free-Use Weekend

 now!




Get a FREE book now just for signing up for the Sterling Wilder newsletter!




 



Want more hotwife/cuckold stories? Pick up my
 
EXPLICIT 10 STORY HOTWIFE, CUCKOLD, & CHEATING WIFE BUNDLE

 for only $9.99 or FREE to read in Kindle Unlimited!



 



Check out the entire Sterling Wilder catalog, featuring tales of BDSM, cuckold, hotwife, erotic humiliation, and much more, by clicking
 
here

 .



 



 









 All-new cuckold erotica!



 [image: ]




When Chastity is faced with an hours-long wait at the DMV, she doesn’t care what–or
 who
 –she has to do to skip the line.



 



Even if it’s all in front of her husband.



 




Pick up SKIPPING THE LINE: Ganged in Front of Her Husband today!








 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.



 









 About the author



Sterling Wilder
 creates incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism.



 



See Sterling’s complete catalog
 
here

 .




cover.jpeg





OEBPS/Image00000.jpg
- \Ganged i
of I’ei' Husbénd






