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Chapter 1

The howl of the crowd grew louder by the second. The horses rounded the turn and our horse, Pretty Penny, horse number two on which Faith and I had placed an enormous bet, was in third place but running strong. Faith was screaming as loud as the rest of the maniacal mob. Ben and Rachel jumped up and down, pounding on each other as their horse, Sunk Cost, ran tied for fifth. The outpouring of emotion was impossible to resist. I got excited simply being part of the crowd. Add to that the large sum of money we risked, and that Faith and I are completely ignorant about horse racing, and the combined adrenal rush was incredible. I couldn’t hold my emotions back. The stadium seating funneled every voice into a communal shriek that vibrated my bones and set my heart pounding.

Faith, Benjamin, and me, had decided it was time to tell Rachel that we knew about her dalliances with other men. Faith needed a guiding hand, and Rachel was the perfect teacher. I needed a guiding hand too and Ben would be my go-to guy. We arranged this foursome date at the racetrack and Faith soon brought the subject out into the open. Rachel laughed. She already knew. Of course she knew. Ben and I are thick as thieves and always have been. She just assumed her husband would tell me everything. She was surprised it took so long. She was delighted to learn that, because of them, we’d dabbled with the idea too and wanted to know everything about Kyle, but not until after the last race. My heart would have been pounding even without the horses rounding the track. We had placed bets too big for our budget. Why do I always allow my adrenaline-junkie friends to dictate the day’s events?

The thoroughbreds entered the home stretch and really poured it on. Pretty Penny moved up one spot, but Sunk Cost moved up two. They now ran second and third, respectively, and that’s how they finished, netting Faith and me a handsome but way too dangerous purse. Ben and Rachel made only a little less. We laughed at our success, wiped our sweaty palms dry, and looked forward to the next race.

“We can’t make bets that big,” Faith said. “I almost died.”

“Me too,” I admitted.

A tall, athletic man stepped out of the crowd and stood before Rachel. He was well-dressed, expensive shirt and slacks, and sporting a full beard trimmed with square edges. He smiled broadly at Rachel.

“Jasper!” she squealed. “Oh my God! What are you doing here?”

She ran into his arms and they hugged.

“Losing money,” he joked, his voice a smooth baritone. “How about you? Who are your gorgeous friends?”

Rachel made quick introductions and we shook hands all around. I glanced at Faith for her reaction and found her gawking. The man was handsome, charming, and self-confident, and based on her expression, Faith drew the same conclusions. I saw desire in her eyes. Rachel left out how she knew him and we all settled into casual conversation about our day at the track, what we did for a living, and how Rachel, Faith, Ben, and I all knew each other.

Finally, Jasper mentioned he was headed down to the Winner’s Circle to meet a friend. I thought that would be the end of our time with him but then Rachel suggested she and Faith go along. My wife turned to me, a hopeful question in her eyes.

“If it’s cool with Jasper,” I said.

He never answered. He slipped his arms around our wives and led them away.

“You handled that well,” Ben said.

“What? What did I handle well?”

“Jasper walking away with Faith.”

I searched over the top of the crowd and found them heading downstairs.

“So? What did I handle well?” I asked again.

Ben stepped closer so those around could not hear.

“Jasper makes amateur porn. He has a website. Like OnlyFans but for males, and when I say males, I mean just him.”

“What?”

Ben laughed at my confusion.

“He’s fucked Rachel a few times. They made a video together. It’s on his website for free. Thousands of views already. She wore a lace mask to hide her identity. She met him at a party months ago.”

“Okay. All right. Good for Jasper. Why do you say I handled it well, Ben?”

“You know you just handed your wife over to him, right? That’s how it works. He says he’s leaving and if a husband allows his wife to leave with him, it’s on. You must have picked up on that, right?”

“No, I did not.”

“Yes, you did. You may not have known he does porn but there’s no way you missed all the sexual tension between him and the girls. I saw you catch Faith gawking. You had to know what she was thinking. Hell, I knew what she was thinking and she’s not even my wife. Dude. Are you seriously unaware of what just happened?”

“I’m sorry. I don’t speak subtle porn star innuendo. How that fuck was I supposed to know? So, what happens now?”

“Depends. Rachel knows about you and Faith so she may try to make something happen, if that’s what Faith wants. Maybe they can’t find a secluded space, and nothing happens. Maybe they find a spot out of the way and Faith sucks his cock while Rachel stands guard. I don’t know. Maybe nothing happens and they make plans to meet later. I’m sure Faith has the man’s number by now. Maybe she’ll want to talk to you about it first. We’ll know soon enough. Look. The next race is about to start.”

“I don’t give a shit about the next race,” I said, fretting.

“You seem nervous. I thought you said you and Faith were giving this hot wife thing a try?”

“I said we tried it, not that we were giving it a try.”

I paced along the retaining wall, trying to look down towards the paddock and the Winner’s Circle. There were far too many people for me to pick them out of the crowd. I told myself that many people meant it was highly unlikely they’d find a private place. They’d meet Jasper’s friend, hang out, and return.

My phone buzzed from an incoming message. The screen lit up with Faith's name, a preview of a picture message just visible beneath the notification bar. I turned my body to shield the screen from the crowd and from Ben as the roar of the crowd washed over me. All around me people were screaming at the horses to run faster, their attention glued to the field of thoroughbreds thundering along the track. My attention, however, was suddenly and completely elsewhere.

I brought my phone closer, my thumb swiping across the screen to open the message. The picture loaded, and all the air went out of my lungs.

It was Faith all right. My Faith. Her face, so familiar and beautiful, was tilted up, her eyes half-lidded and hazy with a look I knew intimately. I’d seen that face in that position a thousand times, but this time the context was new. Her perfect, full lips were stretched wide, wrapped around the thick, dark head of a cock, a cock that wasn’t mine. Jasper’s cock. The angle was from above, as if she'd held the phone out herself to capture the moment. Her left hand, with the silver diamond ring I'd placed on her finger when we married, was wrapped around the base of a shaft that was formidable. It was Jasper’s cock, and it was thick, veined, and hard.

My heart pounded like cannons firing. I glanced around but no one paid any attention to me. Not even Ben. Ben was focused on his horse. I leaned against the low wall, further angling the phone away from prying eyes, and zoomed in. I saw the faint gloss of her saliva on his skin, the way her cheeks hollowed slightly as she applied suction. She looked beautiful like this but Goddamn. Will I ever get used to the sight? She was completely lost in the act, almost reverent. This wasn't just a blowjob for her; this was more like worship.

Another buzz. A video this time.

My hands trembled slightly as I tapped the screen to open it. The video started, shaky at first, before she handed the phone to him. I muted the sound, saving that added eroticism for later. The camera was stable now, capturing the scene from the side. I saw more of him now. He was leaning against what looked like the side of a horse trailer, his expensive slacks pushed down to his knees. His stomach was hard, flat, muscled, covered in tattoos. I wondered where Rachel was in all this. Faith pulled back, a thick string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of his cock. She looked up at him, a truly wicked smile playing on her mouth.

"You're so fucking big," she breathed, her voice husky with desire. "I love it." She then turned her head slightly, looking right at the camera, right at me. "Do you see this, Baby? Do you see what I'm doing?"

I did. I saw everything. I saw her tongue snake out to lap at the heavy underside of his shaft, tracing the thick veins that bulged there. I saw her take one of his balls into her mouth, her cheeks sucking in as she gently rolled it with her tongue. Jasper’s hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing her, just guiding, a gesture of possession that made my cock ache with a fierce, jealous arousal.

She took him back into her mouth then, deeper this time. I watched, mesmerized, as she worked more and more of his length into her mouth, eager to feel him tickle the back of her throat. Her eyes watered, tears escaping and tracing a mascara streak down her cheeks. She gagged but didn't stop. She was determined, a woman on a mission to prove her devotion to this magnificent piece of flesh. I imagined the sounds she made must be incredible. She was a salivating mess, and she was glorious.

My dick was growing hard, soon straining against the fabric of my trousers. I had to shift slightly, adjusting myself discreetly. The people around me were howling with delight and despair, their world a million miles away from the raw, explicit scene unfolding on my small screen. The contrast hit me hard.

Here I was, a respected member of the community, a taxpaying, law-abiding, pillar of good citizenry, watching my beautiful wife give her mouth over completely to another man, to a man with a cock that could have been sculpted by a devil.

The video ended with Jasper’s hand tightening in Faith's hair, while her hand was moving between her legs. I saw the frantic movement of her fingers pressed against her clit. She was getting off on this, on being used by him, on performing for me, on the risky business of an almost public blowjob. The thought sent a quake of raging electricity ripping through me.

A moment later, another picture came through. It was a close-up of her face. Her lips were swollen and glistening, her chin and cheeks splattered with cum, including a strand that connected her top and bottom lip over her open mouth. She was smiling, a genuine, radiant smile of pure satisfaction. Her eyes sparkled with mischief and triumph. Beneath the picture, she'd typed a single line.

"Back soon. I saved a kiss for you."

I stared at the image, at my gorgeous, slutty, wonderful wife. I’d known that after Kyle our lives would be vastly different, and I told myself to expect moments just like this, but nothing actually prepares you for when it happens. White-hot lust burned through me.

The race was over, the crowd no longer cheering for one horse or another. Some were winners and some were losers, but it was me that held a trophy in my hand. I slipped my phone into my pocket again and looked up. Ben was grinning at me. He gestured at my pants.

“Was that a text from Faith or are you just happy to see me?”

I looked down. My partial erection was obvious through my pants. I moved my legs to hide it.

“A text from Faith,” I said.

“Was I right? Did something happen?”

I nodded, looking around to be sure no one paid us any attention.

“She sucked him off,” I said. “Jasper. My wife sucked him off. He came on her face and down her throat.”

“Hot. Did you see Rachel?”

“No. She was probably the look-out.”

“Nice of her to share Jasper with Faith. I know she’s fond of the man. How are you feeling? This is all new to you. Obviously, it excited you but what else? You jealous? Hurt? Angry?”

“I don’t fucking know what I am. What we did with Kyle feels like long ago. Like enough time passed I started to wonder if maybe he was an anomaly, a one-time thing. Like maybe that was it and we won’t go any farther down this road.”

“You sure got that answered. Can I see the pictures?”

I hesitated.

“I’ll be discreet,” he said. “I’ll send you the link to the Rachel with Jasper video. So hot. I’ll show you my wife if you show me yours.”

“She may not like that.”

“Then we won’t tell her until we know. Let me see.”

I pulled my phone out and opened the photos. He took my phone and studied Faith, watching as she pleasured Jasper’s big dick.

“Gorgeous,” he muttered.

He played the video and rewatched it three times. Then he focused on the last picture. My best friend scrutinized my wife’s face, shot full of semen.

“Outstanding,” he murmured, returning my phone. “Faith is incredible. She’s prettier than Rachel but don’t tell my wife I said that. I bet Jasper loved seeing her on the end of his cock. Lucky bastard. I don’t know about you, but I came up a little short in the penis department. These guys with their big dicks are the luckiest motherfuckers on Earth.”

“My dick is totally average,” I admitted.

“We are going to have a hard time keeping our women under control,” he said. “Now that we’ve set them free.”


Chapter 2

We’ve set them free, he said.

From what? Me? Marriage? Her vows? Or from the sexual constraints society places on women’s sexuality? If I have a lot of lovers, I’m a stud, admired by other men and desired by women. If she has a lot of lovers, she’s a slut, shamed by both sexes. Why should respect for her as a person drop because she likes sex? My stomach flipped around. I was afraid the only restriction I’d freed Faith from was her exclusivity to me. I was afraid to allow her any lover she wished. The idea she was free to fuck around made me angry.

“You must show me how it’s done, Ben,” I said. “Because I’m freaking out on the inside. I let her have Kyle and the adrenaline rush carried us along, but that was a while ago and honestly, I think I expected a one-time fling. Now we seem to be headed for an actual lifestyle change, and I don’t know if I can handle that. How do you?”

He put his arm around my shoulder.

“I won’t tell you it gets easier because you don’t want it to get easier. The sting is the thrill. Let yourself feel the angst, the fear, the doubt. Let those emotions fuel your sex the next time you and Faith fuck. I promise you, that’s what she’ll be doing. I think women are built for sex more than we are. They are designed for multiple lovers. This will wake up something buried deep in her DNA, and you will discover you married a wildcat. Her emotional connection will keep her anchored to you, but her sex drive will rocket into the stratosphere. You’ll have to trust me on this. I know what I’m talking about.”

“I’m angry at her right now. I’m angry at Jasper.”

Ben nodded with understanding.

“It’s not truly anger,” he said. “It’s fear. Virtually every time you find yourself furious, it’s actually fear you felt right before. We learn as men to hide our fear because it’s seen as a weakness, but that’s what’s really happening, and no man can truly call himself a man until he learns his anger is born of fear and he learns how to name the fear and face it squarely. Admit to yourself what you’re afraid of. Deal with that instead of just getting mad about something.”

His suggestion was a bold approach. He was saying I should face it. I should be honest with myself. Don’t pretend it’s something else. Embrace it and let the electricity flow through you. Go ahead and zap the shit out of your brain, your heart, and your balls and be a man about it.

My phone buzzed again.

I groaned.

“Face it,” he said.

I opened the message. Jasper held the phone again, recording down the length of his body to his crotch. Rachel and Faith had all four hands stroking his dick, which was already hard again, and playing with his big balls, sucking and licking like women possessed by the devil. Our wives attacked his inches. He was slick with saliva. I turned the phone so Ben could see too. We backed away from the crowd but kept watching.

“You’ve got to let him fuck her,” Ben said. “Let him have her online, in front of his huge following. Your dick will be diamond hard waiting for her to get home. Have you ever eaten pussy after another man fucked it?”

I cleared my throat.

“As a matter of fact,” I admitted. “It turns out I have, although I didn’t know it at the time.”

“Explain.”

I filled Ben in on Faith’s illustrious college career. He chuckled.

“You were already a cuckold without knowing it. This transition should be easy. You didn’t lose her back then, so you certainly won’t lose her now. Jasper has her phone. Send the man a text. Tell him to take that big hard cock and fuck your wife with it. Go on. Do it. You won’t believe the rush it gives you.”

My hands were shaking. I don’t know why I would want such a thing, but I did. I began to type, using the exact words Ben had given me. I sent the message and waited. Moments later my phone rang. A video call. I answered and Faith’s pretty face filled the screen. Her lips were puffy from so much sucking.

“Are you sure about that?” she asked, breathless.

“More pictures,” I said. “More video.”

“I get to fuck him?”

“Get busy,” I said.

Her face turned from the screen and the image went dark as she ended the call. I looked at Ben. He turned to hunt for empty seats all the way at the top of the stadium seating.

“Up there,” he said. “Privacy.”

We climbed the steps, leaving the crowd and most of the noise behind. We dropped into folding seats with our backs against the wall. My phone had vibrated twice in my hand as we worked our way through the crowd and up the steps, and I was eager to open the messages. Ben and I shared a knowing look.

“This is so hot,” he said. “Faith. I can’t believe it. I’ve always found her so hot, now I get to see her get fucked. Fantastic.”

I tapped on her first message, a photo, taken by Jasper. Faith’s pussy filled the screen with Jasper’s shiny large cock head pressed against her labia. He was about to penetrate and wanted me to see it. Heat flooded my crotch.

“Beautiful,” Ben murmured. “Give it to her, J-man. She wants it.”

I leaned closer to Ben, my heart pounding. My hands trembled as I tapped to open the second photo.

"Jesus Christ," Ben whispered, his eyes widening as the image loaded.

There she was. My Faith. On her back, looking up at Jasper with that seductive smirk I knew so well, daring him to bury his cock. Her pussy lips already hugged the head, enveloping his sensitive flesh in a warm, wet embrace. The edge of his beard blurred the side of the picture. The photo was stunning, a frozen moment of time I’d never forget. I realized as these pictures arrived, they would always show me something that had already happened. Real life was running ahead of them. Whatever I saw in a picture, reality would always be worse.

“I wish I could jack off,” Ben mumbled. “This is so hot.”

The next picture showed Jasper’s cock three or four inches deep, but the shaft gleamed. That meant he’d already pushed it deeper and pulled back for the photo. The photo was explicit, raw, and utterly captivating. I felt a confusing mix of emotions: jealousy, arousal, and something else, something deep I couldn’t quite name. I was on the lookout for anger. Ben’s earlier point rang true.

"She looks incredible," I breathed, unable to tear my eyes away.

Ben shifted uncomfortably beside me, adjusting his growing penis. I was strangely proud I was bigger than him. Did Jasper feel the same towards me?

"That's your wife,” Ben exclaimed. “Look what his thick cock is doing to her pussy. Her hole is choking on it."

"I know," I said, my voice hoarse.

The next photo arrived before I could fully process the last one. This time Faith was on all fours on what looked like a stack of pads or quilted blankets. They might have been inside a stable. Her back was perfectly arched, and Jasper had positioned himself behind her. The angle captured his impressive size. Ben and I stared. We said nothing to each other. We both recognized he was significantly larger than either of us. Faith’s expression was visible over her shoulder and the anticipation was unmistakable.

"Fuck," Ben muttered, adjusting himself in his seat again. "This is intense. This rivals watching Rachel get fucked. This might be more intense because you guys are basically newbies. Look at Faith. She can’t wait to feel that big dick fill her. "

I nodded, my throat dry as I scrolled to the next image. Jasper had entered her now, and Faith's expression showed a mixture of pleasure mixed with a slight pain. Her lips puckered. Her brow furrowed. I found myself wondering what it would feel like to watch this in person rather than through photos.

"You okay with this?" Ben asked, his voice low. “Your expression looks pained. This slow, drip, drip, drip of pictures is brutal.”

I hesitated.

"I don't know. It's complicated for sure. I’m thinking about the things you said earlier but part of me loves this. I can't look away."

The next photo showed Jasper fully inside Faith. His hands gripped her hips. His shaft was fully concealed with only his large balls hanging against her labia. Rachel had obviously taken the phone from them. Faith's face was pressed into the pads, her back still arched in submission and her ass held high. I could almost hear her moans through the silent image.

"Look at her face," Ben muttered, his eyes fixed on the screen. “That’s pure bliss. He’s giving her so much pleasure right now she can barely handle it. I bet she’s already cum at least once.”

I nodded, my cock straining against my slacks.

Ben glanced at me, then back at the phone.

"What are you feeling right now, Dallas?"

"It turns me on," I admitted, the words feeling foreign as they left my mouth. "To see her stretched like that, taking another man’s cock and so clearly loving it. It turns me on. I love it and I hate it."

The next photo showed a close-up of Jasper's cock halfway out of Faith's pussy, her sparkling juices coating him completely. I zoomed in, my breath catching as I noticed how her opening conformed to his size, stretched wide to accommodate his impressive girth.

I scrolled to the next message, a short video. The clip showed Faith on top, riding Jasper reverse cowgirl. The camera angle captured everything; Jasper's hands on her ass, guiding her movements as she bounced up and down on his thick shaft. Her breasts were visible, bouncing with each movement, and I saw the muscles in her thighs working as she drove her pussy up and down his stiff cock.

"God, she looks beautiful," I whispered.

"Definitely," Ben agreed, his voice thick with emotion.

The final message was a photo again, Faith on her back, her legs spread wide as Jasper knelt between them. His cock was buried deep inside her, and her face was contorted in what was clearly an intense orgasm. Jasper was looking down at her with a possessive expression that made my stomach clench with jealousy and excitement simultaneously. He looked to be cumming too.

"That's all for now," I said, my voice trembling slightly as I closed the photos. "I need a moment."

Ben let out a long breath.

"Brother, you're handling this so well. That was an intense crash-course for someone with almost no experience."

As we sat in silence, my phone buzzed again. Another message, number unknown, which I assumed was Jasper’s phone sending to mine.

She wonders if you’d like to watch us next time, he’d written.

My heart skipped a beat. I looked at Ben, who raised an eyebrow in question.

"What did he say?" Ben asked.

I hesitated before answering.

"He's asking if I want to watch them in person."

Ben's eyes widened.

"What are you going to say?"

I thought about Faith's face in the photos they’d sent. I remembered her pleasure, her submission, her raw passion. I thought about Jasper's size and how Faith had responded to it. I thought about the confusing mix of emotions swirling inside me.

"I’m afraid of what the future might bring," I said slowly. "But I think I'm going to say yes."


Chapter 3

The house was eerily quiet as I settled into my favorite leather recliner, the one Faith hated because it left an imprint on my back. She was out with Rachel this afternoon. They’d thrown together some last-minute shopping expedition that would likely last until the stores closed. Perfect timing, really. My fingers trembled slightly as I opened my laptop, navigating with practiced ease to the private folder where I kept my secrets.

After Ben told me about the video on Jasper’s website, I didn’t wait for him to send a link. I went and downloaded the thing, but, until now, I never had the chance to watch it. Benjamin has been my best friend forever, the best man at my wedding and the guy I trusted implicitly. I was about to watch his wife Rachel fuck another man and I was sure Ben would be pleased if he knew. I wanted to have an honest reaction, so I have not mentioned my plan to him. Sneaking around behind all of them; Ben, Rachel, and Faith, was part of the thrill.

So. Rachel. Just thinking of her titillated me. She was wild and uninhibited, with a body designed for sin. Where Faith was conservative and modest, Rachel embraced her sexuality with an intoxicating confidence. I'd lusted after her for years, from the first time I saw her kissing my best friend. I’ve caught sexy glimpses of her here and there, at the beach where she'd emerged from the water wearing a thin bathing suit that clung to every curve, or at any of the many camping trips or parties we’d attended together.

I opened my folder and double-clicked the video icon and held my breath. The clip loaded, and then there she was. Rachel, on a king-sized bed, wearing a pair of black thigh-high stockings and a lacy mask that matched. Her breasts were as perfect as I knew they would be: big and full, with nipples that stood at attention. She was smiling broadly at someone off-screen. I felt a rush just looking at her nude.

Then handsome, bearded Jasper, the man she was smiling at, entered the frame. The cameras had been positioned to capture everything, and I saw why Rachel had chosen him. He was built like a Greek god, toned muscles flowing as he approached the bed. His cock, only semi-erect, was substantial; thick enough and long enough to make any man feel inadequate, which I did, knowing Faith and recently been fucked by that cock too. I felt inadequate, but that did not stop me from sprouting an erection. I adjusted myself as I watched.

"Ready for me, beautiful?" Jasper's voice was deep, confident.

Rachel's response was a husky laugh.

"I've been ready all week." She spread her legs, revealing the glistening wet slit between them. "Don't keep me waiting."

I leaned closer to the screen, my breath coming faster. The sight of her breasts had been a thrill, but her shaved cunt rocked me. My mouth watered. My eyes did a quick scan of her sexy body but returned to that juicy slit. Jasper stood close, doing the same thing as me, drinking in her feminine form, his cock swelling. He delayed the moment he touched her, enjoying the anticipation. At last, he stepped to the edge of the bed. His fingertips traced wandering patterns on her skin. She arched into his touch, her head falling back.

"So responsive," Jasper murmured, leaning down to take one of her nipples into his mouth.

Rachel tangled her fingers in his hair.

“You have no idea how badly I want that cock,” she moaned.

I lived vicariously through Jasper, imagining it was me touching Rachel, me making her writhe with pleasure. My hand slipped into my pants as Jasper crawled onto the bed, his almost erect cock swinging side to side as he walked his knees higher. He offered his penis to her searching hands, and she wrapped all ten fingers around him, pulling him forward, eagerly placing the large head at her opening, trying to stuff her pussy. Jasper laughed with delight at her hunger. Rachel rubbed the head up and down, her face grimaced like she expected a little pain too, and then she slid her hands to the root of him and pulled, driving his fleshy spear several inches deep. She whimpered and the sound sliced right through me. That same cock had been inside Faith! Is that why I watched this video now? Was I priming myself for the video Faith would make with this man?

I knew I was.

Jasper lifted his body over Rachel and allowed his hips to sag, sliding his fat cock deeper. I could practically feel it through the screen. Rachel gasped, her eyes widening as he filled her completely.

"Fuuuuuuuck," she exhaled. "You're so big."

“Isn’t that why you picked me?”

Jasper began to move slowly, at first, then with increasing intensity. I matched his rhythm with my hand; my eyes jumping from Rachel's orgasmic face to her wet and stretched pussy. She was quickly lost in ecstasy. She was even more beautiful like this. She was completely uninhibited, giving herself over to this man without reservation. The sounds of their mating filled my office. Skin slapped against skin. Rachel moaned, Jasper grunted, both gasped and groaned. Jasper quickly broke a sweat from the exertion under bright lights.

This was better than any porn I'd ever watched.

This was real, raw, and Rachel was the star. Or was Japer’s cock the star? How much more exciting would it be to see Faith on screen instead of Rachel? I moaned at the thought. Jasper’s big cock would destroy her.

Rachel and Jasper changed positions. Rachel, now on her hands and knees, as Jasper took her from behind. The camera angle shifted, giving me a perfect view of her ass and Jasper's cock disappearing into her again and again. I realized Jasper must have an assistant. How do I get that job? Rachel’s breasts swung with each thrust, and I saw the flush spread across her skin.

"Harder," she demanded. "Don't hold back. Make me remember your cock. You can hurt me if you want."

I wondered how hearing those words made Ben feel. Jasper complied, his movements becoming more forceful. Rachel's moans turned to cries of pleasure as he relentlessly and repeatedly drove into her. I was close now, my hand moving faster as I watched them.

"Cum for me, Rachel," Jasper commanded, his voice strained with effort. “Let my cock make you cum.”

Her response was a scream as her orgasm turned her inside out. The sight of her cumming sent a surge of adrenaline racing through me. Such an intimate sight! I know Rachel so well, yet here she is climaxing all over a stranger’s big cock. The sight was impossibly sexy. On and on her orgasm raged. Her hair flew around as she tossed her head. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut, her mouth wide open.

Jasper's thrusts grew wild as his own release surged. I came too, spurting as I witnessed Jasper pump his sperm into Rachel and knew I would soon enough see him do the same to Faith, my beloved bride. I came with a groan, my body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

For a moment, I just sat there, breathing heavily as the afterglow faded. On screen, Rachel and Jasper were kissing now, their bodies still intertwined. A pang of jealousy hit me, sharp and unexpected. Soon he and Faith would share the same. How could I stand it? I wanted to be the only one to ever hold her, the one she always turned to with that satisfied smile. But I knew that was not reality. Reality was that Jasper would fuck my wife perhaps only days from now. Faith and Rachel might be out buying the dress my wife would wear to meet Jasper and his camera.

I closed the laptop, but as I cleaned myself up, I knew I'd do it again. I couldn't resist Rachel, couldn't resist the thrill of watching her with another man, and I couldn’t resist what it said about Faith and Jasper.

My phone rang. Faith. I answered and we chatted and she let me know she’d be later than she thought. She asked how I was enjoying my alone time and I said I was on the computer.

“I bought you some underwear,” she said.

The tone of her voice told me everything. I had surprised her with vibrating panties, and she had discovered something similar for men.

“For when I visit Jasper,” she added. “You can wear them then.”

I tried to swallow. What on Earth was I in for?

“All right,” I said. “Fair is fair.”

She changed the subject, glossing over any details, eager to surprise me. I was nervous, yes, but curious too.

"Did you have a good time shopping for a new dress?" I asked, already knowing the answer.

She launched a detailed description of every item she'd considered purchasing, every store they'd visited.

"It was wonderful!" she exclaimed.

We ended the call. I opened my laptop. Later than she thought meant I had a few extra hours to kill, and I knew exactly how I wanted to spend them. I started the video again, pausing often to absorb what I saw. I wish there had been some foreplay. I supposed there had been plenty of foreplay before the camera started rolling. Probably plenty after, too. I would love to watch Rachel suck that big dick. I returned to his website and found he’d made many videos with many different women. Often, a husband or boyfriend is seen in the background, watching, jacking off. I watched other clips, immersing myself in a world I’d soon enter. I watched the other men to see what would be expected of me. They wore masks too and every one of them ejaculated while they watched their woman get fucked.

I was strangely eager to join that fraternity.


Chapter 4

The little black box sat on our dresser, waiting like an empty hangman’s noose. Maybe that’s overly dramatic. Perhaps it only waited like a coiled snake. Faith had handed it to me this morning with that wicked little smile of hers, the one that always meant my world was about to be turned deliciously upside down.

"Just a little something I picked up," she'd purred, kissing my cheek before leaving for work. "Wear it tonight. After dinner. You bought special underwear for me, so I bought special underwear for you."

Now, the hour had come. The remnants of our lasagna were in the fridge, the wine glasses were in the sink, and Faith was in the bedroom, presumably waiting. My heart was a frantic drumbeat of anticipation along with a healthy dose of trepidation. I walked the long hallway to our room.

I glanced at Faith as I opened the box.

Inside, nestled in black satin, sat the underwear she got for me. An enclosed boxer-brief-styled garment, but made of a sleek, cool, black material that felt like liquid rubber. There was a complex-looking pouch in the front with a magnetic seal, providing quick access, I supposed, to cock and balls. In the back, where my asshole would land, was a lump, seamlessly integrated into the fabric. It was about the size of a quarter, or maybe a poker chip, but thicker and raised.

A wireless remote, the size of a car fob, lay next to Faith on the bed.

I read the brief insert that came with the boxers, and then I stripped out of my clothes, my cock already half-hard with nervous energy. The air in the bedroom was cool on my skin. I picked up the underwear and applied the provided lube to the lump as instructed. The device was heavier than it looked. I stepped into the leg holes, the material cool and snug against my thighs. I pulled it up and the fit was perfect, hugging my body tightly. I moved things around until the cool, lubricated knob nestled against my sphincter.

I’d tortured Faith mercilessly. Now was no time to be a poor sport.

“Keep going,” Faith murmured.

The moment of truth. I took a deep breath and pulled the boxers up tightly, pressing the coated lump firmly at my asshole. Faith gave me a wicked grin and lifted the remote. She pressed a button and the lump rose, becoming a telescoping curved phallus, complete with helmeted head. The lubrication was slick and slippery, and I gasped when the latex penis penetrated my ass.

The initial sensation was a shock. A full, deep pressure that stole my breath. It wasn't painful, at all, but it was undeniable, an intrusive presence that demanded my complete attention. I had to shift my hips, to rock back slightly, and with a soft gasp, the head of the silicone cock slipped deeper past my tight ring of muscle and settled inside me. My cock twitched, hardening at the foreign yet intensely intimate feeling. The front of the garment had a cleverly designed opening. Faith pressed another button and the magnets released, causing the front to open. My growing penis pushed through, dragging my scrotum along. The material of the boxer briefs framed my genitals perfectly, leaving them completely exposed and vulnerable.

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. The sight was something else. There I was, Dallas, with my cock and balls hanging out of high-tech black boxer briefs while another, silicone cock was buried to the hilt in my ass. It was depraved. It was emasculating.

Faith knew exactly what she was doing.

My hands trembled as she turned the remote towards me, displaying a single, glowing red button. I took one last, steady breath.

“This is the button you care most about,” she said. “You just don’t know that yet. You’re going to love what I do to you.”

She held her thumb over the switch, drawing out the moment and delighting in her power. Fair is fair, I reminded myself.

Faith pressed the red glowing button.

My world dissolved.

A powerful hum started deep inside me, vibrating my balls, my cock, and my prostate all at the same time. I’d never felt anything like it, and I was instantly addicted. I gasped loudly and clutched at the chest of drawers. The cock in my ass wasn't merely vibrating. The cock in my ass was alive. It began to move. A slow, deliberate, and incredibly realistic thrusting motion. It pulled back, creating a maddening, empty feeling, only to push back in, filling me completely, pressing against that secret spot deep inside that I barely knew existed. A choked moan escaped my lips, and I grabbed the edge of the bed to steady myself as my knees went weak.

Simultaneously, the front of the device activated. Soft, flexible nubs and pads that had been invisible before began to pulse and vibrate against the base of my cock, my cradled my balls. The sensation was completely different from the deep, internal thrusting. This was a focused, intense stimulation that shot directly up my shaft, making my entire length throb with the overriding need to ejaculate.

“I can’t take it,” I groaned.

Faith chuckled.

“You can. I did.”

“This is too intense,” I whined.

“Don’t be such a baby,” she said. “You can take it and you will. I want you prepared. You will be wearing these when we visit Jasper at his studio. You will be wearing these boxers while Jasper fucks me.”

She turned a dial and my mind went blank. All thought, all sense of self, evaporated under the massive assault of blinding pleasure. I was just a body, a host of a billion, billion nerve endings all working hard to carry pleasure to my brain. The thrusting from behind found a rhythm, a steady, punishing pace that mimicked the way I fuck Faith. Each inward penetration sent a jolt of pure electricity through my prostate, making my vision swim. The vibrations in front intensified, a relentless, milking sensation that seemed to be pulling the orgasm out of me by the roots.

I stumbled towards my pretty wife. She giggled but her eyes watched me like a hawk. My legs barely cooperated. Faith opened her bathrobe, revealing her naked body, and I moaned at the sight. Desire owned every cell of my brain. She moved to prop herself up on her elbows, her eyes now dark with lust. She parted her legs slightly, a triumphant, predatory smile on her face. She had a perfect view of my predicament, of my hard, bouncing cock, of the device buried inside me, working me over with mechanical precision.

"Like your new toy, Baby?" she whispered, her voice husky.

I couldn't answer. I could only make grating beastly sounds, primal noises of animal need. The machine inside me sped up, the thrusts becoming shorter, faster, more demanding. The vibrations on my balls became a high-frequency whir. It was too much. It was exactly enough.

My body took over. My hips began to rock backward, desperately trying to meet each thrust, hoping to impale myself deeper. My back arched. My hands clenched into fists. The pressure was building to an impossible degree, a tidal wave of sensations gathering in my core, threatening to tear me apart. It wasn't just in my cock or my ass anymore; it was everywhere. In my thighs, my stomach, my chest. My entire nervous system was on fire.

Faith sat up, her eyes locked on my straining, purple-headed cock.

"Come for me, Dallas," she commanded, her voice cutting through the fog of pleasure. "Let me see it. I’m not going to touch you. Make yourself cum for me. I want you to cum for me while Jasper is buried deep in my pussy."

That was all it took. The dam broke.

A sound tore from my throat; half-roar, half-sob, as I swear the most cataclysmic orgasm of my life ripped through me. It didn't start in my balls; it started in my soul. My entire body convulsed, seized by a pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. My cock, untouched, erupted.

The first spurt of cum was so forceful it flew across our bedroom to splatter the wall. Another thick, hot rope of boiling white splattered against my leg. The third, just as powerful, painted my stomach as I staggered backward and fell on the bed. Another followed, and then another. I was a fountain, a geyser of male essence. The thrusting in my ass continued, and the vibrations around my cock and balls never stopped, milking me for every last drop, prolonging my orgasm until I was a shaking, moaning mess. Cum spurted onto the floor, onto the bedspread, coating my thighs. It felt like it would never end, an endless, draining, blissful explosion.

Finally, with a last, shuddering gasp, it was over. My body went limp, and I would have collapsed onto the floor if Faith hadn’t grabbed my wrist. The device in my ass gave one last, gentle pulse before falling still. The vibrations in front died down. The only sound in the room was my own ragged breathing and the frantic pounding of my heart.

Faith looked at me like a demoness, her depraved gaze full of power and wicked delighted madness. I lay there, covered in my own semen, the silicone cock still nestled inside me like a warm, satisfying weight. I felt utterly spent, completely used.

“That was the hottest thing ever,” my lovely wife breathed. “I’m going to use that device on you all the time. How are you feeling, Baby? You must feel vulnerable and exposed right now. I hope you got a little insight into what it’s like being a woman.”

She was right about feeling vulnerable. She was right about feeling exposed. I had been at her mercy and that took all the trust I had for her. Faith's hand came to rest gently on my back, her touch a soothing balm.

"Welcome to the future, Honey," she murmured, her voice full of love and satisfaction. "I knew you’d love it. Can you imagine wearing those shorts while Jasper fucks me? Think about how hard you’ll cum. I can’t wait."

Her hand slid higher, finding the back of my head. Wordlessly, she nudged me lower, guiding my obedient mouth to her soaked pussy. I was too weak to resist, but I wouldn’t have resisted anyway. I slipped my tongue between her wet folds and began to lick.


Chapter 5

I set my book aside and reached up to turn out the light but paused.

“Tell me about all the guys in college,” I said.

“Why?”

“I was in love with you right away. After our first few dates I had no interest in any other woman. But you aren’t me. You aren’t made that way. I’m wondering what went through your mind in that year before we agreed to be exclusive. I’m not suggesting you lied to me. I’m just curious about what you went through.”

She sat her book down too.

“They were males,” Faith stated. “You were a man.”

“I think I like the sound of that but tell me exactly what that means.”

“It means I found them useful, especially their bodies. I used them and they used me. You reached me in ways they never did. I went slow with you, building something stronger, something with a wide foundation, something that would last. We had sex, you and I, but it was always more like we were making love. I knew you fell for me hard right away and I knew I would fall hard for you too, in time, but I felt we needed to wait on that. We were still in school, studying like crazy, totally stressed out. For intimacy I turned to you. For fucking I turned to those guys.”

“Guys like Kyle.”

“Yes. Or Jeremy. Or Ron. All fuck buddies.”

“Big dicks?”

“Well, yeah, of course. If you’re going to use a man for sex, why would you pick a small dick? Big dicks are sexy and way more fun. Us girls talked. We shared notes about which guys had what and which guys knew how to use it. We warned each other about the druggies and the alcoholics. We warned each other who to stay away from and who could rock your world when you needed your world rocked.”

“Like Kyle?”

Faith shook her head.

“Don’t get hung up on Kyle, Dallas. He wasn’t the best or anything. When you asked me who I would fuck I said his name mostly because I knew he still lived in town. He was actually available. I fibbed a little when we talked about him. I’d kept closer tabs on the man than I admitted to you. Sorry. I knew fucking him was an easy possibility. If we are interested in spending a little time and some resources, I could track down other men from school. There were some guys that left me decimated. Like, sexually wiped out for days. Sometimes, like during spring break or some other holiday, I’d get wild and take two of them at a time.”

“I thought you never had a threesome before?”

“Did I give you that impression? Sorry. No, I have. Baby, I once fucked eleven guys at the same time. Wrestling team. Kyle was one of them. They won a state meet against a rival school and I was the prize.”

“Good God. The truth emerges.”

“Yeah. Talk about intense.”

“What was that like?”

Faith smiled as her mind drifted back.

“Cocks everywhere,” she said. “Hard, throbbing, sudsy clean cocks everywhere. They smuggled me into the men’s locker room after the meet. Things happened fast after that. I started kissing Kyle and suddenly all these hands joined us. I opened my eyes under the spray of hot water and found myself surrounded. Just hot studs all around. It was intoxicating. I promised myself I wouldn’t stop until every dick was drained and defeated. I love men, Dallas. You know that about me. I love pleasing men. I love their eyes on me, and I love holding their attention and I love dicks and abs and pretty much everything about men. Making a man moan is like the ultimate thrill for me. No, making him shoot is better. I love watching a fat cock go off like a cannon. Nothing else compares to that. But I gave it all up for you. It was time. After we graduated, it was time to lock all that away, settle down and get serious.”

I felt bad for taking all that away from her. She had her social life perfectly arranged and then I came along and ruined it. Of course, I did give her someone to fall in love with, so maybe the trade was worth it.

“What if you could have both?” I said.

“Explain.”

“We have years of marriage behind us. We rolled the dice with Kyle and survived. More than survived. We thrived. Next came Jasper. What if we trust that our marriage can survive anything we throw at it and let you be a closer version of the woman you actually are. I suspected you knew more about Kyle than you said because you came out of The Lily and went directly to his truck. You already knew what he drove. That was a hint. I can’t blame you. I’ve checked up on former lovers too. It’s natural. How about instead of sneaking around behind each other’s backs, we drag such things into the light and deal with them like emotionally mature adults?”

She had no time for that suggestion.

“I want to be clear,” she asked. “Are you saying there is a chance I can occasionally act like my old former slutty self?”

“Yes. I love you, but I really enjoy the slutty version of you too.”

Her jaw dropped.

“Oh my God, Dallas.”

“Sounds exciting, right?”

“I presume this would be for both of us. Like the way Rachel and Ben handle it. You can have a new woman from time to time.”

I shrugged.

“Maybe. That’s not the most exciting prospect as far as I’m concerned. For now, I am really enjoying this new version of Faith.”

She got teary-eyed!

“This feels like the most honest and intimate conversation we’ve ever had. I can’t believe how much trust you have in me. I love it.”

“I’m feeling it too,” I agreed.

She took my hand.

“Ask me again,” she said.

I was confused for a moment. Then I understood.

“Faith,” I began. “Who would you pick?”

I had repeated the question I’d asked weeks ago. Kyle had been her first choice, but that was mostly for the sake of expediency. Now I was having her search her memories for the one man, regardless of where he might live now or who he might be with.

“Jeremy,” she said after a minute. “Jeremy Boswell.”

The jolt of electricity I felt left me breathless. There was a look in her eyes, a tension in her body, that told me Jeremy was someone special. That he had a big cock was a given.


Chapter 6

The leather of the armchair creaked softly as I shifted my weight, the sound barely audible over the rhythmic squeaking from the bed. From my vantage point in the corner of the room, I had the perfect view. The filtered spotlights cast a warm, golden glow over the scene, illuminating every detail, every glistening sheen of sweat, every flow of muscles. My caveman mind screamed at me to do something, anything, about the man between my wife's thighs, but all I did was continue to watch.

Faith.

Her back is a rainbow, a perfect arch of pale skin against Jasper’s dark sheets. Her long hair, usually so neatly styled, is a wild halo that fanned out across the pillows, strands clinging to her damp neck and shoulders, her sweaty face. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, and with each deep thrust from the man on top of her, her large breasts heaved and a soft, breathy sigh escaped.

It's a familiar sound, a sound of bliss that I have caused a few times myself, but tonight, it's different. Tonight, it's amplified, intense, more primal. Jasper shuffled his feet closer to get a better angle, sending his thick cock deeper.

He stood at the foot of the bed and held her legs upright against his body. His thrusts were powerful, deliberate, each one striving to reach far into the heart of her. I watched the muscles in his back and ass tense and release with each movement, a symphony of masculine exertion.

Me? My body is a live wire of sensations, exactly as Faith planned. I learned the boxer briefs I'm wearing are a custom creation she had ordered for me well in advance of tonight. The sleek, black fabric is tight against my skin, hugging every contour. Nestled under my balls and around my asshole are a series of small, strategically placed vibrator pads. They're currently set to a low, steady hum, a constant thrum of pleasure that keeps me achingly hard without pushing me over the edge. My cock and balls, which she pulled through the front opening mere hours ago, have hardened in the minutes since. My erect penis strains to reach my wife.

For a long time, I sat and watched them orally pleasure each other. Then I watched as his thick cock penetrated her body, opening her hole wide as he sheathed himself inside.

That was when the scheduled and preprogramed replica penis decided it was time for my invasion. I had gasped loudly when the lubricated nub began to expand and extend, pushing through my tight puckered sphincter and sliding up my rectum. The wild vibrations added to my pleasure.

Before Faith purchased this contraption, I had no idea such mind-melting bliss was available to me.

The truly exquisite part of this device was the telescoping penis built into the rear of the briefs. It starts as an inert lump pressed against my sphincter. Then the mechanism creates a rhythmic thrusting motion, expanding my ring and penetrating as it fills me, stretches me, rubs directly along my prostate as I'm watching Jasper enter Faith. With every push of Jasper's cock, the replica penis in my ass pushes deeper, an almost synchronized dance of voyeuristic pleasures. It's overwhelming. A full body and mind fuck that blurs the lines between watching and participating. I'm not just seeing my wife get fucked; I'm feeling her take cock in every fiber of my being.

Staggering.

I reached down and let my fingers trace the pulsating veins along my pulsating length. The vibrations intensified at my touch, a responsive surge that made me gasp. Jasper had suggested that perhaps I would best enjoy those briefs if I were bound to his chair, but Faith disagreed. She wanted my hands free.

Faith moaned loudly and my eyes locked onto the point where Jasper vanishes into her, watching as he withdraws almost completely before plunging back in. Faith's hands clutch at his back; her nails leave faint red trails on his skin. Her legs are now wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper with each thrust. Her eyes beg for more.

We are surrounded by cameras. Faith and I wear small lace masks, but Jasper does not. The feed is going out live on his website and I am thrilled to see our audience numbers in the hundreds. All those people see my wife taken from me and see me sitting nearby, ass fucked, fully erect, and loving it.

"Harder," Faith moans, her voice husky with desire.

Jasper obliged.

His movements become more forceful, more urgent. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the room, punctuated by Faith's increasingly desperate cries. I see the tension building in her body, the way her toes curl, the way her breath catches in her throat. She's close. So close. Every one of those people watching online are about to see another man make my wife orgasm. I can’t wait.

My orgasm is building too, a slow, inexorable tide rising from deep within me. The combination of the visual feast before me, the vibrations on my cock and balls, and the relentless pumping in my ass are pushing me to the brink. I have held back as long as possible. I want to save my orgasm to match hers.

I squeezed my eyes shut for a heartbeat. When I opened them again, Faith's eyes were open too, and they were locked on mine.

At that moment, the room falls away. It's just the two of us, connected across space by this shared, twisted, beautiful experience. Her gaze is intense, full of love and lust. She knows what this does to me, how much I love seeing her fucked. Jasper, oblivious to this intimate exchange, continued his relentless assault on her. His breathing is ragged now, his movements losing some of their precision as his own climax approaches. I see the strain in his jaw, the sweat on his forehead.

Faith moaned from far down in her chest. His thick plunging cock was driving her crazy, but so were all those cameras aimed at her infidelity, and so was the sight of her voyeur husband, rock hard and leaking precum.

“It’s coming,” Jasper wheezed between clenched teeth.

Faith grabbed his biceps and spread her legs wider, lifting them to point at opposite corners of the room. She was gifting the man her pussy, offering herself, body and soul, eager and willing to accept his seed. I groaned too. The sight astounded me.

With a final, powerful thrust, Jasper buried himself to the hilt inside her, his body rigid as he groaned his powerful release. At the same moment, Faith cried out, her back arched off the bed as her orgasm crashed into her. Her body trembled, her inner walls clenched around his pulsing cock as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. He was cumming inside her and she was overjoyed.

That was it for me. The sight of my wife's stratospheric ecstasy, combined with the intense sensations from my briefs, sent me over the edge. My cock erupted, spitting hot streams of cum into the room. The vibrations intensified, correctly reading my accelerated heartrate, and the realistic piston in my ass pushed out gobs of steaming milk, forcing me to orgasm harder than I ever had. Muscles clenched again and again, launching every last drop as my body convulsed. The replica penis in my ass drummed in time with my spasms, prolonging my pleasure until I am so dazed I almost pass out.

Jasper collapsed onto Faith, his weight pinning her to the bed. She curled her arms and legs around his body. They're both breathing heavily, their bodies slick with sweat. I slumped back in my chair, my limbs heavy, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. The piston in my ass has slowed, the vibrations diminished.

Eventually, Jasper stirs, pushing himself up on his trembling arms. He looked down at Faith, a satisfied grin spreading across his face. They kiss intimately and my nuts tighten. The sensors in my boxer briefs read my reaction and begin another series of low vibrations, way more than my overly sensitive penis can stand. My heart beats faster and that triggers the penis in my ass to return to a slow and gentle pumping. I groaned. Despite my utter exhaustion, it feels good. No, it feels fantastic. I try to relax and accept the intense pleasures as they wash over me. Faith hears my whimpers and lifts her head to check on her husband, delighted to see my erection is trying desperately to return. Jasper turns his head too, watching me grow slowly erect while he still has his thick penis sheathed inside my wife. Faith laughs, a soft, musical sound that I adore. She reaches up to brush a stray lock of hair from his forehead; an intimate gesture that sends a jolt through me. My penis jumps, rising faster. That damned replica cock in my ass is driving me crazy.

"You okay over there, Baby?" she asks, her voice gentle.

I nod, unable to speak, my throat choked with lust and emotion. I'm more than okay. I'm euphoric, floating in a haze of deep satisfaction. This is our shared passion, the thing that binds us together in a way most couples could never understand. Jasper nods at me, a silent acknowledgment of my role in this little drama. I nod back. He turns his attention to the cameras and disentangles himself from Faith, his heavy cock, gleaming with her pussy juice, visual proof of the power he has over my woman, swings around until it points at me.

“Can you help me with these?” he asks, gesturing at the many tripods.

I cleared my throat, suddenly aware hundreds of paying customers are witness to my growing erection and anal stimulation.

Thank God we are wearing masks.

“No problem,” I say, leaving my chair.

My dick sways too, but not like his.


Chapter 7

The front right wheel rattled and wobbled, pulling the grocery cart in that direction.

“I’m taking this one back,” I said. “There has got to be something better.”

Faith watched the wheel for a moment.

“Yeah. Life’s too short for shitty shopping carts. Meet me in the vegetable aisle. I want to look at cucumbers.”

We shared a quick peck and I turned around. Twenty feet later, I glanced back. She wore conservative gym clothes which showed almost no bare skin, but her tight black leggings and tight, black and red, long-sleeved top did nothing to hide the hot little body beneath. She may not be exposing any skin but every man and woman at that grocery store knew she was a babe.

I shoved my broken cart next to the rows of waiting carts and grabbed a new one, testing the ride before I pushed it ahead of me, heading back to Faith. I rounded the end of the last row and saw her speaking to a guy by the vegetable wall. He wore a business suit, but his shopping cart carried a gym bag, Basketball shorts poked up through the open zipper. He looked like he was about to head to the gym too, grabbing, like us, a few items for dinner before the store closed. I pretended to read the ingredients on a package of flour tortillas, moving closer until I could overhear them.

Since her night with Jasper, Faith has blossomed into the biggest cock-tease on planet Earth. No man is safe. She learned she can get away with anything she desires, and she desires a lot.

Suit lifted the cucumber he held, waving it vaguely.

“You know the difference between this cucumber and me?” he asked.

Faith chuckled, shaking her head and grinning. I wondered how much of their conversation I had missed.

“No.”

“I’m not dark green,” he said.

I almost laughed, which would have given away the fact I was listening to them. Faith chuckled again at his lame joke. She realized I was eavesdropping and acting like I did not know her, so she played along.

“Dark green would be a bad sign,” she told the man. “You’d want a doctor to look at that. Maybe prescribe something.”

“Are you a doctor?” he asked.

“No. I’m a marketing executive. I analyze consumer behavior, manage budgets, and oversee promotional events.”

“I was going to guess you are a model.”

“Smooth. Does that line usually work for you?”

He laughed.

“Every time,” he said. “Are you going to break my winning streak?”

He smiled. My wife ran her appraising eyes over his fit body and tailored suit and then glanced around at the other customers, treating me like I was no one special.

“That depends,” she said.

“On what?”

“On how closely your pink cucumber matches the size and shape of that green one. Or were you lying about that? I’ve learned men often exaggerate such things.”

He looked around at the other customers. My heart skipped a beat.

“I can’t very well whip it out right here, can I?”

“No,” she agreed. “You can’t.”

She slipped her finger through the ring on her zipper and drew it down to show off her ample cleavage. She pretended to bend over to examine a display of tomatoes. Like a good boy, his gaze went directly to her tits.

“I’ll give you a minute to get yourself worked up, stud,” she said. “Then I’ll feel for myself.”

“You’re going to grab my dick?”

“That’s right. Unless you’re too shy.”

“Fuck no,” he said, looking around. “You’re hot. Lower that zipper a little more. There are few people around us to see. I think that man with the tortillas will appreciate a hot babe like you. Stay bent over like that. I’ll get hard for you.”

Faith slowly drew her zipper down another inch or so and circled the display, keeping her cleavage aimed at the man. I pretended to study the cans of refried beans, but I kept one eye on my wife. Faith and I would have hot sex when we got home. This little drama was the kind of thing she did these days, flirting, teasing, leading on any man she wished. She’d shut down that part of her personality when we got married but it never went away. It just got thrown in jail. Our experiences with Kyle and Jasper had opened that prison door wide. I was still getting used to the new Faith but learning fast.

Suit stared down the front of her top. Faith acted innocent, pretending to peruse the vegetables offered. She daringly drew her zipper even farther while turning her back to the store. Her sports bra underneath was small, barely holding back her luscious globes, stretched from breast to breast and only just covering her nipples. Suit’s face lit up with delight.

“Oh my God,” he mumbled. “I bet you look spectacular naked.”

My wife toyed with him another minute or two and then made her way around the display. She put her back to the man and slipped her hand down and behind, finding his thigh and following it up to his cock. Her grin told me everything I needed to know.

“Nice,” she purred. “You never know with men. All you guys boast and brag even when you’ve got nothing special.”

“I have something special,” he said.

“I can feel that. I’m shopping right now but let me give you my number. We can get together later. Maybe this weekend?”

“Hell yes,” he said, pulling out his phone.

Faith ran her hand up and down his length again, just for fun. She gave him her number, and he eagerly entered it into his phone.

“My name is Troy,” he said. “What’s yours?”

“Faith,” my wife purred. “Nice to meet you, Troy.”

“Same. For sure. Same.”

He slipped his finger into her zipper ring and drew it closed. My wife chuckled.

“I guess I can’t walk around the store like that,” she said.

He looked down at the obvious bulge in his slacks, his fat cock clearly outlined through the expensive fabric.

“No, he agreed. “And I can’t walk around the store like this.” He looked down at his own bulge and dropped the cumber back on the stack. “I’ll finish shopping later. See you.”

“Bye, bye, Troy.”

Troy checked to see who was looking at him and then left the aisle. Faith and I pretended not to know each other, and I realized we had discovered a fun way to include me in her flirting. I moved on to the rows of hot sauce, and she came and stood nearby, close enough to talk to me but not to make it look like we were a couple.

“That was fun,” I muttered.

“You’re not angry? Jealous?”

“Maybe a little. I don’t blame him for trying. You are sexy.”

She studied my face. What does she see when she does that?

“Should I follow him out to the parking lot?” she wondered.

“Is that what you want?”

“He’s going to go out to his car to jack off. He’ll waste that hot load.”

“It sounds like that bothers you.”

“It does. That big cock got hard for me. That means it, and the load it carries, are mine.” She toyed with the zipper to her top. “Would it bother you if I helped him out? I’ll be back in a minute.”

“After what you did with Kyle and Jasper? Kind of late for me to start telling you no.”

“What will you do?”

I looked around at the shelves.

“Buy groceries,” I said.

Her eyes sparkled. She leaned in to kiss my cheek and then hurried to catch Troy. I filled a plastic bag with four of the best tomatoes and wandered into the next aisle. I had made it as far as the peanut butter when my phone buzzed. Faith. I held the phone at an angle to read her message, certain she was about to tell me something salacious, but instead I opened the message to a picture. Troy’s cock, hard, her left hand once again circling the base to show me her wedding ring gleaming. Tease! Her lips were pressed to the tip of the cock like a puckered kiss.

All the air left my lungs in rush. I’ll never get used to these moments. I moved my face closer, shielding the screen but also giving myself a better look. I hated that she looked so sexy with a cock in her mouth. I hated that it thrilled me so much that the cock was big. Most of all, I hated that it turned me on so much to know she was sucking a man other than me. That was the deepest thrill. That fact is what ignited a fire in my belly.

My phone buzzed from another message received. I quickly opened it. Now she had lifted her eyes to look into the camera. She had both hands around his hard cock which meant the bastard was taking pictures of my wife for me. He knew she was married. The ring was right there for anyone to see. The snide bastard snapped photos of his cock in her mouth and sent them to the number she’d given him. This was how we played these games. Text messages and video clips.

My phone vibrated in my hand. Right on cue, I received a thirty-second video. With sound. A lady buying jars of jelly heard my wife moan around a fat cock before I hurried to lower the volume. Faith bobbed up and down slowly, delighting in the hard shaft and plump head gliding along her tongue. My balls tightened at the sight. She looked so good. She stopped to suck hard, cheeks denting all the way, and then Troy grunted and groaned and the camera jerked. Faith’s eyes flew open and I heard her snorting as she struggled to swallow his huge load. His ass lifted off the car seat over and over and each time he blasted a gush of bubbling sperm into her mouth and down her throat. He moaned and gasped and kept shooting and my wife kept chugging, sucking hard to draw every drop out of his tight, hard balls.

Finally, he stopped, melting like he had no bones. She held his stiff dick in her mouth, breathing through her nose as he began to shrink. She teased his overly sensitive penis with a swirl of her rough tongue and he jumped. She laughed around his cock, gently sucking now as he continued to deflate. She slipped his soft penis from her mouth and grabbed the phone. She opened wide, aiming the camera at the puddle of semen she held on her tongue. She closed her mouth and made a show of swallowing and then opened up again, showing me the last of him was now in her belly.

I am hard as iron in the grocery aisle.

Jelly Woman has moved on, so I restart the video. I pay attention to the details, watching her lips slide along his veined skin, watching her tongue as it darts out to circle the ridge of his cock head before fluttering under the lip. Her lips close around him again and he moans. Faith sucks his cock like she adores him, but she doesn’t even know him, so I can only conclude it’s his cock she loves. She loves pleasing men. She loves making us feel good, making us happy. She’s mentioned these facts to me numerous times but now I can connect them to her slutty actions. I see it for myself and I love it.

“What are you looking at?” her voice asks, directly behind me.

I jumped, startled, and turned. She steps close before I can speak and grabs the back of my head, pulling my mouth down for a hot and salty kiss. I fight for an instant, naturally, but I cave. Her kiss is so sensual and sexy I melt. She brought some of him in to share with me. Her free hand goes to my hip, pulling me closer and I circle her with my arms. We kiss passionately in the middle of the grocery store.


Chapter 8

For weeks, that’s how it was. Faith would encounter a man and she would have him. Strangely, she ignored other married men, mumbling something about the sanctity of marriage. Whatever.

Ben was precisely right about anger stemming from fear. There were many times I got jealous and that made me angry, but then I questioned myself like he suggested and realized I was only fearful. I worried she’d leave me for another. I worried some other man would rock her world better than me. As time passed, I began to understand that no other man could do for her the things I was doing. She had met the love of her life, and he trusted that love so much he allowed her to play as much as she wished. Why would she mess up that arrangement?

We grew closer and more intimate with each passing day.

Jeremy Boswell, however, was a splinter in my mind.

What made him so special? I had peppered her with questions over the last few weeks, but she revealed little. Was she doing background work on the man and not telling me? She’d done a little of that with Kyle and the other guys from school. Was she setting up yet another surprise? That was something she loved to do.

Yesterday while I was at work my phone buzzed. I opened the message to Faith sucking cock. Troy. He had my number from the day at the grocery store. Faith had met him for lunch without telling me and had the man send me pictures of her working his cock over from balls to tip. His first two ropes landed on her face but then she closed her lips around the spurting head and swallowed the rest. I tried to continue working but failed.

She was having all kinds of fun with her new freedoms.

Which brings me to today, right now.

I am seated at Earl’s Place, a dive bar of epic proportions. The sawdust on the floor contains enough absorbed alcohol to technically identify this building as a bomb. I sit at the bar. There are three other men in here with me. A scruffy looking fifty-something with a ten o’clock shadow and clothes that needed to be washed over a week ago but still haven’t been because he has sat on that same barstool all that time nursing on that same goddamn beer. In the shadowy corner another man, too well dressed for this place, sits and glances nervously at his phone. Behind the counter is an old man, Earl, presumably, who decided to grow a beard two weeks ago, changed his mind yesterday and started to shave, and then changed his mind again and decided to start growing the beard again. His face is a mess, and his portly body is the same. He wipes shot glasses and stares into space ten feet in front of his face.

When Faith told me it was time for Jeremy, I hesitated. I’m not yet accustomed to our new way of doing things and maybe I never will be. Maybe I don’t want to lose the angst. Maybe the sting of jealousy, the fear of loss, the pinch of humiliation at another man inseminating my wife are all things I want to keep. The hurts pile up and the pain becomes exquisite. There is some nest of cells in my brain that takes incredible pleasure from the trampling of this taboo. It all feels so good. Like, really good.

I told her if it was time for Jeremy then we needed a few changes in the way we were doing things. To start, no text messages. Not this time. Also, no video clips. Experiencing her tryst at the end of a cell phone was too much torture even for me. I wanted to be there. I wanted to be there this time and not stuck in a chair wrapped in killer vibrating boxers.

”What if having my husband present ruins the meeting for him?” she asked.  “What if a big part of the thrill for him is the cheating, the taking of me behind my husband’s back? If that’s how he feels, he might say no to the idea of having you present. What if he says no?”

A fair question.

My solution was to remind her about Troy and the grocery store.

“I stood right next to you,” I told her. “I listened in and he had no idea we were married. That’s how we’ll do it. Meet Jeremy someplace public but with only a few people. I can listen to your conversation with him. I can see him trying to seduce you. I can see you in action.”

“What about once the sex starts?”

“We’ll figure that out when and if it happens.”

I lift my room temperature beer and take a sip. It’s awful. I make a face and order a fresh beer, but I have no hope it will taste any better. Earl does not stock the best. I suspect the nervous man in the corner who keeps checking his phone is, in fact, the infamous Jeremy, and he awaits Faith. I made these plans with her, but something tells me she added a layer of plans on top. I reached for a peanut from the bowl but then remember reading somewhere how those bar bowls are essentially petri dishes. I pushed the bowl away.

The door opened.

Faith.

She wore an outfit suited to this place: Daisy Duke denim shorts complete with the little frayed fringe around each thigh. Her halter top tied behind her neck and the small of her back, but it looked like nothing more than a silk scarf. The independent motion of her breasts when she walked mesmerized. Her black shiny boots came up to her knees.

She looked a little trashy and a little slutty, perfect for the night we had planned. Of course, a single woman as hot as Faith would never walk alone into Earl’s Place, especially dressed like that, but my wife was living out a fantasy, so that made it all right. Besides, I was her ace in the hole. She stepped in a few paces, closed the door, scanned the four of us one at a time, and waited.

Jeremy stood and waved slightly, catching her attention. I’d expected a joyful reunion, but Faith simply approached the man and they began to speak. I watched from the corner of my eye. After a moment, she slid into his booth sitting across from him. Earl came out from behind the bar and paid them a visit and Faith ordered a drink. From my angle I enjoyed the side-boob under her arm.

When I first arrived, I had chosen my seat carefully. I was within earshot of anyone else in the place. Faith and Jeremy thwarted my plan by speaking in hushed tones, soft murmurs I could not hear. I considered moving to another seat but could not calculate how to do it without looking obvious. Minutes passed. The vibe I got from Faith and her friend was nothing like I expected. Her body language conveyed more annoyance than lust. I began to suspect tonight would not go the way we hoped. It was bound to happen sooner or later. Faith is hot as hell but there will always be that one guy that can resist. Maybe Jeremy was married now or learned over the intervening years that he was actually gay. Who knows?

Faith abruptly stood, clearly irritated. Jeremy did too, taking her wrist in his hand, pleading softly. I took a sip. Faith froze for a moment, listening to his words, deciding something important. My wife stepped closer and placed her palm on the front of his pants. Something inside those pants filled her hand. She laughed once, sharply, pulling her hand away briefly before grabbing his crotch again. She leaned in, her face inches from his.

Earl returned with her drink.

Jeremy and Faith ignored the man, busy with a stare-down. Faith turned to take in the bar and then murmured something. Jeremy nodded. My wife reached for his zipper, drawing it down and sliding her hand inside his pants. Earl backed away, watching, sizing both of them up. He locked eyes with Jeremy and then sat Faith’s drink on the table. Jeremy gave Earl a sharp nod. Earl walked to the front door, turned off the Open sign and turned on the sign that read Closed, and then he locked the door, not that he had any concern someone else would visit this shithole bar tonight.

What the fuck was happening?

Faith pulled Jeremy’s large, circumcised cock out through his fly. My wife stroked it a few times, dragging her red painted nails up and down his length. Earl left the front door and came to me and the scruffy looking fifty-something.

“Gentlemen,” his raspy voice intoned. “You are free to stay, and you are free to go. The man in the corner paid me to use my bar for a fantasy. He is going to fuck that pretty lady right there on that table. Stay and watch or go home to your wives. It makes no goddamn difference to me.”

The three of us looked at each other.

“I’m staying,” Scruffy said.

“Me too,” I stated.

“Fair enough,” Earl croaked, walking away.

He paused to pull out a rag and wipe a table down, but he was just killing time, watching Faith and her new man. My wife backed Jeremy against the wall and spread her hands over his chest. She crouched, bringing her face even with his cock. Without elaboration, she opened her mouth and slipped the head in. Her cheeks dented.

Something was off. Something was wrong. My gut said what I thought I watched was not actually what I saw.

Faith’s head began to bob.

Jeremy leaned his head back against the wall. On either side were posters touting the features of various beers, glossy photographs of frosty mugs and wet bottles. I lowered my gaze to the sawdust-covered floorboards, thinking.

Was this, in fact, Jeremy? Had Faith run another game on me? She had kept tabs on Kyle without my knowing. Perhaps she discovered Jeremy was unavailable and made arrangements with another man from her past, or maybe a man from her present. This could be some guy from her gym, a man she worked with, or even a paid prostitute.

I had no way of knowing.

I realized it didn’t matter.

Faith rose before him again, smirking. She lifted the loop from behind her head and exposed her breasts all at once, to all of us. She reached behind and untied the knot, allowing her halter top to fall to the dusty floor. Her hands went to the buttons on her shorts, which she opened, sliding them down her shapely legs, revealing her lack of underwear. She lifted one foot free and then used the other foot to kick the shorts into the booth they had so recently shared. Aside from a pair of black, knee-high boots, my gorgeous wife stood naked in front of four men.

She pulled her gaze away from Jeremy’s large cock, turning slowly to face each of one at a time. She moved leisurely, assessing Earl, Scruffy, and myself, before finally raising a finger to point at me.

“You,” she said, backing towards a table and resting her ass before spreading her legs. “Come get me ready to take his big cock.”

Her knees fell open. My gaze dropped to her bald slit. She settled her ass in place and waited. Every guy looked at me. I got off my barstool and walked closer. I dropped to my knees between her legs. I gazed at that sweet pussy I’ve loved for so many years, the sweet pussy that had brought me so much joy and pleasure, and that would one day, maybe soon, deliver me our first child, and I lowered my mouth and pushed my tongue inside.

Salty.

Salty, slippery, hot, wet, slick, too many sensations to process. My eyebrows shot up and I would have pulled away, asking questions, but Faith had grabbed the back of my head the moment my lips touched hers and held me in place. I pushed my tongue deeper, swirling, probing, confirming what I already knew to be true: Faith had already fucked someone tonight, recently, maybe minutes before walking into Earl’s Place.

My mind exploded!

I groaned into her pussy. She held my head tightly to her slit and ground her cunt into my mouth. Then the truth hit me. She had fucked Jeremy, the real Jeremy, but she’d fucked him her way. She met him earlier, enjoyed herself, and then rendezvoused with me. Who was the man in the bar waiting for her? I had no idea. I’d discover that later. I found her clit and dragged my tongue roughly across her sensitive nub. Her body stiffened. She brought her heel behind my head to help keep me there and keep me eating. I licked all around and inside, savoring her used cunt. Her inner walls were as smooth as glass and as hot as an oven. Those walls had recently enveloped a stiff cock, swaddled a hard dick, coaxing and milking until the man had shot his load. Faith was a bad girl, proving to be far sluttier than I ever thought possible. I ate her used pussy and loved it. I felt her body turn rigid and knew the signs. I could make her cum quickly. She was so aroused by what I was doing to her, knowing she’d been naughty, that she now raced towards climax.

I wanted it.

I tortured her clit and teased her inside and out. Her moans turned to gasps and then she announced to us all that she was about to cum. Her torso fell back onto her elbows and she held my head with both heels and then she howled as her body shook and her pelvis trembled. She came so hard!

I was quickly shoved away by Jeremy, or whoever the hell he was. The men had stripped while I was busy orally worshipping my wife, and Jeremy now shoved his way between her legs, lifting both to his shoulders before grabbing his cock and feeling around for her opening. He buried his cock balls deep and Faith cried out at the thick penetration. Faith was on her back on the wobbly wooden table; her legs hooked around Jeremy’s neck.

“What’s your name?” I asked him, watching his veined member gliding deeper into her.

“Caleb,” he grunted, then proceeded to ignore me.

Naked, I saw he was a construction-worker type, all sunbaked muscle and a confident smirk. I had a perfect, unobstructed view of his wide cock pumping in and out.

“How do you know her?” I insisted, the annoying guy at the bar that asks too many questions.

“What fucking difference does it make?” he snarled. “Get it line. You can fuck her too after me. We’re all going to fuck her. That’s what she wants, isn’t that right, Faith?”

I turned my attention to my wife. Her hands cupped and massaged her tits while Caleb fucked her. Her eyes were closed, lost in another world, but she heard and answered.

“Yesssss,” she hissed.

I watched Caleb’s ass clench and release with each powerful thrust. The table groaned in protest, its legs scraping rhythmically against the grimy floorboards. Faith's head was thrown back, her hair a tangled mess against the stained tabletop. Her mouth was open, silent gasps giving way to sharp, breathy cries that cut through the bar's low din. She wasn't faking it. That was the part that sent a jolt straight to my cock. She was lost in it, in the raw, primal act of being taken by a stranger in a place like this. I sensed this fantasy went all the way back to her college days, maybe even earlier.

"Damn, son," Earl grunted beside me. “I want some.”

Caleb gestured towards Faith’s head.

“Go fuck her mouth, old timer,” Caleb said. “You know what our deal was. Get to it.”

Earl unzipped and tugged at his spongy cock. He hurried around the table. He pulled Faith to the edge and dropped his soft cock into her open mouth. I checked on Scruffy, wondering if all this would be too much for the man but no, he waited in line behind Caleb.

"He's plowin' her deep,” Scruffy rumbled. “Look at her face. She's feelin' that big dick all the way up to her tonsils."

I nodded, realizing I was the only person still clothed. I stripped in record time. None of these men had any idea Faith was my wife. They thought I was just another random patron, enjoying the floor show, just like they were. That was the game. That is the way men can instantly bond and create a group with a singular purpose.

Caleb picked up the pace, his breathing becoming ragged. He held Faith by her thighs, oblivious to her pleasure, seeking only to orgasm as quickly as he could. Earl began to pump his hips, sliding his soft but growing cock in and out of Faith’s mouth. Scruffy grew tired of waiting and moved around the table, guiding one of Faith’s hands to his dick. My wife began to stroke the man as she laid there getting fucked at both ends.

“Get yourself some,” Earl told me. “She’s got a free hand.”

Indeed, she did. I moved around the table and placed my already semi-erect cock on her open palm. Her fingers curled and she had enough presence of mind to realize the last cock belonged to me.

Caleb grunted, a deep, animal sound, and slammed into her harder.

“I’m going to nut,” he warned.

Scruffy grinned in anticipation, knowing that meant her hole would soon be available.

“This bitch is worth every penny,” Caleb grunted. “Fucking bareback. I love it. Take my load, slut!”

He fucked rapidly for a short time and then buried his cock all the way one last time, holding himself there as he began to spew. He groaned deeply. I knew that sound. I recognized the tensing of his back, the flexing of his ass, the clenching of his biceps. He was unloading his fat balls inside her, pumping my wife's pussy full of his cum. A wave of heat washed over me. My dick was rock hard in her hand; a fact I knew was not lost on her. Caleb thrust erratically, shooting semen for a long time.

When he finally pulled out, he staggered back, a triumphant, exhausted look on his face. Faith lay there, chest heaving, a glistening sheen on her thighs and Earl’s cock pumping her mouth, still not fully erect. Her pussy was pink, swollen, and open, and a small trickle of earlier Jeremy's milky seed mixed with Caleb’s leaked out and pooled on the table beneath her. The sight was obscene, but it was also beautiful and utterly intoxicating.

"Whoa,” Scruffy said. “Hold on. My turn."

The fifty-something man pulled his dick out of Faith’s hand and hurried around to move up between her open legs. His cock was so hard each heartbeat made it jump and bounce. His pubic hair was dense, but he was a good size. I knew Faith would enjoy him. He held his dick in one hand and grabbed her tits with the other and pushed his cock all the way in. Earl held her head in place and shuffled his feet closer and now fucked Faith’s mouth like a cunt, all while staring at Faith’s amazing body rocking back and forth, covered in a sheen of sweat.

Scruffy’s eyes held a hunger that was almost tragic. How long had the man gone without? Not just without sex, but without human contact? He collected Faith’s open thighs and thrust hard and fast. I knew he would not last long.

In the back of my mind I felt I had pieced things together. Faith had met the real Jeremy earlier, on her own, to have the kind of sex with him she wanted to have. We had made these arrangements, but she would use them to complete another fantasy of hers. Through a dating service or maybe just the Craigslist want ads, she’d found a well-hung lover to play along, fucking her in a seedy bar, giving her a gangbang like she wanted. Caleb made arrangements with Earl and here we are.

What it meant for us going forward was something far deeper. I wanted to watch her because it thrilled me. I was using her, in a way, for my own enjoyment. But what does she want? She wants to thrill me, yes, but she’s the one having sex. She has all her own thoughts and feelings regarding the act. Whatever it was that Jermey meant to her, and having sex with him again would mean to her, having me there watching was not part of it. Maybe he was shy and she hated what having me there would do to him. Maybe she shielded her sex with him from me to establish a precedent. She was showing both of us she possessed true freedom, not just the limited freedoms I allowed her. I had to admit it was a different kind of hot. It was outside the games we played together. It felt risky.

Scruffy groaned deeply and then started to hyperventilate.

“Here it comes,” he mumbled. “Oh my god. Oh my god. OHMYGOD!”

His hips lost control. He pounded Faith like an anvil, driving his cock deep over and over as his sperm shot out forcefully, making him convulse. He ejaculated his soul into my wife, stumbling backwards, still hard, still spurting. He staggered into the wall and slid to the ground.

Earl saw his opportunity and took it, racing to cut me off. He didn't bother with finesse. He just hurried with his dick, a stubby and heavily veined weapon, and grabbed Faith's ankles, pulling her down the table until her ass was right at the edge. He lined himself up and pushed in with a single, brutal thrust. Faith cried out, a genuine sound of pleasure. Earl was bigger around than Scruffy but he was also a lot rougher in the way he handled her, which Faith clearly loved. He started fucking her with a punishing rhythm, causing the table to shake violently.

I couldn't just watch anymore. The anonymous observer act was burning away under the heat of the scene. I walked over to the side of the table near Faith's head. Her eyes were closed, her face a mask of ecstasy as Earl pounded her. I reached out, my fingers tracing her lips. Her eyes fluttered open, and when she saw me, a slow, wicked smile spread across her face. She knew I’d figured out what was really happening or at least get close. She was pleased with her little game. She lowered her eyes to my cock and her smile spread to see me already hard. She opened her mouth, and I didn't hesitate. I fed her my cock, and she took it eagerly, her tongue swirling around the head as I pushed deeper. The five of us formed a circuit of raw lust: Earl fucking her from one end, me fucking her mouth, and Scruffy and Caleb watching. Caleb played with his cock, hoping for more.

For long minutes the air was filled with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, of Earl's grunts, Faith's muffled moans around my dick, and Caleb’s heavy breathing. It was a symphony of depravity. My wife orgasmed again, hard. I was her husband, but I was just another man in a line of men using her body. The truth was dizzying, a potent aphrodisiac.

Earl suddenly came with a roar, his body jerking as he added his own thick load to the other men’s. He came a long time like Caleb, but eventually pulled out, panting. He patted Faith's thigh.

"You’re next," he wheezed.

Before I could take my position, Scruffy dove in. He was frantic, clumsy, but his enthusiasm was undeniable. He pushed his tongue into her sloppy, cum-filled hole, and the wet, squelching sound was loud in the quiet bar. He lapped at her many juices, jerking his meat as he devoured her messy cunt. He didn't last long. Faith cried out with yet another climax thanks to his skilled tongue and that did it for him. Scruffy shot a big load, his second, under the table, jerking himself as Faith orgasmed. When he was done, he stumbled back, looking dazed and profoundly satisfied.

Faith was a mess. Her body was slick with sweat, her hair plastered to her forehead, her pussy an overflowing well of sperm from four different men. All eyes were on me, waiting.

“You gonna get some?” Scruffy asked, and I suspected he hoped to eat her again after me.

“I sure as fuck am,” I said. “Don’t tell my wife.”

The men laughed. My coconspirators. I pulled out of her mouth and moved between her legs. My cock was throbbing, desperate. I looked down at the sight before me: my beautiful Faith, defiled and radiant, her cunt gaping and dripping with the cum of strangers. I pushed into her, and the sensation was indescribable. The heat, the wetness, the sheer slickness of her as I slid through other men’s semen. It was the most intimate, most outrageous act I had ever performed.

I started to move, and the world fell away. There was no bar, no Earl, no Scruffy, no Caleb. There was only me and Faith, connected in the most primal way possible, our shared secret making this moment uniquely ours. I fucked her slowly and softly, at first, but that quickly gave was to me fucking her hard. I saw in her eyes that’s what she wanted. We’d save lovemaking for our bedroom. This, the gangbang at Earl’s Place, was all for hot, hard fucking. I was reclaiming her even as I wallowed in the evidence of her abandon. I felt the cum from the other men coating my shaft, and the thought pushed me over the edge.

I buried myself deep inside and let go, my orgasm tearing through me with a force that left me shaking. I spurted again and again, adding my own hot seed to the mix, marking her, claiming her, completing our debauched ritual.

I collapsed on top of her, my chest heaving. We lay there for a long moment, a tangle of limbs on the sticky table, surrounded by the silent, watching men. I could feel our combined fluids leaking out of her, coating us both. It was over. We had done it. We had crossed every line, and I had never felt closer to my wife. I kissed her neck, tasting the salt of her sweat. She turned her head and kissed me back, a deep, slow, salty, knowing kiss.

Our game was over for tonight.

Caleb got to his feet, cock rock hard and ready for more.

End.
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