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Chapter 1

I stepped out of the shower and reached for the towel. My wife looked me up and down. I stay in shape and I saw the lustful appreciation in her eyes.  She stared at my penis before looking me in the eyes again.

“There was a time I charged a dollar for that,” I said. “Back in the day.”

“A dollar for what?”

“To stare at my naked body.”

“You're joking.”

“Not at all. Do you think men are the only ones that will pay? I was a stripper. Well, a go-go dancer. For four years. I made amazing money. Paid my way through college. I never went full nude but some of my G-strings were pretty sheer. The crowd saw quite a bit.”

“I never knew that about you.”

“I don't talk about it. It's a little embarrassing, frankly.”

“Embarrassing? You should be proud. You got a hot body and a nice cock. I'm a lucky woman.”

“Me and the guys had a blast. We pulled so much pussy out of that place. Don't hate me But women would go nuts. You think men are bad? Women are ten times worse. Mix alcohol and hot and male bodies gyrating in their face and pretty much every wife on the planet will cheat on her husband. I'm glad you think I have a nice cock. Almost every guy there was bigger than me. I found ways to compensate though. I bought a pump and would use it every night before I danced. That would let me compete with them. Nobody ever found out.”

“A pump? What do you mean by a pump? Like, for your dick?”

“Yes, for my dick. It's like a vacuum tube with a bladder and a valve. You put it on, and it creates a strong suction. It expands your dick in every direction. Leaves you with a nice fatty hanging.”

“Had no idea. Did the other guys use them?”

“I think so. There were several guys that were just naturally big. The women loved those guys. Publicly women say that size doesn't matter but after working in that place I can tell you they sure act like it does in private. Get them into a dark club with rowdy friends and booze in their bellies, then stick a big plump package in their face. They lose their minds. Bigger is always better. The big guys got laid every night, sometimes twice a night.”

“Well, yeah, I can understand that. If me and the girls are out having a good time and go to a strip club, it's all about hot men and hot sex. No woman fantasizes about a small dick. Read women's romance novels. The hero always possesses an impressive manhood.”

I finished drying and hung the towel on the hook. I put my hands on my hips and let her stare at my fit and masculine body. She got the look in her eye that I recognized. I stepped forward, entangled my fingers in her hair, tilting her head for a hot kiss. Our lips met and she was already two hundred degrees. I decided to keep playing the stud male role and pushed her to her knees. I brushed the tip of my cock against her lips, and she opened her mouth, but I made her wait.

“Is this how you would handle those women at the club?” she asked playfully, without a shred of jealousy. “I wish I had known you then, back in your college days I wish I had stumbled across that club and watched you dance. I bet you were sexy as fuck.”

“Like I said, I made a lot of money. I was able to pay for everything, rent, utilities, groceries. You name it. I had stacks of cash in my dorm room.”

“I'm curious about that penis pump. Would it make a big difference? Do you still have it?”

“Yes, I still have it around here somewhere. I think it's in a box buried in the garage. Why? Do you want me to dig it out and use it? Do you want to see what it's like?”

“Well, yeah. Of course. This is a whole side of you I knew nothing about. This is the whole side of a world I know nothing about. Male strippers? I've been to a strip club maybe three times in my whole life. I have no idea what goes on there. It's kind of cool to see behind the curtain.”

I eased my hips forward and the tip of my cock rested on her bottom lip. She shivered a little bit and opened her mouth wider.

“I'm liking this assertive stud version of you,” she said. “So manly. You are usually such a gentle lover. Imagine if I told you about this whole other side of myself you knew nothing about. Sounds sexy right?”

I didn't answer. I was done teasing her and myself. I leaned my hips forward some more and my cock slipped into her mouth. She made herself wait, leaving me in charge, which was a thrill for us both. I slid deeper, watching my veiny shaft slide across her tongue.

“Close your lips around me and suck,” I said.

My wife did as she was told, melting a little bit, enjoying a little submission which was totally new for us. I let her nurse on me and then begin moving my hips pumping my cock in and out short slow smooth strokes. She moaned softly. I made a mental note to find that buried cardboard box and see if I could surprise her with my stripper dick. She felt me get hard in her mouth and struggled to keep her hands to herself. I could tell she wanted to stroke me at the same time she sucked. But I was the one in charge and that's how she wanted it. Truthfully, at this moment, that's what I wanted too. I decided to push the envelope.

“You suck cock better than those other girls,” I said.

My wife moaned deeply.

“I think I'll reward you by blasting a load down your throat. Does your husband know you came to this club with your friends? I bet he doesn't. I bet you're just out having fun, and you won't think about your husband until much later. None of your friends will either. I know how women get. All of you are taking truckloads of secrets to the grave. I get that. I don't care. I just want my cock sucked.”

I held her head with both hands and fucked her mouth. She relaxed like a good girl and took it. We'd never played roles like this, and I had to admit it was really fun period of course, I was the one getting his dick sucked so how could it not be fun for me? The surprise was her reaction. We've always been partners in the bedroom. Lovers. Peers. Neither of us had ever assumed a dominating position. Now here I was taking over and controlling her, and she loved it.

“Open your eyes and look at me,” I said. “I want you to be looking me in the eye when I unload. I want you to open your mouth when I start to shoot so I can see myself spraying your tonsils.”

She sucked harder and bobbed her head faster, working, trying now to make me orgasm, showing me she wanted it too. No way was I about to deny her. I was hard as glass. I fucked her mouth another minute and felt my semen rising.

“Open your eyes and open your mouth, Lydia. I'm about to gush.”

Her eyes flew open. My wife groaned with surprising need. Was she picturing me as a hot young stripper fucking her mouth? Probably. Was it me she pictured? Or was it one of the strippers from one of her three trips to a strip club? For some reason that idea was even more exciting. I took my penis in hand and started jacking off. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, eager to receive what I wanted to give her. Our eyes locked and I saw she was as turned on as me. I stroked faster and she groaned again long and low. I felt my sperm rising and I jerked even faster and then my body convulsed. Hot liquid squirted, splashing the back of her throat. She moaned and I followed the first blast with a second and then a third and then a fourth, emptying my nuts down her throat. I came surprisingly hard, and she could tell and that turned her on more too. I kept jerking until the last jet left me and then I wiped the tip of my dick on her tongue and lifted her chin, so she closed her mouth.

“Swallow,” I said. “Let me see you do it. Let me see you take my essence into your body. Give your husband a kiss when you get home and see if he notices anything different.”

My words got to her. She closed her mouth and tilted her chin up, swallowing so I could see her neck. Her eyes were on fire. I leaned down and kissed her and our tongues swirled. I tasted myself in her mouth and I was pleased it did not taste bad. I hooked my hands under her arms and lifted her to her feet and then pushed her back against the bathroom counter. She sat and I dropped to my knees, lifting her skirt and pulling her panties to the side. She was drenched, soaked, primed and ready to accept hard cock which I sadly no longer possessed. My tongue would have to do. I buried my face in her crotch and licked her sopping cunt. It was like I jolted her with fifty thousand volts. My wife gasped and grabbed my head, holding my mouth to her pussy. I parted her lips with my tongue and slipped inside to lick her smooth walls. I came back and teased her clit before licking inside and all around again. She held my mouth to her slit, rapidly climbing towards orgasm. I brought two fingers from beneath and penetrated her, gently teasing her G-spot. That did it. Boom. Lydia exploded.

“Jesus Christ!” she screamed, wrapping her legs around my head, her ankles crossed down my back.

I just kept licking, doing my utmost to drive my wife insane. Her orgasm was even more powerful than mine.


Chapter 2

Most of the garage is in pretty good shape, but the far corner is a mess. Boxes stacked in disarray from both of us before we were married. Two distinct and separate lives packaged up and stowed away. Lydia was out shoe shopping with girlfriends, so I had the entire Saturday morning to myself. I cleared some room and got to work. I found some old books and old electronics and set those aside to bring into the house. In one box I found some of her things from college, old clothes, old textbooks. In a small metal box, I found some old memory cards. I paused what I was doing to go in for a drink of water and decided to take a look at the memory cards while I was at it.

I switched a glass of water for an ice-cold beer and sat at the dining table. I plugged in the card reader and inserted her chip. I began perusing pictures from her college days: parties, barbecues, study groups. She had pictures of her roommates from all four years, including a black-haired girl who was fucking hot. I kept scrolling and that's when I discovered the pictures of the young man, probably a boyfriend, from her first or second year. She had pictures of him playing video games or eating chicken at a picnic or hanging out with his friends. The next picture showed him sleeping in a big bed, shirtless. In the next picture she had pulled back the covers exposing his naked body and his morning wood erection. He probably had no idea she'd taken the picture. I stared at that photo, growing excited, and wondering why. They'd obviously been lovers, and something about that turned me on. I looked at the young man and realized that he had had sex with my wife before I knew her. I stared at his body, the body she had her arms and legs wrapped around. I stared at his erection. The knowledge he had put that inside her greatly aroused me. I'd never clearly pictured her as a person before she was with me, but this was stark evidence that she had an entire life before she merged hers with mine.

I continued scrolling. She had taken pictures of herself naked in bathroom mirrors, sometimes to show tan lines, sometimes to show sunburns, and sometimes just to see how she looked naked. That young man had enjoyed that young woman. I wondered where he was and what he was doing at that moment. The rest of the pictures were about the life of a young college student, and pretty boring. I finished my beer and returned to the garage, placing the chip back in the tin. An hour later I found the box which held my old penis pump. The hose was dry and cracked and the plastic cylinder broken. I threw it in the big trash. Too bad. When Lydia got home, I told her about the demise of my penis pump but mentioned nothing about the ex-boyfriend or the pictures I'd seen.

“That's too bad,” she said. “I was really curious. I still am. Where did you buy the original pump? Can we go back there so you can buy another?”

“Seriously? Are you that curious? All right. We don't have to go back to that store, we can go to any adult store. They all sell stuff like that.”

She smiled at me.

“Are you suggesting we go to an adult store together? I've never been. That sounds like fun. I'm sure I'll be super embarrassed, but I don't care about that. This is exciting. When do you want to go? Can we go right now?”

“Why not? Let me just shower all the garage dust away and throw on clean clothes and I'll be ready. How about you?”

She still wore the cute summer dress and sandals from when she went shopping with her friends. She looked great.

“I'm ready right now. Let's go.”

She was smiling broadly, her face lit up, beaming. I knew some of her history and it was all that vanilla that kept me from telling her about my dancing days in the first place. She comes from a conservative family and while she's not terribly conservative herself she's not exactly wild. I've done plenty of things in my youth, most of which I’ve told her about, and left her shocked and surprised that her husband could be such a reckless young man. Gender roles are changing now but for a long time boys had permission to do just about anything they wanted and it was always forgiven. They were just being boys. I got away with so much and I had so much fun, but I probably could have used better parenting.

I gave her a kiss on the cheek and hurried to the bathroom. I showered and dressed in clean clothes, grabbed the car keys and my wallet, and held the car door open for my wife. Forty-five minutes later we were walking through the turnstile at the giant adult store downtown. Lydia's eyes were as big as cue balls. Her head was on a pivot. The place was open in the middle with two stories above the ground floor. There were racks of movies, adult toys, scandalous clothing, lubes, gels, and powders of every type and flavor. She was awestruck. We wandered the place, and I let her soak it all in. I paid attention to what she reached for and what caught her eye. She loved the racks of sexy clothing for women to wear but she also picked up and examined several DVDs featuring handsome hot hung black men. That was a shock. She's never mentioned an attraction to black guys. I felt a little buzzing at the base of my skull, a titillation that my wife, demure, proper, and conservative, might have a curiosity about big black cock. Go figure.

Soon we found ourselves perusing the upper levels and at last we came across the wall display for every kind of penis pump you could imagine. They were offered for sale in every color, shape, and size. On some you used a hand pump, on others you plugged them in, and a motor created the vacuum. Lydia was fascinated. I grabbed one of the less expensive models, matching what I had back in college, and brought it with me as we continued walking the store.

On the top floor we discovered the dildo section. I thought Lydia would really be interested but she was lukewarm at best. If it wasn't a real penis attached to a real man, she wasn't all that interested. We headed back downstairs and just before we reached the register, she noticed a heavy black velvet curtain hanging in a doorway.

“What's back there?” she asked.

I turned to see where she indicated and shrugged.

“A stockroom maybe?”

“With just a curtain between the stock and customers? I don't think so. Let's check it out.”

“Okay. But just remember you asked for this.”

She scoffed and gave me a sarcastic look. I pushed the curtain aside and we passed within. We entered a long hallway with video booths down either side. Flickering bluish light and a multitude of moons and chromes told us individuals were watching a variety of porn videos.

“I love how horny humans are,” she said. “Saturday afternoon on a bright sunny day and people are tucked away inside dark secretive booths watching humans have sex. Most animals have a mating season. Humans are horny all the time.”

We meandered down the dark hallway glancing into each booth as we passed. There were curtains drawn but everybody did a shitty job of hiding themselves. Truth is, they didn't actually wish to be hidden. They were masturbating and they wanted others to see them masturbating. Lydia stared every chance she got. Near the end we found an open booth and she pulled me inside and closed the curtain, doing as poor a job as all the others.

“Make the video play,” she said. “You pick which one we watch.”

There were nine pictures on the screen, three by three, each showing a different video we could watch. Based on what I noticed earlier I picked the one with the hung black guy. She didn't look at me, but I noticed her eyes flared big. I fed the machine five dollars and pushed the button. After a brief intro where we met the actors, the scene jumped straight to sex. Two pretty girls who I doubted had even turned twenty yet orally pleasured a large black penis.

“Why did you pick this movie?” Lydia asked.

“Just a hunch,” I said. “With your upbringing I doubted you'd ever seen anything like it so I thought I would treat you to something new.”

“That's very kind and thoughtful,” she said, already distracted by what was happening on screen.

I moved us around in that cramped room, positioning myself so I could see the curtained entrance and she could see the screen. She watched attentively for a minute and then leaned her body into mine. I leaned into her too. I felt her heat rising as she watched those two pretty girls, one blonde, one brunette suck that huge black cock.

“He's so big,” she said, a little hypnotized already. “I can see why he needs two girls to handle him. I bet it's frustrating for them trying to play with a dick that big. They can only suck on the head.”

“Why would that be frustrating?”

My wife turned coy.

“When I suck your cock, I like to take the whole thing into my mouth. My friends and I agree making a man moan is a huge turn on. We like to feel the pulsating life in the thing. I know it seems like we are being submissive, but we're not, not truly. Most of my friends agree they feel empowered with a dick in their mouth. I know that seems counterintuitive, but it's true. Watch those girls on the screen. There is not much they can do with that man. A big cock looks sexy as hell, but you can see it's hard for them to handle. They’ve got no control over it which means they have no control over the man.”

“Maybe their efforts are functional?” I said. “Maybe they're simply getting it hard and wet so they can ride it.”

Her eyes darted to the monitor.

“Are we about to see them fuck that monster?”

I slipped an arm around her and hugged her against my body. I didn't answer. Instead, we simply watched the screen as one girl moved up to kiss the handsome black man and the other swung a leg over his lap. She reached down for his cock and held him upright while she guided him to her opening and then sat down on him. Lydia gasped watching that thick black shaft slowly vanish inside the tight body of the hot young white girl.

“Holy shit that's hot,” my wife said.

“Have you ever seen anything like it?”

“No. Never. I've heard the rumors about black guys and of course I was curious. What girl wouldn't be? Dark chocolate does look sexier. Dark skin makes a cock look more exotic; more taboo. Definitely more exciting.”

“You've never been with a black man?”

“No. You've met my parents, and you know what college I attended. An opportunity never presented itself.”

She turned into my body a little bit more while watching the screen and I felt her hand slide up my inner thigh to cup my crotch. I turned my hips to make it easier and she surprised me by quietly drawing my zipper down. She reached inside and found my penis, playing with me while she watched the action on the screen. Movement outside the booth drew my eye and I spied an older man watching her stroke my dick.

“We have a spectator,” I whispered.

“Should I stop?” she rasped.

“Not at all,” I said, no longer bothering to whisper.

She gently stroked me while she watched the girls on screen, while she watched that thick black cock slowly pump in and out of tight white pussies. I grew stiff in her hand, and she jerked me faster. The exhibitionist in me enjoyed our audience of one and after a short time I told her to take me out and suck on me.

“Right here? Out in the open? In front of that guy?”

“Yes. That's all part of the thrill.”

She hesitated, worried, concerned about getting caught, then remembering every man down that long hallway was busy jerking off. I held my breath as she reached farther into my pants and pulled my cock out into the open. She gazed at it for a heartbeat or two and I wondered if she was mentally comparing me to the big black cock on screen. She licked her lips, opened her mouth and slipped my head inside. I sucked a quick breath and raised my eyes to our spectator. He had moved closer to the curtain to get a better view. Lydia lifted her eyes to see if he was watching and they locked on each other. Her heart must have been booming. She began to move her head up and down sucking me right in front of him before swinging her attention back to the screen, the two pretty girls, and that big black beast. I reached down to caress her breast on top of her clothing. We all held our positions for a while, enjoying the moment. The air was thick with sexual tension. Then our voyeur surprised us, as his penis passed by the curtain and into our little room. He was offering my wife a second dick.

She ignored him, and he quickly started masturbating as he watched. She split her attention between me and the action on screen with occasional glances at his lumpy dick. This was way beyond anything we had ever done and part of me was shocked at her participation. I blamed the hot black stud on screen for inspiring her to behave like this. I wasn't jealous or resentful. I didn't care where the inspiration came from. As far as I was concerned this was amazing.

“You are going to make me orgasm,” I whispered. “Are you sure you want a witness? I think it would be hot.”

Her answer was to suck harder and jerk faster. I squeezed her breast and looked forward to blasting a load down her throat for a second time today. A rare treat. The man watching went off, launching a long arching rope of white semen across our booth and splashing Lydia’s sandaled toes. I held my breath waiting for her reaction expecting her disgust. That's not what I got. She moaned with arousal, pleased to excite two men to climax in the same session. Her moan got to me, triggering my orgasm. I grabbed her head, shoved my dick deeper, and began to spew. She groaned and gulped, glancing up at the big black cock on screen and the smaller white cock poking through the curtain and spitting semen. The man quickly withdrew and disappeared. Lydia stepped close and planted a passionate kiss on me.

“Let's make our purchases,” she said. “You better plan on eating a lot of pussy when we get home.”

“I can't wait for home.”

I stood and pressed her back against the wall, dropping to my knees and reaching up under her skirt. I tugged her panties down to her knees and lifted the front of her skirt, gorging myself on her soaked cunt. I knew she watched the action on screen as I ate her, but I didn't care about that. In fact, it made everything more exciting. Was she fantasizing about that hot black stud? Was she imagining she was one of those girls? I hoped so. This whole situation was something so new for us, new and promising. Tomorrow she might regret everything but for right now we were doing something we had never done before, and it was hot.

“I'm almost there,” she said, pulling my hair. “Don't stop.”

She wasted her breath. I had no intention of stopping. I would have fought her to keep going. I suspected the voyeur had simply pulled back to watch her and I wanted to give him a show. Lydia was gasping and clawing at my back. She lifted a leg onto my shoulder, and I cupped her butt under her skirt. She was gushing, so turned on by our crazy actions. She jammed some knuckles in her mouth and then climaxed, choking on her orgasm trying to stay quiet. My tongue tormented her until she forced my head away. I stood and wiped my mouth.

“Lord have mercy,” she mumbled. “That was intense.”

We straightened our clothing and left that booth heading for the register. We made our purchases and got in the car. She erupted with laughter, and I joined in.

“That was absolutely nuts,” she said. “I can't believe we did that. I'm glad we did; I just can't believe we did.”

I drove us home.


Chapter 3

Lydia fell asleep right away. I was restless. I got out of bed and went into my office. I surfed the Internet for a while watching cat videos and cute raccoons before I noticed she had placed the pump at the end of my desk. I opened the package and connected the tube. I secured the bladder and opened the valve. Everything was ready.

Why not? I thought.

I stood and pushed my pajama bottoms down and squirted some of the Lube that came with the pump onto my palm. I played with my penis, spreading the lubricant around and then eased the head of my dick into the opening. I pumped a little to create a slight vacuum which helped draw me deeper and soon nestled the opening into my trim pubic hair. I adjusted the valve and increased the vacuum watching my length and girth expand, remembering how much fun this was back in the day. The results are temporary, but they can be profound, especially if you repeat the exercise every few days. I gained some length but most of my improvement was girth. I could really pack a G-string after a session with the pump. I grinned. I increased the vacuum and watched myself grow. I gave myself time at each stage before squeezing the bladder and increasing the suction, gradually increasing the size of my cock.

At last, I felt like I should stop and leave myself at that level for a while. I closed the raccoon video and opened one of my favorite porn videos. More blood flowed into my erection, and I increased the vacuum a little. I tightened the valve. I would need to remain in that condition for about thirty minutes to get the proper stretch and create the necessary effect. It would take me days to return to my former size. Somewhere in there I would put a move on Lydia and see how she liked the changes. I watched the porn, growing more aroused by the minute, and enjoying as my size increased. Let's face it every man wishes he was a little bigger. I'm bigger than average and I still loved looking down and seeing how much I'd grown. I increased the suction and watched my movie and enjoyed the sensation of possessing a big cock.

The cylinder starts to hurt after a while, but I lasted as long as I could. Eventually the pain becomes too much, and I have to open the valve. The rush of air feels so good. I pulled the slick tube off my behemoth shaft and head and let my now massive cock just hang there, heavy and full and looking impressive as hell. Some of the guys I danced with were like this naturally. I remembered how each of them had self-confidence that was sky high. They all made more money in tips than the rest of us too, which was yet another ego boost for them. There was no point in complaining, and I certainly made all the money I needed on my own but the rest of us couldn't help but feel outclassed.

I took my new and improved dick in hand and stroked a few times, hefting the satisfying weight, squeezing the satisfying girth. My fingers didn't meet around the barrel of the shaft. The process leaves a man a little numb, so I began to stroke. I played with it for a little while and then cleaned up the tube and put everything away, after which I headed to bed. Lydia woke enough to realize I was slipping under the covers with her, and she scooted back so I could spoon her. At the last moment I nestled my new fat cock under her butt cheeks. She mumbled something I couldn't understand but wiggled her ass at me. I pushed myself through her gap until the head came out in front. I pulled her hips tight to mine. She was aware enough to squeeze her legs closed, trapping me between her thighs.

“That's nice, honey,” she muttered, clamping herself around me.

The heat from her pussy was thrilling. I'd split her labia, so her inner lips lay pressed directly against my shaft. I worked back and forth a few times just to feel her slide along my length. She reached back for my hand and pulled it around to cup her breast and that's how we fell back asleep.

She got up before me in the morning and I stayed in bed.

“What the fuck happened to you?” I heard her say.

I opened my eyes. She was standing next to the bed with two cups of coffee. She wore only the sheer teddy she usually wears to bed and the morning sunlight displayed the body underneath nicely. I lifted my head to see what she was referring to and saw that the cover had fallen away, and me and my new big dick lay exposed.

“Oh my God, honey,” she said. “Did you use the pump last night after I fell asleep? Is that what it does to you? Your cock looks amazing. Here, take your coffee. I want to touch it. You look so big. Look how thick you are. Jesus, you are making my pussy tingle. You are so big around. It's like I can already feel you in me. I wish I'd known. I would have fucked you this morning. Now we have to get ready for work. I'll be thinking about that goddamn monster all day.”

I grinned and took the cup of coffee offered. I sat up, placing my feet on the bed frame and strategically allowing my new big cock to hang off the edge of the bed and point at the floor. I was nonchalant about it, sipping my coffee, yawning.

“I'm glad you like it. I forgot how much fun it was. All these memories came back from the years I spent dancing. Good times.”

“I can see why you made a ton of money. With that face, that body, and now that big fat cock, I bet you drove the ladies crazy.”

I smiled, saying nothing. I had no desire to make her jealous of the sex I had before I ever met her.

“I bet you drove the gay guys crazy too,” she added.

“I also went back with married couples to their hotel rooms many times.”

“Wait. What? Married couples would come to the club and pick up male strippers? That's crazy. Why would married couples do that?”

I shrugged.

“To spice things up, I imagine. It was a great way to check compatibility. The wife got to make all the decisions. She'd flirt with us dancers, narrow down who she clicked with, choose which body and face she liked best, and then tell her husband. He'd approach one of us, offer drinks back in their hotel room, and off we go. I got chosen a lot.”

“You'd go back with them and fuck the wife? That's so hot and nasty. It blows my mind how different our lives were. My life was so tame compared to yours. I understand that I was a little bit of a prude, but your life leaves me speechless. Like, I would sneak booze into my dorm room and think I was being a rebel. Meanwhile, you're out there banging married women.”

I chuckled.

“Would the husband join in or just watch?” she asked. “Was it weird either way?”

“It was surprisingly comfortable,” I said. “They were always such cool people, like they were at peace with who they were. They knew what they liked but didn't expect others to understand. They did what they wanted. Maybe there were a few awkward moments here and there, but mostly everything ran smoothly. We all knew what we wanted and when you're young and horny, you can justify anything.”

“What's an awkward moment? To me the whole thing was awkward. Describe what you mean by an awkward moment.”

I drank some coffee and stretched. I was calculating with my penis placement making sure I displayed myself in front of my wife.

“A few times the husband would wait until the wife and I were involved and then he'd sneak onto the bed and try to suck my dick.”

“No way! What would you do? Did you freak out? Did you ever punch anybody?”

“No, never. I would just casually take my dick away from him and turn all my attention back on the wife. They always got the hint and would pull back to watch.”

“Like, pull up a chair, take a seat, and just watch?”

“Yep. Just like that. And then they'd start jerking off once I started fucking her.”

“What an interesting life you've had.”

I finished my coffee. She did too so I took her cup. She was busy chewing on all the things I'd said so I headed out to the kitchen to put the cups in the sink. When I got back, she was showering to get ready for work. I joined her. She found my new penis delightful and fascinating, and a terrible distraction almost making her late for work. I wished we had time to jump into bed and fuck each other's brains out, but we did not. We went to work horny.


Chapter 4

Lydia came home frustrated after a shitty day at work. My day sucked too. Neither of us were horny anymore so we watched a few episodes of our new favorite show, Shrinking, and went to bed. I pumped again the next night, but work was a bitch. In fact, our entire week sucked. I suggested we go out on Saturday night for more drinks and music, to reset our moods, and Lydia quickly agreed.

“Where would you like to go?” I asked.

“What was the name of the club where you danced? I'd like to go there. I'd like to see where it happened. I can picture you up on that stage, but it would be helpful to actually get a look at the place.”

“Seriously?”

“Why not? They serve drinks and have music, right?”

“They do. Will you be comfortable around male strippers with me by your side? I feel like that would make you uncomfortable.”

“Probably. But I'll just have an extra drink or two and I'll be fine. I would love to be able to picture the place when you share your stories of what happened there. Are you going to be comfortable with me surrounded by male strippers?”

“Yes. I know you. Those guys will embarrass you more than they turn you on. I have nothing to worry about.”

She laughed and then kissed my cheek.

“I love your self-confidence,” she chuckled. “But you might be right. I get shy. The hotter the man is, the more I shrink. If you hadn’t courted me as hard as you did, we never would have gotten married.”

“Then I'm glad I did not take no for an answer. The club is called Michelangelo’s, and it’s over by the university. We can go tonight. The action always gets started late. We’ll have time for dinner first.”

“Good,” she said. “I will need some time to get ready. There's no way I'm going around all those hot guys without looking my best. Are you sure this won't make you jealous? We don't have to do this.”

“Actually, it sounds like a lot of fun. We've never done anything like this. First the adult bookstore and now this. I love how we are trying new things and getting outside our comfort zone.”

“Me too. Those places make me nervous but I'm glad I forced myself to do it anyway. My parents raised me to be afraid of so many things. I'm learning that I have nothing to be afraid of.”

We spent the rest of the Saturday working in the yard and straightening the garage and then it was time to get ready to go out. Lydia kicked me out of the bathroom while she got ready, which surprised me, Because that's not something she usually does. Whatever. It was worth it. When she finally emerged, she was stunning. She wore the standard little black dress, but I've not seen this one before. It was cut low in front, low in back, and really short. She works out as much as I do and looked sexy as hell. She rarely shows so much skin.

“Damn, honey, you look hot,” I said.

She turned away, suddenly shy. She did a shot of whiskey before we left. We were strangely quiet on the drive over. The parking lot was full, so I had to use an overflow lot which meant we had to walk a few blocks back to the club. The doorman was new and did not know me but neither did the girl in the booth. I paid for our cover, and we went inside our bodies already vibrating from the pounding music, which grew louder as we traveled the long entryway. A bouncer checked our hand stamp and opened the door for us, and we were hit in the face by hot, wet air, dry ice smoke, and a pounding, pulsating musical beat. Lydia turned her excited face to me.

“I'm so excited!” she yelled over the music. “I can't believe we're doing this. I love it!”

We stepped inside. I recognized no one. The entire staff had turned over in my years away from the place. They had three stages now evenly spaced at the head of the room. The walls, ceiling, and floors were all painted jet black. Smoke poured from machines in the rafters and brilliant rainbow-colored lights flashed and swirled. Hot young male dancers gyrated on the stages wearing nothing but tiny G-strings. Lydia stared and then remembered me.

“Go buy us some drinks,” she yelled. “I'll find us a place to sit. If nothing's open, I'll find us a good place to stand. Look for me to the left of the stages. Is that all right?”

I nodded and kissed her. I went one way, and she went the other. It took an eternity to buy our drinks. I got two each, downed both of mine and went looking for her. Moving through the crowd was difficult as the place was packed. The dry ice fog prevented me from looking across the room, so I had to just wander and keep my eyes open. I found myself near the stage and checked out the new talent. The dude was in shape and his G-string bulged. Money circled his waist like a grass skirt. I passed by the next stage and that guy was a clone of the first. I got lost in the crowd for a minute and emerged by the third stage and froze. I’d found Lydia. She was slipping a dollar bill under the man's G-string. She tilted her head back and he leaned over and kissed her on the mouth. Her hands went to his thighs and then drifted upward, covering his bulge, squeezing gently and lifting. He let her cop a feel, in no hurry to pull away from this hot babe fondling his cock. I was shocked.

Maybe I should have rushed forward, but I didn't. Maybe I should have confronted her with angry words about what she’d done, but I didn't do that either. I recognized my unevolved impulses were based in fear. Why does fear so quickly turn to anger? By pausing half a second and giving myself time to think, I realized that behind the fear, behind the anger, complex erotic feelings were growing. I wanted to give them a chance to see what they became.

I found an open spot along the wall and leaned in to watch.


Chapter 5

The kiss lasted longer than it should have, and her hands slid down his sweaty legs as he finally stepped away to return to dancing. My wife watched him, clearly smitten. I decided to hang back and observe. She was feeling something, and I wondered how it would play out. When that song ended all the dancers changed stages with the man on stage three headed to the dressing room and a new dancer coming out to take over stage one. The new dancer was a tall muscular black guy. He wore white boots and a white G-string and a sheen of baby oil. Lydia was immediately drawn to him. Now I was really glad I had hesitated. Here was a chance to see her in action. Several women from the audience approached to the stage offering tips and my wife was one of them. The handsome black man smiled and danced and put on a show and dipped his hips so the ladies could slip the money into the waistband of his G-string. Lydia did her little trick and cupped his bulge, and he held himself there so she could. He smiled meaningfully at her and she returned it with a meaningful smile of her own. Jealousy filled my stomach with butterflies, or perhaps it was a swarm of rats. After a few seconds, it felt more like a swarm of rats. Their attraction was mutual.

When that song ended all the dancers rotated stages. Lydia went with him. When that song ended, they rotated again, and her hot black guy was now on stage three tucked in the corner partially shielded by a huge video screen. She gave him another dollar and he crouched down guiding her into the corner. When she went to slip the dollar into his waistband, he smoothly drew aside the pouch of his G-string, allowing his large black cock to flop out. He was shielded by his muscular legs and her body, and the flashing lights and dense fog helped to hide what he did too, but Lydia's eyes went wide. She laughed once loudly at the ceiling and then she lifted him on her dainty white palm and gazed down at his cock in her hand. She shook her head wryly, as if to say you are a bad boy, but she slid her hand forward until she cupped his smooth black scrotum. Did I charge forward now? Did I shout at her? No. I thought about how the tables had turned and I was now the husband visiting the club with his wife flirting with the hot male dancers. I felt lightheaded and a little bit dazed. The men were here to be appreciated, and we had driven across town to appreciate them. I had not anticipated touching but that was stupid because when I was on that stage, I got touched all the time by everybody. I hadn't expected Lydia to touch the dancers, but I should have.

The crowd swirled and blocked my view for a few moments and when I couldn't see again the hot black stud had returned his penis to his G-string and was dancing again. Lydia had taken a step back from the stage in order to gawk. This was my opportunity, so I approached her from behind.

“I found you!” I yelled, bumping her shoulder with mine. “This place is wild. I looked everywhere.”

I handed her the drinks, and she downed them one after the other, setting the empty glasses aside. She had a guilty look in her eyes but nothing too profound, as if my bringing her here was a kind of consent. Maybe it was. I certainly knew better than she what goes on in places like this. If I'm comfortable bringing her here, I’m kind of asking for it.

“Have you been here the whole time?” I asked.

“No,” she shouted.

I looked up at her black man. He had turned his attention elsewhere with my arrival and now ignored us both. Lydia avoided looking at him.

“Is he your favorite?” I asked.

She looked momentarily uncomfortable but then relaxed.

“So far,” she said. “But we only just got here. How many dancers will there be? This guy is really hot but maybe there is someone better?”

“Maybe. Are you okay if I leave you here? I want to circle the club and see if any old friends still work here. The management offices are way at the back. Are you okay if I'm gone for a little while?”

She was already nodding agreement before I ever finished my question.

“Go,” she said. “I'm totally fine. I'm feeling all that whiskey and I'm having fun. Don't worry about me. I'll stay here by these stages so I'm easier to find when you get back. Good luck.”

We kissed, and I don't mean just a familiar peck between a happily married couple. I'm talking about a heartfelt kiss. A kiss that told me she loved me. A reassuring kiss that did as much for her as it did for me. I walked away feeling a growing excitement. Who knew what would happen tonight? After my blowjob in the booth at the adult store I wondered what all she was capable of. I walked away so she could see me walking away. I let the crowd swallow me. Then I circled around slipping through the crowd until I found a spot where I could watch her from behind a fake palm tree. The black dancer had returned his attention to her the moment I left. She could only reach his legs, but she never stopped touching him. He never stopped smiling at her. They exchanged words but I had no idea what they said. Flirty things, no doubt.


Chapter 6

The song ended and it was his turn to rotate off stage and take a break in the dressing room. A new dancer came out and the three stages were filled again. Lydia tipped the dancers here and there, but she lacked the same exuberance she had for her black stud. Songs played and the crowd danced and drank, and everyone had fun. Three new dancers had rotated through the stages by the time our black stud reappeared. Lydia scanned the crowd to make sure she couldn't see me and then approached her man on stage one. She gave him a dollar and he leaned over to kiss her. He then boldly slipped his hand inside the neckline of her dress and caressed her firm breast. Her expression was pure shock, but she gripped the edge of the stage with both hands and kept herself available to him. He grinned and kissed her again and rotated his hand to the other breast. Those nearby saw what was happening and cheered and clapped. Lydia stayed rooted allowing this handsome man to enjoy her large tits.

The swarm of rats returned.

My body heat skyrocketed. My palms turned sweaty. This hot and sexy man was groping my willing wife in front of everybody. I tasted a sour jealousy. My mouth was so dry my lips stuck together. How many times have I been on the other side of the fence? How many times had I chuckled at some distraught husband as I took his wife away from him? I flirted like crazy and did much more than flirt. I touched and kissed and teased until I had the woman in the palm of my hand. I stole men's wives from right in front of them, feeding my ego, feeling my power. Those times I went back to their hotel rooms with them and funked her in front of him were the best. There's nothing like ejaculating inside a married woman as her husband watches.

Now, I understand exactly what they went through. Was this karma? Is that what this night had in store for me? No way would I let things go that far. They'd already gone far enough. Lydia had held his bare cock in her hand. He had caressed her breasts. No way were we going back to his place.

I studied her face. Her expression made it clear. She did want to go back to his place. She did want him to fuck her. She was looking at him with so much lust, so much desire. My wife was hungry for the man. He had done to her what I had done to so many women over the years. I didn't care if they were someone's girlfriend or someone's wife. I didn't care if their boyfriend or husband was in the crowd. New pussy was the prize, and I had always intended to win.

I needed another drink.

I cut through the crowd and got in line at the bar. It took a while, but I got myself and Lydia another whiskey. I gulped mine and set the glass down and turned to take hers to her. Stage one and three were empty. On stage two a drag queen spoke to the crowd. Another drag queen exited the dressing room joining the first. They began a little standup routine.

The hot black stud and my wife were missing.

Angst exploded in my gut. Fear, anxiety, and jealousy reached a boiling point. I exhaled hot dry air and held my breath, searching the crowd for Lydia’s pretty face. She was gone. I knew without a doubt she had gone somewhere with him. The drag queens would probably take about ten minutes, maybe fifteen. After that someone would get up and encourage everybody to come to their show on Sunday night. If Lydia had left with him five minutes ago, they might have as long as twenty-five minutes together. That's a long time for two horny people.

“Fuck!” I yelled.

People turned to look at me but quickly looked away. I was just a guy standing in the crowd with a drink in his hand. I calmed down enough to reason that the greatest likelihood was he had taken her to the dressing room with the other dancers. I have done that many times. There's nothing like surrounding a pretty girl with hot hard naked male bodies and dangling cocks to get her to do something she shouldn't. I groaned. Lydia was probably the center of attention back there. They would grope her and try to feed her fat dick. I positioned myself to see the door that led to the dressing room but as expected, there was a giant bouncer I didn't know guarding it. Could I convince him to let me through because I used to dance here years ago? I doubted it. I found a spot to lean against the wall and watch the door and the crowd. I gulped Lydia’s whiskey and sat the empty glass on a nearby table. I waited.

The drag queens finished their standup bit, the announcer invited everyone to the drag show tomorrow night, and then, once the stages were cleared, the music started and the door to the dressing room opened.

Lydia emerged, looking a bit disheveled.

She primped her hair and adjusted her dress and then she thanked the bouncer with a pat on the arm. Her expression glowed. She returned to a spot by the stage and cheered when the dancers came out and got back to work. None of the three was her hot black stud. I took a deep breath and approached her from behind.


Chapter 7

“No luck,” I said. “The staff has had complete turnover. I recognize nobody. It's kind of sad I no longer know anybody here. Are you having fun?”

I tried to keep every emotion out of my voice. I tried to sound light and fun. The loud music helped. Anything subtle she might have picked up on was lost.

“I am having an amazing time,” she said.

“Did I see you come out of the backroom? Were you back there with the dancers and the DJ?”

I caught her by surprise. She had an instant of deer-in-the-headlights, but she recovered quickly, much more smoothly than I expected for a conservative woman like her.

“You sure did. Trey, my favorite dancer, took me back there so we could talk while the drag queens did their bit.”

I wanted so badly to ask if anything happened, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. Not only did it sound super insecure, but it spoke of a profound lack of trust in her and I wasn't ready to do that yet.

“What did you see? Is it still that tiny, cluttered space where they store costumes, decorations, and floodlights? They jam everything they want to keep but don't know what to do with in there, and then expect dancers to have room to move around and change costumes.”

“They must have cleaned it up some because there was room for us to move around.”

“Us? Meaning you and Trey?”

“No,” she said, turning shy. “Me, Trey, and all the other dancers.”

She was tense, nervous, worried that I would start asking questions. I could have let her off the hook and changed the subject, but there was no way I was going to do that. My curiosity was piqued. I held her gaze for a moment, and she seemed to relax thinking she got through it okay. I know guys like that. I used to be a guy like that. You get a hot woman in a little black dress in the dressing room, you take advantage of that situation.

“Were they all naked? I bet they all slipped off their G-strings to towel themselves dry, wiping away sweat and spilled drinks. Am I right? Did you find yourself in a circle of hot naked men?”

She gave me a look that said she knew I was fucking with her even though my question was real. She played with her hair and sent her eyes around the club, avoiding me, choosing her words.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “They were naked. All of them. Trey went last, but he slipped out of his G-string just like the rest. I was seated in a folding chair, and they all moved closer. I was surrounded by hot, sweaty, muscular male bodies. Everywhere I looked my eyes landed on a large penis. Not one of them had any body hair. I was just surrounded by a forest of bare cocks.”

I want it so badly to ask her if she’d done anything, but I couldn't think of a way to say it without sounding, again, like I didn't trust her. Then I did think of a way to say it.

“Did any of them try anything with you?” I asked. “I know guys like that can't be trusted around an attractive woman. Did any of them try to touch you?”

She seemed relieved to be able to pin it on them.

“I think they all did. This dress kind of invites that. I had my boobs almost completely exposed and sitting in that chair brought my hemline way up my thighs. They were all complimenting me and flirting with me and moving closer and closer. Someone put their hand on my shoulder and someone else put their hand on my leg and then Trey leaned over to kiss me before I could stop him, and the next thing I know I've got hands roaming all over me. I'm so sorry, honey. I hope you're not angry with me. I hope you're not angry with them either. It's no big deal. None of it is serious. I mean, we are at a male strip club. Some monkey business is to be expected. If I'm not angry or upset, I don't think you should be either.”

She made a good point, so I let it go. I looked her up and down. She was standing there in a dress that left more skin exposed than it hid.

“If you're not upset, I’m not upset. Did anything else happen?”

She was ready to put this uncomfortable conversation behind her and her expression briefly showed that. Then the guilt of leaving something unsaid made itself felt and her expression changed to guilt.

“They all got really close,” she said. “Like, really close. Like they all put their cocks in my face. Someone said give us a kiss and I acted without thinking, going around the circle kissing every penis. Don't be mad, baby, it was all just flirtatious fun. It didn't mean anything.”

“What about Trey? Did you kiss his too?”

“Yes.”

“You look guilty. Did you only kiss it? Because your eyes are telling me you may have done a bit more than merely kiss it.”

She looked like she'd been caught, but she also looked a little relieved.

“I'm sorry, baby. I did kiss his dick, but then I slipped the head into my mouth for just a second. I swear it was only for a second. I don't know what I was thinking. I was on the spot, and it felt like the right thing to do. All of them laughed, which is what I was going for. Just some playful fun.”

“All right, honey. I get that. I'm going to go get us some more drinks. I think they are needed. Do you want to come with me or wait by the stage again?”

She turned to look at the three stages. The drag queens were gone, and the dancers had returned.

“I will wait by the stages,” she said. “I still have singles to hand out.”

We hugged and I kissed her, remembering, too late, that she had just had a black dick in that mouth. I tried to pull away, but she grabbed my face and kissed me deeply, feeling like if I was kissing her, I was forgiving her and she wanted that. The kiss ended and I angled for the bar, moving slowly through the packed crowd. I glanced back often and saw my sexy wife return immediately to the stage and begin flirting with the hot male dancers again. It made me jealous, but it also showed me my wife in a new light. I had never seen a side of her like this. She was acting wild, having a really good time, letting herself do things she never would have done before. I did not want to rain on her parade. I told myself to get a grip on my emotions. It made sense that I would feel jealous, but I didn't have to act on those feelings. What harm had been done, truly?

The bar still swarmed with people, and it took a while to get our drinks. Instead of heading directly back I circled around wanting to watch her again. I wasn't disappointed. Other women tipping more than she, but none of them were as popular with the dancers. Her pretty face, hot body, and sexy dress had all the dancers flirting extra hard with her. She was everybody's favorite. I wondered how many of those dicks she had kissed.

I realized I couldn't wait to get her home and rip her clothes off. Something about her flirting with those guys made me want her more. Perhaps I felt threatened by them. Perhaps I felt less secure in my relationship with her and fucking her brains out would make me feel secure again. Maybe, now that I'd seen her perform these wildly flirtatious acts, I just saw her as a more sexual creature. Most likely it was a combination of all these factors plus others I had not yet named. Regardless, the truth was by going too far with these hot studs she'd made me horny. She'd made me want her. I needed to get her home and in bed.

How curious. How strange that watching her behave like this with other men made me desire her more. Of course, I immediately wondered what if she'd taken things farther? Would I feel a corresponding rise in my lust? I suspected I might. I snapped out of my reverie and returned my attention to my sexy wife. She was tipping a blonde surfer type stripper and sneaking quick feels of his bulging G-string. Lydia would be craving sex just as bad as me, maybe more. I wondered if I should simply take her home. We would break the bed tonight.

The surfer boy had his hands all over her. She acted demure, brushing his hands away again and again, but she didn't leave. She didn't walk away. She kept herself available for him to touch. She kept herself available for any of the dancers to touch, and all of them did. I approached her again and handed over a double shot of whiskey. She finished it in two gulps. I sipped mine.

“Do you want to go home and fuck like animals?” I asked. “Or do you want to stay here and turn yourself on even more?”

“If you're giving me the option, I want to stay here and get even crazier. Are you sure you're okay with that?”

“I think I am. You look sexy when you flirt. You turn me on when you look sexy. It's exciting to watch you do wild shit. It's like a whole new side of you.”

“That's thrilling to hear you say, baby. I've been holding back out of fear of hurting you. If you think I look sexy when I flirt, then stand back and watch. I've got a whole lot more flirting to do.”

“Go for it. I need a trip to the bathroom. I'll come find you.”

She stepped close and kissed me. I tasted the whiskey. My heart was racing, and my hands were trembling as I turned and pretended to head for the bathroom. No way was I actually going to take my eyes off her. I walked until the crowd hid me and then I looped around. She left the stage area and moved closer to the dressing room door. I saw her speak to the bouncer. He took a minute to think about what she said and then he opened the door and let her in. I was shocked. We usually had to bribe the bouncer to get him to allow girls in. Lydia entered without looking back. The door closed behind her, and I stared at it. This was a twist I had not anticipated. I had assumed I'd be able to watch her in action. I wondered if Trey was still back there. My heart beat even faster. Now I regretted my words. There was nothing I could do but wait.

Of course, my imagination exploded. If the dancers from earlier were still back there, she already had a degree of familiarity with them. They've shared personal space. They've touched. Boundaries had been crossed. My wife had their cocks in her face, and she’d kissed them, back when she was keeping herself under control out of respect for me. I'd just given her a green light. What would she do with it? I bet she was already performing at least one hand job and probably two.

I was amazed to feel my dick start to rise.

Deep down I knew whatever she did back there would only make her wilder in bed with me when we got home. I was torn between jealousy and lust. The fact that I stood there and did nothing told me that lust was going to win. I went from picturing her jerking those cocks to imagining her sucking on them. It was easy to imagine. Tonight, she was a different woman. I put a hand in my pocket to adjust my growing cock and leaned against the wall. The bouncer noticed me standing there.

“Is that your woman I just let in?”

“Yes,” I shouted. “She's in a mood tonight.”

“I got you. This place does that to women. You're not the first husband to stand outside this door and wait.”

“I used to dance here. I was one of those guys. I would steal wives and girlfriends left and right. I never imagined I'd be on this side of the door. It kind of sucks but it kind of doesn't.”

He moved his head in big, exaggerated nods.

“Hell yeah,” he said. “She's going to be all over you once you get her home. You know you've got nothing to fear from these guys. They aren't looking for a steady girl. They're just looking for a fast fuck.”

“It's true. That was me.”

We stopped talking because some Asian guy came up to ask him a question. I looked away. My cock was throbbing inside my boxers. I realized I would be disappointed if Lydia played it safe and nothing happened back in that little room. I knew that was a strange way to look at things, but it was the truth. The Asian guy walked away, and I approached the bouncer.

“If I'm remembering correctly,” I said. “There is a vent in the DJ booth that looks down into the dressing room. Is that still true? If it is, can you let me in for just a minute so I can check on her?”

He sized me up.

“All right, buddy,” he said. “Make it quick. Touch nothing. Don't bother the DJ. Just go in, take a look, come back out. You cool?”

“I'm cool. Appreciate it.”

He opened the first door using his body to block the hallway to the dressing area. Holding the first door open he opened the inside door to the DJ booth.

“Chris,” he said. “This man is going to take a quick look through the vent.”

Chris was busy and only gave us a nod and a thumbs up. I stepped inside the booth and the bouncer closed the door on me. Chris ignored me preparing to spin the next song. I moved to the vent and pressed my eye to the grill. My gasp was swallowed by the loud music. Lydia sat on her heels with her back against the mirrored wall. Trey loomed over her. Both her tits were out of her dress and hanging in the open air, stiff nipples pointing at the ceiling. His G-string was stretched like a bridge between his knees. He held my wife's head in both hands and fucked her drooling mouth like it was a pussy. I gasped again. Her hands lay folded in her lap. Her obedient mouth opened to receive him; her eyes locked on his. Her mouth and throat were his for the using and use them he did, sawing that thick black cock in and out. Other dancers from earlier sat around on folding chairs and boxes watching my wife take cock. They stroked their dicks and enjoyed the show, but I got the sense they were not waiting their turn. This woman belonged to Trey. It was he she wanted, and they were cool with that, but there was no way you could watch action that hard and not get turned on.

“Here it comes, baby,” he told her. “I can feel it rising. You ever suck a black cock before? You're about to swallow your first black nut. Here it comes. I'm going to shoot it straight into your married belly. You swallow every drop, you hear me?”

Lydia nodded submissively. Trey rose on his toes, fucking her mouth. It was surreal to me, but it was also the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I grabbed my dick and squeezed it through my pants. Trey suddenly convulsed, clenching every muscle across his back and down his legs. He groaned, and then he threw his head back and groaned even louder. Lydia sealed her lips around his black shaft. I saw her throat working as she gulped him down, swallowing fast as he unloaded down her throat. The man's orgasm was epic. He swayed, almost losing balance as he poured himself into her stomach. She sat passively but I saw the signs of her monumental arousal. She would fuck my brains out when we got home. Hell, she would attack my cock as soon as we got in the car.

The door to the booth opened and the bouncer jerked his thumb.

“You've gotta go my friend. Management.”

I understood. The boss was coming. I took one last look at Lydia, my beautiful wife, nursing on that black cock like a hungry baby. Trey was starting to deflate but Lydia held his cock in her mouth coaxing every drop, feeling him shrink, draining his balls. One of the other dancers stood up and shot his load at her tits. She was thrilled to have forced another hot guy to orgasm. I stepped out of the booth and took my spot along the wall to wait. I avoided looking at the bouncer. The door opened sooner than I expected, and Lydia stepped out. She smiled and hurried to join me. I stared at the sparkling droplets of semen all over her chest. She'd tucked her breasts back inside the dress but had not cleaned up. She rushed into my arms and kissed me. I tasted whiskey. I tasted something salty.

“Take me home,” she gasped, exhaling cock breath. “Take me home and fuck my brains out.”

“Did you have fun back there?”

She searched my face, worried she was in trouble, worried she'd taken things too far. She locked eyes with me.

“Is there something you need to tell me?” I asked.

She might have been worried that she’d hurt my feelings, but there was not a shred of guilt behind those pretty eyes. She would not be begging for my forgiveness.

“I sucked his cock,” she confessed, her voice strained with arousal barely held in check. “Baby, I sucked his black cock and swallowed every drop of what he shot into my mouth. I can't believe I just did that. Let's go home. I'll tell you everything. I need you to fuck me.”

I took her arm, and we headed for the exit.


Chapter 8

I was right about the drive home. Her head dropped into my lap while the valet was handing me our receipt. His eyes got big when he saw her fumble with my zipper. I closed my door and drove away, exhaling when Lydia slipped my dick into her mouth. I got a perverse thrill knowing a black cock had been in there only moments before me. I wondered how much of her behavior was from the whiskey and how much was her acting the way she's always wished she could act. My emotions were all over the place. I had opened the door, and she had charged through. I felt no need to blame her for anything she did, but the emotional ground felt shaky beneath my feet. Her incredible mouth soon made me forget everything except the blowjob I was receiving. She'd never sucked my cock like this before. She was ravenous, horny, and in love with dick in a way she had never been before. She was desperate to make me orgasm like that would somehow absolve her of all guilt. She used her hand and her mouth like she was born to suck dick, like sperm was a magical elixir that would extend her life. She got me close so fast I had to push her away and make her stop.

“You need to save that hard dick for when we get home,” I told her.

She understood. She pouted, but she understood, and we were both glad she stopped because when we got home, we had the most mind-blowing sex of our entire marriage. We were both quiet the next day, the aftereffects of too much whiskey and minds filled with too many questions, but by the next day things were mostly back to normal. We didn't talk about what she'd done but we had a lot of sex, and it was incredibly hot.

“How does it feel being on the receiving end?” she asked, as we stood in our kitchen preparing dinner. “I don't mean that question in a snarky, wanting to punish you kind of way. I honestly do not care what kind of sex life you had before you met me. I don't feel any of those women you slept with, or their husbands or boyfriends need to be avenged. My question is more about compassion. I want to make sure you're okay, but I realize you will have a unique perspective on what we did. You won't see it the same way an average husband would see it. I couldn't help but notice how incredibly hard you got that night and how thoroughly you fucked my brains out. It seems to me that what I did got to you in a good way. Is that true?”

“There was always an element of fear present, like I was in danger of losing you any second. Like one of those strippers and his magic cock could take you away from me. Irrational, I know, and I was able to control it with only a little effort, but I admit it was there. I also felt a little ashamed of what I had done to all those husbands and boyfriends. None of those women were ever forced to do anything they didn't want to, but I'm sure some of those men found themselves in a position they never asked for. Part of me felt bad for doing that to them but another part of me, a distinctive male part, felt thrilled at conquering their woman and stealing her from them.”

“Caveman.”

“Guilty.”

We fell silent, focusing on scrubbing the vegetables and trimming the chicken.

“Would you ever want to do that again?” she asked, her voice low and cautious.

Her question caught me totally by surprise. I should have expected it. I should have seen it coming. There was no way she would allow herself to have one night like that and never again. I had kept myself in denial. Now, confronted by her simple question, I realized the incredible complexity of any answer I gave. If I said no, I would not only live with her lingering disappointment but also the implied judgment that what we did was wrong. But if I said yes, I opened the door to a whole maelstrom of possibilities. How would I feel if we deliberately set out to have a night like that again? I was unable to get my head around either answer.

“Maybe,” I said. “The idea is a little scary to me.”

“Because you don't trust me?”

“I trust you. It's the universe I don't trust.”

“I don't know what that means.”

“I'm just saying there are almost an infinite number of things that could happen, and I wonder how many of them are good. What is the reward for the risk? We did it once and everything turned out perfect. What are the odds we get that lucky again?”

Lydia wanted to do it again. Badly. Her mind raced to find an answer that would let her get what she wanted without looking desperate.

“Let's do this,” she said. “My office has their annual Halloween party coming up. They've booked an abandoned church that has a reputation for being haunted. It has a real graveyard attached. Let's go this year. We can wear costumes and masks and not worry about being judged. We can drink and have fun again.”

I noticed she avoided specifics so I wouldn't be directly agreeing to her giving another blow job to some guy. It's just a party. How could I refuse? Her eyes were so hopeful.

“That sounds like fun,” I conceded. “You decide what costumes we will wear. I’ll go along with whatever you want.”

She leaned her shoulder against my arm and continued to scrub a potato. We finished cooking and enjoyed a lovely dinner talking about everything except the elephant in the room. We watched an episode of our new show and then Lydia wanted to get in bed and read. I tucked her in and kissed her good night. I cleaned up the kitchen, turned off the lights, and headed for my home office. I opened the drawer to my desk and pulled out the acrylic cylinder and the lube. I played with my dick to make it partially erect and then I rubbed in the oil. I carefully inserted myself into the cylinder and began squeezing the bladder while adjusting the valve. My cock began to stretch to the far end of the tube and expand in every direction. Waves of pleasure flowed over me as my cock turned to iron.

A memory drifted through my mind.

I had been dancing for a while that night, already rotating through the three stages several times. A gorgeous older woman approached me and began to tip. She slipped fives, tens, and twenties into my waistband, eye-fucking me the whole time. I started to get hard, as I often did when I felt a connection with one of the customers. She noticed right away, which only made her flirt more. She unbuttoned her blouse for me, revealing lovely cleavage. By now I was bulging. She stared at her handiwork, and I brought it close to her face. She reached up to tip me again, or so I thought, but instead pulled the front of my G-string down, releasing my partially swollen cock into open air. I could have been fired.

To my delight those closest to the stage moved in, creating a wall, shielding me from the eyes of management. Before I could load my cock back into my G-string, the older woman leaned forward and slipped me into her mouth. I gasped at that lovely sight. The individuals who made-up my protective wall took my gasp as permission, and I watched in amazement as my partially swollen cock was passed from mouth to mouth to mouth to mouth, back and forth amongst them all. I should have stopped them. It was my responsibility to stop them. I was well aware of the club rules and the city ordinances. But I did not stop them. I savored the sensations of multiple mouths working my inches. Someone even dipped under to suck my balls at the same time. I let it go on as long as I could and then reluctantly pulled myself away from them.

I never got in trouble. Management never saw and was never informed.

On my break I went out and gave that older woman my number.

Now, back in the present, I squeezed the bladder several times, increasing the strength of the vacuum and expanding my cock bigger than ever. What would this Halloween party bring? That things had shifted in our marriage was obvious. We hadn't discussed new rules, but my instinct told me we were living under them. No way would Lydia go back to our old way of doing things. We were beyond that now. We had opened the door and stepped through, catching a glimpse of the myriad possibilities that awaited us.

I squeezed the bladder again, increasing the vacuum to the point I made myself nervous. I left my cock in there, counting the minutes. Half an hour is the recommended time, but I pushed that up to forty-five.

At last, I released the valve and let the air rush in. I drew the cylinder off my enormous fat cock. I gripped it, enjoying the new girth, enjoying how my fingers did not meet. I stroked a few times and put everything away, moving to the bathroom to view myself in the mirror.

I looked sexy as fuck.


Chapter 9

I was Deadpool and Lydia was Nebula from the Marvel Avengers movies, but here's the thing. Lydia insisted we pay a professional artist to paint the costumes on us. I wore tiny bikini briefs and so did she. We both wore boots that the characters wore. I wore prop swords, gun belt, holsters, and all the accouterments Deadpool carried, but the costume itself was a thin layer of paint. Lydia did the same. She put her hair under a bald cap and had some of the metal plates affixed to her head and face, but otherwise she was almost naked like me. The artist did a fantastic job. I could see my wife's nipples if I got close enough and stared but otherwise, they blended into her costume. It was exhilarating. Our faces were perfectly hidden, but our bodies were on display. We stopped for a couple bottles of water at a convenience store and our hearts raced to be so bare out in public.

Lydia's office had spent some money dressing up the abandoned church with the trappings of Halloween. They had included the attached graveyard which felt a bit sacrilegious to me since people were actually buried there but the newest headstone was dated in the eighteen hundreds So they didn't think anyone would mind. Creepy sounds played, fog blanketed the place from hidden machines, and clever light sources made ghosts and apparitions drift and float all around. The mood was perfect. People milled about outside, sipping drinks and talking. Everyone was in costume, although Lydia mentioned there were far more people than she expected. We learned later two other businesses had combined their Halloween party with hers.

“I say we head for the bar,” Lydia said.

“Good idea.”

We made our way through people, turning heads everywhere we went. I mentioned earlier we keep ourselves in shape and it really made a difference wearing superhero costumes. Time passed. We mingled, complimenting others when we saw a fantastic costume.

Something about Halloween makes people become more sexual. Maybe it's because they can hide their identity. Sex was prevalent everywhere at this party. We saw sexy with nurses and sexy zombies, sexy pirates and sexy vampires, Sexy witches and even sexy ghosts. Cobwebs were strung generously, augmented with black lights, sound effects, and glowing paint. Dense fog shrouded everything creating an eerie mood. The church itself had been added to the frightening displays. There was a torture chamber set up on stage and some recreated scenes from Edgar Allan Poe stories. There was a haunted maze where people would jump out to scare you or force you into a twisting maze of mirrors. We drank steadily and soon had a delightful buzz, growing ever more comfortable in our near nudity. We continued to mingle until Lydia stopped me with a hand on my arm. She squeezed my bicep.

“Oh my God,” Lydia whispered. “I think that's my boss, Michael. Over by the tree with the hangman's noose.”

“Who? The man dressed like Superman?”

“Yes. Look at him. He did the same thing we did. His costume is also painted on. The red boots and the red cape are real, but everything else is body paint. Damn. He looks good.”

I studied the man. He was ripped, carrying bigger muscles than me, sculpting his body more like a bodybuilder. To hide his face, he wore a Clark Kent mask, complete with heavy, black-rimmed glasses. He was having a conversation with three women dressed like sexy witches.

“Should I go talk to him?” Lydia asked. “He won't be able to tell it's me. I want to stand in front of him with bare breasts.”

“How fun for you. You get to talk to your boss while more than half naked and he won't even know it. That's a delightful secret to have. I'll hang back so he doesn't see us together. He'll have no clue who you are.”

“This is so exciting. How do I look?”

“Hot as hell. Like sin incarnate.”

She took a deep breath. Her nipples were stiff nubs centered within dark red vertical stripes, hard to see unless the light caught them right. I knew Lydia would be soaked when she returned. She had mentioned how sexy Michael was several times over the years. Now she was going to talk to him wearing almost nothing. I've decided to leave her alone so she wouldn't feel conspicuous and went to get another drink.

I was surprised to see another Deadpool in line ahead of me. My costume was better than his. Thank God I put so much effort into staying in shape. I wandered around with my new glass of whiskey surveying all the different costumes. I went through the glass maze and spent some time talking to Poison Ivy, then I circled around to get a look at Lydia. I arrived just in time to see her and Michael wandering into the fog that cloaked the graveyard. There were dim orange Jack-O-lanterns marking the edge of the property, so I took off at a right angle to them and looped all the way around, arriving before they did and finding a good spot to hide behind the hedge. I heard their soft voices slowly growing louder as they approached.

“Are you Veronica?” he asked.

“Nope,” my wife replied.

“Tina?”

“Nope.”

“Candace?”

“Seriously? Nope.”

“I give up.”

“Good,” my wife said. “I told you I don’t want you to know who I am.”

“Why not?” he asked.

“Because then I wouldn’t be able to do this.”

Lydia placed her palm against the bulge in his red briefs and squeezed, catching him totally by surprise. She stepped closer and tilted her head back, offering her lips for a kiss. Michael needed only a moment to recover, shifting his mask and pressing his lips to hers. Lydia tugged on his cock through the fabric then quickly shifted her hand to slide down his flat belly and beneath the elastic. He gasped at the contact of her warm hand. My wife yanked his cock a few times and then grew frustrated with the restrictive tight briefs.

“I guess that eliminates all the married women at work,” Michael joked.

Lydia ignored him. She pushed down the red fabric and gazed at the new cock in her hand. She works with the man. She's talked about how sexy he is. How many times over the years has she wondered what he has. Now, finally, she holds him in her hand.

“That's so thick,” she muttered. “I've always wondered if you were big or not. I thought I saw something every time you would change into your bicycle shorts at the office. Now I know.”

“What are you going to do about it?” he asked.

Lydia continued to play with his cock. He was growing in her hand. She didn't answer. Instead, she started a rhythmic stroking, root to head, again and again. They both watched her jack him off in the dim orange lantern light. He was slowly gaining an upward curve. The foreskin pulled back revealing a mushroom head. My wife kept stroking until he pulsated. She let go to admire her handiwork. Michael chuckled.

“Well,” he said. “Are you just going to stare at it?”

Lydia turned to look back at the crowd around the church. Was she looking for me? Maybe. Or maybe she planned something and wanted to avoid getting caught. His big cock curved up from his hips, waiting.

“All right,” my wife said. “Make it quick. Don't worry about me. I just want to know what a cock that big feels like.”

I almost gasped out loud and gave myself away.


Chapter 10

My wife turned her back on him and reached underneath to pull her panties aside. His gaze dropped to her open pink slit. Lydia moved her feet farther apart, bracing one hand on her knee. Michael moved as if he had no will of his own, drawn forward by his own hard cock. He rested one hand on the small of her back to steady her hips and with the other he grabbed his dick and hunted her pussy. My wife gasped when he found her hole and then gasped again, louder, when he began to push into her body. I was staggered. Dumbfounded. Shocked, yet growing erect. My bikini briefs were quickly too tight, so I pulled them aside to free my dick. Michael moved both hands to her waist and pulled her backward. His cock sank deep, like a sword gliding into a sheath. Her head snapped up and she moaned.

“You’re so thick,” She groaned. “Jesus.”

“You're so fucking tight. Thank God you're so wet. Hold still. I want to push all of this into you.”

My wife moaned like she couldn't believe what he was saying, like she couldn't believe more dick was on the way. He squeezed her waist and flexed his ass, and the last inches disappeared up inside her. His hips were pressed firmly against her butt. Lydia was gasping for air, tossing her head like she couldn't believe what she was feeling. He held himself in there, feeling her cunt squeeze him. His face looked like chocolate was melting on his tongue.

“Fuck me,” she groaned. “I shouldn't even be doing this. I have to get back to my boyfriend. Just hurry up and cum.”

“It’s all right if I cum inside you?”

“God yes. Let me feel it. Give it to me. Just fuck me hard and cum in me. I need a good hard fucking. Do it.”

Michael needed no more convincing. He slid one hand up her back to grab her by the neck while the other held her hips in place. He began to thrust, slow at first but gaining speed and power quickly. Lydia clamped her jaw shut, forcing herself to stay as quiet as possible. The sound of slapping flesh did not travel far in the fog.

My untouched cock throbbed in the night air. Now I was one of those men who had watched their woman get fucked. That it was her boss was not lost on me. This would change everything. Monday she would return to work and see him and know that what he had in his pants had been inside her. More than that, he had been inside her and left something behind. In moments she was going to make him ejaculate and capture every drop. My mind cartwheeled through space. I now understood what all those husbands and boyfriends had gone through. I now understood what I had put them through. Why was I so goddamned hard? Most of those men had enjoyed watching what I did to their woman. I got it now. If you can survive the fear, if you can handle the angst, it's the sexiest sight in the universe.

I wanted to reach for my dick and jack off. God knows I needed the release. I set aside my thoughts about what I was witnessing and just absorbed the supreme eroticism of the moment. Nothing in life prepares you for a sight like that. The truth is Lydia looked gorgeous. Her expression was pure pleasure, absolute bliss. Her tits, topped by stiff nipples, bounced with every thrust. Michael fucked her like a stallion, freed from any concerns about her pleasure. Despite that my wife soon orgasmed, hard, fighting back cries of pleasure. Michael held her in place pounding out his passion and lust. To my amazement Lydia orgasmed again.

A breeze shifted the fog, and I realized they stood on an old grave, the headstone faded, the name blurred by time and weather. I looked down and discovered my pulsating cock drooled precum to the grass below. I too stood on a timeworn grave. The name was obscured but the date of death was clear. I gasped. October thirty-first, eighteen-twenty-four. I stood over a person who died exactly two hundred years earlier. A shiver ran through me. The element of death so close magnified the lustful act of procreation. Blood surged. My stiff cock turned to iron, drooling precum. My wife lifted her foot and placed it on a headstone, opening herself to his onslaught. I saw her become suddenly aware of her surroundings like I had, and a shiver ran through her too. She pushed her ass at him, forcing his cock deeper on every thrust. Somehow, the creepiness of what she did turned her on more. My balls ached with the need to ejaculate but I dared not touch myself.

Michael hammered my wife's tight pussy for long minutes. Lydia began to make sounds like she was heading for yet another climax. Michael got there first, clenching his jaw shut and pushing his large cock all the way in, forcing the air from her lungs. He went utterly still, grunting with each blast of sperm he pumped into her.

“Fuck yes,” Lydia whimpered. “Yes, fuck yes. Empty those fat balls in me.”

He orgasmed for a long time, racked by spasms and convulsions, blasting away inside her has he released a flood of sperm. He kept thrusting even after he stopped shooting and his balls began to hang, reluctant to leave her warm, tight insides. He kept that big bare-naked cock inside my wife a long time.

Finally, the adrenaline wore off and they returned to earth. Michael straightened his shoulders and held her butt, withdrawing his meaty cock slowly. Lydia stood and put her panties in place and then turned to face him.

“If you see me around the party with my date,” she said. “Don't say hello. Just keep walking. He must never know I did this.”

“Sounds good to me. I hate jealous boyfriends. If you are brave enough come up to me at work, say graveyard, so I know it's you. I'd love to know who you are, and I'd love to fuck you again. If we can do it once and keep it secret, we can do it again.”

“Yeah,” she chuckled, adjusting her panties. “Maybe. I like my boyfriend a lot and want to keep him.”

She walked away and headed towards the church. He lifted his soft cock into his red Superman briefs and moved things around until he was comfortable. He muttered something about how amazing that fuck was, and then he left the graveyard too. I considered jacking off now that I was alone, but Lydia would probably want my hard dick when we got home. I was filled with an overpowering desire to reclaim her. I cared less that she had just cheated on me and far more that I needed to fuck her. I left the graveyard.

She found me in line for the bar. I needed another drink. She slipped her arm through mine and pulled me away.

“I'm waiting for a whiskey,” I explained.

“We can come back to that,” she said. “I have to tell you something right now.”

I went with her, and she led me around to the back of the church where there was an old shed. I opened my mouth to speak but she grabbed my face and kissed me hard. She took my hand and guided it under her panties, using her finger to push my finger inside her pussy. I sank into warm soup.

“I just fucked him,” she blurted, barely able to contain her excitement, her voice almost a squeak. “Michael. My boss. I just fucked Michael, my boss, in the graveyard. I fucked him. That's him you feel in me. Take me to the car. I need you to fuck me right now.”

I was thrilled her promise to keep everything secret was just a lie she told Michael. I grabbed her hand and headed for the car. I suddenly stopped short

“Wait,” I said.

She looked at me funny.

“Why?” she asked. “Take me home and fuck me.”

I shook my head. I took both her hands in mine.

“I was there,” I said. “I watched you. I saw everything. I watched Michael fuck you and it turned me on like crazy.”

Her expression slowly changed to shock.

“Who else do you want to fuck?” I asked. “We may never have an opportunity like this again I remember you mentioning a man from shipping and receiving I remember you talking about a salesman all the women wanted, including you. This is our chance. Who else do you want to fuck?”

She could not believe her ears. She stared at me; eyes filled with disbelief. For a moment she thought about asking me if I was serious, but then she realized I was.

“Oh my God,” she said.

She sent her gaze around the party, landing here and there on the men she wanted. Her eyes swept around to me.

“I can bring them back here, behind the church. You can hide in this old shed, watch me through the cracks in the boards. Oh my god, honey. I could suck their cocks right in front of you.”

“Fuck them," I growled, the emotion in my voice surprising even me. “I want to see them fuck you. I want to see you get fucked. It's so hot, baby. I never knew what it was like to be on the other side. Now I do and it's amazing. Go get them. Go get the men you want. Bring them back here.

“I'm already overflowing with Michael. Will they care about that?”

I shook my head

“I promise they won't.”

We stared at each other.

“Wait here,” she rasped. “I can't believe I'm going to do this, but I am.”

End Part One
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