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Chapter 1

The bar was dark and smoky and loud, but I had no choice. The tow truck company said my wait would be at least an hour, maybe two. Jordan wasn't answering her phone, not that I expected her to since she was out with old college girlfriends, and I couldn't just leave my car and take a Lyft. So here I was, eating a burger and drinking some beer while the festivities raged around me and I watched the clock.

I'd driven by this place a hundred times to and from work, and I'd heard others talking about the fun new club on Sahara. Mel's House was a mix of delicious Americana Cuisine, which translates into burgers and hotdogs, several microbrew beer labels, live rock music, and a small area for dancing.

My wife is the extrovert. I'd rather stay home and read. I tuned out the party behind me and focused on the widescreen television. Oakland was up by a point over Houston with ten minutes to go.

With two minutes to go, I noticed a gorgeous blonde woman wearing a tiny black dress entered Mel's. She and her friends headed to the live music in back. Her outfit barely hid her remarkable body and I thought watching her dance in that would be a treat. I'd a long wait ahead so why not entertain myself? I could catch highlights on how the game turned out later. I paid my food bill and snatched my beer, following the lovely creatures at a not too creepy distance. Her friends were attractive too but she was something special. No way her epic tits would stay contained if she started to boogie.

Two girls waited for them in a booth. The group cut across the dance floor and wiggled in. I found a spot against the wall to sip and watch. What my wife, Jordan, didn't know won't hurt her and besides, she checks out guys all the time. Honestly, we kind of root for each other. We've been married a while, with a beautiful and brilliant daughter attending a local college. When someone flirts with us we just let each other enjoy it. Someday the flirting will stop.

Admittedly, I was technically leering at Blondie, but whatever.

Closer to the band meant the music was much louder so I slipped a hand into my pocket to hold my phone, expecting to feel the vibration when the driver arrived. I made sure to send my eyes around the crowd so I wasn't just staring, but when my new crush got up to dance with her friends, I couldn't look away. How that dress was supposed to contain her, I'll never know. Soon the hem inched upward and the V-neck inched down. I sipped my beer and held my breath.

She must have felt my eyes because pow, she looked right at me. I quickly moved on, telling myself I'd turned away fast enough to avoid getting caught.

That's when my eyes landed on Jordan, my wife, dancing with a man I'd never seen before. He held her close, moving her around and trying to keep up. Jordan can dance. I cannot. This guy was doing his best, nothing spectacular, but holding his own. Jordan laughed wildly, clearly having a blast.

What the fuck was she doing here?

She wore a silky red dress, a favorite of mine, that static cling made hug her curves. She's a little on the skinny side now but her tits swelled during pregnancy and never went away. Lucky me. The thin material showed the lines of her body perfectly. Her girlfriends, Tressa and Kilani, sat in their booth cheering her on, laughing and clapping. Empty glasses like a Manhattan skyline filled the table.

T and Kiki, as they are affectionately known, are always a bad influence on Jordan. They come around every few years, sometimes together, sometimes separately, and drag my wife out of the house for a night on the town. Jordan tries to refuse but they ignore her protests. She suffers for a few days after they leave, hungover and exhausted, but I know she was glad to get out and vent some steam. Her job downtown is highly stressful.

Jordan's dance partner held her hand overhead as she spun. She lost her balance and, laughing, crashed into his chest. His protective arms encircled her and my breath caught in my throat to see my wife in the arms of another man. It wasn't intimate, it only looked intimate, but for a split second I wondered if they knew each other outside this bar. My attention focused into a laser beam.

The knuckles of his right hand dented her breast. Her fingertips grazed his dress shirt, sliding over his chest to his stomach. She merely fought to regain her balance but that resulted in so much physical contact I was having trouble breathing. My first impulse was to stride in and introduce myself, shattering their little moment, but I remained against my favorite wall. I was obscured here in the shadows, a spot originally chosen to spy on my blonde tart, but now able to watch my wife with little fear of discovery. What would she do? Who was this man?

Jordan straightened and their dance resumed but she stood closer now, their hips sometimes rubbing. His hand on her waist moved lower, low enough to feel the outward curve of her upper ass. T and Kiki were drinking again, watching. My wife finished a clumsy spin and arrived with her body pressed to his. I saw the sideways bulge of her tit under her arm. His face was only inches from hers and she stared at his lips. He leaned in, going for a kiss. Jordan spun around, her back against his chest. He slipped an arm around her tummy. Her dress, which wrapped one side and then the other, tying at the waist, had loosened a bit, exposing more cleavage. I saw the frilly lace of her red bra, cups overflowing with firm tits.

Their hips swayed together. He placed both hands at her midriff and pulled her more firmly against him.

Kiki tapped T's hand, trying to get her attention. I read her lips: Look, she said. This guy is hot for Jo.

Both girls now watched silently, drinking and staring, just like me.

Jordan let her head fall back as the music slowed. One arm curled up and around, looping behind his head and accentuating her breasts, the other hung at her side. The man brought his hands higher, following the curve of her waist, over her ribs, fingertips grazing the sides of her big tits.

"Jesus," I whispered. A flush of excitement raced through me.

His hands ended up on her shoulders, pulling her close. He kissed her earlobe, then her nape, then her throat. She looked stunning, a long graceful line running from her cheekbone along her jaw and down her slim neck.

Her free hand, the hand hanging loosely at her side, drifted into the space between them, lost from the elbow down in the gap between her ass and his crotch. His eyes fluttered and closed. He slipped his arms around her, skimming across her exposed chest, gliding over the tops of her breasts. Her nipples woke, twin peaks of swollen anticipation rising through her brassiere.

I gasped as powerful jealousy swept through me, followed by an exhilarating surge of sexual energy. Jordan was under the caresses of a stranger, a man she obviously found attractive and desirable. Her hand had to be squeezing his dick through his pants, right? What else could she be doing back there?

Her eyes were slits, her lips, parted. She was breathing slow and deep, a million miles away, just her and this exciting new man.

He hugged her tightly but the moment he relaxed, she spun within his arms, gazing up at his face. Her tits were pressed firmly against his chest. Now both hands at his crotch, sandwiched between them. He grinned and hugged her again, hiding what was going on. I know her face and I'd only seen her this horny a few times, and never for someone else.

A glance at T and Kiki showed me they'd begun to worry. Jordan was taking her night of flirtatious fun way too far. They made no move to stop her or even slow her down, but I saw on their faces how concerned they were. Conflict furrowed their brows.

I had no such burden. To me, Jordan looked like the sexiest woman on Earth. Her thin dress clung to her body and where it didn't, smooth pale skin showed. Her new friend slid his palms down her arms, careful to graze the sides of her full tits. My wife obviously wanted to fuck this man and that truth tore me up but, somehow, also made me hot. Yes, she looked sexy, but Jordan often looks sexy. I was shocked to discover I loved watching what she was doing. I loved seeing her like this. His touch thrilled her. She'd attracted, seduced, and captured him. Everything he did told me he believed he was about to get laid. I know most husbands would barge in, swearing, shouting, making threats and possibly even throwing punches. Not me. I sank deeper into the shadows.

Jordan's arm was pumping rhythmically and I no longer wondered if she was rubbing his dick. My only question was if she'd unzipped and pulled him out right there on the dance floor, or did she stroke him through his pants? Did my wife have her bare fingers wrapped around another man's cock?

Remarkably, I found myself hoping she did.

They opened their eyes and gazed at each other, slow grins spreading across their faces. My wife was buzzed for sure. If all the empty glasses on the table didn't tell me that, the reckless and wildly horny look in her eyes did. Her man leaned back just enough to discreetly slip a palm up and caress her plump tit.

He leaned in for a kiss and she waited to accept it.

Too late, T and Kiki flew out of the booth, realizing, at last, they needed to do something before my wife behaved in a way she'd truly regret.

Handsome stranger held my wife's face and kissed her deep and slow. A knife twisted in my guts but all I could do was watch. I'd never seen Jordan in this way. I'd never even imagined her like this. Now here it was, happening right in front of me, and all I wanted to do was drink in every sexy and excruciating detail.

The girls fought through the crowd and sliced between the lovers. Their eyes darted all around, wondering who had noticed their wayward married friend. I turned away, hiding my face. Discovery now would be incredibly difficult to explain. In fact, as the girls led my wife to the bathroom, waving goodbye and telling Prince Charming his window had closed, I concluded I'd better get home.

I waited in my car forty-five minutes before my phone vibrated and then another thirty minutes before the tow truck arrived. I watched my phone closely, wondering when I'd get a text from Jordan telling me they were all headed home. I never did. Hours later, after my car was secured at the dealership, ready for servicing first thing tomorrow morning, still nothing. I got home to a beer and Sports Center, keeping my phone close, but still I heard nothing.

Watching her in the bar had been exciting; every move she made, the arousal on her face, the hungry ways she looked at him. In my head, Jordan had provided a movie for me to watch. Now, at home and alone, my imagination took over. I asked myself what would she have done if T and Kiki hadn't intervened? I envisioned her dragging her new man back to the booth. I saw her pulling out his bare cock and stuffing it into her mouth. T and Kiki would've formed a wall in front of the booth so Jordan could lift her dress and settle her sweet pussy onto his cock. I found it believable my wife would have fucked him right there.

I growled into an empty living room, frustrated. Why hasn't she texted? Why was she still out? Most likely they'd merely moved on to the next bar, drinking and having fun, but logic had no place in my head now. Not after what I'd seen.

I entered Hell. At last reality caught up to me and my cauldron of emotions boiled over. I was terrified and thrilled. My thoughts bounced all over the place, never resting anywhere for long. I'd ask myself over and over what Jordan must be doing at that moment and then agonize as my fucked-up head created one lurid scenario after another. I desperately wanted to call or text but something held me back. Almost two hours passed before I realized underneath it all I did not reach out to her because I hoped something was happening. I didn't text or call because what if they just sat in a restaurant sipping wine and eating? My crazy bubble would burst and I wasn't ready for that. As long as I did not know the truth, Jordan was out there somewhere being scandalous and sexual and naughty and bad.

I stripped to my boxers, which I always sleep in, and rinsed my glass in our sink. In bed, I found a sexy movie on HBO and turned the sound off. I just wanted hot bodies moving around. My penis and testicles were hot and heavy. I fondled myself, amazed at the incredible sensitivity. I felt tight and ready to spurt. A few strokes got blood flowing and I stiffened rapidly, to my surprise. I threw my boxer on the floor and held my dick upright. Veins bulged. I throbbed in my hand. I curled my finger around and it felt delicious. I was going to cum hard and fast. I jerked for a minute, building towards climax, and then understood if Jordan came home horny, I'd have no hard dick for her. I let go and watched my penis stay rigid for twenty minutes, realizing that whatever else was storming in my brain, sexual arousal was foremost. I had no appreciation for why, but seeing Jordan lewd tonight had awoken something in me.

I changed the channel to the Westminster Dog Show and forced myself to breath slow and deep. I was trying to calm down and I succeeded, but too well, falling asleep with the remote in my hand.


Chapter 2

Warm lips brushed my lips. Delicate fingers cupped my balls.

"I want you to wake me like this from now on," I murmured. "Everyday. Forever."

"Where do I sign?" my lovely wife purred.

I opened my eyes. Jordan still wore the red dress I loved but stood unsteady on her feet. The front had opened low enough to show her red lace bra and substantial cleavage. Her hair was messed but she looked ravishing. I waved her closer and we kissed with feeling. I tasted alcohol and breath mints. I moved my hand to cup her full tit and she softly gasped. I slipped my hand inside and lifted her breast into the open air, dragging a thumb across her erect thimble nipple. Her gasp became a moan.

"God," she groaned. "You have no idea how much I was hoping you'd be in the mood for this."

"Oh," I teased. "I have a really good idea how badly you want it."

She said nothing but I felt her tense. I pinched her stiff nipple.

"I can feel your electricity through the air," I explained, covering.

We kissed again, making out like teens. I soon pulled her nipple to my mouth and that did it. She leaned back and whipped her clothing off. She pulled back the covers to join me in bed but I held her wrist.

"Wait," I said. "Come closer."

With my free hand, I drew a winding trail down her stomach to her furry triangular patch. I hesitated only long enough to get her wondering then slipped a finger between her lips. She was drenched. I pushed my finger inside.

"You're practically dripping," I said.

"Yeah. Fuck me, Alex."

I tightened my grip on her wrist. Part of me enjoyed knowing something she didn't but more of me wanted to talk frankly about what I'd seen.

"Not yet," I said. "Tell me why you're so excited."

She whimpered softly, annoyed and horny.

"Just fuck me, Baby" she said.

Her poor pouty face melted me. I lifted the covers to show her how hard I'd grown and her face lit up, gleeful. She reached for my erection but I stopped her again. She stomped her foot, big boobs jiggling.

"I was there," I said. "I saw what you did."

That sobered her quick.

"What do you mean?"

I told her about my car. I told her about waiting for the tow truck. I told her about leaning against the wall and watching her with that man. She studied my face as I spoke, searching for signs of anger.

"I saw your arm moving," I said. "Did you rub his cock?"

She gulped some air, guilt all over her face.

"Yes."

I pushed my finger deep and she staggered, moaning, balancing herself on the headboard, confused.

"That's why you're so wet."

"Yes," she gasped.

She held my wrist. I began working my finger. She leaked into my palm. I wanted to ask her how far she'd gone, what she'd done after I left, but I worried again about reality turning the volume down in my head. For now, Jordan was as slutty as I'd ever seen her. I hated to burst that bubble. True, maybe her story would be wilder than my imagination, but was knowing worth the risk?

"You just stood there and watched me?" she moaned.

"I did," I said, pumping my finger slowly. "I saw you dancing. I saw you hugging and touching."

She bit her bottom lip, closing her eyes and reliving the moment.

"I saw you kiss him."

She doubled over and groaned, climaxing, gushing over my hand. My finger worked her velvety tunnel, curling to drag across her G-spot too. I kept finger-fucking her through her orgasm.

She looked too sexy. I couldn't stand it. I had to know.

"Tressa and Kilani ran over to separate you from him," I panted. "What happened after? How far did things go?"

She opened her eyes. Her legs were trembling.

"Tressa saw me reach for his zipper," she began, her voice low. "The kiss was bad enough but I was so buzzed I would have pulled his cock out and gotten arrested. They hustled me out of there and into a Lyft and we sat at Blueberry Hill and talked for hours. I ate a stack of pancakes. Why did you just watch?"

"So you only rubbed him through his pants?"

"Yes."

I was disappointed. I admit it.

"How did he feel?"

She shrugged.

"Hard. Really hard. I wanted to see it. Why aren't you angry?"

"If T hadn't have stopped you, what would have happened?"

She studied my face again. I knew I was giving things away but we've known each other so long. She knows me so well. What could I hide?

"Honestly," she said, watching me. "I'm not sure. I was drunk and so horny. A handjob for sure."

When I said nothing, she went farther.

"Maybe a blowjob?"

She was testing the waters, messing with me a little, just for fun, but her pussy still gushed. Two can play that game.

"Maybe fuck him in the back seat of his Mercedes?"

She gasped.

Tired of waiting, she freed herself from my hand and straddled my hips, aiming my hard dick at her slit. I sank all the way in. We both groaned.

That was enough talking for now. Jordan put her hands on my chest and fucked me, slamming and grinding her hips, chasing another orgasm. I mauled her tits in my face, occasionally lifting to suck and nibble her nipples. I bit too hard and she yelped but before I could apologize she told me to do it again.

"And pull my hair," she added.

I slid my hands up her back, tangling my fingers in her long brown tresses and pulled, forcing her head back until she stared at the ceiling, mouth wide open.

"Oh God," she gurgled.

I lifted my hips.

"Oh! Fuck!" she growled. "Yeah, Baby. Yeah."

She clenched her teeth and came hard, soaking my crotch. I'd been holding back, too turned on by this crazy night, so when she exploded, I did too. We both moaned and gasped as we came together. Her hips became a blur. Her pubic hair rubbed my skin raw.

"Fuuuuuuck!" she cried, arching her back.

I pulled her hair hard and sucked a nipple. She lost her mind.

She collapsed onto my chest, both of us breathing hard.

"Wow," she mumbled. "That was intense. I hope we didn't wake T and Kiki."

"What? They're here? In our home?"

She nodded and wiped drool off my shoulder.

"Since Erin's living on campus, I put them in her bed. We all had way too much to drink tonight."

"T and Kiki are sharing a bed?" I teased.

She pushed my head aside.

"Behave, villain," she murmured. "Keep your perverted fantasies to yourself."

By her voice I knew she was fading fast. I rolled her to the side, withdrawing my messy dick, and covered her with the sheet. I pushed a pillow closer and she took it, stuffing the thing under her head.

"You never answered my questions," she murmured. "Why aren't you angry? Why did you just watch me?"

I waited. Less than a minute later, she was out.

I stared at the ceiling. We'd touched upon something tonight, something that fired both our imaginations. I needed to think before I talked to Jo. We'd not had sex like that for years. Not since Erin got old enough to start asking questions about the sounds coming from Mommy and Daddy's room. Tonight, our sex had the passion of discovery and newness. I was deeply curious and intrigued.

I left the bed for a glass of water, at least that's the lie I told myself, and padded down the hall to the kitchen, hoping the drunk ladies in my daughter's bed had not bothered to shut the door. I slowed as I approached, noting the clothing strewn across our floor. They'd pushed the door shut but a discarded dress had stopped the swing. I peeked around the corner.

T laid spread-eagle, long legs pointed in different directions, shaved pussy open, pink inner lips staring at me. I almost gasped out loud. Kiki lay next to her, on her side and also naked, an arm slung under large olive-skinned breasts. I'd seen those nipples poke through bikini tops and T-shirts for years but never seen them in the flesh, until now. I stared and stared, burning the moment into my brain. They were classic bad girls; drinking and partying hard, burning through whatever men they wanted, although if memory served Kilani was in a serious relationship now. They'd gotten in plenty of trouble over the years but Jordan always saved their asses.

Tressa turned on her side, throwing a sheet over a leg and an arm over Kiki's waist. She moved closer, nuzzling those big tits and getting comfortable. After a moment, she palmed the breast in her face, settling down to sleep again.

What a night. I got my glass of water and returned to bed.


Chapter 3

I thought we were on to something. I expected Jordan to talk my ears off in the morning. Nope. She awoke hungover, grumpy, and dehydrated. We had our first civil conversation at dinner, and what I'd watched her do the night before never came up. She did make one correction: when they'd all exited the ladies' room, her dance partner had been waiting, reluctant to lose out on prime pussy. He followed them to the parking lot, almost begging for Jordan to stay.

"She's married," Kiki had insisted. "She was just having fun. But I hate to send you away all knotted up like that."'

According to Jordan, Kilani blew the man between two parked cars. I believe it.

Not even once we were in bed that night, room dark and still, did she attempt the topic. No, my sweet wife waited until my eyes closed and my breathing deepened, until I was actually asleep before she finally said something.

"All right," she announced, startling me. "I thought I could outlast you but I can't. I must know; how could you just stand there and watch? I admit I drank too much and I was way out of line. I'm sorry. I acted stupid and irresponsible. Partly I blame T and Kiki because they're always getting me into trouble but I accept full responsibility. But I just can't get my head around why you watched. Were you taking notes to throw it all in my face the next time we fight? Because if you are that's shitty. What I did was shitty but what you're planning is shitty too."

"No, Honey, I watched because it was hot. You looked sexy."

I felt the bed shift and knew she'd risen to an elbow, staring at me.

"Are you staring at me?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Should we turn the light on?"

"No."

I could almost hear her gears turning so I said nothing.

"Tell me more," she said at last. "What do you mean I was hot?"

One of us had to get things going and since she was being a chicken shit, I stepped up.

"You wore the red dress I love so I knew you were in a mood. You only wear that dress when you want to attract attention. Usually it's mine you seek but last night it could have been anyone's. As soon as I saw you I knew you were casting a wide net. That told me you were horny and knowing that turned me on."

"What else?"

I chuckled. "Baby, get comfortable. I've got a lot to say."

"All right."

I turned on my side to face her in the dark.

"You tied the dress loose, teasing men with flashes of red bra and deep cleavage and I know that turned you on too. I don't know what happened before I got there but I suspect you danced with any man who asked. By the time I arrived you'd zeroed in on one man."

"John."

"John. He wasn't a great dancer so I assume you found him handsome."

"And smart. And funny. Overall an incredibly attractive man."

"Whatever. With Tressa and Kilani there and Erin out of the house now, you probably felt nostalgic, remembering your college days and partying single with your best friends."

"That's exactly right. Sorry."

"No, it's okay. You looked happy. You were having fun. I wish you'd done more."

"You had to be jealous. I would've kicked your ass finding you dancing with some girl, rubbing on her, kissing."

"I was jealous but it was a strange kind of jealousy. Like it turned me on more than making me mad or fearful."

"That's weird."

"I'm being honest."

I fell silent. Her calling me weird made me feel insecure.

"I shouldn't have called it weird," she said. "A few girlfriends have told me about men they've dated, men that like them to flirt. Kiki's seeing one now. I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings."

"Thanks. What did your girlfriends say?"

"Some guys like their women to dress slutty. Some like them to attract other men. I think it's an ego boost for them. Like, sorry dude, you want her but I have her."

"I guess that's mixed in."

"Some guys go farther. Kilani sucked off a man in front of her fiancé"

"Wow! Seriously?"

"He wants her to do all kinds of naughty shit. You know Kiki. She eats it up."

"For me," I said. "The ego-boost thing is only a small part of it. Mostly I liked seeing you act sexual. You were turned on, craving sex. I got crazy hot watching you without you knowing."

"Spy. Perv."

"You've spied on me too, Jo. Remember Cancun?"

"Oh yeah."

"You thought I'd hit on that sexy blonde."

"I did. You were such a good boy."

"I can be trusted. Apparently, you can't."

"Apparently I can't," she teased.

"Let's do it again," I suggested, taking the plunge. "But without T and Kiki. You and I go out to some club where nobody knows us. I want to watch you in action."

"Seriously?"

"Yes."

"You're asking me to flirt with other men?"

"Yes, and maybe more than flirt. You can touch them. They can touch you."

"Holy shit!"

Her enthusiastic reaction made me nervous. What was I getting us into? Was this stupid? Her reaction also turned me on. Jordan was eager. The idea of men other than me excited her. I could hear it in her voice. For reasons unknown, that lit my fire.

"You know," she said, turning serious. "Having a child is hard on women. Men are taught to go out and be someone. Women are taught to go out and find someone. That's why our looks are so important to us. Having a kid ruins us, ruins our looks. We get fat. Our tits sag. Our bodies never recover. One look tells you if a woman has born children. It sucks. I haven't felt attractive for years and years."

"Baby, you're gorgeous."

"You love me, Alex. We have history. I'm the mother of your child. Of course you look at me with love. It felt so good to have a handsome man look at me with lust."

My throat constricted.

"Did you want to fuck him?" I asked.

She took my hand in the dark, weighing her answer before speaking.

"No," she said, squeezing my hand. "I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to want to fuck me."

She squeezed my hand harder.

"I wanted him to open my dress and suck my tits. I wanted him to grab my hair and force me to suck his hard cock. I wanted him to rip my clothes off and bend me over our table and ram that stiff dick into my guts. He knew nothing about me except what his eyes told him and that was enough to get him hard. I'd never let that happen, but the idea was delicious. Tressa and Kilani were right there, both prettier than me, but John didn't even see them. He wanted me."

I sensed she wasn't finished so I waited.

"Kiki and T don't leave until Monday," she said. "Can I go out with them again?"

My heart was racing.

"Yes. Or you can go out alone."

There. I'd done it. I'd pulled the trigger. Jordan slid across the sheet. Her lips found mine and her tongue pushed into my mouth. Her warm hand cupped my balls. Our kiss rapidly blossomed into a full make out session. I pushed the straps to her teddy off her shoulders and sucked a soft nipple. She moaned and I forced her backward, scrambling over the bed and between her legs. She guided me to her opening and I sank my length in one thrust. She was soaked. I thought about making rules and establishing boundaries but said nothing. What would my wife do if I left everything up to her? That thought excited me immensely. I stiffened and she felt the difference.

"Fuck me," she hissed.

I curled my hands under her butt to hold her in place and began pumping. Soon I was hammering her. She took it all, running her nails down my back and groaning. Was she picturing John? I liked to imagine she was picturing John.


Chapter 4

"Two inch or three inch?" Jordan asked, holding two shoes at eye level.

"Four inch," I said.

Her eyebrow shot up.

"All right," she said. "It's like that, is it?"

"It's like that."

She slipped her feet into the four-inch heels.

For the last sixty minutes, I'd been watching my wife prepare for her night out; shower, hair, makeup, and the sexiest dress I'd ever seen her wear, black lace layered over sheer chiffon. Beneath that she wore matching black lace bra and panties. Her big tits strained at the thin material, begging for freedom, threatening to bust out. T and Kiki were on their way over for another fun-filled girl's night.

Jordan and I had discussed nothing. We'd established no guidelines. She still couldn't believe I was okay with all of it but she wasn't about to question too much. Not only had I not proposed ground rules to my wife, I'd not even had that conversation with myself. Part of me wanted to tap the brakes a little but a bigger part wanted to stomp on the gas. Just the idea that anything might happen was exhilarating.

Jordan stepped from the bathroom, arms at her side.

"How do I look?"

"Smashing," I said. "Stellar. Breathtaking."

"Sexy?"

"Sexy as fuck, Baby. In bright light, I can see a hint of skin through your dress."

She looked concerned for a heartbeat, the mother and wife briefly making an appearance, then forced herself to set all that aside.

"I'll only need to worry about that if I end up on stage."

I resisted the urge to ask where they were going. I saw in her eyes she was waiting for me, so I refused to ask. Downstairs the front door opened, Kiki and T loudly announcing they'd arrived and telling Jordan to get her ass downstairs.

"Not sure when I'll get home," she said, slipping in silver hoop earrings.

"Don't worry about it," I replied.

She studied my face.

"I want you to have fun," I added. "A lot of fun."

She leaned in to kiss my cheek.

"Come say hello to the girls," she said, holding my hand.

We descended the staircase together and of course Kiki and T howled at how good Jordan looked. I thought the same of the miniskirts they wore but kept that opinion to myself. They promised me they'd look after my woman but I just smiled. Lyft pulled up and moments later shut the door behind all three.

The empty house seemed to expand. Silence rang in my ears. I hurried upstairs to watch them enter the car and then pull away, brakes lights growing smaller before winking out.

"This is not so bad," I murmured, searching my feelings.

Jordan was out with friends and I had the place to myself. I made a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and channel surfed.

Fifteen minutes passed.

Thirty.

A small voice at the back of my head began whispering.

Forty-five.

An hour.

The whispers grew into voices: What was Jordan doing? You practically told her to find another man.

"Oh my fucking God!" I yelled.

I stood and stared at the carpet. Dancing? Drinking? Laughing? Sure, probably all that. But was she kissing? Did a handsome man grind his cock against her ass right now? Did she just allow some man to caress her breast?

I drew no comfort from Kiki and T being with her. Those two would help Jordan hide a body in the desert. They were wild and far more likely to encourage my wife to do something than prevent her. I wondered if Jordan had told them what I'd said. That would be disastrous. Those girls could not be given a green light.

I sat again. Whatever happened, I was right in the middle of it. The only person to blame here was me. I imagined Jordan coming home with something to confess and heat rose inside me. I rubbed my crotch.

It occurred to me that this night was going to be agonizing.

I wasn't even close to accurate.

The night was pure searing torture.

Images of Jordan would appear from nowhere, out there, somewhere, sucking cock. My penis would rise until throbbing. I'd stroke myself, picturing my loving wife adoring her new lover. Suddenly, reality would come crashing in and fear would take hold. Insecurities would rip me to shreds. I'd panic, pacing our home, nude, terrified I'd lost her forever, my marriage was over. I'd slip into painful depression, soft and limp.

Then the images would return: Jordan, naked, passionately kissing a faceless man in front of her while another man lifted her naked thigh to seek her hole, his thick erection already dripping semen. Up my dick would go, pulsing and aching, balls hot. I thought about jerking off a thousand times. I thought about texting Jordan and calling the whole thing off a thousand times. I'd get hard, go soft, get hard, go soft, over and over until my balls were as blue as the sea.

Finally, I could take no more. I grabbed my phone.

I'm dying here, I texted. This is torture. What's happening?

I stared at those words a long time before sending. How fucking weak and needy do I look? My pride took a beating but in the end, I hit send. I doubted she'd even answer. Her phone was probably at the bottom of her purse, forgotten. I'd given her the green light, encouraging her to head into the night. My agony continued for almost an hour before my phone finally beeped. I hurried to open the message then slowed to a crawl as I did. The message was from Kilani, not Jordan. A picture of my wife on the dance floor, surrounded by three well-dressed men. She was laughing, head thrown back, as one man kissed her cheek, another kissed her nape, and the third kissed her shoulder. Jordan looked wildly happy.

I had a mix of emotions to sort through. Relief she was still clothed, disappointment nothing more had happened, embarrassment I'd caved and sent a text and Kilani knew it. I dropped into my lounge chair and stared at my soft dick.

"You are more trouble than you're worth," I muttered.

I turned my attention to the photo. Jordan looked blissful. I enlarged the picture, noting the guys had their hands all over her body. One guy had fingertips against the side of her breast. Her dress had ridden up exposing lovely thigh. As I'd suspected, the bright light of the camera flash had illuminated her skin beneath the chiffon, turning the dress somewhat see-through.

Disappointment grew to overwhelm my other emotions. What a shame she looked that hot and sexy and nothing had happened. I checked the picture info and discovered it had been taken three hours before. Maybe things had progressed after all? A lot can happen in three hours. My penis began another rise.

Good Lord, this was excruciating.

I've often heard it said the heart wants what the heart wants. I've heard it said you can't help who you're attracted to. This was neither of those. This was a burning obsession. My dick had claws sunk into my brain. The thought of another man fucking Jordan turned my insides into an inferno.

That's three hours old, I texted Kiki. Send me something current.

You sure? I got back.

Positive.

My heart was racing. Why would she ask if I was sure?

One minute became two became three. My palms were sweaty when my phone finally beeped again.

A picture, no text. Jordan sat in a booth with T, a man between them and men on each side: boy, girl, boy, girl, boy. My wife had her head turned to kiss the man on her left. The man on her right had slipped her tit out the front of V-neck of her dress and now palmed the gorgeous orb, thumb denting her nipple.

All at once I couldn't breathe. I stared at his large hand on her breast, mesmerized. I zoomed on her face. The look of pleasure mixed with excitement crushed me. Predictably, my penis began to rise.

I began to crawl every inch of that photograph. I arrived at her lap, shocked how high her dress had ridden up, and noticed a patch of flesh tone buried in the darkness of his lap. I zoomed closer.

Jordan had her fingers wrapped around his bare cock! His sports coat hid most of the action but there was her easily recognizable wedding ring pressed against his shaft, the red of her recent manicure obvious.

I sat back in my chair, penis throbbing, and scrutinized every pixel. She was kissing him with passion while her tit got fondled and she stroked his cock. What would happen next? Holy shit, this was insane. This was too much.

I closed Kiki's message and sent one to my wife directly: Enough, I said. I've changed my mind. This is way harder than I thought it would be. Come home.

I returned my attention to that damn picture. Conflicting emotions chewed my guts. Jordan looked incredibly sexy if I ignored the fact those men were actual people. The photo was white hot and if posed, like by a professional photographer with models, I would have loved it. But it wasn't. Those men were on the prowl for new pussy and my wife was the target. She needed protecting. I felt a powerful sense of ownership, like they were stealing directly from me.

My phone beeped. Jordan's reply.

No.

I gawked, rereading her single word text a dozen times before my brain engaged. I began composing my response but another message appeared before I could.

Calm down. I want this, and you'll need to fuck my brains out when I get home.

I started typing but a quiet voice in my head told me to stop. I know Jordan well. I knew after she sent that next her phone went back to the bottom of her purse for the rest of the night. She'd tell T and Kiki to do the same. I'd gotten my last communication from them. I set my phone on the coffee table as the blood in my veins turn to acid. I want this my brain repeated. What did she mean exactly?

My penis began to rise yet again. I played with it, careful not to orgasm, just taking myself close and then backing away. My balls ached but I needed to save myself. Jordan said she'd want sex when she got home and I wanted to be ready.

An hour passed, then another. I was wound so tight my body was ready to explode. I was so close to cumming I had to put my dick away. I put shorts and a T-shirt on and moved to the couch. T and Kiki might spend the night and I'd rather not be naked and jacking off in my lounge chair when they walked in.

My face was in a puddle of cold drool when the sounds of keys in the front door woke me. The room was dark and the television still on and my neck had the worst kink ever. I heard the girls whispering and moving into the house, with Jordan telling them to use Erin's room again.

"Is that Alex?" I heard Tressa asked.

"Shit," Jordan hissed. "You ladies go to bed. I'll take care of my husband."

"I bet you will," Kiki teased.

"Shoo!" Jordan whispered.

I pretended to be asleep. I don't know why. Maybe I was ashamed to face T and Kiki. I'd sent my wife out with them. What kind of man was I? Their footsteps echoed as they climbed the stairs. I heard Jordan approach and felt her warm lips on my forehead.

"I know you're awake," she murmured.

I opened my eyes and sat up. She stood unapologetically, hands on hips, sly grin, head cocked, hair messy.

"What happened?" I asked, jumping straight to the heart of the matter.

She offered her hand and I took it, reassured, kissing the back, holding her hand with both of mine. Her hand smelled like bread dough.

"We had so much fun," she began, sitting next to me and keeping her voice low.

"I saw your hand on his cock," I blurted.

She sighed and looked at the rug.

"This was way harder than I thought it would be," I admitted. "Let's not do it again. You had your fun but that's enough. Let's go back to how things were."

She squeezed my hand, shaking her head slightly.

"No, Baby," she said. "You may have opened this door but you don't get to close it. What I want counts too. I get you're freaked out but take a day to think about it. What's different, really? We're still happy and in love. The house didn't burn down."

"But you were with another man. Other men."

"At your urging."

"What happened? Just tell me."

I was going crazy on the inside. She pressed her hand to my lips again and I kissed it, then she dropped the same hand to my lap and found my penis up the leg of my shorts. I was soft. She began playing with me.

"We drank," she began. "We danced. We laughed and had a great time. I kissed many attractive men and let some of them touch me."

My goddamn penis began to stiffen.

"After a few hours T, Kiki, and I settled on three guys we liked best. We invited them to our booth. I let all of them touch me, we all let the guys touch us, while we continued making out with them. Steve slipped my tits out of my dress. His hands felt amazing. Mike pulled his dick out and placed my hand on it. I stroked while we kissed and Baby, it was so exciting. He tried to forced my head to his lap but I pushed him away, reminding him we were in a public place. I kept jerking until he eventually shot his load all over my hands and his pants. It was thrilling."

I was hard and she opened my shorts, stroking again. Now I knew why her hand smelled like dough. I'd kissed that hand, Goddamn it.

"I jerked his cock exactly like I'm now jerking yours. Same hand. Same hand you just kissed too. Look down, Baby. Look at my hand on you. An hour ago that hand was on him. Isn't that crazy? Can you believe I went through with it?"

She slipped from the couch to the floor, folding her legs under. The V of her dress barely contained her heavy tits. She brought my dick to her lips.

"His cock was so new and unfamiliar. It felt wonderful to hold an unknown man again. I hear you when you say waiting at home was awful but it's not fair you get to end all this. We're a partnership. I can't order you around either."

We both watched her pretty hand glide up and down. I was so hard I pulsed. I hated what she'd done but was still turned on by it. What argument could I make when my dick was like a diamond? No way could I convince her I truly hated what she'd done.

"Let's try it again, Honey," she encouraged. "Maybe you can come with us? You could pretend to be Kiki's fiancé. That would explain why you're in our little group."

"So they can see you can fool around with other men right in front of me? Too humiliating. No thanks."

"Then maybe you can hang back and act like you don't know us. We don't need to tell them you're there at all. You've done that before and liked it."

It turned me on how my wife was fighting for what she wanted. She wasn't about to give up this sudden windfall. Out of nowhere I'd reintroduce men to her predictable life and she'd latched on and held tight. I liked what that said about her even while dreading the future.

She slipped the head of my dick into her mouth. God! So much heat and wet. She sucked and moved lower, taking more, swirling her tongue. Her head began to bob and all contrary thoughts left my brain. If going out made her this horny, maybe I should find room for it. Movement on the stairs caught my eyes. I kept my head still, pretending to watch her blow me, but sent my eyes left.

T and Kiki peeked around the corner, watching Jordan suck me off. My dick surged. They were staring right at my naked penis! I loved it. I was already close after the sexual night I'd had and the addition of their voyeurism pushed me over the edge. I grabbed Jordan's head and fucked her mouth, soon blowing wads to the sound of her grunts and groans.

After I collapsed I heard the girls move upstairs. Jordan wiped her mouth.

"That was surprising," she said. "I had plans for that erection. Think you can get hard again?"

I nodded. "Give me a little time."

She grinned, bringing my hand to her dripping cunt.

"You can eat me," she said, uncharacteristically blunt. "You can take all the time you need, but then I'll need to be fucked."

The alcohol made her direct and more aggressive, but I liked it. We stood and arranged our clothing and headed for the bedroom.

We were climbing the stairs when a strange thing happened. Call it a sense of foreboding or maybe a premonition, but because of the ease with which Jordan had accepted the idea of involving other men, I caught a glimpse of our future. Somehow I knew a wild path stretched before us. From the staircase I turned to look down on our empty living room, dark and still. Something was coming.


Chapter 5

"Tressa will be your girlfriend," Jordan explained. "Not Kiki."

I shrugged. "Either is fine but why?"

"T is on her period."

"Oh."

I sat on our bed watching Jordan dress again. This was the last weekend her friends would be in town so we were headed to Poetry, the hottest new club in town. I felt too old for that place but the three of them, especially after the way they dressed and did their hair and makeup, looked perfect. I'd be the older man with the younger fiancée, which would be pretty cool except she was on her period and I couldn't touch her at all because my wife was there and they were best friends and my wife would kick my ass and oh, yeah she wasn't actually my fiancée.

We piled into a Lyft to get to the club. Jordan sat up front with the driver and I sat in back with the girls. I had to admit it turned me on that Jordan still wanted to pursue this. I'd raised my concerns but she wanted to forge ahead despite my misgivings and deep down, I liked that. At least I knew this was truly her idea and not something she thought would make me happy.

"I don't judge," Kilani told me as we rode along. "I've dated a few guys like you. I'm engaged to one now. We've done some kinky shit. I think it's cool you're letting Jordan have fun."

"Thanks."

"I bet it's intense," said Tressa, chiming in. "I mean, who knows what will happen but if something does, wow. Like, right in front of you. Daaaaamn."

I grew quiet, staring at my hands in my lap. All three girls wore miniskirts and in the cramped car I saw small triangles of brightly colored panties to either side. Tits almost spilled from loose shiny tops. I'd known these babes for years but until the other night never seen so much skin. Now that I'd seen them nude, they were far sexier to me. I risked another look and noticed Kiki's underwear was see through and her pussy shaved. Her faint vertical slit thrilled me.

These women knew Jordan in ways I didn't. They'd seen her party, study, fall in love and suffer heartbreak. I knew my wife well but only the parts since we'd met. Years, yes, but Kiki and T knew another side of the woman, the naughty single side. I'd asked Jo about high school and university but she'd never said much. I knew she'd gotten good grades and had a lot of fun, but she'd revealed little beyond that.

"Don't worry," Tressa continued. "I'll stick by your side and ignore all the other boys. You'll have the hottest girl in there with you."

"Second hottest," Kiki said.

T rolled her eyes then squinted at Kilani. I took the opportunity to gawk at her tits. Her top barely covered both areola and I loved all the sexy curves. When I looked away I glanced at Jordan in the front seat. She gave me a coy smile and then mouthed the words: I'm already so wet. I smiled back, unsure what a husband does in a moment like that. She returned her attention to the Lyft driver.

Kiki and T were debating the merits of some stupid TV show so I tuned them out. Was Jordan right? Would being part of the festivities tonight somehow make it easier on me? The car pulled in and we tumbled out, miniskirts flashing lots of panties to the crowd. I paid the doorman to skip the line and paid the hostess to give us a good booth.

The music was dubstep and trance and the crowd was young and I instantly felt out of place. If Jordan was trying to recapture her youth, this was the right spot. I felt an arm slip through mine and smiled into Tressa's face. We let Kiki and Jo take the lead. They dropped their purses at the booth and hurried to the dance floor, swallowed instantly by the crowd. T and I slid in and ordered drinks. I added a magnum of champagne.

"I agree with Kiki," T said. "I think what you're doing is cool too. Guys are usually so possessive. It takes self-esteem and big balls to do what you're doing."

I started to answer but just then the crowd parted and I saw Kiki and Jordan talking to two well-dressed men. All four leaned in, shouting over the music. How quickly Jordan's personal space had vanished. There was something about the men I didn't like and T saw it on my face.

"You'd never pick for her a guy she'd pick for herself," she said. "You know that, right? You think you know her and mostly you do but you're blind to this part. You'll probably hate the guy she ends up flirting with."

Terrific. Our drinks and champagne arrived and I knocked down mine and ordered another. Out on the dance floor Jordan and Kiki traded one man for the next and the next. They danced until they sweat and then danced some more. Occasionally they'd come back to our table to pound a drink but then out they'd go again. Jordan was avoiding me in both conversation and eye contact but I was supposed to be Tressa's boyfriend so maybe she just played the part.

"Did you know in college we were called the Tres Amigos?" T shouted over the music.

"No," I yelled back. "But don't you mean the Tres Amigas? Since you're female?"

T shook her head. "That's the joke," she said. "They said we dated like men; love them and leave them. Maybe ignore their call, maybe not. Use them and move on."

"Harsh."

T shrugged. "Men like that have always been revered by their friends. A man is just a player, a stud. If he can pull it off, his friends admire him. Why can't we do the same? Sex is exciting and feels good but we had big plans for after graduation. No way would we allow ourselves to get locked down in a relationship. Too many rules, too many restrictions. You scored when you captured Jordan."

We turned to watch them dance. A new guy was grinding his crotch against her ass. I didn't like him either. The night wore on and Jordan bounced from one man to the next. Finally, tired and sweaty, she and Kiki returned to our table, each of them towing a man behind. My wife had chosen a young Italian looking man with a narrow waist and broad shoulders. She introduced him as Rico and me as Alex, Tressa's fiancé. We shook hands and my skin crawled but way down deep, a flame ignited. Did Rico think he would fuck Jordan tonight? Did my wife want him to? My temperature began a slow climb until I was feverish watching them talk and laugh. He kissed the back of her hands many times. They returned to dancing and Tressa surprised me when she squeezed my crotch, finding my dick hard.

"I thought so," she laughed.

"I don't like him," I said. "He's cocky and arrogant. Even his name is obnoxious."

"He's confident," she countered. "And some part of you likes him or your dick wouldn't be hard. Or maybe it's not him at all. Maybe you just like the idea of Jordan fucking someone else?"

I didn't answer, instead turning my attention to my wife and her dance partner. The music was fast but they were slow, wrapped in each other's arms, ignoring the press of people. Rico tilted her chin and kissed her deeply.

"Easy," T murmured.

"I'm good," I lied.

I was dying. Rico had his hands roaming her body. He stayed on top of her clothing, but he touched her everywhere. Jordan's writhing told me how much she enjoyed his caress. The conflict me tore me apart. I couldn't look away and I couldn't stand to watch.

T slithered her hand onto my crotch again, gently this time, stroking her fingertips lightly along my length. Even through my wool pants it felt amazing. I carried so much sexual tension my bones ached. I wondered if she and Jordan had made a deal of some kind. Did my wife ask her to distract me if I needed it? Rico kissed my wife again and Jordan's hand dropped to the front of his pants. My dick stiffened but my head panicked.

"We need to go," I said suddenly.

"What?" T replied. "No."

"It's too much. I've made a mistake."

"Well, be a big boy and live with it. We all make mistakes. Have a nice long talk with Jo tomorrow and tell her how you feel but don't embarrass and humiliate her now. Man up, Alex. You pay for your mistakes, not her."

The crowd closed around my wife and her new friend but opened again a moment later. Jordan's fingers gripped his shaft through his pants, clearly outlining the shape of him. I groaned. My wife's passion was easy to understand. How many years had passed without something wild and exciting and new? She oozed sexual excitement with every breath she took.

"Don't torture yourself," T whispered. "If you truly can't take it, you should go."

Her words dropped like an anvil. The wall of people swallowed my wife once more. I stood.

"Seriously?" T asked.

"I can't take it," I confessed. "Look at her. Look at his hands all over her. She's beautiful and everyone thinks he's going to fuck her tonight. They don't know she belongs to me. I've lost her."

I dug out my phone to call a Lyft, praying for my erection to fade.

"You guys can come home wherever you're ready," I said. "I can't watch anymore. This hurts too much."

I left the club without looking back. What would Jordan do? I hoped she'd call as soon as she learned what I'd done. I hoped she'd come chasing after me. I'd be happy if she at least sent a text checking up on me, but none of that happened. I waited for my ride at valet, staring at my phone.

Before too long I heard several women laughing and moved behind a corner. Jordan, Kiki, and Tressa came wandering by on their way somewhere else, bringing Rico and a tall man with them. Nobody saw me.

I pulled my phone and canceled my ride, trailing the gang at a safe distance. We joined the crowd walking south on the Strip and I began to hear music. Two blocks ahead there was a free open-air concert and people streamed in from every direction. Kiki jumped up and down, thrilled, and the gang gave in, crossing the street and heading into the field. I followed. Rico and Jordan slowed and he took my wife's hand. She didn't resist.

Huge bleachers, filled with people, faced each other with a giant stage at one end. More people sat on the open grass. The night was warm. A country artist performed now and Kiki hooted.

"Blake is my favorite!" she yelled, turning to her friends.

She and Tressa hurried towards the stage taking Tall Man along.

Jordan and Rico stopped, watched the girls run ahead, and then muttered something to each other. Jordan pondered and then lifted her wedding ring to show Rico, obviously explaining why she couldn't do whatever he'd suggested. He smiled confidently, kissed her ring, and pulled her towards a clump of trees near the far edge of the field. I saw where they headed and double-timed it through the crowd, looping around and arriving first. I took a spot near a tool shed next to a large tree and waited. My wife and Rico climbed a small grassy incline below me and sat, Jordan unashamedly crossed her legs. Her short skirt slid up her thighs, exposing panties. Rico stared and Jordan shrugged, smiling bashfully. Eventually he lifted his gaze.

"You are beautiful," he said with a Spanish accent.

Okay, so, not Italian.

Jordan leaned over and kissed him, big tits almost spilling from her top. He slipped his hand inside to palm her orb and my wife dropped both hands to his lap, fumbling at his zipper.

"Help me," she hissed, suddenly in a hurry.

His hands moved like lightning, unbuttoning and unzipping, freeing his partially swollen cock. Jordan rose to all fours, lowering her head to his lap and engulfing his dick like she was starving.

I clamped my mouth, almost whimpering.

There was enough light from the concert and nearby casinos for me to see every inch of his lumpy, veiny shaft slip past her red lips. Her head bobbed rapidly, like she was eager to make him cum. Balancing her weight on one arm she used her free hand to stroke in time, rushing him towards climax. She looked like a novice high schooler, hurrying before her parents came home. Her cheeks were dented by her fierce suction and Rico groaned and said something in Spanish. His hips made little rocking motions and I was slammed by the realization this man was fucking my wife's mouth.

Time slowed.

The music faded and the breeze seemed to fall still. Jordan pulled her mouth off his fleshy lollipop, licking the sides, drooling saliva onto the bulbous head and stroking with her hand. My vision seemed to zoom: ruby lips gliding over lumpy veins. My dick tingled remembering the pleasures of her mouth. Now he knew those pleasures too.

Jordan realized she was rushing and slowed, taking her time, savoring this new cock. Her big tits fell out of her top and Rico scooped them up, one in each hand. Jordan never missed a beat, sucking to the base of his shaft and then rising to tickle the head with the tip of her tongue. Rico moaned and gathered her long hair into a ponytail, lifting her tresses away in a fist, clearing his view to watch his dick pump in and out. Her tongue was a serpent, slathering his strong erection with spit.

"Let me fuck you," he whispered. "No one will notice us all the way back here."

Jordan shook her head. "My pussy belongs to my husband. Shoot your cum in my mouth. I'll carry you home in my belly."

Rico pumped faster, pushing his dick deep enough to occasionally make her choke. I stood motionless, stunned by her words. Jordan would swallow this man's load, carrying him inside her all night. That's what she wanted. I studied her mouth traveling his hard dick, her tongue tasting every inch. Her eager and slutty display showed me how much this new lover excited her. My penis was pulsing down my pant leg.

I waited for the fatal stab of jealousy and pain that never came. Watching her kiss and dance and hold hands had been pure agony. Watching her suck cock was pure pleasure. My wife sharing intimacy with another was torture. My wife having sex with another was awesome. I couldn't look away. I dared not even free my erect penis because I'd mostly likely shoot the moment I touched my skin.

This was the key. This was the difference.  

Now I knew the price.

Could I pay it?

I focused on Jordan as she urged Rico to cum. Her hand was a piston and her mouth a swirling vacuum. Rico gawked in amazement at the pretty woman sucking his dick, knowing in advance that whenever he turned his flood loose, this babe would swallow every drop. I don't know how he lasted so long.

He squeezed her ponytail and forced her mouth lower. Jordan gagged but tried to take more dick anyway. Suddenly the veins along his shaft ballooned and Jordan groaned. Rico exhaled and bent his torso over her body, hips jerking and thrusting. He was pumping semen into her mouth and my wife was gulping him down. This was hot, raw sex, wild and spontaneous. There was nothing threatening in this. I was dying to fuck her but in that moment, I wanted to see him fuck her even more. Too late for that, now, as he began to shrink, but now I knew. I'd seen behind the curtain. I'd passed through the valley and come out the other side. The sight of Jordan with another man would almost kill me but it was worth it.


Chapter 6

"You were there?" Jordan shouted, yanking the living room curtains closed.

I nodded calmly. "Yes. By the shed next to the big tree."

Jordan took a moment to search her memories, remembered, looked at me with stunned amazement.

"Holy shit!" she yelled.

I waited.

"You saw me blow him? You saw me swallow?"

"I did."

She scrutinized me, looking for something.

"You'd stormed out just an hour earlier, Alex. What changed?"

"Nothing, until I actually saw you actually doing it. Then, everything."

She studied me closely, quickly reaching a conclusion.

"I'm going to do it again," she stated.

"Good," I said. "I want you to."

"I can't believe this."

"Me either," I agreed. "Parts of it were still incredibly difficult for me. I'm thinking to make it a little easier, I get to pick the guy."

"No," she said. "No way. It's my body. I get more than a fifty-percent vote. You're just watching."

"Yes, but you'd pick men you'd want to be with if you weren't with me. You'd look for relationship material."

"So?"

"So that's more than sex. That would tear me up. You've got feelings for them before they ever even touch you."

"Duh. I'm drawn to the most attractive man I see."

I stood my ground. "I don't want you picking them for their attractiveness, I want you picking them to use for sex. Like when you were one of the Three Amigos."

"Tres Amigos," she corrected. "Gringo."

"Whatever. You know I have a point. Just give a little ground and we can both be happy. Look what I'm allowing you to do."

"Fine," she relented. "I guess you have a point." She tapped a fingernail against her front teeth. "Is it possible for us to pick a man together? Someone we're both comfortable with?"

"I think so."

"I don't want him too comfortable. He needs to be edgy enough to get my heart going. I have no interest in some boring vanilla guy."

"Understood. Maybe Kilani has a suggestion? You said she's done something like this before."

"I'll ask her," she said, grinning. "Holy shit, Honey. Are we doing this?"

We stood in the living room regarding each other. Jordan still had a twig and a leaf in her hair. Her outfit was twisted around her waist. She had red knees.

"Want to take me to bed and fuck me?" she asked, voice a little husky.

"Hell yes."

I moved to take her into my arms but a finger in my chest stopped me.

"Kiss me first," she said.

I did. I circled my arms and pulled her close and pressed my lips to hers. A heartbeat later she pushed her tongue into my mouth and I tasted exactly how slutty she'd been. It turned me on. A lot. I sent my tongue to play with hers and heard her intake of breath. I'd caught her by surprise and turned her on too.

"Can you taste what I did?" she whispered.

"Easily." This time my voice was husky.

"You don't mind if I come home like this? Tasting like another man?"

Holy shit did my dick rise fast.

"I welcome it. I encourage you."

At that moment, I would have said anything. I was wildly aroused and feeling reckless.

"He wanted to fuck me. I almost let him."

She was pushing buttons I didn't know I had. My heart beat strong and fast. She placed my hand against her warm crotch.

"Maybe you'd like that flavor down here too?" she asked. "Should I come home dripping? You want to taste everywhere he's been?"

That was enough. I grabbed a handful of long hair and began dragging her to the bedroom. We never made it. She removed clothing with each step and once I glanced back and saw her big tits swaying, I stopped and pulled her to the carpet. We fucked in the hall. She went after my dick like a junkie, sucking me to the back of her throat and pulling on my balls. I fought my ejaculation and whipped us into a sixty-nine. Her pussy was soaked, drenched, dripping. Sucking Rico in the park and then talking to me about it after had her steaming hot. I rolled her over and fucked her like a dog, reaching under to rub her clit until she came. The moment she did, I let go too.


Chapter 7

"Too short," she said.

I nodded. I'd thought as much.

Kilani proved to be a goldmine. Jordan and I now walked a shadowy sex club called Hide and Seek, wandering through the many twisting corridors and connecting rooms. It was a Saturday night and the place was packed.

Lots of men to choose from.

My hands trembled so much I could barely hold my drink.

Jordan look fantastic.

I'd mentioned how she'd kept her breasts after childbirth. She gained fifty pounds while pregnant with Erin and freaked out about her body. After giving birth, she'd started running again like she had in college. Somehow breastfeeding while losing weight made her boobs stay big. She loves them and tonight she'd worn a tight white dress that showed them off beautifully.

"What about him?" I asked.

"Wedding ring," Jordan said.

"Right. Let me find someone else."

"Why do you think you get to pick the guy?"

"I have some say in what happens."

She rolled her eyes. "Baby, I love you and always will, but you gave up control when you sent me out into a world filled with other men. Let me pick the guy. If you absolutely hate him, I'll pick another. I'll give you one rejection. You're too nervous."

"Yes, I am."

"Well, don't be. Or try not to. I'm nervous too. Let me pick my own guy."

I showed her a palm. "Fine."

We wandered the club, peeking into every room and scrutinizing every man we passed. Most everyone had dressed to kill and I was surprised by the high percentage of attractive couples. I kept my mouth shut and waited for Jordan to say something. We both needed to relax. We entered a large common area filled with tables and chairs and Jordan leaned against a wall to survey the room. I joined her.

"I have no idea what to do," she admitted. "All the men look taken."

"Have you seen any guys you like?"

"A couple, but they were with women and that sounds too complicated. I want a bachelor. Someone unattached. Someone I can talk to first and see if spark fly. I can't do that if some bitch is hanging on his arm."

I doubt I can accurately express how Jordan's words made me feel. My sexy wife was on the hunt for another man. My balls were about to spontaneously combust. I was feverish. I was terrified she'd find a man and terrified she wouldn't. I was a mess. We started walking again and soon I noticed an older man following us. I told Jordan.

"What's he look like?" she whispered without looking.

"Short. Fat. Bald."

"Hot."

"Pull over and let him pass."

We were in a narrow black hallway with arches on either side and large double doors at the end. We made ourselves skinny so he could pass but he stopped in front of Jordan, his eyes level with her big tits.

"Sorry to eavesdrop," he squeaked, looking into her eyes. "But what you want is the Ladies' Choice room. That's where all the single studs go."

"What's a ladies' choice room?"

He pointed to the double doors at the end of the hall.

"In there," he said. "Women stay dressed but the men must go naked. Any woman can pick any man, husbands have no voice. Check it out. See if I'm right."

Jordan laughed.

"What do you think, Honey?" she said to me. "You feel like walking around naked?"

I didn't, but I wouldn't admit that in front of this guy. I have a decent body, I'm good enough looking to land a woman like Jordan, and my dick's at least average or maybe a little better, so why not? I talked myself into it. I'd been to a nude beach once with a girl I knew before Jordan and liked it a lot.

"Sure, Darling," I said, smiling at our new friend. "You coming with us?"

"No, no. That room is not for me. Way too embarrassing."

"All right then. Thanks, and have a good night."

He headed back the way he'd come. I aimed for the double doors and Jordan slipped her arm through mine.

"I'm nervous," she said. "You sure you're okay with this?"

"If we hate it we leave," I said.

The doors looked Japanese; deep red with large black stylized hinges. I pulled and they were as heavy as they looked. We stepped into a small room, lockers lining the walls. A pretty blonde attendant told me to undress and informed Jordan she would carry the key to my locker.

"Beyond this door," the blonde continued, "males are to remain nude. Ladies can dress as they please. Would you like to remain clothed, ma'am?"

"Yes," Jordan said.

"Wonderful. Sir, you may disrobe now. I'll open the door to the room when you're both ready."

Wow. I began to strip, folding my shirt and then pants inside the locker. Underwear went last and thank God by then I was a little chubby. My dick swung a little as I stuffed the last of my clothing into the locker. I clicked the lock. The key hung on a chain which Jordan looped around her neck. Blondie looked me over, hesitating a half second on my dick. I felt pretty good.

"This way, please," she said, pushing a series of buttons on a pad. The door hissed and opened.

We stepped into a cloud of smoke. Some of it was dry ice to help create a mood but mixed in was the sticky sweet smell of weed. Jordan bounced her eyebrows at me. She loves to smoke. She looked me up and down, sly smile slanting her mouth.

"Just shut up and keep walking," I said.

"This is awesome," she teased. "You're naked and I'm fully clothed."

After a short walkway, we entered a large room. Mosaics covered the floor and low tables spaced all around held hookahs. Each table was surrounded by heavy couches and padded chairs. Along the far wall ran a gold covered bar lined with barstools. Everywhere people talked and laughed and wandered freely and every male was nude. Even the bartenders. The women were dressed well and Jordan commented she was glad she'd gone with the elegant white dress.

It took all my willpower to keep my hands swinging freely. I desperately wanted to cover my genitals. We were surrounded by every kind of penis. Jordan's eyes went wild, jumping around the room, following this man and then that one. All around women sized me up. I felt like a girl walking by a construction site. A few looked to Jordan after looking at me but then returned their attention to what they were doing before I walked by. I don't know what they saw on my wife's face but they knew to leave me alone.

Jordan led us to an open couch and we sat, soon visited by a naked waiter who took our drink order. My wife studied his muscular body right in front of me.

"This is awesome," she said again, after he'd walked away.

I sent my gaze around the room.

"Terrific," I said.

"I don't know which I'm enjoying more," Jordan said. "Wall to wall dicks or the obvious gender role-reversal. It feels good to have my clothes on around so many naked men. I think I understand strip clubs a little better."

The waiter returned with our drinks and Jordan asked about the hookah. We learned we could buy different flavors at the bar including some that contained a little extra kick.

"Or I could bring them to you," the waiter said, standing tall. "If you know what you like."

He clasped his hands behind his back, including the small serving tray, but what he'd really done is put his dick on display. Jordan ran her eyes down his chest and stomach to his penis. My breath caught in my throat. She was staring directly at another man. A massive rush of heat filled me and my penis rolled over and swelled some.

"Yes," I said suddenly. "Bring us something with a good kick."

He nodded and left.

"You sure about that?" Jordan asked.

"Why not?" I said. "I'd feel a lot more comfortable about being naked."

The waiter returned and stuffed our bowl, handing Jordan and me our own hose. He plucked a lighter from the table and held the flame and together as husband and wife we pulled hard, filling our lungs with smoke. He gave another nod, dropping the lighter on the table, and wandered off. He was not ten steps away when a freight train smashed my head.

"Oh my," I heard Jordan gasp.

This shit was good.

Moments later my anxiety and discomfort evaporated. I stood and looked around the room, my penis hanging slightly puffy. Now when women looked at me, I welcomed it. I made a slow turn, time all out of whack, until I returned to my empty chair. I thought about sitting but decided I needed Jordan's opinion about the weed. When I faced my wife's chair, she was gone. I stared at the empty seat for two or three or a hundred heartbeats, I don't know.

I sent my gaze around the room again, looking for a slender woman in white, and discovered Jordan standing by the bar, talking to a man. She mostly blocked my view of him but from what I could see he had straight black hair to his waist, held in place by a small turquoise circlet. Jordan slouched against the bar and I saw the man much better.

He was obviously Native American, a Last of the Mohicans type, dark skinned and muscled. His cheek bones were sharp and his big eyes dark. He was naked, of course, and naturally devoid of body hair. Someone had drawn a few squiggly lines and dashes in red lipstick on his broad chest and a circle on each shoulder. His dick, dark brown like the rest of him, hung long and smooth like glass, with a large mushroom head. Jordan was standing way too close to this demigod and I tried to take a step towards her. Instead I stumbled and sat on the arm of our couch, my head spinning from the weed.

Their conversation was intense, focused eyes boring into each other. I don't know how Jordan managed it. I could barely move my jaw. Forming words seemed like an insurmountable task. Did she only take a tiny puff from the hookah? I felt dread at the idea that I was high and Jordan wasn't.

They continued their discussion and I saw their bodies moving closer. Jordan seemed to slowly melt. When she reached out to gently touch his polished skin, I held my breath. I scanned the room to see who was watching and discovered my wife and this guy had drawn the attention of many. Some even glanced back and forth from me to them, aware that was my wife with another man. My face flushed. Jordan's fingertips traced a slow trail from his chest across his abs and as her hand grew ever closer to his dick, my penis began to swell. I felt myself rising right out here in the open, in front of everybody, with no way to hide the fact unless I acted like a twelve-year-old and held my dick down with both hands.

He was swelling too. I had no idea what they talked about but both looked roused. Jordan was breathing through an open mouth. The weed had my skin tingling. Her hand got closer and then her fingers curled around his shaft, like she was lifting a snake. He was growing fast, the mushroom head filling and weighing him down, stretching the expanding shaft. I could feel the bulk of him in Jordan's hand as if I held him. I felt the heat she felt. He leaned in to kiss my wife and I groaned softly, mesmerized. Blood surged to my dick and it lifted above horizontal, heading for the sky. Watching my wife with this exotic stud had my head spinning and my heart racing.

Jordan dropped her free hand to his shaft, tugging now with both. The weed-induced fog lifted from my mind for a moment and I recognized he was big, easily bigger than me. I don't know why but suddenly that mattered a lot. I groaned again, louder, madly aroused to see my wife holding a big cock. When she slipped a hand under his balls, lifting them, rolling them around, hefting the weight of the sperm-filled orbs, I groaned a third time and reached for my dick, surprised at my rock-hard firmness. While part of me doubted the wisdom of what we did, the rest of me welcomed it. I rubbed my length slowly, amazed at my sensitivity.

Last of the Mohicans was not yet fully hard, jutting out from his hips with a slight downward curve, but he'd begun to ooze precum, and I knew I had only moments before Jordan discovered it. I don't know why it mattered so much to me, but sperm changed everything. His seed was a threat. Men have battled for thousands of years for the privilege of impregnating the woman. While she enjoyed the sensation of feeling him harden in her hands, I grew ever more fearful.

She slid her fist to the end, stroking a few times across his sensitive crown. I saw the moment her fingers swiped across the fat dollop clinging to his tiny hole. Jordan's eyes lit up, her gaze dropping immediately to his dick. She rolled her fingers together, coating them in slippery fluid, and then squeezed his shaft, milking him for more, which he easily produced. She lifted this new blob on a fingertip, holding it for both to see. He smiled and said something and Jordan stuck the finger in her mouth, closing her lips and sucking. Cliché, yes, but my dick throbbed.

Mohican turned serious. His cock rose higher and Jordan laughed with delight. She said something and he aimed his gaze at me. I've never felt so exposed and vulnerable. He had my wife enthralled. What did I have except a public hard on? Which, as far as I was concerned, made everything worse.

Holding my gaze, he ran his fingers through Jordan's hair. He made her kneel. Because I was high she seemed to worship at his feet. I read his lips as he told her to open wide and saw Jordan obey. His eyes never left mine as he eased his cum-drooling cock into my wife's mouth. Jordan closed her lips around him without being told.

He let go of her head to rest his hands on his hips. Jordan wasted no time, forcing her lips down his shaft as far as possible. He was thick and incredibly hard and she could take only half, but that only made her try harder on her next trip down. He studied me as my wife got to work. I'd never been as hard as I was in that moment. Swimming through the haze of my buzz was the realization this would not end with a blowjob. I saw the look in his eye. For him, this was equally about getting pleasure from Jordan and dominating me.

My sense of foreboding returned. This had been my premonition. Some subconscious calculation had devised the odds of this moment and found them good and now here we were. Mohican held Jordan's head and began a gentle fucking of her mouth. He gradually forced her to take more and more, and she braced her hands on his thighs to do her best. She was eager to please this naked warrior.

He turned to speak to the bartender who quickly handed him a coil of thin black rope. He unspooled it, revealing it was not rope, but a leash with a dog collar attached. He slipped the collar around my wife's throat. Jordan said nothing, accepting her fate. She didn't even slow in her rhythmic sucking and bobbing. He gathered the extra leash and then pulled Jordan to her feet.

I was high as fuck but I knew I'd never seen a look like that in my wife's eyes. She was aroused, frightened, subservient, and hornier than I'd ever seen her. The role reversal she'd been enjoying turned out to be short lived. He crossed the room with Jordan in tow, his stiff spear leading the way and pointed right at me. Plenty of people turned to watch.

"Sit," he said, pointing at the couch.

I slid off the arm and sat. He brought Jordan around in front and made her face me. I saw she was high too, but not as high as me. He bent her at the waist, forcing her to hold my shoulders to balance. Her ass was aimed right at him, pressing his crotch.

"Kiss," he ordered.

I don't know why I was allowing him to control us but I must admit, it sure simplified things. I'd been hot and cold from the moment we started this game, wanting it and then hating it almost minute by minute. He cleared all that inner confusion away, telling us what was going to happen. I welcomed it.

Jordan's hot breath hit my face. I smelled his semen.

"I love you," she mumbled, just before planting her lips on mine.

Our kiss was passionate, tongues swirling and rolling, and even high I knew she was painting him inside my mouth. My disgust quickly faded because it was Jordan. My lovely wife tasted like another man and was sharing that with me. After an initial hesitation, my arousal skyrocketed. Jordan had the taste of cum in her mouth! I returned her kiss, matching her excitement.

"Tell him what I'm doing," he said from behind her.

Jordan broke the kiss but leaned on me heavily, gazing into my eyes.

"He's lifting my dress, Baby. He's pushing it over my ass. He's running his hands over my butt. His fingers have hooked my panties and he's drawing them down. Oh, shit, Baby, what should I do? I think he's going to fuck me."

My dick was bright red and throbbing, sticking up from my lap. Jordan looked desperate but stayed where she was, her face only inches from mine. She moaned deeply, sucking air.

"Fuck, Alex, he's got his fingers inside. I'm so wet. I'm fucking soaked, Honey. He's playing with my clit. Unngh, fuck that feels good."

She fell silent for a time, squinting, focused on the intense pleasure, then her eyes grew big.

"I, I think, unngh, oh, fuck, I think that's his cock, Baby. Jesus, he's huge, ungh, I can't, ow, I can't, oh fuuuuck…"

Her jaw dropped and her eyes flew wide.

I knew. I knew he was inside her. I hoped briefly he'd slipped a condom on while back there but in my heart, I knew he hadn't. Another man now filled my wife's vagina. My mind stumbled, stunned, unable to engage. Her body shook slightly as he held her hips and thrust and then shook again. Jordan's eyes rolled back before she could focus again. When she did, she looked me straight in the eyes.

"He's fucking me," she rasped. "Oh, God, he's in me."

Her hands pressed against my chest as she pushed her hips at him. She couldn't help herself. She exhaled deeply, the wild pleasure plain on her face. Her body shook again and she whimpered.

"He's fucking me, Alex. He feels so goooood…"

I had to reach for my dick. I knew that would tacitly approve everything that was happening but I couldn't resist. Jordan's expression ruined me. She loved that new cock filling her. She'd never looked sexier. His big cock was moving inside her body and she was overwhelmed, moaning and gasping almost non-stop. We stared at each other, disbelief behind our eyes, both shocked this was really happening. She leaned forward and we kissed again, kissed as I felt her body thump…thump…thump with his thrusts, kissed while another man fucked my wife in my arms. Her gaze turned apologetic.

"Oh no," she whined. "I'm sorry, Love. Shit. I'm sorry, Baby. Ungh, unnh, I'm gonna cum. Shit. Fuck yeahhhhhhhhh!"

I stared, dumbfounded. Jordan twisted her spine and sank her nails into my skin.

"Aaaaaaaa!" she wailed.

Nothing in life prepares you for moments like these. Like before, time slowed. Jordan's pretty face looked ugly as she snarled with the force of her powerful orgasm. He kept a steady rhythm, holding her in place and fucking her tight hole.

"OH MY GOD!" she screamed, slammed by another wave.

She tossed her long hair. Her legs trembled, threatening to collapse. One breast slipped from her dress to swing wildly as she followed the first orgasm with another. He pumped her cunt until she finished and kept pumping until she turned weak.

At last he let her slide off his dick and into my lap, his big shiny cock pointing accusingly right at me. Jordan turned fetal. He sat at the other end of the couch and tugged her leash and she moved, with arms and legs of lead, to curl up on his lap.

I looked around the room, bewildered. The strength of Jordan's orgasms floored me. Why did she cum so hard for him? My dick still pulsed, sticking straight up and twitching. I heard Jordan speak.

"Let me finish you off," she murmured. "You must be ready to explode."

I turned my attention to them and saw Jordan leaning across his lap, her back against his stomach. She stroked him slowly, marveling at his thick, strong tool. He pushed her away, telling her to remove her dress. I watched her lift the thin white material over her head.

"Turn around," he said. "Face away from me and then back up."

She did and then walked backward, straddling his thighs. She grabbed his cock and aimed it at her sopping hole.

"Put me inside you," he ordered.

Jesus, we'd covered a lot of ground in one night. Jordan wouldn't look at me. She spread her labia with one hand and lowered her hips, rubbing him around until landing at her hole. She closed her eyes to savor the sensation and lowered her hips, guiding him into her married cunt.

"Get on the floor," he told me. "Watch me fuck your wife. Watch my cock go in."

His voice was clear and compelling. I didn't feel submissive to him, like he owned me or some shit like that, I just felt like he cut through the chaos and confusion in my head. What he said made sense. Let's be honest: isn't this why we were here tonight? He spoke to the heart of things and silenced all my self-doubts.

I slid from the couch, taking a spot directly in front and between their knees. I was unprepared for that sight. Jordan had half his dick in her widely stretched pussy. Her lips clung to his inches. He gleamed with my wife's excitement but what affected me the most, what hit me hardest, were his big smooth balls. The implied threat of sperm came roaring back. How much did he carry? They rested on the couch cushion for now but in a moment, I'd see them lift each time he pushed deep.

Was this man going to inseminate my wife? My wife and I never talked about this. How the hell does a couple talk about this? Did Jordan's have a plan? Would she pull him out when he started to cum?

She flexed her legs, rising, and then relaxed, sinking onto him again. I watched as she began to fuck herself on his hard dick. Those fat balls lifted from the cushion when his scrotum tightened. Her arousal ran down his dick. I heard my wife moan at the pleasure his cock gave.

"Lick her clit," the Mohican ordered. "Make her cum again."

I did not hesitate, planting my puckered lips on her little pink button. My tongue slipped forward and I rubbed my taste buds over sensitive petite bump, ripping a loud gasp from her. She opened her eyes, gazing down on me between their legs. Her expression was a mix of incredulous disbelief and reckless abandon. She couldn't believe I let myself get so close to his cock sliding in and out but she was so glad I did.

I couldn't believe it either. There was something about him, something about the simple way he cut through the uncertainty. The things he told us to do made sense. Wild sex was our real reason for being here. Who were we trying to fool?

I swirled my tongue over her clit and made her squirm on his cock. I licked around her labia, occasionally slathering the edge of his juice covered shaft, and made my sweet wife writhe atop his buried shaft.

The longer this went on, the wilder we both became. He had his hands around her waist, guiding her up and down. I stopped giving a shit and devoured the sensitive skin where their bodies merged, forcing them both to moan and groan with delight. Jordan grabbed the back of my head, holding my mouth against her quivering pussy, and wailed as another orgasm tore through. I nibbled and licked and sucked and did all I could to drive her insane. Truthfully, I knew most of her pleasure came from his thick hard cock and that she fucked someone new.

I was tonging her, keeping her climax alive, when I felt the first swell rise through his expanding shaft. I fasten my mouth to her clit and whipped my tongue against them both, gratified by the deep moans they made. His dick enlarged, inflating even thicker, and then it quivered, shuddering as his climax hit, pulsing again and again as he emptied his heavy balls into her womb.

I felt every blast through my tongue.

Jordan was too weak to move so after a while he lifted and turned her, placing her on all fours on the couch. From behind her wet slit looked delicious. She was swollen and pink and I knew her nerves were frazzled just by looking at her vulva.

Still holding her leash, the Mohican walked around in front and fed her his sloppy dick for cleaning. I raised on my knees and slipped my tongue into her smoldering pussy. She groaned from the bottom of her soul, stunned I could do such a thing. I was stunned too. I tenderly licked all around and slipping inside too. She bathed him balls to head and back again, until he was satisfied he was clean enough. He calmly unsnapped her collar and wandered away.

With him gone, I feasted on her hole, ripping one last orgasm from her exhausted cunt. I climbed onto the couch and pulled her against my chest. Neither of us moved for a long, long time.

"He came in me," she murmured at last.

Her words hit hard, like a mountain of truth falling from the sky. I turned them over, examining from every angle, and a strange thing happened.

Relief flooded me.

My dick began to rise.

We'd done it. We'd taken things farther than I'd ever imagined, yet here we were, snuggling, content, and happy. The worst that could happen had happened and we'd survived just fine.

"Do you love me?" I asked.

She tilted her head to look at me.

"Oh, Baby," she purred, heartfelt. "More than ever."

I tightened my arms around her. We sat naked together in a room surrounded by naked strangers, most of them men, and everything felt right with the world. My greatest fear when we first started down this path had crested and broke and then receded, leaving us whole. A surge of empowerment filled me, like we were suddenly capable of anything. Jordan noticed my erection.

"Poor baby," she chuckled. "Everybody got some but you."

"That's all right," I said. "I plan on fucking you to death once we're home."

She snuggled closer, wrapping her fingers around my dick.

"Good plan," she whispered.

"I must confess," I said after a minute. "I liked how commanding he was. There was no disrespect or derision in his voice, so I never felt humiliated, but he knew what we all needed and had the confidence to take us there. I often felt paralyzed with indecision, afraid to move, but he just told us what to do and we did it. What a relief."

"I get that," Jordan said. "I feel the same way. With stressful jobs like ours, all day making difficult decisions that affect a lot of people, we're often forced to be ruthless and demanding. We walked through the front doors of this place and Tonto took over. I loved doing whatever he wanted. I loved giving myself to him. He could have required a lot more from me and I'd done have it. I hope that doesn't upset you."

"Tonto?"

"I never asked his name."

I smiled. "You fucked a man without knowing his name? That's hot."

"I'm a bad girl."

"Let go of my dick, Bad Girl. I'm so close you're going to make me cum."

She released me. I surveyed the room, wondering what these people thought about the wild married couple. I noted most of the women wore wedding rings so I guess they were in the same boat as us. Half of these men were their husbands, watching them pair off with single men for earthshaking sex. Even better, watching them pair off with men of their own choosing. Fucking intense.

I saw Tonto wave to a woman and head for the exit. An idea popped into my head and I moved on it before I had the chance to think too much.

"Wait here," I told Jordan.

I angled to cut him off, catching him just before he opened the door.

"I want you to fuck my wife again," I blurted, unintentionally dropping my eyes to his smooth brown cock. "In our home."

"With pleasure. When and where?"

"What's your number?" I asked. "I'll text you our address. We'll work out the day and time."

He told me and I memorized it.

"I'm Alex," I added. "My wife is Jordan."

"Chunta," he said, looking over my shoulder at my wife. "That's Hopi. I look forward to your call. Don't make me wait."

I nodded understanding. He passed through the doors and I turned to face my wife. Her eyes were bright and hopeful.


Chapter 8

The knock at the front door was firm and loud. I opened it, finding a UPS driver waiting.

"Sign here," he said, shoving an electronic clipboard into my hands.

I signed. He handed me a large rectangular box.

"Have a nice night," he said, heading to his truck.

I wished him the same and closed our door. I opened the box on the kitchen counter and smiled.

"Who was that?" Jordan asked, standing at the bedroom door naked, brushing her teeth.

We would meet Chunta again tonight, the first time since the club, and Jordan was already preparing. I'd waited a few days to call and then work got busy and a few more days went by. I'd invited him to our home but he insisted on meeting in public first, naming a four-star restaurant downtown. We had reservations for three at eight.

"UPS," I said, plucking the slinky black dress from the box and holding it high for Jordan to see. "Tonto sent you a gift."

The black dress was incredibly light, designed to wrap around a woman's body and held in place by thin spaghetti straps. Not too short, ending three inches above the knees, the garment ruled out a bra of any kind, unless one did not mind looking tacky and half-dressed.

"That's gorgeous," Jordan breathed. "Shows a lot, but gorgeous. I hope we meet no one we know."

"Doubtful," I said. "Restaurant's too expensive. Try it on."

She disappeared into the bedroom and I heard her spit toothpaste into the sink. A moment later she reappeared wearing tiny black thong panties. She took the dress and shimmed it over her head, making small adjustments here and there. Her cleavage was lovely but her side-boob was spectacular.

"I'll be cautious when I lean," she joked, testing.

The fabric fell away, exposing both breasts fully.

"Goodness," she sighed.

"Elegant but risky," I said. "Are you going to wear it?"

"Hell yes," she scowled. "It's stunning and it's a gift. Refusing would be rude. I'm flattered he wants to see me like this."

My heartbeat quickened.

"Chunta gets what Chunta wants," she added with a grin.

I got the double-meaning.

Two hours later we waited near the hostess. The restaurant was extravagant and Jordan's dress matched the other women's attire perfectly. The men were well dressed too but lots of older men with younger women. My phone buzzed and I checked the message.

"He's at valet," I said.

Jordan tensed. Strange to be on a date while with your husband, I guess. The door opened and Chunta entered. I heard Jordan gasp. The man wore a slim-cut European style black suit and tie and looked dashing. He'd had it tailored to display his lean athletic form.

"You like that?" I mumbled.

"He's mouthwatering," my wife replied.

His long hair was held behind by a turquoise broach. One thin strand hung on his forehead. He was rakish and sexy. Even I saw that. He joined us and we all hugged and the hostess led us to our table. After drinks were ordered and the waiter departed, Chunta placed a black box on the table, about the size of a hardback book, and slid it towards Jordan.

"For you," he said.

She melted, and her expression made me jealous. She lifted the box and removed the lid. Confused for an instant, she rested the box on the table and removed several sheets of black tissue paper. Her eyes turned wicked. She withdrew a shiny black leather dog collar.

"Would you like me to wear this now?" she asked.

"Very much."

She left the table for the ladies' room.

I considered making small talk but my mouth was dry. This was all so deliberate. We were meeting a guy so he could fuck my wife and we were being so civil. My mind was doing flips. My heart was going boom boom boom.

"Nervous?" he asked.

"Fuck yes," I blurted.

"That makes sense."

Not; Don't worry everything will be fine, or; You can relax, tonight is just dinner. Nope. That makes sense. I'm nervous and Chunta very thoughtfully let me know I had reason to be. Terrific.

Jordan stepped out of the ladies' room and my jaw dropped. She wore his collar! It appeared nothing more than a fine black choker from a distance but anyone close enough could see the truth. A gorgeous woman so elegantly dressed was wearing his collar. Her breasts swayed majestically as she wove a path through the tables. Many eyes followed her. My palms turned sweaty. I took a gulp of ice water. Jordan never looked sexier and it was all for him.

Dinner proceeded exactly as you'd expect: drinks, appetizers, entrées. We were in the middle of the main course when I excused myself to use the restroom. I'd worked myself into a tizzy and needed a break from all the flirting between them. I swear I'd gotten and lost more erections in the last hour than the last four years of my life combined.

I cut behind a post to make a shortcut and that's when I saw Erin, our beautiful and brilliant daughter, having dinner with a man. I almost crashed into a table filled with diners. A quick change of course spared me discovery and averted my collision. I slowed, blazing a winding path that would show me his face. I made a few patrons uncomfortable by how close I got to their table but in the end, it was worth it, because Erin was having dinner with my boss, Maxwell Cross.

Holy Mother of God.

In an instant, my mind assembled the pieces: last December, office Christmas party, all family and friends welcome. I remembered briefly seeing Erin speaking to Max by the fireplace as I sailed by with the tray of eggnog. They were gone on my return trip minutes later so I thought no more about it.

Now my lovely daughter, with her young body and big, firm, gravity-defying tits, sat, like her mother across the room, wearing a revealing dress some man had clearly purchased for her.

My mind recoiled. I felt my brain hit a patch of ice. I could neither step on the gas nor the brake, spinning wildly out of control. I pushed through the bathroom door. I found a stall and sat, mind racing, torn between concerns regarding my daughter and my employer and absolute fear that my daughter would discover what her mother and I did here tonight. Erin would flip out to see her mother dressed like that but Jordan would do the same seeing Erin.

I had to keep these two apart.

I replayed what I'd seen, this time paying attention to details. Yes, their table had been covered with plates and glasses. If I remembered correctly, Erin was eating chocolate cake, Max sipping coffee. So, chances are they were just finishing. It was highly unlikely their path out of the restaurant would take them towards our table. In fact, our greatest chance of exposure was me exiting the restroom.

Summoning all my willpower, I waited an extra ten minutes and then slipped out, relived to find Erin's table now empty. I returned to Chunta and Jordan, both wrapped utterly in delightful conversation, blissfully unaware of my extended departure.

I was rattled by what I'd seen. I needed to talk to Jordan but that conversation would have to wait. I was only half listening to them, glancing around the restaurant and feeling exposed when my ears picked up on something Chunta said.

"I have some friends I'd like you to meet. Men you'd like."

Men?

I saw a change come over Jordan. Her face softened, her eyelids fluttered.

"Men like you?" she asked.

Hang on a second. Did my wife want more than one man at a time? We'd never discussed such a thing. She'd never hinted about that fantasy. A barrage of images assaulted me; Jordan circled by cocks. A man in her mouth. A man in her pussy. Men waiting their turn. Jordan buried beneath a mound of male flesh.

On the heels of my encounter with Erin, it was too much.

"Shall we take this somewhere else?" I asked.

They looked surprised to hear my voice. Jordan turned hopeful eyes to Chunta. She was more than ready.

"Yes," he told her. "Your place. I'm going to fuck Jordan in the bed she shares every night with you."

A wave of heat rushed through me. Our bedroom would never be the same, which was exactly why he was doing this. He'd forever change that room, leaving behind a scent that would linger. Each night we went to sleep we'd remember the time Chunta fucked Jordan in our bed.

He waved the waiter over and paid the bill. He pointed at my chest.

"She walked in with you," he said. "But she walks out with me. Lead us."

My balls were hot. All these people saw Jordan and I arrive together. Now she wore a collar and would exit holding his hand. I burned from shame but holy fuck it turned me on. How did he know it would?

I stood and they joined me. I hesitated, afraid to take the first step, then aimed for the door. Glancing back, I saw Jordan slip her arm through his, holding his hand like the lover he was. Her head went to his shoulder. They made a sexy couple. Heads turned left and right as we passed, people surprised by her switch. My dick was steel before we hit the parking lot.

We took our car with Jordan and Chunta climbing in the back seat. I tilted the rearview mirror just like all those movies I'd seen, and saw Jordan rush to free his cock. He was as thick and smooth as I remembered and my wife inhaled the first six inches, sucking hard and moaning. Chunta brushed her hair aside so I had a great view. She scooped his balls free, resting them atop his pants, then spread her tongue wide and slathered each nut in turn, practically worshiping his manly genitalia. Her black collar looked amazing so close to his cock.

"Park in the driveway," he told me. "We'll all walk into your home together."

My hands went weak. Neighbors would gossip. Minutes from now Jordan would be fucking him and I really wanted her to. We turned the final corner into our neighborhood and I announced we were almost home. Jordan lifted her head from his lap to watch the houses go by, her arousal shooting skyward.

I pulled into our driveway and they adjusted their clothing. The night was a little breezy and Chunta ordered Jordan to remove her panties, which she did. We climbed from the car and the wind puffed her dress, flashing our street her delicious ass. Two seconds later the wind flipped her dress again, this time in front, and the neighbors learned at the same time I did that Jordan had shaved herself bare in anticipation of this night. I gawked at her pretty little slit.

There was no mistaking what was happening here. If any neighbors were looking out their front windows, they saw Jordan and me bring a man home. I shivered and not from the warm night air. We entered the house. I locked the door behind us. Standing in our living room, Chunta faced me.

"Strip," he said. "Your wife is going to blow me and you're going to watch and jack off for us. After you cum, I'll take her into your bedroom. You can only join us once you get hard again."

I have no idea why I let this man speak to me this way, but I do. I gave a nod of understanding and began removing my clothes. Jordan grew incredibly excited watching me. When my boxers came down, revealing my hard and throbbing erection, she groaned.

"Kneel," he said, and I did.

Chunta moved behind her and slipped the spaghetti straps off her shoulders. Just like that she was nude except for her high heels. He turned her to face him and she knew what to do, dropping to her knees. She freed his cock and balls and continued her blowjob from the car. My eyes were glued to her sweet face. She had real feelings for this man and his strong cock. I took my dick in hand and began stroking. Chunta waved me closer until his dick and her mouth were only inches from my face. I saw and heard everything. I even smelled her saliva on his wet skin.

I lasted no time at all. Jordan had barely gotten him hard, slobbering all over his big mushroom head and sucking his balls, when my nuts tightened. I grunted, blasting several milky jets onto our living room floor. Getting so hard and cumming so fast thrilled Jordan because I removed for her all guilt and doubt. My reaction was a green light. She listened to me climax and growled around the cock in her mouth. Chunta quickly lifted her to her feet, holding her hand and gesturing for her to lead them to our bedroom. My dick was still deflating when they disappeared down the hallway.

As you'd expect, my desire to see my wife fucked dropped off the charts once I came. I heard our bed creak and my wife moan from the bottom of her heart and my ribs seemed to squeeze me. Soon I had trouble breathing. His grunts and groans accompanied by her gasps and moans tied me in knots. Time passed. I played with my dick but the panic and terror I felt killed any erection.

But then I heard Jordan orgasm.

His cock had done that to her. I knew it. Not his fingers or his tongue, but his thick, smooth cock gliding in and out of my wife. Her climax was long and loud and I understood the extreme pleasure fucking him gave her. Blood began to flow again and I was fully erect by the time I reached the bedroom door.

Jordan was on our bed, on her back, legs spread and high heels pointed at our ceiling. I stopped dead like I'd hit an invisible wall. What a fucking sight. He was naked and between her legs and his gleaming cock sawed in and out of her clinging pussy like it was never meant for something so tight. He was driving Jordan wild. I saw his big balls swing on every back-stroke and suddenly wanted him to spurt every tadpole he possessed inside her.

My dick pulsed harder as the danger of pregnancy rocketed through my brain. There was so much we never talked about but here we were. They were kissing madly and then he fastened his mouth to her nipple, biting and sucking and ripping another orgasm from her. I moved to the head of the bed so they could see me jacking off.

"Ohhh fuuuuucking Helllll," Jordan groaned, watching me pump my dick.

Chunta laughed, then scooped his hands under her ass. He lifted and his cock began long-stroking, pounding deep inside, his long, jet-black hair bouncing. I knew by her sharp gasps he was hitting her cervix. It would've hurt if she weren't so turned on. His load would shoot straight into her womb. I was dizzy with lust. Jordan moaned nonstop, begging and urging, promising him he can fuck her whenever he wished. She came again, her scream bouncing off our bedroom walls. I drank in the sight of this naked warrior fucking my wife in our bed and spurt for a second time, thrusting my hips into empty air.

Chunta whipped his dick out and flipped Jordan on her stomach. He buried it balls deep and Jordan arched her back, crying out at the intense penetration. He grabbed both ass cheeks and pounded hard, driving himself towards climax, pushing her farther into the blankets with each thrust. His feet forced her ankles apart and I knelt to see everything close-up.

His fat balls were slapping her clit when he finally roared his pleasure, pumping hot sperm into her body. His twitching cock barely moved as he unloaded a gallon. He held himself in there until every drop was spent and her tightness forced him out. His dangling, drooling cock was inches from my face. I watched her hole close slowly. She was breathing hard and fast, overwhelmed by his sudden ejaculation.

As he moved off the bed, I moved in, planting my mouth over her asshole and wriggling my tongue into her sphincter. She jumped and then groaned and I sent my tongue exploring, teasing her clit and licking her juicy used cunt. He'd gotten her close to yet another orgasm. Me and my tongue took her the rest of the way.

I don't know when he left or how he got back to his car. Lyft, I suppose.

Jordan and I snuggled atop the covers. She was quiet for a minute allowing reality to sink in, then transformed into a chatterbox, describing the night through her eyes, touching the collar and telling me how wildly excited it made her to wear it. She explained how much she loved watching me masturbate watching her get fucked.

She was quiet for a second, looking around at our bed.

"I'm going to be horny for weeks," she said. "Every time we come to bed, I'll remember tonight, and need you to fuck me."

I promised I would.

A thought had been slowly creeping in my brain, gaining strength and urgency. I hated to rush our tranquil mood.

After a natural pause in our conversation, I told her about seeing Erin at the restaurant, with Max. She was appalled, as I knew she would be, and we agreed we needed to talk to our daughter. I grabbed my cell.

"Tell her we were at dinner tonight, just me and you, and saw her at the restaurant. Tell her to come see us for dinner at home tomorrow night."

I began typing the message.


Chapter 9

My suspicions were correct: last December, office Christmas party.

Max had started the conversation complimenting Erin on the scholarship and fantastic GPA. Bastard. Ply my baby with flattery. From there he smoothly worked in praises about her beauty and questions about her diet and workout routine because, as Erin quotes: "You are far too gorgeous to just wake up like that every day. There must be some kind of sorcery involved."

My daughter never knew what hit her. The next thing she knew, limousines were arriving to take her to the best shows and restaurants. Max took her to dinner in Los Angeles and then flew her on the company jet to New York. They'd been dating for months. She'd kept everything from us. We never discovered if they'd had sex, no matter how cleverly Jordan or I framed the question.

I became obsessed with finding out. After our dinner conversation ended, Erin and Jordan went to Erin's old room to look at winter clothing.

I took the opportunity, and I know this was wrong, to search her phone for messages. I had to know exactly what was going on. Erin has had the same password forever, Justin Bieber's birthdate: 3194, so I was in easily. I scanned quickly, forwarding every message from Max to my phone for reading later. I sent the last message, deleted everything I'd sent, backed out of the menus, locked the phone, and placed it exactly where it had been.

The rest of the night was typical. We watched a movie together, talked about life and plans, said goodnight when Jordan yawned, and waved as Erin drove away, headed to her apartment. I said nothing of my snooping until Jordan and I were in bed.

Once I did, she sat up and demanded we read the messages. I grabbed my phone and opened the first, reading out loud Max's sly and smooth seduction of our daughter. With each message, he got slightly more aggressive, slightly more familiar. Erin was not innocent. She flirted, flattered by this rich, educated, intelligent and funny older man. When Max asked for a tasteful nude, Erin sent a topless selfie. I winced. Jordan stared.

"She's got great tits," my wife admitted.

"Jordan!"

"Well, she does. I'm happy for her. She's old enough to make her own choices, Alex. We know Max is lecherous but we'd never convince her of that. She must learn it on her own. All we would do is drive her into his arms. I'd love to protect her but I can't. Broken hearts are inevitable."

The next text Erin asked for a tasteful nude too. Fair is fair, she'd written.

I doubted Max, with all his money and reputation, would take the risk.

I was wrong.

I opened his response and stared so long Jordan snatched my phone away.

"Damn," she said.

Max stood before a full-length mirror, nude. He was in great shape but I already knew that, working out with him occasionally at the company gym. He had chest hair which trailed down his stomach to closely trimmed pubes. His balls were shaved and large, his cock circumcised and impressively long, hanging over his ball sack like a sleepy snake. I watched Jordan's face and witnessed her change. The high road is hard to take when you're staring at the dick that might go inside your child. She'd been fine with the concept but the reality kicked her ass. No way would she allow Max to touch our sweet angel daughter.

"No," Jordan said, shaking her head and pushing the phone back into my hand. "No. Not my baby girl. You tell him to back the fuck up. You go in Monday and make sure he understands. He can have his pick of women. Make him leave my little girl alone. Make him. You confront him on Monday, Alex. You tell him to leave her alone. The daughter of a subordinate? That's incredibly inappropriate. Possibly actionable."

She was furious. I wasn't about to threaten my boss with a lawsuit but I promised to discuss the relationship with him and ask him to stop. Jordan made me promise three times.


Chapter 10

"How'd you find out?" Maxwell asked.

"Jordan and I were out for dinner. I used the restroom and happened to notice you and Erin several tables over."

"Bad break for me."

"Sir, she's way too young for you. She'd just a kid."

He shook his head. "You don't know her as well as you think."

That sent a chill. Jordan and I were still no closer to learning the truth. Have they had sex yet? Maxwell's last comment seemed like a strong hint.

"Okay," Max said, rubbing his hands together. "Here's the thing; I don't want to stop. She's gorgeous, and that body is ridiculous."

"But you know it all leads to nothing."

"I have some ideas about where it might lead."

"I'll work weekends for free," I offered. "Off the clock. Special projects to make you look good."

"I already look good."

"Well, fuck, Max. What can we do then? I know you understand a parent trying to protect their child. You have kids."

My voice cracked. He studied my face a long time.

"All right," he said, finally. "Give me Jordan instead."

My shoulders sagged. "What?"

"Hand over Jordan. The mother is just as hot as the daughter. I'll fuck your wife instead. That's my offer."

"What century do you think this is? I work for you, Max. I'm your employee."

"I don't give a shit. I'll draw up a document you can sign. I'll add a non-disclosure addendum. You know I'll keep my mouth shut. Can't have you suing me for half the company. Your signature makes sure you keep your mouth shut too. How much do you love your daughter?"

Fuck. Fucking hell. This ruthless negotiating skill is exactly how he built this company. I'd seen him crush better men than me at the boardroom table. Now I was on the receiving end of his talent. You might think the choice was obvious and easy, given how Jordan and I had already played with Chunta, but it wasn't. I had to work next to Max every day. Could I handle knowing he'd had my wife? My stomach hurt.

"Have you had sex with Erin yet?" I asked, pointblank.

I figured I might as well try to get something for me and Jordan. At least we'd know and if he hadn't yet, we'd spare Erin a lot. Something told me Max was an indelicate and unsophisticated lover. Rough, so to speak.

He looked me in the eyes.

"No."

I held his gaze, trying to detect a lie. I couldn't. That made a big difference. Erin would never know the bullet she dodged but her parents would.

"I need to call Jordan."

"No you don't. She'll trust your judgement on this. Besides, you’re technically a salesman. Sell her on it."

Asshole.

I sighed.

"Fine. What do we do? Shake on it?"

"Sure," he said, grinning, extending a hand. "I'll also have Doris draw up the paperwork."

"Doris will know? Max, I work with your secretary all the time. I don't want her knowing intimate things like this about me."

Max laughed. "Brother, Doris knows lots of things about everyone. Don't worry about her. That woman lets nothing slip."

We shook hands. He squeezed firmly, holding my hand several heartbeats. Doubt instantly flared in my heart. What had I done?

The work day lasted forever. I texted Jordan we needed to talk and she shot back a dozen questions. I told her the essence of my conversation with Max and she fell silent. That's not unusual, we're both often too busy at work to respond, but I couldn't help but feel badly. I got home first and poured us both strong drinks. When she got home she came through the door, kissed me once, took the drink from my hand and downed it, and faced me squarely.

"Has he had sex with my baby?"

"No."

I saw tension leave her body. Most of it anyway. She stuck her empty glass out and I poured more.

"So he fucks me instead of Erin."

"Yes."

"A mother's love," she mumbled.

She downed her drink, set the tumbler on the counter, and took my hand.

"What will that do to your work environment?"

I shrugged. "At first it will be awful," I said. "But if I can handle you and Chunta, I can handle you and Max."

"We could murder him."

I checked to see if she was joking. Even after gazing deeply into her eyes, I wasn't sure.

"No," I said. "We can't."

"When?" she asked, after a pause.

"I must sign some paperwork first, stating I'm aware and promising not to sue."

"So possibly as early as tomorrow night?"

"Maybe. But he's a tremendously busy man. Also, I can see him holding this over my head for a while just for the fun of it."

"Ass."

"My thoughts exactly," I agreed.

Max had the papers on my desk the next morning. Doris must have worked on them at home. I read through and if I signed, I'd be recognizing the legitimacy of their affair, agreeing that said relationship in no way affected my work environment, and expressly stating Jordan knew I knew. There were a few other smaller clauses too but after two pages I skimmed to the end. The stark language was brutal. I was essentially handing Jordan over without recourse. I signed and walked the bundle to Doris. She barely noticed, like she's seen Max force people to sign far worse.

"I'll get this to Mister Cross right away," she said, smiling pleasantly.

That was it. No gong sounded. No drum beat. I shuffled back to my desk and tried to concentrate on work. Hours later, just before my day ended, Jordan texted.

Meeting Max for drinks after work.

My head exploded. I'd entertained this possibility in the back of my mind all day but nothing moved it forward. Now, all at once, I'd gotten battered by the reality. I sent Jordan several texts but either she was too busy to reply or Max had told her not to. I kept working, sending the occasional text and being ignored. I drove home after work and continued my one-sided text conversation, praying for something, anything.

All I got was silence.

Just after nine I heard her car and the garage door. I hurried to meet her and arrived in the kitchen just as she was coming through the garage. Her hair was pulled into a ponytail, a style she never wears at work, and she was covered by an oversized gray sweat suit. She saw me and stopped. Despite my burning curiosity, I thought a little compassion was appropriate. She'd never asked for this.

"How are you?" I said.

She dropped her purse and wrapped her arms around me, planting a hot wet kiss on my lips.

"Horny," she growled. "Incredibly fucking horny."

She took my hand and led me to the bedroom.

"He wouldn't let me cum," she said over a shoulder as we hurried down the hallway. "Fucker got me close again and again."

"Did you have sex?" I blurted.

She stopped to face me, just outside our bedroom door.

"He fucked my brains out, Baby."

I swear her words echoed in my head. I was too flustered to speak. The whole event was already over and I'd never gotten my feet under me. Jordan peeled off his sweat clothes revealing she wore nothing underneath. I saw red whisker burns on her tits, pink handprints on her ass, scarlet circles on her knees. She was completely naked when she hit the bed. I started removing clothing too but she shook her head, waving me in, spreading her legs.

"Give me your tongue, Baby. Work your magic. I need to cum and I'm too tender for your dick."

Her hands went behind my head as I slid between her thighs. I kissed above her clit and slipped a finger in, releasing a gush of semen. I instinctively recoiled but Jordan pulled me in, guiding my mouth to her engorged clit.

"He got me close so many times," she murmured. "What an asshole. He just toyed with me. An hour in I was begging him to make me cum but he wouldn't."

I was listening as I licked all around her hole. She was pink and puffy and looked well-used, even abused.

"Don't you tease me too," she whined. "It's okay, Love. Just get me there."

The evidence of his conquest stared me in the face. He'd claimed my wife's pussy, my pussy, and made sure I'd have no doubt. Jordan nudged my head closer.

Fuck it, I thought.

I spread her labia and swabbed her inner lips with my tongue. Her moan was gratifying. I pushed a thumb in, tasting the salty mix, and then focused on her clit while rubbing her G-spot with a fingertip.

Max had cum inside her.

Jordan carried Maxwell's sperm.

My boss had inseminated my wife and that would be true forever.

My brain kept rephrasing the truth, trying to find the handle. I licked faster and sucked harder and was rewarded with a heartfelt groan. Jordan was gushing.

I shoved all other thoughts out of my head and concentrated on giving my wife the best orgasm ever. I don't know if I did, only she could say, but by the sound she made when she finally exploded if it wasn't the best, it was damn close.

My face was a dripping mess. I wiped it on our bedspread and snuggled up next to her. She rested her head on my chest, then took hold of my penis, gently stroking, almost absentmindedly.

"Do you want to hear about it?" she asked.

I did and I didn't, but I knew if I didn't, my fucking imagination would turn on me.

"Yes," I said. "I'm sure to hate all of it but I need to know, so go ahead."

She got a little more comfortable and tightened her grip.

"He texted me directions to his high-rise," she began "and had me use valet. The doorman punched the code for the elevator, top floor of course, and I shot upward. The door opened on a hallway with only two doors, one on each side, but before I could check the number, the door on the left opened and Max stepped into the hall, naked, holding two large glasses of wine. He said he remembered I liked Coppola at the Christmas party, and offered me a glass. I remember you liked clothes, I shot back, taking the drink. Honestly, Alex, I barely remembered his face. I only spoke with him about ten minutes that night.

"He showed me inside and shut the door. The place was fabulous, as I'd expected, all artwork and mood lighting, and he gestured towards the large fireplace and told me to take off my clothes, that he wanted to fuck me in front of the fire. I stopped and set the drink on a large marble table, then faced him. You don't need to act like this, I said. Can we try to make this pleasant?

He chuckled and I suddenly realized it was all an act, playing on my fears. He'd maneuvered me around to the point where I was willing to make the night enjoyable, and he'd done it in mere minutes. I was impressed. You said he was brilliant but tonight I saw it for myself. "

Jordan looked up at my face.

"He saw in my eyes I'd figured out his game. I gazed at his naked body. I couldn't help myself. I saw him in a new way. I told him I would shower after a long day and he walked me to the huge glass and marble bathroom, pointing out luxurious soaps, shampoos, and perfumes, before closing the door and leaving me alone. I felt my hatred evaporating. I washed carefully, finding myself trying to be presentable. I wanted him to like what he saw. I dabbed perfume and left the bathroom, just as naked as he was, thinking two can play the psychological warfare game.

I saw him through several glass walls. He stood on the balcony, waiting for me, gazing out over the city lights. I stopped and he noticed me and we just stood there. Baby, his eyes crawled every inch of my body. His cock began to fill and rise and it was so sexy. He never touched himself. Just the sight of me was enough. God! He made me feel so sexy without speaking a word. I stood there feeling myself get wet and his cock rose until it curved, straining for the sky. Alex, he looked good. He looked dangerous and sexy, like his cock was a weapon and he was hunting me with it, only I wasn't going to run. I wasn't going to try and get away. I wanted him to capture me."

She was breathing faster now, remembering, stroking me with short hard jerks.

"And he did, Honey. Jesus, did he ever. He forced me to my knees and ordered me to suck. Chunta was the first man to be so assertive with me and I liked it but Max had the power of command in his voice. My knees went weak. Something in his tone or pitch made me want to obey. He kept me down there a long time, licking and sucking every inch of his cock and balls. He even lifted a leg so I could tongue his asshole. I felt the sexual tension rising in him. Suddenly he could take no more and bent me over the table, knocking a bust of Beethoven to the floor. Without hesitation he pushed his cock deep. Alex, he knew I'd be soaked, he knew. How did he know? He was blackmailing me yet somehow still knew I would want it."

I'd grown steadily harder, picturing everything she said. I loved the sexual imagery but hated that it was my boss. How would I ever face him again?

"He worked his dick deep, wetting every inch, and then grabbed my hair and started pounding me. It hurt for a minute but he didn't care. It felt good to him and my struggles only excited him more. He was so hard, Baby, like a rock, like an iron bar inside me. I just kept getting wetter and that excited him more. Soon I was loving his stiffness. He was so big. I really felt the difference and it was fantastic. He stretches me, Honey, in every direction. It was wonderful."

She was comparing sex with his cock to sex with mine. Did that make my penis wilt? Nope. I grew harder. Encouraged by my response, Jordan stroked faster and spilled more detail.

"He fucked me like a whore. It's true. He said nasty, dirty things to me and hammered my poor pussy. I felt cheap and used and hid my face behind my hands.

"But then a strange thing happened, Baby. I was at another man's place, fucking a man who was not my husband. I was nasty! I was dirty! I was a slut and suddenly found myself loving that fact. I let go the last of my misgivings and gave myself to him. I urged him to fuck me harder. Baby, I told him to cum in me. That was my idea. Maybe he would have anyway but I told him to. He pounded my little pussy until he roared with conquest and shot a whole bunch of cum inside.

"I thought we were done but he dragged me to bed, ordering me to suck until he was hard again, then he fucked me a second time. He'd just lie there and make me do all the work but by then I wanted so badly to please him. He came in me three times tonight but never let me orgasm. Thank God I have you."

I was ready to pop. All kinds of emotions stomped around inside me. I did not like Jordan treated that way but if she loved it, where was my argument? I burned with shame to allow a man to handle my woman in such a way. My disgrace was multiplied by her eager willingness to be his slut. As my boss, he already had power over me. Now he had Jordan and all the power over me that carried too. I reassured myself that at least it was all over. I told myself the worst was behind me. He'd fucked her but she was home now and forever mine.

"He's coming over Saturday night," she said. "I can still feel his rock-hard cock in me. I can't wait to fuck him again."

My stomach dropped.

"No way," I said. "That wasn't our agreement. He would leave Erin alone in exchange for fucking you. That was the deal."

She squeezed my shaft hard.

"It will be all right, Baby. We'll all enjoy ourselves. I get it might be awkward for you but now that I've already been with him, what's the difference if I'm with him again?"

She stroked faster, trying to distract me and negate any reply. I hate to admit that it worked, but it did. Her hand felt good and I was so twisted around with sexual tension I just closed my eyes and let her make me cum.


Chapter 11

I expected him to humiliate me all week. I expected crude comments and intimate details. I thought he would rub my nose in his conquest of my woman, but he didn't. Staring with that first day, he was positive and encouraging, especially in front of other employees. I felt better. I told myself this wasn't so bad. I let my guard down, believing I'd somehow mastered my emotions overnight.

But the next day brought us one day closer to Saturday and my anxiety grew. I'd watch him move through his work day and I remembered all the things Jordan had said about him, all the ways he'd fucked her, all the ways he'd conquered and controlled her.

His cock had been inside my wife.

His sperm was still there.

Over and over I'd feel myself blush and need to look away.

Day after day the pressure grew. Without meaning to, I memorized his voice and the way he walks. I became a keen observer of the man who would soon fuck my woman again. I noticed everything about him. Some days I wanted to pull my hair out. I'd hear him down the hall laugh at someone's joke and my mind would thoughtfully remind me in screaming bold letters that the man laughing right now would soon be inside my wife.

Again.

At last Saturday arrived. All week Jordan and I had maintained our routine at home, neither mentioning Max or what was to come. Saturday morning, she kissed me and zipped out the door for a manicure and a pedicure. I waited around for her to get back. I wasn't even sure what time Max would arrive, and I suspected they were doing all the texting. I drifted from room to room, seeing our furniture and knickknacks in a strange new way. This was different from Chunta. He was a handsome exotic stranger, a toy for my wife's amusement.

Maxwell Cross was my boss.

I was already beneath him in some primitive way and this situation only elevated him higher. Higher, but in an intensely personal and vulnerable way. Jordan was mine, the mother of my child and my partner for life, and Max was going to take her from me. Not in a permanent way, I'd get her back, but I'd get her back reeking of him, I'd get her back only once he finished with her.

On top of all this was the horrible truth that Jordan wanted Max to take her from me. She was looking forward to tonight, excited enough to get a mani and pedi. I hated that my boss would lay with my wife but I loved that the little slut wanted to. The conflict tore me apart, but in a strange way, that felt good too. I recognized the frantic and nervous sexual energy I carried.

The doorbell startled me. I answered it and found Max on my porch, small suitcase in hand. I stared.

"Invite me in, Alex," he said.

I stepped aside with a wave of my hand. He entered, I locked the door behind him, and he faced me.

"Jordan back yet?"

That confirmed my suspicion they communicated behind my back.

"No," I said.

"Well, she will be soon. Where's the bedroom?"

I headed down the hall, swinging the double doors wide.

"Nice place," he said, standing at the threshold and surveying. He moved to the chest of drawers and sat his suitcase on top. He removed his phone, keys, and wallet from his pants pockets and set them next to his luggage. He turned and hit me with an ear to ear grin.

"Let's get undressed," he said. "Jordan will love it."

Don't tell me what Jordan will love, my brain snapped. She's my wife.

"That seems odd," I said. "So, we'll both just be naked when she gets home?"

"Yup."

I don't know what triggered it but in that instant, I caught a fleeting glimpse that I was not his first husband and Jordan not his first wife. Were there other men at work Max had trapped? I zipped through a mental list of my colleagues and their behavior, looking for any drastic changes over the years. Two came to mind; Ben and Rusty, both with attractive wives. I knew Max had fucked them too. He was probably still fucking them whenever he wished.

"Clothes," he demanded. "Let's go."

He began to strip so I, awkwardly, did too. Once we were both naked he looked me over. Admittedly, I did the same to him. My eye was drawn to his soft hanging cock because in that situation, with what was coming, his cock was the star of the show. Or soon would be. He had a lot of girth already, with a forked vein running along the side like a blue Y. He was hairy all over but kept everything trimmed close to the skin. His balls were shaved which made them look bigger.

"Don't worry," he stated. "I won't force you to suck it or anything."

I sputtered a response, never actually getting a word out.

"I know you went down on her when she got home Tuesday night," he said. "That's why I wouldn't let her cum. You should have seen her face when she left my place. That woman was horny."

"So we're just two grown men standing around naked," I said, interrupting his walk down Memory Lane. "Is this your whole plan?"

He straightened his shoulders, annoyed by my insolence.

"You're right," he said. "We should wait in the living room, not the bedroom."

He left.

I followed and found him, now naked in our living room, clicking through channels. He found something he liked, Watchmen, I think, and dropped onto the couch. I took my favorite chair. We'd seen no more than four minutes of the program before the hum of the garage door lifting filled the house. My heart beat a little faster. Jordan was about to walk into a weird scene.

The door to the garage banged shut and the click of heels sounded through the kitchen. I heard shopping bags and purse hit the counter. She had to have seen Maxwell's car parked in front of our home.

She stepped into the living room. Max stood, so I did too. Her gaze jumped from Max to me to Max. She let her eyes wander over our nude bodies. She grinned.

"Hell of a greeting, boys," she quipped.

Max folded his arms across his chest. Jordan looked him over again, cast a guilty glance my way, and moved to stand before him. He said nothing, merely looking her in the eye. She seemed to wait for instructions but when none came, she obediently sank to her knees. She dipped her head under his hanging tube and kissed his balls before licking them with a wide tongue. She burrowed deeper, his cock draped across her face, nuzzling his scrotum and licking as far back as she could. I wondered if she reached his asshole. He let her work until his dick began to lift then grabbed her hair.

"Kiss it," her ordered and my wife hurried to obey, planting a wet smooch right on the pink head.

After that he let go and Jordan took over, knowing what he liked by the hours already spent with him. Soon she had both hands pumping his slobbery shaft in time with her bobbing mouth.

"Come closer," he told me. "Come see what your wife is doing to me."

I almost told him I could see fine but nope, my feet shuffled, moving me next to her. I even knelt right beside her, listening to her slurps and gags, watching his veiny inches slipping and sliding in and out. Her expression was pure delight.

"Do it like I told you," he said.

Jordan took a deep breath and licked her lips. She placed his cock head on her flat tongue and then eased him in, sliding his rod to the back of her mouth. He looked like a thick veiny snake in there. He hit the back and then she took another breath, tilting her jaw and bending her neck. I watched my wife struggled to force him deeper, driving another man's cock into her throat. He had two or three inches of dick left when she closed her lips around the shaft and sucked.

"Aaaaa, yeah, that's good, Baby Girl."

I was hypnotized. What a sight. His dick skin gleamed from her spit and his hips moved in a slow and sexy back and forth. His balls swung gently, almost bumping her chin. He owned more dick than she could take and I saw in her eyes how she loved that, like he brought more masculinity to the fight than she could handle. I realized how different this was for her, how different it was from giving me a blowjob. Jordan can take me to the base with ease. Max must have felt like a monster in her mouth.

I don't know if she liked it because he was bigger or if she liked it because he was different than me, but Goddamn, she really liked it. Her nostrils flared, her eyes big. She breathed heavily around him and tried to cram in as much cock as possible.

"Here's the part you love," he gloated, once again tangling fingers in her hair. 

He held her head tightly and leaned forward, pushing his cock to new depths. Jordan resisted the urge to struggle, relaxing her throat and breathing rapidly. I saw those last inches slide in until his shaved nuts separated against her chin. Her eyes watered like crazy and her neck bulged and she wanted to panic but forced herself to be calm, giving the man the pleasure he sought, even while extracting more pleasure from his cock in her mouth than I thought possible.

Here's the part you love, he'd said, and I realized this must have been a discovery from her one night with him. He'd broken her in quickly. I was sure she'd been an inspired student. What other discoveries had they made?

He slow-fucked her throat and then withdrew his sloppy inches. He was now almost too hard to fit and ready for something new. He took a step back and sat on our couch, slowly stroking.

"Strip," he told her.

Jordan hurried to comply.

"Help her," he told me.

I hurried to comply too. I worked on her shoe buckles and then, after she'd whipped off her sweater, moved to release her bra while she kicked her shoes aside.

"You take her panties off, Alex," he ordered.

Jordan stood still while I tugged them down. Our eyes met briefly and I saw a mix of uncertainty and rampant excitement. She could not believe we were truly doing this and hoped I was okay, but the boring routine of a soccer mom was long gone and she was thrilled. I held her panties low for her to step out of and she was as naked as Max and me. Fuck, she looked good.

"Flip your hair behind you," he said.

She did, and her full-frontal nudity was a vision. Max devoured her as voraciously as I did.

"Straddle me," he said.

Jordan placed her feet outside his, her inner thighs pressing his knees. I was looking right up the barrel and his meaty pillar pointed at her swollen slit. She need only bend her knees and Max would glide deep into her body.

"Come grab my dick, Alex," he said. "I want you to guide me in. Jordan and I will be kissing while you put my cock inside her."

I saw her leg tremble and heard her softly moan. What is it about us that when it comes to sex, we love powerful men telling us what to do? I've never touched a penis other than my own and I was shaking. My mouth went dry. I crawled between his legs and stared at that throbbing cock and those weighty balls. I wasn't just going to allow my wife to fuck another man, I was going to put him inside her. It took my breath away. I knew they were both waiting to see if I'd do it. I was sure Jordan held her breath. This was a huge step and had faint, homosexual implications. Not really, but touching another man's hard cock was a big deal all by itself.

I wrapped my fingers around his substantial girth. The sensation was familiar but different enough to remind me this was not my dick. I felt his heartbeat and blood flow through my palm. I felt heat and life. With my free hand, I spread Jordan's labia with two fingers. She gasped at my touch, realizing I was going through with it. I couldn't see her face but I was sure she now bit her bottom lip. I felt her body quivering with want and need. I tried to speak but choked on the word, cleared my throat and tried again.

"Lower," I told her.

She placed her hands on her knees and leaned over to kiss Max while gradually dropping her hips. The distance between their bodies diminished and my eyes narrowed to slits. My mind screamed this was really happening but I did nothing to stop it. His fat head was twice the size of her hole. Then, to my utter amazement, a sparkling drop of excited pussy juice dripped slowly from her inner labia to hang in space and come to rest lightly on the tip of his cock. My wife wanted him and wanted him badly.

I lined them up and slowly brought them together. His dick pulsated in my hand. She gasped when his cock touched her and then again when I moved my hands to her hips and pressed down.

"Ooooohhhh, Babyyyy," she sighed, but I didn't know if I was Baby or Max was.

His size and solid bulk forced her tunnel to expand. I released her pussy lips and they wrapped around his head in a loving hug. He was gliding in sluggishly, disappearing a half inch at a time, languidly filling her emptiness with straining cock. I hear them kissing and looked around her ass, watching their passion as my wife sank onto his rigid stake. His nuts lifted and she slipped a few inches lower, groaning into his mouth. I knew he had expanded his head inside her. She continued her slow glide to the base of his cock until eventually only those large hairless balls remained outside. I was shaken to my core.

Her thighs flexed and she lifted, a glistening pole of male flesh revealed. Shiny veins ran wildly just under the skin. She had him so hard he looked ready to burst. His balls lifted again and my wife sank to the base of his dick once more, capturing every bulging inch.

"Fuck!" she gasped, tearing her mouth away from his. "I'm gonna cum!"

Her head fell back and she fucked herself rapidly, rocking short strokes and driving her body over the edge, groaning loudly as her pussy clenched and juice gushed through the seal of her lips around his shaft. She growled animal noises and twisted her hips, impaled on his spike.

I was dumbfounded. This was a Jordan I'd never seen. The monster in her mouth had become the monster in her pussy and my earlier question about her enjoying him because he's bigger or because he's different was answered. No way would she cum this hard and this fast because he was different, especially after already fucking him once. The grim truth sliced right through me: Max filled my wife in ways that drove her crazy, excited her beyond belief. I listened to her loud moans and groans and heard the wild pleasure in her voice.

She linked her fingers behind his neck and pounded her hips against his lap. I was inches from their merged bodies. Her fluids dripped from his scrotum to soak the cushion. Max grabbed her tits and sucked hard on her nipples, tonguing the sensitive skin all around. Jordan screamed another orgasm, throwing her head and tossing her hair. She was cumming hard on his cock. His balls lifted again and Jordan bore down, riding fast and hard.

"Take it!" Max shouted.

My eyes were glued to his swollen dick. His balls pulsed and then pulsed again, and Max groaned loudly. He was already blasting sperm into her pussy, and right in front of my face! Jordan rode him furiously, coaxing every drop. She lifted a big tit to his mouth and forced him to suck. She was chasing another orgasm and caught it just as Max shot her with his last jet of semen. Jordan howled in ecstasy. Cloudy sperm leaked from all around his bulging pole.


Chapter 12

I hate admitting I can make the same mistake twice, but there it is.

After that wildly intense fuck session, I figured, again, our bargain had been kept. Max would leave our home and, by extension, our daughter, alone. We'd kept our end. The proof now trickled out of my wife's pussy.

But then what about that suitcase?

Jordan stayed atop Max until his fat penis deflated enough to fall out. A wash of semen followed as her hole slowly collapsed back to normal. She slid off to unsteady feet and stood swaying, glancing at me and back to Max, who also stood. I was expecting something like a handshake and a goodbye.

"To the bedroom?" he asked.

Jordan didn't speak, instead nodding slightly and taking his hand, leading him out of the living room and down the hall. I followed. She climbed onto the bed, parting her legs in silent invitation, and Max slipped in between, holding himself over her and kissing my wife sweetly. His soft cock mashed her puffy pussy lips.

They began to make out. His hands roamed her body. Her hands roamed his back and ass. He moved his mouth to her breast and gently suckled a nipple. There was no hurry, no urgency. They were exploring, learning. I sat in the chair by the window and watched, wondering what came next and for the next hour or so, saw Max and my wife simply enjoy each other and the unfamiliarity of a new lover. They chuckled and kissed and teased.

Eventually, Jordan rolled the man on his back and kissed down his body to his cock. Meeting my eyes, she slipped his soft head into her warm, wet, and welcoming mouth. She sucked him softly, licking away his cum and her pussy juice, teasing him until blood flowed again and he rose, long and thick and firm and ready for more. He rolled her onto her back and told her to guide him in, which she did.

They fucked again.

After that Jordan invited me to join them on the bed and we all slept but I was awakened hours later by rhythmic waves, opening my eyes to Max again between her legs, now slung over his shoulders, as he long-cocked her with slow, deep strokes, filling her a third time before sleeping again.

After that we all slept through the night. I woke first and threw on a robe to go make breakfast. Max joined me soon after, naked, heavy dick swinging, and we talked about work while he leaned against the kitchen counter and sipped coffee. When we heard Jordan's voice from the bedroom softly calling for her men, we returned.

She tossed the covers aside and rolled onto her stomach, lifting only her ass and aiming her pussy right at Maxwell. It was the single sexiest thing I've ever seen her do. Head down and ass up, tits mashed to the side, almost purring. Maxwell had no choice. No man would. He climbed the bed behind her, stroked his dick to get ready, sucked his thumb and eased it up her ass. She gasped, making fists of her toes. He was hard in less than a minute and pushed his large cock into her well-lubricated hole, pumping her asshole with a thumb and her pussy with his fat cock. I've never heard her groan with such satisfaction.

They fucked again after lunch on the patio.

They fucked again in the kitchen before we all lefts for dinner at Bambino's.

Everyone at the restaurant saw Jordan and I wore rings and Max did not, yet Max got all her attention. They flirted mercilessly. She rode in the back seat as I drove us all home, sucking his cock to get him ready, and then they fucked again just inside our front door.

He stayed all weekend.

After dinner that night we never put on clothes again. Jordan was his for the taking any time he wished. We'd lie in bed nude, him behind and me in front, and I'd feel her body begin to shudder. He was inside her again, unhurried, drawing out the exquisite moment.

Eventually I could take no more and masturbated while he fucked her in our bed. He saw me and instructed me to shoot into a wine glass, which he wanted left on the chest of drawers for all to see. This started a new routine, and each time he fucked her I'd jack off again, blowing my load into the same glass. By the time he left late Sunday night, that glass was half full. Yes, half full.


Chapter 13

Sex with Jordan was never better.

Max quickly added us to his list of wives. We'd get a text an hour or so before he'd arrive and then he'd disappear into the bedroom with Jordan or watch the game with me while she lay across his lap, sucking his cock.

All this kept us on edge and kept us supercharged. We started talking about fantasies and experimenting with strangers. Jordan acquired a going-out wardrobe where she'd wear the most scandalous and revealing outfits I'd ever seen her in. I let her call her ex, the man right before me, and hid in the closet while she fucked him on our bed. He thought I was out of town and could not believe his great fortune. They made plans to fuck again.

Everything was perfect.

Almost.

It was a few days before Thanksgiving. Erin was home to visit and I met her in the driveway to help her carry her bags. As she climbed from the car I offered a hand and in the brief glance I got before her modest skirt fell into place, I noticed her knees were red.

Such a simple thing.

Before Max I never would have suspected.

Now, however, my mind did the math.

I waited until Jordan and Erin were deep in a conversation about school and slipped into the kitchen under the pretense of clearing dirty dishes. I scooped Erin's unattended cell phone and punched the password, flipping quickly through her messages and pictures.

Max was everywhere.

Here was Erin's pussy speared by Maxwell's fat cock. Here were her young lips wrapped around his dick. Here was my lovely daughter's pussy dripping pure white sperm. I skipped the videos for fear the volume would get me caught but I scanned everything else in record time, forwarding messages and photos to myself again.

Erin was just another woman on his list. I took the time to check the dates and learned some pictures were taken well before Jordan ever went to visit the man in his penthouse. He'd lied that day when he said he'd done nothing with Erin yet. He was already fucking her then.

Jordan had fucked him for nothing.

I set Erin's phone back as it had been and hurried to the bathroom, quietly locking the door. I scrolled through the pictures slowly, feeling an avalanche of conflicting emotions, including an utter fascination, and I'm not proud to admit this, with the sight of my daughter fucked by the same big cock that fucks my wife. I loved that Max has been inside both, inseminated both, gave earthshaking orgasms to both.

Weird, I know, but there it is.

The most recent picture was taken less than an hour before she arrived. In it, she wore the same clothes she had on now. She was on her knees at the park near the house, sucking that hefty cock and loving it just like her mother.

Now I knew why her knees had been red when I helped her from her car.

I closed the screen and dimmed my phone. I rested a hand on the bathroom door. On the other side, seated in our living room, two women talked, mother and daughter, each carrying the sperm of a man we all knew, but only I was aware of it.

My penis began to grow.

End Part One.
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