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Chapter 1

Molly hit the high note. Molly always worries about hitting the high note. It was a great crowd, and the roar of awe and appreciation filled the smoky room. I laughed wildly and launched into my drum solo. Carl, on electric guitar took over on my last beat and Willie jammed on bass, keeping time. We nailed it, and the whole band smiled broadly. We were in our element, living for moments like these. The crowd was rocking, having a great time, and so were we. We learned before the gig that several talent scouts from some of the bigger record labels would be in the crowd, so I was pleased all of us were hitting our marks. We sounded good. We sounded real good.

Molly was sailing through the sets. Her voice sounded better than ever. The crowd was wild for her, and I was proud to call her wife. We’d taken a gamble leaving our secure jobs and taking the band out on the road, but this last year had been the best year of our lives. She hit another high note and the crowd erupted.  She jumped up and down, ripping through the song, dancing, laughing, and smiling at faces in the crowd. They loved her voice, but they loved her face too, and her hot little body. Half our audience was male. Molly usually hits the stage in short, flimsy peasant skirts and a wifebeater or some other tank top style shirt. She’s a bit wild, but I love it, and she’s got the looks to pull it off. The female half of the audience loves it too. They see her as empowered, in charge of her own sexuality. Every female singer these days shows off their tits. Molly’s aren’t big but they aren’t small either, and they have a perfect shape. She loves her tits and so do I. So does the crowd. The guys just want to stare and drool. I’m fine with that. Look all you want. She’s mine.

“Our drummer, Sam!” I heard her shout, pulling me back from my musings.

The crowd roared. This was the part of every show where she goes around the stage and introduces each of us and the instruments we play. Molly and I write most of the lyrics, but Carl has a few songs to his credit. Even Willie has contributed. Molly continued around our circle, introducing each, and then we all launched into the next song.

Tonight, we played Santa Fe, New Mexico. Tomorrow, we have a gig in Colorado Springs, Colorado. Every day for us was a life on the road, but we loved it. We wouldn’t trade it for anything.

A blonde girl, pretty, smiled at Carl, and he dropped to one knee at the edge of the stage, playing hard and fast, right in her face. I laughed. Carl is handsome and hot, according to my wife, and I could clearly see the young blonde agreed. I knew there was an excellent chance Carl would fuck that girl tonight. I laughed again. I knew something that sweet young girl did not know. She could see he was good looking and has a great body, but I know Carl had a big dick too. She’d learn that tidbit of information soon enough. Carl acquires groupies in every town we visit. Girls are all over the guy.

Molly acquires groupies too, dudes who fall in love with the stage version of her. I sit buried in my drum kit and watch their faces. They gaze at her in awe while they fall in love. I don’t blame them. I get it. I fell in love with her too.

We rocked and rolled our way through two hours of excellent music and then closed with a ballad. Molly brought tears to their eyes, and they loved her for it. My wife has almost as many female followers as male.

Molly calls out loud: “Goodnight, Santa Fe!”

Lights fade to black. We exited the stage. House lights come up and the roadies get to work breaking everything down. We head for our hotel room and drinks, another solid night behind us.


Chapter 2

I’d tell Carl to put some clothes on, but he wouldn’t listen to me. The man’s a free spirit. Besides, if I possessed a cock like his I’d find reasons to show the thing off too. On top of all that, our band has spent so much time together we’ve grown utterly relaxed about nudity. We have been forced to share the same small bathroom or bedroom or motel suite so many times that now we are like family around each other.

The pretty blonde from the concert was named Clara, and she was now mostly naked like the rest of us, wandering our motel room clad in only panties. This is the life of up-and-coming rockstars: walking around naked or almost naked, drinking too much booze and smoking too much weed. Clara knew she’d get one night with Carl, so she was making it count, behaving like we behaved. I had stripped down to my boxers and Molly, like Clara, wore only panties, her perfect tits out there for anyone to see. Wille sat naked in the corner, alone, smoking a blunt and working on a new riff.

Everyone was cool with who everybody was. No judgments. People, Americans, at least, make too big a deal over naked bodies. The gigs we played in Europe were so much more relaxed. Nakedness was not shameful.

Carl stopped to talk to Wille and take a drag, then returned to Clara. The girl stared in equal measure at Carl’s handsome face and his fat, swinging cock. She knew she was in for a night of hot sex. Carl would rock her world with that thing. She knew it, and she couldn’t wait.

I caught Molly glancing often at the Carl’s dick too. We’d seen Carl naked a million times but, like breasts, looking at some things never gets old. Even I can tell the man has a nice cock.

“You like that?” I asked my wife.

She smiled.

“Every woman likes that,” she replied. “I love watching Carl seduce these girls after the show. They want him at first because he’s up on stage, a rock and roll God. He’s handsome and flirtatious. Then he takes his pants off and I almost laugh. I love watching their expressions change. Clara over there simply cannot wait to get Carl in bed. I can tell she’s never been with a well-hung man. Her anticipation is off the charts. She’s heard some things about size, maybe from friends or an older sister, and she is thrilled that her first is going to be with a man as hot as Carl. He, of course, recognizes her eagerness and makes her wait. He always makes them wait. He’s a rogue bastard but I love him for it.”

I swung my attention to Clara. Molly was right. Maybe not a hundred percent about everything but Clara’s desire for Carl was obvious. He sat on the floor next to her and they talked and laughed, and she looked smitten. Then she impulsively reached for his dick. He acted surprised but we’d seen him play this game on other women many times. Whoever said women are not visually aroused was an idiot. Probably a virgin too. Clara pulled on the soft appendage and leaned in to kiss the man. Our friend played it cool, pretending to be unsure of what should happen next. He was driving her crazy. They kissed slowly and sensually.

“Watch,” Molly whispered. “She’s about to crack. She wants privacy, she wants Carl all to herself, but is unsure what the band’s unspoken rules are. Do we fuck in front of each other? She wants to be alone with Carl but worries that’s not how we do things. Besides, with all of us sharing this hotel room, where will she get him alone? Like so many women before her, she’s horny, tired of waiting, and about to crack.”

My wife and I watched them closely.

“The dam is breaking,” Molly murmured.

She was right. Unable to wait any longer, Clara lowered her head to Carl’s lap. We watched as she lifted his soft and floppy cock to her mouth. Carl rested his hands on the back of her head and looked across the room to us. He gave me a thumbs-up. His little game had worked yet again.

“See?” Molly said. “Every time. He’s a bastard.”

“How many girls have we seen suck his dick?”

“Hundreds.”

Clara turned ravenous. At last, she had an outlet for her lust and excitement, and she attacked Carl’s cock, sucking hard, bobbing fast. He gave us a wry grin. We watched, enjoying the show, until Molly squirmed.

“Is that getting to you?” I asked.

“Yeah. Every time. It’s just so hot, you know? It’s so real. She wanted him and she got him. He wanted her and he got her. It’s raw sex and it’s hot as fuck. I’m sure there’s a song in there somewhere. Write it.”

I only half-listened. Carl’s cock had swollen enough to lift on its own. Clara was concentrating her attention on the expanding head and Carl looked like he was in pain, but I know it was actually a pleasure so intense, he grimaced. She sucked hard on the crown, whipped her tongue around the ridge, worked his dick to make him hard. Why? In order to sit on it and fuck our friend. I looked forward to that moment.

“I can’t wait for her to sit on it,” Molly said.

“I was just thinking the same thing.”

“I haven’t had a big one like that in a long time.”

I turned to look at my wife and made a face. She laughed, realizing what she’d said.

“Sorry, Baby. That was thoughtless. I’m just hypnotized by them, you know? Like what happens to you when you see nice tits or ass.”

“I get it.”

Clara leaned back and wiped her mouth. Carl pulled her close for a kiss. He stood and helped her stand and then he crouched, taking her panties down with him. He pushed her against the wall and braced his hands on her thighs. He kissed all around her pussy before circling in on her mound. Clara realized what was coming and gasped. This hot rock star was about to eat her pussy.

“Oh, my God,” she mumbled. “Oh my God. Oh, my, God.”

Carl pushed his face into her cunt and licked. She almost collapsed. She held onto his shoulders and gazed down on him, astonished to be receiving head for this gorgeous man. Her expression was utter disbelief mixed with intense pleasure. Carl’s cock continued to rise untouched.

“When?” I murmured.

“When, what?” Molly asked, as transfixed as me on the hot sex we watched.

“When was the last time you had a big one like that?”

“Oh.”

Molly hesitated. She had no desire to hurt my feelings.

“It’s all right,” I said. “I’m just curious. I won’t be hurt. I know you were experienced when we first met.”

“Experienced,” she said. “Accurate, but without judgments. I like that.”

We watched Carl eat Clara. She was breathing hard now and building towards orgasm. Carl knew what he was doing.

“My boyfriend before I met you liked to share me,” Molly said, her voice low. “I was unsure at first, but we tried it, and I loved it. After that, we did it a bunch of times.”

“Share you? What do you mean, share you?”

“He’d let other men have me. He’d hand me over to other men.”

“For sex? To fuck? He’d allow you to fuck other men?”

“Not merely allow, Sam. Encourage. He’d encourage me to fuck other men. Many times, he’d arrange the rendezvous. He joined in at first. We’d have threesomes or foursomes. But soon he stopped joining and just watched.”

“That sounds intense.”

“It was.”

My heart raced. Partly because we watched Carl and Clara but also because I was learning something new and intimate about my wife.

“Tell me,” I said. “Tell me about one time. Tell me about your first time.”

Molly scooted closer and took my hand.

“Are you sure? I never mentioned it because I thought it would be painful.”

I felt the heat from her body.

“We all have a past,” I said. “Tell me. It’s all right.”

She drew a deep breath.

“It started with a conversation about fantasies,” she said. “He asked what mine were and I told him and then I asked what his were. He said he liked to imagine me having sex. I assumed he meant with him but no, he meant like watching a man fuck me.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah. We played with that idea for months. I’d talk dirty to him, narrating a fantasy about how some guy at the grocery store or post office or whatever flirted with me, and I could see the outline of his cock rising through his jeans. He liked that. He liked when I mentioned the other man’s penis. Our fantasy life grew over the next few months. A year later and we were talking all kinds of crazy shit. I told him it felt like we were moving towards making our fantasies a reality. He thought so too. One night we were at home watching a movie and I turned to him. I said if we ever acted on his fantasy, I’d want the man I picked to have a big dick. My boyfriend just about died. Our sex was so intense that night.”

“Why a big dick?”

“Because this was all about sexual fantasies. We weren’t looking to find me a relationship, we were looking to find me a lover. If you pick up any woman’s romance novel, every fantasy leading man has a big one. There’s never a small-dicked rascal or small-dicked pirate. There’s never a small-dicked billionaire. Everything about those stories, women’s stories, are bigger than life. It should be. We’re talking fantasy here. It’s all part of the dream. My boyfriend agreed. He said he wanted that too. He said any man I picked had to be bigger than him as that was part of his fantasy.”

Clara buried her fingers in Carl’s hair and held his mouth to her pussy. She groaned.

“What happened?” I asked. “What did you and your boyfriend do?”

“Are you sure you want to hear all this, Baby?”

“I do. I’m intrigued.”

“All right. I suggested we visit one of the two adult clubs in our city. I suggested there were probably nude areas, and we could easily see what each man had, what kind of shape he was in and whether he was handsome. So, that’s what we did.”

“You and your boyfriend visited a sex club?”

“Yes.”

“Go on.”

Molly was distracted. Carl was tongue-fucking Clara, and the pretty blonde girl was climaxing while standing. Her stiff nipples could cut glass. We watched our friend get her off and then the girl sank to her knees, weak. They kissed while she caught her breath and then Carl stood, bringing his cock level with her face. Clara draped the penis across her forehead and licked Carl’s balls from below. He began to rise again. Molly began speaking.

“We picked the club closest to our apartment and parked in the lot. We watched people come and go. We were nervous about what we attempted. Finally, Todd, my boyfriend, suggested I go in alone first to see if I freaked out. Single women got in free. I kissed him and left him in the car. I entered the place. My God, what a fantastic experience. There were small rooms and big rooms and rooms with one-way mirrors. There was a dance floor and a bar and huge sunken areas padded everywhere. There was a pool and showers and a jacuzzi. Everything smelled and felt clean and fresh. The people came in all shapes and sizes and colors and ages. It was amazing in there. Several couples hit on me right away, but I excused myself, wandering the rooms and hallways. I hurried because I knew Todd was dying outside waiting for me. I turned to leave and go get him and a single man approached. He was naked and good-looking, and his cock was already kind of swollen. He said hello, introduced himself as Gary, and told me I was beautiful.”

“Did you fuck him?”

“Yes, later. Right then I chatted for a minute, exchanged pleasantries, and asked questions about the place. His cock rose as we talked, just from looking at me, and I got so turned on. Soon he was erect and throbbing and I ached to touch it. I explained my boyfriend waited in the parking lot and he said go get him. He said we’d let him watch.”

“Is that what happened?”

“Yes! Oh my God, I’m getting soaked just remembering all this. I ran out to Todd and told him everything. He got so excited his body trembled. We paid the cover and entered the place, stuffing our clothes in a locker to join the people in the nude area. Gary was there! The men shook hands and we tried to sit and talk, but Gary pulled me onto a bench with him. Todd sat by himself but is dick started rising like he enjoyed Gary stealing me. We all chatted but both men soon grew erections, and I couldn’t concentrate. Todd stared at Gary’s big cock as much as I did. I asked my boyfriend if I could have Gary and Todd said yes! I almost died. Gary moved in front of the bench to go down on me, but I grabbed his big hard dick and stopped him. He reached for a condom, but I was too hot to wait. I leaned back and pulled him forward and directed his thick tube straight into my soaked pussy. Todd’s eyes bugged out! He couldn’t believe it was truly happening. I couldn’t either. I didn’t even know the man, but I felt every raised vein along that thick meaty spear. He worked his cock in and out and Todd came to kneel close and watch. I’ve never felt so sexy, so sexual. Gary fucked me in front of my boyfriend and the wickedness of what I did combined with his fat cock, I orgasmed so hard and fast I cried. He kept fucking me, which I loved about him, and Todd started jacking off while watching. Others noticed, drawn in by our passion. What a night.”

I waited for her to continue but she seemed to think she was finished.

“Go on,” I encouraged.

“What’s left to know?”

I rolled my eyes. She had to be playing a game with me.

“Did Todd fuck you?”

“Not until we got home hours later.”

“What about Gary? You came on him. Did he cum in you?”

Carl moaned as Clara sucked and stroked his length. He was fully erect and angry looking. The head of his cock gets really big when he’s all the way hard, and it looked that way now. He lifted Clara by her hair and turned her face to the wall. She was so ready for it. Carl aimed his erection between her ass cheeks, hunting, and her loud gasp told us when he’d found her hole. His ass flexed and his thick cock sank home. I returned my attention to my wife.

“Did Gary orgasm? Where? How many times did he fuck you? How many times did you orgasm and how many times did he? Did anyone else in the club fuck you? Give me details, woman.”

“All right. I thought you’d want to avoid that kind of information. I worried your feelings would be hurt.”

“Thank you, but nope. You did this before we ever met. Tell me about Gary. Where and how many?”

Molly looked fucking sexy. Her breasts rose and fell. Her eyes were filled with sparkling magic as she remembered those wild days.

“In me,” she said. “Three times.”

“Good God.”

“Yeah. I’ve never had sex so intense. You and I make love passionately, but that night was pure fucking. All the nights Todd and I found another man were pure fucking.”

“Oh, this was not a one-time thing?”

Molly laughed.

“No, not at all. More like once a week.”

“I’m sure that’s what broke you guys up.”

She shook her head.

“Nope. In truth, it brought us closer. Something like this takes so much trust and intimacy. We broke up because he got accepted to Harvard and moved about two-thousand miles away. We tried to maintain our relationship long-distance, but it proved too much. I found you and got swept off my feet. He found some girl named Celeste or something.”

I remembered our dating. We had sex right away. My thoughts returned to Gary.

“Inside you?” I asked. “Three times?”

“Yes. The sex got hotter each time. We left that club as the sun was coming up. Todd couldn’t wait to get home.”

“Was everything cool afterwards?”

“Everything was better. I know that sounds counter-intuitive, but it’s true. We felt a thousand times closer and more connected, like we’d gone through something together.”

That made sense. I studied my wife, sitting there, back against the wall, faded lime shag carpeting poking between her toes. She was hot to fuck, and not just because Carl and Clara were driving us crazy.

“If memory serves,” I said. “Carl will drag this one to the bed in about ten minutes. I say we beat him to it and claim the bed for ourselves.”

Molly grinned.

“I know you want to fuck,” I added. “I see it in your eyes.”

She was on her feet in a flash, leading the way.


Chapter 3

We did not speak of her revelation but that only showed me it was on both our minds. Normally, we talk about every damn thing. We all packed our gear, and the roadies got us loaded and moving. Colorado Springs, here we come.

I admit with the light of dawn I viewed Molly in a new way. I wasn’t jealous. She just seemed more complex and interesting. Carl and Clara had a tearful goodbye. Well, she cried. Carl, as we’ve mentioned, is a heartless bastard. They hugged and kissed, and he promised to see her next time we came to Santa Fe. He failed to mention that would probably never be.

We faced a five-hour bus ride, so we all got comfortable. Wille propped his feet up, put on his headphones, and took up once more his eternal quest for the perfect riff. Carl wedged a pillow to get the sleep he missed last night. Molly snuggled under my arm, quickly falling asleep. I like to watch the countryside sail by, so I stayed awake. The bus fell silent as we drove down the highway.

My mind drifted over my conversation with Molly from the night before. Gary had ejaculated inside Molly three times. Three times. Gary sounded like quite a cocksman, but even so he needed all night. He’d fucked Molly all night. I looked down at her sweet face resting on my chest. I’d spent most of the night fucking this sexy woman too. How strange to imagine another man doing the same to her. We all know our women come to us experienced, but we never actually picture that experience. We carefully hide that experience behind a lovely white sheet of denial. We give it no thought. Thanks to Molly and her vivid descriptions, I was giving it a lot of thought.

How could Todd stand it? According to Molly he was there the whole time, watching, jacking his dick. He somehow managed to postpone his climax and fuck her when they got home. Or did he? It would have sucked if he lost control and shot too fast, rendering his penis useless while Gary hammered away. My emotions were all over the place. When I pictured the sex, I got hot. When I remembered it had been Molly under Gary, I felt anxious.

Molly shifted her position and unknowingly caused her top to billow. I saw directly down her shirt to her exposed breast. Funny how one little nipple can get a man going.

Eventually, I dozed off too. I woke up hours later. Willie was making sandwiches in the kitchenette and handed me peanut butter and jelly. We all ate, talked about our set tonight, worked out some stage moves, and verified our next city after Colorado Springs: Denver. That was a big deal, and we were excited. We’d be the opening band for a huge Foo Fighters concert. The venue was massive. The show had been sold out for months and we were nervous about playing in front of a crowd that big. Yes, we are aware the people would be there for the Foo Fighters, but they’d listen to us first. There were two bands slated after us.

We arrived at the small motel and checked in, unloaded our gear, and dumped it on the roadies to get it to the venue and set it up. Molly unpacked and laid out three different outfits for the show, chewing her lips, trying to decide. She asked my opinion, and I made her try on all three. I already knew which I preferred, I just wanted to see her naked three times. Wille had wandered off somewhere, as he is wont to do, but Carl meandered through the room on the way to shower. He stopped to watch Molly too and she teased us both, acting sexy and pretending to be shy. Carl and I agreed on the fishnets with the short black skirt, so of course Molly decided on the short white skirt with hose and the thin long-sleeved top.

My wife modeled for us, refusing to be daunted by our unrelenting stares, boldly naked, head held high, I realized I never considered that the sharing she’d experienced with Todd might be something she still wanted. They hadn’t ended the practice; it had simply come to an end. Carl continued to the shower and Molly changed back into her street clothes.

“Exhibitionist,” I said. “Show off.”

“Guilty,” she giggled. “The stage calls to me. Always has. Always will.”

She came closer and we kissed.

“Do you miss it?” I asked, leaping way ahead.

“The stage? All the time.”

“No. Being shared. You and Todd parted but you never ended that part of your relationship. You and I have never done anything like that or even talked about such things. It just evaporated for you. I’m wondering if you miss it.”

She stepped away, folded her arms across her chest.

“Of course,” she said, a little defensive. “What’s not to love about it? Hot sex. New lovers. For a lusty girl like me, it was a goldmine. Plus, it improved the sex between Todd and me. There were no negatives.”

“Did Todd never complain? Never feel jealous or threatened?”

“Complain? No. Jealous? All the time. It helped get him off, and I mean get off hard. He was never as excited as when I was fucking some stud. His orgasms were explosions. Mine too. Why are you asking? Are you planning something I should know about?”

I laughed.

“Not at all. I’m merely curious. I wonder about Todd and how he handled it. I wonder about you and how it made you feel.”

“It made me horny all the time,” she said. “It turned every man in my life into a possible lover. That’s a great way to live. It added a kick to every introduction, every chance encounter. I was constantly wet.”

Carl finished his shower and stepped out into the vanity area to dry. Our gaze swung his way, and we watched our friend towel dry his lean frame. His thick cock bounced around. He covered his head with the towel and roughed his hair. His abs flexed.

“Are you guys staring at me?” he called out from under the towel.

“Yes,” Molly said.

“Why? That girl was eighteen. I checked her ID when she was asleep.”

“We weren’t worried about that,” I said.

I glanced at my wife. She watched Carl’s dick move around.

“You like those things a lot.”

“I do.”

“Would you ever?” I asked, voice low. “Carl’s?”

She made a face.

“God, no,” she murmured. “Not my type at all. I’ve seen him with too many women. He’s shallow. Fun, but shallow. I do like his dick, though. He got a nice one.”

She turned her back on the man, hanging the outfits she’d declined in the closet. She stripped, preparing to steam the wrinkles from tonight’s costume. Carl finished drying and grabbed a beer from the small refrigerator, propping his feet and turning on the television. I studied her naked form and then moved closer, sitting on the corner of the bed.

“Tell me another story,” I said.

“What kind of story?”

“A you and Todd story,” I said. “Tell me about another time you guys played.”

“You’re really curious about all that.”

“I am. It’s intriguing. It’s wild. I’ve never heard anything like it.”

She laughed at me.

“Go online,” she said. “Wife and girlfriend sharing are all over the place. It’s become quite popular. Everyone’s doing it.”

I waited.

“All right,” she said, relenting. “Once, we flew to Las Vegas for the New Year. Todd bought expensive tickets to one of the nightclubs. We got there early and danced and drank. We met a million people. Everyone was young and gorgeous, and we felt like we were living in a dream. Later we learned some guys had spiked our drinks with something, which wasn’t cool at all, but the stuff made you feel amazing. I remember I was wet for no reason. I took Todd’s hand and slid it under my short skirt so he could feel my pussy. Anyway, the crowd was huge, and dancing meant being squished. Todd found a seat on one of the plush couches to watch me have fun. I grew more aroused by the minute. Are you sure you want to hear this?”

“Absolutely. It’s a side of you I knew nothing about. Go on.”

She returned her attention to the hanging white blouse, running the small steamer up and down the rumples.

“I soon found myself pinned between three men. It was body to body out there. The guy behind me started grinding his crotch on my ass, which normally would have annoyed the fuck out of me but for some reason, probably the drug they’d slipped into my drink, this time I liked it. A lot. I pushed my ass against him while the man in front leaned down to kiss my lips. I returned the kiss, growing hotter by the second. I felt the third man palm my breast and that did it. Heat exploded inside me. The man shoving his crotch against me was getting stiff and he felt big. I slipped a hand behind me and grabbed him to confirm and then turned my desperate eyes to Todd. My boyfriend was grinning at me. If he was fine with all this then I was fine with all this and told myself to let it happen. I turned the hot kiss into a French one and squeezed the thick shaft behind me. None of the men knew each other and they now realized they were in a competition to claim me. They didn’t know I’d already decided on the big cock behind me. I let the other two kiss and grope me but then I sent them away, dragging Mister Big Dick over to Todd. He wasn’t thrilled to learn I had a boyfriend, but he sat with us. I moved in for a kiss and he just went with it. Todd slid around to hide us in the corner, and I unzipped the man’s pants while we kissed. It was dark in there, with smoke from a fog machine and flashing strobes. Nobody could see anything clearly. I pulled the guy’s cock out and sat on his lap, pulling my panties aside and pushing his spike back until I felt him at my opening. I sank onto his cock and adjusted my skirt so no one could see.”

“You fucked him right there in the club?”

“Yes. In the club, surrounded by the crowd and with my boyfriend, Todd, watching. It was so hot. I felt super slutty, and I loved it. We barely moved our hips but didn’t need to. That man was as thick as a cannon, really big around. I knew I’d be able to orgasm right away. I kept my eyes on Todd and circled my hips around that pole and I soon came hard as hell. I wasn’t paying much attention to the dude, just his hard cock, but he started spurting in me right after I finished cumming. I just pushed my pussy down around him until he finished and then I squeezed his pole as I lifted. I put my panties back in place and tucked his soft cock into his pants and he wandered away, swallowed by the crowd.”

“You never even knew his name.”

“Nope. Nothing about him.”

“All you needed to know to fuck him was that he had a big dick.”

Molly laughed.

“When you put it that way.”

“It’s true. How awesome.”

“You don’t think less of me?”

“Fuck no. I think more highly of you. You went after what you wanted.”

“Then you’ll like this. At the end of the night, they bring up the lights. We bumped into him as the crowd exited. Todd told me to get the man’s number, so I did. I went out to dinner with him early the next night while Todd waited in our hotel room.”

“Did you fuck him again?”

“You’re goddamn right I fucked him again. Then I went back to the hotel and fucked Todd. Then we went dancing and I made out with a totally hot girl. That Vegas trip was wild.”

“What was his name? If you got his number, you got his name.”

Molly turned suddenly shy.

“Why?” she asked.

“I don’t know. To keep track of your sex stories, I think.”

“Oh, so you’ll be asking to hear others.”

“Hell yes. They’re hot.”

She bit a fingernail, looking pensive.

“What’s the problem, Baby?” I asked.

“I’m friends with him on Facebook and Instagram.”

“Oh, wow. You still know him. I hadn’t thought of that. How often do you communicate?”

“Birthdays. Big events.”

“Does he still hit on you?”

“Yes, Baby.”

I had to sit on that tidbit for a moment.

“Do you flirt back? Do you encourage him?”

“Not really. He knows I married you and pulled way back. His name is Oscar.”

“You know I’m going to look him up and read everything about him.”

She laughed.

“I would do the same in your shoes.”

She finished steaming and put her outfit on. She looked hot. The long-sleeved top was tight, and the stretched fabric turned slightly see-through. Her skirt was extra short.

“Skip underwear,” I joked. “Give the people in the front rows a lovely sight.”

“All right,” she said, taking me seriously.

I started to tell her I was only teasing and then thought better of it. Let her flash the crowd. We’re a goddamn rock and roll band. We can do anything we want.


Chapter 4

We rocked their asses off. We got a standing ovation and then did a three-song encore. We sold out of T-shirts, so we had a little extra cash and treated ourselves to a celebration dinner.

Back in the hotel room we all showered and relaxed. I grabbed my laptop to look Oscar up. He was okay looking, I think, Hispanic, with a fit body. I examined his photos knowing he possessed a fat cock my wife had cum all over. I easily pictured Molly sitting on his lap. He had a ton of friends and no shortage of girls around.

A knock on our door brought my head up. Carl answered and smiled at a gorgeous Asian girl with long black hair and tight shorts.

“Everyone,” Carl said. “This is Ya. Ya, this is Molly and Sam and Willie.”

We all waved. Carl took her hand and guided her into our suite. He closed the door and offered her a drink, which she declined, and then took her hand again.

“See you guys later,” he said, leading her to the bedroom.

She looked surprised but pleased. She waved goodbye as she walked by, laughing and a little embarrassed.

“I guess we’re sleeping on the floor tonight,” Molly joked.

“Nah,” I said. “Ya is really cute. Carl won’t last long. They’ll be out of the bedroom in an hour. Then we can snag it.”

Molly moved past me to see into the bedroom. Carl was tugging Ya’s shorts down. She saw us gawking and asked Carl if she should shut the bedroom door.

“No,” Carl said, waving a hand. “Me and my bandmates do everything around each other. No worries unless you’re shy.”

“No, I’m not,” she stated.

She dropped the last of her clothing at her feet. Her breasts were small but firm and so was her ass. Her face was pretty. She smiled at Molly and me and flipped her long hair over her shoulder.

“This will be fun,” she said. “I’ve never had someone watch me before.”

“That is a goddamn shame,” Molly said. “You are gorgeous, girl. People should watch you fuck every time you do it.”

“You’re so sweet,” Ya said.

She left Carl to come kiss Molly. Carl still had his pants on, so he got busy removing them. Ya had intended a little peck on the lips, but Molly held her and turned it into a real kiss. Ya went with it. The two women exchanged a hot passionate kiss.

“Sorry,” Molly said, pulling away. “I got carried away by how sexy you are.”

“My pleasure,” Ya said.

She turned her attention to Carl and discovered he’d removed his pants. His heavy cock hung low. Ya saw it and her jaw dropped.

“What the fuck,” she exclaimed. “No way that thing fits inside my little pussy.”

“Nice, right?” Molly said. “We’ve all seen it. Carl usually walks around naked.”

Ya stared at Carl’s face and then at Molly, then at Carl’s cock and then at Molly.

“I’m going to need some help with that thing,” Ya said.

“Sorry, girl. You’re on your own. I got my man right here.”

Molly snuggled under my arm.

“Oh,” Ya said. “You two are married?”

“We are,” I said.

“You play together in a rock band? You are the coolest couple I’ve ever met.”

“We’re lucky and we know it,” Molly said.

Carl was tired of waiting. He took Ya’s hand and led her to the bed. She was clearly excited to have us as an audience. She pushed Carl onto his back and climbed onto the bed with him. She lifted his cock at the base and wrapped a fist around it. She stacked the next fist on top of the first and then moved her hand on top of that one, measuring Carl all the way up.

“Four fists and a head,” she said, delighted. “This is the biggest cock I’ve ever had sex with.”

“Ya is wearing a wedding ring,” I muttered to Molly.

Carl looked smug. How much confidence did a dick like that give a man? A lot. I’ve never seen Carl hesitate to approach a woman he liked. Ya held his dick with both hands and sucked on the head. She pulled her mouth off with a loud pop. His dick was turning red. Veins stood out along the length. Ya toyed with him, licking and nibbling, teasing until his meat throbbed.

“Let’s get out of here,” Molly said. “Leave them alone.”

“Since when?”

“Since this time.”

Carl’s cock looked angry and formidable. Ya crawled on top and rested his dick in her ass crack. She lifted her hips up and down, rubbing the shaft. Ya laughed and Carl pulled her pretty face down for a kiss. His cock head landed at Ya’s pussy, smushing her labia. Molly drew a quick breath.

“This is making you horny,” I murmured.

“She’s so sexy, Honey. I’m drawn to her. I want to fuck her.”

Ya felt Carl resting at her opening and tilted her hips. His dick began to slide in. Ya stopped moving around, suddenly focused on the penetration. She groaned and hung her head and pushed her hips lower, sliding her pussy down around Carl’s length. Her groan grew louder.

“I’d tell you to join her,” I mumbled. “But she’s with Carl, and we can’t shit where we eat.”

“I agree. That’s a line we must not cross. Let’s get out of here.”

“You guys have fun,” I told them, steering Molly towards the door.

My wife let me guide her until we reached the bathroom. Then she shoved me sideways and followed me in, locking the door. Without a word she tugged my boxers down and gobbled my soft dick.

“We should find you a pretty girl,” I said. “I’d love to watch that.”

My wife gasped and sucked harder. She cupped my balls and pulled them away from my body, curling her hand around them like a baseball. She gently pulled. I stepped out of my boxers and whipped off my T-shirt. I grabbed her head. Ya had turned her on. Molly was dying to fuck.

“I could watch you with someone else,” I admitted.

Molly’s deep moan carried a lot of emotion, excitement, mixed with trepidation. I replayed the words in my head and realized what I said could be taken to mean something I did not mean.

“A woman,” I said, clarifying. “I could watch you have sex with a woman, if you wanted to do that.”

She nodded enthusiastically. I pumped her mouth until I was rigid enough to fuck and then spun my wife around. I pushed in, shocked by how wet she was.


Chapter 5

Denver. Deep snow. Cold air. Huge show. Six bands played before the Foo Fighters, and we were the first. We got the crowd roaring with our blend of high energy folk-rock and then Molly hit them with her astounding vocals, and they went nuts. The Foo Fighters were so impressed they brought us back out after their show for two more songs. We were blown away. Even quiet Willie cracked a grin.

Too energized afterwards to merely return to the hotel room, we hit a nearby bar and did shots. There were several people from the concert present, and they bought us round of drinks after round of drinks. Carl had a new love for the night, a young thing with big tits and big blue eyes. She had to be at least twenty-one to get into the bar, but she didn’t look it. Molly had worn a denim jacket to cover her thin wifebeater, but once we were inside the overheated bar, she shed that, giving everyone a perfect view of her barely hidden areola.

We drank. Oh Lord, we drank. We were soaring on pure adrenaline and determined to drown ourselves in alcohol. The concert was a huge step forward for us. We knew it. We felt it. I checked our website and announced sales were skyrocketing. We were happy. The bar patrons knew our story, our small band against the world tale, and they were on our side. Snow began to fall outside and no one new entered the bar for a long time and a sense of camaraderie grew. They were all in this together with us. Carl’s new love, Amy, got carried away and took her top off, freeing possibly the nicest pair of tits on the planet. The crowd went wild, including the women, and more tops flew.

Molly brought a roar of approval when she poured a shot of whiskey down Amy’s tit and then sucked the golden liquid off. Amy’s nipple rose to a stiff nub. The crowd went crazy. Molly followed that up with a hard eye-fuck of the sweet young thing and then both women threw themselves into a passionate French kiss. By the time she returned to my side she was wide-eyed with lust.

“You need to fuck my brains out tonight,” she rasped.

Amy returned to Carl’s arms. She donned her lacy, see-through bra but left her top off, joining Molly and others in the areola on display theme. Couples were making out all around us.

“You’ve created a vibe,” I told my wife.

Sexual excitement hung in the air like perfume. Molly squeezed the front of my pants. I was eager to get her back to the hotel room but reluctant to leave the scene. There was an energy vibrating through all of us. I noted Carl had slipped a hand under Amy’s skirt and now discreetly fingered the girl. I wondered how many babies would be conceived tonight.

“Can I fuck her?” Molly asked.

“Who? Amy?”

“Yes. God, look at her. She’s a sexy little angel. That body combined with that sweet and innocent face. Jesus. I want to make her eat my pussy.”

Carl kissed the girl and caressed her breast. My eye was drawn to a couple secreting themselves in a dark corner behind our friend. A woman had unzipped a man’s pants and now bent to suck his soft cock. This was getting out of hand. She bobbed as the party swirled around us and almost no one noticed. The man swelled and stiffened.

“You see that?” I asked Molly.

“What?”

“Behind Carl. In the corner.”

She turned to see what I meant.

“They’re going to get themselves kicked out.”

“They’re going to get themselves arrested,” I countered.

The man used his jacket and his arm to shield what his woman did. If one did not look directly at them, one would miss their bold act. Molly and I stared. He grew stiff and she pulled back to tickle the tip with her tongue.

“He’s big,” Molly murmured.

Molly was right. He wasn’t Carl-big, but he was certainly above average. I found it intriguing Molly noticed.

“Of all the things you could have said in this moment,” I teased. “You mention the man’s size.”

Molly laughed like she’d been caught.

“Well,” she giggled. “I have my priorities.”

Someone started a chant of song, song, song, and the bartender brought Molly a microphone. He wheeled out an old karaoke machine and the crowd cheered. There was a raised section at the back, so Molly gave in and hurried back there while the bartender got the machine going. Someone had a flashlight and shined it at my wife like a spotlight. The song started and Molly began to sing. The crowd fell silent to listen. The bartender dimmed the house lights.

The flashlight illuminated Molly’s skin under her wifebeater, turning the thin cotton almost transparent. We saw the size and shape of her perfect tits. We saw the small circles of her areola. We saw her stiff nipples. The moment was surreal. Here was this infinitely sexy and beautiful woman serenading us with luscious breasts on display. Blood surged to my dick at all the eyes on her. Every phone in the place was recording her performance. I knew many men would jerk off tonight watching that video. Molly lost herself in her singing, like she always does, oblivious, maybe, to the additional thrills she provided, or maybe aware and enjoying herself. She held us in the palm of her hand. The whole place was mesmerized.

One man, alone, stood at the front and smiled at her. He was handsome and fit, blond, tight jeans. He looked at my wife like he was in love and Molly smiled back, encouraging his devotion. She turned her full attention on him when the lines in the song talked about making love. He almost melted. I chuckled. I realized he looked familiar and correctly guessed he’d been to a few of our concerts. We had a handful of fans that sometimes followed us around the country, hitting multiple dates in a row. I suspected he was one such fan.

Molly turned the song into a sultry ballad, gazing into the man’s eyes. She flirted and smiled and then left the stage to approach him. The crowd encouraged her. She drew close, and then closer still, teasing, tempting, seducing. He was frozen in place, his expression almost pained as his dream came true.

Molly slipped a hand behind his neck and pulled his lips close, singing as she almost kissed him. He showed incredible restraint, keeping his hands in his jacket pockets, gazing into her eyes without making a move. She turned, still singing, and rubbed her butt against his crotch as the crowd laughed and cheered. When she faced him again the lump in his pants was obvious. She moved close, then closer, then rested her forehead against his, gazing into his eyes as her sweet voice floated around us. The room fell silent. She had us all hooked. A bridge hit in the song and the music swelled. We all held our breath.

My wife closed her eyes and kissed the man, with meaning, on the lips.

My heart stopped. Every heart in the room stopped. His shoulders sagged like he was overcome with emotion. She held her lips to his, softly, tenderly. Lips parted and her tongue slipped through. He parted his lips too, accepting her tongue, sliding, slithering with hers in a sexy dance. She pulled his mouth against hers and then turned, again rubbing her ass over his now stiff cock. The lyrics picked up and she continued singing as she rubbed her ass crack up and down his bulge.

Finally, the end of the song approached. Molly returned to the stage to finish, and the crowd went nuts. She took a silly bow and waved to everyone and then hurried off stage, heading for the gentleman she’d teased. Everyone returned their attention to their friends. Molly spoke a few words to the guy, and he nodded with understanding and then she spoke a few more and he nodded with enthusiasm. She took his hand and led him back to me.

“Honey,” she said. “This is Orlando. I invited him back to our hotel room to hang with us for a bit. I felt it was the least I could do after using him like that.”

I stuck my hand out.

“Nice to meet you, Orlando,” I said.

We shook. We chatted for a while, drinking and laughing. Orlando drove a truck for a living and often scheduled his runs to match our concerts. He was a huge fan. I liked him. Eventually the night slowed, and people began to head home. He offered to drive us back to our hotel. We agreed and gathered Carl, Amy, Willie, and the girl Wille had connected with for tonight, Veronica. Orlando owned a king-cab, so we all had seats.

Molly rode up front with Orlando. Just the two of them. Funny thing is, I was for it. He was an avid fan and that made me feel some responsibility to the guy, but mostly I enjoyed watching Molly flirt. The man was good-looking, and she was clearly attracted to him. I found pleasure in watching her. The alcohol we’d consumed affected my opinion, obviously, but this was a side of Molly I’d never seen. They’d already kissed, a real kiss, so what was the harm?

In the hotel room Carl and Amy snagged the first shower. People quickly learn how comfortable the band is around each other. Some freak out and leave. Most, by far, quickly adjust to the openness and stay. What do you expect when you hang out with a rock and roll band? I told Carl to shower quickly because people were waiting, and he granted my request. They soon emerged, each with a towel around their waist. Amy’s bare tits looked fantastic. I love tits. Veronica jumped in next, leading Willie with his shirt. They were faster than Carl and Amy and exited the bathroom wearing the terrycloth robes provided by the hotel.

“Our turn,” I said, smiling at Molly.

Her eyes sparkled, mischievous.

“Orlando should join us,” she said. “I was so mean to him, singling him out in front of the crowd. Embarrassing him. It’s the least I can do. Let’s give him a rock and roll night to remember. It’s just a shower.”

I regarded my wife closely. Her smile was infectious. Her eyes danced with glee. She was more than a little drunk and feeling playful, but this was a big step. I imagined myself saying no, no way, and I knew all the fun would die. I’d kill it. I’d single-handedly change the mood for everyone.

“Great idea,” I said, pulling my shirt over my head.

Molly jumped to her feet and whipped off her wifebeater. Orlando was caught by surprise and hesitated a moment, but then resolved not to let the opportunity pass him by. He’d regret that forever. We stripped on the way to the bathroom. Nobody cared. Nobody even noticed. Willie was making out with Veronica and Amy was quietly sucking Carl’s big cock. I shut the bathroom door. Orlando and I kept our eyes on Molly. She wore fewer articles of clothing than us and was nude first, thoughtfully turning the shower on to warm the water, but also giving herself a reason to bend at the waist and aim her cunt our way. She keeps her pussy bald and Orlando’s eyes dropped to her slit from behind and her puffy, aroused labia. I got a thrill watching his expression change to raw lust. His gaze crawled over her smooth skin, firm breasts, flat stomach. He was a Molly-groupie and now here she was naked before him. We finished undressing. I was surprised to see Orlando had no pubic hair. The man kept himself smooth as glass. I thought it looked nice and made a mental note to try it.

The shower was one of those walk-ins with a partial glass wall, but it wasn’t built for three. We were cramped. Molly grabbed the bar of soap and lathered her armpits. So. This would be a real shower then. We shuffled our feet to change positions whenever someone needed to get under the spray or step back to lather. We started talking after a minute and soon everyone relaxed. At least, until Molly stepped back to let the water hit her face and nestled her ass crack around Orlando’s dick. He gasped. I held my breath. Molly played it cool but that cool crumbled in an instant. She made a small circle with her butt, pushing against his penis. Her breathing quickened; her lips parted. Orlando was unsure what to do and stood frozen. Molly turned after a minute and let the spray hit her shoulders. She wiped the water off her face and looked down at his dick. She’d caused the man to swell some and he’d gained length and thickness. I knew my wife’s preferences and a nervous knot formed in my belly. Would his lovely cock entice her?

“Hand me the bar of soap, Baby,” she said to me.

I did.

She worked a nice lather between two hands and returned the bar to me, boldly stepping closer to Orlando. She took his cock and balls in both hands and soaped the man, lifting his genitalia, washing him with fists full of bubbles. He stayed motionless, afraid to move and break the spell. His eyes were glued to her hands.

My eyes were glued there too, my emotions conflicted. I was anxious to see my wife fondling another man, but I was caught up in the intensity of his pleasure. Never in his wildest dreams and fantasies about Molly, the lead singer for that awesome band, and my woman, did he ever imagine a moment like this could truly happen. Now here it was. The woman he desired most in this world, the woman he wanted more than any other, held his growing cock in her hands, playing with it. His expression was disbelief mixed with absolute pleasure. If he spontaneously ejaculated, I wouldn’t be surprised. That would match the look on his face. I understood that look. I empathized. I was happy for him, glad he got to experience this.

Each heartbeat made his dick grow bigger. He was fully erect in moments. Molly switched to stroking his dick with one hand and stroking mine with the other. I realized she was testing my reaction. If I got hard too, she was in the clear. All was well. I was into it.

I got hard even faster than he had.

Molly grinned, delighted. She leaned into us, our bodies all pressed together, and worked our dicks in unison, her arms pumping, her hands gliding up and down. She wasn’t trying to make us orgasm, she sought only to give us, and herself, pleasure. I reached for her slick pussy and pushed a finger in. She gasped and shuffled her feet farther apart. I pumped my digit. She met my eyes.

I took Orlando’s wrist. I placed his hand over my wife’s breast.

“Sam,” Molly breathed. “Oh, God. Baby, are you sure?”

After a moment, Orlando tentatively squeezed. He closed his eyes. He opened them again and placed his free hand on her other breast and began to tease and caress her. I worked my finger as she stroked our dicks. We stayed like that for long minutes, giving and receiving pleasure. Molly leaned in and kissed him lightly and then with passion. I pumped my finger faster and deeper and he cautiously pinched a nipple and Molly encouraged him with a moan. She held their kiss and groaned in his mouth, their tongues swirling inside. Orlando gratefully took whatever she offered but was too timid to take what he wanted. I worked my finger faster and teased her clit, moving her closer to orgasm.

At last, she came. Her body shook. I held her steady, bracing my arm against the shower wall. When she came back around to herself, she pumped us again, faster than before. I wanted to save my erection to fuck her after Orlando was gone so I eased my dick away. She moved both hands to him and I moved behind her, holding my body against hers. I eased my finger free and wrapped my arms around her waist.

“Shoot, Orlando,” she croaked. “Pump it out. All over me. Soak my skin.”

Poor guy lost control. Her hand stroked him rapidly in pursuit of his climax. She was going to get it no matter what. Orlando saw her desire and suddenly spiked, groaning, and ejaculating a huge load of hot sperm all over her belly and thighs. She used one soapy hand to massage his bald balls. The first few long ropes reached as high as her tits, splattering everywhere. He braced himself against the wall and blasted buckets of semen to her swiftly stroking hand. She turned to kiss me over her shoulder as the last of his ejaculate flew. He was stunned. Staggered. She kept her grip on his cock as he softened, even when the head sagged and rested on her knuckle. I kissed my wife while she held another man’s cock in her hands.

“Your turn,” she said, turning, Orlando forgotten for now.

“No, Baby,” I corrected. “I’m saving mine to give you a proper pounding.”

Her eyes flared with delight as she giggled.

“I—” Orlando stammered. “I gotta go. I can’t believe this happened. I’ll never forget you, Molly. I loved you guys before this. I can’t believe this happened.”

My wife faced him again and kissed him deeply. We all stepped from the shower. She grabbed a towel, first drying his body and then mine. We teamed up to dry her. He kissed her cheek and dressed and exited the bathroom. Later, Carl would tell us Orlando left the suite like a rocket. Probably has a wife or girlfriend he’d just cheated on.

“Are you okay?” Molly asked.

“Mostly.”

“That was crazy.”

“It all happened so organically. So natural, like one thing just led to the next. It was easy to go along with.”

“You sure you’re okay?”

“Yes. We never did anything that alarmed me. We never crossed any lines.”

I scrutinized my nude wife. We’d missed a dollop of Orlando’s sperm in her belly button. We missed another droplet far up by her collarbone. My dick had remained mostly hard, but those observations caused it to stiffen again. Molly noticed and giggled.

“Are you dying to fuck me?”

“I am,” I admitted. “That was hot as fuck. I’m with Orlando: I can’t believe that just happened.”

Molly spread a towel on the floor.

“Fuck me now,” she said. “Down here, on the tile. I need to be pounded, hard. Don’t be sweet and nice. Don’t make love to me. I want you to fuck me. I want my husband to fuck me hard.”

She laid on her back and opened her legs at me. My eyes went to the sperm pooled in her belly button. The sight enflamed me, but I didn’t know why. I moved over her and she reached for my erection, guiding me in and then circling my waist with her legs. I felt her tight but slick pussy enveloping me, boiling heat roasting my inches. I lost my mind. She got the pounding she craved. I fucked her again hours later in the bed. I woke and fucked her again a few hours after that. We accidentally woke Carl. He rolled over and started fucking his new girl, Amy. She soon orgasmed and then abruptly got up, mumbled something about kids and a babysitter, got dressed and left in the middle of the night. Carl watched her leave. Molly and I went back to sleep.

In the morning, we all hit Denny’s for breakfast. We ate like ravenous wolves. Everyone had fucked themselves to exhaustion and Molly and I learned Wille and Carl had double-teamed Veronica after Amy left.

“What a night,” Carl beamed.

“Dude,” Wille said. “That was business as usual for you. We should be celebrating me. I got laid.”

We all laughed, and Molly offered Willie her personal congratulations.

“Did you get double-teamed too, Mol?” Wille asked my wife.

“No,” she casually replied. “Sam and I took Orlando into the shower with us. I gave him a hand job and he left.” She playfully punched my shoulder. “Then this beast almost fucked me to death.”

“You should write a song about last night,” Wille told me. “It will be our Smoke on the Water.”

We all laughed at that one.


Chapter 6

Cheyenne, Wyoming. The capital and most populous city in the whole state yet has a mere sixty-five thousand people in it.  Nice place. Beautiful people.

But they aren’t big on folk-rock music.

After the fantastic show in Denver, this was a bit of a letdown. Our manager, Teddy, set our itinerary without actually visiting any of our stops. We agreed we’d give him shit for this one. We were booked here for two consecutive nights, so we jammed, had fun, and played our hearts out to a small crowd. I think we earned some converts. It did give us all the time to rest and relax and even Carl left the hotel room to take a walk around Depot Plaza. Molly and I loved the history of the place. We loved the architecture.

After lunch Molly and I sat on the steps of the Capitol building and talked. We talked about everything: our plans, how long we thought the band would last, what our goals were, and how happy we made each other.

Then I brought up something that had been on my mind.

“Were you hoping I’d let you fuck Orlando?”

She sat her Diet Coke on a step and stared down Capital Avenue.

“I am a selfish and shallow person.”

“That’s a strange answer.”

“I did want to,” she admitted. “While I was singing. I loved the way he looked at me. He was hungry for me. He was in love without even knowing me. He longed for me, and I wanted to fulfill his desperate need. I wanted to give him what he craved. I’m a pleaser. But then when we all stepped into the shower, he turned passive. His penis was nice and clean but so average, like his body. I wanted lust. I wanted passion. I wanted him to pin me to a wall and fuck me. He couldn’t. He didn’t. He was too starstruck and I’m no celebrity.”

The wind blew her hair across her face, and she looped it behind her ear. God, she was pretty. She took a sip.

“It’s complicated, being a woman. We want men to know things without telling them. When they don’t, it’s disappointing. I bitch about my independence and how no man will control me, yet sometimes, like that moment in the shower, that’s all I wanted him to do. The Me Too movement is hugely important but it has made men wary.”

She sighed.

“I wish people could just read minds. Wouldn’t that be nice? You’d know what everyone truly thought and felt. You’d know what they were up to. You’d know what they wanted.” She sipped again. “What would you have done if Orlando had become aggressive like I wanted? You went along with everything I did. Would you have allowed me to fuck him? Scratch that. Sorry. Would you have allowed him to fuck me?”

I showed her a palm.

“I honestly cannot say,” I said. “Maybe. I got caught up in watching him and how happy you were making him, and I wanted him to experience that. But would I have let him put his dick in you? I have no idea. The moment was intense. We were all just being carried along by the momentum of the night. If that’s what you truly wanted, then yeah, I might have. Sorry I can’t be more definitive but it’s an in-the-moment kind of decision.”

She chuckled.

“It really is.”

“How did you and Todd handle it?” I asked. “You’ve told me about Gary and Oscar but not Todd’s reaction. Once you guys acted on his fantasies, what happened? Did you keep going to clubs and hope to get lucky?”

“No. After Oscar and Gary we dropped the idea for a while. I think Todd got spooked or jealous. But it came back around again. We were making love one night and he started talking dirty. He told me he’d opened a profile on a dating site and posted pictures of my body without showing my face.”

“Were you angry?”

“Ha! No. Hell no. It made me hot. I instantly wanted to know what responses he’d received. We stopped the sex and left the bed. We moved to his desk, turned on his computer, and visited the site. There were hundreds of offers from all these men desperate to fuck me. I melted. I was sitting on his lap. He felt my pussy grow warmer. I made him go through the men one at a time. He asked me to comment on each, so I did. When he reached Brian, I made him stop.”

“You liked Brian?”

She turned to me.

“I craved Brian. He had posted body pictures too. He was handsome and athletic and God, his cock was gorgeous. He’d written me a lovely message, displaying his intelligence too. He charmed me at the same time he turned me on.”

“I bet Todd hated that.”

“Todd loved it! He sensed my reaction, so I told him the truth. The more I said about wanting Brian, the hotter Todd got. He asked if I wanted to meet the man and I jumped at the chance. I worried I’d agreed too quickly, like an affront to Todd, but Todd said all the little tortures like that, like my naked lust, only excited him more.”

“You met Brian?”

“We did. Brian invited us to his huge house. He worked from home building and maintaining business websites for companies. He was brilliant, ambitious, creative, and kind. We talked for a while and then moved to the balcony in back to watch a meteor shower. He spread blankets and we all got underneath but I couldn’t wait. I’d seen the photos. I knew what Brian was packing. While Todd watched streaks of light pass overhead, I slipped my head under and put Brian’s fat cock in my mouth. I was sucking the man for ten minutes before Todd even noticed. My boyfriend pulled the covers back so he could watch me in action.”

“I bet that turned him on.”

“It did but he got even more excited two days later.”

“What happened then?”

“I went to Brian’s house without him. I called Todd while he was at work, helping customers. I let him listen in as Brian fucked me. Brian used his phone to send Todd pictures of what he was doing to me. Todd went insane. Oh, my God. He had a fit, but in a good way. He loved it, calling it my most beautiful torture yet. Ha. We sent him video clips too. Three times he slipped away from clients to jack off in the bathroom. His penis was useless by the time I got home. I showed him my dripping pussy and begged him to fuck me, knowing he couldn’t. I had so much fun teasing him. He loved it. I did too.”

“So, you just fucked Brian. At his place. In his bed. Just you and him.”

“Yup.”

“That’s intense. Poor Todd.”

“We were still figuring out what we liked, what worked and what didn’t. It was all good fun, trying to turn each other on as much as the human mind could stand. Todd kept telling me to push the limits, to use my imagination. He told me to be unafraid to try whatever popped into my head.”

“Did you?”

“Hell yes. This arrangement was a dream. At home I had a secure, emotionally intimate and vulnerable relationship with a kind and loving man, while at the same time I was allowed to flirt and have any kind of sex I wanted with whomever I found attractive. It was Heaven. I loved it and so did Todd.”

“Any regrets? Did you ever go too far? Did Todd ever get truly hurt?”

Molly looked at the ground.

“Once.”

“What happened?”

“I got wildly horny. You can imagine with all this going on how I was thinking about sex all the time. I could fuck anyone! I flirted like crazy. Anyway, I’d gone a few days without because everyone was busy, so I called Brian and stopped by his place without telling Todd. I just wanted to use Brian and that magnificent cock to get off. I didn’t see it as part of the game Todd and I were playing, so I did nothing to include him. I saw it as masturbation. I saw it as something I did only for myself. Todd only found out after the fact.”

“Ouch.”

“Yes, ouch.  Todd was so hurt. I’d bruised the trust he had in me.”

“Did he recover?”

“It took some time but yes. About a month later we found a new guy on the adult website. David. David was something special. I never saw Brian again.”

“Holy shit,” I said.

“What?”

“I just realized all these men still live in our hometown.”

Molly got shy.

“Yes, Baby, they do.”

“That’s a little scary.”

“Why? I don’t have with you what I had with Todd. Totally different situation. Totally different rules. I’d never cheat on you.”

She raised a good point. I know she never would. So, what was scary? I pondered a moment before I understood.

“After what we did with Orlando, it’s easier for me to picture you with other men. I guess what’s scary for me is my own uncertainty. I listen to you talk about Todd and I believe I could never do what he did, but I suspect my resolve is not as firm as I think.”

“Meaning you are closer to being like Todd than you realize.”

“Yes. He and I are not as far apart as I previously believed.”

Molly’s eyes showed a flash of excitement, quickly smothered.

“Do you think you could ever . . .?”

Her voice trailed away. I knew exactly what she asked.

“We’ve been gone a while,” I said, avoiding her question. “Roadies are probably set up by now. We should do a sound test and get a practice in before the show.”

“Sounds good,” she said.

We collected our trash and headed back to the hotel.


Chapter 7

Salt Lake City has more than three times the population of Cheyenne, but I did not get my hopes up for a wild show. Staunchly conservative and religious, I expected to play our songs and move on. I was wrong. Apparently religious oppression fuels a wildness in people they keep hidden until they are free to turn it loose. We played in a large arena, Delta Center, and the crowd was insane. There were other bands too, but we were the ones that got the Rolling Stone Magazine interview afterward. The reporter was a sexy black woman who asked each of us questions and then after the interview left with Carl. Fucker. We all laughed. He returned three hours later, balls drained. We were asked to play a second night and we did. Our next gig was in Las Vegas but that was several days away. We had time and the extra money was nice. We again sold out of T-shirts. We ate and headed back to the hotel room to hit the jacuzzi. Molly opened her laptop to post all the pictures of the show the roadies had taken and send out an announcement that we’d be playing a second show. She gasped.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

She turned her laptop, showing me the band’s Facebook page.

“Oscar,” she said. “The guy I told you about. The one I met at the Vegas dance club that night, lives in Salt Lake City. He’ll be at tonight’s performance. He wants to meet and catch up.”

I cannot begin to describe what happened to me internally, but I’ll try. Her expression was excited and anxious and hopeful, and I tried to guess what she’d want. Then I abandoned that plan and asked myself what I wanted. Did I truly want to let my wife meet up with a hung stud from her past? All this flashed through my brain at the speed of light. My heart jumped around and there suddenly wasn’t enough air in the room. She hadn’t even asked if meeting him was okay and I was already having a meltdown. I said nothing. I didn’t trust my own voice. I moved close enough to read his message to her and then wandered away to take off my shoes and jacket. Molly paused and then began uploading photos. We just left her statement hanging in the air, unresolved.

It stayed there all day.

Showtime, and I’m distracted, watching Molly, scanning the crowd. Three songs in, Molly is wailing and a face appears at the front of the stage, a huge grin lights up her face. Oscar. She forgets about the other nineteen thousand nine hundred ninety-nine paying fans and brings all her womanly femininity to bear on this one handsome motherfucker. She’s singing a love song right to his face. Fans nearby teased him about receiving her undivided attention. They don’t know that he knows her. They don’t know that he’s fucked her.

I knew, and watching my wife flirt with him made me feel all kinds of things. My drumming did not suffer. I’m a professional. But every other part of my life did, especially when he boldly handed her a handwritten note. She continued singing as she unfolded the paper and read what was written there. She nodded at him enthusiastically, granting him a knowing smile, and the fans cheered. She crouched at the edge of the stage to blow him a kiss. My heart thumps when I realize she’d stuck her bald pussy in his face. His eyes dropped to look up her short skirt and his expression turned to pleasant surprise. He hadn’t seen her pussy in years but clearly, he remembered it well.

At last, she strode away. She sang her heart out and the crowd loved her. She paused as she does every show and introduced each of us, naming me Sam, her husband, on drums. The crowd loved that too. How cool, they thought, that Molly can flirt with a man while her husband is right there. Rock and roll will obviously save the world.

We finished our set. The fans roared for an encore, and we delivered. Finally, the show ended. The lights turned black, the roadies ran onto the stage, the band slipped away. Molly ran into my arms.

“Did you see him?” she asked, gushing. “He looked so good.”

I wiped sweat off my face with a towel.

“I did.”

“Can I meet him?”

I hesitated. I had never in my life been faced with a choice like this.

“I really want to,” she added. “Please.”

“Is something going to happen?”

“Happen? No. Wait. Can something happen? You say that as if it’s all up to me. Did you imagine I would do something with him? I will if you want. Gladly. I’d love it. Is that what you want? I won’t if you hate that idea. Maybe you should come along? Would that be weird? Do you want to come along or stay behind? Am I even going?”

“You’re nervous.”

“No, I’m freaking the fuck out. I can’t believe he’s here.”

She wrung her hands.

“What did his note say?”

“Here,” she said, handing it to me.

I didn’t take it.

“I trust you. Tell me.”

“He said I look amazing, even better than before. He said I sound amazing. He said he would fuck my brains out if given the chance and he included his cell number. What should I do? What are you thinking?”

“I want to be there,” I said, at last.

Relief flooded her face.

“So, you’ll let me meet him?”

“Yes.”

“Thank you, Baby. It will be good to catch up. I would have hated to snub him.”

“Give him our hotel room number. Tell him to come by in an hour. That gives us time to shower and change and make ourselves presentable.”

She jumped into my arms and kissed me. We thanked the road crew and the hosts. Carl had already disappeared with a girl from the crowd and Wille was engaged in a deep conversation with an IT guy.

Molly and I hurried to our hotel room. My stomach was filled with butterflies. We stripped off our sweaty clothes. The hot shower felt fantastic. Molly was all over me, kissing and touching. We scrubbed each other’s backs and carefully avoided the real conversation, the conversation we needed to have about Oscar. Molly jumped when there was a knock on the door. She stood up to answer and then sat down again.

“You should go,” she said. “You’re my husband. You open the door.”

I strolled nonchalantly and opened it wide, confident, secure. Oscar smiled broadly and we shook hands. I welcomed him inside. Molly sat at the small table and stood as he approached. He hugged her and kissed her cheek. I suggested they sit and offered Oscar a drink. He asked for whatever beer the minibar held.

We settled in.

Conversation centered around the years since they’d seen each other. He mentioned the band’s Facebook page and how he’s followed her success and was so happy for her. He congratulated me on catching the best woman on Earth and I thanked him. I said I knew how lucky I was. He left his chair, circled the table, held Molly’s face in his hands, and sensuously pressed his lips to hers. Molly’s eyes closed. My wife melted, all hesitation gone.

She’d explained to me her reasons for losing interest in Orlando and now I saw precisely what she meant. Oscar was no Orlando. Oscar went after what he wanted. Oscar went after her. Molly returned his kiss with every molecule of her body and mind. Her face flushed pink all the way down her neck. She’d swapped her sweaty wifebeater for a plain white T-shirt, and I watched in awe as her nipples rose to poke the fabric. Encouraged by her welcoming response and my utter lack of response, his big dusky hand drifted down from her face to cover her breast. He kneaded her firm mound and my wife moaned. She had no willpower to resist. She craved his aggression.

I pushed my chair back from the table. A million thoughts raced through my head, but I did nothing, frozen in place by this stranger’s hands all over my wife. Molly tipped her head back in an act of complete submission. Oscar read the signs correctly and pinched the collar of her T-shirt with both hands. One hard jerk tore her top open down the front. Her tits bounced and wobbled. She gasped, French kissed this rogue, and arched her back to offer her breasts to him. He grabbed handfuls and Molly moaned.

His confidence shocked me until I realized he’d assumed Molly would pick another man like Todd. Oscar had met Todd. Oscar had fucked Molly in front of Todd. Oscar naturally assumed Molly would be attracted to another man that allowed her such indulgences, and, based on the fact my butt was still glued in my chair, he was probably right. I’d done nothing to stop Orlando and here I was again, doing nothing.

Actually, that wasn’t entirely true. I watched, fixated, mesmerized, obsessed with my wife’s primal reaction to his lustful behavior. He tugged the shredded remains of her shirt off and dropped to one knee, planting his mouth over her stiff and exposed nipple. He sucked hard. He bit. Molly sucked air and held his head to her chest. I did not notice his free hands working on his zipper, so I was shocked when he stood again and his long, bulbous-headed cock dangled perilously close to Molly’s sweet mouth. What instinct awoke her and made her open her eyes right then? Woman’s intuition, maybe. Those pretty eyes narrowed on his girthy manhood, and my wife literally licked her lips. Oscar lifted his cock towards her mouth and her lips parted without hesitation. At the last moment, he pulled his cock away, denying her. My wife whimpered in frustration.

“Open your mouth,” he told her, as if I wasn’t sitting right there. “Wide. Hold it open and wait for my cock. I’ll put it in there when I’m ready.”

Molly opened wide and, at last, remembered I was there too. Her eyes darted to mine, hoping I understood or if I didn’t, at least I’d forgive. She made no move to close her mouth. Oscar brought his dick forward slowly, making the moment last. He rested the tip of his thick cock on her bottom lip.

“You can jack off if you want,” he told me. “I’d like it if you did. I like it when the husband jacks off while I’m taking his wife.”

Strangely, I didn’t hate the man. I wasn’t even upset. Mostly I was amazed. I was amazed how fast things changed and how quickly we arrived at this point. I was stunned to see Molly behave like this. The man owned her, right in front of me, and she just accepted that as truth. It was truth.

But I was as mesmerized as she. The man’s penis was everything she’d described. Her memories of him were accurate. He was perfectly shaped and bigger than most of us men. His growing excitement had him slowly curving upward. He lifted from her lip, now aimed directly at the back of her mouth. Her eyes dropped to that fat tube of meat and then rose to meet his and then slid sideways to meet mine.

Her willpower broke. Her lips closed around the large warm head, and she softly moaned to feel that plum pulsating on her tongue. He ran his palm over her hair, petting her affectionately despite the fact she belonged to me. Molly grabbed his hips and pulled him forward, relaxing her throat to take as many inches as she could. She gagged but forced her lips farther down his shaft, gagging again. She was eager to please him.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured, delighted by her submission.

She closed her eyes like she was savoring delicious chocolate. She sucked gently, working him deeper. Her tongue slipped out from underneath, licking the underside of his dick. Her head began to bob. He was fucking her mouth. More accurately, she was fucking her face on his cock.

The strangest things began happening to my brain. A wave of anxiety would rush me and set my hands to trembling, followed by the crystal-clear focus of his thick and veiny penis gliding in and out of her mouth. Molly’s mouth. My wife’s mouth. A world-class blowjob was taking place right in front of me and there was no denying the beauty of that. My male voyeuristic mind gobbled that sight up. Fear would rear its ugly head but lust at what I saw would bury my concerns. Molly was a different woman. His cock was pure heroin to her. I saw the years of hot memories and deep longing in the slow slathering of her tongue along his shaft, in the tender gentle swaddling of her lips. She’d missed his cock, if not the man, and was thrilled beyond the stars to have him in her mouth again.

I had no time for jealousy or fear. I knew I’d probably feel those things later, but for right now this assertive man had taken control of my wife, and I liked it.

I freed my penis and stroked gently. Oscar unbuckled and pushed his pants and underwear to his knees. His cock never left her mouth. She never even broke rhythm.

“I don’t have much time at the moment,” he said, raising his left hand to show me his wedding ring. “I just wanted to verify Molly was still the same cock-loving girl and she married the same kind of man as before. I can see that she is, and she did.” He watched my wife worship his cock for a moment longer. “Maybe I’ll come see your Vegas show. I’ll have time to fuck you proper then. I know that’s what you want. Would you like me to come to Vegas and fuck you, Molly?”

My wife moaned softly and sucked harder.


Chapter 8

“I’m so sorry!” she wailed, laughing.

Oscar had pulled his cock away from her and buckled his pants. She’d pouted, deprived of her favorite toy. He’d held her chin, kissed her passionately on the lips, and my extrovert rock-star wife had meekly and obediently accepted it. She turned into a little baby lamb around him, a side of her I’d never seen.

“Who are you?” I asked. “I didn’t even recognize that girl.”

“It’s not me, it’s him!”

“You have a weakness for Oscar.”

She shook her head in warning.

“Not Oscar. Not merely Oscar. Every assertive type-A man with a big cock. I think it stems from an uncle molesting me when I was younger. Just kidding. Terrible joke. I wish I had an uncle to blame. This is all on me.”

“At least you know what you like.”

“Do you hate me? Are you okay?”

“I’m shaken. I’m shocked by my own passivity. There’s nothing wrong with you acting like a slut.”

“Is that what I am?”

“That’s not what you are, that’s what you did. What you are is a wife. What you are is a fantastic vocalist. What you did was surrender to a big cock and the man that owned it.”

“They make me weak, Baby. I told you.”

“I see that now. Some men like women’s feet. Some men lose their minds over breasts or nice asses. I have a wife enthralled by large dicks.”

“And aggressive men, but especially when the two are combined into one man. Is that a problem?”

“Clearly, not,” I said. “I stood idly by and allowed it all to happen.”

“I was shocked you did nothing. Is Oscar right? Are you like Todd? Do you want to share me with other men? I’d be okay with that, if it’s true. You know I like it. Is that how you feel? Are you like Todd in that way?”

“That’s an excellent question and I have no answer. I was stunned by Oscar’s bold moves and then hypnotized by your passive ones. Curiosity possessed me. All I could do was watch and see what you did next. I admit the encounter was wild and erotic, but could I watch you fuck? I don’t know. That’s way out there, Baby.”

“I understand. Maybe just think about it.”

“Just make up my mind before the Vegas show?”

Molly turned bashful.

“That would be wonderful,” she muttered.

“You’ll let him fuck you.”

“Of course. You saw for yourself. But not if you say no.”

I had a lot to think about. Was I like Todd? I never imagined that could be true but when confronted with Molly’s infidelity with Orlando and Oscar, I let it happen. Was there a buried truth I was afraid to face?

That was a hard question.


Chapter 9

The Vegas show was an outdoor music festival. There were seven stages and two bands played at all times. There were booths with games and events and things for sale. Everyone was high as fuck on every drug imaginable. Because of the heat the girls wore almost nothing or, in many cases, nothing. Carl and Wille vanished into the crowd right away. Molly and I walked the grounds, marveling at the display of humanity. Say what you will but the music festival people are the most docile and loving people on the planet. They just want everyone to be happy.

We came to a large tent surrounded by a huge crowd and found a place to see a large mat covered in oil. A local nudist colony put up the tent and had a sign with all their contact information. Two naked men were about to wrestle, one tall, with the colony’s name in lipstick on his chest, the other short and stocky. The crowd was almost entirely nude. The men circled each other while a referee made them wait. As the taller man came into view, we saw his enormous penis hanging down.

“Well, damn,” Molly joked. “Those things are everywhere lately.”

“Now we know why he supports nudism,” I added.

The ref squirted both men with half a gallon of oil and then started the match. Hilarity ensued. Neither man could get or maintain a grip on the other. Bodies slithered and slipped all over the place. They exhausted themselves after twenty minutes but kept going, each refusing to concede. Molly and I were laughing so hard that my sides and jaw hurt.

Eventually, Tall Guy found a good position to pin the other man. He used his knees to hold his opponent’s body and then slid up to the man’s chest, using his weight to hold the man to the ground. This also brought his oily python cock next to the man’s face and the crowd laughed their asses off as the stocky man playfully cursed and struggled. At last Tall Guy pinned his enemy and they rose from the mat, shaking hands and laughing. The ref turned to the crowd and asked which man would next face his champion. I expected Molly to suggest I try.

“Me!” Molly shouted, shooting her hand into the air.

I gawked at her.

“What?” I barked. “Molly. Wait. What are you doing?”

“Having fun!”

Molly quickly began to strip. She pulled her long hair back and secured it with a hair tie. She marched through the crowd to encouraging cheers and stepped onto the mat. The ref made them shake hands and then doused them with oil.

“Will speed and beauty defeat size and strength?” the ref called. “Let’s find out!”

He started the match. They circled each other, Tall Guy’s cock swinging. The man lunged and Molly hugged him, dropping to the mat and pulling him down with her body weight. They landed hard and she squirmed around, sliding, slipping. His long, soft cock slithered over her skin like a white snake. It flopped against her stomach and slapped her back. He tried to use his strength, but she was so small compared to him he struggled to find leverage. She climbed his big body and ducked between his legs and curled around his torso. All that slick friction was causing his penis to swell, and her next move wedged the slippery spear between her thighs, dangerously close to her slit. I gasped. She wiggled under him, twisting around until his slippery cock moved up between her tits. He moved higher still, trying to pin her shoulders to the mat, and his dick slid alongside her face.

She turned her head and sucked the oily helmet into her mouth.

The man froze, shocked. The crowd roared.

Molly never had any intention of trying to win. She just wanted to get pinned by the guy and slip his cock in her mouth. People in the crowd turned to look at me as we were obviously a couple and they wondered how I would take it. I laughed and smiled and shook my head as if to say, oh, that girl. There’s no knowing what she’ll do next. The man remained motionless, closing his eyes, and allowing Molly to suck his cock. She slowly rolled to her side, and he followed, eager to keep his dick in there. She got him on his back and sucked another few inches into her mouth, bobbing slowly and sensuously. She turned her eyes to the ref, who was mesmerized like the rest of us.

He suddenly realized the Tall Man was on his back, pinned.

“Winner!” the ref cried.

Now everyone understood Molly’s game and her true intentions. They loved it. This little thing had defeated the undefeated. He did not mind. She sucked his cock another minute and then let him fall from her mouth. He’d grown more than half-hard. The crowd was filled with sexual tension. Molly stood and raised both arms triumphantly and the crowd cheered her on. She worked her way through to me, dispensing high-fives along the way. She arrived at her pile of clothing.

“I’m covered in oil,” she explained. “Would you mind carrying them for me?”

“Not at all.”

Molly drew the hair tie away, allowing her long locks to fall across her shoulders and breasts. She gave me a playful look.

“Lots of girls walking around naked,” she said. “Let’s head over to the bodypainting tent and get me some designs.”

My wife is amazing. How can a woman so bold as to stride through a crowd naked save for a sheen of oil, also be the same woman that submits so willingly to assertive and well-hung men? Whatever. We are what we are. Work on improving yourself and get on with your life.

Half an hour later Molly walked around the festival grounds wearing only a painted-on variety of Celtic symbols. The artist had carefully hidden nipples and labia and a casual glance would leave one thinking she wore a costume. A closer look would reveal my wife was nude. She was delighted. She almost danced as she walked, floating along naked in a crowd. She laughed and smiled at everyone. I checked the time and reminded her we had a gig coming up and perhaps she wanted to shower first and she informed me that would not be needed. She would take the stage as she was, showing God, and everyone at the festival, everything she had.

My penis twitched.

“You’re going on stage just like that?” I asked.

“I am. Look around. So many people are naked. They’ll see me as one of them.”

“What about all the pictures sure to flood social media?”

She laughed.

“We’ll get a huge boost of publicity. I should be using my looks more. I definitely should be showing off my body more. I wear my little tops and short skirts but meanwhile Miley Cyrus and Rita Ora are walking around nude. Cardi B posts titty pics. Hell, she even made a nude music video. I’m going to start grabbing the people’s attention.”

Molly was true to her word. We took the stage forty minutes later and she wore nothing but body paint. Carl noticed instantly but Willie made it through the entire show unaware. My wife belted out song after song, energized by her new freedom, and got the crowd rocking. Those in the front soon realized when the light hit right, Molly showed them everything. That she performed for them nude set my heart racing. I was half-erect for the whole show. Her exhibitionism turned me on. I love it when she wears her wifebeaters and short skirts, but this was next level. The front rows knew what they saw, and I got wildly turned on.

We finished our set and left the stage, no encore. The next band was ready to go. We retired to the performer’s tent and grabbed bottles of water. Carl came over to examine Molly, commented on how cool she looked, and then wandered off in search of the body painter’s tent.

One of the security guys guarding the entrance came over.

“There’s a man named Oscar asking to see you,” he said. “Says you know him.”

Molly and I locked eyes. Oscar had made good on his promise to meet us in Vegas and his desire for my wife was, bizarrely, flattering.

“Do we let him inside?” she asked, fully aware of her double meaning.

My moment of truth. Do I run from it, or do I run to it?

Molly watched my reaction closely.

“Let him inside,” I told her.

She spoke to security, but I didn’t listen. My stomach was doing flipflops. I immediately regretted my choice, but some deeper desire prevented me from changing my mind. I wanted to see where all this would lead, even as I knew, deep down, exactly where all of this would lead. I was intensely horny after her nude performance and all those people gawking at her, openly desiring my sexy wife.

I looked at the tent entrance and here came Oscar, and he wasn’t alone. A woman, his wife, I presumed, walked beside him, and she was a stunner. Tall and thin with long red hair and big blue eyes, she wore a flowing gown of pale blue. I stared and Oscar caught me. He grinned, pleased to show her off.

He introduced us to Cleo and Molly immediately told her how beautiful she was. Cleo told Molly the same. The women started chatting and Oscar looked at me, cocky, arrogant, confident my wife would want him badly enough to set aside her vows. He was there to fuck Molly and we both knew it. Cleo noticed Molly’s attire was simply body paint and she flipped out, praising my wife for her courage and creativity. They spoke rapidly and then announced Molly would take Cleo to the artist’s tent. Oscar and I watched them leave.

“My wife knows everything,” Oscar said. “Do you imagine we’ll swap? I see how you look at her. Perhaps you hope by giving up Molly you win gain Cleo?”

“The thought crossed my mind.”

“I understand. Cleo is exquisite.”

“She is. Very sexy,” I admitted.

“Never,” he stated. “Cleo is completely faithful to me. You can’t have her.”

“Yet you get Molly?”

“Yes.”

He moved closer, pulling a chair around to sit.

“You and I are different,” he began. “I like to take other men’s wives. I don’t like to watch. You like to watch. I know you better than you know yourself in this way. I have met many men like you. I recognize you. Trust me. I recognize the truth.”

“Your wife is aware of your infidelities?”

Oscar laughed, revealing perfect rows of white teeth.

“Cleo loves to watch me,” he said. “She has a conqueror’s heart. Men and women submit to me, and her arousal grows. She knows I am here to fuck your wife. She will join you as a spectator, savoring your agony.”

I suddenly felt like sharing Molly was a bad idea. He was smug and cocky and who wouldn’t be owning a cock like his? But there was also an element of disrespect. He had contempt for me, for any man that shared his wife, and that drained the fun out of what we did. He asked about life on the road and life in the music business and we spoke no more about sex, but his disdain drifted in the air around us. The women returned eventually. Cleo had a daisy painted on her cheek and another on her forearm. Oscar mentioned he and his wife had an RV parked on the edge of the festival.

“Would you like to see it?” Cleo asked.

I understood their game. Oscar and Cleo were a husband-and-wife team.

“I’d love to,” Molly gushed. “Show us.”

If I was going to back out, this was the time to say something. Here was my window to show Oscar he wasn’t truly in control. A simple word from me would kill our visit to their motorhome and the mood.

But Molly’s excitement emptied my resolve. She was thrilled Oscar was here, thrilled Oscar cared enough, wanted her badly enough, to make the trip all the way to Vegas. I don’t know what Cleo and Molly discussed on the way to the body painter’s booth, but my wife was obviously comfortable with Oscar’s wife being present. Perhaps she even liked the idea of Cleo watching. She was thrilled to meet Cleo.

If I rejected Oscar, I also rejected Cleo, and Molly would be mortified. I could handle making Oscar and Cleo angry, but I could not disappoint my wife. Her growing lust was obvious.

“Lead the way,” I told a triumphant Oscar. “We’re finished until tomorrow.”


Chapter 10

We left the performer’s tent as a foursome. The music festival revelry raged all around us, but Oscar and Molly only had eyes for each other. Cleo looked superior. Molly’s body paint was so effective, few realized she wore no clothing.

“Your wife wants him so badly,” she said. “How does that make you feel?”

“Her happiness is my happiness,” I said. “It doesn’t bother me.”

She chuckled softly.

“Every husband says the same,” she murmured.

“Your husband is about to fuck another woman,” I snapped. “How does that make you feel? Jealous?”

Her chuckle became a laugh.

“Not in the least,” she said, scornfully. “Oscar bends people to his will, husbands, and wives. It’s fun for me to see his power and know he’s mine.”

Up ahead Molly took Oscar’s hand and held it. She tipped her head to rest on his shoulder. Their comfortable familiarity stung. I’d imagined only the two times they’d fucked because that’s what Molly described but I saw now in the intimacies they shared there had been more. Many more. All their encounters were well before she met me, true, but they were former lovers, not a casual fling. Oscar put his arm possessively around her shoulders. He looked back at me as they walked.

“She was yours,” he taunted. “Now, she’s mine. Say goodbye to your wife.”

Cleo laughed scornfully.

Molly stopped. She shrugged his arm off her shoulders.

“Let’s be clear about something,” she told Oscar, glancing at Cleo. “I love Sam. I’m in love with Sam. When you are gone tomorrow, I will still be with Sam and in love with Sam. I want to make sure you both understand that. I want to make sure you both know what’s part of the game and what is real. I’m picking up on some disrespect and I don’t like it. Are you here for me or to humiliate my husband, because if it’s the latter, you can fuck right off.”

I have never felt so much pride in Molly as I did that moment. Boom. My wife was laying down some rules. People in the crowd noticed the confrontation. Oscar looked shocked. Cleo smirked, enjoying her husband’s discomfort. What made this woman tick, anyway?

“I apologize,” Oscar said. He turned to me. “I got carried away. I’m sorry.”

“No worries,” I said, tickled.

It was delightful watching a man eat his words because he was afraid of losing the chance to fuck Molly. I knew she’d still fuck him. She wanted it too much. But he didn’t know that. Molly took his arm and began walking again.

“Thank you,” she said.

After a few steps, Oscar stopped.

“Forget the RV,” he suggested. “A woman like you belongs on a stage.”

He grabbed her hand and pulled her aside, leading her between tents to a section of the festival currently unused. He lifted a yellow rope and waved us under, guiding us into scaffolding. Moments later we emerged onto a broad and abandoned stage, facing a half circle of wide grass. A band would play here tomorrow but for now it sat vacant. Oscar led Molly to the empty microphone stand and moved behind her, running his hands up her body. He cupped her breasts, lifting as if offering them to spectators.

“Here?” she asked.

He didn’t answer. He kissed along her nape and nibbled her earlobe. He spooned her, allowing her ass to feel his rock-hard cock through his pants. There were several people with picnic blankets spread, lying on the grass, but they were far away, too far to see details.

“You love the stage,” he said. “You make love to the audience when you are up here. This time the audience gets to see someone make love to you.”

He ran his hands over her tits and tweaked her nipples. My wife closed her eyes but opened them right away, watching the people on the grass watch her. I spied Oscar reaching for his zipper. His bulky cock slipped through the open fly and nestled between Molly’s thighs, soon rising to vanish between her legs. My wife rocked her hips back and forth. She wore no panties. Hell, she wore no clothing at all. I guessed his veiny cock must be pressing directly on her vulva. I imagined her labia parting to hug his shaft.

“In front of everyone?” Molly asked, breathless.

“Yes,” Oscar rumbled. “You’ll love it.”

Molly sent her eyes across the field. Those present did watch but others who happened by saw what occurred and stopped to watch too. Molly was naked except for her black knee-high boots. He flicked her stiff nipple.

Cleo led me around in front. Molly slid her pussy along the top of his stiff dick, labia split just like I imagined.

“Can you handle it?” she asked me.

“I don’t know,” I muttered.

“He’s so thick,” she continued. “Women melt. I love to see the moment they melt. Some fight. Some struggled. But all melt.”

Oscar moved his hands to Molly’s hipbones. He pushed and pulled, dragging her pussy along the top of his dick, dragging her clit over his lumpy veins. Molly’s legs trembled. The head slipped out behind her, and his erection curled towards the sun. He quickly dipped his hips and pushed his member between her thighs again. His girth filled her gap. He moved a hand to her throat, holding her in place.

“Play with your tits,” he ordered. “Tease your fans.”

Molly grabbed her breasts and mauled them, far rougher than I ever had. Oscar tilted his hips and drew the head of his cock over her opening. He flexed his ass and sent his cock three inches deep. Molly rose to her toes, squealing, gasping loudly, eyes flying wide open. He held himself still and let Molly slowly sink onto him. Her face contorted with pleasure. His thickness stretched her pussy into a tight ring around him.

Cleo looked like she was getting revenge on her worst enemy. I don’t know what got her off, but she certainly enjoyed using her husband’s cock as a weapon against other women. Oscar wet his thumb and pushed the digit up Molly’s ass. My wife groaned loudly. My dick jumped. He began to move his hips, gently fucking my wife.

Molly tumbled down an emotional well, lost to the fantastic sensations. Her gaze jumped from blanket to blanket, watching the people watching her. She was taking a big cock in front of them, under an open sky, and the exhibitionism got her off. She grew more aroused second by second. Oscar released her throat and concentrated on his penetration, holding her around the waist with both hands and burying his big dick over and over.

I experienced the strangest sensations. My heart raced, obviously, but my dick began to fill. I felt myself growing in my pants. Cleo seemed to know what to look for and moments later reached around to grab my crotch. She laughed when she found my swelling erection.

“Every time.” She giggled. “Men love to see it. Even when it is their own wife taking the penis. Look how much she loves it.”

Cleo did not need to tell me that. I was riveted to Molly and her reactions. My wife looked terrible and gorgeous at the same time. More people stopped to watch, and Molly only grew more aroused. I was unaware when Cleo unzipped my pants and drew my penis out but her hand stroking me felt electric.

“I should make you cum too fast,” she rasped in my ear. “After you’ve shot your load, watching this would be pure torment.”

She threatened, but her hand continued a slow, smooth glide. She was strangely proud of her husband, proud of Oscar and what his dick could do. His power over people was her power over people. Oscar took Molly’s wrists and pulled her arms backward. My wife bent at the waist and gasped, feeling every inch of his cock inside. He fucked her deep, leaving his meat buried a moment before withdrawing and sinking again. Molly lifted her eyes to mine, begging for forgiveness. She noticed Cleo stroked me and closed her eyes. Some of the people that had stopped to watch moved closer, recording on their phones. I felt a surge of excitement to know others saw my wife getting fucked. Such a hot mix of emotions. It was humiliating and exciting.

“You should get under there,” Cleo said. “Lick her clit while he fucks her. Give your wife an orgasm while he has his cock in her.”

I groaned at the idea. Molly heard Cleo’s words and groaned too, groaned, and then gasped as a climax suddenly seized her. My wife shook all over as Oscar’s fat cock brought her to orgasm. The people watching murmured in appreciation.

One young hippie chick left the crowd and climbed onto the stage. She smiled sweetly, inviting herself to join them, and ducked under, licking Molly’s pussy while Oscar moved in and out. Molly soon came again, harder and louder. The girl must have sent her tongue over Oscar’s cock because the man jumped. He pulled his stout dick out and let the newcomer suck and lick all over before he pushed inside Molly again. The girl planted her mouth over my wife’s clit and tormented her.

Soon she moved to Oscar’s fat balls, triggering a sudden orgasm for him. He held my wife against his hips and pumped out a gallon of hot sperm, flooding Molly’s womb. Cleo giggled with delight. The hippie girl slipped away, laughing, playful, returning to her friends and their congratulations.

Cleo released my dick. I was throbbing with unspent need. She chuckled and left me there, taking Oscar’s hand and pulling him away. She dropped to suck his penis clean and then tucked him not his pants.

“See you soon,” she said, leaving with her man.

Molly was still bent over, hands on knees, breathing hard. Sperm dripped from her cunt. I stroked her hair and she stood, glancing down at my erection.

“Use me,” she croaked. “Fuck me.”

I eyed the crowd.

“Later,” I said. “In private.”

“No! Now. Fuck me.”

She was cock-drunk, high on sex, breathless, satisfied but still aroused and craving more.

“I’ll fuck you later, Molly. Without an audience.”

She looked out over those assembled. Several waved. All were amazed. Molly smiled weakly, waving a trembling hand.

“Let’s get back to the performer’s tent and retrieve your clothes.”

“All right, Baby,” she said.


Chapter 11

Carl tuned his guitar. Willie listened on headphones to a new band he’d discovered. Molly and I sat at the table for two and sipped coffee.

“You watched him fuck me,” Molly said, her face glowing. “That surprises me.”

“Surprises me too,” I admitted.

“You must be dying.”

Her eyes were on fire. She wanted me as badly as I wanted her, but Carl and Willie back at the hotel room had quashed our dreams of hot sex. My balls ached. Molly was desperate to fuck. I thought about trying to kick Carl and Willie out but that felt wrong. Fucking in front of them felt wrong too. Molly and I were forced to wait for an opportunity to arise. When it did, we’d fuck like animals.

“What would Todd do?” I asked, keeping my voice low. “Sounds like he may have seen you take cock more often than I realized. I know you fucked some men and then came home and shared all the details, but there were instances when he was present and witnessed everything, like I just did. How did he handle it?”

She leaned closer.

“At first, he jacked off while I was out with my lover. It felt good in the moment, but he soon realized he couldn’t fuck me when I got home so he stopped doing that, although it almost killed him. He’d get so wound up by the time I came home his entire body would be trembling. I made it worse for him, or better, depending on your point of view, by sending texts and pictures of the sex I was having.”

“Brutal.”

“Maybe. But so much fun. I mentioned that we tried having threesomes but that turned into him merely watching. Our sex afterward was always amazing.”

“Like our sex would be right now if we were able to have any.”

“I’ll fuck you in the dirt outside.”

“I want a bed. I want kissing and sweet whispers.”

“Yeah,” she chuckled. “For about ten seconds. Then you’ll pin me down and hammer my poor little pussy.”

She was probably right.

“Did Todd ever cry? Did he ever get angry with you?”

She shook her head.

“Never. Not over this part of our relationship. The sex we had was fantastic. We’d make love often. My adventures with a new man or men were only occasional. I realized I wanted a new lover about once a month. I suspect it was every time I ovulated. I’d get crazy horny and since I had this option available, I’d take it.”

My heart began to race. I’d reached a decision without knowing I even debated anything. My mind had been chewing on something deep and now it rose to the surface.

“Let’s do the same,” I said, my nervous mouth dry as dust.

“Do what?” Molly asked.

“Spice our love life with the occasional new man.”

Her jaw dropped.

“You’re not Todd,” she said.

“Nope. I’m Sam.”

“How can you want what he wanted?”

“Like you said, wife sharing is all over the Internet. I just watched Oscar fuck you. I can see now what the emotional rush is all about. You’re sitting across the table from me with a womb full of his sperm and my dick is red hot. I’m dying to fuck you. I get the adrenaline surge. I get why it’s so addicting. I understand what Todd got out of it. I’m not him and my reactions won’t always be the same as his, but when I saw Oscar’s fat cock stretch you open, I wanted to scream. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever witnessed. I saw your reaction. I heard your moans and gasps. You orgasmed so hard on his dick. You’ve made me want to see that again and again.”

She closed her mouth. She sat upright. Her mind raced behind her bright eyes.

“How—? How do we do it?” she asked. “We’re on the road so much.”

“You love to flirt on stage. Guys are crazy about you.”

“They love my singing, but they all have this look in their eyes like they’re desperate to fuck me. I love being looked at like that. An ocean of sex-hungry men who all want to rip my clothes off and get their dicks in me. It’s intoxicating. It gets me so hot.”

“Now you can do something about it. Now when you see a man in the audience that wants you and you want him, just have security pass him your number. We’ll bring him back to the hotel room after our show. You can fuck him if that’s what you want.”

Molly shivered with anticipation, already imagining some of the men she’d seen. She always flirted but now it could lead to something more.

“Where will you be, Baby?” she asked. “While I’m busy being a rock star and picking a lover from the crowd, where will my wonderful husband be?”

“In the room with you, I think. I may join in. I may not. I don’t know.”

Molly placed her hand over mine. I felt her temperature skyrocketing.

“Oh, my God, Sam. Oh. My. God. Seriously? You’ll give me this?”

“I will. I’ve seen how much you love it. Now I know what it does for me, too.”

“This is perfect. You’re the perfect husband. Never in my life did I imagine I’d get such an opportunity twice. I thought Todd was a freak and I’d never be so lucky to find another like him.”

She’d come to life. She radiated joy and excitement. I got caught up in it, excited for her but also excited for me. The idea carried such a powerful electric charge.

“When?” she asked. “How long must I wait?”

“We play stage seven tomorrow,” I said. “That will be your first opportunity.”

She chewed on a thought.

“I don’t have to find a guy in the crowd, right? I’m not limited to that. I can keep my eyes open for any opportunity?”

“That’s right. Why not?”

She glanced at Carl and Wille, both oblivious to our conversation.

“I already have a man I want,” she murmured, pulling a scrap of paper from her skirt pocket. “Our first performance day one at this festival. A hot dude with a ponytail fought his way to the stage. He shoved his number in my hand. I stuffed it in my pocket and found it this morning. I’d love to call him.”

Her hopeful eyes danced. Oscar had fucked her senseless only an hour earlier, yet she was ready for more.

“Call him,” I said.

Oscar and Molly had a connection. We all knew it. We all saw it. Their chemistry was strong. I bizarrely felt Molly fucking someone else after Oscar reduced the man’s hold on her. She wasn’t cheating on me. I’d given her permission. I felt more like she’d be cheating on Oscar, and I liked that idea.

Molly fumbled with her phone, nervous and eager. I took it from her, and the scrap of paper too. He’d written his name, Gene, and his number, and I punched those digits for her, feeling strange about contacting another man for my wife.  I handed her the phone and watched her face.

“Hi,” she said. “It’s Molly, the singer from the festival.”

I heard his cry of delight over her phone. She grinned broadly. He spoke too fast for me to catch what he said but the meaning was clear. In the end, Molly simply gave him our hotel and room number.

“Should we clear out?” Carl asked.

Not oblivious at all, Wille and Carl had listened to everything. I’d forgotten they were even in the room.

“I’m leaving anyway,” Wille said. “Blackjack.”

“I’ll come along and watch you lose money,” Carl added.

Molly and I were speechless. Our bandmates left and Molly threw herself into my arms.

“I’m so fucking horny,” she growled. “I need a quick shower. Want to shower with me?”

I did. We played with each other under the water, but Molly made it clear she was saving herself for Gene. She had me freshly shave her pussy. I felt strange preparing her for another man.

“Do you think he’ll like it?” she asked.

“I think he’ll love it,” I said, enjoying our weird game.

She pushed my head down, forcing my mouth against her cunt. She was drenched. I ate a while before I realized some of her wetness was Oscar in there. That thought turned me on even more. My dick rose. I ate her until I felt her body begin to tighten and then I’d fade away. Over and over, I brought her close to orgasm and then stop.

“You’re a bastard,” she whimpered.

Finally, she could take no more and pushed me away. I stood and she noticed my erection. She used a soapy hand on me for a minute and then crouched to take me into her mouth. She sucked for a while and then stood.

“I think we’re both good and ready,” she said.

It was easy for me to channel my fear and angst into sexual energy. Cleo had hit upon the phenomenon when she threatened to make me cum before Oscar and Molly finished fucking. I understood that regardless of what happened between Gene and Molly and myself, I needed to orgasm last, if at all. If I came first, watching them would feel terrible. I could accept everything that happened before my climax as foreplay. Everything I saw would only excite me more.

There was a knock on the door.

Molly quickly threw on the fluffy white hotel robe and left the bathroom. I watched her cross the living area and rest her hand on the doorknob. She used the peephole to determine Gene awaited and then cast me a sly glance. She untied her robe and tossed it over a chair.

She opened the door nude.

Gene’s smile melted, changing into utter disbelief. He’d sweetly purchased a bouquet of roses and they almost slipped from his hand. His eyes did a slow up and down of my naked wife.

“Enter,” she said, stepping aside.

He did. I wrapped a towel around my waist and entered the room too. Molly had explained on the phone that we’d love to meet him but made no mention of sex. She wanted a way out if he turned her off. He waved a hello to me but could not take his eyes off her. She stepped closer and kissed his cheek. She took his hand and placed it over her breast. There was no need to get to know him after all. She was a rock star. Outrageous behavior was expected. He bent to kiss her mouth and she got to work on his belt buckle. I took the flowers from his hand and entered the kitchen area. I heard clothes rustling behind me but neither of them spoke.

My heart beat so hard it bruised my ribs. I’d seen her with Oscar just hours ago, yet this felt so new and raw. I braced my hands on the sink and breathed deep. They were silent out there, but I knew they were busy. What would I see when I turned the corner? Molly in the arms of another man, that’s what. Adrenaline like pure cocaine pumped through my system. This was crazy but there was no denying my rising erection, lifting my towel, poking into the open air.

“Yes,” I said, to my dick. “I’m dying of curiosity too.”

I dropped my towel onto the floor. Better that Gene understood how things were. I found a pitcher and stuck the flowers in water and left the kitchen behind. I sat the roses in the middle of the table.

Gene was naked too and they stood wrapped in each other’s arms, kissing slowly and passionately. I moved behind my wife, nestling my penis between her butt cheeks. I kissed her neck and shoulders.  His hands roamed her body. Her hands cupped his cock and balls. She aimed his growing penis between her thighs and then reached around to guide me through there too. Our cocks slid against and past each other like skin pistons. Molly closed her legs on us, trapping our dicks, dragging her pussy and clit along our length. His cock was hot against mine. She curled one hand behind my head to pull my mouth down to her neck and the other behind his head to pull his mouth down to her nipples. Gene and I quickly understood Molly’s pleasure was what mattered. Our penises rubbed alongside each other through her thigh gap. Molly groaned to feel all that hot meat trapped between her legs.

“Two cocks,” she moaned.

Gene and I got crazy hard. Molly rocked her pussy along our length for a while and then reached for her pussy. Her finger pressed under the tip of my cock and I pushed through her opening, entering the furnace of her cunt. She maneuvered Gene’s cock upward too, moving her hips around and lifting a leg. I felt his cock head poke my shaft and slid alongside. Molly forced her hips lower and to my amazement, Gene’s cock entered her next to mine. We were both inside her pussy at the same time. She gasped loudly and forced her hips lower still, impaling herself on our combined erections.

“Jesus,” she growled. “Fuck.”

She squeezed, tightening her pussy muscles around our twin shafts. Gene groaned. I did too. Her cunt was a steaming hot fist gripping our inches. My wife began tiny up and down movements and her soaked pussy slid easily along our sensitive skin. I knew some of that wetness was Oscar again, lubricating the two dicks inside my wife. Molly held on with one arm around Gene’s neck and another around mine. She worked her dripping pussy up and down.

It was the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen her do. My wife used the semen from another man to lubricate two new men simultaneously. I realized she and Todd had done many more wild things than what she’d shared in her stories so far. My wife had imagination. Gene lifted one leg and I lifted the other. We held Molly off the floor and fucked upwards, thrusting into her gushing pussy. Her jaw clamped and her body tensed. My wife was headed for an orgasm with two cocks in her. Gene sensed it too. He pumped his hips as best he could and so did I. We fucked Molly together, awkwardly, and my wife held on as a massive climax ripped through her. It was a difficult position for all of us but two men in her at the same time blew her mind. I wondered if this had been a long-held fantasy. She orgasmed so hard we had to hold her upright or lose her. She screamed howls of pure bliss. Finally, her climax peaked, and she wilted in our arms, hips slowly gyrating. Gene’s cock expanded inside her tunnel, filling her cunt, crowding my dick. I knew he was about to start shooting in there. Molly felt it too and her gyrations became more desperate, like she chased another orgasm on the heels of her first. I got caught up in everyone’s excitement.

“I’m going to cum,” I rasped.

“Me too,” Gene snorted. “Close.”

Molly lost her mind. She’d only wanted to ride two men. She never thought she’d get to feel them both go off inside her. She wailed as another orgasm shook the life out of her and Gene grunted with his first blast of sperm, flooding my wife, and further lubricating our two cocks, allowing both to sink another inch into Molly. She howled again, feeling us slide deeper. We were both balls-deep now and she was grinding her cunt down on us. I went rigid as an orgasm seized me and my tortured cock began to spurt.

This was easily the best orgasm of my life. I still carried all the angst and sexual tension from Oscar with Molly. Add to that everything that happened right now, this massive, intense mind-fuck, and my head exploded, my mind melted.

I poured hot semen into her, blasting out buckets of the stuff to paint her womb and plaster our dicks. It was wild. We made animal sounds as our orgasms ripped through us. The room spun. Roaring and white light filled my head.

When I came back to myself, I found Molly still in our arms, our cocks still in her pussy. Nobody spoke. Nobody moved. We were all stunned, shaken. I was softening and he was too, but our dicks were packed in there against each other, and Molly held us in a death grip. She still had her eyes closed, her body stiff.

Gene and I flopped out together. We lowered Molly to the carpet and laid beside her, one on each side. Any movement she made sent waves of electric pleasure crashing through her. I gently suckled a nipple and she gasped. Gene liked that idea and did the same on the other side. Molly was afraid to move, tortured by intense sensations.

“That was wild,” I said.

“I was trying to give you my asshole,” she rasped, explaining. “This was better. I had no idea that could even be done.”

Gene and I traced fingertips lightly over her skin. She lay there and accepted all we did to please her. After a long time, she suggested we move to bed. We helped her stand. She took the middle spot again but then turned and lowered her head, kissing down our bodies until she reached our dicks. She sucked mine and then his, taking turns. It was too soon for us to get hard again, and she knew that, she just wanted cocks in her mouth. We were in no hurry. We had all night.


Chapter 12

Teddy, our manager, sat his battered briefcase on the table and slumped into a chair. He brushed his thinning hair off his forehead.

“When I told you to engage with your fanbase,” he said. “I did not mean for Molly to fuck all of them.”

Carl turned to Molly with fake indignation. She laughed.

“Carl fucks more of them than me,” she said.

“That’s true,” I added, sticking up for my woman.

“Aren’t record sales way up?” Willie asked.

“Yes,” Teddy admitted.

“Then why tell Molly to stop? Or Carl? I’ve seen what some of these special fans do for us online. They spend hours promoting the band, engaging in chat groups, pushing our songs and merchandise. If Carl and Molly bang them and they fall in love, what’s the problem?”

Teddy sighed.

“I’m worried about lawsuits. I read the gossip. Molly has a reputation.”

“Fuck that,” she blurted.

“Yeah,” Carl and I echoed. “Fuck that.”

“Single out the woman?” Carl continued. “I don’t think so. I’ve fucked ten times more people. Even quiet Willie has fucked more road pussy than Molly. But you want to call her out? I don’t think so.”

I was so proud of the way the guys were defending my wife, their bandmate.

“What brought you to San Diego, Teddy?” I asked. “You could have called us with these concerns while we were in Vegas. Hell, you could have called us with this in Salt Lake City. Why book a flight to San Diego and travel all that way to see us in person?”

Teddy leaned back in his chair, a broad grin curling his lips and showing his pearly white but crooked teeth.

“RCA called,” our manager said. “The Foo Fighters put in a good word for you guys. I have a contract for each of you to look at in my briefcase.”

“You motherfucker!” Carl laughed.

Willie threw a paper towel at Teddy. Molly threw a couch pillow.

“You played that well,” I said. “None of us suspected you were sitting on that. What are the numbers? Is it a good first contract?”

“It is,” Teddy said. “You’ll start with a Euro tour. Seven countries. There’s a studio over there to record an album. It’s good money. It’s a great start.”

“Our overnight success only took six years,” I joked.

“A record deal,” Molly mumbled, stunned.

“At last,” Willie added.

Teddy pulled the thick stack of paperwork from his briefcase and began to explain the details to us. We’d be overseas for almost a year. Molly and I exchanged a knowing look. German men are her second favorite. Indian men are her first. We both knew there’d be plenty of Desi in the crowd for her.

“Guess I better learn a few words in Hindi,” she joked.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “How do you say fuck me in Indian?”

Carl laughed. Teddy turned serious.

“I wasn’t joking about the band’s reputation,” he said. “There are rumors.”

“Let them talk,” I said. “Any publicity is good publicity and if fans think they have a chance with one of us, so much the better. Whatever sells tickets and records.”

“Downloads,” Teddy corrected.

“Whatever. We are going to continue being us.”

Teddy faced the band.

“Do you all agree with Sam?”

Three heads nodded.

“Fine. Just try to be more discreet.”

Molly, Carl, Willie, and me all laughed at the same time.


Chapter 13

Was the London show fun? Yes. Was the Berlin show much better? Also, yes. We weren’t the headliners, yet, but there were plenty of people in the crowd that knew our songs and sang along. Our hearts filled to bursting. You can’t imagine what it’s like to hear others sing your songs. Breathtaking.

Germany is home to a large desi population, and Molly looked lust-drunk by the end of the first show. She saw hot men everywhere, most of them college students. Yet she invited none of them back to our hotel room. I asked her why and she said she wasn’t feeling the urge. She just wanted to make love to her husband. Since that meant me, I let it go. But a feeling I did not recognize began to grow. An uneasiness. A restless yearning for something just out of reach that I could not name.

After the show we walked the streets of Berlin. Tomorrow night we were scheduled to put on a show in Rotterdam and the band felt tonight might be our only chance to explore this ancient and world-famous city. Carl, of course, wanted to hit a hot dance club. Willie reminded us he was a World War Two buff and wanted to hit some key historic sites. We agreed to meet at our hotel before dawn. Group hug, and off they went.

“Where do you want to go?” I asked Molly.

“The KitKat Club.”

“Never heard of it.”

“A roadie told me. He knows what we like and thought it the perfect club for us.”

“What do we like?”

Molly kissed me.

“Adventure,” she said.

We hailed a cab.

The KitKat Club sits in the heart of Berlin, less than a mile from the former Checkpoint Charlie. The line to get in circles the block, blossoming into a large crowd waiting to be funneled. On the outside it’s just another lump of a black building, with trash piled in a back alley, and graffiti scrawled across the walls as high as a person can reach. But on the inside the outside world is left behind. The place is lit with deep colors, purples and reds and pinks. The huge main central room is surrounded by smaller rooms, each with something special about it. There is a spider room. There is a snake room. There is a flower room. There is a room with the prerequisite bondage chains and leather straps. There is a room straight out of a hospital. There is a built-in swimming pool surrounded by lounge chairs and fake palm trees, a video room with an array of widescreen televisions all playing various types of porn, a stage for innumerable performers, presently showcasing a nude fire-breathing woman painted with snakeskin and sporting a massive strap-on dildo. There are huge, padded couches and anatomically correct statues of both sexes scattered everywhere. Some are not statues at all, but performers painted to look like marble. There was sex, sex, sex, everywhere, happening between every combination of people and groups. We were surrounded by naked bodies.

I was overwhelmed by the humanity on display.

Molly slithered through the crowd like she was born to it.

The roadie had given her a password and we’d entered through an employee entrance, skipping the line. We had some sweet and delicious beverage shoved in our hands and then we set about exploring, trying to see all there was to see. People fucked each other everywhere. After a while we found an open seat overlooking the main stage and dropped. The drink we’d been given was tasty but carried a kick, making us lightheaded.

“This place has me so fucking horny,” Molly said. “There are hot young bodies all around. I’ve never seen so much sex out in the open. It’s sexy.”

The fire breather finished her show and was replaced by a naked girl juggling dildos. She’d plant one on the floor and squat, fucking herself without missing a beat. She’d pop that one up and juggle it with the others and then plant another, bigger, and fuck that while continuing her act. She had the crowd laughing.

When she finished, an older woman came on stage with a microphone and spoke German for a while, then gestured at Molly. Behind her a man uncovered DJ equipment. The crowd applauded. Molly and I looked at each other bewildered.

“You are Molly?” the woman said. “Singer?”

My wife nodded.

“Come,” the woman said, gesturing for Molly to join her on stage.

I took my wife’s drink. Molly straightened her short skirt and wifebeater top and bashfully took the stage. The woman spoke German for several minutes while the crowd chuckled and applauded. Finally, the woman faced Molly.

“They know you,” she said in halting English. “Many saw your concert tonight. May we please have a song? We love you.”

Molly blushed.

“Of course,” she said. “I’d be honored.”

The woman handed the microphone over and Molly murmured which song to play. The woman pointed at the DJ and spoke German again. I caught one of our song titles going by. The DJ nodded and searched his laptop, quickly giving a thumbs-up. The woman left the stage and Molly faced the crowd. The music started. Molly began to sing, and the crowd fell silent. She’d chosen one of our ballads, a haunting piece I’d written about my neglected childhood. My wife’s voice crawled down in the mud and then soared through the clouds. She was angelic and those gathered were held spellbound. She finished her song.

Dead silence. No one clapped. Molly looked at her shoes.

Thunderous applause exploded. The crowd had been too stunned to react. Molly suddenly looked up and burst into gratified tears. The crowd cheered louder, taken in by my wife’s honest vulnerability. They surged to their feet and roared their approval. I joined them, proud of my lovely bride. The older woman returned and hugged Molly fiercely, wiping tears and laughing. Others came forward to hug and congratulate my wife. By the time she returned to me she was euphoric. We kissed. People walked by and reached out to touch her.

“That was transcendent,” she breathed.

We hugged. The DJ played a hypnotic trance number with a deep underlying bass, filling the air with a pulsating thump, thump, thump. A woman joined our hug, wrapping her arms around me and Molly together. Molly turned to smile at the woman and their eyes met.

They kissed.

A man painted green and dressed in only a thong joined our hug, draping himself over Molly and the woman. I moved to give him more room. Another man, this one nude, wedged himself between Molly and the first woman and I spied his penis pressed on my wife’s leg. She felt it too and slipped a hand down to lightly finger his flaccid mushroom and hanging balls. He moved his hips to place more dick in her hand and Molly wrapped her fingers around the shaft.

Others joined our growing group hug. I moved again to make more room and found myself maneuvered away, nudged aside so they could touch Molly, this goddess songbird, that had so moved their hearts.

The man in the thong slipped it off and joined the other nude men and women surrounding my wife. Molly was aware, sending her hands around the group, fondling, stroking, caressing bodies wherever she found them, male and female alike. A pretty woman turned Molly’s face and they kissed. Erections had begun to sprout. The people of the group followed Molly’s lead and hands wandered everywhere, people pleasuring people.

The woman kissing Molly sent a hand under my wife’s skirt. Another lifted the wifebeater over her head. Moments later hands tugged the skirt down her legs and Molly stood naked except for her knee-high black boots. My wife was breathing hard, still sailing through the stratosphere from her performance and now fanned higher by this attention. All these hands, all this desire to touch her, to have her, sent her into orbit. She sent wild eyes around the group looking for me. Our gaze locked. She was a drowning woman going under, unable to save herself. A man closed his mouth over her nipple. A woman did the same. Another woman knelt on one knee and planted her mouth over Molly’s bald vulva. My wife’s eyes grew large, her lips parted. She was sinking and I would do nothing to save her. I stepped away, devouring the sight of my wife being devoured. They craved her desperately, after the emotional ride she’d taken them on, and every person there wanted a piece of her.

Molly gave herself over to it. She closed her eyes and let them have her. Mouths and lips and tongues and fingers crawled every inch of her body. The crowd lifted Molly and placed her on a lounge chair, circling her like hungry lions. They descended, feasting on her sensitive skin. A man pushed a finger into her pussy. A woman eased a finger up her asshole. Tongues flicked her nipples. Hands caressed her breasts. A hot feminine mouth pressed against hers for a passionate kiss. Molly moaned from deep in her soul. A man wearing a bandit mask and sporting a large erection moved between her knees. Two women pulled Molly’s thighs apart. The woman eating her clit moved aside and grabbed the approaching erection and guided it down to my wife’s swollen labia. Molly felt the pressure at her opening for a moment and then that thick cock pushed her pussy lips wide and began to sink in, inch by inch. Molly’s back rose off the lounge and her satisfied groan filled the air. The man pushed more of his fat cock in. My wife clawed the seat cushion. More people crowded her body, everyone hungry for even a touch. She was licked and nibbled and sucked all over. One of the women planted her mouth on Molly’s clit and sucked. Over and over, I saw her tongue snake out and slather the man’s invading shaft and my wife’s pussy.

A penis emerged from the ring of people and approached Molly’s face. The woman kissing her pulled away and took the cock in hand, guiding the hanging meat to Molly’s mouth. She brushed my wife’s lips with the tip and Molly opened her mouth. The woman tugged the cock down and in. Molly closed her lips around this new cock and her cheeks dented as she sucked. The woman joined my wife, licking along the length and helping the man swell quickly. Molly’s body began to rock as one man fucked her cunt and the other fucked her mouth. The finger continued to pump her ass. Hands roamed her skin. Tongues licked.

Molly orgasmed like an explosion. Trapped beneath so many, her body writhed and contorted. Her loud cries were muffled by the hard cock forced into her throat, which only served to heighten her arousal. A woman came forward carrying a large black candle in both hands and dribbled a rain of hot wax down my wife’s twisting body. Molly uttered another smothered scream as her climax spiked again, her pussy clamping down around the man stuffing her cunt. Hands spread the wax and Molly sobbed from all the intense pleasures assaulting her.

The fat cock pumping her pussy suddenly thrust all the way in and stayed there. He was ejaculating buckets of hot cum. The woman licking her clit attacked ferociously and Molly whimpered, grinding her hips. The man pushed out the last drop of semen and withdrew his cock, a thick snake slithering. Another man waited, hard and curved cock in hand, and took his place, sinking his stiff inches into Molly’s slippery cunt.

I watched in awe. My wife soon orgasmed again. There were hard cocks and hot mouths waiting. She swallowed all the cum shot into her mouth and eagerly accepted the next stiff dick. She kept her legs wide, an open invitation to anyone that wanted her, and so many did, male and female.

Finally, the last erection exploded inside and withdrew. The crowd parted. Molly was a mess, splattered semen all around her mouth and across her face and breasts. Sperm dribbled from her thoroughly fucked cunt. She was wrecked. They floated away from her one by one, kissing and touching affectionately, until my wife lay all alone on the lounge. I stepped forward and took her hand.

“Sam?” she croaked.

“I’m here.”

She raised herself on one elbow and looked around.

“I think they liked my singing,” she said.

I noticed a stack of clean towels and grabbed her one. She wiped her face and hands, looked down at her body. She aimed her eyes at me.

“You want to fuck me?” she asked.

“More than anything,” I admitted. “But not here. Not in front of everyone.”

“Where are my clothes?”

I left her side to gather her things. She dressed.

“Sperm is leaking out of me,” she said. “I feel all the little trickles down my inner thighs. I have so much semen in me right now I feel like I’m sloshing.”

I was gutted. Nothing she’s ever said made me as hot and desperate to fuck her as those words coming out of her mouth.

“Keep the towel,” I said.

We left the stage room to wander again. I couldn’t wait to get back to the hotel room. I had an inexplicable desire to eat her pussy until she orgasmed, but I could wait. I was getting more aroused every minute. All that cum in her was turning me inside out. My balls were hot.

We stopped for a drink from one of the bars because Molly had a funny taste in her mouth. Of course, she did. Then we entered an open area lit with deep purple. A large wooden X, bound in leather, leaned against the front wall. Empty manacles waited at wrists and ankles.

“That looks like fun,” Molly said.

“I should strap you in there and turn everyone loose on you again.”

“I love the idea, but my poor pussy couldn’t handle that right now.”

She sipped her drink. Double doors swung open across the room. A man strapped to a dolly and with a hood pulled over his head, was wheeled into the room. He was transferred to the large wooden X and manacles locked into place. The double doors opened again, and a gorgeous blonde woman entered wearing a sheer white teddy and robe. Her breasts were slightly too large for her petite frame but that only served to sexually supercharge her stunning appearance. Her thick and luxurious curled hair hung to her waist. She wheeled a small cart ahead of her. The crowd applauded.

“They all seem to know what comes next,” Molly said.

The blonde parked the cart before the man and lifted an oversized pair of scissors for us to see. She circled the crowd, showing off the shears but also allowing us a good look at her nearly perfect body and face. She was breathtaking. Small button nose and sharp cheekbones, flawless pale skin and large blue eyes.

“Damn,” Molly said. “I’d love to fuck her.”

“Ditto,” I mumbled.

The woman stepped close to the man and presented the scissors again. A light round of applause ran through the group. The woman grabbed the man’s pant cuff and began to cut along his leg. Muffled protestations reached our ears through the hood. The woman wielded the shears with expertise, cutting around hips and legs. She pulled his pants away in one swift move. The man wore no underwear and his long and thick cock swung briefly. The woman turned her attention to his shirt.

“That’s a nice cock,” Molly said. “I’d fuck it just to say I did. Bragging rights.”

Snip, snip, snip, and the man’s shirt hit the ground. He was nude now except for the canvas hood covering his head.

“If she aims those scissors at his dick,” Molly muttered. “I’m going to have to stop her. That gorgeous piece of meat is too fine to cut off.”

“They wouldn’t actually, would they?”

The woman placed the scissors on the cart and lifted a strange device, about the size and shape of a hand-held blender. She clicked a button, and a high-pitched buzzing filled the air. The man turned his head left and right, muttering something unintelligible. She turned the device off again and took a spot before the man. She signaled to an assistant to remove the hood, which they did.

“Holy fucking Christ,” Molly said.

I laughed out loud.

Carl, our bandmate, stood strapped to the large wooden X. He blinked into the bright spotlights aimed at him and tried to figure out where he was and how much trouble he’d gotten himself into this time.

“She said she was single,” he announced. “If I’d known she was married I never would have touched her.”

The crowd laughed and so did we, but we knew Carl was serious. The gorgeous blonde began to remove her lingerie. Carl forgot about his apology and focused his attention on this stunning vision of womanhood before him.

“Hello,” he said. “You’re hot as fuck. What’s your name?”

She did not answer. Off came her sheer robe, exposing smooth arms and shoulders. Off came her sheer teddy, exposing perfect tits and flat tummy. She turned her back and untied her panties and then turned around again, giving all of us, Carl included, a perfect view of the most beautiful erection I’d ever seen. Can a dick be pretty? I wouldn’t have thought so, until this moment. Hers was thick and long and well proportioned, rising in a gentle curve and topped by a flaring head that pointed at Carl’s bewildered face. Her lovely body was devoid of hair. She had two eyebrows and a full head, but the rest of her perfect body was as smooth and unblemished as a baby.

That cock stuck out like a fleshy spear.

“What the fuck?” Carl said and tugged at his restraints.

“Forget what I said earlier,” Molly mumbled. “That’s the cock I want now.”

The crowd was silent, stunned by the unexpected and shocked by the combination of feminine beauty and masculine power this creature presented. My mind tripped over itself, trying to reconcile what my eyes told it. This being was ninety-nine percent gorgeous woman. Her face, her body, her tits, her ass, her hair, her skin: everything. Everything about her screamed female. Except that cock. That cock was one-hundred percent man, but that cock was but a single element to her overall look. The image created a conflict inside my head, a confusion both alluring and repelling. I did mental cartwheels for about thirty seconds, then made my mind up: she was a sexy and breathtaking woman with an epic dick.

She approached Carl, her erection swaying. His eyes darted from the advancing penis to the fantastic tits and gorgeous face. Conflict raged within our friend. The woman took several items from the cart and whipped a thick lather in a large bowl. She plastered Carl’s pubic hair and then showed the crowd a long and shiny straight razor. Carl struggled again but then the woman placed the blade above his cock and Carl went absolutely still. She pulled the razor down his skin, expertly shaving away any hair. She placed the blade and began her next pass. I doubted Carl even risked drawing a breath.

“Sweet Jesus,” Molly said. “I just figured out what that first device is.”

“What?”

“It’s a tattoo gun with a needle and ink cartridges. She’s shaving him so she can tattoo him. What the fuck did our boy do this time?”

“Do we save him?”

“You mean interrupt the show and get him out of those restraints?”

“Yes.”

My wife ran her eyes over a bound Carl. I recalled how she’d lusted for his cock only minutes ago before she knew it was our friend. Her eyes lingered now on Carl’s hanging beef. She’d seen it a million times, yet it still held her attention.

“No,” she said. “Let him accept the consequences of whatever it was he did this time.”

The woman deftly moved the blade all around Carl’s genitalia. Her erection must have been drug-induced because she still had not touched herself, yet her cock strained to reach the ceiling. She lifted his large testicles and pulled his long shaft and the razor moved like an ice skater, leaving smooth skin behind. In minutes, Carl was as bald as a cue ball.

“His cock looks even better now,” Molly muttered. “Bigger, too.”

“He looks clean,” I agreed.

“Yeah.”

“Would you like me to shave off everything, Molly?”

My wife met my eyes.

“Yes,” she said. “That sounds kinky. I’d like that look.”

“Like Orlando.”

“Better on you.”

We returned our attention to Carl. The woman finished shaving him and sat the blade on her cart. She faced the crowd, penis still triumphantly erect, and took a bow. She then wiped all traces of cream off Carl with a towel. True to form, Carl, seeing his cock handled by a gorgeous woman, began to swell. The woman smiled. She moved to the cart and lifted the tattoo device, debating which colors she’d use.

“What are you doing?” Carl asked. “Are we finished?”

The woman attached the needle tip and made final preparations and then placed a cushion at Carl’s feet. She knelt before our friend, her penis still throbbing hard, and kissed the head of our friend’s cock.

“That’s nice,” he joked.

She placed the needle against his skin an inch above the base of his dick and slightly off to one side.

“Ow.”

Click. Buzz.

“Aaaaa!” Carl howled. “What the fuck?”

The woman ignored him. She lifted the tip of his cock with her tongue and slipped him into her mouth. Her lips closed around his meat and Carl’s face contorted with mixed emotions. The woman began to etch her tattoo into Carl’s flesh. Her mouth bobbed slowly; her tongue swirled. Carl grew stiff and then harder still, prompted by the pain mixed with pleasure. Soon his large erection throbbed. He groaned as the needle pierced his flesh and ink was injected and her hot mouth suckled his pulsating meat. The woman’s erection flared, expanding with excitement over what she did to this, her helpless victim.

“This is fucking intense,” Molly muttered.

The buzzing continued. The woman sucked as she drew, and Carl tried to writhe but the manacles held him in place.

“I wonder what he did,” I asked.

“Stole something,” a tall man near us said. “Money. Someone’s wife. It varies. I’ve seen this many times. When she finishes the tattoo, she’ll pivot that large X frame he’s strapped to, bringing his body face-up and horizontal. She’ll feed him her cock until he swallows what she issues. That’s his punishment.”

“What is the tattoo she’s giving him?” Molly asked.

“A circle inside a triangle with a slash drawn through both.”

“What’s that mean?”

“An old symbol for thief.”

I laughed. Molly and I looked at each other, amused.

“She’s going to make Carl suck a dick,” Molly giggled. “He’ll never live this down. We will tease him about this forever.”

“You know that man?” our new friend asked.

“Yes,” I answered. “He’s in our band. We’re bandmates.”

He looked at Molly.

“You’re the singer,” he suddenly realized.

She nodded.

“Yes,” she said. “I am.”

He grinned.

“I fucked you.”

We instantly understood. This man had been part of the group from earlier.

“Thank you,” Molly said, unashamed. “That was a royal good fucking.”

The man clapped me on the back and kissed my cheek.

“You have found a good one, my friend,” he said.

The buzzing stopped. The woman stood and put away her tattoo device and faced the crowd again, her erection as proud as ever. Carl tried to see what she’d done but couldn’t pull his head far enough away from the frame.

“Now what?” he asked. “Can I go?”

The woman ignored him and directed her assistants to unlock the large wooden frame and tilt it backward. Soon Carl lay on his back staring at the ceiling. The woman walked around and climbed on top, moving into a sixty-nine position with our friend. Molly giggled. The woman took her penis in hand and waited. Carl opened his mouth to protest, and the woman stuck her cock into his mouth. She lifted Carl’s erection for all of us to see, large head flared like a mushroom, and slipped it into her mouth.

Carl struggled. He resisted, but what could he do? Anytime he opened his mouth to draw a breath, even a little, she fed him more cock. Within minutes she was fucking Carl’s face while sucking his dick.

Carl started to like it.

I was not surprised. Neither was Molly. The woman was stunning, making it easy for Carl to stop worrying about penis and enjoy the sex. They went at each other, Carl sucking the woman off and the woman using hands and tongue to make Carl orgasm. He did, and she sucked his load down. Soon after she did too, pushing her penis all the way in and firing rockets of semen down his throat.

“This is so hot,” Molly murmured.


Chapter 14

We told Willie what happened, and he clung to every word of our story. Molly started the tale but laughed so hard I had to finish. We bought Carl a T-shirt that had a large-mouth bass on it and wrapped it like a birthday present. He wore it three days in a row. He played a concert in it. We spent weeks teasing him about his misadventure. His only defense was to remind us how beautiful that creature had been and, if one is going to be forced to suck dick, he was glad it was her dick he sucked. Molly admitted she would have fucked that woman in a heartbeat.

Carl had gotten in trouble by seducing the wife of a German politician. The man had used his connections to have Carl snatched from the bedroom and brought to the KitKat Club. The owners of the club, former porn producers and extremely wealthy, were happy to humiliate an American. Too bad for them Carl ended up enjoying the encounter.

We finished our tour of Euro cities and landed in the studio to make a record. We had tons of material and set to work on selecting only the best songs. It was grueling work, with lots of conflict, many clashes of opinions. Slowly, one by one, we hammered the songs out and added them to the album.

Months later, we finished.

We handed the whole mess off to Teddy and booked a flight back to the States. The album hit the shelves and sales, sorry, downloads, took off. We were finally making enough money we no longer needed to tour. But Carl missed his constant stream of new hot babes and Molly missed her army of hot young men. When all was said and done, we were on the road again after six months. What was the first city on our tour? Coincidentally, Berlin.


Chapter 15

Carl said he had learned his lesson and swore to leave the politician’s wife alone, and if you think Carl was telling the truth, you haven’t been paying attention. Nobody tells Carl what to do. We dropped our gear at the hotel and Carl was immediately on the phone, establishing a rendezvous with her. She was thrilled he’d returned to Germany, and she was delighted he’d called her again. She knew what kind of man he is. She knew how great a compliment his calling was, especially after the punishment he’d received.  He showered and raced out the door.

Molly, Wille, and I hit the street in search of dinner. We ate and drank and toasted our recent success. We were family. We quarreled, like family, but the bond that connected us could not be broken. Willie got misty eyed talking about how much he loved us. We sat in our booth long after the meal, reminiscing. After quite some time, the waiter brought us drinks, compliments of a man at the bar wearing a three-piece suit. The waiter told us the man was a fan of the band. We raised our glasses in salute, and he raised his. We drank.

After that, things got fuzzy.

After things turned fuzzy, they turned black.

We awoke in a large dark basement somewhere in Berlin, strapped to reclining chairs. Carl was similarly bound with us. We’d all been stripped naked. The man from the bar in the suit stood off in the shadows, speaking quietly on his phone. He ended the call. He left the shadows to enter our circle of light. I should have been panicking far more than I was and realized whatever drug they used at the restaurant was keeping us docile and compliant.

“When a punishment fails,” he said, German accent strong. “The severity of the punishment is increased until behavior changes.”

“Fuck you, Hans,” Carl sneered.

Hans motioned to someone out of sight, someone still lingering in the shadows. A figure emerged, the same gorgeous woman with her gorgeous penis that had punished Carl the first time, months ago. Tonight, she wore a mesh body stocking with a hole provided for her large cock and balls. She was flaccid now, but I remembered how she stayed erect through everything the first time we saw her. In one hand she carried a long black case, about the size of a shoe box, with a battery pack attached at one end and a large hole at the other. The hole was ringed with padding. Loose wires hung from the box which ended in small disks, like you see for heart patients. In her other hand she carried a small rack containing four syringes, three filled with a red liquid, one with a green. I wondered what Hans had planned for us.

“What the fuck is all that?” Carl asked.

“You drugged us,” Molly said, angry. “At the restaurant.”

“I did,” Hans said. “Carl cannot control himself. I hope when he sees his actions affects those he loves, he’ll learn restraint.”

“This is about the politician’s wife,” I said.  “How about you teach her some self-control instead of taking this shit out on us?”

“She will be punished too,” he said, and his voice carried a note of danger. “For now, my associate, Rosalie, who I believe you already met, will handle what needs doing.”

“You better not stick us with those needles,” Molly warned.

“Or what, Molly?” the man said. “You are bound and helpless. You are at my mercy, and my employer chose me for this task because I have none. I suggest you all try winning my favor. This air of confrontation does not serve you. I will indeed stick you with these needles and then sit back and enjoy the show, much like I enjoyed your concert.”

“What’s in those syringes?” Willie asked. “Will I like it?”

Hans chuckled.

“Most likely, no. Each injection will make you feel euphoric and fire your central nervous system to make you far more sensitive to any stimulation.”

“That sounds awesome,” Willie said.

“Allow me to finish. The red cartridges are for the men. You will feel things you’ve never felt before, sensations roaring through you like freight trains. Sadly, orgasms will be denied, despite how hard you try to reach them, and believe me, you will desperately try to reach them. The red liquid contains a drug that will prevent you achieving climax. The green syringe is for Molly. Like you, her body will become a cauldron of seething sensations, pleasures washing over her like she’s never experienced before. Her body and mind will soar through Heaven, captivated and awestruck. Unlike you, however, her orgasms will be easy and endless, each more powerful than the last. Her desperation will come from the direction opposite yours. She will crave one after the other, relentlessly pursuing the next great climax.”

“That doesn’t sound like punishment,” Molly laughed.

Hans gave her a hard stare.

“You say that now,” he said.

“What’s the box for?” I asked.

The man turned his attention to me.

“That device is for Carl. Rosalie will bring Carl erect and then slip him into the box, attaching the electrodes to his body. Carl seems to live his life in a reckless pursuit of pleasure, so I will use that against him. Carl will experience pleasure like he’s never known. Whatever you and Molly and Wille feel under the effects of this drug, know this: Carl’s sensations are a thousand times more intense.”

I tested my restraints. I knew in my heart that a man like this would never make a mistake like that, but I had to try. There was no give at all.

“Why are you telling us all this?” I asked. “Why not just let it happen and watch us freak out? Wouldn’t it be worse not knowing, wondering what’s coming?”

Hans leaned over my bound body.

“Knowing is infinitely worse.”

He stepped back and waved Rosalie closer. She looked as sexy as the first night we saw her. Her soft, smooth cock hung in front of her body like a trophy. It looked healthy and pink and lightly oiled. One fat vein ran along the top to vanish under the helmet head. Her perfect porcelain skin looked like she’d never had pubic hair in her life. She plucked a red syringe from the rack and approached Willie.

“Are you going to hurt me?” he softly asked.

She smiled lovingly.

“Only a little,” she said, touching his face. “But I will also make you feel fantastic. I think you’ll like it.”

“All right.”

Rosalie gently slipped the needle under his skin and pressed the plunger. The red fluid disappeared, entering his body. He looked frightened.

“It’s going to be okay, Willie,” I said. “All this is only to display their power, to show us what they are capable of. They won’t truly hurt us.”

The drugs must have started affecting him right away. His eyelids fluttered. His penis rolled to the side.

“Okay, Sam,” he said. “Thanks.”

Rosalie moved to Molly. My wife looked into her big blue eyes and then down her body, lingering on the woman’s impressive cock.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you since I first saw you,” Molly said.

“Same.”

“Will I hate this?”

Rosalie nodded.

“You will,” she admitted. “But less than you love it. It will change you. If you like sex, this will make you love it. If you already love sex, you will become a ravenous woman, craving sex all the time, like me.”

She leaned over and kissed my wife on the mouth. She slipped the needle into Molly’s arm and shot her full of green fluid. She treated Carl next and then me and then returned to Carl. Hans watched the drugs take effect in each of us. A gnat landed on my forearm, and I felt each footfall. My gaze jumped to Hans. He laughed.

“You feel that, yes?” he asked. “Just wait.”

I shook my arm and the insect buzzed away but I was aware of every hair follicle, every inch of my flesh.

“Dear God,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry,” Rosalie said. “You’ll see him soon enough.”

I looked at the others. Willie was slowly writhing in his straps. Rosalie knelt by Carl’s chair and kissed his scrotum and shaft. With the tip of her tongue, she traced one long vein from balls to head. Our lead guitarist groaned, cock swelling. Rosalie reached the head and opened wide, scooping his penis into her mouth. Carl grunted as the drugs accentuated the rush of pleasure. Rosalie dug her long nails into his ball sack and pulled, balancing pain and pleasure. Carl lifted his hips as far as the straps would allow.

“See, guys,” I said, ignoring the growing buzzing in my head. “This is not so bad. I knew they were only fucking with us.”

Rosalie slipped the open end of the long box over Carl’s partial erection. She attached the electrodes to his thighs and stomach and flipped a switch. The box hummed and vibrated, and Carl’s entire body went rigid. He growled loudly, which turned into a cry of dismay.

“Fucking, fuck!” he yelled. “Take it off!”

Rosalie backed away, admiring her handiwork. The vibrations turned louder.

“He’s getting sucked, stroked, and vibrated, all at the same time,” Hans said.

Every muscle on Carl’s body clenched. His hands curled into fists.

I wanted to keep watching but Molly caught my eye. My wife’s skin now had a rosy hue body-wide and her nipples had risen to stiff nubs. Her bald pussy lips were already engorged. She tried to reach her clit, but the straps restricted her.

“Bastards,” she seethed.

Rose noticed my wife’s struggles.

“You,” Rosalie said. “I can help.” She climbed onto Molly’s chair and straddled her chest. She lifted her penis by the head. “Open wide,” she said.

Molly hurried to obey. She’d wanted to fuck Rosalie from the moment she first saw her. My wife dropped her jaw and Rose sat the head of her cock on Molly’s tongue.

“Suck,” she told my wife.

Molly sucked.

No.

Molly devoured. My wife needed that cock in her mouth, craved it, savored the pulsating tube of hot meat like her life depended on it. She closed her eyes and took the shaft as far back as she could. Rose let her worship and then lifted the shaft free to lower her balls. Molly attacked those too. Rose grew hard, curving up from her hips, gleaming. She climbed off my wife and stepped on a foot pedal, and I was surprised to see Molly’s legs swing wide open. The lower half of the chair was split up the middle with each of our legs bound separately. Rose pumped the pedal and Molly’s legs opened wider, and then wider again. Her bald and engorged pussy was on full display. Her inner lips peeked between her labia, eager for attention. Rose leaned in and licked Molly from asshole to clitoris and my wife shuddered, gasping, eyes huge.

“Do that again,” Molly begged.

Rose buried her tongue in Molly’s pussy and then pushed it deeper. My wife jumped, pulled hard on her restraints. She groaned and rocked her hips, whole body on fire. Carl cried out from the relentless stimulation and Molly groaned louder, inflamed by Carl’s exquisite suffering.

Wille and I sprouted throbbing erections without being touched.

“These guys are fuckers,” Wille snorted.

I said nothing. My brain and body burned with erotic madness. I felt what Carl felt. I felt what Molly felt. I yearned for orgasm and my torture had not even started yet. I managed only a grunt in response to Wille.

Molly’s cry of release pierced me. Her wail broke at the top as Rose pushed her wriggling tongue even deeper. Just like that, Molly began the climb to her next climax. My wife was sweaty and breathing hard. Rosalie was laughing as she feasted on Molly’s gushing cunt. Wille and I had erections that threatened to burst and there was no way to reach them. Carl snarled his frustration, whining about how close he was to a climax yet unable to get there.

Rosalie stood. Her big cock was poised like a weapon aimed at my wife’s pussy. She cast a sly grin my way.

“Should I give it to her?” she asked.

I nodded.

“It’s what she wants. Give her what she wants.”

Rosalie kept her eyes glued to mine but slowly began to feed Molly’s pussy. My wife’s labia expanded to hug the large pink head and then slithered over the crown. She tried desperately to hurry the invasion, rocking her hips in a failed effort to capture more of that cock. Rose was merciless, laughing at us all, gradually filling my wife’s cunt. Molly moaned and whimpered, doing all she could to thrust on that impaling phallus. Rose fucked my wife until Molly orgasmed again, a roaring howl of release, and then she withdrew to join Hans again. Molly instantly whined for more. Rosalie and Hans stood back to watch our suffering. Long minutes passed. I worried Carl might go insane.

“Let’s jump to the next part,” Hans said, finally.

Rose approached Carl. She removed the torture box, revealing Carl’s pulsating dick swollen bigger than I’d ever seen it. She worked his straps, freeing our lead guitarist. Rosalie moved to stand beside my wife. Carl sat up, rubbed his wrists, and looked around. His eyes landed on Molly, still bound, her legs spread wide.

He never even looked at me.

Carl crossed the distance between them and held his cock in one hand. He spread Molly’s labia with the other and planted the head over her hole.

“Do it!” my wife hissed.

Carl held her thighs and pulled himself forward, sinking half his rampant cock deep. He flexed his ass and drove the rest, as much as her tight pussy could take. He shuffled his feet closer and tried again, pushing more inches of hard meat into my woman. He laid his body on hers, mouthing her breasts and nipples, kissing her throat. My wife groaned from deep satisfaction.

Rosalie pulled a new strap from Molly’s chair and circled Carl’s neck with it, forcing my wife and Carl closer. Rosalie quickly moved down Carl’s body as they fucked, dragging straps across his back and under his ass. She bound the two of them together and then tightened the bindings, mashing Carl and my wife, face to face, his cock buried. They cared not at all that they’d been forcibly united. They gazed into each other’s eyes and fucked with meaning. Hans chuckled. The straps limited Carl’s movement, but he had enough to pump his cock in and out. Molly’s excitement grew until she howled in orgasm. Carl’s thrusts came faster as he chased a desperately needed climax of his own but was unable to get there.

Molly orgasmed again.

“Is this their first mating?” Hans asked. “Look how they crave each other.”

I ignored the asshole. Molly rocked her hips on Carl’s dick like she’d craved it for years and was now thrilled to finally have it in her. We all watched them fuck.

“Now, I think,” Hans told Rosalie.

Rose waited until my wife came again and then untied them. Molly shoved Carl onto his back and straddled the man, reaching down to hold his big dick upright before easing her pussy down onto him. She leaned her breasts into his face.

“Now release Wille,” Hans said.

Rosalie hurried to comply. Wille showed no hesitation as he left his chair to kneel behind Molly and search for her asshole using his erection. My wife gasped and then gasped louder before moaning. Willie pushed his cock up her ass and held her by the shoulders. He pushed her down on Carl, pressing her into the other man. His butt rose and fell. Molly cried out in orgasm again, her body twisting and contorting, sandwiched between the two men, overwhelmed by the sensations.

I saw now how Hans intended this as punishment. Would the band survive? They’d menaced us with threats of unbelievable pleasure and their threats had seemed hollow, but I saw now what they’d done. The careful intimacy the band had maintained lay shattered. Wille and Carl pumped Molly’s body, exorcising years of sexual tension and desire. We’d all seen each other nude many times but I saw their true feelings in the way they fucked my wife. Molly too. Not so much for Wille, but her long repressed desire for Carl was boiling up and out. My wife fucked that man with an urgent need. Was it just the drugs they’d given us? No. That much was obvious.

Rosalie came over and removed my straps too.

I got to my feet, amazed at the sights and sounds of my bandmates fucking my wife. Molly cried out with yet another orgasm, and I moved to stand in front of her. She opened bleary, unfocused eyes and jumped, surprised to see me. Her gaze quickly fell to my pulsating erection. She opened her mouth, inviting me. To accept her invitation was to accept everything that occurred right now, accept the destruction of all our band’s rules. I’d just be another one of the guys, fucking Molly.

I fed her my cock. There was no way I wouldn’t. I held her head in both hands and stuffed my dick all the way in. A grateful Molly moaned and sucked; dick crammed in every hole. We fucked her each to his own rhythm, using her body, which pleased her greatly. I must have worn an expression of dismay because Wille spoke kindly, despite our situation.

“We love her,” he told me. “Carl and I. We’re in love with Molly. We always have been. Why do you think Carl so desperately pursues new pussy? He’s trying to forget. He’s trying to forget how much he loves Molly. We both do. We’re both in love with Molly.”

My wife moaned at his words, moaned, and thrust her body back and forth, fucking each of us. She suffered two earth-shaking climaxes one after the other. She moved herself on each of us, using us just as we used her only now the knowledge of everyone’s true feelings had been added to the mix, heightening the experience for us all. Molly worked her hips on Carl and Wille and Carl, miraculously, impossibly, clenched his body and suddenly roared like a lion, releasing a gallon of pent-up sperm. He proved in that moment what a true cocksman he was.

Hans and Rosalie gasped in shocked disbelief. Carl blasted Molly full of semen, emptying his fat balls inside my wife while almost screaming from the power of his climax.

Of course, all that sent Molly rocketing skyward again, orgasming once more while sandwiched between us all. Carl’s success made Wille and me chase a climax too, but we couldn’t get there. The drugs failed to stop Carl, but they did keep his dick hard and so we three fucked Molly until she was a limp ragdoll. We were still hard as glass when we pulled out of her and laid her nearly unconscious body on the floor.

“Enough,” Hans said. “I believe the lesson has been learned. Clean them up and get them out of here. Carl, leave Mrs. Becker alone.”























































Epilogue

There was an awkward moment when we stepped inside our hotel suite. No one knew what to do. The drugs were beginning to fade but not the sexual tension. We were exhausted. We needed showers and food and sleep. We had another concert tonight. Molly broke the spell.

“I love you,” she said, stepping into my arms and kissing me.

“I love you too,” I said.

She peeled her wifebeater over her head. She flashed her eyes at Willie and Carl.

“I love you,” she told me again, backing towards the big bed. “But I can’t help but feel we all have unfinished business. You men owe me something, something you carry in your balls, and I want it. I want all of it, from each of you.”

She unzipped and shimmied out of her skirt, naked. Our eyes devoured her.

“Tonight,” she continued. “We can go back to being a rock band, a family. But for right now, you are all my lovers, and I want you.”

I was ready. I began to strip, and the boys followed my lead. Molly held her hands out to Wille and Carl.

There was so much we had no need to talk about. We were cool like that. We’d been through so much together, done so much together. They were free to love her. We all loved each other. She’d made it clear I was her man, but we knew we’d all be fucking her from now on.




End.
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