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So, from the very beginning, I have a bit of a confession to make. I'm not a fast and loose kinda guy. I've never had a one-night stand with a stranger in my life. I'm not a loner by any means, but I always took life slow and steady. Which means the events in this story were a very unexpected twist in my life.
It all began during my sophomore year at college. When it seemed like everyone was partying it up, I was actually there to get a good education and a good experience. I dated off and on, but none of it was really serious. I had some great times and made some great friends.
One of these friends was Andrea. My friendship with Andrea was very unexpected. She was a 24 year-old theater major who had returned to college after a couple of years away dealing with personal problems, while I was a 19-year old sophomore exercise science major. We met at work; I didn't really have anything to do with her at first because she was very loud and gossipy, while I was more of the focused professional type. One day, though, when it was just the two of us in the main area, she happened to be watching a funny online video. I went over to watch, and soon enough, we were both laughing together. Despite our very different personalities, we became very close friends over the next couple of years. I helped her with her constant stream of relationship problems and she helped set me up on dates through her theater connections. Of course, none of those dates she helped set up ever seemed to go very far. Looking back, I assume it was actually my close friendship with Andrea that kept those dates from turning into anything that lasted. Not too many girls are comfortable dating a guy who has a very outgoing girl best friend. Especially a girl best friend who was very hot, by most accounts.
Andrea had grown up being slightly overweight all of her life. But when she hit college, she decided to get in shape and slim up a bit. The result was that Andrea became a full-figured woman with curves in all of the right places. Her large and very-well formed boobs were usually what guys first noticed about her, as she later told me matter-of-factly, but she had it all: pretty face, curvy and graceful legs, well-formed hips, and a great ass.
As a straight guy, I was definitely not immune to this. When we first started becoming friends, there's no question that I was very hot for her. But she had a boyfriend, and I always considered myself an upstanding person, so I never made a move on her. Which definitely frustrated the hell out of my guy friends who would have killed to have been in my position.
And as our friendship progressed, I stopped seeing her as a hot girl, and just started seeing her as my best friend. Which is why whenever she broke up with whatever jerk boyfriend she happened to be seeing at the time, I never moved in on her. That's more or less how things were between us. But then, in my senior year, Rachel came along. Unlike my previous girls, Rachel was a girl I pursued on my own. Andrea didn't have any hand in setting us up, which may have had a lot to do with what went down later. Like the other girls, Rachel was intimidated by Andrea at first. But Rachel was sensible, so she tried not to let jealousy get the best of her. And she did a fairly good job. Rachel and I fell in love, and our relationship brought us both a great deal of happiness.
Rachel was not as stunning as Andrea, but I didn't care. Rachel was mine and I loved her.
Unfortunately, Andrea did not appreciate that there was now another girl competing for my attention. Despite her outgoing nature, she didn't let this show all at once. It came out in bits and pieces, like when she'd make a passive aggressive comment against Rachel. Or when she got upset because I told her I couldn't go drinking at her apartment with just the two of us. Over the period of about six months, we eventually stopped talking completely. I hated losing my best friend, but I felt like it wasn't my fault. I was dating Rachel, not Andrea.
Anyway, after Andrea and I stopped talking, years passed. I graduated college and got a good job. Soon after, I asked Rachel to marry me, and she happily accepted.
A week before our wedding, my best guy friends decided that they were going to throw me a bachelor party. As I said before, I'm not normally into crazy parties, but I thought I'd humor them and go along with it. And they promised to keep it fairly laid-back.
We went out to a few bars and hung out for hours. I drank more than I usually do, so when the guys said they were gonna get me a stripper, I just played along and didn't protest. I figured I'd let her dance around for a bit, and then we could all go home.
We headed back to my apartment, and we hung out there for a bit more. When there was a knock at the door, everyone cheered, myself included. When the door opened, though, I felt like I had the wind knocked out of me.
It was Andrea.
She was in a very revealing outfit that highlighted her best features. I could see the outline of her boobs through her thin white shirt she was wearing (that only extended halfway down her chest, leaving her well-toned stomach fully exposed). She was wearing some sort of stockings that made her legs and hips look even curvier. Despite myself, I found myself admiring how good she was looking.
Most of my guy friends immediately started howling and whistling. A few of my guy friends did recognize her though, as I could tell by the "oh shits" that some of them said. Andrea had seen me right away, and immediately looked like she was about to head back out the door.
I should have let her go, but my former best friend instincts took over. I stood up and told my guy friends to get out. I didn't care that I was ruining their fun; I needed to figure out how one of my former friends had ended up as a stripper.
I quickly discovered that Andrea was not happy to see me.
"I see you're enjoying yourself. Why don't you just let me go? I'll get you your money back."
"Andrea, I don't care about the money. How'd you get like this?" I asked.
"I wanted to make some extra money, so I signed up for this. And I'm actually very good at it, thank you very much. And why the hell do you care? Haven't you settled down with that bitch girl of yours yet?" she said nastily.
"I'm actually marrying her in a week. But that's not what I wanted to talk to you about. I know we didn't end our friendship well, but c'mon, Andrea. I know you're better than this." I said, trying to reason with her. "Come on, let's sit down and just talk for a bit, ok?"
"Fuck you," she said, but she let me lead her to the couch.
"Can I get you anything?" I asked, at a loss for words now that she was on the couch with me.
"I'm fine."
"Listen, just pretend that we're still friends. I know we had a falling out, but I want to help. Let's just talk for a bit, and then you can go. I'll even let you keep the money. That's easier than what you'd normally have to do to get it." I said, trying to lighten the mood a bit.
"Oh yeah?" she challenged. "Maybe I like earning my money."
With that, she rose from the couch and stood in front of me. She cupped her breasts seductively, and then ran her hands down her hips, shifting her weight from one leg to another.
"Andrea, what are you doing?" I said, trying to regain control of the situation.
"I'm just doing what I was hired to do," she said, as she stepped closer to me and leaned in, letting her breasts fall in front of my face. "Do you like them? I'm sure that you've always wanted to take a peek."
I just sat there, speechless. Her boobs were only inches in front of my face, and they looked like they were ready to pop out of her shirt. I could see her nipples poking out at me, and I could even make out the dark circles of her areola.
Abruptly, she spun around, and took a few steps away from me. She began moving her hips slowly back and forth. It took me a second to realize she was starting to do a lap dance.
"Andrea, please stop this." I finally managed to work out. I actually sounded rather firm, I was happy to discover.
"Why? C'mon, I know you've always wanted to see my boobs. Just a quick peek."
With that, she turned back to face me, and started pulling up the bottom of her already revealing shirt. The bottoms of her boobs were exposed for a second, and then she lowered the shirt again as she watched my face. Seeing that I was totally absorbed in watching her show, she removed her shirt completely in a single motion, letting her exposed breasts fall free.
"You like what you see?" she asked.
Her boobs were very well formed and proportioned, and they rode high on her chest. For a second, I had an overwhelming urge to reach out and grab them, but I managed to restrain myself. I had to end this soon. "Andrea, that's enough."
I began to stand, but Andrea quickly moved on top of me before I made it. She straddled my lap so that her boobs were brushing my chest and her hips were directly above mine. She looked me square in the eyes and said, "But Scott, I'm earning my money." With that, she began gyrating her hips onto me, and I found my strength quickly leaving. My body dropped back down into the couch.
"Ooh." Andrea moaned. "That feels good."
Despite me willing it to stay down, my cock began stirring in my pants. Andrea must have felt it, because she said, "oh, I think someone is enjoying this."
She kept gyrating, but reached down with one of her hands and started rubbing my penis through my jeans. As soon as I felt her hand, I moaned softly.
"Oh, someone is definitely enjoying this," she said as she slowly unzipped my jeans, continuing to move her hips in circles on me. My cock popped free and Andrea grasped it with her hand. "You know, I always used to joke with you that you had a small penis. I see how wrong I was."
With that, she began to stroke my cock until it was fully erect and pushing itself against Andrea's pussy, kept out only by the thin stocking panties she was wearing.
"You feel how wet I am?" she asked seductively, slowly increasing the speed she was gyrating. "I'm sure you've fantasized about sleeping with me. Imagined how it would feel to play with my breasts, how good my pretty little mouth would feel while I was sucking you. How tight my pussy would be on your hard cock. I'm sure you've always wanted to fuck the hell out of me. And now, feel how close your cock is to just slipping in?" She used her hand to push my cock right up against her pussy. I could feel her juices through the fabric, and I almost lost it then.
"Do you want to be inside me?" she asked, as she pressed down on my cock with her pussy. The tip of my cock had pushed in between her lips, although the fabric kept me from pushing further. All I could do was nod.
"Say it, Scott. Say, 'I want to be inside you, Andrea.'"
"I want to be inside you, Andrea," I gasped.
"Say, 'I want to fuck you, even though I'm getting married in a week'"
"I want to fuck the hell out of you, even though I'm getting married. Please, let me stick it in." I pleaded.
Andrea smiled. She stopped her gyrating and stood up slightly, pulling her pussy away from my cock that was leaking pre-cum. She slowly pushed her panties to the side and began to lower her body onto mine.
I held my cock in place, aiming it towards her pussy that was just an inch away. Andrea lowered herself just enough so that the tip of my cock touched her pussy lips, and then rose again. I moaned.
Andrea smiled and lowered herself again, returning her pussy to the tip of my cock, but she moved my hands away from holding it and grasped my cock herself. She began rubbing my cock up and down her pussy, letting me feel just how wet she had gotten. I almost lost it for the second time right there.
When I moaned again, Andrea stopped rubbing my cock back and forth and positioned it at the entrance of her pussy. I instinctively thrust my hips upward and entered her. Andrea gasped and let herself down, completely engulfing my cock. Her pussy was incredibly tight, and I could feel her working her muscles in her vagina, squeezing my cock even further. I don't know how I managed to avoid blowing my load in her then, but I suspect the alcohol I had drunk earlier might have played a role.
I didn't orgasm, and she began slowly riding me, leaning back and putting her hands on my knees to support herself. I had never been fucked this well in my life, and I was in absolute ecstasy as she bounced up and down on my cock. Her boobs swung with her, making a slapping noise every time they came back down and hit her chest. Her face was one of complete pleasure, and I'm sure it matched my own. She began moaning loudly, which only motivated me to increase my own thrusts. Soon, I was grunting steadily myself, and our voices became louder and louder as we pounded each other harder and harder.
Suddenly, I felt her pussy quiver and she gasped. "Oh my god, Scott, I'm cumming!"
As I heard her say that, I lost all control, and I felt myself release too. My cock throbbed as it squirted a load of cum deep into her pussy.
"Oh my god! Andrea!" I puffed, trying to catch my breath. Andrea collapsed on top of me, my cock growing limp inside her.
Several seconds passed as our breathing became more regular, and then everything I had just done came crashing down on my mind.
"Oh, fuck." I said.
Andrea raised her head and smiled. "That was pretty good, huh?"
"Shit," I said, pushing her gently but firmly off of me. "Shit! FUCK!" I yelled to myself.
"Calm down!" Andrea said, pulling herself closer to me. "Nobody has to know, especially your soon-to-be wife. But it's gonna cost you."
"Fuck. What?" I said, trying to figure out what had just happened to me and how the hell I was going to fix it.
"I won't tell anyone what just happened. But I'm not on birth control, and I have a feeling that if I went to talk to Rachel and tell her why there's a chance I might be pregnant, she'd be pretty pissed. Now, if you don't want that to happen, I say you better fork over a good chunk of change," Andrea said, with a smile on her face. "I told you that I'm good at what I do. And that I earn the money I make. Now, I'll let you get dressed and clean things up. I'll be giving you a call later, and we can work out the details of my payment then."
And with that, Andrea pulled on her clothes and walked out the door, never looking back once. The door shut behind her, leaving me sitting on the couch trying to figure out exactly how bad I had just fucked up.
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The following story is one that I tell with a bit of reluctance. On the one hand, it is a relief to finally get it out of my system, but on the other hand, leaving it on a public forum for all to read is somewhat intimidating. I can only hope that when it is all finished, my relief outweighs my regret.
This story begins about the time I started pharmacy school. I was young and eager, excited by my future career and my own potential. I was a pretty by-the-book kinda guy, and I was well on my way to a stable and well-off (even if somewhat mundane) life.
If not for the events in this story, I probably would have ended up there one day.
It all started when I decided to apply for a pharmacy intern position at our local Walgreens, just after I was accepted into pharmacy school. I figured I needed the experience as well as the money, and it would be worth the extra responsibility. Two of the pharmacists I worked with were pretty ordinary, as far as pharmacists go. Middle-aged, slightly burnt out on their careers, a fair dose of apathy, but pleasant enough to work with.
The third pharmacist, Marie, was something else entirely. She was young, having just graduated pharmacy school the year that I started. (If my math is correct, that would have made her 25 at the time.) She was pretty, in a professional sense, with dirty blond hair, slim, and a great smile. While I appreciated that she was easy to look at, I never really thought much else of it. She was my boss, and my primary concern was making sure she was happy with me. Plus, for the first several months that I worked with her, she was always wearing a white coat, which made it difficult to notice much of her figure. And when I did finally see her without her coat, the pants she wore were professional and not very flattering (although I did notice her boobs seemed nicely shaped).
What most appealed to me about Marie was her easy-going nature and her work ethic. She loved to joke around with her coworkers and was very laid-back. She was also eager to help around the pharmacy wherever it was needed, rather than make her techs do all of the work for her. And on the weekends that she worked, she always insisted on buying everyone pizza for lunch.
Needless to say, she was the most-liked pharmacist at our store.
A few patients had tried asking her out on a date, but she was a married woman, and always made that clear whenever someone did flirt with her. Which was another reason I didn't see her as anything other than my boss.
Still, by the time several months had passed, Marie and I had gotten pretty close as coworkers. I respected her ability, and I think she admired how quickly I picked up everything I needed to learn. She would get openly excited when she saw that I would be working with her later in the week, and I was just as happy to work with her.
During slow times in the pharmacy, we would talk about non-pharmacy related things. We found out that we had many things in common. We both liked the same sports teams, similar types of movies, and our sense of humor was very compatible, to name just a few. I began to think of her less of a boss and more of a friend.
This continued for a few more months, until one day Marie took off her coat to go to the bathroom, and I noticed she was wearing different pants than usual. Rather than her typical not-so-flattering dress pants, she was wearing tight khakis that made it very clear that she had a great looking ass. I couldn't believe I had gone so long without noticing it before, and I think she might have caught me staring as she walked out.
I definitely had a new appreciation for her looks. She wasn't just professionally pretty. She was hot.
I have to admit, she did become somewhat of a fantasy of mine after that, but I was careful to maintain my professional relationship with her. Plus, I wasn't the type of guy to go after a married woman.
Everything probably would have continued normally, even after that, if not for a problem in Marie's private life.
As I found out from a few different conversations we had, Marie really wanted kids. She had been married to her husband for a couple years by that point, and she hinted they had been trying to have a baby most of that time without success. Marie loved her husband, but I could tell by the way she talked about it that all of their failed attempts was putting some strain on their relationship.
Whenever she brought it up, I maintained my professionalism and was supportive, but only enough to show that I was sympathetic. I understood it was on her mind, but it wasn't my issue.
Eventually, Marie stopped talking about it, and life in the pharmacy continued as normal, although she seemed to be in bad moods more often than I had remembered.
Then, one day as we were closing down the pharmacy, I finally was shown just how much not having kids was bothering her. The other employees had just finished leaving, and I had closed the pharmacy gate getting ready to leave myself, when Marie called back from the breakroom.
"Hey, Scott, can you come back here for a second?"
I was ready to leave but didn't mind doing Marie a favor. I pulled the gate back enough to let me in, and went back to see what she wanted.
She was standing in the middle of the break room in the same tight khakis I had seen her in before. She was also wearing a shirt that was professional but held her boobs up very well.
"What's up?" I asked, trying to avoid staring too much.
Marie struggled with her words for a second before sighing. "I'm just gonna come out and say it. I'm about to ask you for a huge favor, and I want you to know that it's okay if you say no. I wouldn't even ask, but I don't know what else to do at this point."
"Sure, anything. What's wrong?" I asked, genuinely concerned at this point.
"You know how I told you that Dan and I have been trying to have kids?" she asked.
"Well, you never said it directly, but I thought that's what you were getting at," I said, unsure of where the conversation was heading.
"Well, I figured out why we haven't been able to," Marie said, turning around and sitting on the table, giving me a quick glimpse of her ass. "Dan's sterile."
She paused for a moment, looking at me. When I didn't respond, she continued, "I'm sure you're wondering what any of this has to do with you. Let me explain a bit. We've been trying to have kids since we got married. At first, I thought maybe we were just really unlucky, but as time went on, I began to wonder if there was something else wrong. Finally, I went and took a fertility test. I didn't tell Dan, because we fight whenever we talk about having kids, but I still wanted to know for myself. As it turns out, I'm definitely fertile. I was surprised to hear that, but in a good way. I started to wonder, though, if maybe Dan was the problem. One time after we had finished having sex, I managed to save some of his semen and get a sperm count on it. There's no way he could get me pregnant."
Marie said this last part so casually that I barely noticed how directly she was talking about her sex life. My mind was too busy trying to process everything she was saying.
She continued, "When I found this out, I was devastated. I've really wanted kids as long as I can remember, but the man I've married can't give any to me. I've thought about talking to Dan about it, but I don't want to risk our marriage any more by telling him. I thought about doing artificial insemination and passing the baby off as our own, but there's so much time and paperwork involved with that that I don't think I can do it without Dan noticing. And that's where you come in."
She paused again, letting that sink in. I shook my head, trying to figure out what she was getting at.
"What do you want me to do?" I asked.
She sighed again. "I'm just going to be blunt. I will pay you $5,000 to have sex with me right now, and let me pass the baby off as mine and Dan's. You look enough like him that it shouldn't be a problem, and I handle our money so he shouldn't notice that either."
I was overwhelmed with thoughts. I had fantasized about Marie, sure, but that kind of stuff never actually happens. And even when it does, it's never like it is in your fantasy. And I still couldn't believe this wasn't some elaborate prank she was pulling.
"You're joking, right?" I finally asked.
"Look, I completely understand if you're not comfortable with this. I'm certainly not, but I just don't know what else to do right now. If there was another way or someone else I could ask, I would. But there isn't, and of the few people I trust enough for something like this, you're the only one who isn't also friends with Dan. "
Despite myself, I realized I was considering it. No doubt I was thinking with my penis somewhat at this point, but I felt that I would legitimately be helping a friend too. Of course, it helped that she was hot.
"I can't believe I'm saying this," I said, "but I'll do it. And you don't have to pay me. I know it's hard on you as it is. Plus, I don't want to feel like a gigolo."
Marie laughed half-heartedly. "Thanks. Let's just make this quick, and then we can continue our lives like nothing happened, okay?"
"Sure," I said, nodding. "So, how do you want to do this?"
Marie thought for a second, and said, "Well, I guess the first step is to take our clothes off. Then, I've got some lube that I can use, and I guess after that, we'll just go for it."
Despite my growing horniness, I still felt the whole situation was ridiculous, but I began taking my clothes off just the same. I noticed that Marie had followed suit.
She slipped her shirt off first, exposing her well-toned stomach. Then, without missing a beat, she unbuckled her khakis and pulled them off her legs. I had gotten my pants and shirt off as well, and for a second, we both paused, standing in our underwear and looking at each other.
I saw Marie take a quick glance downward at my growing boner, then quickly upwards. It happened so fast that I almost didn't catch it, but the blush that began to appear in her cheeks confirmed what I saw.
"Well, I guess there's no turning back now," Marie said, as she reached behind her and unbuckled her bra.
As she pulled it away, revealing her breasts, I realized that my fantasies of Marie didn't do her justice. Her boobs were just the right size and were perfectly shaped. I was also quickly gaining a new appreciation for how well her hips were curved. Dan was certainly a lucky man.
At this point, Marie turned around and pulled her panties down, letting me see her bare ass for the first time. Like her boobs, her ass was very well shaped, and I could tell she worked out regularly. If I didn't have a full erection before, I certainly did now.
I pulled my boxers down, letting my cock swing free. Marie didn't notice, because she was still turned around, reaching into her purse on the break table. She pulled out some lube, and applied it deftly between her legs.
She pulled herself onto the table, letting her legs hang off, and turned to face me. "Well, let's get this over with".
Marie spread her legs open, exposing her well-groomed pussy. I just stood there, admiring her body. I couldn't believe there was ever a point that I didn't notice how hot she was. In another life, she could have easily been a porn star, but the fact that she was always professional made her even hotter.
In a trance, I walked up to her until my cock was an inch away from entering her. "Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked, giving her one last chance to back out before I gave myself over to my instincts entirely.
"Yes. Just make it fast," Marie said, putting her arms behind her for support.
With one hand, I gripped my cock and stepped closer to Marie. My cock touched the cool lube on her pussy, and I moaned inwardly. Instead of inserting my cock immediately, I began rubbing it on her pussy lips in a circular motion. I was at eye level with Marie, and it took everything in my willpower to avoid kissing her.
I think Marie realized that I was quickly losing control, because she used one of her hands to grasp my penis and guide it to her hole. Rather than bringing me out of my lust, though, this only increased it. I pushed forward slowly, and her pussy enveloped my cock. It was very tight, but the lube made it easy to slide in. Before I knew it, I was completely inside her.
I stared into her blue eyes as I began a slow pumping motion. Marie didn't make a sound, but she dropped her gaze to my cock plunging in and out of her.
I should have lost my load right there, but somehow I managed to hold on. I picked up speed gradually, and overcome with horniness, I moved my hands from my side and placed them on her hips. I was afraid that Marie would move them away, but she didn't. Her gaze was fixed firmly on our lower regions.
As I increased my pace, I noticed Marie's boobs bouncing with each pumping motion. Unable to control myself, I moved a hand upwards and squeezed one of them gently. Marie sharply looked up at me, but didn't say anything. Emboldened, I began massaging it, rubbing her nipple between my fingers. Marie made a small grunting noise, and a glazed look came over her eyes. I moved my hand upwards, running it behind her neck, then through her hair, cupping her head. I ran my other hand down her side, feeling the curve of her hip, and then up over her stomach. As my hand touched her mid-section, her pussy muscles spasmed and gripped my cock tightly. Her legs suddenly wrapped tightly around me, which put me over the edge. Sensing that I was close to blowing, I reached behind her and grabbed her shoulders with both hands. I plunged deep into her pussy, and in a state of pure ecstasy, shot my load inside her.
Panting, I slowly withdrew. My cock was quickly deflating, but I could see that it was still leaking cum. Marie seemed to be catching her breath as well, but the glazed look in her eyes was gone. For a second, we stared at each other, before Marie glanced away. I stepped back, letting her stand up from the table.
She reached a hand between her legs, and when she pulled her finger tips away, I could see some of my cum on them.
"Well," she said, "I guess we're finished."
"Yeah," I said, ecstasy fading. "I guess we should get dressed."
Marie got a napkin from her purse, and wiped her hand, then wiped away some excess cum that was still dripping from her pussy.
"Well, I think we should be set" she said. "I just hope it worked."
We put our clothes on in silence, and I was about to leave, Marie grabbed my arm.
"What happened tonight is between us," she said, imploring with her eyes. "I did this for Dan, and while I appreciate you helping me out, we have to maintain our professional relationship. While I consider you a friend, I'm still your boss, and I can't treat you differently."
I nodded. "I understand."
Marie sighed. "Thank you. You're a good friend."
With that, she gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, and pulled the gate open for me to leave.
I walked to my car in a daze, still somewhat high from the sex, but quickly coming back to earth. I couldn't stop thinking about the tightness of Marie's pussy, the way her boobs bounced when I pounded into her, or the way she gasped when I rubbed her nipple. I went to bed that night wondering how I could possibly see her as just my boss again.
[To be continued in Part 2]
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Author's disclaimer: I realize that the size of this story may dissuade potential readers from starting it. And to be fair, if you're looking for a quick dive into some action, this story may not be for you. There's just as much focus on the setups and seductions as there is on the payoffs themselves. On the other hand, if you're into that sort of thing, I suspect you're in for a treat.
All of that said, the story is broken into three distinct parts that make it more manageable. You don't have to make it to the end for the good stuff to begin; each part has its own setup & climax. I debated posting each part separately, but I ultimately preferred to leave it as one coherent story.
And the usual disclaimers: all characters are fictional, similarities to real-world people/events are purely coincidental, everyone involved is of legal consenting age, etc.
PART 1
My wife Emmie and I had been married about 20 years when the following events took place. By all accounts, our marriage was a great one--sure, we had small disagreements, but on all the major points we were aligned. Some may find that surprising, given the story below, but if anything, I think it may have been the foundation for it.
Emmie is forty and still very attractive in a mom-next-door type of way. She has dark brown hair, pale skin with blue eyes, and a killer smile that is both innocent and mesmerizing. Plus, she has a body type that I describe as "casually hot": no singularly stunning feature, but her curves were well-proportioned and fit her size well. But what really drew me to Emmie was her sense of humor. I found that her wit acted as a foil to my own--we could make a joke out of almost anything. I credited a good part of the success of our relationship to this; disagreements seem smaller if you can laugh at them together.
We had just one kid, Noah, who was just over halfway through his freshman year at college. Technically, that made us empty-nesters, I suppose, but I never felt like it applied to us. Our life seemed full even with Noah living dorm-life an hour away. Emmie was back to working full time as an RN at a level 2 trauma center, while I was still climbing the corporate ladder at a medical insurance company.
Our sex life was average. We'd been hot and heavy when we were younger, but both of our drives had cooled a bit after Noah. We still had sex, but it sometimes seemed like we were going through the motions more than anything. I don't think either of us really minded, but after Noah left the house, I'd made more of an effort to rekindle our spark. I could tell Emmie seemed hesitant, though, and after a few discussions, she admitted her self-confidence had taken a bit of a dive over the years.
Obviously, I'm biased, but I still thought Emmie was very attractive, especially for her age. She'd been a dancer in her younger years, and although she had some extra cushion now, you could still see her athletic core underneath. I did my best to help build her confidence, but she never seemed to put much stock in my compliments ("you're my husband, of course you have to tell me I'm pretty" etc.).
I could have kept pushing or suggested therapy, but after years of marriage, you get better at telling what's worth fighting for and what isn't. Even with boring sex, I was still very happy with Emmie. Besides, I'm more than capable of taking care of my own needs--thanks, Internet!
In the midst of my porn searches, I began to encounter different stories and videos involving hot-wives. At first, I was skeptical. I couldn't understand what the hell was wrong with husbands who would be okay with their wives sleeping around with other men. To me, that just sounded like either the husbands liked being dominated indirectly or they were just looking for their own justification to sleep with other women. And maybe that's true for some hot-wife husbands.
Eventually, though, I came to see a new side to hot-wives. It didn't have to be about the husband at all. I realized it could be more about stoking a wife's lust to the point that it overcame her own reluctance--which is basically the point of any sexual taboo. And unlike with cheating, there wasn't the messiness of betrayal to worry about.
For a while, it was just a fantasy that I had. Hot-wife porn was a great way to indulge, but eventually I began to wonder if I would ever be able to experience it in my own life. Would I even want to? Would Emmie? I wasn't sure, but I did know that I had now moved from hot-wife-as-fantasy to thinking about my own wife as a potential hot-wife. I never brought it up to Emmie, but the more I thought about it, the hornier it made me. I knew eventually I would need a release.
As luck would have it, I had my first chance sooner than I expected.
Emmie worked with another RN named Tyler, and they had formed a close bond over the previous year. Their friendship never bothered me, even when Tyler became newly single (his wife Shannon came out as a lesbian and left him). Tyler seemed like a real stand-up guy, but more importantly, he and Emmie never hung out together outside of work without me. Maybe that made me naïve, but I think even if Tyler wanted to try something, Emmie would have shot it down.
Tyler had a son, David, who was getting married, and he had invited the two of us to the wedding. We didn't know anyone else there, but Emmie wanted to support her friend, and I was happy to tag along, for the open bar if nothing else. But I had another reason too.
Weddings are inherently horny affairs. The ceremony itself may be formal and proper, but the reception shows what the day is really about. Between the dancing, the liquor, and the loud music, it's a recipe for lowered inhibitions. I had bottled up my hot-wife fantasy for so long that I was now seeing opportunities everywhere, and I told myself if there was a way to make something happen at the wedding, I was going for it; consequences be damned.
I saw my first chance soon after we had eaten dinner. The DJ had opened up the dance floor, and there was now a large group of wedding guests letting loose to the music. Emmie was tipsy by this point, wine glass still in hand, when Tyler walked over to our table.
"Thanks for coming guys, I really appreciate it," he said, giving us both hugs. "It's been a good night--I'm so excited for David and Kate. Not even Shannon and her girlfriend can bring me down."
Emmie had told me how hard Shannon's newfound sexuality had been affecting Tyler, and I could tell that despite the happy occasion, he was feeling lonely.
"Yeah, David and Kate make a great couple!" Emmie said cheerfully, slight slur in her words. I nodded my agreement.
Tyler looked at us both with a big smile that didn't quite cover the sadness in his eyes. "Well, I hope you enjoy yourselves tonight. Be sure and have a dance for me. I've got some more people to greet, but I need some liquid courage from the bar first."
As Tyler walked away, I was struck by an idea. I'd thought of a way to get Emmie feeling frisky... but I also needed a guy who could take advantage of it. Who better than someone she already liked, especially now that he was newly single?
"Poor guy," I said, squeezing Emmie's free hand as she drained the rest of her wine.
"Yeah, he really got a raw deal with Shannon. You'd think maybe you wouldn't get married to a man if you weren't attracted to them... but apparently not."
"You should have a dance with him. See if you could cheer him up." I said, feeling bold.
Emmie laughed. "You're just trying to get out of dancing with me. Nice try, but it's not gonna work."
"I'm serious. Poor guy looks like he needs a confidence boost. Dancing with you would give any guy one."
Emmie rolled her eyes. "Okay, now you're just being silly. Besides, I'm not dancing with Tyler. That would just be weird."
Well, so much for that, I thought. I needed another approach.
"Seems kinda mean to not throw a guy a lifeline when he needs it... but if you're not up for dancing with Tyler, I guess I'll volunteer. Would you dance with me, Emmie?"
Emmie kissed me on the lips. "I thought you'd never ask," she said, as she pulled me towards the dance floor.
We danced together through a few songs; some fast, some slow. With each song, Emmie seemed to be more uninhibited, whether due to the wine or her dancing brain taking over. As she became increasingly animated, I could tell her inner fire was being stoked. At the moment, she only had eyes for me, but if there was a way to change that...
I darted glances looking around for Tyler, but it looked like he was deep in conversation with relatives. Damn it, Tyler, I thought. You're not making this easy for me.
While I was thinking of how to pry Tyler free, the current slow song ended. Rather than start a new song, the DJ announced that it was line-dance time. I'm not a fan of line dances, but Emmie loves them. I told her I was going to swing by the bar and walk around the venue until it was over. Secretly, I thought maybe it would buy me some time to get Tyler involved.
Once there were enough people on the dance floor, the DJ started one of the classic wedding line dances just as I picked up a beer. I was planning on making my way over to Tyler and steal him away, but in the minute I had turned my back, he had vanished. Well shit. Now what?
I made my way back across the reception hall, tossing a quick wave to Emmie who was now looking very sexy as she rhythmically moved across the floor. I even caught a few of the young groomsmen shooting glances at her. I felt my frustration growing that this might be the best chance I ever had to test my fantasy, and yet my one lead had disappeared. Maybe this was a sign that it wasn't meant to happen.
In order to distract myself, rather than return to my seat, I went to the back of the venue and sat down next to a middle-aged guy who was also alone, beer in hand.
"Not feeling the line dance either, huh?" I asked. "I'm Scott."
"Matt," he said, offering a handshake.
"Nice to meet you, Matt. You here for the bride or the groom?"
"Bride. Kate's my niece. Honestly, ever since my divorce, I've thought weddings were a waste of time and money, but I couldn't turn down her invite without looking like a jackass."
"You came alone? Brave man," I said sympathetically, but my brain was processing this new information. Just because Tyler wasn't working out, didn't mean my plan was totally a bust. This guy was only a bit older than me, and he was in remarkably good shape...
Matt chuckled in response to my comment. "Nah, not brave, just supportive. Besides, the view is nice," he said, gesturing towards the line dancers, many of whom were women putting on their best show.
"Amen to that, friend," I said clapping him on the back. I could now see another way for my plan to play out, and I decided to go for it.
"You see the woman in the middle row, towards our left? Black hair, blue dress?" Emmie was rocking her hips sensuously, moving like a woman half her age.
Matt's eyes followed my directions. "Oh yeah, she's hot. She definitely knows what she's doing up there."
"Yeah, she does," I agreed. "Her name's Emmie. She's a former dancer. She's my wife."
"Oh shit. Sorry, man, I meant no offense," Matt said hurriedly. "I didn't know."
"It's all good. I mean, you're right; she is hot." I shrugged. "Can't blame men for looking."
"No, but some men would be bothered anyway. You're a cool guy," Matt said, sipping his beer.
I could tell that I was reaching a crossroads in the conversation. Was I going to keep pushing forward or end it and wait for another chance? After a swig of my beer, I decided to take the plunge. Who knew when I might get a better opportunity. Might as well see what happens.
"So, I'm gonna be super honest with you right now, Matt. Are you cool with that?"
"Uh, sure," he said, uncertain of where I was going.
"Emmie's in her element right now, but when she's not dancing, her self-esteem isn't as good as it used to be. I'm looking for a man who can help remind her of what she's got."
Matt looked at me suspiciously. "What do you mean?"
"Don't worry. I'm not asking you to do anything you're not comfortable with. I've tried for months now to convince her that she's still attractive, but she just writes if off as me being husbandly. I need someone who's not her husband to convince her."
"Convince her? What, like tell her she's hot?"
This was it. The moment of truth.
I leaned in, conspiratorially. "As a start, maybe. She needs to feel wanted by someone who she doesn't think is obligated to want her. I told her I was leaving to take a walk and she's had a few drinks. This is a chance for someone to get up and step in for a dance or two."
"You want me to dance with her? Why didn't you just say that from the get-go?"
"I don't want you to JUST dance with her. I want you to dance with her... and then see how far you can go..." I trailed off, letting my words sink in.
Matt was silent for a second, and then laughed. "You're crazy, man. You're putting me on, aren't you?"
I shook my head. "I'm dead serious. You have my permission to go as far as she'll let you. Maybe she turns you down right away, maybe you get lucky, and you get a few dances, or maybe if things go well, you can find a quiet place to wander off to. You're an attractive man. Who knows what might happen?"
Matt stared through me, no doubt still trying to decide if he believed me or not. After a moment, he appeared to have made up his mind. "Look, man, I still think you're crazy. But if this is really what you want, I'm up for playing your game. Sounds more fun than drinking back here, at least. More than likely, she shoots me down right away... but if she doesn't, you sure you're not gonna regret it? She is your wife after all. I'm not looking to cause any bad feelings."
"Not a chance," I said emphatically. My blood was already racing. "I've been waiting for a chance like this for months."
"Suit yourself," Matt said, finishing his beer. He stood up and smoothed out his shirt. "Wish me luck, I guess."
"Good luck," I said, and I meant it. "I'll be here."
As Matt made his way to the dance floor, the line dance was finishing. An upbeat song started, and I could see Emmie turning around, looking for me. I quickly ducked behind a nearby pillar but peeked around so I could watch Matt's attempt.
To Matt's credit, he showed no hesitation walking directly to Emmie, who was still on the floor as the music began to pump again. I could see him gesture and talk to Emmie, who gave a dismissive handwave in return, as she began to walk away. Damn it.
As Emmie began to move past Matt, he turned to say something in her ear. Emmie paused as Matt whispered, and then she laughed. Surprising me, she turned back to Matt, shrugged in a what-the-hell gesture, and returned to the dance floor with him.
I couldn't believe it. I hadn't seen Emmie accept a dance from another guy since before we were married, and although I'd hoped Matt would pull it off, I realized that I didn't expect him to succeed.
As the song continued, Emmie kept her dancing mostly playful and much tamer than her line dancing had been. Matt--who I could tell was also a confident dancer--matched her energy, at least at first. He slowly began working in more body-rhythm movements into his initial dad-style dances, but not enough to come off as overly flirty.
Emmie must have been feeling competitive, because she began dancing more seriously too, and focused more of her attention on Matt, rather than in her own space. They began to develop a rhythm of their own--Matt would do a move, and Emmie would respond in kind. They weren't touching, but the distance between them had lessened.
Before I knew it, though, the song had finished. That may have been the end of things, but as the DJ began the next song, Emmie shouted with excitement--the song was one of her favorites from high school. She had used it in some of her dance routines back in the day, and despite the years, she clearly hadn't forgotten her moves. She went all-in, rocking and bouncing to the beat, apparently oblivious to everyone around her.
Matt, on the other hand, was not so oblivious. His gaze was focused solely on Emmie, and I could tell he was becoming as infatuated with her as I did the first time I saw Emmie dance. He slowly danced his way closer to Emmie, trying to match her style. Emmie kept her flow but adjusted it slightly to incorporate her new partner's dance too. Soon, their dances had merged into one.
I couldn't believe how well this was going. Their eyes were locked on each other as they responded to each other's movements. And with each movement, they drew closer and closer together until only inches separated them. They weren't grinding on each other, but they weren't far from it. Despite myself, I could feel an erection stirring.
Then the song was over. I felt my anticipation rising. How much longer was Matt's luck going to hold?
A slow romantic song came on, and Emmie seemed to come back to herself. She glanced back to my (still empty) seat, but before she could contemplate leaving the floor, Matt took her hand. Emmie looked back at him with surprise, as he leaned in once again to whisper in her ear. He spoke for several seconds--Emmie first looked confused, but then she smiled and nodded. She allowed Matt to pull her towards him, as they began slowly rotating together in time to the music.
This was incredible! Apparently, I'd made a great call with Matt--the man had game. I pondered what he could have said to Emmie to get her to go against her natural instincts, but I quickly became re-fixated on watching them.
Matt and Emmie had joined in the traditional wedding slow-dance position. They held hands on one side, while Matt had one arm wrapped around Emmie's lower back on the other. Emmie had her free arm gently pressed against Matt chest. At first, she passively followed Matt's lead while casually scanning the venue. I made sure to pop back behind my pillar as her gaze passed over where I was hiding--was she looking for me? Or just taking in the view?
Matt said something to Emmie that made her laugh as she refocused her gaze on him. They stared into each other's eyes as they continued their turning. Having been on the receiving end of Emmie's blue-eyed stare, I know it's enough to make any man's heart race. I'd no doubts that Matt was now just as invested in this ploy as I was.
As if confirming my thoughts, Matt dropped Emmie's hand and pulled her in next to him. Emmie allowed herself to be enveloped by Matt's arms as she dropped her head onto his chest. They spun like that, fully pressed together, until the song ended.
I didn't even notice my erection as I mentally willed Matt to take the next step--If he wanted to keep things going, this was his chance.
Unfortunately, as the song ended, Emmie separated herself from Matt. I could tell she was flustered... and then, to my dismay, she immediately darted off the floor. She made her way back to our table, where she sat and drained a glass of water.
Matt was still on the dance floor, looking unsure of what to do next. He must have decided his luck had finally run out, because he made his way back to me.
I stepped from behind my pillar, eager to get the details from Matt.
"Wow, your wife is one hot lady. You're a lucky man," he said, cheeks still slightly red.
"You don't have to tell me. I can't believe you managed to pull that off--how did you get Emmie to slow dance with you?"
Matt grinned. "Easy. Same way I got her to dance with me in the first place. I told her my ex was here and rubbing her eye candy in my face; I asked her if she wouldn't mind helping me get a bit of revenge."



"Well, it worked," I said, impressed at his quick thinking.
At that moment, my cell phone buzzed--it was Emmie. Guess I was being missed after all. Still, Matt had gotten far enough to give me plenty of future fantasy material.
"It's her," I told Matt. "She's probably wondering where the hell I went to."
"Well, it was fun while it lasted," Matt shrugged.
"It may not be over just yet," I said, as I answered the phone. I had another idea.
"Scott?" Emmie sounded slightly breathless. "Where are you?"
Time to see if I could keep the game going. "Hey, babe. I'm... actually in the bathroom. I must have eaten something that didn't agree with me, because I'm slightly dying right now. Sorry I didn't let you know sooner--I was hoping I wouldn't be this long."
"Are you okay?" I could hear the worry in her voice. "Do we need to leave?"
"No, I'm fine. Or at least, I will be. I'm not sure I could make it home like this though, so I'll just stay here for the moment. Don't worry about me--you enjoy yourself and I'll let you know when I'm through the worst of it."
"You sure? You need me to get you anything?"
"No, I just need to ride this out. I've got water in here with me, plus my phone. I'll be fine. Go meet some people and have fun. I don't want to ruin your evening."
"Well, you let me know the second you need something, okay?"
"Okay, will do. I love you."
"Love you too," she said, as she hung up.
"What was that about?" Matt said, eyeing me inquisitively.
"Just bought you another chance, my friend," I said. "Told Emmie I was stuck in the bathroom, and she should enjoy herself while I was unavailable."
"You really are crazy," Matt said, but I could tell he was impressed. "So, you want me to go dance with her some more now?"
"Actually, I was thinking about something else. I think we can take this further... if you're still up for it?"
"Oh, fuck yeah I am," Matt said. "What did you have in mind?"
I mentally drew a map of the venue. The reception itself was taking place exclusively in this building, but it was located in an old factory district surrounded by empty alleys and buildings. Lots of dark, hidden places to find. The trick was to find somewhere private... that I could still view without being seen. I thought I knew just the location--I'd noticed it earlier while hunting for the bathroom.
I shared my plan with Matt, who nodded approvingly.
"The biggest hurdle I think you'll have is convincing Emmie to go with you. But if you can do that, I think you might get pretty far."
"You really still comfortable with this?" Matt asked. "Your wife's pretty fucking hot--I'm not sure I'll be able to stop if we reach a certain point."
"You can do anything with her that she lets you do," I said firmly. "Just bring your A-game."
"I will do my best, I can guarantee that." Matt laughed. "I'm not sure who wants this more now, you or me."
I laughed too. "Hopefully, we'll both get lucky tonight."
Matt took a deep sigh and turned back around. "Okay, here goes."
As planned, Matt returned to the center of the venue and made his way over to where Emmie was seated. This was going to be the critical point--would Emmie go along?
I retreated behind my pillar again as I watched Matt engage Emmie in conversation. Emmie seemed friendly enough, but all signs of flirting were gone, I was disappointed to see. Matt must have realized this was going to take a bit of work, because he pulled up the chair next to her and sat down.
They talked for several minutes, and I could tell that Emmie was gradually becoming re-engaged. In a subtle move, Matt placed his arm on the back of Emmie's chair, but she seemed not to notice. Their conversation continued, and Emmie began to laugh more and more frequently. She even playfully pushed Matt's leg at one point. Very good sign.
And then Matt stood up. He had a smile on his face as he said something to Emmie and gestured to the door. Emmie looked unsure for a brief second, but then she did a fuck-it gesture and stood up too. Matt made his way out one of the venue's side doors, holding it open for Emmie, who was right behind him.
Holy shit! Was this really happening? Was my wife really wandering off with a stranger?
I quickly left my position from behind the pillar and made my way out the same door they had just left, not worrying about hiding myself anymore. The door led into one of the alleyways between the venue and an abandoned building. I'd remembered seeing a semi-hidden alcove tucked behind the venue itself, which seemed isolated, but there was a window in the neighboring building that looked down upon it. It was this building--fortunately unlocked--that I now entered. Using my phone's flashlight, I found the stairs that led to the second floor and used my mental map to locate the window I'd noticed earlier. Once I found it, I turned off the phone light and crept slowly to the pane. Sure enough, Matt and Emmie were just below me in plain view. Hopefully, they didn't look up.
They were both reclined against the side of the building, facing each other, only a foot or so apart. Matt was speaking, but I couldn't quite make out what he was saying. I decided to take a chance and push the window up slightly. Fortunately, it went up without a sound.
"Rachel's gonna be so mad at me, but I'd do it again in a heartbeat," Matt's words were coming in clear now.
"Always happy to participate in a revenge plot," Emmie laughed. "Especially against a toxic ex."
"Oh, Rachel deserves it all right," Matt said. "But seriously, though. You're great. Your husband is a lucky man to have someone like you--hot, good sense of humor, not to mention one hell of a sexy dancer."
"Thanks," Emmie blushed. "But don't sell yourself short, you seem like you'd be a great catch for the right woman. Rachel must have been out of her mind to let you go."
"Well, I'm glad you think so, at least," Matt said. He stared at Emmie for a moment, before he slowly inclined his head and gave her a peck on the cheek. "Thanks--for everything," he said softly.
As he started to draw back from Emmie, he turned his face towards hers, as if trying to steal her gaze. Emmie tilted her face towards his as they locked eyes. They stayed in that position for a couple seconds, faces inches apart, staring at each other... and then Matt leaned in.
Their kiss was delicate at first, but it quickly picked up steam. One kiss turned into two, which turned into several. Matt pushed his body against Emmie's as she sunk against him. A light moan escaped Emmie's mouth. Matt's hands moved from his sides to grasp Emmie's face as he began to make out with her. Emmie's own hands wrapped around Matt's body, pulling him in.
I couldn't believe my eyes. My wife of twenty years was giving herself to a stranger, a man she literally met just minutes ago--and it was hotter than I'd ever imagined it would be. My erection was rock hard as I pulled it out and began to stroke, eyes fixated on the scene below me.
Matt shifted his weight slightly, gently pushing his leg between Emmie's. He kept kissing her as his hands began to explore her body; first her back, then her ass, then back up again. Emmie began her own exploration, running her hands along Matt's stomach and chest.
"You're so fucking hot," Matt whispered between kisses. As he pulled back slightly, I could see his cock straining against his pants.
Emmie just moaned quietly in response. Her dress had pulled up slightly, trapped against Matt's leg. Matt took the opportunity to use one hand to begin rubbing the exposed thigh, as he began kissing down Emmie's cheek and neck. Emmie tilted her head back, eyes closed, face locked in pleasure. She moaned again.
Matt made his way down to her chest, stopping just above where her dress began. I thought Matt was about to tear it off, but instead he used his free hand to gently fondle Emmie's breasts through the fabric before returning to kissing her on the lips.
Having explored Emmie's top half, though, Matt turned his attention to her bottom. He pushed his leg further between Emmie's, drawing up her dress even more. He used both hands to caress her thighs, alternating rubbing and kneading them. Emmie responded by grabbing the back of his head and kissing him even more forcefully.
I could see Matt was slowly working his way closer and closer to her center--a place that hadn't been touched in decades by any man but me. When Matt reached the very top of Emmie's leg, he used one hand to lift her dress up completely, revealing her black lacy underwear. His other hand must have kept moving, because Emmie gasped.
"You're so fucking wet," Matt said, as he readjusted his body again. I don't know if he did it for my benefit, but he switched out his legs from underneath Emmie's body, allowing me full view of what his hand was doing.
Matt was rubbing Emmie's mound through her panties, slowly and gently, as Emmie continued to press against him. Emmie still had her eyes closed, but her mouth was now slightly open as she responded to Matt's touch.
Matt took his time, continuing to rub without changing his pace. I could hear Emmie's breathing becoming heavier, when Matt decided to take it to the next level. He pushed the bottoms of Emmie's panties to the side, exposing her pussy to his fingers. I almost blew my load then, but with great mental effort, I drew myself back from the brink. I wasn't ready to be done yet.
Emmie's breath was now becoming ragged as Matt's fingers were now directly rubbing her womanhood. While maintaining that motion, he slipped first one finger inside her--and then two more. I could see Emmie begin to shiver as Matt finger-fucked my wife.
"Oh fuck," Emmie moaned as her legs began to tremble. "Oh fuckkkkkkkkk."
One of the most powerful orgasms I'd ever seen overtook Emmie as she pressed herself against Matt's hand, his fingers still moving inside her. She spasmed for several seconds as Matt finished her off.
Emmie's eyes opened, and she stared at Matt breathlessly. "Holy fuck that was intense!"
"Fun's not done yet," Matt grinned. He stepped back from Emmie as he reached down for his pants zipper. Pulling it down, he adjusted his pants slightly, allowing his fully erect cock to spring free. He then stepped towards Emmie and pulled her dress back up. Her underwear had slid back into place, but it was all that separated Matt's cock from her pussy. As he pushed his hips in towards hers, it was obvious what he was trying to make happen.
"Sorry, I can't," Emmie said, shaking her head slightly.
"Sure, you can," Matt said as he rubbed the head of his cock against her panties.
I almost came again right there but somehow managed to keep it together.
"No," Emmie said, this time pushing Matt back away from her. "I have something else first."
Matt seemed disappointed (as was I!) but he didn't argue. Maybe he was afraid of pushing his luck with me. Or maybe he thought Emmie was aiming to extend their session a bit longer. Either way, he complied.
Emmie reached behind her back and pulled down on her dress's zipper partway, exposing the top of her chest. She pulled her shoulders out of the dress straps, then reached back behind her and undid her bra clasp. It snapped open, and she pulled her breasts free. Matt stood there watching intently as he slowly stroked his cock.
Emmie then walked forward until she was just in front of Matt and tossed her bra onto the pavement between their feet. I momentarily wondered what she was doing--but was immediately distracted when she reached out to grasp Matt's cock. Matt stopped stroking and allowed Emmie to take over.
Emmie's touch was gentle and curious; for several seconds she simply stared at Matt's cock as she used her fingertips to trace up and down its length. With her other hand, I saw her pull up her dress and reach towards her panties. At first, I thought she was going to masturbate, but then I realized she was lubricating her fingers with her own juices. Once they were saturated, she grabbed Matt's cock with that hand too, sliding her juices along it.
It was Matt's turn to moan as Emmie began to pump her hands on his cock, slowly but firmly. She masturbated him for just a short moment, before slowing to a stop. I felt blue balls on Matt's behalf, but Emmie wasn't done. She switched her gaze from Matt's cock to his eyes as she gently lowered to her knees, resting them on the bra she had dropped earlier. His cock was now directly in front of her face. She glanced up at him, letting the moment sink in.
After a pause, Emmie slowly reached out and took Matt's cock in her hands. Still staring into Matt's eyes, Emmie opened her mouth and used the tip of her tongue to lick the end of Matt's cock. It was almost playful, but the intensity of her blue-eyed stare made it incredibly hot. She then swirled her tongue on his cock's head before taking the tip of it into her mouth. She formed a seal with her lips around his girth, and I knew from experience that she was still teasing the head with her tongue.
Matt gasped as Emmie began her work. Her hands slowly began to stroke the base of his cock while she used her mouth to focus on its tip. Emmie alternated between staring into Matt's eyes and staring at his manhood as it seemed to swell against her lips. The pace of her hands stroking increased, as did her noises of enthusiasm as she sucked more and more vigorously. Matt's hips began to pump as he tried to force his cock deeper and deeper into her throat. Emmie obliged, and soon she was almost taking his entire length as it pistoned in and out of her mouth. Her breasts bounced in rhythm with each push.
"Holy fuck you're good at that," Matt gasped.
"Mmmmmm", Emmie acknowledged, moaning onto his cock. She stared up at Matt with her innocent blue eyes, breasts bouncing, lips still fully wrapped around him. I'd no doubts he'd be remembering that sight for years to come.
They maintained their intensity; Emmie rapidly stroked the base of Matt's cock with her hands as Matt continued to face-fuck her. I was once again reaching completion, when I saw Matt stiffen.
"I'm gonna cum!" he hissed. He started to pull free from her mouth, but Emmie pulled him back towards her, keeping her lips locked around the head of his cock. Even from above, I saw his cock jump as it pumped his seed into her mouth. Emmie made gagging sounds as she used her hands to help work the cum down his shaft, taking it all. I allowed myself to climax as well, shooting my load onto the floor.
After several seconds, Matt finally finished, and Emmie released his cock with a gasp. A small amount of semen leaked from her mouth, but she had swallowed most of it. She stood up slowly as she began to redress herself.
Matt stood there, his cock falling limp against his pants. He regained his breath silently for a few moments, before whispering, "that was one of the hottest things I've ever done."
Emmie just smiled as she pulled her bra and dress back into place. She smoothed out her hair and asked Matt, "how do I look?"
"Like a goddess," he replied.
"No need for flattery now!" Emmie said teasingly, "You already got your dick sucked!"
"Yeah, no shit. But it's not just flattery, it's true." Matt said, earnestly.
"Well, thank you for saying so," Emmie said, as she walked up to Matt and kissed him on the cheek. "And thanks for giving me a fun night."
"It was my pleasure," Matt said, as he watched Emmie head back towards the venue.
I waited until I heard the door close, and then I spoke through the open window.
"Well, Matt, did you enjoy yourself?"
Matt jumped, before looking towards the sound of my voice. "You got to see all of that then?"
"Oh yes," I confirmed. "And it was even hotter than I imagined. Thanks for partnering up with me; I couldn't have done it without you."
"I should be thanking you," Matt said emphatically. "That was incredible."
"Yes, it was," I agreed. "But it's probably time for me to track her down. I'm sure she's wondering why she still hasn't heard from me."
"Yeah, you're right. And I think it's time for me to leave too--doubt anything else is going to top this tonight." Matt paused. "So, no regrets?"
"Absolutely not. Enjoy your night, friend," I said, as I closed the window.
I made my way back to the venue, but rather than go inside, I took the long way around to the men's room. The reception still sounded like it was going strong, but I didn't want to risk running into Emmie en route. As it was, I was worried enough that she would be posted outside the bathroom waiting for me, but fortunately that wasn't the case. I made my way to a urinal, relieved myself, and then called Emmie.
She answered on the first ring. "Hey, honey!" she said happily, no sign of anything unusual in her voice.
"Hey, I think I might finally be in the clear. Sorry I had to abandon you. You ready to leave soon?"
"Yeah! I'll meet you at our seat?"
"Be there in a minute." I couldn't resist adding, "Did you have fun while I was occupied?"
Emmie paused for just a fraction of a second before responding, "Eh, not really. Haven't seen Tyler in a while, and I don't know anyone else here. You know how I feel about interacting with strangers."
Not as well as I had thought, apparently.
"Fair enough. I love you."
"I love you too."
I made my way back to our seat, and if I hadn't known better, I would have assumed Emmie had never even left the table. We picked up our party favors, wished the bride and groom a hearty congratulations, and returned to our car. Once I had started it up, Emmie said that she must have been more tired than she had thought because she was going to nap on the way home.
As she predicted, Emmie slept the 30-minute. Driving silently, I began to think about what had just happened, and what it might mean for us moving forward. I still thought it was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen, but now we had to deal with the aftermath. I'd hoped I didn't come to regret my part in making it happen.
The rest of the night was uneventful. When we arrived home, we both went through the motions of getting ready for bed. Neither of us talked much; no doubt we were both reliving that night's events. I just hoped Emmie took my quietness for exhaustion--the result of my alleged time stuck in the bathroom. We wished each other goodnight, said our I-love-yous, and went to sleep. Surprisingly, I was out quick.
The next morning, the fallout began.
I was cooking our traditional Sunday breakfast (eggs, bacon, etc.) when Emmie came up behind me and gave me a deep hug. When I turned around, tears were streaming down her face. My heart sank.
"I think I did something bad," she dribbled out in a wet gasp.
"Hey, what's wrong?" I said, putting down my spatula as I pulled her into a tight hug.
We just sat there for a few minutes; me holding Emmie as she sobbed.
Eventually, Emmie shared her "infidelity", although it came in bits and pieces. She did confess the highlights of what had happened, although understandably she left out many of the details, including how close they had come to going all the way. But this was my mess just as much as hers; I needed to make it right.
"Emmie, listen to me." I said gently, but firmly enough to interrupt her crying. "It doesn't bother me in the slightest that you did this. Do you understand? Not in the slightest. I know you love me, and I love you. You were just having fun with someone who you don't even know. It doesn't mean anything, right? We're the only ones who matter."
Emmie looked like she couldn't believe my words. "I mean, maybe, but that still doesn't make it right! How could you not be bothered by this? I feel like such a slut! I'm a married woman and a mom, not some twenty-year-old discovering her sexuality for the first time!"



"Did you feel attractive?"
"I don't see why me feeling attractive or not matters at all," she said, exasperated.
"It matters because that's all I want for you. You're my wife and nothing will change that. None of this other stuff means anything unless we make it mean something. And the only thing I want it to mean is that you realize that you are sexy and deserve to feel sexy. I've been telling you this for years--if getting to third base with a stranger is what it takes for you to believe me, then so be it."
Emmie sighed and sat back against the kitchen island. "I don't know how you can be so okay with this. I've been beating myself up about it all morning." Emmie suddenly looked at me accusingly. "Wait, you haven't been involved with another woman, have you?"
"You're the only woman I could ever want," I responded truthfully. I stepped forward and kissed the top of her head. "And if I'm being honest, the more I think about it, it's actually making me kind of hot what you and that random guy were up to. If you're a slut, what does that make me?"
"That's messed up," Emmie said, but she gave a half-hearted chuckle. "Most guys would be ready to track the bastard down."
"I'm not most guys," I shrugged, as I kissed her again.
"No, you're not," Emmie agreed, "but that's why I married you."
A part of me felt bad about not confessing my part in the night, but I also could sense that if I rocked the boat any more, it might capsize, right after I'd worked so hard to stabilize it. So, I kept quiet.
PART TWO
~~TWO MONTHS LATER~~
After the wedding, Emmie was like a woman reborn, at least in terms of sex. We made love more frequently, more passionately, and with more creativity, than we had in a long time. We even began to role-play a bit, with me being a stranger and Emmie being the unavailable woman I was committed to seduce. We didn't talk about the wedding night again, but I thought our role play sessions spoke for themselves. They often led to our most intense climaxes.
Even though my hot-wife fantasy had been fulfilled, and our sex life was the best it had ever been, a part of me wanted more. Unlike at the wedding, I didn't actively try to push Emmie into an encounter with another man, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't creating small opportunities. When we needed a plumber at the house, I made sure to schedule it when Emmie was there alone. I eagerly watched our home cameras when he arrived, but nothing untoward happened. Another time, I "accidentally" scheduled a pizza delivery during Emmie's evening shower time--and then left for an urgent item at the store. When the pizza guy rang the doorbell, Emmie did answer in a towel... but the pizza guy was apologetic and embarrassed rather than aroused. And I got fussed at when I returned.
Still, life was good. We found out that Tyler's son David and his new wife Kate were expecting--"I'm so happy for Tyler. He needs the boost," Emmie had said. I got promoted at work. Noah was acing his classes. I had no complaints. And yet...
Noah had two high-school friends, Chris and Loren, that he kept in regular contact with, despite the fact they went to trade school rather than follow him along to college. They were an unlikely trio--Noah was the nerdy friend while Chris and Loren were football stars. Despite their differences though, they had a lot in common. All three shared a similar sense of humor, all three loved video games, and maybe most importantly--none of them really fit into traditional cliques. Noah was nerdy, yes, but he was also confident and did well with the girls in his class. Chris and Loren were athletes, but they were also intelligent and interested in traditionally uncool hobbies. They managed to find each other in middle school, and they'd had many gatherings and sleepovers at our house in the years since. Emmie and I were the "cool parents" as Chris and Loren frequently told us, to Noah's embarrassment.
The fact that we lived in an HOA neighborhood with pool-access was also a plus for them. Even with Noah at college, for the past month, Chris and Loren had been pestering me with texts to make sure I let them know as soon as it opened. I reminded them that as outsiders to the neighborhood, they weren't entitled access--that earned me several eyeroll emojis.
When the temperatures did finally rise enough for the pool to open, Chris and Loren announced they'd be dropping by that very weekend. Emmie and I didn't have plans, so I told them it was fine--which is how I found myself hanging out with two nineteen-year-old boys on a Saturday afternoon.
"Have we mentioned that you guys are the best?" Chris said, clapping me on the back as I went to retrieve the pool gate key.
"Maybe just once or twice," Emmie laughed.
"When you want something," I added.
"You hurt me," Chris said, miming heart break with his hands.
"Hey, don't lump me in with him," Loren told us defensively. "I'm always polite."
"Yes, you are," Emmie said. "Maybe you can teach Chris sometime."
"Suck up," Chris said under his breath, but he was grinning. He then pointed at Emmie and me. "You guys should come with us. I don't want to hang out alone with this loser."
"Oh no," Emmie said, putting up her hands. "I don't swim. Scott can go."
"Oh c'mon. I'm not hanging out with these guys by myself. They'll gang up on me!" I said, feigning horror. "Besides, both of us need to be there in case one of us has to leave for the bathroom."
"Why would both of us need to be there for that?" Emmie asked.
"Well, you know Ms. Wright likes to cause trouble for anyone she doesn't recognize when they're using 'her' pool. That way, we can make sure at least one of us can always vouch for the boys."
Emmie stood with hands on hips, considering. "Fine..." she eventually relented.
"Yeah, Mrs. Green!" Chris yelled. "Now, you guys hurry up and change--we've been waiting weeks for this."
"Pushy, pushy," I said wagging my finger. "Give us fifteen minutes."
Emmie and I climbed the stairs to our room and began pulling off our clothes. I whistled at Emmie once she was naked. "Damn, when did you turn twenty-five again?" Emmie just rolled her eyes and threw her shirt at me. "You're ridiculous." But she smiled.
I threw on some of my old swimming trunks and a shirt and went to grab some sunscreen. I'm mostly sun-resistant, but Emmie's pale skin is particularly sensitive. When outside, she normally tries to hide under the shade, but we'd been together long enough that I knew to be prepared.
When I came back to the room, Emmie was still naked with several suits laid in front of her on the bed.
"I don't think you can wear all of those," I said.
"Oh, shut up," Emmie responded. "You know picking swimsuits is harder for women than men."
"It doesn't have to be," I retorted. "You can always pick one at random."
"That's not how it works. I have to decide how I'm feeling today. Do I want to wade around in the water? Do I want some sun? Do I want to hide my cellulite? Am I feeling sexy?"
"You're always sexy." I encouraged. "Here, why don't you use this one?" I pointed to the dark blue bikini set. It was my personal favorite--it emphasized Emmie's curves but still covered enough to be considered neighborhood-appropriate.
Emmie studied it. "I don't think I've worn this in five or ten years now. I'm not crazy about how it exposes my mom belly."
"Your mom belly is hot," I said. "Besides, you're just gonna put on clothes over it anyway--I know how this works."
Emmie laughed. "You know me so well. Fine, I'll wear it. But no complaining when people at the pool ask how a stud like you ended up with a frumpy mom like me."
"I think if anything they'll wonder how drunk you had to have been to say yes to me."
With that settled, Emmie put on the bikini, then pulled a semi-sheer cover-up over it. We gathered our things and made our way back downstairs.
"About time you love birds finished making out," Chris said. "Now let's hurry up!"
The pool was decently crowded, but we managed to find a table and two shaded lounge chairs that were free. Emmie and I claimed those as Chris and Loren slipped off their shoes next to us. They then pulled off their shirts, leaving them with just their swim trunks on. I noticed Emmie checking them out, and I had to admit, they were in great shape. They made a striking pair standing next to each other--Chris's white skin verses Loren's black--only helped by the fact that they were built like Greek gods.
"C'mon bro, you're slower than molasses," Chris ribbed Loren, as they made their way to the pool steps.
"Well, they're having fun," I said. "Guess it's time for us to relax too." In agreement, Emmie put on her sunglasses and pulled out her book.
We sat there for some time, the boys swimming in the pool while I played on my phone and Emmie read. I caught Emmie occasionally looking up to watch the boys in the water, their muscled bodies glistening in the sunlight. Despite myself, the cogs in my brain began to turn again. Obviously, Emmie found Chris and Loren physically attractive... but there was a big difference between physical attraction and willingness to act on it. The fact that the boys had been a part of our lives since they were kids was a significant barrier... not to mention that they were our son's best friends. But still...
Chris and Loren had found a couple of girls their age, and they were now chatting it up. I could tell the banter was flirty, and it brought me back to my own younger days. No doubt they were both running on hormones and little else.
For some reason, one of the girls pulled herself out of the pool and left, leaving Chris and Loren alone with her friend. She seemed to only be interested in Chris though. Loren eventually stopped even trying to engage in the conversation. He excused himself and exited the pool, making his way back to us. I saw Emmie track his approach.
"Done already?" I asked, putting down my phone.
"For now," he said, as he sat down on the ground next to me. He sounded annoyed, no doubt because of being relegated to third-wheel.
I took note of our surroundings and saw that the sun had shifted so that Emmie was no longer fully in the shade. She must have been feeling the heat too, because she stood and removed her cover-up, leaving her curve-accenting bikini on full display.
I instinctively glanced at Loren, who was checking her out when he noticed my stare. He quickly glanced away and pretended to be playing with his phone. I leaned in towards him and too quietly for Emmie to hear, I whispered "not bad for forty, huh?"
Loren nervously chuckled, "I guess not."
"It's okay to look, I don't mind."
Loren's face worked as if he was trying to figure out how to respond to that.
"Would you like to touch her?"
Loren was stammering now. "Uh, Mr. Green... I'm not sure..."
"Oh, it's fine. I'd love for you to. Here. Let me help," I said, as I turned back in my chair to Emmie.
"Hey dear, I think you might need a little extra sun protection," I said, as I pulled out the sunscreen I'd brought.
Emmie looked down at herself and saw that, indeed, her entire body was now in the sun. "Shit. Pass that over."
"Actually, you look like you're pretty deep into your book. I can apply it for you if you'd like?" I said with just a hint of mischievousness.
Emmie stared at me and shook her head slowly, but with a smile. I'm sure she thought I was just asking for an excuse to feel her up. "Fine, but don't get any sunscreen on my bikini."
"I wouldn't dare."
I moved over to Emmie's chair and began pouring the sunscreen on her body. I started with her legs first, slowly working it in, and gradually moved higher and higher until I was near her bottoms. She spread her legs slightly for me to reach the inside of her thighs, more than was probably necessary.
I continued my way up, working to her arms next, and then her stomach and chest. Once I finished, I motioned for her to flip over. She did so, bringing her book with her. She laid facing away from me, chin resting on the chair, eyes looking forward as she continued to read.
I knew what I was about to do was risky, but I thought even if I got caught, I could handle it.
I beckoned for Loren to move closer, and he did so, although uncertainly. I squirted some sunscreen on Emmie's calves as I made eye contact with Loren. I made the finger-to-lips "shhh" gesture and mimed a rubbing motion over her legs. I then jabbed my finger toward him, emphasizing that I wanted him to do it.
Loren looked at Emmie, then back at me, hesitation plain on his face. I repeated my rubbing motion again and shot a "what the hell are you waiting for" stare.
I half-expected Loren to sit back down, but instead, he stepped in and reached for the sunscreen glob on Emmie's leg. Slowly at first, but then more confidently, he began to rub it into her skin. He looked up at me again, as if for reassurance, and I gave him a thumbs up. Emmie kept reading, oblivious that it was no longer me who was touching her.
The sight of Loren's young, black hands caressing my wife's pale skin instantly triggered my desire. If I wasn't in the middle of a semi-public pool, I would have started jacking it right then. But I kept my cool, despite the fire that had started within me. Loren continued rubbing downwards, working the white cream into her calves and ankles, first on one leg, then the other. He'd used up most of the sunscreen at this point, so I passed him the bottle and motioned for him to keep going.
Loren squeezed more sunscreen onto Emmie's legs, this time a bit higher, above her knees. He handed me the bottle back and then returned to rubbing. This time, he worked his way upwards rather than downwards, although he was careful to keep to the outside and middle of her legs. Emmie must have been anticipating the next place to be covered, because she spread her legs, allowing enough room for Loren's hands.
Loren looked up me again as if to make sure I wanted him to continue, so I impatiently gave a "keep going" gesture. I think even then he may have hesitated, but I suspect his fear of getting caught by Emmie outweighed his sense of decency. He started working his hands in the inside of Emmie's legs, but I could tell he was being careful to avoid reaching too close to Emmie's private area. Still, as he reached higher and higher, I heard Emmie softly whisper, "mmmmm that feels good, babe." I wondered if Loren was enjoying this as much as I was.
Loren must have felt he'd risked enough, though, because he finished with Emmie's legs and moved to her back. Unfortunately for me, there weren't as many exciting areas for him to reach, although I did still enjoy watching. Loren quickly covered the remaining skin, passed the sunscreen bottle to me, and quietly stepped back to his spot by the table.
"All done!" I exclaimed. "You should be good to go."
"Thanks, babe," Emmie said, as she slowly flipped back over and moved to sit at the end of the chair. She appeared to have no idea what I had just pulled off.
The rest of our time at the pool was uneventful. Loren and I soaked in the sun while we played on our phones (although I was hardly paying attention; I kept envisioning Loren's black hands rubbing the inside of my wife's white thighs); Emmie kept reading, and eventually Chris left his new girl friend in the pool to rejoin us ("all that time talking and she didn't even want to give me her number", he groused).
After about another hour, we decided to return home. Chris and Loren thanked us for the pool access and asked if they could shower off before returning home. I gathered towels and toiletries they might need and pointed them in the direction of the guest suite. Emmie and I went upstairs to the master bath, telling them we'd meet them downstairs to say goodbye.
Almost as soon as we had our bedroom door closed, Emmie pressed herself firmly against me. She started kissing me passionately, rubbing her bikini body against mine. Caught off guard, I pushed her back gently, saying "wow, someone's excited."
"Hmm, what can I say?" Emmie asked seductively. "That time at the pool's got me all wound up."
"I see that," I said, looking appreciatively at Emmie's body.
"Think you could help me with that?" Emmie asked, as she grabbed a string from her bikini bottom and slowly pulled on it. It released and her bottoms dropped to the floor.
"With Chris and Loren here?" I asked somewhat surprised.
"They won't know have any idea. We'll just have to be fast," Emmie said, as she reached for the strings of her top, letting it fall as well.
I could tell Emmie was in the deep into her lust, which normally I would have taken advantage of in a heartbeat... but now I had another idea of how I could use that lust.
"I'm super tempted, babe, make no mistake. But I'm not sure I could trust myself to keep quiet with you. And I don't want to have to explain to Noah why his best friends don't want to visit our house any more. Cool yourself down with a shower, and once they leave, we'll pick this back up again."
Emmie seemed disappointed, although she accepted my answer. "Promise?"
"I promise. Now go. I'll meet you downstairs."
As Emmie turned on the shower, I quickly changed from my trunks to house clothes. As I made my way back down to the ground floor, I could hear muffled whispering coming from the guest room. Something told me I wasn't meant to hear what was being discussed, so of course I silently crept up to the closed door to listen in. Loren and Chris were talking animatedly, though hushed.
"I'm telling you, dude, the Greens must be on some freaky shit. Yes, I know how straight-edge Noah is, but do you have another explanation? It's the only thing that makes sense! Why else would he want you to feel up his wife?" I could tell that was Chris speaking, even with the closed door muffling his voice.
"I don't know, man," Loren responded. "But like, what the fuck am I supposed to do with this now?"
"Keep it going, dude! This might be your chance to get some!"
"There's nothing to keep going! Sure, touching Mrs. Green was hot--although weird--but she didn't even know I was doing it!"
There was silence for a second before Chris spoke again. "I don't know man," he said. "I just feel like you're missing an opportunity here. Mrs. Green is a mega-MILF--I feel like you need to at least try something. You'll regret it if you don't."
I'd heard enough. I yanked open the door, scaring the shit out of the boys, and strode into the room.
"Mega-MILF, huh?" I said, watching them closely. They were still in their swimsuits and obviously hadn't showered yet.
"Jesus Christ, Mr. Green. You just gave me a heart attack!" Chris said, eyes wide. "How long have you been out there?"
"Long enough," I said sternly.
Chris and Loren exchanged glances before hanging their heads in shame. "We're sorry," Loren eventually mumbled. "We didn't know you were there."
I stared at them for a second or two, letting the tension build, before I finally shrugged. "No worries at all, boys. Besides, you're right--on both counts. Emmie IS a mega-MILF... and we ARE on some 'freaky shit'... or at least I am."
Both Chris and Loren looked at me like I had just grown an extra head.
"Truth is, boys, I like to see Emmie being admired. Being wanted. Being explored... If there was a way for you to see a side of Emmie you've never seen before... would you be up for it?
"Mr. Green, you're just messing with us now, aren't you?" Chris asked, suddenly skeptical. "Did Noah put you up to this?"
"This is all my idea, and I'm dead serious. I remember what it was like being young, fantasizing about my friend's moms. I would have given anything for the offer I'm now giving you boys. And make no mistake--I am offering it. The only question left is, are you boys man enough to accept?"



I could see the cogs turn in Chris's head. On the one hand, there's no way I could actually be serious... but on the other hand, if I wasn't joking...
"If you're really serious... count me in. I've fantasized about Mrs. Green for years, no offense" Chris said, maybe a little too eagerly.
Loren still looked uncertain. "Are you sure about this? Mrs. Green just seems so, I dunno, proper. I can't see her doing like what you're suggesting."
I thought about how to address this. I didn't want Loren to agree to my plan if he was going to second-guess everything. "Loren, I won't lie to you. She has no idea that I'm here talking to you boys about this. But something you'll learn about people is that their public lives and their private lives don't always line up 100%. Yes, my wife is the perfect lady outside of the house... but she can be pretty wild inside. And where do you think we are now?"
"Yeah, c'mon, man," Chris said, elbowing Loren in the side. "Don't sabotage us here. Don't you know how lucky we are right now? Mr. Green is offering us a chance to get personal with Mrs. Green! Don't pretend like you haven't fantasized about her too--I know you have."
Loren gave a sheepish half-smile. "Chris is right. I'm in."
"That's what I wanted to hear!" I said, happy that my own fantasy was starting to come together. "Now, do the two of you have any experience with women?"
Chris nodded very self-assuredly. "I don't want to brag, but I've got a fair amount of experience."
I admired Chris's confidence, even if it may have been not entirely justified. "Well, experience means something much different at your age than it does at ours. No doubt you've done very well for yourself with teenage girls, but Emmie will need a more refined approach to get her on board. Unlike what porn might have taught you, she's not gonna drop her panties just because you pull your cock out, understand? Now, what about you, Loren?"
"He's a virgin," Chris said before Loren could answer.
"Not a total virgin!" Loren said defensively. "I've been to third base before. Once."
"Hey, nothing wrong with being a virgin," I said. "We've all been one at some point. I just needed to get an idea of what I was working with."
I didn't think it was possible for me to get even hotter, but the idea of my wife taking the virginity of one of our son's friends was almost too much for me to bear. I just HAD to make this work.
"So, this is what we're gonna do," I continued. "You guys are gonna finish your showers as fast as you can and then rejoin us. You're going to beg and plead to keep hanging out with us until Emmie agrees. As I mentioned, Emmie may take some convincing to let you two act out your fantasies... but you've got a few things working in your favor. First, you guys are in great shape, and I've already seen her checking you both out today. Second, she is super horny right now, and I've already turned down her offer of sex once this afternoon... so her desire is going to be crazy high. Third, she's already done something like this before, so it's not impossible. And most importantly, you have me to help you guys out. I just need you to follow my lead, and I'll do everything I can to make this happen. Sound good?"
Both boys nodded solemnly, as if finally realizing that I was dead-serious.
"Good. Now hurry up," I said, as I started to walk out the door.
"Wait, Mr. Green," Loren spoke up. "What do you mean Mrs. Green's already done something like this before?"
I grinned slyly at Loren. "Let's just say when Emmie gets horny enough, she's not above sticking a stranger's cock in her mouth". I then exited the room, leaving the boys speechless.
Adrenaline was racing through my veins as I returned to the kitchen and began gathering drinks. Wine for Emmie, a beer for me... and two beers for my new conspirators. And then I waited.
Emmie came down first. She had changed into a loose-fitting T-shirt and a thin set of pajama bottoms that did nothing to hide the curves of her ass. I was surprised to see she wasn't wearing a bra either--the swell of her breasts was clearly visible despite her shirt's looseness.
"Damn babe," I said. "You know we still have company, right?"
"Oh, the boys will be leaving soon anyway. Besides, it's not like they're gonna pay much attention to what a middle-aged mom is wearing. They have plenty of girls their own age to ogle. And I wanted to give you a bit of an appetizer," Emmie said coyly.
Internally, I thought that Emmie clearly had no idea how the mind of a 19-year-old boy worked--curves were curves--but I wasn't going to argue something that worked to my advantage.
"Well, consider yourself appetized." I said, handing her some wine.
The boys came out soon afterwards, fully clothed again, looking slightly flustered but determined.
"Hey, Mr. & Mrs. Green?" Chris spoke up tentatively. "Loren and I have been talking, and, uh, we decided we'd rather keep hanging out with you, if that's all right?"
Emmie shot me a glance, no doubt trying to remind me about our imminent fuck-session. I pretended I didn't notice.
"That's fine by me. We don't have anything planned, right, Emmie?"
Emmie stared hard at me, trying to figure out what the hell I was doing.
With obvious reluctance, she eventually responded, "Yeah, I guess that's fine with me. Although I don't know why you two would want to hang out with us boring old people on a Saturday. Don't you two have better things to do?"
"Nah, you guys aren't boring," Chris said politely. "You're the cool parents, remember?"
Emmie just rolled her eyes as I picked up the conversation. "Well, since you guys are staying, you want some of these beers I pulled out?"
"Heck yeah, Mr. Green!" Chris said, as he grabbed them from my hands and passed one to Loren. "I told you that you guys were cool!"
"So, what did you boys have in mind? We could watch some TV, play some video games, or..." I paused briefly and gave Chris a pointed stare "we could play some poker? Emmie likes card games."
"Uh, poker. Poker sounds good. We like poker too," Chris said. Damn it, Chris, I thought. You're gonna have to be a bit smoother than that.
"Good. I'll go grab our set from upstairs. Meet you at the dining room table?"
I began to head upstairs, and Emmie surprised me by following. When we were out of earshot, she jabbed me in the arm. "What the hell are you doing? I thought we were gonna send the boys home and screw each other's brains out!"
"We were. But when they asked to stay, I didn't have the heart to say no. Besides, I thought this would help us keep building the tension. It'll be like when we first started seeing each other. Remember us having to sneak around your parents? Tease each other a bit when they weren't looking? You can't tell me that's not hot."
Emmie considered this. "Fine. I hate to admit it, but you have a point. But you better be ready to give me the fucking of a lifetime later tonight."
"Oh, you're gonna get one," I said. I thought to myself that Emmie had no idea what fuck-of-a-lifetime I was really aiming for.
We grabbed the playing cards and poker chips and returned downstairs. Emmie smacked me on my ass once on the way down--clearly she was leaning into the whole teasing thing.
We all took our chairs at the dining table--Emmie and I on one side, with the boys on the opposite--as I passed out the chips and cards. "So, we all know how to play 5-card stud?" I asked.
Everyone nodded, so after a brief review of the rules and explanation of the chip values, we began. Despite its simple appearance, there is a fair amount of skill involved with poker, between card probabilities and the intricacies of bluffing. I wasn't a bad player, but Emmie was a pro by comparison. It quickly became apparent that the boys were utter novices, and it wasn't long before their chips were being split between Emmie and me.
As the game progressed, I caught the boys staring at Emmie's chest multiple times--the outline of her breasts still filling out her shirt--although she pretended not to notice. For her part, she became very touchy with me, even grabbing my cock under the table at one point. I returned the favor by briefly rubbing between her legs, and later I noticed her nipples were tenting out through her shirt. I hoped Chris and Loren were appreciating the view. We all continued sipping on our drinks, and I could tell the alcohol was beginning to have an effect as we all became louder and more animated.
It turned out Chris was the first to lose all his chips, after a very misguided all-in play. Emmie smiled as she swept the chip pile towards her side, her breasts dragging along the table. "Whelp, looks like I've got my first victim of the evening. Better luck next time, friend!" she said, satisfactorily. "One down, two to go!"
Chris began to protest, and I came to his rescue. "It's true that Chris is out of chips... but you know how much it sucks to be out of the game, just sitting there and watching everyone else play. Why don't we let him buy back in? Not for free though..." I turned to Chris, "I'll give you some of my chips in exchange for your shirt."
I saw understanding dawn on this face. "Fine," Chris said, feigning annoyance. "I was getting hot anyway." He pulled his shirt off and handed it to me.
Emmie broke in, "Nuh uh. That's not how poker works. Once you're out, you're out!"
"Maybe regular poker. But maybe we're not playing regular poker, maybe we're playing strip poker." I said playfully.
"Well, if we're playing strip poker, I'm out," she said, throwing in her cards. "You guys will just have to continue without me."
Damn it, I thought. I really thought I had been clever setting this up.
"Oh c'mon, Mrs. Green!" Chris said, obviously as disappointed as me. "It'll be fun!"
"Oh hell no. Even as good as I am, I'm not leaving my dignity up to a poker game. Besides, you two boys shouldn't want to see my old body anyway."
It was Loren's turn to chime in. "Don't say that, Mrs. Green. You've done a great job taking care of yourself."
I could tell Emmie was truly flattered. "Well, thank you for the compliment, Loren. But regardless, I'm not playing. I'd be happy to sit here and watch, though."
I could tell that now was not the time to push her further. So, I improvised.
"You know, boys, she has a point. It actually works better if it's just the three of us playing. Makes it more of a true punishment, if the only revealed skin you'll get to see is on a man, you know? Let's keep going."
Chris looked at me like I was crazy, but I think Loren suspected what I was doing. I gave Emmie's free chips to Chris, and then handed Chris's shirt to Emmie. "Here, since you're not playing, you can at least be in charge of the clothing collateral."
"Works for me!" Emmie said cheerfully, as she put Chris's shirt on the floor next to her.
The boys and I continued our poker game. Whether due to the alcohol's false confidence, or just a sense that the tension was rising, all three of us became more reckless with our bids. I lost my shirt next, followed by one of Chris's socks, then his other, then Loren's shirt, all passed to Emmie, who was gathering quite the collection. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Emmie admiring the now-shirtless boys' chests.
Our betting became increasingly desperate as fewer and fewer articles of clothing remained to us. Somewhat surprisingly, I was the first one to lose my pants. As I stood up to remove them, I realized I was at half-mast, although I hoped only Emmie could tell.
"Well, boys, it looks like you have me on the run, but don't count me out yet. Emmie, what's the current clothing-place status?"
"You're currently in last place, with just your underwear. Chris is next, with underwear and pants both left, and Loren is in first, with underwear, pants, and one sock!"
Loren gave an exaggerated half-bow, while Chris scoffed. "Oh, I'm gonna win. You better watch out, friends."
"Big talk from someone in second place," Loren responded. He was clearly enjoying himself.
The last few hands were played very quickly as the tension reached a peak. Who was going to be the first one to get naked?
After some incredibly good luck on my part, (and bad judgment on his) it turned out to be Chris.
"Oh, it's real punishment time now!" I said gleefully. "I believe you owe Emmie something?"
"Yeah, Chris. Time to pay up," Emmie echoed, clapping her hands. "Strip poker doesn't seem so fun now, does it?"
With a huge sigh, Chris stood up from his chair, and began to slide down his boxers. After he'd pulled it just below his thighs, his cock sprung out, fully erect. He had a healthy member--it looked easily seven inches with respectable girth.
Emmie's eyes widened, as if realizing for the first time that Chris wasn't just a boy anymore. I would have given anything to know what she was thinking right then.
"Uh, Chris, I think you may be enjoying poker too much," I said, breaking the ice as everyone laughed.
"Oh, shut up Mr. Green. It's just the adrenaline." Chris said as he sat back down. But I could tell he noticed Emmie's appraising glance.
"Well, Loren, I guess it's just me and you now."
"Guess so, Mr. Green. You wanna quit while you're ahead? I'd hate to embarrass you in front of Mrs. Green."
Damn, so Loren did have some backbone after all.
"We'll see who's getting embarrassed."
My luck held strong as we made it through a few more hands. Loren lost each time, leaving us both with just boxers left.
As we drew our last hand, I went all-in on a pair of threes. Loren stared at me for a moment... and then threw in his cards.
"I fold," he said, shaking his head.
No doubt he was just looking for an excuse to pull his own boxers down, because that was a dumb decision, even for a rookie player. Still, a win is a win.
"Yes!!" I exclaimed dramatically. "I'm the First-Annual Green Family Poker Championnnnnn!"
"Yeah, now it's Loren's turn to pay up!" Chris said, poking him in the shoulder.
Loren stood up and pulled his boxers down with zero hesitation. Unlike Chris, he wasn't fully erect, but he was at least partially hard. I noted his cock was shorter than Chris's but he definitely made up for it in girth--it was almost as big as my wrist. I glanced at Emmie, who despite herself, was openly admiring the view. Her nipples were still hard.
"Way to go, babe!" she said, regaining her composure. She kicked the pile of clothes to the side as she climbed out of her chair and plopped in my lap. "My champion!" She kissed me and gave a small wiggle onto my semi-erection.
"Well, what now?" Chris asked. I think he was hoping I had a plan to get Emmie undressed next, but he didn't understand that sometimes you had to go backwards to find your way forwards.
"'What now' is you get your clothes back on. You boys have been punished enough for one night, I think" I said, hoping Chris got the hint.
Loren made his way to the clothing pile first, separating his clothes out from the rest and pulling them on. Chris stood up soon after, making no effort to hide his still full erection as he made his own way over. He smirked, "you just don't like me making you insecure in front of Mrs. Green." He wiggled his cock at us to emphasize his point. Emmie giggled, whether due to Chris's confidence or his immaturity, I wasn't sure.
"Oh, I'm plenty secure," I retorted. "Plus, I have the technique and experience to go with it. Now put your dick away--we have a lady present, remember?" Out of the boys' view, I gently squeezed Emmie's ass cheek, which she responded to by gently squeezing the base of my cock.
Loren had fully re-dressed by this point, and Chris began putting on his own clothes. He saved his pants and boxers for last, leaving his cock in the open for as long as possible. I appreciated Chris's boldness, but I knew if he wasn't careful, he was going to overplay it. He clearly didn't heed my advice that most women need more than just seeing a dick to want it.
"Well, are you boys hungry? I know I am," I said, trying to keep the evening's momentum going. "I can order some pizza for us all? If you're not too embarrassed yet, that is."
"Sounds great, Mr. Green," Loren said. Chris murmured his agreement. I suspected he was suffering from major blue balls.
"Cool. I'll take care of it if you boys go find something good on TV for us to watch." I briefly considered offering to drive to the pizza place myself, leaving Emmie alone with the boys, but I was afraid they were just as likely to sabotage their own chances as they were to successfully make a move. So, instead, I asked Emmie to accompany me.
As Emmie and I headed to the garage, I suddenly excused myself and doubled-back to the living room. Safely out of Emmie's earshot, I told the boys that they shouldn't give up yet--I had another idea. They just needed to be patient and trust me. I'm sure they were frustrated, but they agreed. They probably knew I was still the best chance for their fantasies.
On the drive to the pizza place, Emmie and I flirted as we laughed about the poker game.
"That was the most fun game of strip-poker I've ever been a part of," Emmie said laughing. "Those poor boys won't be able to look us in the eye anymore, knowing what we've seen."
"They're definitely not just boys anymore," I said, trying to feel out Emmie's mood.
She looked thoughtful for a second. "No, I guess they're not, although I think a part of me will always see them as the little kids that Noah brought home one day."
"That's fair," I agreed. "But with bodies like theirs and as well-equipped as they are, I think they're probably doing plenty of adult things now."
"Oh, you ARE jealous aren't you! Well, you don't have any reason to be," she said, as she lovingly squeezed my cock through my pants.
"I'm not jealous, just stating facts. You have to admit, if you were their age, you'd be drooling over them."
Emmie blushed. "They have grown to be pretty good-looking," she admitted. "But as we both know, I'm not their age. My tastes are a bit more refined these days."
"Lucky me," I grinned, as I began rubbing her thigh.
We flirted the rest of the way to the restaurant, but I was careful not to take it too far. I wanted to keep Emmie's fire burning, but I wasn't ready for it to blaze out of control just yet.
I went in alone for the pizzas since Emmie was still wearing her same barely-decent outfit from the house. On the return drive, I spent my time focusing on my next steps. I thought I had a good plan--but time would tell.
When we made it home, we divvied up the pizzas and brought them to the living room, where Chris and Loren were watching standup comedy. They had taken the available space on out our couch, so I sat in the nearby rocking chair and invited Emmie to sit on my lap.
"No making out, you two," Chris teased, although I'm sure that was the opposite of what he really wanted.
"Don't worry, we'll save that for when it's past your boys' bedtimes." I shot back.
Dinner was uneventful; we made it through our pizzas while continuing to watch the standup special on the TV. There was a specific opportunity I was waiting for, but unfortunately, it didn't arise. When we'd all finished eating, Emmie disposed of our dishes for us before returning to the living room. As she sat on the floor next to me, I knew if I didn't make a move soon, our chances would be gone.
But then it happened.
One of the comedians was riffing about dating in this modern age, specifically the concept of dick-pics. It was a funny routine, but when it had ended, I stood and beckoned Chris for the remote. Pausing the TV, I turned to the boys.
"You boys do understand why dick-pics are problematic, right? As a father, I need to make sure you know."
"Of course," Chris said. "Never take pictures of something you don't want to be seen by everyone on the Internet."



"That's true..." I responded. "But there's more to it. What else you got?"
"Uhhh... you might accidentally send it to the wrong number?" Chris said uncertainly.
"Also true, but you're missing the most important part."
Loren spoke up. "Consent."
"Yes, exactly!" I said, giving him a congratulatory smile. "Dick-pics are almost always sent to poor girls without their consent. Obviously, it's not as bad as rubbing your dick on them without asking first, but it's in the same ballpark. I know as a horny teenager, you may think your dick is God's gift to women, but I promise women are much more likely to be disgusted than impressed. Do you understand?"
Chris and Loren nodded obediently.
"Good," I said firmly. "I know no teenager wants love advice from their friend's dad, but I'd like to teach you boys some things about women that I wish I'd been taught at your age. But are you gonna listen to me? Or is it gonna be in-one-ear, out-the-other?"
The boys perked up. I think they knew what I was doing. "We're listening."
"Okay, good. Emmie, mind if I borrow you for a second?" Emmie stood and accepted my outstretched hand.
"So, imagine that I am one of you boys. And this is an attractive nineteen-year-old woman who you've been flirting with," I said, gesturing to Emmie.
"Oh please," Emmie said, as she playfully pushed me.
"You've just returned home from a great date, but you're not sure if she's ready to go to the next level or not. How can you tell? If you guess wrong, you might lose any chance you had. But if you don't make a move at all, you'll never get a chance either. What do you do?"
Before giving them a chance to guess, I continued. "Truth is, women are people just like we are. And just like us men, every woman is different. There IS no secret formula, despite what you may hear. But there are a couple tips you can use."
"Emmie, stand there and pretend that you don't like what you're hearing me say."
Emmie smiled, thinking she understood the game I was playing. If only she knew.
"Of course, dear." Emmie crossed her arms against her chest and tilted her body off-center to me. She then hung her head and stared at the floor, acting like she very unimpressed with me.
"Don't judge just by what a woman says. Body language and eye contact is the key." I said to the boys. "See how she's closed herself off from me? A woman could be giving all the right words, but if this is how she looks, she's not interested."
The boys nodded.
"Now, Emmie, show me what you'd look like if you were very into me."
Emmie once again transformed, bringing up one hand to twirl her hair as she faced me fully, exaggerated smile on her face. She made full eye contact and cocked her hip to one side.
"See the difference? Bonus points if she touches you," I said, as Emmie obligingly touched my shoulder with her free hand. "Unlike the last girl, this one is VERY into me."
"Okay, Mr. Green, that's fair and all, but most women don't act like either of those," Chris protested.
I smiled. "You're right, Chris. Most interactions aren't so obvious. This is where experience comes in. How to make an educated guess. You may still guess wrong, but the more you do it, the better you'll get."
"Okay, Emmie," I continued. "Pretend that now you are interested in me, but you don't want to make it obvious you're interested in me. After all, if I'm not interested in you, you don't want to embarrass yourself. You want me to make a move, but you don't want to openly invite it."
Emmie thought for a second, before entering what seemed like a neutral pose, all obvious flirtatious signs gone.
"Okay boys, in fact I do want to make a move, but I can't tell what Emmie wants yet. If I go all out, it could blow up in my face. So, here's what I do. I start by making small approaches, physical or verbal or both, that suggest that I want things to progress."
I turned to Emmie. "Thanks for the date tonight. I had a great time," I said, acting out my role. I gently gripped her shoulder before withdrawing it.
I turned back to the boys. "Now, if she wasn't interested, chances are either she doesn't respond at all --or she responds negatively. Emmie, can you show what I mean by that?"
I reenacted the scene, allowing Emmie to illustrate both a neutral and a negative response.
"When it comes to romance, just remember if you're not positive the girl is giving you a yes--she's giving you a no. It's not foolproof, but it works pretty well. Now, Emmie, show me a yes."
I once again repeated the scene, but this time when I touched her shoulder, Emmie tilted her face towards mine, staring deep into my eyes. I had no doubts that she was enjoying our role play, even if she didn't realize it wasn't just for our benefit.
Keeping my hand on her shoulder this time, I faced the boys. "See how she's formed a connection between us with her eyes? That's my sign to keep moving in. I still don't want to rush too fast--I don't want to overwhelm her--but I can keep going now. Watch what I do, and how I keep an eye out that she keeps giving me yesses."
I turned back to Emmie as I slowly closed my eyes and went in for the kiss. Emmie closed her own eyes, and soon our faces were locked. After a solid smooch, I broke free.
"Now, if at any point, I sensed resistance from her, I would have stopped. It sucks sometimes thinking you're gonna get to a certain point, just to find out that your partner isn't ready, but that's life. You better learn some patience. If you can master that--and learn to read your yesses and nos--then you're gonna be way ahead of any other guys your age. Understand?"
"Yes, sir," the boys said in unison.
Now, I'd reached the critical moment. I still wasn't sure if Emmie would continue to play along or not... but I knew I was too hot to stop myself now. I had to try.
"Now, ideally, you'd get to practice this for yourself now, rather than just watch me do it. Of course, I could ask Emmie to let you practice with her, but I know there's no way she'd agree to that. She's too much of a prude, even if it is just an innocent educational experience."
Emmie put her hands on her hips indignantly. "Hey now! Who are you calling a prude? I'm all for education, but I don't think volunteering your wife to be a role-play partner with our son's friends counts as educational."
"Sure, it does. I wish someone had let me practice this stuff when I was their age," I said calmly. "but instead I had to go through lots of embarrassment and mistakes. I think it would be a great idea for you to teach them, so they don't have to go through what I did. But we both know you won't--after all, you were the only one who chickened out of our strip poker game."
I knew Emmie was trying to decide why I was encouraging this... she had to realize the game I was playing now, but the question was, would she go along?
"I don't know what you're pretending," she shot back. "We both know you're the real prude. You may be showing off in front of the boys now, talking a big game, but the second I was kissing another man in front of you, you'd put a stop to it."
"Guess there's only one way to find out, isn't there?" I said, not backing down.
Emmie stared at me for a second before she sighed. "It doesn't matter anyway. I'm sure the boys want a practice-partner their own age. Not their gross friend's mom who's over twice that."
"You're not gross, Mrs. Green. You're hot!" Chris said, a bit too boldly.
"Yeah, Mrs. Green. You'd be the perfect partner for us," Loren added. "I know you'd be a great teacher."
I could see the war going on inside Emmie's head. I knew that a part of her was saying that this was wrong, that she should shut this down now, before it went any further. But I also knew there was another side of her that desperately needed release. I decided to offer a small push.
"See, Emmie? We're all on board, but like I said, we know you're chicken. And that's okay, just accept it and move on."
"We'll see who's chicken," Emmie said defiantly. She turned to the boys. "Who's up first?"
To this day, I don't know if it was me challenging Emmie or her own horniness that pushed her over the edge... but either way, over she went.
Chris leapt off the couch first, taking my former place across from Emmie. I knew full well where we were heading, but I still needed to manage the situation just a bit more before momentum took over.
"Okay, Chris. Same situation as me. You just had a lovely date with this woman, and now you've taken her back to her place. You're at the door. You're not sure if she wants a goodnight kiss or not. What do you do?"
"Got it," Chris said, as he faced my wife.
"I had a great time tonight. You're very beautiful."
"Thanks," Emmie responded, "You're very handsome yourself." She smiled at Chris.
Chris reached out to brush the side of Emmie's hair. "I feel like the luckiest guy in the world right now," he said, as he ran his fingers through her dark strands.
"Mmm, that feels nice," Emmie responded, her blue eyes still staring into Chris's.
Chris slowly leaned in as Emmie pursed her lips to meet his. They made contact, and although they were still standing awkwardly apart, they began to kiss multiple times.
I was on fire in that instant. Seeing Emmie with Matt at the wedding was the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life--and this was topping that. My beautiful wife was making out with a boy half her age right in front of me, and we were just getting started.
As they continued to kiss, Chris began to get a bit handsy, and I knew that if I didn't stop him soon, he wouldn't be able to control himself.
"Great job, Chris," I said, pulling him gently back by the shoulder. He and Emmie were both flushed. "But I think it's Loren's turn now."
Chris reluctantly stood back, allowing Loren to replace him next to Emmie. "Okay Loren, same situation, Let's go."
Loren smiled at Emmie. Speaking softly, he said "I had a really nice time tonight. I knew you were pretty, but I didn't realize just how beautiful you were until I got to spend some time with you. You're... captivating."
Damn, Loren. I thought. Man had a way with words.
"Is it all right if I touch you?" he asked gently.
Emmie nodded innocently--as if she truly was a teenage girl again.
Loren reached a hand to her cheek, and Emmie sunk into it, her pale face resting against his blackness. He then leaned in and kissed her forehead, before pulling back and looking into her eyes. They stared at one another for just a moment, before Loren went for her lips. They kissed quietly for a few seconds, and then Loren pulled back. Emmie let out a small breath as he did so. Loren looked at me, expectantly. I knew he wasn't going to go further unless I led him there.
"Okay, Loren, it looks like things are going well for you two. It's time to take it to the next level. Keep it up." I said, barely able to keep it together myself.
Loren nodded, and then turned back to Emmie. He began kissing her once more, this time with more passion. Emmie began working her tongue into their kisses, and soon both their tongues were dueling as they pressed in on each other.
Holy fuck this was hot. I shot a glance at Chris who appeared equally enthralled.
Loren began to run his hands down Emmie's body, as Emmie began exploring is. I saw her grab Loren's ass and pull him in tightly while Loren returned the favor.
"You're doing a fantastic job guys. Loren, your partner is clearly very much enjoying your touch, but I think she's feeling a bit restricted by her shirt. Want to help her out with that?"
Loren didn't need to be told twice as he pulled back just enough to lift Emmie's shirt above her head. Emmie raised her arms, allowing it to be removed. Her breasts dropped free into the open air.. Loren stared at them appreciatively, as he tenderly reached out to fondle them.
"Be gentle," I whispered. "They're sensitive."
Emmie moaned with pleasure as Loren took them in his hands, gently caressing them. He occasionally rubbed her nipples, before leaning in to kiss them. Inexperienced or not, Loren had good instincts. He continued exploring Emmie's chest with both his mouth and hands. Emmie tilted her head back, eyes closed, as she enjoyed the young man's attention.
When Loren had finished covering Emmie's chest, he took her head in his hands, and brought her forward into a kiss once more. Loren then looked at me, as if needing further direction.
Chris used the break to chime in. "Hey, isn't it my turn again?"
"Loren, you did great. You can step back now. And Chris, yes, I think you're up. But before you start, I should let you know that usually by this point, the men are at least as undressed as the women. You wouldn't want your poor woman to be the only one exposed, right?"
Loren and Chris showed no hesitation as they pulled off their clothes off in a blink of an eye. Both were fully erect now, as was I--although my cock was still trapped inside my pants.
"I think we're ready for more advanced techniques," I said, my voice beginning to shake uncontrollably with lust. "Emmie, if you don't mind, I'd like you to remove your own pants and lie down on the couch for me."
Emmie did so wordlessly, pulling down her underwear and pants with a single motion, and then stepped lightly to the couch, where she sat, legs crossed. Both the boys and Emmie were totally naked now.
"Now boys, every woman has different desires and needs. Usually, you'd have to figure them out on your own, either by experimenting or talking about it. For example, receiving oral sex: some women think it's gross when a man goes down on them. For others, it can be a huge turn on, so it never hurts to be prepared. Fortunately for you boys, I know that Emmie loves being eaten out... so now's a great chance to practice your technique. Chris, if you'll join her on the couch for me?"
Chris walked over, his cock swinging freely with his stride. He plopped down directly next to Emmie so that their legs were touching. He reached over and began to grope her breasts, before I interrupted.
"Focus, Chris. We're learning, remember?"
"Sorry, Mr. Green. Sorry. I'm focused," Chris said, dropping his hands and returning his attention to me.
"That's better. Now, Chris, I know you're eager to learn, but could you give Emmie some space please?"
Chris obligingly scooted to the opposite end of the couch.
"Emmie, now I'd like you to turn towards Chris, and spread your legs for him. We're going to give him some tips on a woman's physiology. And Loren, I'd like you to come closer so you can learn too."
I could tell the rational side of my wife was fully subsumed into her lust as she rotated her body towards Chris, pointing her legs at him. Then she pulled her knees towards her shoulders, opening her legs and bringing her pussy into full view. Her wetness was clearly visible in the light.
"Thanks, Emmie. Now you see boys, you can tell by the wetness around her vagina that she is very aroused. A word of warning, physical arousal doesn't always mean a woman is interested in sex, but in this case, I think it's safe to say it does. Chris, have you ever eaten a woman out before?"
"A couple of times," Chris said, still fully focused on Emmie's exposed pussy. No doubt he was trying to process that this was real and it was happening.
"Good, let's see what you've learned," I said, motioning for him to approach.
Chris moved in, first grabbing Emmie's outstretched legs for balance, and then sinking between them. He lowered himself downwards, leaving his face just inches away from my wife's pussy. I stepped next to the couch behind Emmie's head for a better view, just as Chris's tongue made contact.
"Mmmm..." Emmie gently moaned.
Chris began to explore my wife's womanhood with his tongue. As he licked around her vaginal area, he used a hand to press her pussy lips open, revealing her clit and vaginal opening. He flicked his tongue playfully off her clit a few times, before he lowered and gently pushed the tip of his tongue into her opening. He licked up and down, tracing the inside of her walls.
"Mrs. Green, you taste fantastic." Chris said appreciatively.
Emmie responded by grabbing his hair with her hands and pushing him gently in towards her.
"80% of good technique is showing enthusiasm," I said approvingly. "You're doing great, Chris. Don't forget eye contact, though. That can really take you to the next level."
I saw Chris look up at Emmie as he continued to work his tongue. Emmie met his gaze, watching him pleasure her. They held their eye contact for several seconds, before Emmie tilted back to look at me.
"He's getting me so wet, Scott." she said, with a strained voice.
I just smiled and said, "You're doing a great job, Chris. But don't forget that for most women, their clit is their most sensitive spot. Playing around with other areas is fine, but generally you want your focus to be on the clit itself. Don't be rough... but be firm."
"Mmm, got it Mr. Green," Chris said with a slight lisp, as he moved his tongue back up to her clit once more. He began to flit it back and forth with a slow and steady motion.
Emmie lowered her gaze again, watching Chris play with her highly sensitive gland. Chris alternated meeting her eyes and looking down at her mound. Both began to breathe heavily.
"You getting all of this, Loren?" I said, taking my eyes from Chris and Emmie for the first time.
"Oh yes, Mr. Green," he said. He was slowly stroking his cock, which made me realize I was the only one with clothes still on. I removed them quietly, which now left all four of us fully naked. I began to stroke my own erection.
Chris was now moving his tongue faster along Emmie's clit, and I could tell she was nearing a climax. I decided to help it along.
"Chris, keep doing what you're doing, but see if you can stick a finger or two inside Emmie for me."
Without pausing his tongue, Chris tilted his head forward over Emmie's pelvis, making extra room beneath. He removed his right hand from Emmie's thigh and placed it in front of her opening. He inserted his middle finger to the second knuckle, before flipping his hand and curling his finger. He then began pulsing his hand gently against Emmie's vagina. It looked like he'd done this before.
Emmie began to breathe faster, and I saw the telltale signs of her body beginning to tense.
"Oh my god, Chris, don't stop," she moaned, as she began to squeeze her legs in around his head. "Don't stop!"
Chris didn't stop. Seconds later, Emmie gasped, and her abdominal muscles spasmed.
"Ohhhh fuckkkkk," Emmie shuddered through clenched teeth, as her legs forced Chris's head against her body. He was no longer able to keep licking her, but I noted with approval that he kept his hand moving inside Emmie as she orgasmed against him.
Emmie's orgasm lasted for several seconds before her legs fell open again. Taking the opportunity, Chris pulled himself up for air. Emmie grasped his hair affectionately. "Oh, Chris, that was great," she said, still out of breath. "I would have never thought you'd be so good at that."
"I've fantasized about you for years, Mrs. Green," Chris said. "You're hot as fuck."
Before I had a chance to say anything, Chris pulled himself forward onto Emmie, keeping himself between her legs and aligning their bodies. His erection lay pressed against her stomach, as he began to passionately kiss her. Emmie let him, although I could tell she was still recovering from her orgasm. Chris began to work his body into each kiss, making small pockets of space appear and disappear between them. I saw Chris's cock moving slowly but surely along Emmie's stomach with each kiss, and I realized what he was doing.
Sure enough, Chris eventually worked the bottom of his shaft between Emmie's pussy lips, but it was too long for him to slip the head inside. He kept kissing Emmie, as he began pumping his hips, sliding his cock back and forth along her slit.



After a few moments of this, Chris raised himself up on his arms and pulled his hips back in the air. This created enough room to allow the head of his cock to fall directly in front of Emmie's opening. He grabbed it and began to move it in small circles, his penis teasing her entrance.
"Chris, what are you doing?" Emmie said, breaking free from his kisses.
"Something I've wanted to do for a long time," he said, as he finally pushed the tip of his penis inside.
"Ohhh," Emmie involuntarily gasped as Chris penetrated her.
Chris let his hips fall slowly downwards as he worked more and more of his length into her pussy.
"Oh, Scott, he's inside me!" Emmie said, looking at me with an almost-panicked look. No doubt she was afraid they had crossed a line.
She needn't have worried. My cock may have been the only one for her since we married... but I was about ready to cum just from the sight of seeing this virile nineteen-year-old's dick inside my wife.
"He sure is," I said reassuringly. "You should show him what it's like to fuck a woman with experience."
"Ohhh!" Emmie gasped again, as Chris's cock bottomed out. He was almost completely inside her.
"Oh, Mrs. Green, your pussy feels so fucking good," he said, eyes closed with pleasure.
"Chris, you don't need to be polite. Your dick is inside her. I think we're past the point of pleasantries," I said, getting further turned on by how this boy was talking to my wife.
"Huh?" Chris asked, confused.
"Her name's Emmie, not Mrs. Green," I said. "But keep up the dirty talk, she loves it."
"Oh," Chris said, understanding what I meant. "Emmie, your pussy feels so fucking good," he repeated, trying out her first name.
"Oh Chris..." Emmie said, clearly getting hot again, as she wrapped her legs around his hips.
Chris began to slowly rock back and forth against her, making small movements as he fell into a rhythm. Emmie used her legs to help guide him. Their bodies moved in unison as she reached out and began to run a hand along his firm abs. "You have a very nice body," she said approvingly.
"I can't believe this is really happening," Chris said. "I've masturbated to you for so long, Emmie."
I could tell Chris was getting turned on more, hearing himself use her first name.
"Mmmmm..." Emmie replied, as she watched Chris slide his cock in and out of her pussy. She began rubbing her clit with her free hand, as she caressed Chris's chest with the other.
I spared a glance for Loren. "You doing okay, man? You're being very patient."
"I'm okay Mr. Green," he said quietly, never taking his eyes from Chris and Emmie. He was still stroking his cock gently.
Emmie must have forgotten about Loren, but now she looked up at him lustfully. "Don't worry Loren, I'm not done teaching yet.... oh fuck me!"
Chris had shifted his stance slightly, and apparently was hitting a good spot somewhere inside Emmie. He had increased his pace so that he was now withdrawing almost his entire length before plunging it back inside again. Emmie's boobs bounced freely in rhythm with Chris's motions, making a smacking sound each time Chris pushed forward. She was rubbing her clit vigorously. I could tell they were both close.
"Oh Emmie... fuck!" Chris gasped. "You're gonna make me fucking cum! Fuckkkkkk!"
Chris let out a moan as he yanked his cock out and let it fall just beneath Emmie's breasts. No sooner than it landed did his cock began pumping out streams of semen onto Emmie's chest. Emmie took Chris's cock in her hands as she helped milk the remaining cum onto her. She then playfully scooped some up with her finger and brought it into her mouth, where she sucked it dry, savoring it. "You don't taste too bad yourself, Chris," she said seductively.
"Holy fuck, Emmie. You're the hottest fucking MILF there is," Chris said, as he fell backwards onto the couch. He stood unsteadily as his cock deflated against him--I could tell he was saving a mental picture of Emmie covered in his cum.
For my part, somehow, I'd avoided blowing my own load. I came close as Emmie gave Chris the fucking of a lifetime, but I knew I didn't want to finish prematurely. The night wasn't done yet.
"Hey, Loren. There's a hand towel in the kitchen. Would you mind grabbing it for us?"
As if coming out of a trance, Loren looked at me and then nodded. He obediently found it, and returned, his cock still at full attention.
"I think Emmie could use a hand cleaning up. Mind to help out?" I said, still standing directly behind Emmie's head. I gestured to Chris's cum that was splattered all over Emmie's boobs.
"Not at all." Loren said calmly--but the horniness in his voice was still very evident.
Loren began wiping up the white globs with the towel, as Emmie reached a hand gently towards Loren's erect cock. Unlike Chris, she didn't climax during their fuck, so she was obviously still feeling plenty hot.
Loren gasped as Emmie wrapped her pale fingers around his black penis, momentarily stopping his cleaning.
"Oh Loren, you've got such a big cock for being such a quiet boy," she said approvingly.
"Oh, Mrs. Green," Loren said almost melting into her hand. "Your hand feels so good."
"I bet it does," my wife responded. "But don't forget, I'm Emmie now."
"Emmie." Loren tested. "Emmie, you look so beautiful right now."
"That's better," Emmie said with an approving smile. She stood up from the couch, as she took the towel from Loren and wiped the rest of herself down. Once clean, she threw the towel on the ground, and leaned her face in towards Loren's.
Loren took her into his arms as they began to kiss, slowly but passionately. Emmie ran a hand down the front of Loren's body, paying special attention to his abs and pelvic area. She seemed especially fascinated by the muscled lines that ran from his hips down toward his penis.
As she continued to explore, Emmie started to rub her breasts against Loren's chest, dragging her nipples across his body. Meanwhile, Loren traced his fingers along her spine--before reaching her ass and caressing her hips. Once again, I found myself aroused by the sight of Loren's black hands against my wife's pale body.
Emmie continued to stroke Loren's cock, although she was barely able to wrap her fingers around his impressive girth. They stood like that for some time, feeling and rubbing on each other, before I realized that Loren must not have been sure what to do next. His inexperience was starting to show.
I spoke up, "Emmie, I think Loren might be more comfortable if you sat back down on the couch."
Emmie broke off their kiss and smoothly lowered herself onto it. She never broke eye contact with Loren as she smoothly reclined backwards against the couch's arm rest next to me.
"Don't be afraid, Loren," I encouraged. "Join her."
Loren did, as Emmie spread her legs open to make room for him. Unlike Chris, Loren didn't press his body down on her, but instead kneeled in front of her, his hefty black cock pointing itself towards her pussy. He pushed Emmie's legs together in front of him and rested them on his broad shoulders. He then pushed slightly forward, gently forcing Emmie's legs back towards her face, as he brought his cock right up to her pussy lips.
"Emmie, I've wanted you for so long," he said as his cock reached her.
"Loren..." Emmie pleaded, "I need you inside me."
Remembering Loren's earlier admission that he was still a virgin, I reached the verge of climax as he slowly entered my wife. He allowed Emmie's vagina to accommodate his size, before pushing deeper and deeper. He stopped only when he was totally inside her, his pelvic muscles now resting against her pussy lips. I could see a mix of discomfort and pleasure wash over Emmie's face, as her pussy was being stretched further than any cock had stretched it before.
And just like that, my wife had taken Loren's virginity.
I quickly grabbed the hand towel as my long-postponed climax finally arrived. I didn't want to interrupt the scene in front of me, so I discretely released myself into the towel, a massive wave of endorphins rushing through my head. I orgasmed for several seconds before finally returning to earth.
"Oh, Loren," Emmie gasped. "Your cock feels amazing."
"Mmmm," Loren moaned in response. His eyes were closed in pleasure as he enjoyed the sensation of my wife's pussy wrapped tightly around him. After a few seconds, he opened his eyes and stared into Emmie's.
He reached around Emmie's legs as he began to push himself further over her. He settled into a push-up pose, with his hands on either side of Emmie's head, supporting his weight. Loren still had Emmie's legs resting against his shoulders, but they had been forced back almost all the way to her head. Loren was now directly on her, having folded her almost in half, cock still fully inside. I was impressed. I didn't realize Emmie was still this flexible.
Loren began to rock his hips against Emmie's. He didn't even really withdraw so much as just move his cock up and down inside her, his pelvis grinding on hers. Emmie reached out for his hips, helping guide his movements.
"Emmie, I'm so glad you're my first," Loren said, voice full of lust.
"What?" Emmie said, momentarily snapping out of her pleasure.
"I'm a virgin," Loren gasped, as he continued pressing into Emmie.
"Oh, Loren..." Emmie moaned. I couldn't tell if she was disappointed or turned on. "I shouldn't be your first. You should have saved it for someone special."
"You are someone special," Loren said, as he now began more of a traditional thrusting motion.
"Oh fuck, Loren," Emmie said, as she let her hands fall back to her sides. She was giving Loren full control.
Loren continued plunging his thick cock into Emmie, slowly picking up speed. Emmie propped herself up on her elbows, spreading her legs to the sides and tilting forward so that she was close enough to reach Loren's face with hers. Loren took advantage, and they joined in an open-mouth kiss. Emmie passionately made out with Loren for several seconds--moaning into his mouth--before falling back down.
"I need you to fuck me, Loren." Emmie said, staring deep into Loren's eyes. "Fuck me with that thick cock."
Loren responded, picking up the pace and intensity of his thrusts. He kept his eyes locked onto Emmie's as he began to pound against her pussy more aggressively. Soon, he was plunging his entire length in and out of her, his hips moving smoothly and rhythmically.
"That's right! Fuck me!" Emmie shouted in pleasure. Loren grunted in response as he kept up his frantic pace. I stood in awe as I watched his black cock pound repeatedly into my wife's pussy.
"Ohhhh I'm almost there, don't stop!" Emmie begged, as she grasped the couch cushion tightly with her hands. "Oh fuckkkkkkkkkk," she screamed as she approached her second orgasm of the night.
I could tell her words were having an effect on Loren, whose breathing was quickly becoming more ragged.
"Oh, Emmie..." he gasped, clearly about to climax. "I'm gonna....!"
But Emmie was too far gone to care. She was in the throes of her own orgasm when Loren thrust as far as he could into Emmie, moaning as he released his sperm deep inside my wife. After a few seconds, he collapsed down on top of her, dick deflating, but still inside Emmie.
"Holy shit," Chris finally broke the silence. "I can't believe that just happened."
"Me neither," I echoed, trying to process it.
With some effort, Loren pushed himself off Emmie. His now-soft cock slipped out of her, still dripping in cum. I handed him the now thoroughly-used towel, as he wiped off his penis. He then reached between Emmie's still open legs as he wiped the semen that had begun to leak out of her.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Green," he apologized. "I lost myself there for a moment."
Emmie sat up, reaching for her pussy with her hand. As she returned it to her face, she stared at her fingers, mesmerized by the cum that was dripping down them.
"Don't apologize, Loren," she said in a daze. "I'm on the pill."
"Ah, okay. Good," Loren said uncertainly, as he stood up.
"Well, I think it's safe to say that we've worn ourselves out for the night," I said, as I found my discarded clothes and began pulling them back on. "Boys, help yourself to anything you might need in the house--but I think Emmie and I need to head to bed. There's clean sheets in the guest room; you're welcome to stay the night... if you don't need to get back to your parents, that is."
"Nah, we'll just tell them we're crashing here for the night. It'll be fine," Chris said distractedly. Loren murmured his agreement. Both were still staring at Emmie's naked body like they couldn't believe what they'd just done. I understood how they were feeling--I felt the same way.
"C'mon, Emmie, let's get you to bed." I said, helping Emmie to her feet. I grabbed her clothes for her and led her to the stairs. "We'll see you boys in the morning," I said, as we made our way up.
Once we made it to our room, I closed the door behind us. "Well, how do you feel?"
Emmie snapped out of her trance as she met my gaze. "Like I just had the shit fucked out of me by two nineteen-year-olds," she laughed. But then she went silent. After a moment, she spoke up quietly. "Scott, what did we just do?"
"Had the fuck of a lifetime," I said, "just like I promised earlier this afternoon." I knew I needed to help Emmie frame this in a positive light or risk her spiraling into shame and regret.
Emmie gave a half-hearted chuckle. "You did promise. But what we did with them... they're just teenagers! Not to mention our son's best friends! I don't blame them at all... but we're the adults. We should know better."
"Know better than what? Teaching them the ropes of sex? Better trusted adults than what the Internet might teach them, right?"
"Yeah, maybe." Emmie stood quietly. "I just don't know how I can look at them in the eye again. How am I supposed to pretend they're just Noah's friends after they've had their dicks inside me?"
"You can't," I acknowledged. "But that's okay. The simple fact is that Chris and Loren aren't kids anymore. They're men. And there's nothing wrong with your relationship changing to reflect that. Just think of them as young men who've seen a special side of you--a side that will improve their own love lives."
"But that's just it. They shouldn't get to see that side of me. I'm your wife--only you should get to see it." Emmie countered. She paused for a second before sighing. "I know you said you were cool with what I did with the guy at the wedding. But that was one thing. This is another. This wasn't just an in-the-moment fling. We MADE this happen. We CHOSE this."
I picked my next words carefully. "I think that because we ARE married that we're only ones who get to decide what we share with others and what we don't. I'm just speaking for myself, of course, but I find it incredibly hot to see you sharing yourself with another man. Or two."
"But isn't that just cheating?"
"Not at all. It's not cheating because you're not going behind my back. You're doing it with my blessing." I explained my view of hot-wives to Emmie.
"Okay, I hear you," she said with a deep breath. "But that seems so one-sided. How is it fair that I get to be with other people and you don't?"
"Because I get just as much pleasure from it as you do." I immediately replied. "I'm not looking to get with other women, if that's what you're suggesting."
Emmie didn't have an answer for that. She changed the subject. "So how does the guy at the wedding fit into this? You didn't get to experience that."
"Actually, I did," I admitted. I confessed how I had started the events that led to her getting intimate with Matt, and how I had watched them the entire time. I ended by saying, "I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner. I wasn't sure how you would take it at the time."
Emmie was silent for a moment. "I wish you had told me that night. I thought you were going to divorce me."
"I could never divorce you," I said truthfully. "You're the light of my life." I hugged her close.
Emmie snuggled her head against my chest, and we stood silently like that for a while.
Eventually Emmie asked softly, "What if Noah finds out I fucked his friends? He'll never speak to me again."
"He won't find out," I assured her. "And even if he does, he's our son. Nothing's gonna change that. Besides, he's gotta realize at some point that we aren't just his parents; we have lives of our own."
"Hmmm," Emmie said. I could tell she had a lot to think about.
"We can worry about everything later, but at the very least, don't worry about us, babe. We're rock solid."
"I love you," she said, lifting her head enough to look me in the eyes.
"I love you too," I responded. "Now, let's shower and get some sleep."
We did just that.
The next morning, I awoke to a silent house. Emmie appeared to still be asleep, and I couldn't hear anything from the boys downstairs. I debated about staying in bed, but eventually I decided I was too restless and got up. I went to the bathroom and changed into a set of pajamas that Emmie had bought for me a while back. I started to head out the bedroom door, when Emmie spoke.
"Scott?" she said, sitting up in bed. "Wait, don't leave yet."
"What's up, babe?" I said, closing the door again and walking to her side of the bed.
Emmie sighed. "I feel better about last night. You're right. We're all adults who just had some adult fun, and there's nothing wrong with that."
"But...?" I probed gently.
"But... I feel like we need to have a conversation with the boys before they leave. Go over certain expectations."
"Okay, fair enough," I said. "What did you have in mind?"
"I want them to know we don't regret what happened, but that at the end of the day, we're still their friend's parents. Yes, I know we're more than that now, but for Noah's sake we need to pretend otherwise. That means what happened last night can't happen again--and we shouldn't even talk about it, except in private."
"That seems reasonable to me," I said. "I can be the one to lead the conversation if you'd like?"
"That's fine, but I want to be there too. Show a united front."
"Done. Anything else on your mind?"
"No, that was it," Emmie said sinking back under the covers. "For now, at least. Go enjoy your breakfast."
I made my way downstairs to the kitchen, pulling out ingredients for omelets and starting the coffee pot. Soon the smell of eggs and coffee were wafting through the house. The boys must have been awake, because they soon joined me in the kitchen. They wore boxers and nothing else--likely figuring they had no more need of modesty.
"Hey, Mr. Green," Chris said. "Those look great." He eyed the stack of omelets I'd been building.
"Help yourself," I said, handing him a free plate.
"Thanks!" Chris started to leave my side, but then he paused and turned back to me. "And, uh, thanks for last night. I know you're the only reason we got to, well, you know..."
"Yeah, thanks Mr. Green." Loren chimed in. "I know it takes a confident man to do what you did for us. I want you to know that I took your lessons to heart. I'm not going to let them go to waste."
"You're welcome, boys. I enjoyed it as much as you," I said truthfully. "But don't make more of it than what it was. Emmie and I talked, and we wanted to go over what happened before you leave this morning. Don't worry, you're not in trouble. Far from it. But we still need to talk. Understand?"
"Understood," they said. I had the feeling they expected this.
"Good. Now let's get some breakfast while we wait for Emmie."
By the time Emmie did finally come down, we'd finished our plates. She was wearing a morning robe that was relatively modest, but she'd only loosely tied it together. If she leaned over, her breasts would be clearly visible. So much for not enticing the boys this morning, I thought.



"Good morning. Everyone sleep well?" she asked, as she walked behind my chair. We were seated at the kitchen table, me on one side and the boys on the opposite.
"Yes, ma'am!" Chris said. "We were all kinds of exhausted."
I looked up at Emmie and we exchanged a glance.
"I told them we were going to talk about last night," I said. "But only after you joined us."
Emmie gave me a slight nod as she sat down in the seat next to me. She took a moment to gather her thoughts before speaking.
"Now boys," she began. "What happened last night was an incredible experience. For all of us. Scott and I don't regret it at all, and we hope you don't either."
That triggered instant denials and "not at alls" from the boys, before she continued.
"But the fact is that we are Noah's parents, and you are his friends. That means we have to maintain a certain distance. Obviously, we'd prefer Noah not find out about last night, but he's always going to be our son. He doesn't always have to be your friend. You guys have been great for each other, and we don't want to risk that friendship." She turned to me. "Scott?"
"Emmie's right," I said. "Noah's going to be coming home for the summer soon, and I know you're going to want to hang out with him. You'll always be welcome here... but understand that comes with the expectation that you will treat us as parents. That means no flirting with Emmie, no hinting about what happened between you, and definitely no trying to make it happen again. Last night was a once-in-a-lifetime event--got it?"
Both boys nodded slowly. They were smart enough to realize this wasn't a negotiation... but that didn't stop their disappointment. I sympathized with them.
"Okay, good. Now, if you guys are finished eating breakfast, I can help you get the guest room cleaned up. I know you need to get back to your families."
The three of us stood up and headed to the guest room, leaving Emmie at the table.
"Sorry, Mr. Green," Loren said suddenly, turning back to the kitchen. "I need to talk to Emmie for a second."
"Sure, Loren. Go right ahead," I said. No doubt he had some thoughts to get off his chest. Being told that the person who took his virginity was forever off-limits probably left some unresolved emotions.
Chris and I entered the guest room and began cleaning. We stripped the sheets off the bed and tossed the used towels together in a pile by the door. I helped him gather his and Loren's belongings--there wasn't much--as Chris pulled his clothes back on. I took the dirty laundry into my arms, gave a last-minute scan to make sure we had everything, and then led Chris out the door. We made our way back to the kitchen, only to be stopped cold by a sight that neither of us expected.
Loren was standing by the kitchen table with his boxers around his ankles. Emmie was on her knees in front of him, robe barely holding itself around her. She was sucking vigorously on Loren's cock--or at least trying to. She could barely fit its head in her mouth.
Neither of them acknowledged our presence, despite us being in clear view. Both Chris and I dropped the loads we were carrying out of surprise.
"Uhhhh, Mr. Green...? Chris looked at me uncertainly.
Despite the conversation we had just had with the boys, I was instantly aroused. I didn't know how this had started between Emmie and Loren, but I was damn sure going to take advantage of it.
"What are you waiting for, Chris, get in there!" I urged.
"But you guys just said this couldn't happen again..." he murmured.
"Well, it's happening," I pointed out. "You don't want to miss out, do you?"
Chris didn't need any extra convincing. He stripped his clothes off as he practically ran towards Loren and Emmie, his erection already at full attention. Emmie must have finally realized she had company, because she removed her mouth from Loren's cock to face her new partner.
Before waiting for Emmie to make a move, Chris reached down and began tugging upwards at her robe that was still stubbornly clinging on. Emmie stood, allowing it to fall onto the floor. She was totally naked now, as the boys pushed their cocks against her. Both Loren and Chris began to rub their hands along either side of her body, exploring every inch of her skin. Emmie reached out with her own hands and grasped their cocks, masturbating them in tandem.
"Oh fuck, Mrs. Gree.... Emmie," Chris said as he stared at my wife with pure lust.
The boys fondled Emmie's curves like they'd never seen a woman before. Chris caressed her hips and ass, while Loren gently kneaded her breasts, one after the other--occasionally working her nipples between his thumb and fingers. I quietly removed my own clothes and moved in closer, entranced by the pornographic scene in front of me. I began to service my own erection.
Still holding the boys' members, Emmie sank downwards, coming to rest in a kneeling position on her robe. She never stopped pumping the boys' cocks, which were now aimed directly at her face. She looked back and forth between them, like she was at a buffet trying to decide which dish to pick. She stuck her tongue out and tasted the heads of both, looking upwards at the boys as she did so. Then she went to work.
Emmie used her mouth to pleasure one boy for several seconds at a time before switching to the other--all while continuing to stroke them with her hands. She managed to take a good portion of Chris's length into her throat at one point, but she could never get more than Loren's head past her lips. I wish I could have taken a picture of it--the contrast of Emmie's innocent, pale face and her blue eyes and the blackness of Loren's thick cock wedged between her lips was incredibly sexy.
It quickly became apparent that both boys were progressing quickly on their way to climax. The only question was, who was going to reach it first?
It turned out to be Chris. He began pumping his hips against Emmie's hand, who must have noticed he was reaching his peak. She turned her full attention to his cock, stroking him firmly while running her tongue around his head. She maintained full eye contact as he began to gasp.
"Fuck, Emmie, I'm cumming!" he said, tilting his head back in ecstasy.
White jets of sperm erupted from his cock onto Emmie's face. She closed her eyes as Chris's seed shot onto her lips, forehead, and hair. She continued to pump his cock until he was completely spent. Once the stream had finished, Emmie reopened her eyes--and then sucked the dribble that was still oozing out of Chris's deflating member.
"Holy shit. That's the best blowjob I've ever had," Chris said, winded.
During Chris's orgasm, Loren had been temporarily neglected, but Emmie turned to him now. She began to stroke with both hands, Chris's cum still dripping on her face, but Loren stopped her with his own hands.
"Let's clean you up first," he said, as he made his way to the kitchen sink, and retrieved a towel. He returned and began to wipe Emmie's face and hair clean.
"Much better," he said satisfactorily. "But let's take this somewhere more comfortable."
Loren helped guide Emmie to a standing position and placed her arms around his neck. Then, in a fluid move, he bent down and effortlessly scooped her into in his arms. Emmie let out an exhilarated gasp, clearly not expecting to be so easily swept from her feet.
Carrying her like a young lover rather than the middle-aged mom she was, Loren made his way towards the guest room. Chris and I followed closely behind him.
When they reached the queen-sized bed, Loren gently placed her down before climbing onto it himself. He started to pull himself onto her, but Emmie stopped him.
"Wait, Loren," she said softly. "I want you to lay on your back."
Loren looked confused, but he followed Emmie's direction. He flipped himself over so that he was now lying next to Emmie on the bed, face up, cock pointing straight in the air.
Emmie pulled herself up onto her elbows as she began to kiss Loren. She didn't spend much time on his lips though, and she worked her way down his center, kissing his chest, abs, and pelvis. She moved back to his face and stared into his eyes and whispered softly, "Loren, you really are gorgeous."
She then pulled herself on top of Loren so that her body was lying flat on his. She grasped his face in her hands, as she began to explore his mouth with her tongue. In return, Loren's hands began to roam down Emmie's back before reaching her ass and pulling her against him. After a few moments of this passionate touching, Emmie lifted herself up, squatting over Loren's hips. She then shifted her knees down so that she sat directly on his pelvis, straddling him.
Loren's cock had become trapped between their bodies, but Emmie's pussy lips were located squarely over its shaft. She began to rock back and forth, sliding her lips over his cock as she began to lubricate it with her wetness. Loren reached up and began to play with her breasts. "Emmie, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," he whispered. My wife's eyes were closed, mouth slightly open, as she melted into his young hands.
Just when I didn't think I could take the foreplay anymore, Emmie pulled herself up slightly and took Loren's cock into her hand. She guided it between her pussy lips as she slowly lowered herself back down onto it. It took her several seconds for her pussy to adapt to his girth... but eventually Emmie succeeded in completely impaling herself. She let out a small gasp as pleasure overtook her discomfort.
"Oh, Emmie," Loren moaned, as he watched himself disappear into her.
Emmie bent over to give him a brief kiss before sitting back up. She began to make small up and down movements as she continued to adjust to his size. I could see that his cock was pressing so tightly inside her that her outer pussy lips kept sticking to it as she moved. Loren started to thrust his hips upward slightly in rhythm with Emmie, but she spread forward, trapping his wrists under her arms and stopping the motion.
"Don't help me, just lie there and let me enjoy it for a second," she scolded.
Properly chastised, Loren kept himself flat on the bed as Emmie sat up again. Once more, she began to move herself up and down on Loren's cock, her breasts beginning to bounce freely.
"Mmmm, that's a good dick," she moaned.
In an effort to avoid cumming too quickly, I tore my vision away from Loren and Emmie and glanced at Chris. He was already semi-hard again, but like me, he seemed perfectly content to just watch the scene in front of us.
After about a minute of pleasuring herself on Loren's cock, Emmie transitioned her hips from an up-and-down movement to a back-and-forth movement along his body. Her pussy lips dragged against Loren's pelvis as she began to ride him vigorously. Loren watched with a mix of awe and lust as she increased her pace. I could see the pleasure on Emmie's face as she mastered the young cock inside her.
Somewhat surprisingly, Emmie's exhaustion peaked before her climax did, and she fell forward onto Loren, out of breath. "Okay," she wheezed into his chest. "Now you can fuck me."
Loren didn't need to be told twice. He brought his heels closer to his butt in a bridge position, causing Emmie to tilt forward above him. With his new leverage, he began to thrust upwards against her. Emmie's boobs were now bouncing directly above Loren's face, and he took advantage by cupping them in his hands and teasing her nipples with his tongue.
"Oh, that's it, Loren. Fuck me. Fuck me like this is the only pussy you'll have!" she demanded.
Loren increased the speed of his pounding. I noticed Emmie's ass jiggle with each of his thrusts--she had to be getting off on his powerful movements. In a moment that seemed to stretch to infinity, but I knew was mere minutes, Loren pounded his dick into my wife as rapidly as his muscles allowed.
"Oh, Emmie," he gasped, and I knew his climax with imminent. He dropped her breasts and pulled her into a deep kiss as he thrust upwards in a final motion. I saw his ass cheeks clench together as he once again poured his seed into Emmie--the two of them locked together at both ends.
"Mmmmmmmm," Emmie moaned into his mouth, as she was filled with the nineteen-year-old's virility.
When his orgasm subsided, Loren's hips fell back onto the bed with a thud, Emmie still on top of him. They kissed tenderly for a few moments before Emmie rolled off and collapsed on the bed. Sperm leaked from her onto the mattress pad.
Being the observant lover that I am, I knew Emmie still hadn't climaxed herself--despite the intensity of her and Loren's fuck--but fortunately, it looked like Chris was once again feeling hot and ready to go.
"Emmie," I spoke up. "I think Chris is ready for round two... if you need the assist, that is."
Emmie glanced at us as if she was just now realizing she had an audience. She saw Chris's erection pointed at her. "Chris. You just came. How are you hard again already?"
"From watching you," Chris said without hesitation. "Only question is--are you ready?"
"Yeah, just give me a second," Emmie said, as she tried to regain her breath. I could tell that despite her exhaustion, she still needed release.
Despite Emmie's request for a break, Chris moved to the bed, angling himself perpendicular to her. He lifted Emmie's legs up and slid beneath them, so that they now rested on his lap. His own legs hung off the edge of the bed.
"Don't worry," Chris said. "I'm not rushing you. I'm just helping you along." He began to massage Emmie's legs, working from her thighs to the bottoms of her feet. I was shocked that Chris had that level of patience within him, but hey... men will do many things if they know sex is on the table.
Emmie simply lay there as Chris worked his hands over her. Her breathing became more regular, and I could tell she was beginning to focus on Chris's touch more than her own exhaustion. Her second wind had arrived. Loren, on the other hand, looked like he was still out of it.
Having rested enough, Emmie sat forward, folding her legs beneath her as she pulled Chris into a kiss. Chris moved his own legs onto the bed and turned towards her--they were both now on their knees, upper halves pressed against each other.
They kissed slowly as their hands began to explore each other again. Emmie traced Chris's six-pack as he felt her breasts and stomach. Chris's cock was pointed right at Emmie's pussy, although it was too far away to touch... at least for the moment.
Chris reached behind Emmie, grabbing her ass, and he pulled her into him. His lengthy cock slipped below her hips, so that it ran along her taint--protruding underneath her ass cheeks on the other side. Emmie closed her thighs around his cock, trapping it in place against her.
They continued to kiss and explore each other, as Chris began to move his hips forwards and backwards. His cock slid smoothly along Emmie's underside, and I knew its head had to be rubbing against her pussy lips. I expected him to try to stick it in her right then, but once again, Chris surprised me.
"Can you turn around for me?" he asked, breaking off their kiss. "I'd like to try something."
Emmie looked surprised for a moment, before giving him an intrigued smile. "Of course, Chris."
She released his cock from her thighs as she made a 180 on the bed, now facing the wall.
"Damn." Chris said, admiring her from behind. "Can I see you on all fours?"
Emmie complied. She was now resting on her hands and knees, her back end pointed towards Chris.
"You have an amazing ass," Chris said, as he pulled himself in towards her. He grasped his cock and aimed it at Emmie's exposed pussy. Once he had aligned his head against it, he grabbed Emmie's ass cheeks and pulled her completely onto his cock in a single powerful movement.
"Oh, Chris!" Emmie exclaimed, whether from surprise or pain, I wasn't sure.
"Sorry, Mrs. Gre--Emmie, you're so fucking hot. I couldn't resist," Chris apologized, but he clearly wasn't feeling too remorseful.
Chris didn't spend much time warming up before he was rocking her at full speed. Her ass cheeks clapped loudly with each thrust, and I could tell she was beginning to move with him, matching his momentum with her own.
"Oh fuck, Emmie! That's right, take that dick!" Chris exclaimed, slapping her on the ass.
Emmie was too focused to respond, but she increased the intensity of her own rhythm.
"Damn! I always knew you would be good at fucking." Chris slapped her ass again. "Do you like how my cock feels inside you?"
"Mmmm!" Emmie confirmed, as she kept throwing herself back against Chris.
"I've always fantasized of fucking you doggie-style," Chris said, clearly enjoying himself. "Do you like being spanked?" he said as he swatted Emmie a third time.
"Chris!" Emmie gasped, but from dismay or pleasure, I couldn't tell. I debated telling Chris to cool it a bit, but seeing my wife aggressively taken by a young man who practically grew up around us just made me hornier.
"I'll take that as a yes." Chris said, as he reached out and grabbed a handful of Emmie's hair. He clenched it into a fist, gently pulling Emmie's head towards him.
"Oh, fuck! That's it, Chris. Fuck me like you do in your fantasies," Emmie managed to gasp, keeping up her rhythm.
"Oh yeah? You like it a bit rough?" Chris said as he gripped tighter on Emmie's hair.
"Oh, Chris, yes," Emmie confirmed, as she reached a hand backwards to play with herself. She was clearly enjoying this.
"I've wanted to fuck you for so long," Chris continued. "Do you know how many times I've masturbated to you?"
"Mmm," she said breathlessly. I could tell she was getting increasingly turned on by the dirty talk.
"Have you ever had two cocks inside you at once?" Chris asked, his voice lowered.
"Noooo," Emmie said through teeth clenched in pleasure.
"Well, I think it's time we change that, don't you?" Chris said, as he pulled Emmie's hair back again, this time more gently. "Face Loren for me."
He pulled out of Emmie, allowing her to move over to Loren, who'd remained on the bed next to them.
"Fuck this is hot. Now, you take care of Loren, and I'll keep giving you what you need back here."
Emmie obediently reached down and took Loren's cock in her hands. It was still deflated, but as Emmie's fingers wrapped around it, it began to show signs of life. Loren watched this unfold silently, apparently still in a daze. Emmie lowered her head and began to gently suck on the very edge of his tip.
"Yeah, that's it. Make him hard again." Chris encouraged as he positioned himself back behind Emmie. He didn't put his penis back insider her though--instead he reached under her and began to play with her clit, now that she had focused herself on Loren.
After just a minute or two of Emmie playing with Loren's cock, it had swelled to its full size again. Chris nodded with satisfaction. "That didn't take long at all, did it? What do you say, Loren? You ready for round two?"
Like his cock, I could tell Loren was returning to life. "Do you want this, Emmie?" he asked, rather politely considering his position. Emmie removed her mouth from his cock long enough for a single word. "Please," she pleaded.
"Damn, Emmie, I knew you loved dick!" Chris said enthusiastically, as Loren pulled himself onto his knees, giving Emmie easier access to his cock. Emmie once again worked her lips around his head and took as much of it into her mouth as she could. Chris kept playing with her clit, but he now used his free hand to return his cock to her pussy once more. He slid himself into her--gently this time--as Emmie pushed backwards slightly to meet his thrust. Chris gripped her ass cheeks for leverage as he began to fuck her doggy-style once more.
That image of Emmie being spit-roasted by Chris and Loren will forever be burned into my mind. Chris pressing his fit body into my wife's softness on one end, with Loren's thick black cock cushioned between her lips on the other... Emmie's innocent blue eyes staring at Loren as she pleasured him and her look of ecstasy as Chris's cock filled every inch of her pussy... That image will be with me until the day I die.



In the moment though, the situation wasn't nearly so static. Emmie's pleasure, extended for so long already, finally reached the point of ecstasy.
"Oh my god, Chris. Don't stop--you're gonna make me cum!" she urged, dropping Loren's cock from her mouth and turning her full attention to the young boy behind her.
"Oh yeah? You like this?" he asked, slightly increasing the speed of his fingers against her clit.
"Oh god yes, don't stop! Don't stop!" she begged, right as her climax hit. Emmie began to gasp for breath has her whole body shuddered.
"Oh, fuck yeah! Cum on my dick!"
Emmie squealed like a porn star as Chris plunged his cock deep inside her. His head tiled back as his own orgasm became imminent.
"Oh fuck, Emmie! You're gonna make me cum again! Oh FUCKKKK!"
Chris yanked Emmie's hips backwards against him as he released. For the second time that morning, Emmie was flooded with the seed of our son's friend. That was enough for me--my own climax hit, and I began shooting my own semen onto the floor below.
When Chris finally emptied himself, he fell forward over Emmie, reaching around her body to grasp her breasts and pull her against him. The two of them sat there, catching their breaths.
"Oh, Loren, you're still hard." Emmie said, having recovered her senses. She sounded sad, but I couldn't tell if it was for his sake or her own.
"It's okay, Emmie. You've done enough. I can take care of myself," Loren said as he bent over gently to kiss her on the lips. He then stood off the bed and made his way to the guest bathroom.
"I think I'm going to go find a bathroom as well," Chris said, pulling himself out of Emmie. His cock was still covered in semen.
"I think we should do the same," I said to Emmie, who nodded. She gingerly let herself down from the bed as she followed me to the door. "I'm not going to be able to walk right for a week," she winced.
We made our way upstairs to the master bath, where we cleaned ourselves up. Emmie's adult-brain must have replaced her lust-brain because she turned to me with a serious expression and said, "We need to ask the boys to leave now."
"Without a rest first?" I said, legitimately surprised.
"Yes. And I need you to do it without me. I'm not sure I can trust myself right now around them."
"I don't think you're going to be fucking anything soon," I laughed. "Your vagina won't be able to take it."
"Please, Scott," she said quietly. "I'm serious."
I could tell she meant it. "Okay. I will go ask them to leave."
"Thank you. I'll be waiting for you up here," she said, as she collapsed onto our bed.
I dutifully made my way backdown stairs where I found Chris lounging on the couch, still naked.
"Hey, Chris. I'm so sorry to do this, but we need to ask you boys to go home."
Chris looked at me and then sighed with reluctant resignation. "Yeah, okay, Mr. Green. Fair enough. I'll go grab my things and we'll be on our way."
We made our way back to his discarded clothes, which he began pull on as Loren came out of the guest room.
"Hey, Loren. I've asked that you boys leave. I know you're probably tired, but we need the house to ourselves right now. Emmie needs to rest."
Loren frowned at first, but then he nodded. "Okay. Can I say goodbye first at least?"
"I'm sorry, Loren. She was falling asleep as I came down," I lied.
"Oh okay. Well, in that case, I guess I'll see you guys around," he said dejectedly.
I waited for them as they finished dressing and gathering their belongings. Soon, they'd made their way out the front door, and I locked it behind them. I returned upstairs and joined Emmie on the bed. She was settled in, but still awake.
We gently cradled each other as we recovered from our exertions, both physical and mental. Emmie did doze off for a bit, but even when she woke, she still didn't move from the bed--just snuggled up closer next to me.
I was the first to break the silence.
"That might have been the craziest twenty-four hours we have ever had."
Emmie laughed softly. "You always were one for understatements."
"Who would have guessed Noah's friends from middle school would one day be in a devil's threesome with my wife?"
"Oh gross. Please don't talk about them being from middle school," Emmie said, disgusted.
"You're right, that was too far," I admitted. "So, are you going to tell me what happened between you and Loren to start this whole thing? I mean we'd literally just had the, 'this can never happen again' talk."
Emmie looked away, embarrassed. "It was my own fault. Loren came to thank me for last night and said that he understood why it had to be a one-time thing, but it still made him sad, and blah blah blah. He looked me with those sad brown puppy dog eyes and asked for one last goodbye kiss. I couldn't say no. And the next thing I know, I'm on my knees in front of him."
I just shook my head. "I see why you wanted me to send the boys off by myself this time. But, what's done is done. We'll just have to make sure it doesn't happen again. Noah will be back in a couple of weeks, and life will be back to normal."
"Mmmmm," Emmie agreed. "I don't regret what we did at all... but I don't know if I'd want it to happen again. I know my brain still thinks I'm young, but my body says otherwise. I think I'll stick to my favorite dick moving forward." Emmie gently squeezed me for emphasis.
"I'm okay with that," I said truthfully. I felt like my hot wife fantasy had finally reached completion. What else could there be left?
If only I'd known.
PART THREE
~~FIVE MONTHS LATER~~
Somewhat surprisingly, nothing else ever happened with Chris and Loren. They did indeed visit us several times after Noah returned for the summer, but aside from a few winks from Chris and longing stares from Loren, it was like our tryst had never happened. As far as I know, Noah never did find out about it... but even if he had, I suspect he would have been too mortified to acknowledge it.
Emmie and I continued to develop our sex life, experimenting with different positions, sexual aids, and so on. The best part for me was that Emmie had begun to take the initiative more often, both before and during sex. I think I speak for a lot of men when I say there's nothing hotter than a woman taking control of your dick, at least on occasion.
Despite our previous dalliances, I don't think either one of us looked outside the marriage during this time. We both figuratively and literally had our hands full with one another. And we may have stayed this way forever, if it wasn't for developments at Emmie's work.
One day, Emmie mentioned that one of the new residents at her hospital had been giving the nurses trouble. Dr. Price was the nephew of some big-wig administrator, but despite this seemed to be a great doctor--at least at first. Over time, Emmie shared more and more stories about his tendency to cross boundaries, especially with women staff. Emmie admitted that some of them loved the attention Dr. Price gave them... but the problem was he didn't restrict his attentions to just those who welcomed it.
"He thinks he's God's gift to women," Emmie had phrased it. "Don't get me wrong, he's not bad to look at, but he's way too full of himself for any self-respecting woman to take him seriously."
"Are you sure you're not just jealous that he's focusing on the younger nurses?" I asked jokingly, but Emmie just shot me an icy stare.
"Oh, he's tried to flirt with me. I shot that down real fast. I told him, 'You may be a doctor and I may just be a lowly nurse, but I'm older and wiser than you. Plus, I'm happily married and been flirted with by way better men.'"
"Oh damn, way to take a guy down," I'd laughed.
"Yeah, I thought so, but now I wonder if I'm being singled-out by him. Don't get me wrong, Dr. Price's mostly cut out the flirting with me, but I've noticed he's been assigning me more shitty jobs than normal. Other nurses who have turned him down have told me similar stories."
"Isn't that retaliation?" I said, starting to be concerned.
"Yeah, it probably is. Some of us nurses have talked about reporting him, but with his family connections I think we'd just end up getting ourselves in trouble. Sure, there are a few of us who could speak to his unwelcome advances, but there's also other nurses who I have no doubts would defend him. And it's not like we have any hard proof of him crossing a line. It would basically be our word against theirs."
"You might be right, but if he's out of line, he's out of line. Maybe I'll drop by the hospital during one of your shifts and see if I can ask him to cut it out, man-to-man."
Emmie had just shaken her head. "Please don't. I know you want to help, but you're as likely to make it worse as better. Not through any fault of your own, but you know how unpredictable guys like that can be."
I wasn't sure I agreed, but I told Emmie I would respect her wishes. And I did.
And yet, as luck would have it, I did eventually meet Dr. Price. I paid Emmie a surprise visit one afternoon to bring her some lunch. We were eating it in the hospital cafeteria when a man in his late twenties approached us. He was wearing a white coat.
"Oh, Nurse Emmie, this must be the wonderful husband we've heard so much about," he turned to me and extended a hand. "I'm Dr. John Price, one of the physicians that works with Emmie."
"I'm Scott," I said, shaking his hand. "Nice to meet you."
"You as well. We all love Emmie on our floor; she's beautiful inside and out. You are a lucky man, Scott," Dr. Price said beaming.
Even in our short interaction, I was beginning to understand why Dr. Price was so polarizing. He oozed self confidence that bordered on arrogance... and he seemed to tread the line between friendliness and over-familiarity. He was conventionally attractive, though, which no doubt helped some women overlook the rougher edges of his personality--or maybe even caused them to see those edges as positives.
"Yes, I tell myself how lucky I am every day. Emmie and I have been together over twenty years now and we're still going strong."
"Congratulations," Dr. Price gave a sincere smile. "I was just a kid twenty years ago--you must have married young."
Just then a device beeped from his pocket. Dr. Price took it out and frowned.
"Well, I hate to split, but it appears I am needed back upstairs. Scott, you'll have to share your secrets with me sometime. I've unfortunately found that most women aren't as faithful as they'd like to think they are, especially if they meet someone who knows how to give them what they want."
And with that, he left us.
"I can't believe him," Emmie said once he was out of earshot. "He makes me so angry sometimes."
"What do you mean? He seemed nice enough. A little arrogant, but that's not weird among doctors, is it?"
"You mean you didn't catch his passive-aggressive remark about women and faithfulness? He thinks he's got women all figured out. It drives me crazy."
"I mean, yeah that's a bit misogynistic, but if he's been cheated on before I can't blame him for being a little bitter," I said, playing devil's advocate.
"Oh, if anything I guarantee he's been the unfaithful one in his relationships. I'd love to take him down a peg or two."
"Now Emmie, don't try to get yourself fired now. You haven't been back to work THAT long," I teased.
"Don't worry, I'm not going to do anything stupid. But can we change the subject? I don't have much longer on my break, and I don't want to waste another breath on Dr. Price."
And that was the last I heard about him--for a while, at least.
A few weeks later, while Emmie was at work, she sent me a text that simply said, "I'm going to kill Dr. P". I asked her to clarify, but she responded that she'd have to fill me in when she got home. I did eventually get the whole story, but it took some work to piece together Emmie's scattered recounting.
Essentially, one of the younger nurses, Paige, had come to Emmie in tears. The young nurse had gone on a date with Dr. Price a few nights before. At first, it went well, but after the date had ended, Dr. Price had pressured Paige into sleeping with him. He was careful not to say anything outwardly manipulative, but he hinted that if Paige didn't give him what he wanted, life at work might become difficult for her. This left Paige feeling trapped and confused. Dr. Price had seemed like a good doctor and a good guy--and their date had gone well. Maybe this was just a sign that Dr. Price really liked her. Against her true wishes, she gave in to Dr. Price, but it wasn't until the next day when Dr. Price barely acknowledged her existence that Paige realized just how manipulated she had been. He began ghosting her texts and when she attempted to confront him at the hospital, he rudely brushed her aside saying that she knew from the beginning that it was going to be a one-night stand, nothing more.
Emmie had always been protective of Paige, and Dr. Price taking advantage of her innocence was the last straw.
"I reported him." Emmie said firmly. "You bet your ass I did. I don't care if this comes back to bite me, someone needs to stop him."
I told her that I hoped it went well, but I secretly feared that it wouldn't be so simple. Unfortunately, I was proven right.
There was an internal investigation launched, and although Paige did share her experiences with the hospital administrators, the determination was made that there was no evidence of wrongdoing on Dr. Price's part. The only silver lining was that Paige was granted a request to transfer to another area of the hospital so she would not have to work with Dr. Price directly.
Emmie did not take this well.
"I can't believe that bastard got away with it. I don't know if his VIP aunt stepped in or if the administrators just don't understand the power dynamics between doctors and nurses, but they dropped the ball. No question. How many other nurses are going to have to be pressured into sleeping with him before he's stopped? I know of at least three others that he's been pursuing."
"What if you just spread the word about what kind of guy he is?" I asked, trying to be helpful.
"If I thought that would work, I would," Emmie sighed. "But I'm afraid I'll just come off as the crazy paranoid nurse who's jealous she's too old for the hot doctor's attention."
"Okay, fair enough," I said. "So, if that's not an option, what happens if you just let it go? I mean, what Dr. Price did was despicable, but it's not like he physically forced himself on Paige. And these nurses are adults. Sure, they may be young and naïve, but you can't protect them forever."
"You're not understanding," Emmie shook her head. "I know I can't keep the nurses from living their own lives and making their own mistakes. But Dr. Price is deliberately targeting these innocent nurses and manipulating them to do things they don't want to do. I can't stop all creeps, but I should be able to stop this one."
"What if you just talk with him? Tell him to cut it out and find some girls who are looking for a casual fling like he is?"
Emmie frowned at me. "You know better than that. Besides, I suspect it's the chase he likes as much as anything. Women who want to sleep with him aren't fun. No room to showcase his charm and power."
"Hmmm, you might be right," I'd murmured in agreement, but I started doing my own brainstorming. Even after Emmie changed the subject, I kept turning the situation over in my head. Every time I thought I had a good plan, I realized it had one fatal flaw or another. It wasn't until that night in the shower that I had an idea that sounded insane... but I thought might actually work. I shared my thoughts with Emmie as I crawled into bed next to her.
"You know how Dr. Price got away with the Paige situation because there was no evidence that she was coerced? What if there was a way to get evidence?"
Emmie looked at me with curiosity. "Yeah? How would we do that?"
"We do a sting," I said proudly.
"What, you mean like cops setting up a drug bust? You have to be joking."
"Hold on now. I know it might sound ridiculous, but I've been thinking about this all night. It's the only idea that I've had that I think might work. So, pretend it's not ridiculous for a second, and hear me out. If we set the sting up correctly, we should be able to catch Dr. Price on camera pressuring a girl to do something against her will. Video evidence would be hard to ignore, right?"
"Well, sure, but you're making a ton of assumptions. First, you're assuming you'll be able to find a girl to agree to this. Second, you're assuming Dr. Price will try to force himself on her in an area that we can record. And third, you're assuming that he'll do anything on camera that incriminates himself. Not to mention even if you are able to get all of those, the administration may still decide it's not worth doing anything about."
"Those are all great points," I agreed. "But like I said, I've thought this through. We don't necessarily need the administration to do anything. All we need once we have the evidence is to let him know we have it--and if he doesn't shape up, that's when we threaten to involve administration."
"As far as incriminating himself on camera goes," I moved on to my next point, "we just need to ensure we have cameras set up everywhere in the sting girl's house. No matter where they go, we'll have them in view. And once Dr. Price starts pressuring, sting-girl just needs to loudly and forcefully declare she's not interested. She can even go as far as to repeat what Dr. Price says to her to ensure all the important audio is captured. Like 'No, Dr. Price, I know you want me to sleep with you but I'm not comfortable with it!'."
"And finally, there's an easy solution for finding both a girl to agree and a place that comes pre-stocked with cameras--you act as the sting girl... and we do it here in our house."
Emmie laughed incredulously, but then she saw that I meant it. "You can't be serious."
I shrugged. "I'm just saying it makes sense. We already have the cameras set up here, and who's more committed to putting Dr. Price in line than you? Really the only question left is would you be up for it?"
"Okay, let's pause for a second. First of all, even if I were to agree to this, what makes you think Dr. Price would try anything with me? I've already made it clear to him that I won't accept any boundary crossing from him. Plus, he seems to prefer younger women."
"Oh, I don't think he'd hesitate for a second if you hinted that you'd changed your mind about him. I mean, he's a doctor, so he's not dumb. But I think he's been manipulating women for so long he's gotten careless. He probably thinks that all women secretly want him. Flirt with him a bit and he'll probably not even realize you're the one doing the manipulating."
"Okay, but I'm still probably too old for him. If nothing else, I'm not as naïve as the girls that he usually targets. I won't be as much fun to pursue."
"Take my word for it as a guy--if you hint that he has a chance with you, while still playing a bit coy, he won't be able to resist. Besides, would you be comfortable asking any other woman to be bait?"
Emmie fell silent as she considered my words. "Okay. Let's assume that I do it and everything you said works. How would we get him out to the house in the first place? I couldn't just ask him to come over for a quickie and then suddenly claim I wasn't interested once he got here. He'd be too suspicious. I'd have to let him think he was the one in control."
"I've thought about that too. At first, I thought maybe you could just ask Dr. Price for a ride home after work. Tell him I drank too much, and I couldn't pick you up like we had planned. And you wanted him specifically to drive you home so that it would make me jealous--payback for leaving you stranded. It's not a terrible plan, but I think there's too much that could go wrong. What if he had plans that night? What if we couldn't convince him to stay after he dropped you off? And so on."



"But then I had another idea," I continued. "What if we have a get-together for your work friends here and invite him too? Especially if you lay some groundwork beforehand--a little light flirting that says he might have a chance after all--I think he'd agree to come. And once he's here, if he's got his sights on you, I think he'll do the rest."
"Do you really think Dr. Price would try to make a move on me at my own house? With our coworkers around? Not to mention my husband? I mean he's arrogant, but he can't be that stupid."
I just shrugged. "Weakness of being a man. Don't have much room for thinking with your brain if you're thinking with your penis. If Dr. Price sees a way to make it happen, he'll make it happen. And the best part is you don't have anything to lose. If he doesn't come or if he doesn't try anything you still get a fun night with your friends."
"You weren't kidding," Emmie touched my face playfully. "You really have thought about this a lot."
"It's what I do," I said as I kissed her hand.
"Okay. I'll sleep on it. I can't believe we're talking about doing this, but I have to admit, it's pretty creative."
"One of the reasons you love me, right?" I teased.
"It doesn't hurt, but we all know the real reason I love you," Emmie said as she reached under the covers and squeezed my cock.
We fucked like teenagers that night.
The next morning, I expected Emmie to shoot me down outright after she had some time to consider my suggestion--or at least offer some alternatives--but she surprised me. She was fully on board. Apparently, I had underestimated her dislike of Dr. Price, her protectiveness of her fellow nurses, or both. I also suspect that the thought of manipulating the manipulator gave her a thrill, even if it did mean pretending that she was interested in him. I couldn't blame her; I'd enjoyed my own setups with Emmie after all.
Over the next several days, Emmie put her plan to entice Dr. Price into action. She was subtle, first by interacting with him a bit more than normal, then being generally more cheerful in their conversations, and even adding a tiny bit of banter that could be interpreted as flirtatious. At my suggestion, she worked in small hints that our marriage might have some tiny cracks after all ("Scott makes me so mad sometimes", "I wish Scott would do that," etc.). But she was also careful to not seem too forward. She had to lead Dr. Price on, but not so much that he felt like she was pursuing him.
When I asked her one day how it was going, she smiled mischievously. "I caught him trying to see down my scrub top today. I think he's still a bit scared of me, but I suspect his penis brain is starting to take over."
Still, she took it slow and let their interactions naturally ebb and flow over the next few weeks. Until one day Emmie texted me a message that simply read, "Dr. P invite... time is NOW."
That night, I got the full story. Emmie and Dr. Price were discussing a patient in the hallway when Emmie dropped her chart. They both instinctively squatted down to pick it up and ended up accidentally touching hands, their faces maybe just a foot apart. They glanced at each other and paused awkwardly for a second before they stood again and recovered their composure. Emmie said she played her part well--giving a small smile as she shyly glanced away, before resuming their discussion. She said that when Dr. Price eventually walked away, he casually touched her shoulder as he passed. An innocent enough gesture, maybe, but in that context, we agreed it was time to put the next part of our plan into action.
The house-party invitations went smoothly enough. We invited Dr. Price, of course, in addition to some of Emmie's fellow nurses who hadn't been burned by Dr. Price yet, including her friend Tyler. We also invited some other hospital employees to help round out the list. Altogether, we expected about ten people, maybe more, depending on the number of plus-ones.
Emmie felt confident she'd done a good job warming up Dr. Price, but it was still a relief once we received his confirmation that he would attend. I noted with satisfaction that he was not bringing a date.
We did our due diligence preparing for the party. I took care of buying alcohol; Emmie took care of food and little icebreaker games. For the sting itself, I checked each of our home cameras to make sure they had fully-functioning visual and audio--I wasn't about to have a tech malfunction ruin our plans. Every room except the bathrooms had full camera coverage. And for those, I bought some small hideaway cameras, just to be safe. Emmie and I didn't want to invade anyone's private bathroom time, so we agreed to only use those if necessary--otherwise we'd toss them without viewing the footage. There was still a small risk with the bathroom cameras because they didn't provide live feeds, but we felt it was better than nothing.
Before we knew it, the Saturday of the party arrived. In the meantime, Emmie had done her best to keep the "spark" between her and Dr. Price burning larger and larger without fully erupting. Nothing else major had happened between them, but Emmie was confident he was still on her hook.
We spent the morning cleaning and setting up the house. Once everything was in place for the party, we reviewed our plans for Dr. Price.
"So, our goal tonight is to capture Dr. Price on camera pressuring you into an intimate act against your will. How are we making that happen?" I quizzed Emmie.
"Trick question, we don't make it happen. We let Dr. Price make it happen," she replied instantly.
"Correct. What do we do if he starts flirting with another girl at the party?"
"Nothing... he's a flirter, it's what he's going to do. But if he loses sight of me completely, we give him a gentle reminder of what he's here for."
"Correct. So, we talked about the risks of you being bait. Let's say we get what we need on camera, Dr. Price tries to take things further, you drop the 'I don't really want to' act, tell him 'no' as forcefully as you can... and then he still doesn't stop. What do you do then?"
"I cut off his dick." Emmie said so straight-faced that it even caught me off guard. Then she laughed. "I get help. Depending on how unsafe I feel and how many people are still around, I'll either scream, say our safe-word loud enough for you to hear, or give the 'come here' hand gesture where you can see it on camera."
"Perfect," I said, before turning serious. "Are you still okay with this? This might be your last chance to back out. Obviously, I'm going to be keeping an eye on you to make sure you're not in a situation that you're not comfortable with, but there's still a risk. I won't judge you if you're having second thoughts."
"Don't worry about me. I'll do whatever it takes to keep Dr. Price from stepping out of line with my nurses again. If I can pretend to flirt with that creep for a month, I can handle a single night around him. Just make sure it counts."
"Will do. Let's get the bastard," I smiled.
Before we knew it, the party itself was almost upon us. It was supposed to be a casual affair, taking place after everyone had already eaten dinner at home. To be safe though, we had pizza, appetizers, and drinks available to ensure nobody felt deprived.
It was still warm outside despite the fall season, so I wore nice shorts and a clean T-shirt. Emmie wore a casual dress that stopped just above the knee. It didn't show much skin--no visible cleavage--but it was a vibrant red color that still attracted the eye.
Our first guests began to arrive just after 6pm. I didn't know most of them beyond their names, but I played co-host well. There was a nice mix of people: nurses and doctors, older and younger, singles and couples. By final count, we ended up with around 15 guests, which made our house feel rather full.
Dr. Price was one of the later arrivals. He did indeed show up alone, which I took as a good sign. I almost didn't recognize him at first, because he had traded out his medical attire for a T-shirt and shorts, just like me. He greeted Emmie and I both with very cheerful hugs, although I did notice he spent a split-second more with her. His charm was at its height, and he did a good job incorporating himself into the house-party scene.
Emmie and I stayed true to our plan, letting the party develop organically. Everyone broke into their own little groups and talked amongst themselves, occasionally breaking off to form new groups or to track down food and drink. Normally, Emmie and I would have stayed partnered up for an event like this, but we decided Dr. Price would be more likely to make a move if we went our own ways. For the first thirty minutes or so, nothing notable happened, other than the guests' collective blood alcohol content rising. I did take notice, though, when Emmie wandered out to our backyard where some of the men had congregated, including Dr. Price. I debated pulling out my phone to watch the outside camera feed but decided Dr. Price wasn't likely to attempt anything in a group setting.
Instead, I chatted up several of the guests, including Emmie's friend Tyler. It sounded like he was doing better after his ex-wife's coming out. I was happy for him, although I couldn't help but wonder how things may have turned out if he had been the one to seduce Emmie at his son's wedding, rather than Matt.
I also ended up chatting with another of Emmie's nurses, a young Asian named Olivia. She was still in her mid-twenties, but despite the age difference she had become close with Emmie. She was pretty, too. A smaller frame than I normally preferred, but with her delicate features and the way her black hair contrasted against her light-olive skin, it worked. I don't have an Asian fetish, but I can understand why some men do.
Olivia had come to the party alone, and when I noticed she didn't seem to be connecting with any of the other guests, I decided to engage with her. We talked for several minutes, and I surprised myself with how much I enjoyed our conversation. In a lot of ways, Olivia reminded me of a younger Emmie, especially with her wit and biting sense of humor. It was clear why she and Emmie had become friends.
I'd planned to incorporate Olivia into a larger group's conversation, but before I had a chance, Emmie returned from outside. She beelined towards me, politely asked Olivia to excuse us, and steered me to a quiet corner of the house.
"We totally have him," Emmie said triumphantly.
"Oh yeah?" I asked. "What happened?"
Emmie gave me the rundown. Soon after Emmie had joined the men outside, the conversation turned to merits of different workout regimens: gyms, techniques, etc. As so often happens, the men became increasingly competitive, arguing for their preferred styles and trashing the others. All in good fun, of course, but still heated. Dr. Price, no doubt with his own motivations, declared that they had a solid way to settle the debate for good. They should take their shirts off and let Emmie judge whose workout plan was superior based on their appearance.
Normally, Emmie would have laughed at this transparent ploy. But she had a mission, so she played along. She pointed out that it wasn't just exercise that affected muscle growth, it was also diet, genetics, etc. Still, she said she was happy to play judge if it got the men to shut up and move on to a better conversation.
About half of the men decided they weren't that desperate for validation and bowed out of the contest. Dr. Price and two of the other men, though, removed their shirts and began flexing. It was stereotypical to the point of ridiculousness, but Emmie pretended like she was impressed by their display. She scanned over each man, one at a time, letting her gaze linger just a bit longer on Dr. Price. Eventually, she declared the contest too close to call; all three men looked great.
Dr. Price didn't accept that answer. He said she had to declare a winner, and when Emmie balked, he walked up to her, took her hand in his, and pressed it against the muscles on his abdomen. According to Emmie, his exact words were, "Feel this? That's a perfect six-pack, and you know it. Just admit my workout is the best."
Emmie was so surprised at Dr. Price's boldness--their coworkers were right there!--that she was speechless for a moment. Dr. Price kept her hand against him until Emmie finally stammered that she would declare Dr. Price the winner... but only so she could get her hand back. The other men laughed at this, but Dr. Price just smiled. A victory is a victory, he announced, as they all pulled their shirts back on. Emmie claimed to need a drink, so that's when she returned and found me.
"Oh, he definitely wants you," I confirmed, once Emmie finished her story. "What do you think we should do next?"
"I still think we need to let him make the moves, so he feels in control. But we can help him out a bit," Emmie said thoughtfully. "You looked like you were having fun talking to Olivia just now. What if you go back to talking to her, and I pretend I'm jealous? You're supposed to be my co-host and instead you're monopolizing your time with some young pretty nurse. A certain someone may think I'm just upset enough that I might forget I'm unavailable." She smiled devilishly.
"That's... not a bad plan at all," I said, approvingly. "I feel like I should be a little concerned about your ability to manipulate people."
"What can I say? I learned from the best." Emmie teased, winking at me.
"Okay, let's do it. Try to warn me though if I need to watch my phone--I don't want to get so distracted by talking that I forget to keep an eye on you."
"I'll warn you, don't worry. But let me get back out there. Wish me luck?"
"Good luck," I said, as I gave her a quick kiss.
Emmie returned outside after she grabbed a drink, and I found Olivia who had moved to our living room couch. She was ignoring everyone else, playing on her phone, but when she saw me, she made room for me to sit down next to her. We picked up our conversation right where we left off, and for the next half hour, I resisted the urge to check on Emmie.
When my phone did buzz, I opened the message in a heartbeat. It simply said, "P wants house tour". Soon after, the two of them passed through the living room together. Neither acknowledged my presence directly, although I did catch Emmie give me a quick thumbs-up on her way by.
My heart raced. I apologized to Olivia, telling her I needed to take care of something, and quickly stepped out the front door. I pulled up the camera app on my phone and watched Dr. Price and Emmie make their way upstairs. As I saw them pass through the second-floor hallway, I turned up my phone's volume--their voices were now coming through loud and clear.
"And this is Noah's old room," Emmie said, turning the light on and showing him in.
"Sometimes I forget you're a mom," Dr. Price said, as he made a show of looking around. "You have a very nice body for someone who's given birth."
"Thanks. Guess my own exercise regimen must be pretty good too, huh?" Emmie said, with just a hint of flirtation.
"I'd say so. Nothing like keeping yourself in shape for when the right person comes along." Dr. Price said, as he turned back to face Emmie. He moved past her to the door, which he quietly closed, leaving the two of them inside. "Man, I bet your son loved this room. So isolated and peaceful. He could probably make all kinds of noise without bothering anyone else in the house, couldn't he?"
Holy shit, I thought to myself. Dr. Price was making a move!
"He did try his best to test that from time to time," Emmie laughed, seemingly oblivious, but I had no doubt she was just as aware of what was happening as I was. "But no, we have pretty good sound insulation in the house."
"Good," Dr. Price said smiling, as he stepped in closer to Emmie. "I like privacy too."
With that, Dr. Price put his hands against Emmie and gently guided her against the wall.
"Dr. Price, what are you doing?" Emmie laughed, but she let some nervousness slip into her voice.
"I just want to show you how much I appreciate you," Dr. Price said as leaned his head in and began kissing Emmie's neck.
"Dr. Price, we can't do this," Emmie said, as she pushed him away slightly.
"Of course, we can. We're both adults just having some fun. Nobody has to know," Dr. Price said as he went back in for another kiss.
"I mean it," Emmie said, pushing him away more forcefully this time. "I'm married, remember?"
Dr. Price looked at her for a second, apparently trying to decide if he was going to push his luck or not. To my surprise, he backed off.
"Okay, fair enough," Dr. Price said, stepping away from Emmie. "I'm sorry. I misunderstood what you wanted with me. I can see myself out."
Dr. Price reopened the bedroom door and started to leave when Emmie spoke up. "Wait."
"Yes?" he said, turning back to her with an eyebrow raised.
"Please don't leave the party. You're right. We are both two adults who had too much to drink and got a little too friendly. But no harm, no foul. We have to work together, and I don't want our work relationship to be tainted by a simple misunderstanding. So please, stay, hang out, and we'll forget this ever happened."
Dr. Price considered this for a second, before putting on his charming smile. "Forget what happened?" he said, as he exited the room.
Unsure of what to do with this turn of events, I texted Emmie to find me outside. It was time to regroup.
A short time later, Emmie joined me. "Did you get all that?" she asked anxiously.
"I sure did. I can't believe Dr. Price backed off like that, though."
"Me neither. Do you think he did enough to get himself in trouble?"
I frowned. "I don't know. On the one hand, it's not necessarily a good look for a doctor to make a move on one of his nurses, especially if she's married, but since he's already been cleared once..."
"It might not be enough," Emmie finished for me. "Fuck! I was afraid of that." She kicked the air in frustration.
"That's why I asked him to stick around," Emmie explained. "I know we might not get an opportunity like this again, and I figured if he stays, we might still have a shot. But we're on the clock--people will probably start heading home in an hour or two."
"Agreed. So, we have two problems at this point. First, how do we get him to make a move on you again after you've shot him down. And second, how can we make sure he doesn't back off this time, despite your protests?"
We pondered this for a moment. I was drawing blanks... but then I saw Emmie smile.
"You got something?" I asked.
"I do, but you're not going to like it," she said grinning. She told me her plan... she was right, I didn't like it. But as I've said before, marriage is all about compromise. I would do it if she insisted.
She insisted.
A short time later, I found myself once again talking with Olivia... but this time, we were outside the house, tucked behind some shrubs in the side yard. We were well-hidden, unless you happened to walk along that side of the house.
"I can't believe Emmie asked us to do this. If you were my husband, there's no way in hell I'd be okay with it." Olivia looked at me a bit sheepishly.
"Well, you know Emmie. If Emmie is committed to something, she's committed a hundred percent. To be honest, though, I didn't expect you to agree. We basically just met after all," I said.
"I mean, yeah, I'd never do something like this on my own," Olivia shrugged. "But I love Emmie; she's basically my work mom. I don't mind helping her out. Plus, if I'm being honest, you're kinda hot in an old-dad way. That made it a bit easier to agree."
"Oh, thanks a lot," I laughed, but I appreciated the compliment. "If it helps, I've never done anything like this either, so I guess we're in the same boat. Plus, I'm being honest, you're kinda hot--in a young and stupid way. That made it a bit easier to agree."



"Okay, grandpa." Olivia rolled her eyes. "You might want to improve your game if you want Dr. Price to think we're..."
My phone buzzed, cutting Olivia off. It was the text signal from Emmie we'd been awaiting.
"Whelp, Dr. Price is on his way. Let's do it, I guess," I said, as I reached out for Olivia. "You sure you ready for this?"
Olivia nodded as she closed her eyes and tilted her head. I pulled her in for a kiss.
Even with Emmie's explicit urging, it still felt weird to me to be kissing another woman, especially one as young and attractive as Olivia. I had only romantically kissed a few women in my entire life, and none other than Emmie once we started dating.
And yet, I had to admit, I enjoyed kissing Olivia. Like me, she seemed a little uncomfortable at first, but the more we kissed, the more she seemed to enjoy it. I pulled away briefly to look into her eyes, and I was surprised to see genuine desire there. I was afraid to pause our show for too long, though, so I leaned back in again as we continued to press our lips together.
Olivia worked herself into her kisses more and more, and despite myself, I started to grow an erection. I tried to shift my body away so that she couldn't feel it, but I don't know how successful I was. After a minute or so of this, I leaned down to whisper in her ear. Hopefully to an observer it looked like I was being romantic.
"You're doing great; keep it up. If we really want to sell this though, we should probably start touching each other too. Nothing inappropriate, but I'm worried we look like high schoolers at their first makeout. Is that okay?"
"Works for me," Olivia whispered back, as she placed her palm against my chest. I returned the favor by gently grasping the back of her head and pulling her face back towards mine. We restarted our kissing, and I realized that I wasn't having to fake my passion anymore. I hoped Dr. Price showed up soon, because at this rate, I was going to forget this was all a show.
As if on cue, I saw movement out of the corner of my eye. A man had entered our side yard, but due to the shrubs partially obscuring the view, I couldn't identify him with certainty. It had to be Dr. Price though--nobody else would have a reason to be there. I was careful not to interrupt my rhythm with Olivia, but I kept glancing to the figure, curious what he would do. This was the riskiest part of Emmie's plan, because we were totally dependent on what Dr. Price's next move was.
I decided to take a gamble.
I temporarily broke off my kisses, and then more loudly than necessary I spoke up. "Emmie is going to kill me if she ever finds out about this, but you're just too beautiful, Olivia. I can't help myself."
Olivia immediately recognized my game. "Don't worry, Scott. I'll never tell her about us. But we might need to wrap this up, so she doesn't get suspicious. Can't be gone too long, remember?"
"Let me get at least few more kisses first," I said loudly before lowering my voice. "Nice one. That was a smooth touch about us wrapping up. That should hurry him along."
"Less talking, more kissing. We still have a guest, remember?" Olivia said, winking at me.
We kissed for a few more moments before I glanced through the shrubs again. The man was gone--Olivia and I were alone once more.
"Okay, he's headed back in. Let me text Emmie."
After my update was dutifully sent, I pulled up my camera app once again.
"Thanks again for your help, Olivia. I know making out with a stranger probably wasn't at the top of your to-do list, but you helped us out a lot. We might actually have a shot at this."
"Happy to help. Don't get me wrong, I still think you guys are weird as hell for doing this, but I guess I'm just as weird for going along. Monday might be a bit awkward with Emmie though. 'Oh, Olivia how was your weekend?' 'Oh, Emmie, it was fine. Went to a party, entrapped our resident, made out with your husband. You know, nothing crazy.'"
I laughed. "Point taken. Don't worry about Emmie though, she knows what she's doing. We shouldn't need you for anything else though... you're welcome to go back to the party now if you want."
"Are you kidding? I think you guys owe me. The least you could do is let me watch how this plays out. I'm invested now."
"You sure?" I hesitated. I wasn't sure how I felt about Olivia witnessing what might happen next. "There's a chance you might see some things that make you uncomfortable. Emmie has to sell this, remember?"
"Oh, I know. But the party was kinda boring, no offense. I'd rather watch this play out with you," Olivia said, squeezing next to me so she could see my phone screen.
"Suit yourself," I said, returning my attention to the camera feeds. I spotted Dr. Price in the living room. It looked like he was trying to draw Emmie away from a group she was with. I saw Emmie excuse herself and let Dr. Price lead her to the (now empty) dining room. I muted the other camera's mics, allowing me to just hear their conversation.
Sure enough, Dr. Price had 'caught' me with Olivia and he was dutifully sharing his discovery. Emmie made a show of disbelief, but then Dr. Price showed her a video from his phone. I couldn't see it from the camera angle, but I had no doubt it was concrete evidence of my 'unfaithfulness'. Emmie immediately pulled out her own phone. A second later, her contact info popped up on my screen--incoming call. Time for the second act.
After letting it ring a few times, I answered and did my best impression of a man who was trying to pretend he hadn't been fooling around.
"Oh, hey, Emmie. What's up?"
"Where are you?" Emmie said sternly.
"Uh, I went for a walk in the neighborhood to get some air. Why? Is everything okay?"
"Is Olivia with you?"
I paused for a second, pretending I was scrambling for an answer. "Olivia? Oh yeah, she came with me. She was bored too, so I told her I'd be a good co-host and show her around the area. You didn't answer my question though. Is everything okay?"
"Oh, it's just perfect. Enjoy your 'walk'," Emmie said, disconnecting the call before I had a chance to respond.
"Wow, you guys are good at this," Olivia said, impressed.
"Don't speak just yet. We'll have to see if Dr. Price buys it."
I returned to the camera feed. Emmie was standing motionless in the dining room, but she looked downtrodden. She stood silently for a moment before she addressed Dr. Price.
"Thanks for showing me this. You think they're still there in the side yard?"
"I don't know. Maybe. But Scott knows you're on to him now, so he's probably booking it into the neighborhood to cover himself. Might be better to just wait for him to come back. Don't want to make a scene at your own party, do you?"
Emmie sighed deeply. "Yes, you're right. You know, I've had my suspicions about Scott for a while now, but he always had an excuse. I thought maybe it was all in my head. But now that I've seen it with my own eyes... I'm almost more relieved than anything. Just because now, I know for sure. Can you send that video to me? I have a feeling I'll need it."
"Of course, I'll send it right now." Dr. Price replied, pulling up his phone.
"Thanks. I'm going to grab a drink and then I'm going to head upstairs to clear my head. I'll have Tyler play host in the meantime; I'll say I got a headache and need to lie down a bit."
"I'm so sorry about this, Emmie. Do you want some company? You shouldn't have to be alone after something like this." Dr. Price said, voice full of sympathy.
So sweet, I thought, rolling my eyes.
"Company might be nice. At least I'll know I have one person looking out for me." Emmie said as she headed towards the kitchen. She downed some wine, let Tyler know her plans, and then made her way upstairs, Dr. Price following closely behind. Emmie went straight to our bedroom and once they were both inside, she shut the door behind them. With a heavy sigh, Emmie walked to the bed and sat down over the edge.
"Twenty years of marriage. What kind of man tosses away twenty years of marriage so casually? I'm not even mad. I just feel empty."
"Scott's an idiot," Dr. Price said as he kneeled down in front of her, looking her in the eyes. "You're a beautiful woman, Emmie, and you deserve better."
"Thanks. I don't feel beautiful now, though. I feel like an old model who's just been replaced by a younger, more attractive upgrade."
"She might be younger, but she's not more attractive. There's a reason why people use the phrase 'aged like fine wine'. Maturity looks good on you," Dr. Price said supportively. "This says way more about Scott than anything."
Emmie sighed. "Maybe. Maybe not. I know I'm older than I once was, but I feel like I've done a lot to take care of myself. Sure, Scott and I haven't had sex in months, but I assumed dry spells were normal for couples who'd been married as long as we have. But what if Scott just doesn't want me anymore?"
"Don't talk like that. Any sane man would want you. Like I said, Scott's an idiot."
"Thanks, that helps to hear. And it's not like I haven't had men express interest in me over the years--well, I guess I don't have to tell you that," Emmie blushed and looked away. "Call me old fashioned, but I thought til-death-do-us-part still meant something. Apparently not."
"I'm sure this is hard, but one of the lessons I've learned is that disappointments are often just chances for new opportunities. Scott may have moved on, but it doesn't mean you have to be left behind. Let's assume you have no ties and can start fresh. What would you do? Travel? Go out partying? Find some young hot man to make you feel alive?"
"All of the above?" Emmie laughed weakly.
Dr. Price held her gaze wordlessly for a moment. "Emmie, I'm going to ask you a question, and if it crosses a line, just let me know. But when I approached you earlier tonight, did you feel wanted? Did you feel beautiful?"
Emmie dropped her eyes. "I guess."
"I can make you feel that again, if you'd like. Nothing inappropriate. Just one kiss to remind you that you are still a desirable woman and deserve to be appreciated," Dr. Price said, extending his hand toward Emmie.
Emmie was silent for a few seconds, then she looked at Dr. Price.
"I suppose one kiss couldn't hurt anything," she said, accepting Dr. Price's offered hand.
He gently pulled her off the bed and into his arms. He looked into Emmie's eyes for a moment before leaning in and gently pressing his lips against hers. Their kiss was slow and delicate, but I could sense the rising passion behind it, even through the camera. After a few seconds, Dr. Price broke the kiss and slowly pulled his head away.
"Did that help? Do you feel desirable yet?" he whispered.
"Mm, a little." Emmie said, biting her lip in a show of conflicting feelings. She was doing a fantastic job of leading him on, I thought. Maybe a little too fantastic.
"Hm. You don't sound convinced. I'm gonna try that again--just to make sure." Dr. Price said. "Can't have you getting down on yourself after all."
He leaned in until their lips touched once more. Like their first kiss, this one was also gentle and almost friendly. But Dr. Price didn't stop at one this time. He gave a few more, each a bit less hesitating and light. But when Emmie still hadn't cut him off, Dr. Price became bolder. He took her head in his hands, pulling her lips tightly against his own. Emmie gave herself over to the kisses and soon I could hear her softly moaning into his lips.
"She's really got him hooked, doesn't she?" Olivia whispered softly. "You can't even tell she's acting."
"I told you she was committed," I replied, but I was only half paying attention. I was too entranced by the scene on the camera.
Dr. Price continued to kiss Emmie, but he let go of Emmie's head and grasped her arms just underneath the shoulders. In a smooth motion, he broke off their kiss and spun Emmie around so that she was facing away from him, toward the bed. He then resumed his kisses, this time along the base of her neck. Emmie's head tilted back in response; her eyes closed and mouth slightly open in pleasure.
Dr. Price worked his way upwards, softly kissing and nibbling, while his hands reached for the clasp at the top of Emmie's dress. He parted it with a snap and slowly pulled down the dress's zipper, all the while leaving little love marks on Emmie's neck. Once the zipper was down as far as it would go, Dr. Price pushed the dress's shoulder straps off to the sides, releasing its final hold on Emmie and causing it to slide to the floor around her.
Emmie was now standing in just her underwear, almost fully exposed. Before she had a chance to react, Dr. Price pushed her forward, bending her over the bed. Her ass dangled in the air in front of him invitingly.
"Dr. Price, what are you doing?" Emmie said, as if suddenly noticing her compromised position.
"Giving you what you need," Dr. Price said, voice husky with lust. In a few quick movements he removed his clothes, revealing his full erection. He then stepped just behind Emmie and pushed her down, trapping her against the bed. With his other hand, he flopped his dick onto Emmie's underwear, parallel to her crack. Even from the camera, it looked hefty.
"You feel that, Emmie? After we're through, this is going to be the only dick you'll ever want again."
Keeping his weight pressed down on her, Dr. Price used his free hand to pull down Emmie's underwear, his cock wedging itself between her ass cheeks.
"Dr. Price... I appreciate your enthusiasm, but this is too far. I don't want this," Emmie said loudly, no doubt for the camera's benefit.
"Yes, you do. Don't lie to me." Dr. Price said as he traced his cock downwards, eventually aligning it with Emmie's entrance. "I can feel how wet you are."
"I'm not lying! We can't do this. You need to get off me!"
Dr. Price ignored her and pushed forward, penetrating her. He grunted with satisfaction. "You can pretend otherwise, but your body is telling me what you really want. It's begging for my dick. It's practically pulling me in."
"No.... this can't be happening," Emmie wailed as Dr. Price pressed himself further inside her.
"Uh, is this part of the plan?" Olivia's words interrupted my fixation on the camera feed. "I feel like we should stop this."
I tore my gaze from my phone to look at Olivia. I'd almost forgotten she was standing right next to me.
"I did warn you that you might see some things you might not be comfortable with. But, yes, this is part of the plan. We knew that our best chance for catching Dr. Price on camera doing something inappropriate was when he was too far gone to back out. But don't worry, Emmie's just playing up her reluctance for the camera. If she needs me to intervene, she has a safe word she can signal me with."
"That makes me feel better, but this seems so unnecessary. There had to be a better way to stop Dr. Price than this."
"Oh, believe me, we've talked about other options. But I really think this was our best shot. Besides, even if she doesn't like Dr. Price as a person, I suspect Emmie's actually enjoying this. Once she's horny enough, she's up for all kinds of things."
Olivia looked at me quizzically, but I didn't elaborate. I was distracted by the camera feeds again. Dr. Price twisted Emmie's arms above her back, using the extra leverage to pull her completely onto his girth.
"What about you?" Olivia said, breaking my focus again. "Are you really okay with this? I mean, I know you both planned it, but that's still your wife he's violating."
"Oh yeah, I'm definitely okay with this. In fact, I was the one who pushed Emmie to be with other men in the first place."
"Other men? You mean you guys have an open marriage?"
I paused for a second, unsure how to answer this. "No, I don't think so. To me, an open marriage is when both the husband and wife see people on the side. Emmie's the only woman I've been with since we got married. But I love seeing her with another man, under the right circumstances. There's nothing hotter to me than Emmie being horny enough to fuck someone else. Speaking of which, if I don't start masturbating soon, I'm gonna end up staining my shorts with pre-cum. Nothing worse th..."
I cut myself off, realizing what I had just told Olivia. "I'm sorry. That was inappropriate. Maybe you really should go back inside; let me take it from here."
"You don't have to apologize to me. And don't hold back masturbating on my account. Can't have suspicious stains on your shorts after all."
I don't know what I expected Olivia to say, but it wasn't this. "Olivia, I can't masturbate in front of you. We just met--plus you're friends with my wife. It was weird enough just asking you to make out with me."
"It's only weird if you make it weird. I'm a nurse, remember? I see penises all the time. Look, I'll even hold your phone for you, if that makes it easier. Just forget I'm here." Olivia said, as she took the phone from my hands and held it steady between us.
I was still uncomfortable with Olivia's suggestion, but I quickly became distracted by the camera feed again. Dr. Price and Emmie were still in the same position--Emmie bent over the bed as Dr. Price took her from behind--but he was now plunging almost his entire length in and out of her. Her ass cheeks rippled from the force of each thrust as Dr. Price continued to hold her in place against him. Emmie still made a show of protesting, but her pleasure was starting to show through her words.
"Oh, Dr. Price... your dick... can't be doing this... I'm married... you're..." Emmie moaned.
"Getting harder to pretend, isn't it? I told you that you couldn't fool me," Dr. Price said, clearly enjoying the effect he was having on my wife.
Only half-aware that Olivia was standing inches to my side, I undid my shorts, removing both them and my boxers. My erection sprang free, and I began to stroke it, transfixed by what I was seeing.
"I'm... not pretending..." Emmie said, but it was obvious her heart wasn't in it. "Oh... fuck..."
"What was that?" Dr. Price released Emmie's arms and leaned over her, his head now just above hers. "I couldn't hear you."
"Mmmmmmm.... not.... pretending..." Emmie managed to squeeze out between breaths, as Dr. Price continued to pound into her.
"Just admit it, Emmie. Admit you love my cock inside you."
"No.... I can't..."
"Admit that I'm fucking you better than your husband ever did."
"No... he... you..."
"Admit that you're just a jealous cock-hungry slut who's been wanting this for months."
"What...?" Emmie gasped with legitimate confusion.
"I know it was you who reported me to administration." Dr. Price said softly, as he suddenly paused his thrusts. Emmie tried to look back at him, but Dr. Price grasped her by the throat, keeping her in place.
"Don't worry, I'm not mad. Well, I was at first, but then I realized that you were just jealous. You didn't stop my flirting because you didn't want it. You stopped it because you thought you couldn't have it. But when I started flirting with other nurses, that was too much for you, wasn't it? If you couldn't have me, then nobody could. Don't think I missed that you only started flirting with me again after you got Paige transferred away."
I couldn't believe how Dr. Price could be so right and so wrong at the same time. Guy really was a narcissist.
"But that's all in the past now. Here you are, my cock inside you at long last. Guess you got what you wanted in the end, didn't you?"
"Dr. Price..." Emmie pleaded, before he cut her off.
"Oh, don't worry. I'll give you what you want. I just want you to ask for it."
Dr. Price restarted his thrusts slowly, still grasping her throat.
"Ohhhh..." Emmie moaned softly.
"Tell me you want my cock."
"I..." Emmie broke off.



Dr. Price squeezed a bit more on her throat. "Tell me, Emmie. Tell me that you want me."
Emmie gasped. "I... I want you."
Dr. Price smiled and increased the speed of his thrusts. "That's better. But say it again, louder this time."
"I want you! I want you and I want your cock!" Emmie gasped again.
"Do you now?" Dr. Price asked, full of satisfaction. "Is it better than your husband's?"
"It's so much better." Emmie was falling fully into her role now.
Dr. Price increased his tempo further. "Your pussy belongs to me now, doesn't it?"
"Yessss...." Emmie hissed through clenched teeth.
"Tell me then. Say it back to me."
"My pussy belongs to you," Emmie choked out, overwhelmed by pleasure.
"'My pussy belongs to you', what? Say my name."
"My pussy belongs to you, Dr. Price!" Emmie squealed as her orgasm struck. She pressed herself backwards onto Dr. Price as her whole body shuddered.
"Good girl," he said, releasing her throat as Emmie struggled to regain her breath. "That wasn't so hard, was it?"
Dr. Price let her recover for a few seconds before he withdrew himself. He was still hard; I could see Emmie's juices glistening on his erection. "I'll give you a minute, but we're not done yet. We're just getting started."
Emmie's orgasm came so fast that I wasn't even close to ready myself. But now that they had stopped, at least temporarily, I became aware of my surroundings again. I caught movement from Olivia and I saw that her hand was stuck down the front of her pants--she was masturbating too. I faced her and realized she hadn't been watching the camera feed; her eyes were locked on to my own cock, glazed over with lust.
I've always thought of myself as a faithful husband, but when I saw how Olivia was staring at me, her innocent little eyes full of desire, I lost all control. My last rational thought was that I wouldn't be able to rescue Emmie if she used the safe word now... and then I was gone.
I took my phone gently from Olivia's hands and placed it on the ground next to us. Olivia, realizing she'd been caught, quickly pulled her hand from her pants, but before she could say anything, I embraced her with a kiss. She melted into me, and without a second thought, I reached down and lifted her shirt upwards. Olivia tilted back, allowing me to pull it off, and then immediately guided me back into a kiss. Our tongues met as I reached behind Olivia's back, undoing her bra clasp in a quick move. I then stepped back to allow her to drop the bra off her arms, as I removed my own shirt. I then pulled Olivia against my bare body, my erection poking her soft stomach.
Olivia reached between us, grasping my cock with one hand while trying to unbutton her jeans with the other. She was so focused on kissing me that she fumbled with the button for several seconds before she finally managed to release it. Once free though, she unzipped her pants and pulled it and her panties down together. She stepped back from me so she could remove her shoes first and then the rest of her clothes.
Olivia and I were now both totally naked. I paused for just a brief second to admire her body. Her curves had less cushion than Emmie's did, but her lightly-tanned skin was flawless, and the gentleness of her features awoke something deep within me. I simply had to make this beautiful Asian mine.
I stepped towards her and began running my hands over her body. Her breasts were small but supple; I played with them momentarily before moving down towards her stomach. I traced the lines of her abdomen and hips with my fingers, fascinated by their delicateness. I slowly made my way further and further downwards, drinking her in, until I finally reached her sex. Olivia gasped when I touched it.
Even from the outside, I could tell she was already plenty wet. I ran my fingers along her lips, but rather than play with her, I withdrew my hand instead. Olivia glanced at me briefly with confusion, but then I pulled her body tightly against mine--my cock throbbing between us. I gave her one solid kiss, before I spun her around so that her ass was now pressed against me.
Keeping one arm wrapped around her torso, I used the other to position my cock between her thighs. Once in place, I pressed forward so that my shaft ran directly beneath her womanhood, before poking from between her legs on the other side. Olivia looked down at it and grasped the head with her hands. Her touch was warm and delicate. I hadn't penetrated her, but it almost felt like I had.
I began to gently pump my hips, dragging my penis along Olivia's underside. I kept my movement small so that the tip of my penis kept brushing back and forth against Olivia's lips. Olivia let go my cock and instead used her hands to push it up against her. I felt the head of my cock parting her lips with each thrust; her wetness leaking onto me.
Instinctively, Olivia tried to tilt forward to align our bodies, but I'd now wrapped both my arms around her, keeping her in place. I continued gently pumping against her for a bit, but then I loosened my hold on Olivia just enough for her to bend forward. She did so, and after one more thrust, my cock was enveloped with what felt like a warm glove. I was inside her.
I stopped moving for a second, enjoying the sensation of my first new woman in over twenty years. Olivia's walls gripped me tightly but comfortably--her vagina felt made for my cock. I slowly resumed my thrusting again as Olivia pressed herself back onto me. While keeping one arm around her, I lowered my other until I reached the hood of her lips, and then her sensitive clit just underneath. I began to rub it gently in circles, starting slow, but gradually increasing my pace and pressure against it.
The angle made it difficult for me to completely withdraw from Olivia, so I settled for a gentler in-and-out motion with my thrusts. It still felt good but wasn't enough for me to build towards a climax. I could tell Olivia was well on her way though, and I was more than happy to help her finish the journey. I kept my focus on her clit as her breathing became heavier and heavier. Suddenly, Olivia inhaled deeply as her body began to shudder. Her vaginal walls gripped my cock tightly as the orgasm passed through her body. Only when it had passed did I stop playing with her clit.
Olivia relaxed her body as she began to catch her breath. I let go of her torso and began to pull out of her, but Olivia reached behind me and pulled me back in.
"No, I want you to stay inside me."
I reached up and gently brushed her hair behind her ear, so that I could see her face.
"You don't have to worry about me. I can take care of myself from here. You were fantastic," I reassured her.
"I don't mind. I just need a minute. And I like the way you feel."
I put my arms back around her and hugged her against me.
"I can feel your heartbeat inside me," Olivia said quietly.
I grunted acknowledgement as I sat there and enjoyed the sensation of my cock throbbing in her wetness. We stood like that for a few seconds, basking in our connection. Then my cock received a gentle squeeze, almost like from a hand.
"You feel that?" Olivia asked.
"Yeah. Did you do that on purpose?"
She giggled. "Yeah. I've been practicing my Kegels". Another squeeze.
"Careful now. You keep that up and I'm gonna have to cut your break short."
"Are you now?" Squeeze.
"Don't play with me, Olivia. I'm your elder after all."
"Well, c'mon then, daddy. Show me what you got," Olivia said as she gave me the longest squeeze yet.
I didn't need the extra encouragement. I began to slowly pump and the friction quickly reignited my desire. I still wasn't at the right angle to pump more than an inch or two, so I released her torso and grabbed onto her arms, just above her elbows. This allowed me to tilt her further downwards, aligning herself more fully with me.
Finally, I was free to thrust my full length in and out of Olivia, and I took advantage. I kept a gentle pace, savoring the sensation as I speared her repeatedly. She seemed so fragile to me right then, which somehow only made me want to dominate her more. I wanted to protect her and destroy her all at the same time.
Olivia looked backwards at me, biting her lip as she watched me plunge in and out of her. I gripped her arms tightly as I increased my pace to a regular rhythm. She was so lubricated that I had no trouble sliding into her, despite her initial stretching to accommodate me.
Within just a few minutes, I realized that I was quickly approaching my own orgasm. I knew I should pull out, but I also didn't want to end Olivia's pleasure prematurely.
"Olivia... I'm close. I don't want to stop if you're close too, but I'll need to pull out soon." I wanted nothing more than to empty myself in Olivia, but somehow, I maintained the sense to know that was a risky move.
"No... it's okay," Olivia reassured me through panted breaths.
I didn't need much persuading. I begin to slide my full length in and out of Olivia as my own orgasm hit. I pushed my hips forward while pulling Olivia back onto me, trying to fit as much of myself in her as I possibly could. I felt my semen shoot into her like a rocket; my sperm no doubt frantically searching for an egg to fertilize in this young woman.
I hugged Olivia tightly against me as I regained my breath.
"Olivia, that was amazing. Do you want me to help finish you off?"
"No, I'm okay. I don't need to cum to enjoy myself. Besides, you already got me off once. That doesn't happen often."
"Okay, if you say so," I said, as I pulled myself out of Olivia, my half-limp dick covered in semen and her juices. I missed her warmth already.
Olivia reached a hand down to the semen leaking from her vagina and looked at it curiously.
"I thought you were going to pull out? Were you a little premature or did you just say you were going to for my benefit?"
"Huh? You told me it was okay?" I said, suddenly wondering if I'd messed up.
Olivia looked at me confused before I saw the realization hit her.
"Oh, no," she laughed. "I meant it was okay for you to pull out; you didn't need to worry how close I was." Olivia must have seen the horror dawning on my face. "It's okay, though! I'm on the pill. I just figured you wanted to be extra safe."
Olivia gently kissed me on the lips. "Seriously, don't worry about it. This was an incredible experience, Scott."
I felt a little better from Olivia's reassurance, but the fact remained that I was a massive idiot.
"Here, you can use my boxers to clean yourself up. Sorry I didn't think to stock towels in our side yard shrubs," I joked.
Olivia took them from my hands and used them to wipe herself clean, before handing them back. I decided that I'd rather not wear semen-filled boxers and threw them into a shrub.
"I'll be back for those later. I'll just go commando for now," I explained to Olivia, as I began pulling my clothes back on. Olivia followed suit, pulling her panties and jeans back on, then her bra and T-shirt. I couldn't believe how casually stunning Olivia was. How had I not noticed that until now?
"Well, I guess it's time for me to head inside. Need to use the bathroom to avoid any UTIs, after all. You gonna stay out here for Emmie?"
Shit. I'd forgotten all about Emmie. I went to retrieve my phone and saw that she and Dr. Price were going at it once again, but based on her sounds of pleasure, Emmie didn't seem to need rescuing.
Reassured that I hadn't missed anything critical, I turned my attention back to Olivia. "Yeah, I'll be here until they finish. Can't exactly keep an eye on her if I'm hanging out with the other guests."
"Makes sense. Do you think you'll tell Emmie? About us, I mean? Will she be mad?"
"Yes, I'll tell her," I admitted. "And I don't know if she'll be mad, but I'll take full responsibility, don't worry. I don't want to make things awkward for you two at work."
"I don't know if you'll be able to control that," Olivia pointed out, "but I appreciate the offer." She turned serious. "Scott, I know this was just a fling and we may never see each other again, but I wanted to let you know that this was an amazing moment, and I don't think I'll forget it for the rest of my life. Thank you."
"Pleasure was all mine, trust me." I said.
"Well, goodbye, I guess. Tell Emmie hello for me." Olivia said, waving farewell as she walked out of view.
I watched her leave, and then returned my attention to my phone.
It looked like Dr. Price and Emmie were reaching their own climax, but I was only half paying attention. My brain was too busy processing what I'd just done with Olivia. I only came out of my internal replay when I saw that Dr. Price had pulled his clothes back on and was heading to the door, Emmie still lying naked on the bed.
Shit, that was my cue. Making sure my clothes were decent, I ran back inside, slipping through the back door. Fortunately, nobody seemed to pay attention to me. I made my way to the kitchen and once I was sure nobody was watching me, I checked the cameras to make sure my path upstairs was clear. Dr. Price must have been in the bathroom, because he was nowhere to be found on the other cameras. Satisfied that I wouldn't run into him, I quickly headed upstairs.
Opening the door to our bedroom, I found Emmie still laying on our bed, clearly wiped from her time with Dr. Price. The smell of sex was overpowering.
"Hey, honey. You okay?"
Emmie looked at me as if she had just finished a marathon. "Scott, I really hope we got what we needed, because I can't do that again."
"I'm pretty sure we did. But I thought you looked like you were enjoying yourself?" I asked questioningly.
"Oh, I did enjoy myself, but I'm not twenty anymore. And I don't think Dr. Price knew that."
"Oh, come here," I said, getting on the bed and pulling Emmie into a hug. "You just rest up. I'll take care of the party from here. We'll make sure to take it easy tomorrow."
"Thanks. I love you, you know that?" Emmie asked, and I could tell her question wasn't rhetorical.
"Yes, of course. And I love you, too."
"Just making sure. I know I said some things with Dr. Price that I probably shouldn't have, but I just got so caught up in the moment. I didn't mean any of them."
I thought back to her earlier comments to Dr Price, about how he fucked her better than me and her pussy was his now. I didn't like them, but I also knew better than to fuss about it. Emmie was just playing a role, after all. I briefly wondered what else she may have said while I was with Olivia... but then I decided I didn't want to know.
"I know you didn't, honey. Don't worry about it. I love you just like always."
Emmie squeezed me tightly, and I knew I needed to tell her about Olivia. I planned to ease into it, but instead it all tumbled out at once.
"Emmie, while you were with Dr. Price, something happened with me and Olivia. I didn't plan it, but I think we both got so horny watching you two that we got lost in ourselves. We had sex. Before you say anything, I'm not going to justify it. Yes, you've been with other men, but it's not the same. We've talked about you as a hot-wife and how I supported it. But we never talked about me being with another woman, and I shouldn't have done it without making sure you were okay with it first. I am sorry."
Emmie looked at me with a curious lack of emotion. For once, I was at a complete loss as to what was going through her mind. Eventually, she sighed and leaned back against her pillow.
"Scott, I'll be honest. I don't know what to think about this right now. My first instinct is to be angry, but I know how stupid that is considering I was literally just with another man. I also know that I'm partially responsible, considering I was the one who asked you to make out with Olivia in the first place. Even then, I might still be mad, but then I remember David's wedding, and how I let myself be seduced by a stranger. Sure, we didn't go all the way, but was that really any different?"
Emmie paused for a second before continuing. "I guess what I'm saying is that when I'm with another man, I know it's just sex. But I'm scared that if you have sex with another woman, it won't just be sex for you. I'm scared you'll become attached to her and then you won't want me anymore."
"Oh, honey," I said hugging her tightly. "I will always want you. Olivia is nice enough, but you're the only one for me. Believe me, if I could do it over, I'd ask you beforehand. And I have no plans to do it again."
"I appreciate you saying that. And deep down, I know that you'd never leave me. I just never expected you to want another woman like that. Give me time to process, and I'll touch base with you later, okay?"
"Of course," I said. "Want me to leave you alone for a bit, while I play host?"
"That would be wonderful," Emmie said, closing her eyes.
The rest of the party was uneventful. Both Dr. Price and Olivia had decided to head home before I made my way back down. I was obviously happy at Dr. Price's departure, but I was also glad that Olivia had left too--it saved any awkward conversation. The rest of the guests began leaving soon afterwards, Tyler staying until last. He asked that I passed his sincere gratitude to Emmie for the invite. I think he was happy to feel like a normal person again, post-divorce.
When the house was empty, I made my way back upstairs to find Emmie had showered and was reading in bed.
"Want to talk about tonight any or are you ready for sleep?"
"I think I'm ready for sleep. We can figure out how to deal with Dr. Price in the morning."
And, so, we slept.
The next day, we worked out our game plan. After reviewing the footage, we both agreed that it was very clear that Dr. Price had overstepped several boundaries. Emmie's emphatic denials combined with Dr. Price's reckless disregard of those denials painted a very damning picture. Frankly, I thought it could even be used as evidence of criminal behavior--certainly more than what we needed.
That said, we knew that Dr. Price wasn't likely to respond well to outright blackmail. A narcissist like him might react in unpredictable ways if he felt like he was cornered. We wanted him to leave Emmie's coworkers alone; we didn't want to be the targets of a revenge plot. But if we could give Dr. Price a way to keep his dignity, a way to feel like he'd beaten us at least as bad as we'd beaten him...
Ultimately, we decided to send him a text with a short clip from the cameras. It was a particularly damaging clip from the beginning of their tryst--Emmie clearly saying she didn't want it, and Dr. Price telling her she did as he pressed on--to which I added the following message:
"Dr. Price, Emmie told me about what happened between the two of you. As you can see, we have a camera system that caught the whole thing. Now, I was furious when I found out, and I was ready to take this to your bosses and maybe even the police. But Emmie talked me down. Emmie just wants it to be over. She's prepared to forget this ever happened, as long as you stop pursuing her or anyone else at the hospital. That means no dates, no relations, no romantic contact, and no flirting. If Emmie finds out that you disregard this request, she will turn the video over to the hospital administrators. She doesn't want to, but she will. And if you do anything to retaliate, I will immediately go to the police with this. But we trust that you'll do the right thing. You already got what you wanted from Emmie, after all."
I sent the message from my phone, but included Emmie in the chat too, to make it obvious Emmie and I were of one mind on this. Once sent, we waited anxiously for a response.
A few seconds later, I saw the telltale ellipses that indicated Dr. Price was responding... but then they stopped. We continued to wait, but Dr. Price never did reply. Still, we at least had confirmation that he had read our message.



Emmie and I spent the rest of the day relaxing and reconnecting. We shared our respective experiences from the party and talked about how Dr. Price might react to our message. Emmie asked me more details about my time with Olivia, but she seemed more genuinely curious than upset. She even made a joke about having something new to bond with Olivia about, which I took as a good sign, even if it did make me uncomfortable. We snuggled close in bed that night.
Dr. Price responded to our message much better than we feared. He was on his best behavior the following week, which Emmie felt was confirmation he would obey our request. I didn't expect it to last myself, but as weeks turned to months, he stayed in line--for the most part. I did receive a paragraphs-long text from an anonymous number telling me about how my wife was a whore, how I could never really satisfy her, etc. I rolled my eyes and didn't reply.
There was an unexpected development though. The following spring, Emmie texted me excitedly that Dr. Price had announced he would not be continuing his residency at their hospital after all. Due to personal reasons, he would switch to another hospital several states away once the annual residency cycle restarted. Excuses aside, Emmie and I both knew we were the real reason behind it. It looked like we'd won after all.
Emmie and Olivia's friendship suffered no lasting damage from my indiscretion. In fact, I think once Emmie made her peace with it, they became closer than ever. I didn't understand it myself, but it wouldn't be the first time I didn't understand women's friendship.
I wasn't sure what the future would hold for Emmie and me, at least in terms of our opened sex life. We talked several times about how we might involve other people in our lives, setting ground rules and expectations. We agreed that we wouldn't step outside the marriage without getting the other's permission first. And ideally, the other person would be the one to pick the third-party. In other words, I'd suggest a man for Emmie, and she would suggest a woman for me. Not only would it reduce jealousy, but it would make it hotter knowing that I was responsible for Emmie's pleasure, and vice versa, even if indirectly.
Whatever the case, our personal sex life was still reaching new heights, even twenty years after we married. More importantly, we still loved each other just as much.
I promised myself I'd never take it for granted.
THE END
Author's endnote: This is, by far, the longest story I've posted here. If you've made it to the end, even with skimming, I congratulate you. I currently have three other stories posted as well that you are welcome to read if you enjoyed this one. For my next story, I'm planning on retelling this one, but from Emmie's point of view. Keep your eyes out for it; it will be called "Husband Shares Wife--Wife's View". After that, I'm not sure where I will head. I'm open to suggestions, including further developing my previous stories. No promises, but I will take any suggestions into account!
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Attraction seems like it should be black or white. You're either attracted to someone or you're not. But I've come to realize it's not always so simple. Sometimes you're not attracted to someone at first... but then something happens and suddenly you see them in a new light. You think, huh, how did I miss this before?
Sometimes this happens in very unexpected ways. For whatever reason, there are some people that a question of attraction doesn't even enter the picture. Maybe they're related to you, maybe they're too old, maybe they're not your preferred gender, etc.
My mother-in-law was one such person for me. Martha wasn't unbecoming, but for years after we first met, I didn't see her as anything other than the mother of my girlfriend, and then wife. That's who she was and who she would always be. Whether or not she was attractive didn't even cross my mind.
Martha was in her late forties when I started dating her daughter, Christina; now she's in her early fifties. She is about 5'5", has brownish-blonde hair (likely dyed), and has a stereotypically "mom" sense of style that did not appeal to me in the slightest. Physically, she's in decent shape for her age. She does have the classic older-mom belly, but she could easily pass for a woman ten years younger otherwise.
She was funny too, although her sense of humor dated her slightly. Still, we had enough humor overlap that we'd always gotten along well. We both liked to tease people we liked, and many of our laughs came from poking fun at our spouses and each other.
Still, as I said, she was always just Christina's mom to me. Until one fateful morning.
At the time, Christina and I had just married and moved in together. Martha and my father-in-law Rick were staying over at our house, visiting for the holidays. Christina was their only child, and they were more than happy to make the eight-hour drive to see us. Having people spend several days with us always stressed me, but Martha and Rick were as good of guests as I could have hoped for. They took care of themselves well and would help around the house too. It wasn't unusual for them to do their own thing for hours at a time; they took "make yourselves at home" seriously.
Still, it caught me off-guard when I saw Martha wearing a thin nightgown for the first time. I'd never seen her wear anything that intimate, if a mom-nightgown could be called intimate, that is. It wasn't designed to be sexy, but it was a bit short, leaving about a third of her thigh exposed even while she was standing.
I was an early riser, so I was in the middle of eating breakfast when Martha joined me downstairs wearing the nightgown. Christina and Rick were still fast asleep, so it was just the two of us. I offered to make her breakfast, which she gratefully accepted. After I'd prepared it, I gave it to her and joined her at the dining table.
Martha's nightgown, short already, pulled up even further when she was seated. Her legs were crossed, so I couldn't see anything I shouldn't have, but almost the entire length of her thighs was exposed. This was the first time I noticed how smooth and athletic her legs were. I had no idea a woman in her fifties could have legs that were so attractive. That was the moment I began to see Martha not just as my wife's mom, but as a woman in her own right.
Nothing happened that day, but I would never think of Martha the same again. I admittedly began to fantasize about her, although she wasn't around enough to become a permanent fixture in my 'highlight reel'. I suspect that's how she would have stayed--just a fantasy--if it weren't for a few key factors.
The first factor was Martha's marriage to Rick. They'd been together for almost thirty years, and although they were happy together most of the time, they did have the occasional spat that left both Christina and me feeling very awkward. Christina had told me once that when she was younger, she'd overheard a conversation between them--it became apparent that her dad had cheated on her mom with a coworker. Their marriage survived the transgression, but I suspected it was a sore spot that never fully went away.
The second factor was Martha's sex life. I'm sure it's rare for a son-in-law to know about his mother-in-law's sex life, but Christina had a habit of leaving her mom's calls on speaker phone, even when I was around. This is how I overheard that Martha and Rick hadn't had sex in years and she was feeling very frustrated about it. Quite frankly, I didn't think that was an appropriate thing for Martha to share with her daughter, but that's the type of relationship they had.
The final factor was a series of coincidences that left Martha and I alone together for almost an entire day. Now that Christina and I were married, Martha and Rick had decided they wanted to move closer to us. They'd picked out a plot of land about twenty minutes away but still needed to set up with a builder in the area. They planned to spend a week with us to take care of it all, which we dutifully fit into our schedule.
Martha and Rick hoped to handle the house-business during the work week and then spend the weekend hanging out with us. And that's how it went--at first. But the plan hit a snag on Saturday. Christina's work had a call-out, and they desperately needed her to cover it. Christina apologized to her parents but said she couldn't back out. She left that morning, leaving me alone with them.
Christina's dad left soon afterwards. Rick said he needed to take care of some landscaping on their plot of land... but I suspect he just needed an excuse for some alone time. He and Martha had been bickering more than normal during the week. He said he planned to work until daylight was gone, and we should make our own plans for the day.
And that's how I found myself alone in the house with Martha.
Fantasies aside, I'd never planned on trying to seduce her. But when Christina and Rick left, the thought stuck in my mind that I had been given a golden opportunity. I might have a legitimate shot at my mother-in-law. Obviously, opportunity doesn't mean anything without desire, but I couldn't get the thought out of my head. I decided I had to try. Even if the chances of anything happening were slim, just the attempt would give me fantasy material for years to come.
Martha and I spent the morning just being lazy, drinking our coffee, talking a bit, doing some reading, etc. Martha never even bothered to change out of her nightgown, a fact I appreciated. I drank her legs in with my eyes and hoped she'd give me a chance to see more that morning, but she never did.
For lunch, we ordered pizza. Martha asked if there was anything I'd like to watch on TV while we ate, so I put on a baking show while we joined each other on the couch.
We talked and laughed together as we made our way through our food. I even tentatively flirted with her a bit, although I was careful not to say anything too forward.
After we finished eating, we cleaned up our mess before settling back down on the couch, me on the left side; her on the right.
"Well, what now?" Martha asked.
"Is there anything you want to go out and do? You're the guest, after all." I offered.
"Oh no. I'm tired and sore from all our work with the house stuff. I'm perfectly happy to just hang out here with you. Assuming you don't mind entertaining an old woman all afternoon, that is."
"You're not that old. You could easily pass for being in your thirties if you wanted. Besides, you're fun. I like hanging out with you."
"That's sweet, coming from a young man such as yourself. Women my age don't normally get that. You're what, twenty-five now?"
"Twenty-six," I corrected.
"I was close. But you haven't answered my question yet... what now?"
I'd been keeping my eyes open for a chance to make a move on Martha, but nothing had stood out so far. Maybe this was my chance.
"You said you're sore from the week. I could help with that. Maybe we can watch a movie while I rub your feet?"
Martha laughed. "Oh, you don't want to touch my gross feet, but that's very nice of you to offer."
"Your feet aren't gross," I protested. "Besides, I like keeping my hands busy. It'll give me something to do during the movie."
"I mean, I'll never turn down the offer of a free foot rub, but you really don't have to."
"Consider it a sign of appreciation for my favorite mother-in-law." I said, as I scooted closer to her. I patted my lap. "Got a spot right here for them."
"Well, if you insist," Martha teased, as she swung her legs over me. As she moved, I was able to get a glimpse of her inner thighs. Maybe it was just my lust talking, but I had to admit, she looked damn good for fifty.
I picked out a rom-com to start streaming, then took one of Martha's feet in my hands. I began to knead it slowly, starting with the ball of her foot. I took my time, making sure she enjoyed it.
"That feels great, Scott. I'm jealous of Christina right now--Rick has never offered to rub my feet for me."
I shrugged. "Well, maybe you should ask him to."
"He doesn't like feet. Besides, after thirty years of marriage, you tend to get stuck in your own little ruts. Not that it will ever happen to you and Christina, of course," Martha quickly added.
"Well, I'm more than happy to help you out. I appreciate everything you guys have done for me over the years." I said truthfully.
"You're a good guy, Scott. Rick and I are just glad you and Christina found each other."
Martha trailed off, watching the movie, as I began to massage the arch of her foot. Even as my hands kept up their pressure, I began to let my eyes wander. I admired the smoothness of Martha's calves and thighs. Despite her age, they were well-toned; I wondered how they'd feel to the touch.
I also noticed that Martha's legs were no longer crossed. She was pressing them together too tightly for me to see anything, but it wouldn't be difficult for me to change that. Her nightgown had ridden up rather far by this point.
In what I hoped was a subtle move, I shifted my knees to one side, aligning myself with how Martha was laying. I was now facing towards her with her feet still resting on my lap. I lifted her right foot slightly--the one closer to the couch back--and began to rub both thumbs into her arch. Instinctively, Martha retracted her foot against the pressure, spreading her legs as a result. She hadn't moved them much, but for the first time ever, I was now able to see all the way up to her center. I was secretly hoping she'd gone commando, but she hadn't. Still, her white underwear was clearly visible, and that was something. If nothing else, I now had future fantasy material to work with.
Not wanting to press my luck too much yet, I dropped the foot I was working on and switched to the other. Martha kept her attention focused on the movie; she didn't seem to notice my growing boldness. My blood was beginning to pump faster--I could sense that I was approaching a point of no return. If I kept this up, I wouldn't be able to back down again.
I repeated my massage on Martha's second foot, before deciding it was time to press my luck. I placed her foot back on my lap and began to work up her ankle and calf. I moved patiently; I didn't want to alert Martha as to what I was doing too early. I started with one leg and made it halfway up her shin before I switched to the other. I don't know what would have happened if I'd been allowed to keep going, but it didn't matter. Martha stopped me.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Scott. You don't have to keep going." Martha apologized as she pulled her feet from my lap and swung them back in front of her. "I got distracted by the movie otherwise I would have said something earlier. My feet feel so much better now, though. That was nice. Thank you."
I was disappointed, but I could sense that was the end of it. Unless...
"You know, Martha, I think we have some massage oil upstairs. If you'd like, I can get some throw-towels and I can give you a real massage? We can do it right here on the couch--we don't even have to stop the movie."
"Scott, dear, that's very nice of you to offer. But I'm not sure that would be appropriate. What would Rick and Christina think?"
"I don't know about Rick, but Christina would be happy I was taking care of you. Besides, what's not appropriate about it? We're family now, remember?"
"Scott..." Martha started, but I cut her off.
"Look, it'll give us something to do. Your muscles will thank me, and I'll feel useful. Everyone wins. I won't take no for an answer. I'll be right back."
Before Martha could protest, I leapt from the couch and ran upstairs. I knew I was pressing my luck, but I'd gone too far to give up just yet. As long as I left myself enough wriggle room to pretend my intentions were innocent, I should be fine. I grabbed the oil and towels, and quickly made my way back down to the couch.
"Okay, Martha. Stand up for me and I'll put some of these towels down. Can't be getting oil all over the couch now, can we?" I joked.
I expected Martha to argue some more, but instead she sighed and stood up. "Okay, fine, Scott. You can give me a massage. But you can't tell Rick about this. He wouldn't like it, even if you are family."
"I mean, it's just a massage. There's nothing to tell... but fine. I won't say a word," I reassured her as I began lining the couch cushions with the towels. "Now, do you want towels for yourself too? I assume you wouldn't want me to get oil all over your clothes."
"No, I wouldn't," Martha agreed. She had to realize what I was suggesting. I expected her to change her mind about the massage, but again, she surprised me. "Give me some of those towels and go wait in the bathroom. I'll change and cover myself with them. Then I'll yell when it's okay for you to come back out."
"I won't peek, I promise," I said, feeling very bold as I made my way to the bathroom.
I couldn't believe it. My mother-in-law had agreed to strip down for me. Could it be possible that Martha was open to being seduced? Or was I just seeing signs that weren't there? Nothing to do but keep pushing forward and find out, I decided.
While I waited in the bathroom, I realized I'd forgotten to heat the oil first. The oil worked perfectly fine without heat, but when it was warm, it took massages to the next level. I could microwave it, but it worked better warmed with near-boiling water. Kept the heat longer.
When Martha yelled that she was ready for me, I decided the warm oil was worth the extra effort. I apologized and told her I'd just be a second. I didn't want to let my moment with Martha pass, but I could at least get the oil started. I quickly filled a kettle with water and set it to boil on the stove.
"Everything okay in there?" Martha asked from the couch.
"Yeah, it's fine. Just realized I forgot to heat the oil first." I yelled back. "Don't worry though, we can still get started in the meantime."
I walked back into the living room to find Martha lying face down on the couch, several towels spread underneath her. She had another towel wrapped around her ass and thighs, but she'd left her back bare. I was shocked. If she sat up, I'd see everything. Having my mother-in-law be so exposed lit a fire in my loins, no question about it. I was one towel and some panties away from having her completely naked in front of me.
With great effort, I forced my lust back down. I needed to focus. If I made a wrong move now, I could be in a lot of trouble. I had to maintain my pretense of innocence.
"Okay. I'm ready. Let me restart the movie real quick," I said, grabbing the TV remote. After hitting play, I was ready to begin the massage, but then I realized I'd made a mistake. There was nowhere left on the couch for me to sit.
"Martha, I'm so sorry, but I obviously didn't think this through. There's not enough room for both of us there, unless you're okay with me sitting on you?"
"Oh." Martha simply said, as she looked over her shoulder and saw I was right. "I didn't think about that either. Why don't you just kneel beside the couch and reach me that way?"
Not what I preferred, but I was afraid to protest too strongly. "I'm afraid I won't be at the best angle to really get into your muscles, but we can give it a shot." I kneeled down just next to her hips.
With that difficulty settled, I brought up the bottle of massage oil and emptied several drops onto my hands. I rubbed them together vigorously to thoroughly coat them and warm the oil. Once my hands were ready, I took one last deep breath to steady myself. If I ever had a chance with Martha, this was it. I had to make it count.
I began at the top of Martha's back, between her shoulders and neck, working the oil into her skin. The angle was a bit awkward, but I could tolerate it. I was impressed with how good her skin looked. I'd always pictured people in their fifties having spotted and wrinkly skin, but Martha's was smooth and clean. She'd clearly taken care of herself.
As if reading my mind, Martha said, "Thanks for doing this. Sorry if I'm gross. I know I'm not as young as I used to be."
"Martha, you look amazing. If Christina looks half this good at your age, I'll count myself a lucky man."
"Oh, stop it. You're just trying to flatter me. It's working, don't get me wrong, but you don't have to pretend for my sake."
"I'm not pretending. I mean it," I said earnestly as I began to knead her neck.
"Well thanks. I wish-ooh that's the spot... mmm," Martha moaned gently as my fingers found a sensitive spot. "Mm. Sorry about that. I was saying, I wish Rick felt the same way. Some days, I feel like an old crone with the way he looks at me."
"Maybe he's just been with you so long he's forgotten what he has?" I suggested. "Trust me, if Rick doesn't appreciate you, it's not because you're lacking."
"Thanks, Scott. You know how to make an old woman feel good."
Our conversation died down again as Martha returned her focus to the movie. I was aware of it in the background, but my own focus was squarely on her. The sensation of my skin against hers, as I felt parts of her body I had no business feeling, had me absolutely hooked. Part of me knew that I shouldn't be turned on by Martha--she was twice my age and my wife's mom to boot--but somehow that just made me want her even more.
I kept up my massage, feeling for little spots of tension or tenderness along Martha's body. I was careful to keep my hands from any sensitive areas, but I knew I would have to take a chance eventually. The only question was how.
My thoughts were interrupted by the kettle's whistle.
"Sorry, Martha. I'll be right back," I said, excusing myself. I quickly went to the kitchen and pulled the kettle off the stove. Being careful not to burn myself, I poured the near-boiling water into a large glass bowl and grabbed a couple of hot pads. I took hold of the bowl and returned to the living room with it.
"Thanks for being patient. This will be worth the wait, though, trust me," I said, as I sat a hot pad on the floor and placed the bowl onto it.
"Oh, no worries. I'm in no hurry. Besides, I'm enjoying the movie," Martha reassured me.



I took my bottle of oil and lowered it into the water. It wouldn't take long to warm, but in the meantime, I wanted to get back to my massage. I had an idea of how to push things further while still being casual about it.
"Do you think I might be able sit on the couch underneath your legs? My knees are kind of sore now and need a break. It'll give me a chance to focus on your calves too."
"Yeah, that should be fine," Martha said, never taking her eyes from the TV.
"Okay, bear with me one second as I scootch in," I said, lifting her feet up as I swiveled my body onto the couch underneath them. The motion pushed her towel up slightly, so now it only came to the top of her knee. It was time for the next part of my plan.
I took some more oil from the bottle--it was already warmer--and began to rub it on Martha's calves. I made gentle rubbing motions at first, but once her skin was thoroughly oiled, I began to dig in with my thumbs.
"Oh, Scott, you were right. That oil feels heavenly."
"Told you," I said, pleased with myself.
I continued my work on her calves, but it wasn't long before I decided to push my luck again. I worked my way up her leg, to the top of her calves... and then I kept going. I pressed my fingers under the towel, now reaching the bottom of her thighs. I only stayed there for a moment before retreating downward again, testing Martha's boundaries. She didn't react.
Taking that as a sign I could keep going, I made my way back up again. I reached the same point on her thighs, but this time I didn't retreat. I began to explore the bottom of her thighs with my fingers, first running along outside them, and then inwards. I couldn't believe how soft she felt. Unfortunately, the towel prevented me from reaching further, as it was wrapped too tightly around her body.
I was at an impasse. My ability to claim innocence was almost gone. I would have to either give up or keep pushing and risk it all. Unfortunately for me, my penis was now thinking more than my head. I was ready to go all-in, no matter the consequences.
"Martha, I'd like to keep massaging your legs, but the towel is in the way. Would you feel comfortable taking it off? No worries if not, but figured I'd ask. You can keep your underwear on, of course." I said, trying to sound casual.
"Oh," Martha looked over her shoulder at me. "I wasn't prepared for this. I'm actually not wearing any underwear. I took it off with my bra earlier... didn't want to risk any oil getting on it."
Of all the responses I expected, it wasn't that. "Huh. Well, I hate to leave a job half-done. Besides, you're basically just an older version of Christina, right? So, it's not like I'd see anything I haven't seen before."
"I mean, that's true, but I still feel like a son-in-law shouldn't see his mother-in-law like that. I appreciate your offer, but maybe we should stop and just watch the movie."
Shit. I overreached. I knew that this was probably the end, but I wasn't quite ready to give up. I made one last desperate gamble. "It's your call, but I really don't think it's that big of a deal. Nakedness is natural, right? People get naked for massages all the time. But maybe your generation just isn't as comfortable with nudity as mine is."
Martha considered this. After a moment, she sighed. "Okay, fine, Scott. You have a point. I probably am making a bigger deal of it than it needs to be. I trust you, and as you say, it is just a massage. Maybe it is a generational thing, but I think maybe I'm just shy too."
I couldn't believe that worked. Time to play dumb now. "Nothing wrong with being shy. Like I said, it's up to you, but if you're really okay with it, I do think it'll make the massage better."
"No, it's fine. Go for it. But no comments about my old body underneath, you hear me? I'm sensitive."
Martha lifted her body up slightly, allowing me to reach the loose end of the towel underneath her. I pulled on it and unwrapped it from her body a couple times before it became loose enough to slide off completely. And just like that, I had my mother-in-law totally naked in front of me.
Martha's ass was not as firm as my wife's was, but it was still shapely and attractive. Unfortunately, her thighs were pressed together too tightly for me to see her pussy, but I felt like I had no room to complain considering how close we'd come to stopping. I debated complimenting her figure, but decided I'd pushed my luck enough for the moment.
Careful not to let the moment slip by, I added more oil to Martha's now bare thighs and began to rub it in. They felt as good to touch as I had imagined they would, supple and warm. My heart was pounding in my chest, and the more I thought about my situation, the hornier I became. I was alone with my naked mother-in-law, my hands had free reign over her body, and if her legs spread just a bit, I'd be able to reach her most intimate parts.
Still, I knew the situation was delicate. I'd come close to overplaying my hand just a minute ago--if I moved too quickly now, it could all be over.
And, so, I took my time. I caressed Martha's thighs gently, careful to avoid reaching too far inside. I even ran my hands back down to her calves and feet and gave them some attention again. Once I felt like enough time had passed, though, I got bolder. I ran my hands upwards again, this time tracing the inside of Martha's legs. I parted her legs just slightly as I rose, before stopping and tracing back down. Martha never said anything, so I repeated this a few times. Eventually her legs opened just enough that I could see all the way up.
Her pussy was barely visible, but it was there. My original plan was to keep rubbing further and further up until I reached it with my hands, but now that it was within sight, I lost all patience. I was making my move now.
"Hey, Martha. I noticed I'm getting oil on my clothes. Would it be okay if I took them off? You're already naked yourself, so I didn't think it would be a big deal."
I knew how see-through my excuse was, but I didn't care. I was going for it.
"Huh? Oh, sure, whatever you need, Scott." Martha responded. I don't know if she even really heard me as she seemed engrossed in the movie again, but permission was permission.
I moved Martha's legs off me as I stood from the couch. I pulled my shirt off first, followed by my pants and boxers. I was fully erect at this point, but Martha never looked back at me, so I doubt she even noticed. I moved back to the couch, but instead of getting under Martha's legs, I kneeled in the open spot between her calves. My cock was now aligned with her pussy, even if it was several inches above it.
I took the oil bottle one last time as I poured some onto Martha, just above her ass, and then some onto my cock for good measure. I stroked myself a few times, making sure I was well lubricated, before I reached for the oil on Martha's back.
I gave a few cursory rubs along her back and then moved my hands to her ass. I kneaded her cheeks gently for a bit, then spread them so that the oil pooling in her crack ran downwards. I knew Martha had to feel the warm oil slide down her taint to her pussy, but she didn't say anything. That was the last sign I needed.
I started to lean down over Martha, but then I realized the angle was all wrong. My cock wouldn't be able to reach her pussy with her laying flat on the couch like that. I needed her to lift her body. But how? Even right here on the verge of fulfilling my fantasy, I was afraid of being too direct. If only there was a way to ask her innocently...
"Hey, Martha, I want to try something I saw on a massage video once. I'm going to press down on your glutes, and I want you to resist me and push upwards. This is supposed to help your spinal alignment," I said, hoping I sounded believable.
"Oh, okay." Martha said, still not taking her eyes from the movie.
With that final go-ahead, I leaned my weight over Martha's ass and pressed down slightly. Martha dutifully pressed back, so that her ass lifted off the couch, pussy now fully visible. I mentally drew a line from my cock to it. Yes, that would work, I thought.
"Good, let's do it again." I said, briefly lifting off and letting her sink down before I returned my pressure. She pressed up again, and this time I was ready. I arched my back and pushed my hips forward, bringing my cock against her. My aim was good--the head of my cock touched her lips.
Before Martha had a chance to react, I continued to press forward with my cock, spreading her lips open with it. The head of my cock was well-lubricated, and when it encountered her opening, it slipped inside with minimal resistance.
"Oh, Scott! What are you doing?" Martha said, looking back at me as if realizing for the first time what I'd been up to.
"Giving you a massage, Martha," I said softly, as if it was obvious. "The deeper-tissue kind." I moved my hands underneath her hips, pulling them to me.
"Scott, this isn't just a massage. We can't be doing this." Martha said, but she didn't resist me as I pressed further into her. I couldn't believe how good her pussy felt.
"But we already are doing this. And it feels good, doesn't it? I know it's been a while since you've been with Rick. Don't you miss it?" I reasoned, as I finished sliding the rest of my length into her. My hips now pressed against her ass cheeks. She was so warm and velvety.
"Ohhhh, Scott. I do miss it," Martha admitted, sighing with pleasure as I filled her up. "But I shouldn't be doing it with you. You're married to my daughter."
"And I love Christina very much. I just want to make sure you're taken care of too," I said, as I withdrew slightly before gently pushing forward again, eliciting another soft moan from Martha.
"Oh, Scott... You don't know how badly I want this, but it's still not right. We really should stop."
"What's not right is you having to go the rest of your life feeling unwanted. If Rick won't step up, then I will."
Martha sat silently for a second as I continued to slowly move inside her. "Okay."
"Okay?" I repeated, waiting for her to finish her thought.
"Okay, Scott. You're right. I want to feel wanted again. But this has to stay between us, okay? Not a word to Christina or Rick."
"Of course, Martha." I said, as I pushed forward again, putting as much of myself inside her as I could.
Martha shifted her knees forward, spreading her legs further apart and pushing herself back against me.
"Scott, I've needed this for so long. Please, give it to me."
I didn't need the extra encouragement. I gripped Martha's hips as I slowly began to increase my pace. Her pussy held me tightly, but with my cock covered in massage oil, I slid in and out of her easily. As my pace increased, her butt cheeks began to ripple with each thrust, turning me on even more.
I watched as pleasure washed over Martha's face. Her eyes were closed, mouth open, breath shallow and fast. I'd never seen my mother-in-law so obviously horny; knowing that I was responsible pushed me close to the edge.
Realizing my climax was rapidly approaching, I yanked my hips backwards, pulling out of Martha completely. No. I'd worked too hard for this to be over with so fast. I wasn't ready to be done.
Martha looked back at me, concerned. "Everything okay?"
"Everything's great," I reassured her. "Just was getting close to finishing earlier than I wanted. You were too hot for me to handle, I guess. Sorry to interrupt the rhythm."
"Oh, Scott, don't apologize. That's really flattering to hear when you're over fifty."
"In that case, you're welcome." I said, falling back onto the couch seat. I needed a chance to cool off, but I still wanted to keep the moment fresh. "Martha, while I give myself a break, would you mind flipping over for me?"
"Not at all. Gives me an excuse to look at you," she said, as she turned herself over, giving me a full-frontal view of her body.
My first impression was that Martha had no right to look that good at fifty. Her breasts sagged a bit, but they still held their form and were easily a couple of handfuls each. Her belly definitely was a mom belly, which I'm not normally into, but it fit her very well to the point that I even found it attractive. Her legs, though... the part of her body that started my entire infatuation... were incredibly sexy. I wondered what they'd feel like wrapped around me.
"Martha... excuse my language, but you're fucking hot."
"You look amazing yourself," Martha replied as she traced my body with her eyes. I saw her eyes flicker down towards my cock. "Christina told me you were big, but I didn't realize just how big she meant. I could feel you stretching me out, but I thought maybe my vagina had forgotten how to expand. I can't believe you fit."
"Good thing I covered it in oil first, I guess?" I shrugged.
"Yes. You would have had a harder time otherwise." Martha said. She looked back into my eyes. "Do you mind if I play with myself? I know you need a break, but my furnace is going full blast."
"Not at all. I shouldn't need too long."
Without breaking eye contact, Martha brought her hand to her clit and began to rub it. She bit her lip seductively, spreading her legs wide open and giving me full view of her pussy. I was surprised to see how well she'd kept herself trimmed, but I did notice that she had as many gray hairs as brown ones. Maybe it was just my hormones talking, but that made her even hotter to me--she was the older woman I had no business being attracted to, but nonetheless was.
After she'd pleasured herself a while, Martha's breathing became shallow again and she tilted her head backwards against the couch's armrest. I took this as a sign, and I decided that I'd given myself as much of a break as I needed.
I pulled myself forward between Martha's legs and leaned over her body. My cock pressed against her belly as I lowered myself down for a kiss. Martha accepted it hungrily, her lips soft and full, eagerly pressing against mine. I began to work in my tongue, and she returned the favor. I couldn't believe that my demure mother-in-law and this uninhibitedly sensual woman were the same person. It was night and day.
Leaving one hand to play with herself, Martha used her free hand to grab the back of my head and pull me more deeply into our kiss. Her fingers intertwined in my hair, as our tongues dueled. Suddenly, she broke our kiss off, biting my lip gently as she pulled back.
"Scott, I need you to make love to me."
I looked down at my cock which was leaking pre-cum into her belly. Hoping it was still lubricated enough, I took it in my hand and brought it back down to her pussy. Martha moved her hand, allowing me better access, as I pressed into her. My tip found her opening, and I let myself fall forward, stretching her walls with my girth. Martha wrapped her legs around me and held my body tightly against hers. I gave her one last passionate kiss, before I rose and began to rock my hips.
I could tell Martha was already plenty fired up, so I didn't waste much time taking it slow. I quickly picked up my speed and let Martha guide me with her legs into a fast rhythm. As I pounded into her, I saw her body begin to tense, telling me she was close. Without breaking my pace, I leaned down and gently flicked my tongue over her nipples, one at a time, before gently nibbling them with my teeth.
"Oh, Scott! You're gonna make me cum!" Martha said breathlessly. Her body began to tremble.
I was close as well, and hearing Martha say my name sent me over the edge. I plunged as deep into her as I could, as my cock began spurting its seed against her cervix. Martha climaxed right after, her legs desperately trying to pull me in even deeper as her whole body shuddered. Waves of pleasure rolled over me as I felt her vagina squeeze my cock; her muscles contracting involuntarily.
We lay like that for a few seconds, my dick still inside her, as we caught our breaths. Martha reached up and touched my face with her hands.
"Scott, dear, that was incredible."
"You were the incredible one, Martha. I had no idea you could be so hot."
"That's what happens when you go so long without sex. Thank you." Martha smiled as she kissed me.
I stared into her eyes for a few moments, as I stroked her hair with my fingers. We weren't just mother-in-law and son-in-law anymore. We were lovers.
Unfortunately, I knew the moment wouldn't last forever. With a heavy sigh, I sat backwards, my now-limp cock falling out of Martha, covered in oil and semen. "I guess we should get this cleaned up before Rick or Christina get back."
Martha sat up, her mom-mode already coming back into play. "Yes. If you take care of these towels, I'll go shower and get all this oil off of me. You probably should shower too--you've gotten plenty on yourself as well. Can't leave any evidence behind."
We got to work, as I cleaned the area and started the towels in the laundry. By the time I'd cleaned the couch and living room, Martha was already in the guest shower. For a brief moment, I considered joining her, but decided I needed time alone to process what had just happened between us. I opted for my own shower instead.
After I finished, I dressed and headed back downstairs. Martha was also fully dressed in her unflattering mom clothes, resting on the couch as if nothing had happened.
"Well, want to restart the movie where we left off?" Martha said cheerfully, patting the cushion next to her.
"Uhh, sure." I said uncertainly. Were we just going to pretend like we hadn't made love?
"Good. I'd enjoy your company," she said as I sat down next to her. She restarted the movie about halfway through. "Also, I hope you didn't put that massage oil too far away."
"What? Why?"
"We might need it tomorrow if we get a chance to do this again."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Was Martha really saying....
"Again?" I asked, the incredulity clear in my voice.
"Of course. You didn't think you could give me my first taste of cock in ten years and think that would be it, did you?"
"Uhhh, I guess I didn't think of it like that."
"Well, you should have. You can't back out now. You were the one who promised you'd help me feel wanted again, remember?"
"I mean, you don't have to twist my arm, but what about Rick and Christina? They'll be here."
"Guess we'll just have to be careful. I hope you're an early riser tomorrow morning," Martha said, winking at me. She continued, "You know, I think it'll be nice when we move out here. Just think how much time I'll get to spend with my favorite son-in-law."
"Fuck, Martha. Don't threaten me with a good time like that," I teased. Martha grinned back as I pulled her into a side hug. I gave her a gentle kiss on the lips before easing her head onto my lap.
We watched the movie.
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My name is Aaron. This is the story of how I fucked my mom. Well, kind of. Technically, she's not my biological mom, but she's the only mom I've had.
If you couldn't guess, I'm adopted. I was born in Addis Ababa, Ethiopia, but my bio-parents gave me up when I was a baby. I matched with my now-parents when I was five, they flew from the US to get me, and the rest is history. Even though it is obvious I am not their blood son (I'm black; they're white), they are still my parents in every way that matters. I also have an older 'sister', Lindsey. She's actually Dad's niece, but my parents took custody after her own parents got hooked on drugs.
Growing up as a black kid in an all-white family had its awkward moments, but I always felt like I belonged with them. All four of us got along well, and despite occasional disagreements, we had a happy house. If not for skin color, I may not even have known I was adopted.
I never planned to fuck my mom. Growing up, my guy friends made comments about how hot she was; how lucky I was to live with my very own MILF. But I never saw her that way. Adopted or not, she was still Mom. Still, I could understand why they called her hot. She's young for a mom of adult children, at thirty-three. She's also on the taller side, around 5' 9", and in great shape. She's a natural brunette, but keeps her hair dyed blond. She has blue eyes and a winning smile. Very approachable. My guy friends loved to comment on her hips and ass, but her boobs were usually their main focus. She had work done on them in her twenties. Nothing crazy, but on her thin frame they stood out. Even I noticed.
Mom and I always had a good relationship. She spent lots of time with me, playing games and hanging out. Even as a kid, I was her confidant. I don't think she had a lot of friends. She and Dad had eloped as teenagers, and she had been a stay-at-home mom since they took Lindsey in. When I was adopted the next year, Mom was just twenty. Instead of exploring life as a young woman, she raised us. I know she loved being a mom, but I think she sometimes regretted what might have been.
When I was eighteen and finished high school, I enrolled at college an hour-and-a-half away. Mom took it hard, but I'd been given a full-ride scholarship, so I couldn't exactly turn it down. I felt bad for her, but I was ready to make my own life. On move-in day, she caught a stomach bug, so she wasn't even able to send me off properly. She stayed at home while Dad and Lindsey helped me move my stuff into my dorm. Even then, she kept texting me, asking about my day and how I liked campus. But between the move and orientation events, I didn't have much time for talking.
I had a blast that first week. My roommate, Patrick, was a cool guy, and we quickly made friends with other guys on the floor. We'd even been invited to a party at a nearby frat house that Friday night. I wasn't a partier in high school, but this was college. I was ready to let loose. It helped that a girl I met during orientation was going to be there. Her name was Mackenzie, and she was a smokeshow.
When the party night finally arrived, I was ecstatic. But shortly before Patrick and I planned to leave, we heard a knock at the door. Patrick had just shrugged and looked back at his phone, so I went to open it. I wasn't expecting anyone either... so when I saw who was on the other side, I nearly died of shock. It was Mom.
Under different circumstances, I'd be happy to see her. But Mom showing up unannounced at my dorm? That wasn't okay.
I immediately stepped outside and closed the door behind me. I didn't want Patrick to think I was a loser who needed his mom to check on him. I couldn't let him know who she was.
"Mom, what are you doing here?" I said, just above a whisper.
"Just checking in on my favorite son, of course! I'm sorry I missed move-in day. How are you, Aaron?" she said, pulling me into a tight hug. As tall as she is, I'm taller, so she had to look up to me.
"Mom, you didn't even text me you were coming. I'm sorry you drove all this way, but my roommate and I have plans. We're about to head out. You can't be here."
"What do you..." Mom started to respond, but Patrick's voice carried through the door, cutting her off.
"Hey, Aaron, who's that? You got a girl out there?"
Panic set in. I couldn't let myself be labelled a momma's boy my first week of college. But Patrick didn't know I was adopted yet. Maybe I could lie about who she was...
"Uh, yeah. It's my old babysitter," I yelled back, thinking fast. I regretted the words as soon as they left my mouth. How stupid did that sound?
"Your old babysitter? Why is she here?"
"She was in the area and just wanted to say hi. Just give us a minute and I'll be ready to go."
"You better be. I've been ready for this party all day!" Patrick whined, but fortunately he didn't try to come to the door too.
"Your babysitter?" Mom asked, eyebrow raised. "Is that all I am to you? Or are you just embarrassed by me?"
"Mom, please. I love you, but it's just not cool to have you checking on me here. People are gonna think I'm a loser."
"Oh, that's nonsense. You're good at making friends. And don't worry about me interfering with your party. I got a hotel and made plans to stay through Sunday. We can hang out the whole weekend! Well, at least until Sunday afternoon."
I was mortified. "Mom..."
"But let me at least see your room first!" Mom continued. She opened the door before I could stop her.
She strolled into my dorm room like she owned it. She looked around appreciatively. "Nice setup you guys have! And you must be Aaron's roommate," she said, extending a hand. "I'm Allison. Aaron's... babysitter."
"Nice to meet you, Allison. I'm Patrick. So, you just happened to be in the area?"
"Yep! Had a work thing in town but decided to stay the weekend and visit my favorite kid. I don't want to keep you two boys though... I heard you've got a party to get to." Mom winked at me. I wanted to die.
"No worries!" Patrick said cheerfully. But then he added something I did not expect. "And, hey, if you don't have plans tonight, you want to come with us? Party can always use some more girls."
What was Patrick doing? He did know Mom was in her thirties, right? She didn't belong at a college party. Maybe he was just being polite... or maybe he was hitting on her? Either way, she couldn't come. I started to object, but Mom beat me to it.
"I appreciate the offer, but you don't want me at your party. I'm too old for something like that."
"You're, what, like twenty-five? You'll be fine. Besides, that just means you can get alcohol for us."
"I'm actually thirty-three, but thanks for saying I don't look it! And really, I do appreciate the offer, but I don't think Aaron wants to party with his... babysitter."
"Aaron can get over himself. Listen, if we come in with alcohol, we'll be the most popular guys there. You're coming, and that's that."
"Patrick... your enthusiasm is adorable. I've never been to a college party before, and I'm sure it would be fun. I'd say you talked me into it, but it really is up to Aaron." Mom said, turning to me. "So, what do you say? Think you can stand to have your old 'babysitter' tag along? She could bring you alcohol..."
I was torn. I didn't want Mom there, but Patrick had a point. If we brought drinks, we would be popular, no question. Plus, Mackenzie would probably be impressed. But still...
"C'mon, man. Don't ruin this for us." Patrick said playfully, but his tone hinted he'd never forgive me if I didn't agree.
I sighed. "Okay, fine. She can come." I turned to Mom. "But don't stay long. And drive yourself over. I don't want you waiting on us when you're ready to leave."
"Awesome! I'm so excited! My first college party!" Mom beamed. "How many drinks should I bring?"
"As many as you want," I said, escorting her to the door before she could embarrass me further. "I'll text you the address. We'll head over in about thirty minutes."
"See you there! It was nice to meet you, Patrick!" Mom said, as I closed the door behind her.
Once she was gone, Patrick looked at me curiously. "Dude, your babysitter is fucking hot."
"I'll take your word for it," I said, knowing where this was going. I'd been here before with my high school friends.
"What do you mean, take my word for it? Don't you have eyes?"
"I mean, yeah, sure, I can see why you think she's hot. But I guess growing up around her, I just don't see her like that."
"Well, maybe you should. She's clearly into you."
"Huh? What are you talking about?" I said, confused. This was new.
"I'm just saying, she just happened to drop by to check in on you? That's not something a girl does unless she wants to jump your bones."
I couldn't help but laugh. Patrick was wrong, of course. But at least this meant he had no idea she was really my mom.
Patrick frowned. He must have thought I was making fun of him. I quickly covered myself. "I'm laughing because there's no way she's into me. I'm just a kid to her. Plus, she's married."
"Hey, man, I'm just calling it like I see it. Married or not, she digs you. Tonight might be your chance to get lucky. I know you've been talking to Mackenzie, but why turn down a sure thing? Especially when she's as hot as Allison is? Sure, she's a bit older, but just think about how experienced she must be. I bet she's learned a trick or two."
Oh gross.
"I'll think about it," I said, shaking my head. What had I gotten myself into?
***
Several minutes later, we arrived at the party. The house was technically off-campus, but it was still close enough to walk to, maybe a mile or so away from our dorm. It was already packed with people. My first big college party... time to see what the fuss was about.
Patrick and I met up with some other guys from our floor. While we were talking, I saw Mackenzie walk by with a group of girls. She was hotter than she had any right to be, with her long blond hair and killer body. The way her jeans and shirt emphasized her curves... Mmm. I would die for a shot at her. I knew my chances tonight weren't high, but I brought condoms, just in case.
I was distracted by a text from Mom. She was outside and needed help carrying in the alcohol she bought. I recruited Patrick, and soon after, we met her by the car. When she opened the trunk, our mouths dropped in shock.
"Hope this is enough for you all. I tried to get some of everything."
"Holy shit, Allison. This is more than enough. This is amazing!" Patrick said, as he looked over all the bottles and cases she had brought. There was beer, vodka, scotch, wine, mixers, and more. I'd never seen so much alcohol in one place. Mom smiled, clearly proud of herself.
"Yeah... Allison... this should definitely work," I echoed, feeling weird saying her name.
We each grabbed a box and began carrying all of it inside.
"Who wants alcohol?" Patrick yelled as we set the boxes on the floor inside. A cheer went up. It looked like our plan to buy popularity with drinks was working. Soon we had them all unloaded inside; people were already cracking them open. Patrick poured some shots and gave one each to Mom and me.
"Let's get this started!" he said, as he tossed his back, chasing it with a sip of Coke. My mom looked at me and shrugged, before following suit. Technically, I was still underage, but clearly Mom wasn't going to stop me. I tossed mine back too.
I'd never taken a shot before. I was surprised with how much it burned on the way down. Quickly, I took a swig of my own Coke. It helped, but my eyes still watered. Let the college experiences begin.
The next several minutes were a bit of a blur. Not because I was drunk, but because there was so much happening; people shouting, dancing, drinking, and so on. I expected Mom to leave quickly, but to my disappointment, she stayed. She seemed to be having a blast. Still, youthful-looking or not, Mom did stand out amongst the actual college students. But rather than shun her, the other partiers seemed curious about her. When they realized she'd been invited by Patrick, they accepted it.
To my horror, several guys flirted with Mom, and she soaked in their attention, despite their age difference. She was pulled into at least one game of beer pong that I saw--before I fell into my own distraction.
That distraction was Mackenzie. Eventually, I saw a chance to approach her and took it. We quickly hit it off, and after several minutes of flirting, I was ready to take her somewhere quiet. Unfortunately, my plans were interrupted.
"Who wants to play truth-or-dare?" a girl yelled from the living room.
"I do!" Mackenzie yelled excitedly, as she made her way over. Damn it. I was so close. I followed her reluctantly.
There was a circle of about ten people scattered around the room, including Patrick. With a sinking stomach, I saw Mom was also there. I debated leaving, but Mackenzie had already sat down in a chair. I would have to stay if I wanted to keep my chances with her alive. So, I did.
The game started tamely enough, even with everyone full of alcohol. There were stupid dares and even stupider truths. But then the game took a turn. It started when one guy dared a girl to kiss another girl sitting next to her. The dared-girl protested at first, but after everyone began cheering her on, she shrugged and leaned over. Her kiss wasn't just a quick peck, though. It was long and rather passionate, considering her initial show of reluctance. We all felt the heat in that moment, I think.
The stakes became higher as the truths and dares became more sexual. One guy was asked if he was virgin. Patrick was dared to fondle a girl's breasts through her shirt. I was asked if I'd ever gone down on a girl. I admitted I had, embarrassingly aware of Mom's proximity. Mom avoided being targeted herself, maybe because of her age. And when it was her turn to ask others, she kept it PG-rated. But then one guy--a frat boy named Spencer--ended her streak.
"You there, Allison. You haven't been picked yet, have you? Truth-or-dare?"
"Dare." Mom said. Either the alcohol was affecting her judgment, or she underestimated college kids.
"I dare you to flash us."
Several guys immediately began to jeer, overriding the sound of Mom's protests. "Yeah!" "C'mon!" "Can't back out now!" and even "Show us your tits!"
Mom began to laugh even as she shook her head no. She held her hands up for quiet, but the jeers didn't stop. Eventually, she stood and made a 'calm down' motion.
"Fine! Fine! I'll do it. But I need everyone's hands where I can see them. No phones. And after this, I'm done, okay? No more."
All the guys immediately put their hands in the air. Not wanting to be the odd one out, I did the same. Mom looked over each of us, making sure nobody was going to try to sneak a picture. Satisfied, she reached for the bottom of her shirt, and pulled it and her bra up in a single motion. Her tits hung in the open for all to see.
Maybe it was the alcohol, but even I had to admit they were very nice. They were easily two handfuls each, perky and well-shaped, with no visible sag. Whatever surgeon she'd seen knew what they were doing. If they were on any other woman, I'd be fantasizing about them for weeks to come. But they were Mom's. That made for an odd contradiction of feelings.
After just a second, she pulled her shirt back down. There were equal parts cheering and sounds of disappointment. Mom blushed as she put her boobs back into their proper place. I'd never seen this side of Mom before. I wasn't sure how I felt about it.
True to her word, Mom refused to play anymore. The rest of us took a few more turns, but then more girls said they were done too. No doubt they didn't want to be next. That was basically the end of the game.
I was feeling the alcohol more heavily by this point. Mackenzie and I got separated. Patrick and Mom went their own ways too. I lost sense of time. I remember talking to random guys, laughing and cutting up with them. It was like we were old friends, even though we had just met. I stopped drinking alcohol and switched to water. I peed a lot.
Eventually, Patrick found me again.
"Dude, that girl you're into? She sent me to get you. She's in a closet upstairs and she's ready for you," he slurred.
"Huh? Mackenzie? What do you mean ready for me?" I asked.
"Are you stupid, man? She wants to get close and personal with you. Now, get up there before she changes her mind! Second bedroom on the left, closet door. I'll make sure nobody bothers you. You'll have her all to yourself."
My heart was racing. Was Mackenzie really asking for me? Was this my chance? If I'd been more sober, I may have given it some thought first. But I wasn't sober.
I practically raced up the stairs, Patrick just behind me. I found the bedroom and then its closet at the far end. The bedroom light was off, so it was barely visible. I hesitated, but Patrick made a 'hurry up' gesture. I went inside and closed the door behind me.
The bedroom had been dark, but this closet was almost pitch black. I felt around for a light switch without luck and wondered if Patrick had played a joke on me. Then I heard a giggle.
"Don't be shy now. Come here," said a girl's voice from just in front of me.
The next second I found myself being pulled into a kiss. It was soft and tender, but there was a hunger to it. This wasn't what I expected from Mackenzie, but I wasn't going to argue. I returned the kiss. Our lips pressed against each other as one kiss turned to two, and then several. In the darkness, I gently reached for the back of her head and pulled her against me. I worked my tongue into her mouth, tasting her. She brushed her own tongue against mine as our kiss became open-mouthed. Even though I couldn't see, I was getting very turned on. Mackenzie clearly wanted this as much as I did.
"Oh my. Someone's excited," she whispered, as I felt a hand squeeze around my rapidly growing cock. Even through my jeans, I nearly gasped at her touch. I had no idea Mackenzie was this bold.
I began to run my own hands over her body, using touch to take in what my eyes couldn't. As we continued to kiss, I grabbed her ass and squeezed gently. Then I ran my hands upwards, this time letting them go underneath Mackenzie's shirt. I pulled it up with me, breaking off our kiss just long enough to take it off her. I tried to take her bra off next, but I couldn't get it loose.
"Here, let me help," she said, breaking off our kiss. I heard a snap, followed by the sound of the bra hitting the floor. I used the moment to remove my own shirt, before reaching back out to her and pulling her body against mine. Our bare chests rubbed each other. Even in the darkness, I could tell she had nice tits. I began to kiss down the side of her neck and chest, taking her breasts in my hands. I fondled them as I began to nibble them gently with my teeth. When I reached her nipples, she inhaled sharply.



"Oh, that's it. Play with my tits."
I kept going for a few more seconds, making sure I'd hit all the sensitive areas. Once I was satisfied with Mackenzie's boobs, I began to kiss further downwards, falling to my knees as I kissed her firm stomach. I traced my fingers on the inside of her jeans until I found their button. I quickly undid it, and then pulled down her zipper. I hooked my fingers inside her panties and pulled down as far as I could.
Mackenzie had to step aside to remove them the rest of the way. Once her clothes were off, she moved back in front of me, my face at her waist level. Using my hands to orient myself, I began to kiss just above her belly button. Slowly I made my way down her center, leaving a trail of kisses, until I reached her private area. I could smell her musk in front of me. Tentatively, I stuck out a tongue, and she gasped as I made contact. My tongue had found her womanhood.
The angle was a bit awkward, but I used a free hand to spread her lips, exposing her clit to my tongue. I played with it a bit as I used my fingers to find her opening. She was plenty wet as I inserted my index finger into her and began to stroke her insides. I continued to lick and gently suck on her clit as I added my middle finger in too.
"Oh god, that's it," Mackenzie moaned softly as I pleasured her.
I worked for several minutes, there in the darkness. My muscles began to ache, but I was too on fire to care. Mackenzie began to grind against my face, as my fingers and tongue worked on her.
"I want you inside me," she whispered.
A part of me knew this was moving fast, but I was too drunk and horny to care. I used my hand for balance against her as I stood. "Okay. I brought condoms. Just give me a second."
Even without light, I was somehow able to pull a condom from my back pocket and tear it open. Keeping a hand on it, I removed my own jeans and boxers. I almost dropped the condom twice, but eventually I was able to get it on. I unrolled it over my penis.
"Okay, I'm ready. How do we do this?"
"There's enough room to lay on the carpet. Let me get down first, and then you can join me."
Mackenzie used my body for support as she lowered herself down. I felt her put her legs on either side of my own, leaving me between them. Once she was settled, I carefully lowered myself on top of her, going to my knees and using my hands to support my weight. Awkwardly, I felt for her face with my own. We bumped into each other a bit, but eventually I was able to orient myself. I kissed her deeply as I reached for my cock with a free hand. I lined it up and teased her a bit with the head before I pushed forward. I was inside her.
I couldn't believe it. Just a week into college, and I was getting laid.
I felt Mackenzie's pussy expand to accommodate me. I pushed slowly deeper, giving her time to adjust to my size. Her velvety warmth was pure bliss. She wrapped her legs around me, holding me in place.
"Oh! Not too fast. You're bigger than I'm used to," Mackenzie gasped, from discomfort or pleasure or both.
Girls I'd been with in high school told me that I was a BBC. Normally, I don't like being stereotyped, but I was okay with this one. Good to see I impressed in college too.
Slowly but surely, I pressed my whole length into her. I enjoyed the sensation of her pussy gripping me even through the condom. After a second, I began to gently move back and forth inside her. Each thrust sent a bolt of pleasure through my brain. Her walls gripped me like I belonged there.
"Oh fuck. That's it. Ohhhh," she moaned.
"You feel so fucking good." I responded. I began to withdraw more and more with each thrust.
"I want to feel you inside me," Mackenzie said breathlessly.
"Huh? I am inside you." I said, confused. What the hell was Mackenzie talking about?
"Here, let me show you." I felt a hand grasp the base of my cock, the rest of my shaft still buried inside her. "Pull out of me."
Uncertain, I did so. She tightened her grip as I slid backwards, pulling the condom right off. Before I had a chance to react, she used her legs to pull me forward again. I was well lubricated from the condom, so I slid right in.
"Ohhh. That's much better."
"Oh fuck!" I gasped. The sensation of my bare cock directly against her pussy walls was too much for me. I'd never been bareback with a girl before, and I was not prepared for the difference. I was in heaven. I knew this was a mistake, but I was past the point of caring. This was happening.
I began to thrust again. I couldn't believe how good she felt. "Oh my god. Your pussy is amazing." I panted. My climax was fast approaching.
"Oh, that's right. Fuck me!" Mackenzie was sounding as desperate as I was.
Suddenly, I was blinded. I was totally disoriented for a second, but eventually I realized that the lights had come on. Even once my eyes adjusted, my brain still couldn't make sense of what I was seeing. I was leaned over Mackenzie; my cock still buried inside her. But her body was a little different than I had remembered. She was older and curvier, somehow. And her hair was different. And her face was shaped differently. Then the realization hit. The girl I was fucking wasn't Mackenzie. It was my mom. I was fucking my mom.
I saw the same realization wash over her. "Aaron?" she asked, as if in a daze.
My brain was horrified, but my body was too far gone. It needed release. I pressed forward again.
"Oh, Aaron... what are you... mmmm" Mom moaned, her own body also betraying her as she instinctively used her legs to pull me deeper.
I bottomed out, withdrew, and plunged back in again. "I'm sorry, I can't stop." I whispered.
"Aaron, baby..." she started, but the rest of her words were cut off by a wave of pleasure.
I closed my eyes as my body restarted its rhythm once more. I was already close before the lights came on, and it didn't take me much longer to reach the same spot.
"Oh, I'm cumming!" I hissed through clenched teeth. I started to pull out, but Mom pulled me in with her legs as her own orgasm hit. I felt her pussy grip my cock tightly as her body shuddered. Trapped inside her, I climaxed, shooting my seed deep into her womb. We let the waves of pleasure roll over us as we laid there together. Once the moment had passed, though, reality set in.
"Oh my god. I'm so sorry... I thought you were someone else. I couldn't control myself." I said as I pulled myself up. My cock was covered in semen, and I saw more dripping from Mom's vagina. What had I done?
"Aaron, it's okay. I didn't know it was you either. I thought you were... Never mind. Here, put your clothes back on."
I dressed quickly. Mom did the same, and when we were decent, I opened the door. Patrick was on the other side, shit-eating grin on his face.
"Well, you guys have fun in there?"
"Excuse me, I need the bathroom" Mom said, hurrying past him without waiting for a response.
"Patrick, what the fuck was that? You told me Mackenzie was in there!"
"No, I didn't. I said, 'the girl you were into'. Not my fault you misunderstood. And you're welcome, by the way. Sounded like you had a great time in there."
I was furious. "Patrick. I know you were just trying to help me out. But I meant it when I said I wasn't into her. This isn't what I wanted at all."
"Dude, it's fine. If you're worried about her husband, don't be. She's the one that asked me to go find this frat dude for her to fuck. I just saw my chance to help you out and grabbed you instead. She's not gonna get you in trouble. Besides, I saw her tits earlier, remember? I know you had to enjoy seeing those puppies bounce."
A mental image of Mom's breasts passed through my head... full and perky... recoiling freely with each of my thrusts. I shoved the thought away.
"Dude, that's not the poi... Wait. What do you mean she asked you to find a guy to fuck?"
"Just what I said. She caught me in the hall and asked if I could do her a favor. There's a guy she's been flirting with--Spencer, the one who asked her to flash us?--and she had it bad for him. She asked me to send him up there to her in the dark closet. She wanted it secret. I think she was afraid Spencer wouldn't want her since she's older and all. That's why I kept the lights off until the very end. Didn't want you guys to know you'd been tricked too early."
I couldn't believe it. Mom had set this whole thing up. Not with me, of course. But she had planned to cheat on Dad. This wasn't the mom I knew. What the fuck was she doing?
"It's fine, Patrick. I know you meant well. I'm gonna go look for her now and apologize. Enjoy the party. I'll see you later."
Leaving Patrick behind, I left and found the bathroom Mom had escaped to. I knocked on the door softly.
"It's occupied," she said, her voice cracking slightly.
"It's me," I said through the door. "We need to talk. And besides, I have to pee too."
I heard movement inside, followed by the handle turning. Mom was a snotty mess. She'd clearly been crying.
"Here you go. Hurry up and pee. I'm taking us both back to the hotel when you're out. Because you're right. We do need to talk. But in private."
"Yeah, sure." I said. Closing the door, I cleaned myself up and finished my business. Once done, Mom and I headed downstairs and outside to her car. We were silent as she started it up and pulled onto the road. Eventually, I couldn't stand it anymore.
"So, are we gonna talk? Or just sit here awkwardly the whole drive?"
"I'm sorry, Aaron. I'm just a little off-balance right now."
"Mom. Patrick told me how you set this whole thing up. That you wanted him to set you up with Spencer? What the hell is wrong with you? What about Dad?"
"Aaron, I don't need your judgment right now. Besides, you're one to talk. You're just as guilty as I am."
"How am I guilty? I'm not the one who's married. And I had no clue it was you in that closet. Patrick told me this girl I like was in there. I had no reason to doubt him."
"Okay. I'll admit I made a mistake. I just had too much alcohol and made a bad decision. But if you tell Dad about this, he's not gonna care which of us is to blame. He'll be furious at us both. Hell, if you tell anyone, you're forever gonna be known as the kid who slept with his mom. Do you want that?"
"No," I admitted.
"Okay then. So, here's how this is going to work. What happened tonight was an innocent misunderstanding. Neither of us wanted it to happen, but it did. We can't take it back, but we never have to talk about it again. I'm still your mom, and you're still my son. And that's it. Okay?"
"Okay," I said, but deep down, I knew there was no going back. Cumming inside your mom isn't the type of thing you just forget about.
"We're gonna get some sleep tonight, and then tomorrow we'll start fresh. We'll hang out all weekend, and things will be back to normal."
"Mom, what do you mean hang out all weekend? I'm gonna need some alone time to process all this. Besides, there's orientation stuff for me to do."
"We can't let tonight be our last memories of the weekend or they'll fester. We need to replace them with better memories. Don't argue with me on this. It's happening."
I disagreed, but I was too tired to fight. The night was catching up to me.
"I'll take your silence as agreement. So, that's settled, then," Mom said firmly. She looked over at me. "Since we're moving on, why don't you tell me about this girl you're into. What's she like?"
"Mommm," I groaned, but I was happy to pretend things were normal again. At least for the moment.
***
We made it to the hotel and found our way to the room. I was exhausted and ready to fall asleep, but Mom said she needed to shower first.
"Just give me fifteen minutes, and then I'll cut the lights. And sorry about just the one bed. I wasn't planning on having company when I booked the room."
"I can sleep on the floor, Mom. It's fine."
"Don't be ridiculous Aaron. What kind of mother would I be if I made you do that? It's a king, so there's plenty of space for us both. Besides, it's not like either of us are in a place to be modest anymore."
I didn't need the reminder. Deciding it wasn't worth it to argue, I quickly brushed my teeth using Mom's toothbrush (gross, but better than going without) while she got her toiletries and clothes ready. I used the bathroom one last time, then passed the room over to her. As she started the shower, I stripped to my shirt and boxers and crawled under the covers.
I was out in just a few minutes. As I faded, I tried to focus on Mackenzie and how good she looked that night. But my brain kept returning to the closet... my cock pounding into Mom's pussy, her perfect breasts bouncing rhythmically, and the look of ecstasy on her face as we climaxed together...
***
When I finally awoke, I noticed two things simultaneously. The first was that I was very horny and hard as a rock. The second was that my bladder was ready to explode.
I quickly crawled from the bed and made my way to the bathroom. Pissing with an erection is practically impossible, so I had to wait several seconds for it to go down enough to relieve myself. After what seemed like a full minute, I finally emptied my bladder. That taken care of, I went back to the bed and climbed in again.
Mom was still asleep. She was laying on her side, facing away from me. Guess the night hit her hard, I thought sympathetically.
I laid there for a few moments, playing on my phone. I'd missed a text from Patrick asking me where the hell I was. I responded that I went home with a girl and left it at that. Technically, I wasn't lying.
My thoughts turned to Mackenzie and how good she had looked last night. Her tight jeans, highlighting her shapely ass... that fitted shirt that emphasized her boobs... her sexy full lips that practically were begging for a cock to rest on them... Before I knew it, I was fully erect again.
I shot a quick glance over to Mom to make sure she was still out. Seeing she was, I began to stroke myself. A part of me knew I should go to the bathroom, for tissue if nothing else. But I was already horny as fuck and didn't want to interrupt what I had going. As an alternative, I pulled my boxers off and held them near my dick. Not ideal, but not the first time I'd gone commando after finishing in my underwear.
As I masturbated, fantasizing about Mackenzie, Mom let out a small snort and moved her legs slightly. I nearly jumped out of bed. Panicked, I looked over at her, expecting her to turn towards me any moment. I waited for several seconds before I had the nerve to move. Finally, I decided to check if she was awake, just to be safe.
I lifted the covers and quietly scooted over to her so that I could see her face. Sure enough, she was still asleep. Her mouth was slightly open; breath nice and even. That was a relief. I laid back down again, but I was struck by a strange sense of déjà vu. That was weird. Why would Mom sleeping trigger my memories...?
Oh no. I realized the connection my brain had made. The way Mom was holding her mouth open looked very similar to how she had looked last night... her 'O' face as her orgasm became imminent. More memories flooded over me. I remembered how tightly her legs gripped me, desperate for the pleasure my cock was providing. How her eyes silently begged me for the release only I could give. How tightly her vagina squeezed my cock when I finally did. How in that last instant before reality set in, we stared into each other's eyes as lovers.
For nearly my whole life, Mom may have been just Mom, but in that moment, we'd formed a new connection. She wasn't just Mom anymore. She was a woman, in every sense of the word.
Despite myself, I felt my lust redirecting. I knew it was wrong. Adopted or not, I was still Mom's son. She was the woman who raised me. I shouldn't be thinking of her like this. But my hormones were too powerful to be denied. I started to masturbate again. But this time, it wasn't Mackenzie's body I was fantasizing about. It was Mom's.
And unlike Mackenzie, I had the real deal in front of me. If only there was a way to find a better view... a way to remove the bedding without her noticing...
I pulled myself deeper under the covers so that my head was completely underneath them. Then I pulled the covers taut, lifting them enough to give me an unrestricted view of Mom's body. Or at least part of it. Her shirt prevented me from seeing any real skin on her back, but as my eyes traced downwards, I realized I could see her bare ass. Was she really not wearing underwear? I crawled a bit further down in the bed for a closer look. Sure enough, although her shirt covered part of her bottom, the rest of her was fully exposed.
It seemed too good to be true. Why the hell would Mom go commando sleeping in bed with her son she'd accidentally slept with just the night before? Was it habit? An accident? Or... an invitation?
It took everything I had to not touch Mom's body, but I was still too afraid to wake her and ruin the moment. Instead, I pushed myself closer to her, still deep under the covers. When I was maybe a few inches away, I stopped. I was careful to angle my hips downward, so I didn't accidentally touch her with my fully-erect cock.
I began to stroke myself again, staring at Mom's ass. How had I not appreciated it before? It was at least as good as Mackenzie's if not fuller. So tastefully thick and athletic. I thought about how it would feel to grab it... pull her softness against my body... let my cock slide against her cheeks...
I couldn't resist any longer. I needed to feel it.
Tentatively, I reached out a hand and cupped one of her cheeks. Her skin felt incredibly warm and smooth. Despite myself, I couldn't resist giving a gentle squeeze. I felt my blood pump faster as the full realization sunk in that I was groping my Mom. Rather than dissuade me, though, the taboo only added to my horniness.
I angled my hips forward, bringing my cock forward and aligning it with her crack. I knew I was entering dangerous territory, but my lust made me bold. I used a hand to push my cock against Mom's ass, cushioning it between her cheeks. I waited for a response; any sign that I had woken her or gone too far. But there was nothing. Just the sound of her gentle breathing.
Satisfied, I began to rock my hips, sliding my manhood against her ass. I knew this might be a step too far, but I didn't care. Besides, it's not like I was doing any more than we had last night.
I continued to slide against Mom's ass, enjoying the sensation I had no right to enjoy. Unfortunately, as nice as it was, there wasn't enough grip to really get me going. Her body felt amazing, but it was like a sip of water to a man in a desert. I needed more.
I withdrew my hips, letting my cock slip away. From there, I lowered it slightly, so that it pointed between her thighs. Her legs were spread slightly, with her top leg just forward from her bottom leg. I aimed the head of my cock at the small gap between them, just underneath her ass. Then I moved forward, closing the distance between our bodies. My cock pushed between her thighs, coming out on her other side.
If Mom woke now, she'd find us in a very compromising position. I was practically spooning her, with her ass pressing against my hips and her thighs gripping my cock between them. If Mom did catch me here, there'd be no coming back. So, instead, I went all-in.
I began to thrust gently, letting Mom's thighs stroke me, as I reached between her legs with my hand. I began to rub her mound, and I felt Mom stir slightly in response.
"Mmm, Michael... it's too early..." she mumbled, half-asleep.
Michael? That was Dad. She must not remember that she was in bed with me. Maybe if I was lucky, I could finish, and she'd be none the wiser. I'd let her think it was just a vivid sex dream.



I continued my hand and hip movements until I felt a telltale wetness on my shaft. Mom's body was showing arousal, even if she wasn't fully awake yet. Maybe I could get her aroused enough she wouldn't care that it was me causing it. At least, that's what my lust-filled brain wanted to believe.
I stopped thrusting and instead used my free hand to push the head of my cock against Mom's pussy lips, spreading them. Oh yes, she was definitely wet. I moved my head around a bit more until it found her opening. I pushed forward ever so slightly, letting just the tip of my cock enter her. All the while, I kept playing with her clit.
I savored the moment. For the second time in twelve hours, I was inside my Mom. But this time, it was intentional. The thought had me so turned on, that I'm surprised I didn't climax then and there.
But I didn't, so instead I slid myself further inside her. The pleasure almost overwhelmed me. Her pussy snuggled my cock tightly in its embrace, as if it needed this as much as I did. My hips pressed against her ass cheeks, which cushioned me softly in their fullness. I stopped thinking of Mom as my mom in that moment. She was pure femininity, and I needed it. I needed her.
"Oh, Michael, mmm..." Mom mumbled again.
I slid my left arm underneath her body, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her against me. We were now fully spooning, my cock still inside her. At that angle, I felt like I'd reached deeper into Mom than I'd ever been inside any woman. I felt like I'd penetrated her to her very center.
I began to pump, and in response, Mom spread her legs a bit more, allowing me better access. Her juices had coated my cock, so I was able to slide easily in and out. Overcome with desire, I reached under her shirt and cupped her breasts with my hands, all the while continuing to impale her with my cock. I now was touching all of Mom's most private areas at once... and I drank her in like I was dying. I'd never been so consumed by desire in my life. I wanted to pour myself into her and drink her up at the same time.
I began to pound against her, her ass cheeks cushioning the force of my thrusts.
"Mmmmm" Mom begin to moan. I could sense she was becoming fully awake, but she must have been too overwhelmed with pleasure to notice it was her son inside her.
I felt my own climax fast approaching as plunged my length into her.
"Oh, Mom. I'm gonna cum," I gasped.
Mom jolted her head around, her eyes widening with the realization that it wasn't Dad that was inside her. She tried to turn over, but I had her too tightly held in my embrace.
No doubt she would have said something to me, but in that moment, my pleasure boiled over. My cock jolted, pulsing as it once again flooded Mom's pussy with my seed. I made a few more half-hearted thrusts as I finished emptying myself inside her.
"Oh Mom..." I moaned.. I held her there against me, as I basked in the remnants of my orgasm.
We laid there silently for a moment, before the magnitude of what I had done hit me. I almost threw myself across the bed, trying to untangle myself from Mom.
"Mom, I'm so sorry. I don't know what came over me. I shouldn't have... I'm so sorry," I managed to say, with a mixture of horror and shame.
"It's okay," Mom said, voice strangely flat.
"I just lost control for a bit, and..."
"Aaron. It's okay. Go to the bathroom and clean yourself up. Don't take too long though. I'll need to go as soon as you're done," she replied, still in that flat tone.
I still felt like I needed to justify myself, but I obeyed. After relieving myself, I came back out of the bathroom to find Mom near the door, still wearing just her shirt.
"Mom, I'm really so sorry. I just woke up and was super horny. And then I saw you weren't wearing underwear... I just couldn't help myself. I knew it was wrong, but it was like someone else was controlling my body." I hung my head shamefully.
Mom reached out a hand and brushed my face comfortingly. "Oh, Aaron. Don't beat yourself up like this. I don't blame you. I should have known better than to go to bed half-naked like that. But I'm so used to wearing just a shirt to bed, it didn't even cross my mind to put more on. If anything, it's my fault."
"If you say so," I mumbled half-heartedly.
"I do say so. Let's just treat it like it was. You're just a young man full of hormones who got a bit carried away. Desire is natural; don't be ashamed of it."
"But you're my mom. I shouldn't desire you."
"After what happened last night, I think you're probably just confused. Don't worry about it too much. Like I said, I don't blame you at all. But a warning for the future. Don't try and have sex with a girl who's asleep unless you know she's okay with it first."
My shame felt like it would swallow me whole. "I'm sorry, Mom. I don't know how you can be okay with this. I feel horrible."
"Don't feel horrible," Mom said. "You're still young. You're learning. I don't mind that you came on to me when I was asleep. But other women might. Don't make assumptions without checking first."
"Okay." I said. What else was there to say?
"That's the spirit. And if it helps you feel better, I like being woken up like that. If you weren't my son, I'd be asking for a repeat sometime. You're gonna make a girl very happy one day," Mom said, smiling at me. "But excuse me. I need the bathroom now."
I was stunned. Did Mom just say what I think she did? She squeezed by me, letting me stew in my bewilderment.
My thoughts were still a confused mess when she reemerged from the bathroom. But Mom acted like nothing was out of the ordinary.
"So, you hungry? Want to get some brunch? I saw a promising place on my way over..."
"Uhh, sure. Sounds great," I nodded, coming back to myself. "Just let me shower first. I wish I had some extra clothes to change into."
"Oh, we can swing by a store after food and pick up some new clothes for you too. My treat."
"I mean, I have clothes at my dorm..." I pointed out.
"Sure, but this gives me an excuse to spend some more time with you. You've got me the whole weekend, remember?"
I did remember. I just no longer knew what to think about it.
My shower gave me some time to process what had happened. I still felt ashamed for losing control of myself that morning, even more so because I felt like I had taken advantage of my own mother. But she didn't seem to mind. If anything, Mom had hinted that she had enjoyed it. But did that make my actions any better?
My feelings around Mom herself were even more complicated. I remembered her raising me, helping me with homework, playing board games with me. Basically, just being Mom. But now I also could think of how good her body felt against mine, how at-home I felt while I was inside her, and even how I had made her climax. These two sets of thoughts shouldn't exist at the same time, and I wasn't sure what to do with it.
And what were we supposed to do moving forward? Pretend like everything was normal? I didn't think I could. I wasn't even sure if I wanted to. Our first time together was an accident, but the second time I knew what I was doing. How could I be sure I wouldn't lose control again? Would it be that bad if I did? I mean, we weren't blood related...
Unfortunately, I was no closer to answering those questions by the time I finished my shower. After putting on last night's clothes, I exited the bathroom. Mom was waiting for me, dressed for the day. Just jeans and a T-shirt, but I couldn't help but admire how they fit her body. Had I really been so oblivious before? Mom was objectively a very sexy woman.
She interrupted my thoughts. "Well, that took you long enough. You about ready? Your Mom's starving."
I was starving too. I got the rest of my stuff together, and in a minute, we were out the door.
Brunch was nice. I ate until I was stuffed and debated eating more. Patrick texted me during the meal, telling me he was glad I was alive after all, and congratulating me on scoring ("It's your babysitter isn't it? I knew I was helping you out!"). I didn't respond.
Mom and I made small talk during the meal, but the events of the past twenty-four hours never came up.
When we finished eating, we headed to a clothing store next, finding clothes for me as planned. I don't particularly like shopping, and normally I would have died before going with my mom... But I had to admit, it was fun. Mom seemed freer than I'd seen her before. And she was funny too. Maybe most importantly, she didn't try to act like my mom and instead let me do my own thing.
After picking out a couple of sets of clothes, I was ready to check out. But Mom had a surprise for me.
"Pick out some nicer clothes too. I may have gotten us reservations at one of those fancy restaurants tonight. Can't have my date underdressed now, can I?" Mom smiled mischievously at me.
"You know most sons wouldn't want to spend their first weekend at college eating dinner with their mom, right?" I teased.
"Would you really turn your poor Mom down? After she drove all this way just to see you?" she fake pouted, sticking out her bottom lip.
I playfully pushed her. "Oh, stop it. You know I wouldn't do that. Of course, I'd love to have dinner with you."
"Are you sure? You definitely didn't want me at your party last night."
"Well, yeah. But that was before..." I trailed off, realizing what I was about to say. "That was before I knew you'd be buying me food and clothes," I finished. Hopefully Mom didn't notice my pause.
Mom looked at me with a sly smile. "If I'd known you were so easy to win over, I would have tried buying your love when you were in high school. That way I wouldn't have had to put up with all the 'Mom, you're embarrassing me!' talk."
I just rolled my eyes and kept shopping. I found a button-down shirt and khakis that Mom gave her approval to, and with that, we finished our clothes trip. We made a return trip to the hotel to drop off everything--and so I could change--but then we were free.
"Well, what now?" I asked.
"You're the one that lives here. What's the cool thing to do for you college kids?"
I thought of a few options but decided I was looking for something relaxing. "I know it may not be the most fun thing in the world, but would you want to go see a movie? I kinda just want to take things easy this afternoon."
"Sounds great to me. We can drive over to the theater, and we'll just pick whatever starts the soonest?"
"Let's do it." And we did.
We ended up watching a light comedy. It was fun, but nothing groundbreaking. The most notable moment came when Mom said she was cold and asked if she could cuddle next to me. I uncertainly agreed, and she pulled herself underneath my arm and leaned against me--as much as the seats would allow, at least. On the one hand, Mom being touchy with me wasn't completely unusual... but this type of touchy was. I wasn't sure if Mom was flirting with me or if she really was cold. Awkward as it was though, I had to admit it was nice.
Once the movie was over, it was dinnertime. We returned to the hotel once more to prepare. I let Mom have the bathroom to pretty-up (her words) while I quickly changed into the button-down and khakis we bought earlier.
While waiting for Mom, I decided to mess with Patrick a bit. I texted him, "About to take babysitter out to dinner. Jealous?"
A second later, I received his response. "Very. Take pictures for me! Get one of those tits if you can!"
I smiled. I wondered how Patrick's tune would change if he knew it was my mom he was talking about. Then I frowned. The realization hit me that Patrick could never be allowed to know who she really was. He already knew we'd banged. If he found out her real identity, I could be in big trouble. Mom and I both, actually.
My thoughts were interrupted when Mom came out of the bathroom. She'd changed into a blue dress that somehow managed to be both modest and hot at the same time.
"Well, what do you think?" she said, twirling around.
"I think you look great," I said, honestly impressed. I noticed she'd straightened her hair and put on some extra makeup. Her breasts looked fuller than normal too. Patrick would be jealous of me for sure.
"Thanks. You're looking rather handsome yourself. What do you say we head over to the restaurant and show ourselves off?"
"I mean, I'll settle for some good food. But sure. I'm ready," I laughed.
Mom drove us over, and with our reservation we were seated within fifteen minutes. The restaurant itself was on the fancier side, with low lighting and gentle music playing in the background. I'd never been to a restaurant like this with a woman before, even if that woman was my mom.
Our waiter came over and took our drink order. Mom ordered a glass of wine and obediently showed her ID. Then the waiter turned to me.
"And what about you, sir? Could I get you started with something? A beer? Cocktail, maybe?"
I laughed. "Well, I'm just eighteen, so I'll stick with water."
I saw the waiter's look of surprise before he could mask it. He looked at Mom uncertainly before turning back to me. But by then, his smooth demeanor restored itself. "My apologies, sir. Water it is. I'll be back with those drinks shortly."
Once he had left us, Mom giggled.
"What's so funny?" I asked, feeling like I had missed a joke.
"Oh, it's nothing really. But I think our poor waiter thought we were here on a date. He was probably confused why a thirty-three-year-old woman was with an eighteen-year-old."
"Or maybe he just thought I was older," I said, slightly offended at the implication that an older woman wouldn't want to date me.
"You are mature for your age. I'll give you that," Mom admitted. "So, you picked out what you want yet? I can't decide. It all looks so good."
After some debate, we settled on our entrees. The waiter came by shortly after for our orders, and then we had the table to ourselves.
I saw Mom run her eyes over me before she sighed. "I can't believe you're eighteen now. It seems like it was just a few years ago that your Dad and I were flying out to Ethiopia to take you home with us. I don't know if I've said this enough, but I'm proud of the fine young man you've become."
"Thanks," I said half-heartedly, embarrassed by the praise.
"I have a dilemma now though. Raising you and Lindsey is the best thing I've ever done. But now that you're both grown up, I'm not quite sure what to do with myself."
I'd never thought of Mom being bored at home without us, but it made sense. I thought for a second. "You could go back to college. You've already got your first party under your belt, after all." I offered.
Mom laughed. "No, I don't want to go to school. Too much time and too expensive. Not everyone's lucky enough to get a full ride like you, after all. But I am thinking about going back to work. Maybe I could waitress. Taking care of customers can't be that different than taking care of you and Lindsey."
"Oh thanks," I said, rolling my eyes. Then a thought occurred to me. "You know what I just realized? I'm almost as old as you were when you and Dad took in Lindsey. I couldn't imagine being that young and raising a kid. How'd you do it?"
I saw the memories pass over Mom's face. "Well, I wouldn't recommend it. But we didn't have a better option. If we didn't take Lindsey in, the state would have gotten her. Your Dad couldn't bear to watch his niece be sent off like that. It helped that your Dad's older than me and had a steady job that paid well... but still, it wasn't easy. Sometimes I wonder if your Dad and I would have stayed together if it wasn't for you two."
Mom must have seen the concerned look on my face. "Don't get me wrong, I love your Dad. But when I married him, I was so young. I didn't even fully know myself yet. I could see myself growing in ways he wouldn't have approved of. But you and Lindsey kept us together, and it all worked out."
I heard what Mom was saying, but I couldn't help but think about how she had tried to sleep with Spencer at the party.
"Mom, don't take this the wrong way, but are you happy with Dad? I know you love him, but what you tried to do with that guy at the party... I'm sorry, I know it's not my business. You can tell me to shut up."
Mom's expression fell slightly, before she gave a half-hearted smile. "It's okay Aaron. I know you're just looking out for me. But what you need to understand is that I gave up a lot for our family. I didn't go to college or have a chance to experiment as a young adult. I don't regret staying at home to take care of you and Lindsey, but sometimes I wonder what I missed out on. I just wanted to experience the party life for myself. I figured having some one-time fun with a stranger was basically harmless. I'd get it out of my system, I'd go back home to your Dad, and we'd all be happier for it. I know you must think I'm a slut, but I really did mean well..." Mom fell silent and looked off to the side.
"Mom, you're too hard on yourself. You're a good person. And I'm the last person to judge you, especially considering my own recent mistakes. I just want you to be happy." I reached out my hand across the table, offering it to Mom.
She took it with a squeeze. "Thanks, Aaron. That helps a lot to know that you don't think less of me. I think I'd die if I lost your respect."
"I could never lose respect for you. You're my mom."
Mom smiled at me. "Thanks, honey. But let's talk about something happier. I'm not ready to cry in public just yet."
"I mean, I could start dancing on the table if you'd prefer," I said, shrugging.
Mom laughed, and everything was okay again.
***
After dinner, we made our way back to the hotel, feeling happy and full.
"Thanks so much for agreeing to come with me," Mom said as we entered the room. "I had a great time."
"Me too," I replied. "To be honest, I think I misjudged you, Mom. You're more fun than I would have thought."
"Oh, you're so sweet," Mom said, playfully pushing my shoulder. "But now that we're back, want to watch TV until we're ready for bed?"
"Sure," I shrugged, flopping onto the covers and grabbing the remote. I found a comedy show and let it play.
Mom climbed next to me, pulling my arm around her and snuggling close. Once settled, she put a hand on my chest and rested her head--she felt nice.
We sat there for several minutes, silently watching TV as we laid against each other. But then Mom moved her hand on my chest, readjusting.
"You have a nice chest, Aaron. I don't think I really noticed your muscles before," she said, looking up at me.
"Thanks," I said, before returning her gaze. I don't know if it was her compliment, the atmosphere, or simply lust, but when our eyes locked, I felt a spark between us. As if in a trance, I closed my eyes and leaned in for a kiss. My lips met hers, and I pressed tenderly against them. After a second, Mom pulled back.
"Aaron, I don't think you should be doing that," she said, her voice carrying that same strangely flat tone.
I quickly leaned back on the bed, realizing I'd gone too far again. "I'm sorry, Mom. I don't know why I did that. It's like I can't control myself around you."
"Aaron..." Mom sighed as she untangled herself from my arms. "I know we've had our encounters, but that doesn't change the fact that you're my son. We can't be doing that type of thing."
"I know, I'm sorry." I said, pushing myself away from her and facing the opposite wall, ashamed.
"Don't beat yourself up, Aaron. I remember what it was like to be a teenager. But I think I should hop in the shower. Then afterwards we can go to bed. And I'll make sure to be fully clothed this time. Sound good?"
I knew Mom was trying to help me feel better by making light of the situation, but I didn't need another reminder of my mistakes.



"Yeah, sounds great," I said, as I pulled out my phone and began to play on it. Mom no doubt heard the slight edge in my voice, because she stared at me as if she wanted to say something. But after a few seconds, she never did, and then she went to the bathroom.
I heard her start the shower, and my mind turned to what had just happened. What was wrong with me? Why couldn't I stop thinking about her like this? She was my mom, for heaven's sake. I'd been around other attractive women and could control myself fine. What was different here? Was it the taboo of it all? Was it the fact that she was older than other girls I'd been with? Was it the fact that our sex had been amazing, even if accidental?
I wasn't sure. But I knew that if I didn't learn how to resist my urges, I could be getting myself in huge trouble. What if Dad ever found out? Or Lindsey? Not to mention other friends and family. Hell, even Mom might decide that I was too far gone to even want anything to do with me. I knew it was stupid to risk all that for a few moments of pleasure. So, why couldn't I stop?
I told myself that I had to stop thinking about Mom as a woman and just think about her like Mom. I knew it would be tricky, but I didn't have a choice.
I heard the shower turn off, so I started focusing on my phone again, pretending like I hadn't been struggling with myself. Mom fiddled in the bathroom for a few more minutes, but then the door opened, and I heard her walk to the foot of the bed in front of me. I kept my eyes on my phone, not wanting to give her an opening to talk. I didn't want to discuss it anymore.
"Aaron, look at me." Mom said quietly.
Reluctantly, I turned over so that I lay flat on the bed, facing her.
Mom was still dripping a bit, fresh from the shower. She had a towel wrapped around her body, her arms holding it in place. She stared at me with a blank expression, letting the silence hang for a moment. Then she let her arms fall to the sides. The towel hadn't been secured tightly, and it began to unravel. Half a second later, it loosened and fell to the floor. She wasn't wearing anything underneath.
I was in shock. All my self-promises to not lose control were forgotten as I took in the sight of Mom's naked body. Obviously, I'd seen it before, but the way she was offering herself so freely to my eyes was an entirely new experience. I let my eyes trace over her, drinking her in. Her long blond hair, still damp from the shower... Her smooth curves, athletic body, and tanned skin... her tits that seemed to resist gravity, begging to be cupped... and her gentle lines that ran from her abdomen to the middle of her pelvis... her neatly trimmed patch of brown hair just above her womanhood... How could I not want her? She was perfect.
Before I had a chance to react, Mom reached over the bed and began to crawl on it towards me, her legs straddling my own. She made it to my waist before she stopped. Without pausing, she grabbed my belt buckle and undid it. I lifted my hips, allowing her to pull it from around my khakis. Then she undid my pants next, pulling down the zipper, and then reached her fingers underneath my boxers to pull it all down. Again, as if in a trance, I lifted my hips, allowing her to do it. She pulled them down my legs, off my feet, then onto the floor beside us. Then Mom crawled back over me, straddling my shins, her face just below my cock.
I was fully erect at this point, and it towered between us, begging for attention. Mom's face had an oddly curious expression as she took my cock into in her hands. She gently traced around it with her fingers, paying special attention to the head. Just when I thought I couldn't handle the teasing anymore, Mom opened her mouth and tentatively licked my tip. She looked at my face, as if trying to decide if I enjoyed it, before licking a few more times. Mom must have seen the look of pleasure I had, because she smiled and took my head into her mouth, keeping eye contact the whole time.
"Oh, Mom..." I whispered, finally breaking the silence. I looked up at the ceiling, unable to take in the unbearably hot scene anymore.
I felt Mom begin to gently suck on the tip of my cock, as her tongue continued to tease it inside her mouth. I'd been given head before, but nothing compared to the experience I was now having. Mom began to gently stroke the base of my cock with her hands, as she began to take more of my manhood into her mouth. I was too large for her to get far, but seeing her attempt it made me incredibly horny. As she began to bob her head on me, I could feel her breasts brush against my legs, which only turned me on more.
I looked back down at her--what I saw will stay with me forever. Mom's damp blond hair spread over me, her mouth trying to take more of me in, and her blue eyes looking at my cock with a hunger I've never seen before. Mom must have sensed me looking, because she met my eyes as she pulled off me and began licking down my shaft.
I knew that I wouldn't be able to last another round of that, so I took Mom's hands from my cock and tugged upwards, urging her to climb further up me. She did so, and the next instant she was smothering me with heavy kisses. I returned her passion, grabbing the back of her head and pulling her into me. She had trapped my cock between our bodies, and I instinctively began to thrust gently against her stomach while we made out. I then reached down, grabbing her ass with both hands, and holding her hips tightly against mine as I continued to thrust.
Mom began to moan softly against me, and I felt her wetness touch me near the base of my cock. I couldn't take it anymore. I needed to make this woman mine, no matter how wrong it was.
I wrapped my arms around Mom's body and used my right leg to push upwards, flipping us over to the left. Mom giggled with surprise, as I adjusted myself so that I fit between her open legs. I leaned in for another kiss, and I felt Mom smile against my lips. I broke off just long enough to see her expression; it was a mix of playfulness and desire that was somehow the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. I felt my need to dominate Mom become irresistible.
I shifted my weight, allowing me to grab onto her wrists and pin them against the bed above her head. Mom just smiled and didn't resist. I briefly let go with one hand and used it to align myself with her opening. Mom wrapped her legs around my hips and pulled me in; penetrating herself with my cock. I returned my hand to pinning her wrist, leaving her body completely open to me.
I pushed my weight down onto Mom as my cock slid deeper and deeper inside her. Using my core muscles to stabilize myself, I began to roll my hips, causing my cock to move like a piston. The pleasure I felt was incredible. It wasn't just the physical sensation of my body against Mom's; it was also the knowledge that Mom had totally and completely given herself over to me. I knew in that moment I would never be able to resist her again.
Mom moved her legs in rhythm with me, making my movements more forceful. She was trying to take me in as desperately as I was trying to press into her. Her full breasts bounced with every thrust, her nipples at full attention. I wished I had another set of hands to play with them, because I wasn't ready to take my weight off her yet.
"Mom, you're so fucking sexy," I managed to gasp between breaths.
"Mmmm," Mom moaned. She bit her bottom lip, her eyebrows contracting in pleasure as I continued to push into her.
I saw her body begin to tense, and I knew that I wasn't far away myself. After a few more moments, Mom had a sharp intake of breath, and her whole body contracted around me, holding me tight. I tried to thrust a few more times as my own orgasm hit.
"Oh fuck!" I wheezed as I plunged as deep into Mom as I could. My cock swelled as I exploded inside her, my balls emptying themselves completely into her vagina. My orgasm lasted for several seconds before I finally collapsed on top of her.
After giving myself a chance to recover, I lifted my hands off Mom's wrists, and took her head into my hands. I tenderly kissed her, as we caught our breaths.
"Mom, that was amazing," I whispered. "Holy shit."
"You're pretty amazing yourself," Mom said, smiling at me as she ran a hand over my hair. "You're definitely all grown up."
We looked into each other's eyes, basking in the moment. Eventually, I sighed. I knew it was time to clean up.
Reluctantly, I pulled myself out of Mom and rolled over next to her. "You can go to the bathroom first if you want. I need a second anyway."
"Can't keep up with your old Mom, huh?" she said teasingly as she climbed off the bed. I caught a glimpse of my semen drip from her as she swung her legs over.
"Apparently not," I replied, still slightly winded.
After Mom finished in the bathroom, I took my own turn, making sure to smack her on the ass as our paths crossed.
I relieved myself and brushed my teeth, mentally replaying the incredibly hot sex I just had. It was amazing, plain and simple. The fact that it was with my mom didn't matter.
When I came back out, Mom was under the covers.
"Come cuddle with me," she said.
Obligingly, I made my way to the other side of the bed and crawled under the covers as well. Once I settled in, Mom moved closer to me. I put my arm around her as she rested her head on my chest. Neither of us were wearing clothes. We lay there silently for a few moments, just enjoying each other's warmth.
"So, I guess this means we're giving up on the whole 'we can't do this' thing?" I said. "What does that make us now? Mom and son with benefits?"
Mom didn't move or speak for several seconds. "Aaron, I'll be honest. I don't know what that makes us. What we did tonight was incredible. You've made me feel more special this weekend than I've felt in a long time. But these feelings I have... a Mom shouldn't have these feelings for her son."
"What do you mean?"
Mom looked up at me. "I want you, Aaron. I know I shouldn't, but I do."
"I want you, too. So, what's the problem?"
"The problem is that we can never let anyone know about this. It would destroy our family. We have this new connection between us, but I still love your Dad. He and I have grown apart, maybe, but I've been with him half of my life. I don't know what I'd do without him. Plus, Lindsey would never speak to either of us again, I'm sure."
I knew Mom was right, but I didn't like it. "I mean, I don't want anyone to get hurt. But I don't think I can stop myself around you, Mom. If we're alone together, I don't know if I'll be able to keep from doing this again."
"I don't know if I will either," Mom admitted. "But with you being off at college, maybe it'll be easier than we expect. You have a lot of pretty young girls your age here; I'm sure you'll lose interest in me before you know it."
"Mom, don't say that. You're amazing. There's no woman that compete with you, my age or not."
Mom smiled. "That's cute. But you don't know how you'll feel months from now. Neither of us do. Maybe this was just a fling, and we needed to get it out of our systems."
"Yeah, maybe." I said, but I wasn't sure I believed it. I changed the subject. "Patrick knows about us, by the way. But he still thinks you're just my babysitter. We just need to make sure he keeps thinking that. That means you probably shouldn't visit me at the dorm, especially not with Dad or Lindsey."
"That shouldn't be too hard, but I'll keep it in mind."
We fell silent again.
"I'm gonna miss you when I go back," I said, squeezing Mom against me. "Maybe we can meet up during the semester?"
"We'll have to see how it goes. I won't be able to make too many excuses to get away from home without your dad getting suspicious. Just worry about college, and we'll take the rest as it comes. Besides, we still have tonight with each other."
"I don't know if I'll have the energy for anything else," I laughed. "We've had sex three times in the past twenty-four hours. I'm spent!"
"We don't have to do anything. I just want to feel you against me."
I kissed Mom's forehead. "I can do that."
I turned the lights off and we drifted off soon afterwards, our bodies pressed tightly together.
***
The next morning, I was the first to awake. I made a quick trip to the bathroom before crawling back in bed. During the night, Mom had rolled to her own side, so she faced away from me. I watched her sleep for a couple of seconds, breathing peacefully. I still couldn't believe how I'd missed seeing this side of Mom before. She was beautiful, no way around it.
Surprisingly, I didn't feel an urge to repeat yesterday morning, despite Mom's nakedness. Instead, I scooted next to her and put my right arm over her body, spooning her. Mom felt so soft and warm against me. I didn't know how I could go back to sleeping alone in my dorm bed after this.
We laid like that for a while before I felt Mom stir. She tried to stretch before realizing I was wrapped around her. She turned her head towards me.
"Oh. Good morning. For a second there, I thought you were trying to start something again. Not that I would have minded."
I laughed and kissed her on the cheek. "I think I'm still recovering. You feel nice, though."
"You do too. But I think I'm gonna need to get up. My bladder's not very happy with me."
I moved over, allowing Mom to get out of bed. I watched her as she walked to the bathroom, still entranced by the shape of her curves. I was going to miss them, no question.
The rest of the morning was uneventful. I showered. We ate breakfast at the hotel. Packed up our things. Mom and I flirted a bit, but I think we both felt like our time together was coming to an end, at least for now. That dampened the mood.
Before I knew it, Mom checked out of the hotel and drove us back to campus. We parked in a garage near my dorm, and I knew our time was just about up.
"I'm sorry, Mom, but I don't think you should come with me to the dorm. I don't want Patrick asking questions. I'll be able to carry my stuff."
"It's okay. I figured as much," she said as she set the store-bags full of my new clothes on the ground. She reached out for me and pulled me into a tight hug. I squeezed back. After several seconds, she pulled away slightly and looked up at me.
"I'm going to miss you, Aaron. This weekend has been special."
"I'm going to miss you too, Mom. Is it okay if I text you?"
Mom looked to the side, avoiding my eyes. "Aaron... I don't know if that's a good idea. We can't have any evidence hinting about what we've done. It's just too risky."
I didn't like it, but I kept my thoughts to myself. "Okay, Mom. I'll be safe. But we can still talk about other things, right?"
"Of course, honey. I'm still your mom, after all."
"With benefits," I said, as I leaned down to kiss her. She kissed me back, then laughed.
"If you want to call it that, sure go ahead. But you better get up to your dorm. I've got a long drive home myself."
"Okay, I love you, Mom. I'm going to miss you."
"I love you too, Aaron. Be safe."
And with that, I left her behind.
Patrick was in the dorm room when I entered. He looked at me and my bags of new clothes with an amused curiosity.
"Someone's been busy, I see. Your new sugar momma take care of you?"
"You could say that." I laughed, as I set my stuff down near my bed.
"That's my man! I knew I was doing you a favor at the party!" Patrick said, high fiving me. "Wait. It was your babysitter you were with, right? Allison?"
"Yeah, it was her. And you were right. Turns out she did want me after all. I still can't believe it, if I'm being honest. I'm not gonna kiss and tell but let me just say this. Wow."
"Nice! So, what now? Was that just a fling or is it something else? Is she gonna leave her husband for you?"
The question made me uncomfortable; I felt a pang of guilt about Dad. "I think we're still trying to decide what we are. But enough about me, what have you been up to?"
"Well. Unlike you, I didn't get lucky at the party. But listen to what happened after you left..."
Patrick began a story about his hijinks to which I only half paid attention. My mind kept wandering, thinking back to Mom and me. What happened next? Were we just gonna pretend like nothing had happened between us? Would we have more 'encounters'? Even aside from sex, was our relationship forever changed now? I wanted answers, but I knew only time would tell.
College was just beginning, after all.
Author's endnote: This is not the end of the story for Aaron and his mom. There will be a Part 2 eventually, but I will need a break before I can reenter the right headspace to write it. In the meantime, I will work on other stories until I am ready. Stay tuned.
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My name is Ian. This is the story of some of the hottest sex I've ever had. I don't say that lightly--I've been with over a hundred woman in my life. I know your first reaction is to be skeptical, but it's true. It helps that I follow the two classic internet rules of how to get girls: 1. Be attractive and 2. Don't be unattractive.
I've been told I look like a more approachable version of Ivan Drago from the old Rocky movies. I'm a big guy, at around 6'5" and at the risk of sounding immodest, I'm built. I'm not as beefy as Ivan--no man is without major steroids--but I'm a personal trainer (part-time, at least) and spend a lot of my time working out.
Good looks are extremely helpful in getting women, for the confidence boost if nothing else, but they're not enough on their own. At least, not for my numbers. You also need to be able to connect with women; show interest in their interests; anticipate their turn-ons and turn-offs, understand what they want from sex, and so on. Experience and willingness to be turned down is also critical. I've had at least as many failures as successes, but I've learned how to deal with rejection.
But the biggest secret to sleeping with lots of women is to broaden your standards. I'm thirty-two now, but when I was younger, I only wanted to sleep with 9s and 10s. That was fine for a while, but everything changed one night after I slept with a 6. I won't go into details now, but that night changed my life. At the time, it was the best sex I'd ever had. I couldn't believe how much this 6 had outshone the other objectively more attractive women. I thought maybe it was a one-off, but after a few more 6s, I realized it wasn't.
It took me a bit to figure out why 6-sex was so much better, but I've developed a few theories. First, 6s are more appreciative when a guy like me shows interest in them. 9s and 10s take it for granted, but for these 6s, I may be the only 10 who's ever approached them. Second, 6s generally know they're 6s, and they've developed in other ways to make themselves more attractive. 9s and 10s usually coast on their looks, but 6s tend to be more interesting. My last theory ties these two other theories together: because 6s don't usually get to be with 10s, and because they don't rely on their looks alone, they're usually better lovers. They realize that a 10 fucking them might be a once-in-a-lifetime event, and they show it.
Once I realized this, I expanded my range from exclusively 9s and 10s to 5s and up. And the amount of women I was sleeping with skyrocketed. I admit it's a bit reckless to sleep with so many women, (especially without condoms whenever possible), but I don't have any kids yet--at least as far as I know. I have had an infection or two, but nothing incurable. Well, besides herpes, but everyone has herpes these days. Most of the time you can't even tell.
But enough about me. Let me introduce you to the woman who would become my favorite partner: Cassi.
Cassi was a coworker of mine at the outpatient physical therapy clinic I work at. Well, technically, she's kind of my boss because she's a physical therapist, and I'm just a PTA (aka an assistant). But she usually worked at one of our sister locations, so when she did cover a shift at ours, she didn't pull rank on me.
When I first met Cassi, I thought she was a 5, and an uninteresting one at that. Cassi is a bit older than me, at 36. Physically, she's on the taller side (maybe 5'11") with long straight red hair that falls halfway down her back. But she looked very lanky, especially in her loose-fitting scrubs, and I prefered my women with a bit more meat on them. She also didn't wear any makeup, which didn't do her any favors. I know many guys say they prefer no makeup... but trust me, most of them prefer light makeup and just think it's no makeup. Still, I'd slept with other 5s before, but they usually had redeeming qualities.
I didn't see that in Cassi. She was a chatter, but it seemed like all she talked about was her family and her church. She was happily married to her high school sweetheart, Joseph, and they had two perfect angel sons who were now in middle school. They spent a lot of their free time volunteering and going on mission trips together. I died a little any time I was sucked into one of these conversations.
If things had gone differently, it was entirely possible I never even would have given Cassi a second thought. But then Casual Friday happened, and everything changed.
As I mentioned, Cassi didn't usually work at my clinic. She filled in once every month or two on average, when another physical therapist needed time off. This is how I'd gone a year knowing Cassi without ever seeing her in anything other than loose scrubs. But one Friday, she had a shift to cover, and instead of her usual scrubs, she came in wearing jeans and a T-shirt.
When I laid eyes on this new Cassi, I didn't even recognize her at first. Not to be overdramatic, but it was like she was a completely different person. Yes, Cassi was still skinnier than I normally preferred, but I could now see she had curves after all. Her ass wasn't large, but her frame made it seem bigger by comparison. Plus, her tight jeans emphasized how well-shaped it was. Cassi had breasts too. They were a B-cup at most, but again, on her frame, they were noticeable.
She also had put on some light makeup, and her slightly splotchy skin now looked smooth and flawless. Plus, she had done something with her eyeliner that made her blue eyes really stand out, in a piercingly attractive way. Ironic that the first time I'd seen her in makeup was on Casual Friday, but I wasn't complaining.
Seeing Cassi transform like this was an epiphany for me. If Cassi had been hiding herself physically like this, maybe there was more to her personality too than #faithandfamily. I decided to find out.
At lunch, I made sure to sit across from her, and unlike my usual strategy of avoiding chatting with her at all costs, I initiated a conversation. After some light small talk, I transitioned to my hidden purpose--digging for signs of a real person under Cassi's boring veneer.
"Hey Cassi, I just realized I've known you for about a year now, and I still don't know much about you. I mean, I know about your church and family, but I mean you personally. Do you have any hobbies?"
Cassi looked at me thoughtfully, putting her fork down from the salad she'd been eating. "Oh man. I have more hobbies than I have time for these days." She smiled wistfully as she turned her full attention to me. It was like she had just been waiting for someone to ask her that question.
"Let's see. I run quite a bit, and I like hiking too. Disc golf is a lot of fun, but I don't get to do that much anymore. I bake--I've been making our own bread for years now. I like to read..."
"Oh yeah? Any favorite authors or genres?" I interjected.
She looked around conspiratorially and leaned in towards me. In a low voice, she said, "Don't laugh, but I actually really like Stephen King."
I laughed. "Stephen King? The guy who wrote all those horror stories about killer clowns and killer dogs? You're pulling my leg, aren't you?"
Cassi shook her head at me, as if she was annoyed at my disbelief, but she kept smiling. "I told you not to laugh. But yes, that Stephen King."
I stared at her, still trying to decide if she was messing with me. "I'm sorry. I just can't picture Little-Miss-Innocent Cassi reading those kinds of stories. No offense, of course."
"See, you're not the first person who's told me that," Cassi said, jabbing her fork at me pointedly. "But what none of you understand is that Stephen King's not really a horror writer. I mean, he is, but he's a actually a character-author first and foremost. He just uses horror situations to bring out different sides of the people he's created."
"Uh huh..." I said, with a heavy undertone of skepticism.
"Listen, I know you're making fun of me now, Ian, but I know what I'm talking about. You know The Shawshank Redemption? Stephen King did that. Stand By Me? Stephen King. The Green Mile? You guessed it. Mr. King himself."
"Wait, Stephen King wrote The Shawshank Redemption?"
Cassi smirked triumphantly. "He sure did. Bet you didn't see that coming did you? And even his horror stories spend a lot more time developing his characters than you think. That 'killer clown' you referenced? You're talking about the story 'It', and that book's over a thousand pages long. Yes, there is horror there, but it's more of a coming-of-age story about a group of friends."
"Okay, damn," I said holding up my hands in mock surrender. "I take it all back. Maybe I'll have to give him a chance sometime."
"You should. He's amazing. But what about you, Ian? What hobbies do you have?"
***
We talked through the rest of our lunch. I was surprised by how much I enjoyed our conversation. It was a far cry from the usual meaningless small talk I'd grown to expect from Cassi. Like I'd begun to suspect, it turned out there was a real person inside Cassi after all. I had to admit, I was becoming interested in her.
But would I be able to do anything about it? The biggest problem was the fact that Cassi was happily married. I'd slept with married women before, but they had all been unhappy with their husbands. You never knew what someone's marriage was really like behind closed doors, and it was technically possible that Cassi and Joseph were having problems... but I doubted it.
The fact that Cassi and I worked together--at least occasionally--also complicated things. As a rule, I tried to stay away from sleeping with coworkers, at least in jobs I liked. Several years ago, I'd had a bad experience after a fling with a coworker turned sour. I had to quit that job ultimately, and I swore to myself that I'd be much more careful in the future.
And yet, for the rest of the shift, I couldn't stop thinking about Cassi. I wondered how she'd react if she decided to give herself over to me; how her thin body would feel under mine; how she'd react to the pleasure I could give her...
I made up my mind. I was going to try to seduce Cassi. My chances may not have been great, but I knew if I didn't try, I'd always wonder about what might have been.
Despite what pick-up-artists would have you believe, there's no surefire way of seducing a woman. But I have learned a few tricks over the years.
My first step was to hint to Cassi that I found her attractive. This can take some finesse, but if you can put the idea in a woman's head that you've noticed her--without seeming creepy--often times she'll begin to think about you in the same way. In fact, for many of my conquests, this was pretty much all it took for them to offer themselves to me. To be fair, my looks helped a lot here, but I think even a less attractive man could use this as a solid starting point.
And so, when Cassi and I were between patients, I casually quipped to her. "I know this is random, but I wanted to tell you that I almost didn't recognize you this morning. Being outside of your normal scrubs, I was like, who is this red-haired woman coming in like she belongs here?"
Cassi laughed. "Yeah, this is my first time doing Casual Friday. But the only clean scrubs I had left aren't my favorite. So, I decided--jeans it is!"
"Makes sense. For whatever it's worth, you look great in them. If you don't mind me asking, where did you get them from?"
"Why? You looking to buy some for yourself?" Cassi arched an eyebrow at me.
"Hey now, don't judge. So what if I am?" I shot back, before smiling. "But no, I just want to know so I can recommend them to my future girlfriend."
"They're Levi's. But really? Your future girlfriend?"
Cassi wasn't buying it. I sensed it was too early to be overly forward just yet. Time to let my finesse work. "It's not as crazy as it sounds. There is a specific girl I'm pursuing; she's not just hypothetical. And she's a sucker for new clothes--I figured I might surprise her with some."
"Ah, a romantic then. I wouldn't have pegged you as the type," Cassi teased me gently.
"I just like making my women happy," I shrugged, hoping Cassi caught my subtle undertone. "I appreciate your help."
"No problem," Cassi said. "Let's get this next patient--another runner's knee. Fantastic."
***
The rest of the day was uneventful, but I hoped the seed I planted in Cassi's mind was growing. I knew Cassi was going to be at the clinic with me all next week too, so I was in no hurry. Besides, I knew that if I were going to have a chance at Cassi, I'd need time to work on her first.
Over the weekend, I developed a plan. I thought it was pretty good, but time would tell.
On Monday, I was disappointed to discover that Cassi was back in her loose scrubs and no-makeup look. Still, there was no backing off for me now that I knew what lay underneath her plain exterior. I did some very light, subtle flirting to keep her mind-seed growing, but I was careful to never cross any boundaries.
At lunch, I sat near her again. After some more small talk, I sprung my plan into action.
"So, Cassi, you mentioned that you run and hike. Do you go to the gym too?"
Cassi shook her head. "Not anymore. I used to, but between work and my family, I found it was easier to just workout from home. We're signed up for a streaming exercise platform, so I just use that now."
"Oh yeah? How do you like it?" I said, keeping it casual.
"I mean, it's fine. Hard to beat the convenience factor."
"I get that. Have you ever used a personal trainer before? I mean obviously, you're a physical therapist so you don't need the exercise-planning help. But for motivation and coaching?"
"No. I never saw the need, to be honest. Especially if I have to pay for one."
Hm, this might be a harder sell than I'd hoped.
I leaned forward towards Cassi. "I don't know if you know this about me, but I do personal-training on the side. Been doing it for about ten years now. I do a session here at the clinic before opening hours with some other people from work at a discounted rate. If you want, I can give you a free trial just to see if it's something you like?"
"I mean, I dunno. I'd hate to leave home early and leave Joseph alone to get the kids ready for school. Plus, I'm used to working out at night."
"It's totally your call, no hard feelings either way. But think what you could do with the extra time in the afternoon. Don't worry about deciding now, but I'll be here all week if you want to give it a shot. Class starts at 6am and lasts 45 to 60 minutes, including warmups and cooldowns. We'll be done with enough time to shower and get ready for the day."
"I'll think about it," Cassi said, but I couldn't tell if she meant it or not. Still, I knew there was only so much I could do. The rest would be up to her.
The next morning, I woke up early to arrive at the clinic at my promised time. Even as a PTA I had been working there long enough (and was seen as reliable enough) to have my own set of keys and alarm codes. My adrenaline was pumping as I waited eagerly to see if Cassi would show.
Unfortunately, 6am came and went, with no sign of Cassi. It looked like I'd swung and missed. I went ahead and worked out alone to vent my frustration. Once finished, I used the clinic showers to clean up. I couldn't resist masturbating as I imagined revealing my cock to Cassi, her eyes going wide at the sight of it...
The workday itself was nothing special. Cassi and I worked together some more and ate lunch together again. I hadn't planned on saying anything to her about missing the morning workout, but frustration and curiosity got the better of me.
"I noticed you weren't at the workout session this morning. Decide to pass on my offer? No worries, like I said before. I was just wondering."
Cassi eyes widened and she held her hand up to her mouth. "Oh, Ian. I'm so sorry. I completely forgot about it. I got busy last night helping Dan and Michael out with their homework, and it just slipped my mind. I do want to give it a try though. Here, I'm gonna set an alarm so I don't forget this time."
"It's fine! Like I said, I was just curious. By the way, you inspired me. I picked up a Stephen King book to read--The Shining. The movie was pretty good, so I figured I'd give it a shot." I said, downplaying my excitement about Cassi's commitment.
Cassi nodded at me with a mix of approval and respect. "The Shining is great. Fair warning though, it's quite a bit different from the movie. But I think you'll like it."
"Can't wait to get into it!" I said enthusiastically, but it wasn't the book I was looking forward to.
***
Early Wednesday morning I was back at the clinic, hoping that my luck would change. I decided that if Cassi didn't show again today (and didn't have a good excuse as to why) that was probably a sign that my seduction attempt was a dud. Two misses in a row is usually pretty final.
But I needn't have worried. Just before six, a car pulled into the parking lot and Cassi emerged. She was wearing a singlet with a sports bra underneath and loose-fitting shorts; her red hair was pulled back into a pony tail. Objectively, it wasn't a sexy look at all, but it was the first time I'd seen Cassi's bare shoulders and upper chest. It made it easier for me to imagine the rest of her body.
As Cassi entered the building, I made a show of greeting her.
"Good morning sunshine! I hope you're as excited for this workout as I am!" I cheered.
"Wooo!" Cassi cheered back, before she noticed the empty room around her. "Where is everyone else?"
"They must have decided to sleep in this morning," I lied. "So, it's just you and me. But don't you worry, I'll have you so focused on the workout you won't even notice."
"I hope you don't have anything too hard planned. I'm not used to morning workouts, remember?" Cassi said, setting down her bag.
"Don't worry. I won't give you more than you can handle," I said with a devilish smile. "But let's get started. I figured we'd work on lower-body today if that sounds good? Let's go ahead with the warmup. Get into a lunge position for me," I said, as I slipped into trainer-mode.
The workout itself was over before I knew it. I kept it professional and didn't touch Cassi once, despite my overwhelming urge to do so. She took to the workout quickly, pressing her body harder with each exercise. I was legitimately impressed with how in-shape she seemed to be, despite her looking like a strong gust might blow her over. She wasn't muscular, but clearly she made good use of what little she had. I did allow myself to admire her body as it twisted and strained in the different exercises. Still not my preferred body type, but damn if she wasn't winning me over.



As we went through the cooldown, I couldn't resist asking. "So, Cassi. What did you think?"
Cassi took a moment to regain her breath. "I think you have a different idea than me about what I can handle. That was intense!"
"You did a great job. Honestly, you're in better shape than most of the people I coach. Guess those at-home videos are doing something for you after all."
"Thanks," Cassi smiled through her exhaustion. "I don't feel in shape right now though."
"Take my word for it then. So, you want to go again tomorrow? Still free trial, and this time we can focus more on flexibility?"
Cassi thought for a moment before she nodded. "Yeah, that sounds good. I'll be there."
"Excellent," I said. "We're done for today if you want to go ahead and shower. I'll use one on the men's side, and then we can get ready for the work day?"
Cassi nodded weakly as she grabbed her bag and headed to the women's shower area. She was still winded.
"Great job today, Cassi. You killed it!" I shouted after her, before heading to men's shower. I masturbated to Cassi again, this time imagining her naked in the shower... steam surrounding her body as she rubbed soap over her pale skin...
The work shift passed quickly. Cassi and I talked at lunch again--I was now looking forward to our conversations--and I passed on my impressions of The Shining. I'd made it about a third of the way through by that point. I think Cassi was surprised by my interest in the book, but I could tell she enjoyed having someone to discuss it with.
I read more that night, killing time as I awaited our next workout together.
Thursday morning arrived, and sure enough, Cassi showed, true to her word.
"Everyone decide to sleep in today too?" Cassi said as she entered, again noticing that it was just the two of us.
I debated lying again, but decided it was better to come clean. Well, kind of.
"Okay, Cassi, I have a bit of a confession to make. There isn't a work group that I lead each morning. It's just you. I am trying to get a group started, but it's hard if nobody else is doing it already. Nobody wants to be the first one to join, you know? Sorry for lying to you. I hope that's not a problem. I just really wanted to make this work."
Cassi looked at me like she'd had her suspicions confirmed. "That makes sense, actually. I'd asked some of the other girls if they joined these morning workouts and they all looked at me like I was crazy."
"Yeah, sorry about that. If you'd like, maybe after a couple more workouts I can use you as testimonial? I'll extend your free trial for another week or so?"
"I mean, normally I wouldn't take advantage of someone's time like that. But since you lied to me, I guess we can call it even," Cassi grinned playfully.
Was Cassi flirting with me? It wasn't unusual for women to flirt with zero intention of doing anything more... but that was definitely a good sign. Maybe it was time to push a bit further.
"Sounds fair enough to me," I replied, giving her my most over-the-top charming smile.
As I'd promised, I kept this workout easy, focused primarily on mobility and flexibility. Cassi was pretty flexible already, but I still found some exercises that challenged her. I did touch her a couple of times during the workout, to adjust her poses slightly, but I was careful not to overdo it. With Cassi being my first happily-married target, I was afraid to go too far too quickly. I needed to ease her into it.
"Ah, I liked that workout a lot more than yesterday's," Cassi said when we'd finished. "I don't think I even need to shower."
"Well, enjoy it while it lasts. We're back to weights tomorrow. Upper body's up next. Assuming you're not gonna chicken out, that is," I said, teasing Cassi gently.
"And give you the satisfaction? I don't think so," Cassi shot back without missing a beat. "I bet I can outlift you. You may have raw strength, but I've got technique."
Damn, the woman had spirit. I'd give anything to see that side of her in bed, I thought. But I just smiled and replied, "I guess we'll see, won't we?"
Another workday passed--I chatted with Cassi some more at lunch about The Shining--and before I knew it, Friday was upon me. I was at another key point of my plan. It was Cassi's last scheduled day at my clinic, as our normal physical therapist was returning next Monday. For my seduction to continue, I needed her to keep attending our workout sessions in the morning. I decided to offer her a little extra incentive. Married or not, just about every woman appreciates some good eye candy, and I was more than happy to hand it out.
As usual, I arrived early, and Cassi showed almost exactly at six. She was still choosing to wear her unflattering singlet and loose shorts, but I'd grown to appreciate her body in them anyway. Hell, even without makeup, I found myself admiring her face, flaws and all. Cassi wasn't classically gorgeous, but she had won me over. It occurred to me that she'd inadvertently seduced me just as much as I'd seduced her.
We started the workout like normal, but this time I joined in.
"I hope you don't mind, Cassi, if I participate too. Don't worry, you're still gonna be my primary focus, but my ego's a little bruised after your out-lifting comment from yesterday. I feel like I need to redeem myself. Besides, I love upper-body day."
Cassi shrugged dismissively. "Whatever helps you feel better. But if all it takes is one comment from a skinny girl like me to bruise your ego, it must not have been that solid to begin with."
I stared at her, legitimately caught off-guard. "Cassi, when did you become so brutal? I thought you were a good little Christian mom but here you are taking me down a notch without even trying."
"I am a good Christian mom. But Jesus loves humility. I'm just helping you make the journey, is all," Cassi said with an exaggerated look of innocence.
What. Was this really the same Cassi I'd known for over a year? The Cassi I thought I knew would never have said anything even halfway rude to anyone. This Cassi had fire.
"Oh, I see how it is. Well, let's just see how feisty you feel when we're done with this workout. Wrist stretches, let's go!" I bellowed that last line, startling Cassi.
And with that, we were off. I kept the pace intense, but I lifted below my normal weight capacity. Even though I was participating in the workout too now, I still needed Cassi to be my main focus. We powered our way through the exercise sets, until we arrived at the last one. We were both winded at this point. In what I hoped seemed like a natural move, I removed my shirt, tossing it over to the side. I was half-naked now, my upper body exposed for Cassi's viewing pleasure. I caught her eyes running over me, but she quickly refocused elsewhere, as if she were ashamed at herself for looking.
Without delaying any longer, I continued the workout. We struggled through the last set, dropping our weights with relief when I called time.
I high-fived Cassi once we'd caught our breath a bit. "Great job, Cassi. I could tell you really pushed yourself through those hammer curls."
"To be honest, it was stubbornness as much as anything. I don't usually lift that much."
"Whatever the reason, you did good. But let's cool it down now. I know I don't have to preach to you about the importance of stretching."
We went through the various cooldown exercises I'd planned, and I caught Cassi sneaking peeks at my body another couple of times. Still not enough by itself, but another good sign.
When we finished our child's pose stretch, I stood first and helped Cassi to her feet. Her hand seemed so delicate and soft--I held on a second longer than I should have. Hoping she didn't notice, I changed the subject.
"So, I wanted to let you know that I'm creating an official announcement for the clinic about my workout class. Hopefully, I'll have it out in a week or two. But do you think you can send me a positive review for me to include? If you put in a good word for me, I'm sure that will help raise interest."
"Yeah, I can do that." Cassi said. "I am definitely lifting more with you pushing me compared to what I was doing at home."
"Thanks. And I know you go back to your own clinic next week, but would you mind continuing the workouts here with me too? At least until I get some actual clients first?"
Cassi looked away, avoiding my eyes. "It would be a bit inconvenient for me, to be honest. Don't get me wrong, Ian, these have been great, but it'll be different when I have to drive an extra twenty minutes back to my home clinic. I'm not sure I can get up any earlier than I'm doing now."
Shit. I knew the end of the workouts would mean the end of my seduction. I decided to push a bit further.
"Hey, I understand. And it's completely your call. But what if we cut our workouts down by twenty minutes? I can condense them, then you still have time for your shower and drive back to your clinic--all without having to wake up earlier."
I saw Cassi considering my offer, but before she could make a decision, I hit her with what I hoped was a clever move.
"Besides, you don't want to be like the patients who start something good and quit early do you?"
Cassi laughed. "Oh, that's sneaky. Appealing to my inner-clinician. Fine. I'll give you another week, and then I'll reassess. But this is still a free trial, right? After all, I'm basically advertising for you now."
"Just one week? That's not enough time for me to get my announcement made and recruit people. Make it two weeks at least?" I said, trying to buy more time.
"Nope. You get one week with a reassessment. And if that means you have less time to advertise, I guess that just means you better make your time count." Cassi winked at me, as she pulled up her bag and made her way to the women's shower.
Well, not as much as I'd hoped, but at least I had another week locked down. With luck, that would be all I'd need. I'd already decided how I was going to make my move.
Work that day was easy enough. I'd somehow forgotten about Casual Friday, so I was pleasantly surprised to see Cassi back in jeans and a T-shirt again. With my newfound respect for her body, I had a difficult time keeping my eyes off her. The way her tight jeans highlighted her movements was just too much to resist. I think Cassi may have even caught me staring once, but she pretended like she didn't notice.
We ate lunch together again, and I was admittedly sad it would be our last for a while. I'd come to enjoy our talks; I was going to miss them after she left. Cassi had a way of connecting with me that I hadn't experienced before. I think it may have been something about the way her blue eyes look at me; they seemed to sink into me rather than just touch my surface. I had to admit if Cassi had been single, I would have considered dating her. She was a far cry from one-dimensional #faithandfamily, indeed.
As the Friday workday came to a close, I took as many mental pictures of Cassi as I could. It might be the last time for months that I saw her dressed in clothes that flattered her. But at least I had our workouts to look forward to.
Over the weekend, I assessed my progress in seducing Cassi. She clearly found me physically attractive, and my personality was at least semi-compatible with hers. Cassi knew that I found her attractive as well, and she hadn't done anything to dissuade me. We'd even flirted a bit over the past week, although I doubt Cassi would allow herself to characterize it that way.
On its own, none of this really meant anything definite, of course. I'd gotten this far with plenty of women who ultimately were busts. But I decided it was enough to justify pushing my seduction to the next level. Especially with just a week of guaranteed time left with Cassi, I needed to get a move on.
With this in mind--plus Cassi's request to shorten the workouts to account for her extra driving time--I decided to change our workout style. Rather than weight-lifting and body-weight exercises, I would introduce Cassi to kickboxing. Kickboxing is physically intense; perfect for shorter workout periods. But it also has strong potential for partner work, which was a key point for the next part of my plan.
Monday's workout served as a transition period. I taught Cassi the basics of kickboxing: jabs, crosses, feet movement, etc. On Tuesday, I introduced her to hooks and combos. Wednesday, I began to act as a partner for her, holding targets for her to hit and giving her someone to mirror. I really enjoyed that session because it gave me a sense of our physical compatibility--we fit very naturally it seemed.
Thursday is when I made my move.
The beginning of the workout was essentially just a review of what we'd done earlier in the week. Nothing special. But after the first half of our workout, I sprung my trap.
"Cassi, I'm impressed with how well you're picking this up. It took me much longer to get used to the fluid movements of kickboxing."
"Must be experience from having to wrangle my kids together all the time," Cassi shrugged, but I could tell she appreciated the compliment.
"Must be. But what do you say we try some jiu-jitsu techniques? If you're looking for a short and intense workout, there's not much better than that. Plus, it's good self-defense knowledge to have."
I don't know if Cassi knew what jiu-jitsu was or not, but frankly I didn't care. I just needed her to agree. And agree she did.
"Yeah, we can give it a shot. Just nothing too intense. I'm already tired." Cassi fanned her face with her hands dramatically.
"Don't worry. Today will be mostly just teaching anyway. So, normally in self-defense, you want to avoid ending up on the ground. Much harder to escape and your chance of injury is much higher. You can think of jiu-jitsu as what to do if you do end up in that worst-case scenario. Let me walk you through some basic positions. Would you mind lying flat on the mat for me with your knees up?"
"Uh sure," Cassi said, looking down next to her as she lowered herself to the floor.
"Okay. Now you're in that worst-case scenario. Usually if you're in this position, your attacker will either try to jump on you or kick you while you're down." I walked towards Cassi's head and feigned some kicks at her.
"We can go over kick avoidance later, but the short version is you want to put your own legs between you and your attacker, before working back to a standing position."
Cassi spun herself on the ground so her legs were aimed at me, and then she jabbed at me weakly with her foot. I laughed.
"Yes, like that. Only better. But like I said, today I want to focus on what happens if your attacker follows you down. There's two basic positions you can end up in. Mounted and guard. I'll show you mounted first. Fair warning, I'll be laying over you, but I'll make sure I don't squish you or anything. That okay?"
"Uh sure," Cassi said again, this time with just a bit of hesitation.
Before giving her a chance to reconsider, I stepped over Cassi so that my legs were on either side of her body. Then I lowered myself down over her into a traditional mounted position; basically, I was straddling her core with my knees resting underneath me to support my weight. It was quite the compromising position, to put it mildly. I kept the initiative going so Cassi wouldn't have time to dwell on it.
"So, from here, your attacker is more than likely going to try one of two things. Either they're going to pummel your head... or choke you." I mimed both of these gently, very aware of how much power I had over Cassi at the moment. "Fortunately, the ways to protect yourself are similar in both scenarios. I'll show you those later, but in the interest of time, let me show you what your ultimate escape goal is."
Cassi nodded obediently. I knew she had to be as aware of her precarious position as I was, but I had a feeling she wasn't going to put a stop to it. After all, I was just coaching her, right?
"First, you want to go into a bridge position, forcing my body to fall forward above you. Yes, I know I'm much bigger than you, but with the right mechanics, you'd be surprised what you can do. Go ahead. Try it," I encouraged.
Cassi took a second to ready herself before thrusting upwards against me. Playing along, I allowed myself to fall forward so that my chest was now above Cassi's face, my hands outstretched on the ground behind her.
"Great job. Now see where my elbow is? I want you to use both hands and grab my right forearm. Pull it to the ground, collapsing my elbow and forcing my body to the side."
Cassi did so, and I didn't even have to fake losing my balance.
"Perfect. Now this part is the trickiest, so it's okay if you don't get it to work. But take your right leg from under me, hook it around my waist, and then use your left leg to push against the ground. Your goal is to swing up from your right side and basically flip yourself over me."
Cassi mentally ran through my instructions, trying to set herself up properly. She moved her leg back and forth, experimenting with the movement, before pushing up in a sudden burst. It wasn't fully coordinated, and I could have resisted if I wanted, but I obligingly let myself fall off to Cassi's side.
"Not bad for a first attempt. Like anything, practice makes perfect. From here, you could either mount me yourself... or run away. Normally, you'd want to choose the second option. But what did you think?"
Cassi looked flustered, and I'm sure it was only partly from her exertions. "I think I definitely need more practice. If you were a real attacker, I'd be in trouble for sure. I know you were taking it easy on me."
"Not as much as you might think," I replied. "But let's do one more before we call it a day. Let me show you guard-position. Back on the ground with your knees up again."
This was the key moment. As compromising as mounted position was, guard was even more so. Under normal circumstances, there's no possible way Cassi would have ever allowed a man into the position I was about to put myself in.
But this is where Cassi's #faithandfamily was going to work against her. See, Cassi thought of herself as a good mom and a good wife. And I'm sure she was. But she took her goodness for granted, as many #faithandfamily women do. They love their husbands and know they would never cheat on them, unlike the morally-inferior adulterers of the world. But it's exactly this pride that gets them in trouble.
You see, their supreme self-assuredness lulls them into a false sense of security. They believe that even if some smaller boundaries are crossed, especially for a reasonable cause, it will be fine because they'll put a stop to anything that truly goes too far. But for a guy like me who is committed to their seduction, and smooth enough to cross these lines a little at a time without raising alarm bells, when the time finally comes for these women to say no, they'll realize they either can't... or don't want to. And that's when I have them.
I was now about to put Cassi to the test.
Cassi was lying with her back on the mat once more, with her knees in the air like before. This time though, rather than mount her, I kneeled in front of her legs, spreading them open and pulling myself between them. I then leaned over her, my hands on either side of her body for support. We were essentially in the missionary position, just with clothes on. But I still needed to maintain the illusion of the workout for just a bit longer. I fought (only half-successfully) to keep my erection down.
"Okay, now wrap your legs around my torso. You basically want to control me with your legs and prevent me from reaching the mount position from earlier."
"Okay, like this?" Cassi said, following my instructions and gripping me tightly between her thighs. I knew she had to be feeling the sexual tension as much as I was, but she was doing a good job hiding it. It took all my willpower to not force myself on her right then. Physically, I was more than capable, but if Cassi submitted to me, I wanted it to be of her own free will.



"Exactly like that. Now your immediate goal is to keep me from climbing over your knees or getting too close to your head with my hands. There are techniques that let you escape me from this position too, but let's not worry about that now. Instead, let's just show how you can keep your head safe. I'm gonna throw some mock punches at you. Use your legs to put some distance between your head and my hands. Even though I'm larger, you should still be able to control me. Got it?"
"I think so. Let's try it," Cassi said, concentration blanketing her face. If she felt my erection pressing against her at half-mast, she didn't acknowledge it.
I leaned back slightly and threw some slow punches towards Cassi's head. Cassi dutifully pushed me back with her legs, extending her head out of my reach.
"Excellent. You're a natural," I said, barely able to keep my rising lust from my voice. "But a real attacker wouldn't be as compliant as I am. Just to give you some extra motivation to keep learning these techniques, let me show you what you might be up against in the real world. Don't worry, I'm not going to hurt you, but try that exercise again, only I'll be resisting you."
"Uhh, I don't know if I'm ready for this," Cassi said nervously, but I wasn't sure if she meant the exercise or not.
"Don't be nervous. This will be good practice," I said, as I started lobbing slow fists towards Cassi.
Like before, Cassi tried to use her legs to push me backwards, but this time, I fought to hold myself in place.
"You're too strong! I can't do it!" Cassi said, straining against me.
"Keep it up, you're doing great!" I encouraged, wanting Cassi to feel my power against her.
Cassi kept up a good struggle, but eventually her muscles weakened just enough for me to make my move. Using my height advantage, I stretched myself over Cassi and grabbed both her wrists. Forcefully, but gently, I pushed her arms against the mat. We were still in the basic missionary position, but with my weight directly above Cassi, pinning her hands to the floor on either side of her head.
She was completely exposed to me in that moment.
I stared down at Cassi for a couple of seconds, both of us slightly winded, letting the situation sink in. Cassi tried feebly to push against me a bit more, but quickly realized she wasn't going anywhere. She looked up at me with her big blue eyes.
"Okay, Ian, I think you..." she started, but I lowered my head towards hers, cutting her off with a kiss. Her lips accepted mine, as our faces pressed against each other softly. After that single kiss, I raised back up slightly, so I could see Cassi's expression. It would tell me everything.
She looked confused, but I could see her desire there as well. Cassi's eyes searched mine, no doubt trying to understand how she had found herself in this situation.
"Ian..." she whispered. "I'm married." She sounded almost desperate, as if realizing how much her own body was betraying her.
I didn't respond but leaned in for another kiss. Cassi accepted this one as well, and I kissed her slowly, savoring the moment. I released her wrists and took her head in my hands, cupping it as I continued to press my lips against hers. I heard Cassi moan very softly, and in that instant, I knew she was mine.
No longer concerned with hiding my erection, I pressed my hips against Cassi's. We were both still fully clothed, but my cock seemed to sense how close it was to its goal. While continuing to kiss Cassi, I shifted my weight to one side and lowered my hand to Cassi's shorts. I reached her waistband and slipped my fingers inside. I felt Cassi's wetness almost immediately. Whatever protests her mind might be sending, her body was more than ready.
I broke off our kiss and leaned backwards so that I was kneeling between Cassi's legs. Without hesitating, I hooked both hands inside Cassi's shorts and pulled on them. In response, Cassi unwrapped her legs from me and held them vertically in the air between us, allowing me to remove her shorts in a single motion. Her legs fell back down on either side of me, allowing me full view of her pussy for the first time. One the one hand, it was just a pussy. But on the other hand, it was Cassi's pussy. Cassi, my happily married, good-girl coworker, was freely displaying her most private area to me.
Not wanting to miss my chance, I quickly removed my own shorts and crawled back between Cassi's legs, my cock dangerously close to annihilating Cassi's avowed faithfulness. I used one hand to align myself with her opening, teasing her lips with my head.
"Ian, please... we can't. I'm married," Cassi begged, in a final attempt to regain control.
"It's okay, Cassi. I'm not going to change that. I'm just going to borrow you for a bit," I said, as I finally pushed myself into her.
Cassi's pussy enveloped me in its warm embrace, sending pleasure shooting through my body. I'd been inside dozens and dozens of women before, but there was something about Cassi that made this experience unique.
"My God, Cassi. You feel amazing," I said, as I slid the rest of my length into her, my hips resting against hers. I had closed my eyes for a second, enjoying the sensation of being inside Cassi, but I opened them now. Cassi was staring at where I'd penetrated her, her lust now plain on her face.
I pressed forward over her again and used my arms to pull her lithe body against me. I kissed Cassi again, our bodies fully joined. I felt Cassi melt into me, and I began to rock my hips against her. Each forward thrust sent a wave of pleasure over both of us, and I could tell Cassi was enjoying it as much as I was. I broke off our kiss so I could stare into Cassi's eyes, feeding off the desire I saw there. Her eyebrows were contracted tightly, mouth slightly open, as she wrapped her legs tightly around me, pulling me even deeper into her.
I continued to plunge into Cassi, but she never broke eye contact with me. Normally extended eye contact eventually crosses the line into awkwardness, but not in this case. It was like Cassi and I were communicating our experience to each other with our eyes alone. It was something primal and carnal I've never experienced with another woman before or since. With every thrust, I could see Cassi's bliss pushed to further and further heights.
"Holy fuck, Cassi..." I gasped, unable to look away from that penetrating blue stare. Cassi moaned softly in response, and a second later, her eyes closed suddenly, her body contracting tightly around me. She had reached her peak.
"Oh Ian..." Cassi mewed just before she was overtaken by her orgasm. I felt her thin body shudder underneath me and around my cock, pushing me over my own edge. I'd become practiced at pulling-out, and that experience was the only thing that saved me from unleashing myself inside Cassi. Jerking my hips backwards, I removed my cock from her just as it began to jet semen over her body. Each burst seemed to hit a new area, the splatters stretching from the singlet she still wore down to her strawberry red pubic hair.
I stared at the scene, desperate to mentally record every detail of our aftermath. #Faithandfamily Cassi had become #Fuckedandfulfilled Cassi.
We both took a second to catch our breath, processing what we'd just done. Cassi broke the silence first. "I... I'm gonna go clean up," she stuttered, standing up and grabbing her discarded shorts.
"You want some help?" I called after Cassi as she made her way to the women's showers.
"No. No, I'm fine. Go take care of yourself," her voice trailed away as she disappeared behind the hallway door.
I didn't think I needed a shower, but I definitely needed to pee. But I didn't want to risk Cassi trying to sneak out without talking to me first. As much as I enjoyed fucking Cassi, I didn't want to end up in another workplace mess as a result of it. I needed to see where Cassi was mentally.
And so, I quickly made my way to the men's bathroom, relieved myself, then waited back in the main lobby for Cassi to return.
After several minutes, she eventually emerged, dressed in her work scrubs, her wet hair hanging freely behind her. I noticed Cassi couldn't meet my eyes when I looked at her.
On a hunch, I put on my personal trainer demeanor. "Great job today, Cassi. I think that was your best workout yet. I think you're ready to try some more advanced techniques. I'll see you tomorrow morning?"
Cassi walked past me without responding.
"I'll see you tomorrow morning?" I said again, this time louder.
Finally, Cassi looked at me; the shame on her face clearly visible. "Yeah, see you tomorrow," she said softly, and then she was out the door.
Well, that wasn't very convincing, I thought. But I could deal with that later. For now, I needed to get ready for work. And to review some mental material I had saved, of course...
***
Friday morning, I dutifully arrived at the clinic for our 6am workout. I knew the chances of Cassi ever showing up again were slim to none, but I couldn't give up just yet.
Still, even with my hopes, I was shocked when Cassi's car pulled into the lot. When she entered the building, I immediately noticed that she wasn't wearing workout clothes though. Rather, Cassi was wearing her tight Levi's and a t-shirt--just like she had that first Casual Friday. Was this her way of showing she wanted to skip the workout pretense and get straight to the good stuff?
"As good as that outfit looks on you, Cassi, I'm not sure you'll want to workout in it," I joked.
"Ian. I'm not here to workout. I won't be working out with you again," Cassi said with a sense of finality.
"Oh, that's too bad," I said, trying to keep the disappoint from my voice. "Especially after we had a breakthrough yesterday."
"We don't have to play games about this, Ian. We're both adults," Cassi said, as she walked past me and began playing with some of the weights along the wall. I could tell she was trying to gather herself for what she'd say next.
"Here's the deal, Ian," she continued, turning to face me. "We had sex, and as much as I might wish we hadn't, we did. You're a very attractive man, and when you kissed me on the floor like that, I just lost control. I'm not excusing what I did, but I was not in my right mind either."
I started to speak, but Cassi cut me off. "Let me finish what I came to say, and then you can talk. I came here this morning one last time to let you know that what happened yesterday was a mistake. I love Joseph dearly, and it breaks my heart to know that I betrayed him. He doesn't know, and I don't know if I'll ever have the strength to tell him, but I know."
Cassi paused briefly, taking a deep breath. "Now, I'm not in a place where I can change jobs easily, and I know you aren't likely to go anywhere either, which means we'll have to see each other at work from time to time. But I need you to know that as far as anyone else is concerned, nothing has ever happened between us. We're just coworkers. That's all we've ever been, and that's all we'll ever be. Got it? That means yesterday was a one-time thing. No sly comments or trying to get handsy at work. Understand?"
I nodded but wasn't sure if Cassi was done. I could tell she'd rehearsed this.
"Okay, now you can speak," Cassi said with a big sigh.
My mind worked to process what Cassi had just said. I suspected that something like this might happen. At the time, I'd planned to take the chastisement and move on. After all, I'd already gotten what I wanted, right? A clean break would be a win. But the situation seemed off to me. There was something else here.
I stepped towards Cassi, closing the distance between us. She looked up at me, determination on her face, but I could see a flicker of uncertainty behind her eyes.
"Cassi," I said softly. "I am so sorry that you're torn up about this. But you haven't betrayed anyone. What we did is no different than you using a sex toy to masturbate with. I'm not looking to break up your family or take your husband's place. We're just two coworkers who are helping each other scratch an itch, is all."
I raised my hand slowly and put it on her shoulder. "And I don't think you're ready to end it, either."
Cassi pushed my hand away and stepped backwards away from me, but I could see the flush that spread through her cheeks. "Ian, I mean it. I'll admit that we had a connection yesterday, but it's over. Let's just move on like adults."
I was feeling bold now. I could see I had Cassi off-balance. "If that's the case, then why did you show up this morning? You could have easily said all of this in a text instead." I took another step towards her.
"I didn't want to leave a paper trail..." Cassi said defensively, stepping backwards again, keeping her distance.
"And why did you come alone? You could have brought a friend... made an excuse to bring them and then leave them in the car while you talked to me?" I stepped forward.
"Are you serious? I don't want anyone else involved in this..." Cassi stepped back. It was almost like we were dancing now.
"And why are you wearing those tight jeans that show off your body so well? You know how much I like seeing you in them. I told you the first day you wore them to clinic, remember?" Another forward step.
"These are just my casual clothes, Ian. I've been wearing them to work every Friday for the past month..." Cassi took one more step backwards, but now she was against the wall--no more room to retreat.
I smiled, sensing that I had her now. "Fair enough. And all of that may be true. But then why are you still here?"
"Because I..." Cassi started to speak, but I cut her off.
"Because deep down, you know you're not ready for this to be over. Whatever lies you've told yourself and whatever guilt-trip you're putting yourself through, deep down you know you still want me."
"That's stupid," Cassi interjected. "I know what I..."
"If you really don't want this anymore, just say it. Say, 'Ian, no. It's done. Let me leave now.' Just say the words, and I'll leave you alone, I promise."
I saw several emotions pass over Cassi's face; her internal conflict was now fully visible. "It's not that simple, Ian!" she eventually managed to force out. "We still have to have a working relationship!"
"It is that simple. And here's what's going to happen. Unless you tell me 'no' right now, I'm going to kiss you." I closed the last remaining distance between us so that my face was directly above hers. Her eyes seemed to plead with me, begging me to end her torment.
"Ian, please..." Cassi said breathlessly.
"That wasn't a no," I grinned, pressing my lips against hers.
Cassi sat there passively as I kissed her, not returning it, but not pulling away either. I broke off the kiss and used a hand to tilt her chin up towards me.
"There, that wasn't so bad was it?" I smiled, staring into her eyes.
"How are you doing this to me?" Cassi said meekly, still pinned between me and the wall.
"I'm not doing anything to you. Whatever you're feeling now is just you breaking free of the role you've forced yourself into."
"This isn't right. I shouldn't be letting this happen. I love my family. I love my husband." Cassi said desperately, as if she was trying to convince herself.
"I know you do. But you want this all the same," I said, as I kissed her again. This time, Cassi tentatively kissed back. Our kiss was tender but halting, like Cassi was still afraid to fully give herself over. She just needed one last push. I pulled away but kept my face close to hers, looking deep into her eyes.
"Cassi, it's okay to let yourself feel wanted. Just let go. I won't tell anyone. This stays between us."
Cassi bit her bottom lip uncertainly. "You promise?"
"I promise," I whispered, as I kissed Cassi once more. She sank into me, and I knew in that moment she had given in.
Our kiss became more passionate, and the sounds of our lips smacking together filled the air. Our breath became slightly ragged as we pressed against one another. Without breaking the kiss, I pulled Cassi into an embrace, enveloping her delicate frame with my own. I ran my hands down her body until I reached her ass, which I gave a gentle squeeze. It was on the smaller side, but supple and firm. Not bad at all for a 36-year-old mom, I thought.
As our kissing heated up, I hooked my fingers underneath Cassi's T-shirt, pulling it upwards. Cassi pulled back from me and raised her arms, allowing me to remove it and toss it to the side. I went for her bra next, unclasping it from behind her and discarding it, freeing her breasts. I took a moment to appreciate Cassi's exposed top-half. Like her ass, Cassi's breasts were modest, but they fit her body well. Her pale skin and slenderness further emphasized her femininity. How had I ever thought of Cassi as lanky? She was thinner, yes, but her curves were definitely there.
"Everything okay?" Cassi asked me uncertainly.
"Cassi," I said, still in awe. "You're stunning."
Cassi's uncertainty turned to flattered bashfulness. "Thanks," she said sheepishly, but I could tell she appreciated the compliment.
Not wanting to interrupt the flow anymore, I removed my own shirt and stepped back against Cassi, pinning her gently to the wall, our bare chests touching each other. I leaned in like I was going to kiss her, but as Cassi closed her eyes, I bent to her neck instead, planting a kiss just underneath her ear. Cassi exhaled sharply, and I knew I'd found a sensitive spot.
I began to kiss gently down her neck, appreciating the sensation of her warmth against my lips. At the same time, I began to trace my fingers over her stomach, taking in every inch of it. I was mesmerized by Cassi's body; I needed to explore it all. How had she done such a good job of hiding it from me all this time?
I reached the base of Cassi's neck with my lips, but rather than return upwards, I continued my downward path. Pressing her gently against the wall, I kneeled slightly, continuing to kiss and softly nibble Cassi's skin. I passed over her collar bone, then the center of her chest, between her boobs. Once her breasts were at eye level, I detoured to each of them, playfully flicking her nipples with my tongue, eliciting more heavy breaths.
But I wasn't done. Slowly but surely, I passed further and further down, until my mouth reached the top of her jeans. Here, I finally stopped, and I looked up at Cassi, wondering if she knew what I was going to do next.
Cassi looked at me hungrily, and I decided to indulge her. I used my hands to unbutton her jeans, then pull down the zipper, revealing her dark green panties underneath. I didn't pull them down right away though. First, I kissed over her underwear, letting Cassi feel my warm breath through the fabric. I could smell her musk in front of me, and it set me on fire to know that I was responsible for the wave of pheromones she was unleashing. Cassi may have been happily married, but her body clearly hadn't gotten the memo.
After teasing Cassi a bit through her underwear, I finally relented and tugged down on her jeans and panties. Cassi obligingly pulled her legs out one at a time, and I added her discarded clothes to the pile we'd started. Cassi's exposed pussy was directly in front of my face. I couldn't resist it anymore.
I gripped Cassi's thighs for support as I leaned forward into her crotch. I could see the wetness dripping from her vagina, and I gently lapped at it with my tongue, enjoying her unique taste. In response, Cassi shifted her hips forward, allowing me better access to her womanhood. I began to lick along her slit, letting the tip of my tongue reach just inside her lips.
Cassi moaned softly, and I looked up at her as my tongue continued its work. The pleasure was plain on her face, and I could see micro expressions of ecstasy come and go in response to my movements. I found her clit with my tongue, forcing a soft gasp from Cassi. I love eating women out, and I called on my years of experience now to give Cassi the tongue-fucking of her life.



As Cassi's pleasure increased, she grabbed my head with her hands, pressing me tightly against her as she began to ride my face. I breathed her musk in deeply, wanting to imprint its scent permanently in my brain, as I continued to work her clit with my mouth. It wasn't long before I felt Cassi's body tense around me.
"Oh, Ian!" Cassi cried out--her orgasm slamming through her. She practically collapsed onto my face, and I had to use my own strength to help stabilize her. Once the aftershocks had subsided, I finally leaned back and looked up at this newly liberated wife and mother.
Her expression was a mixture of utter bliss and shock, as if she had never before realized such pleasure was possible.
"You liked that, huh?" I smiled at Cassi knowingly.
"Joseph never... I mean, I've never... had a guy... go down on me... like that" Cassi managed to get out between breaths.
"It's nice, right? And as much as I enjoyed it too, I don't think we're quite done here yet," I said, standing and removing my shorts, letting my cock spring free at long last.
Cassi's gaze instinctively fell upon it, but I didn't give her much chance to stare. It was my turn for pleasure. I stepped forward and pressed my body against hers, letting my weight pin her against the wall. My cock became trapped between our bodies, so I made some slight adjustments, letting it fall in the thigh gap between Cassi's legs.
Not quite ready for the final act, I gripped Cassi's shoulders with my hands as I kissed at the base of Cassi's neck first on one side, then the other. I began to run my fingertips along her collarbone, playing with the line it formed along her chest, before tracing down along Cassi's sides to her hips. Here I stopped, pushing her pelvis against the wall, holding her in place.
I kneeled slightly and angled my hips so that my cock head fell against Cassi's mound. Briefly removing one hand from Cassi's hip, I aligned myself with her and began to press forward. Cassi was already plenty lubricated, so my head slipped inside easily. Cassi spread her legs slightly, allowing me better access, and I continued to feed my length into her until I bottomed out. She fit like a glove.
"Oh fuck, Cassi," I exhaled deeply, briefly overwhelmed by the sensation of being inside her again. After a moment, I opened my eyes and rested my forehead against hers. We stared deeply into one another as I began to slowly plunge my cock in and out. Cassi's eyebrows contracted in pleasure as I filled her; each of my thrusts pushing her to a greater and greater height. My own senses were in overdrive. I felt Cassi's ragged breath against my face and the firm grip of her pussy walls on my cock; the smell of sex filled the air; the taste of Cassi's juices still coated my tongue. I was totally melded with Cassi in that moment. My pleasure was her pleasure, and vice versa. Our eye contact never broke, and we poured ourselves into each other through it.
Cassi came first. As her second orgasm struck, Cassi barely made a sound, letting out only a soft whimper, apparently too overwhelmed for anything else. At long last, Cassi closed her eyes, basking in the pure bliss that flooded her body.
I was not far behind. As I reached the point of no return, I jerked myself out of Cassi. A second later, my own body released, sending endorphins into my brain and semen onto Cassi's pale stomach. I stood there gently stroking my cock until I was totally spent, Cassi now covered in my cum.
We stood there silently for several seconds, letting the moment sink in.
"Holy shit. That was amazing. Cassi--you were amazing." I finally said, breaking the silence. My words sounded so cliché, but no words could possibly capture the essence of the rapturous fuck we'd just had.
"You were pretty amazing yourself," Cassi said smiling at me, without a hint of shame.
I smiled back. I could tell our intimate connection was fading fast, but we still had a tiny bit left, it seemed.
I noticed my cum beginning to drip down Cassi's body. "Let's get you cleaned up. You have time for a shower?"
Cassi looked down at herself, as if realizing for the first time how much of my semen I'd poured onto her. "Yeah, a shower would be a good idea. We should probably alcohol this mat down too."
"I'll take care of the mat if you want to go take care of yourself," I offered. "But after I'm done, do you mind if I join you? I'd rather not have you run out on me like yesterday."
Cassi gritted her teeth in an exaggerated display of guilt. "Yeah, sorry about that. And yes, you can join me. We should probably talk, anyway."
"Fair enough," I acknowledged. "Go on then. I'll see you soon."
Cassi gathered her clothes put didn't bother to put them on as she made her way over to the women's shower area. I watched her waddle across the floor, as she carefully limited her motions so as not to dislodge any semen. Damn, she had a fit body, I thought to myself again.
Once Cassi was gone, I dutifully cleaned the area, not wanting to leave any hint of our encounter behind. After I was satisfied, I made my way over to the showers myself, my own clothes in hand.
The shower room was steamy, and I could hear the water running at full blast.
"I'm finished out there," I said over the sound of the shower. "Let me pee and I'll join you in a second."
After relieving myself, I walked to the occupied shower, pulling back the curtain and stepping inside. Cassi had already soaped herself up it looked like.
"Hey there, sexy," I said, squeezing next to her in attempt to get some hot water for myself.
"Hey yourself," Cassi said with a smile. "Let me rinse off and then I'll trade places with you."
I watched appreciatively as Cassi leaned back under the stream of water, her body glistening as the soap ran from her body onto the shower floor. Once it had been washed away, she scooted to the side, allowing me to take her place. The hot water felt amazing against my skin.
After enjoying the sensation for a moment, I grabbed the soap and began to wash myself. "So, you wanted to talk?" I said, cutting to the chase.
"I did," Cassi agreed as she ran her eyes over my naked body. "So, obviously you were right about me. I'm not ready to end this. I don't know what that means for me yet, but clearly, I'm not the person I thought I was."
"That's not a bad thing," I pointed out.
"It might be," Cassi retorted gently. "But I don't know. What I do know is that whatever connection the two of us have, it doesn't change how I feel about my family. I still love my husband and my kids."
"I know. I never expected anything different," I responded.
"Okay, good. Don't get me wrong, sex with you is by far the most incredible sex I've ever had, but it's still just sex. I didn't want you to think it meant anything more."
"I don't, don't you worry," I said, as I reached out and playfully tweaked her breast.
Cassi gave a half-hearted smile, but she had more on her mind. "I do want to know, though--why me? You had to have planned this from the very beginning when you invited me to your workouts. You went through a lot of effort to seduce me. But why? To put it frankly, you're a gorgeous man. You could get pretty much any woman you wanted, I'm sure. So why me?"
Ah, there it was. It wasn't uncommon for 6s I'd been with to ask the same question. After the sex was done, many of them felt like I must have an ulterior motive for wanting to be with them, like there was no possible way I'd want to be with a 6 otherwise. Maybe they thought I pitied them? I don't know. Nothing could be further from the truth, of course, and I'd become practiced at letting them know this.
"The truth is, Cassi, that for the first year I knew you, I didn't give you a second thought. Nothing against you personally, but I just didn't see anything interesting. But then you showed up that Casual Friday in those tight jeans and everything changed."
I went on to explain how once she had interested me physically, I became curious about her personally, and the rest was history. When I was done explaining, Cassi nodded, as if she finally understood.
I added a bit more. "And honestly, sex with you is the best sex I've ever had. I've never connected with anyone as much as I connect with you. I don't know why that is, but it's true."
Cassi blushed. "That's nice of you to say, but I bet you say that to all your women."
"No," I said honestly. "Just you. There's something about you that I find irresistible. I don't know why that is, but it's true."
"Maybe it's because I'm a married woman and that makes me off-limits?" Cassi suggested.
"Maybe. But I think it's more than that. In the end, I guess it doesn't matter though. All I know is that I want you more than I've wanted any woman before."
Cassi didn't respond, but I could tell she was thinking deeply about what I'd said. We sat there in silence for a few moments as I finished washing myself.
"You all done?" I asked, interrupting Cassi's thoughts.
"Yeah, I'm done," Cassi said, finally coming back to herself.
I turned off the shower, grabbing a towel and passing it to Cassi before taking one for myself. After we dried off, we exited and began dressing ourselves again.
"It's a good thing I normally go the no-makeup route, otherwise I'd be regretting not bringing any with me this morning," Cassi joked. "Even then, though, my hair's gonna be a mess."
"I like your hair down and messy. It makes you look even hotter," I said, admiring its length.
"You're gonna have to stop with the compliments," Cassi said playfully but sternly. "I like them, don't get me wrong, but to the outside world we're just coworkers. You can't get in the habit of flirting with me."
"Fair enough," I said. "But just to be clear, we are still gonna see each other, right?"
Cassi let out a small chuckle. "Well, considering I fully intended to end things this morning and ended up with your jizz all over me anyway, I don't think stopping is an option."
"Good. So, same time Monday then?" I said with a grin.
"If we're going to do this, I don't think we should plan to do it every day. I don't want it to get stale. Plus, there's no reason to keep up the workout pretense anyway."
"But how am I going to see you otherwise?" I pointed out.
"Phones exist, Ian," Cassi ribbed me gently. "When one of us is ready, we'll just text the other one to meet up here the next morning. I'll join a gym to keep up appearances on my morning workout, but whenever we want, I'll meet you here instead."
"I thought you didn't want a paper trail," I said, repeating her words from earlier.
"I don't. Don't text me unless you're trying to set something up. And if you do want to set something up, text me something about work. I'll know what you mean. If I respond with something that says 'yes', that means I'll be able to meet. If I can't meet, I'll respond with something that says 'no'. Got it? That way even if someone sees our texts, they won't know what's really going on."
"Can I text you about Stephen King too? That way I'm not just texting 'are you working today?' over and over."
"Yeah, sure, whatever," Cassi said, shaking her head.
"Just seems fitting, considering that was the first real conversation I had with you," I shrugged.
"If you say so. But let's hurry up. I know you don't have to go anywhere, but I have a drive to make," Cassi said, tapping her foot impatiently.
"I had a great time with you this morning, too," I deadpanned.
Cassi rolled her eyes, but she was grinning.
We left the shower area together, and I watched her make her way out the front door, again admiring the way her jeans clung to her ass. I still couldn't believe I'd ever thought of Cassi as nothing special. She was a goddess.
***
The next two days were a blur for me. I couldn't get Cassi out of my head. I kept replaying our fuck sessions in my mind, especially the sight of her blue eyes staring into my soul as I pounded her from below. I wondered if Cassi was having similar thoughts.
Sure enough, that Sunday night I received a text from Cassi that simply said "Hey, do you know if Shauna is working next week? I have a gift for her."
I responded, "Yes. She'll be here 9 to 5:30 if you want to see her." The code was clear--Cassi wanted to meet, and I'd responded with a "yes".
And meet we did. Our third fuck was just as passionate as the first two. This time, I took Cassi from behind as I pressed her against the wall. Even without our eye contact, our bodies seemed so in tune that our connection was as strong as ever. Again, we showered together afterwards, before Cassi left for her own clinic.
Several months passed, with this same pattern playing out. One of us would text; the other would respond; we'd meet the next morning. We didn't fuck every day, but we did fuck several times a week for the first few weeks, and then about once a week after that. Occasionally one of us would be busy and unable to show, but for the most part, we were both more than ready to meet up.
As far as I know, nobody else--including Cassi's husband--ever found out about our escapades. We had a close call once when another one of my coworkers unexpectedly arrived early, but fortunately I saw them coming and was able to get Cassi out the back before she was noticed.
Our sex sessions were the highlights of my life during this time. I'd never before had such a strong connection with a woman; most of my flings lasted a week at most. Porn would have you believe that all sex partners instantly become experts at reading each other, and that's just not true. There's usually at least some misread cues and awkwardness, even for a 10 like me. Finding someone like Cassi who did connect with me at such a strong level was literally less than one in a hundred.
Unfortunately, like all good things, it didn't last.
I still remember seeing the text from Cassi that signaled the end. It was a Saturday night, and I was equal parts confused and excited when I saw the notification. Cassi never texted me Saturday--if she wanted a Monday meetup, her text always came on Sunday. What could this be about? I opened the message anxiously.
"Hey, Ian! I'm having a girl's night out near your apartment--I have a Stephen King book to give you and figured I'd swing by to drop it off on my way. Are you home? If not, I can leave it by your door."
Was this code? If so, it wasn't a code we'd talked about before. And Cassi had always made it clear that we'd never meet outside our normal morning time, and certainly never at each other's' residence--too much risk involved. I smelled a trap.
"Yes, I'm home. You know I love Stephen King, so I won't turn that down," I sent back. I thought that was pretty benign, just in case someone other than Cassi was on the other side.
I received a response seconds later. "Awesome! I'll be there in thirty."
I sat my phone down, confused. Was Cassi really coming over? Why? My mind raced through the possibilities. Maybe this was some sort of sting; Joseph had finally caught on and was sending Cassi to me to see what I'd do. On the other hand, maybe Cassi and Joseph had had a fight and Cassi needed somewhere to go. Or maybe it was something as simple as Cassi was horny enough to forget about her own rules and pay me an after-hours visit.
Ultimately, there was no way to know for sure. I'd just have to wait and see what happened. My adrenaline was pumping by this point, so I spent the next several minutes doing some light cleaning around the apartment to distract myself. By the time I heard a knock at the door, my fight-or-flight response was in full swing.
Sure enough, Cassi was standing outside. She was certainly dressed for a girls' night out, wearing a sexy yet somehow conservative dress, her makeup expertly done, and her long red hair straightened to perfection. She had a book in her hands. The Gunslinger by Stephen King.
"Hi, Ian," Cassi said with a smile.
"Hey, Cassi. Nice to see you." I said, feigning casual politeness. I looked at her searchingly, trying to find a clue as to what her visit was about.
"Can I come in?" Cassi said, indicating the open door behind me.
"Yeah, of course," I said, moving aside and letting Cassi enter my apartment. As I closed the door behind her, I saw no hidden watchers.
Cassi looked around, taking in my living space. "Nice place you got."
"It's no house, but it's home," I quipped. I'd planned to play it safe until I knew for sure that this wasn't a trap, but my impatient curiosity wouldn't be denied any longer. "Why are you here, Cassi?"
"Like I said, I've got this Stephen King book for you. The Dark Tower series is amazing, and I figured I'd give you a head start on it."
"Is that all?" I asked skeptically.
Cassi's mask of casual friendliness fell from her face, revealing a despondent seriousness underneath. "No. Can we sit?"
Uh oh.
"Uh, yeah, sure," I said, pointing to my couch, my heart racing now. Cassi sat down on one side as I joined her on the other.
Cassi took a deep breath. "So, I really did have a girl's night tonight, but I excused myself and left early so I could come see you. I wanted to tell you in person... Joseph and I are moving next week."
Cassi's words sunk into my brain slowly, but they seared once they landed.
"What?" I finally managed.
"Joseph got a promotion and they're moving him out east. It's a huge deal. We couldn't say no. We've already bought a new house and have closed on ours. I've got a new job lined up. Tonight will be the last time we can see each other."
I felt like I was in shock. Rage and confusion swirled within me, but both too powerful to do anything but paralyze me.
Cassi must have sensed my turmoil. "I'm sorry, Ian. We have a connection, but my family comes first. I've always been very clear about that."
I finally found my voice again. "How long have you known about this?"
I saw a hint of powerful emotion pass over Cassi's face before she suppressed it. "I knew it was a possibility for a while. But nothing was decided until this month. I didn't want to tell you sooner because I didn't want to ruin what little time we had left."
I was furious. How could Cassi spring this on me so suddenly and expect me to just take it?
"What if I'm not ready for you to leave?" I said, a hint of my anger slipping into my voice.
"Ian, please, it's already decided. Don't make this harder than it has to be."
"Harder than it has to be? Cassi, it's already harder than it has to be! You don't have to leave!"
"You know I do," Cassi said quietly, setting her hand on mine in a calming gesture.
It worked, but now my rage was being replaced by bitterness.
"What if I tell Joseph about us? Would that keep you here?" I said darkly.
Cassi sighed. "If you want to tell Joseph, I can't stop you. But just know that would tear my family apart, and I would never forgive you for it."
My hardening heart softened. I could never hurt Cassi like that, I knew. Even if it meant I'd never see her again, I couldn't do it.
I sighed. "You're right. I won't say anything. But what if I come with you? There's nothing holding me here. I can change jobs." I knew how desperate I sounded as soon as the words left my mouth.
"Ian..."
"I'm sorry. I know I'm not thinking straight. I just need a minute to process this."
"I know. It's hard on me too. But I didn't just come here tonight to give you bad news," Cassi said softly.
She stood from the couch and walked in front of me. "If tonight is our last time together, I wanted it to be special. I have a surprise for you."
I looked up at her, distracted from my thoughts by her tone. Cassi locked eyes with me as she reached up behind her and undid the clasp on her dress. Slowly, she began to pull down her zipper until it had loosened enough to fall from her body onto the floor.



Rather than her usual underwear, Cassi was wearing fancy dark blue lingerie that contrasted beautifully against her pale skin. In all our sessions together, I'd never seen Cassi wear something so deliberately sexy.
"You like it?" Cassi said as she spun around, showing off her body to me.
"Very much so," I said, unable to tear my eyes from her.
"Good. I bought it just for you. Why don't you take me to your bedroom and show me exactly how much you like it?"
As if in a trance, I stood and took Cassi by the hand. For a moment, I stared down at her, drinking her in. Even after all our times together, Cassi's body still entranced me. It was like my brain had become stuck on it; like it couldn't process the difference between my first impression of Cassi and my impression now. Lanky, boring, unfeminine Cassi vs ultra-feminine, gently-curved, red-headed goddess Cassi. I was driven by a deep need to explore every inch of her body--just to make sure it was still real.
If this was our last time together, I was going to make sure I had her memorized inside and out.
"I hope you're ready for this," I said, as I squatted down by Cassi's side. I placed one arm behind her knees and the other behind her back. In a sudden motion, I swept her upwards against me, now carrying her in my arms.
Cassi let out an exhilarated giggle. "Holy shit, Ian. I was definitely not ready for that."
"Hey, not my fault you didn't specify how I brought you there," I said, as I carefully steered Cassi through my hallway to my room. Once inside, I gently laid her on the bed.
"Now, where were we?" I said, stripping off my shirt and pants, but leaving my boxers. "Oh, right. I was showing you how much I liked your body."
I climbed onto the bed over Cassi and began kissing her as we pressed against each other. I ran a hand over her face and through her hair as I continued to explore Cassi's lips with my own. She was so soft and warm and eager to receive me. I could feel her smile against my mouth.
I could have taken her then, but we were just starting. I broke the kiss and leaned back so that I was kneeling between Cassi's legs. I began to run my hands over her skin, starting with her navel and working upwards across her chest, and then over each arm, one at a time. I was creating a mental map of her body, noting every perfection and every perfect flaw I ran across. I noticed the soft freckles on her arms, the stretch marks across her stomach, and the way her long red hair splayed out underneath her body like a blanket. I noticed the gentle way her legs blended with her hips, the way her lingerie emphasized her curves, and how the wedding ring she'd neglected to remove glinted in the bedroom light. I noticed it all.
"Cassi, you really are a goddess," I said, repeating my favorite word for her.
"Well, then, treat me like one," Cassi said softly.
"As you wish," I said, finally ready to get down to business.
I crept down the bed so that my head was at Cassi's hips. I reached for Cassi's inner thighs and spread them slightly, giving me more room. This part I'd become experienced at. I rubbed along Cassi's pelvis and over her blue lingerie, beginning to sensitize her womanhood. After a bit of teasing, I worked a finger under the fabric and continued the same motion.
I could feel her wetness already, and her private scent reached my nostrils just a moment later. I continued to play with Cassi for a bit longer, but then I moved to the next stage. As good as Cassi's new lingerie bottoms looked, they were blocking my ultimate prize. I began to pull on them, signaling to Cassi to raise her hips. She did so, and I slid the lingerie off her legs, tossing them to the floor beside me.
I leaned forward again as Cassi spread her legs wide open, allowing me free access to her pussy. As I dove into it, I saw Cassi staring at me with lustful anticipation. I began to eat her out, using all the knowledge about her sensitive spots I'd gained over the past year. I was in heaven, watching her body respond reflexively to my tongue's attention, inhaling her musk, and tasting her in my mouth. As Cassi reached the point of no return, she grabbed the back of my head and shoved me against her, her legs beginning to tremble. Despite the uncomfortable position, I managed to keep up my work on her, and Cassi gasped sharply just a few moments later. Her orgasm passed through her body, and finally she released her hold over my head. I fell onto my side, catching my breath.
We lay there for a moment, recovering, before Cassi spoke. "I guess that means you liked my surprise, huh, Ian?"
"Oh, we're not done yet," I teased as I rolled over and removed my boxers, releasing my cock at last.
I crawled over her spread legs, so that our bodies aligned, my frame dwarfing hers underneath it.
"I'd hope not," Cassi shot back as she reached down and grasped my cock in her hands. "I haven't even gotten to say hello to him yet."
Cassi teased the head of my cock with her hands before she began to tug gently on it. I let her work on me for a moment before I slid back slightly. It was time for the main event.
My cock was at full attention as I aimed it at her opening. I slipped my head inside her but took my time in pressing the rest of the way. I wanted to savor this.
Struck by sudden inspiration, I grabbed one of Cassi's legs and passed it in front of my body onto my other side. Now, instead of being between Cassi's legs, they were both on my right side, one stacked on top of the other. Cassi was still on her back, but her lower body was now twisted to the right, allowing me to see her ass. We'd never done this position before, but it was a good one. I could see all of Cassi's best parts at once.
I began to thrust against Cassi, causing her small breasts to bounce slightly within her bra. I never tired of the sight of Cassi's tight little body taking my full length, nor the sensation of her pussy as it held me in its grip. I began to fuck her vigorously, as if she were a common streetwalker, rather than a church-going mother of two.
For her part, Cassi's response was certainly less than than motherly. She stared deep into my eyes, hands gripping the bedsheets tightly, as she began to rock herself in time with my thrusts. I could see the hunger plain on her face, her lustful need for me to dominate her overpowering any pretense of decency. Once, I never would have imagined Cassi's innocent face could make such a blatantly horny expression, but here it was.
I was quickly approaching my threshold, but Cassi beat me to it.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped as she suddenly stopped her rhythm against me. I didn't stop though, continuing to pound against her soft thighs, riding out the orgasm that now gripped Cassi. She moaned in pleasure, teeth and hands both clenched tightly until her ecstasy subsided at long last.
Normally, I would have been close behind her, but as soon as Cassi returned to earth, I pulled out, essentially edging myself. My body screamed at me to finish the job, but if this was to be my last time with Cassi, I was going to make it count.
Cassi took a second to recover before she noticed my unfinished state. "You're still not done?" she asked incredulously.
"I came close that time, but I haven't fully unwrapped my present yet," I said, pointing to the bra Cassi was still wearing. "I'm up for round three whenever you are."
Cassi smiled seductively. "Oh, I'm still plenty fired up, don't you worry about that."
"In that case, why don't you get on top for me? I'm all worn out," I said, feigning exhaustion, as I flopped onto the bed beside Cassi.
"You just want an excuse to watch me work," Cassi accused.
I shrugged. She wasn't wrong. I loved seeing Cassi ride me. An innocent woman like her had no business being as good at the cowgirl position as she was.
"Fine, but I'm doing it how I want to do it," she said, as she sat up and swung herself over me.
I was still fully erect, but Cassi didn't take me in right away. Instead, she sat near the base of my cock and stroked me for a bit, pushing the head of my cock against her stomach. I didn't need any foreplay, so it seemed like an unnecessary tease. But when I tried to move Cassi onto my cock, she slapped my leg with mock sternness.
"I told you, Ian. We're doing this my way. If you need a distraction, I think my bra's feeling a bit constrictive."
I didn't need to be told twice. As Cassi continued to play with my cock, I leaned up and reached behind Cassi's back for the clasp. After a bit of fiddling, I finally released it and slid it over her arms, throwing it off the bed with the rest of our clothes. With Cassi's boobs free at last, I began to fondle them, occasionally tweaking her nipples, which were tented in a state of full arousal.
We played with each other's bodies for several seconds, before at long last, Cassi moved over my cock and impaled herself on it. I watched myself disappear into her, marveling at how well she took my length. She sat on me for a moment, adjusting to this position before she began to rock her hips against me.
Cassi knew how to ride my cock to completion--as she'd shown many times in the past--but now she was riding for her own pleasure. Pushing her weight onto my chest, she rubbed her pussy against my pelvis, essentially masturbating herself on it. Cassi knew that she was teasing me this way; I needed her to go up and down, not back and forth.
But my own concerns faded somewhat as I saw Cassi's pleasure continue to grow. Cassi knew what she wanted from my body, and she was taking it. Such straightforward desire from a woman is incredibly sexy to me, and I was more than happy to watch. Besides, I knew my time was coming.
"Oh fuck, Ian. Your cock feels so good inside me," Cassi gasped. I could tell from her eyes that she was already back on her way to the atmosphere. Sure enough, an intense minute later, Cassi began to moan uncontrollably. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! OH FUCK!"
Cassi practically collapsed on top of me as she lost control of her muscles. I felt her whole body shudder around my cock as her most powerful orgasm yet tore through her slender body. This time, it took Cassi several moments to regain her breath. Sweat was beginning to drip from her skin.
I, on the other hand, was still not done. After giving Cassi a brief respite, I shifted my legs under her, bringing my heels closer to my body for leverage. I began to thrust upwards against Cassi, finally ready to release my pent-up lust. I wrapped my arms around Cassi's body, holding her in place against me as I began to fuck her pussy for everything I was worth. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the air as Cassi leaned down and kissed me.
We poured ourselves into each other's mouths, months of passionate fucking culminating in this moment as we connected at both ends. It was like we knew this was the last chance we had to give ourselves to each other, and we did, utterly and completely.
My bliss was so overwhelming I barely noticed my approaching orgasm until it was too late. Not even having the chance to pull out, I released, shooting my seed deep into Cassi's womb, my hips still trying to push myself even further into her interior. I held Cassi tightly against me, desperately and futilely trying to hold onto our primal connection, but it was already fading.
As my cock began to soften inside Cassi, reality began to sink back into my brain. "I'm so sorry, Cassi. I didn't mean to..."
"It's okay, Ian. I'm on the pill. Besides, it's kind of nice feeling you inside of me like this." Cassi said as she kissed me one last time. "That was our best fuck yet."
"You sure you don't want to try it again tomorrow?" I said, staring up at her as I brushed stray hairs away from her face.
Cassi didn't respond, but instead pulled herself off me, my limp cock slipping from her freely, still covered in semen.
"I think we should let this be the one we end on," Cassi eventually spoke, as she stepped onto the floor. "I'm gonna go to the bathroom real fast and clean myself up."
I lay on the bed, catching my breath as Cassi took care of herself. After a few seconds, though, I also left the bed and made my way to where Cassi's discarded lingerie had landed. I played with the fabric for a moment; its softness reminding me of Cassi herself.
Cassi came out of the bathroom then, spotting what was in my hands. "You can keep those if you want. Consider it a memento. Bathroom's all yours if you need it."
She walked by me and out the bedroom door. I debated following her, just to hold her against me, but my bladder needed attention. I took the time to relieve myself first, then followed Cassi out.
By the time I reached the main entrance into my apartment, Cassi had already put her dress back on. It looked like she had been about to sneak out the door.
"Wait, are you leaving already?" I said, walking over to her.
"I need to get home, Ian. I promised Joseph I wouldn't be out too late tonight. Don't forget--he thinks I'm at girls' night."
"Surely you can stay for just a bit longer, at least. What's another ten minutes?" I said, trying to sound casual.
"Ian..." Cassi said softly, looking away.
I took her into my arms and squeezed her deeply. Cassi squeezed me back at first, but then she pushed herself away.
"Goodnight, Ian. Don't forget to check out The Gunslinger," Cassi said, pointing to the Stephen King book she'd left on the counter. She made her way to the door, and the next moment, she was gone.
"Goodbye, Cassi." I said, long after the door had closed behind her. I stood in a daze for several seconds, before I slowly went to the counter, and studied the book Cassi had left for me.
I picked it up to look at the back cover when a folded piece of paper tumbled out from between the pages. Curious, I picked it up and opened it. I quickly realized it was a note from Cassi.
In small handwriting, as if she'd tried to squeeze every useable inch out of the page, she'd written me a massive letter. I began to read.
Ian,
It took me a long time to find the words to write this to you. Our experience together is unlike anything I've ever had before, and I'm still not entirely sure how I feel about it. On the one hand, it's given me incredible highs that bring a smile to my face just by thinking about it. But on the other hand, nothing has so shaken me to my core and utterly shattered my sense of who I am. I never thought I'd be a cheater, especially not someone who cheated repeatedly and eagerly. But I am.
At first, I told myself that it was okay because I deserved to experience the pleasure you gave me. Yes, in a perfect world, it would have come from my husband. But if Joseph didn't give it to me, was it really so bad if I got it from someone else? It's not like I was cheating on him heart, mind, and soul--just physically. I was able to get myself off and then go home and be the good little wife and mother I'd always been.
Eventually, I realized I was just lying to myself. Fact was--and is--that I had broken a sacred promise to the most important man in my life. I could try and justify it however I wanted, but that was the truth.
I debated ending it with you then, but I didn't. I'm still not sure why. Maybe it was because I was afraid that when the time came, I couldn't go through with it. We both know how it worked out the first time I tried. Or maybe it was because I still loved being with you, even with the shame it brought later. Who knows. In the end, I didn't stop, and I do regret that a bit. But our sex stayed so incredible that I think I would have done the exact same thing even if I could go back in time and make a different choice.
But now that I'm moving away, I'm taking it as a sign from God that it truly is time for our connection to end. Please don't contact me once I leave. For both of our sakes, I think we need a clean break. I will always think of you fondly. I'm sure I'll fantasize about you often. And if I'm being fully honest with myself, I'm going to miss you deeply. But this is goodbye.
Take care of yourself, Ian.
--Cassi
PS--There's a line from The Gunslinger that has stuck in my mind recently: 'Go then. There are other worlds than these.' I suspect it will resonate with you just as much as it has with me.
I sat there for a moment, mind processing what Cassi had written. Then I started the letter from the beginning and read it a second time. Then a third.
As I said before, I'm a beast of a man. I look like I could enter the ring with Rocky himself and come out on top.
But after reading Cassi's letter, I may as well have been a teenage girl.
I broke down and cried.
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"Look at that kid's abs!"
That was a sentence I never expected to hear from my wife, especially coming out of the blue as we drove through our neighborhood. Amanda and I were on our way home from a trip to the grocery store, when we passed a young man shooting basketball in his driveway. Despite Amanda's use of the word 'kid', he was clearly in his late teens or early twenties. Due to the late spring heat, he was shirtless, and like my wife's outburst suggested, his abs were indeed very defined.
"Creeper," I said, teasing Amanda. I have enough self-confidence that my wife noticing another man's body isn't enough to spark my jealousy. After all, I notice other women all the time; it doesn't make me appreciate Amanda any less.
"I'm not being creepy!" Amanda said defensively, as we passed the kid and continued down the road.
"I dunno. Commenting on a neighborhood kid's abs seems pretty textbook to me," I shrugged.
"I didn't mean it to be creepy, Brian! I meant like someone should report his parents for steroid abuse!"
"Sure, you did," I said, laughing at my wife's growing embarrassment. Amanda had always been more of the demure type, so her commentary was far out of character for her. "And it doesn't have to be steroids; maybe he just has great genetics," I added.
"No, those abs definitely come from steroids," Amanda doubled down, refusing to admit she was busted. I didn't care if she admitted it or not; I knew the truth of the situation. Frankly, I was entertained by her stubbornness.
Amanda and I have been married for about ten years now. We're both in our mid thirties, no kids. Amanda's in great shape, although she does have a bit more padding now compared to when we first met. She has shoulder-length brown hair, brown eyes, and nicely tanned skin, all of which contrast fantastically with her perfect white smile. I would never tell her this, but I've always thought that she had the body for porn but the personality for a library. She was actually a teacher, but I felt my metaphor still stood.
We made it home and unloaded our groceries, the ab-situation already passing from our minds. I may have forgotten it entirely, if not for a perfectly-timed coincidence later that afternoon.
Our neighborhood has an online social group, where different families can post concerns, updates, etc. for everyone to see. Most posts aren't that exciting, but occasionally someone will air a grievance publicly, so I check it fairly regularly. This is how I happened to see that Ab-kid was going to be cutting lawns this summer for some spending money. His mom had posted an advertisement for him. It read:
"Help Tanner earn some money for college! He's 18 and ready for his first adult job! He'll be mowing lawns all summer and needs some clients! Please message me if you're interested!"
Below the post was a picture of Tanner, which is how I realized it was the same ab-kid from earlier.
To this day, I'm not quite sure what came over me next. At first, it started off as a passing thought--how funny would it be if Amanda looked out the window one day and saw Ab-kid mowing our lawn? She'd be mortified knowing that I'd reached out to him, considering her embarrassment from our first encounter.
I could picture it then. Ab-kid making his passes outside our living room window, Amanda stubbornly refusing to even glance outside while she was in my presence, which of course would just make her embarrassment all the more obvious.
But then the thought morphed. What would Amanda do if I wasn't there? What if she didn't feel like she had to hide her attraction? Would she stare freely? Would she overcome her shyness to talk to Ab-kid? Would she flirt with him? I'd never known my wife to express an interest in younger men, but then again, I'd never known her to comment on another man's body in front of me either. Who knew what she might do?
Suddenly, I realized the thought wasn't just a joke anymore. I was becoming turned on by the idea of my wife being teased by a younger man. I'd never experienced such a reaction before, and I didn't know why I did then, but I couldn't deny that it was happening. I became gripped by an irresistible urge, and before I knew what was happening, I sent a message to Ab-kid's mom requesting us to be added to his client list.
That very next Saturday, Ab-kid was at our door.
"Hey, Mr. Long! Before I got started, I just wanted to say thanks again for hiring me. It means a lot."
"No problem! Tanner, right? I'm happy to help a young man like you earn some extra money. Especially if it saves me time."
Tanner gave me a grin, showing off his perfect teeth. He was definitely still a teenager, but I imagined he'd be quite the lady killer once he finished filling out. "Mom has an app you can pay me through when I'm done, but I'll take cash too. Just whatever works better for you."
"I'll try the app first. Just stop by when you're done, and I'll send it over."
"Yes, sir!" Tanner said, as he went to start his work.
I returned inside and sat on the couch, deciding to watch some TV. Amanda was still upstairs asleep. She tended to sleep in late during summer break, probably to make up for all her early mornings when school was still in session.
Our yard isn't huge, and it normally takes me about an hour to mow it myself, including all the finishing touches like trimming, pulling minor weeds, etc. By that estimate, Tanner might have been three-fourths of the way through when Amanda finally made her way downstairs, dressed in pajamas and a loose T-shirt. Her look of confusion was clear when she saw me sitting on the couch.
"Brian... I thought you were outside? But if you're here... who's mowing our lawn?"
"So, funny coincidence there," I said, unable to stop the smile spreading on my face. "You know the kid whose abs you commented on the other day? Turns out he's mowing lawns this summer before he goes to college. He's 18 now; he needs his first adult job; blah, blah, blah. I decided to hire him."
Amanda stared at me, no doubt trying to decide if I was playing a joke on her.
"Go look outside if you don't believe me," I shrugged.
Amanda shot me a look that suggested I was on thin ice, but she went to our living room window and looked. At the moment, Tanner was trimming around our mailbox; he was wearing a shirt, but there was no denying he was indeed ab-kid.
"Brian. Please tell me you didn't hire him just to mess with me," Amanda said, both mortified and annoyed.
"Not at all! Or at least, not just to mess with you. I will admit, that's a pretty funny side-benefit though." I could see the eye-daggers Amanda was giving me, so I quickly turned serious. "His Mom advertised in our neighborhood group, and I decided I didn't want to deal with the lawn this year. I needed a break."
"But you love mowing the lawn."
"Yes, I do--for the most part. But it's kind of like listening to your favorite music album. It may be your favorite, but if you were forced to listen to it all the time, it would become stale eventually. Same thing with our yard; I just needed a break to let the magic build up again."
Amanda shook her head and sighed. "I mean, it's your call. I certainly won't be the one mowing it for us. If you want to hire someone else to do it, that's fine. I just can't believe you picked him."
"His name is Tanner, by the way. He's a nice kid."
"I'm sure he is," Amanda said flatly, taking one last look outside before she went to find some breakfast.
While my wife was still in the kitchen eating, Tanner returned to our door.
"All finished, Mr. Long. If everything looks good, you can go ahead and send me the money, and I'll head out. Got some other lawns to get to today."
I scanned our yard. Sure enough, it looked like he'd done a great job.
"Looks great, Tanner. Thanks so much. I'll send that over right now." I said, pulling out my phone.
Tanner saw the payment process on his end. "Thanks again, Mr. Long! I'll be back next week!"
"See you then," I said, closing the door behind me. I made my way to the kitchen where Amanda was still enjoying her breakfast.
"Ab-kid did a great job, I have to admit." I said approvingly.
Amanda cringed openly. "Please don't call him Ab-kid."
"Hey, you're the one who started this." I pointed out. "But fine. I'll call him Tanner as long as you promise me something."
"What?" Amanda said cautiously, sensing a trap.
"Don't report his parents to CPA for child abuse. The kid just started with us, after all," I said with a straight face.
Amanda was not amused. "Okay, this joke wasn't funny to begin with, but now you're starting to make me actually mad."
I'd gone too far, I realized. "I'm sorry. It's just so out of character for you, I couldn't help but poke some fun. I'll stop now. I promise."
"You better, or you'll be sleeping on the couch tonight." Amanda said, returning to her food. But then I could see a thought struck her. "Brian, please tell me you didn't let Tanner know what I said about him."
"Of course not," I said truthfully. I never ever considered such a thing. But now that Amanda mentioned it...
"Okay, good. That would earn you a couch-visit for sure."
"Well, I'll do anything to avoid the couch, so you're safe there," I said playfully. "Speaking of which, I'll get back to it and let you enjoy the rest of your breakfast in peace."
"You better," Amanda said, but I could tell she'd already let it go.
As I made my way back to the couch, my mind returned to the fantasy that I'd been developing. Obviously, hiring Tanner was the first step. But that was all it was; just one step of many. I needed to see Tanner and Amanda meet; watch them interact with each other; see if Amanda let any more inappropriate thoughts slip out. Would Amanda's ab-glance be the full extent of their connection? Or might there be more? What if I helped push them along?
I knew my fantasy was reckless and irrational. I knew it was even stupider to try to act it out. Why on earth would I want to help my wife connect with another man? What could I possibly gain? I didn't know, but like an alcoholic locked in a bar, I couldn't help myself.
The second part of my fantasy-plan would be the real test. I'd already worked out how to give Tanner a push... I just had to wait a week for him to show up.
***
I expected the week to drag by slowly, my anticipation too much to withstand. But unlike Amanda--who was off for the summer--I was still working. Work proved a fantastic distraction, but even in the evenings, I still had some preparation to keep me occupied. Step two in my fantasy-enactment was simple enough, but I did have to lay some groundwork first. Careful not to let Amanda know what I was up to, I began my setup.
Before I knew it, Saturday had arrived again. Like the previous week, Tanner showed up ready to work, but I had a surprise for him this time. The only unknown factor was if Amanda would stay upstairs long enough for what I had planned. I needn't have worried though; she did.
When Tanner finished with the lawn, he came to the door again for payment. I told him I had some spare cash this time that I'd like to use, if possible. Tanner said that was fine. And so, I invited him inside while I went to retrieve the money.
"Here, let me get you some water while I go grab the cash. I left it upstairs, so you cool off, and I'll be right back."
Leaving Tanner alone in the kitchen, I made my way upstairs. I didn't want to disturb Amanda, so I walked to the opposite side of the house. I stepped firmly, making sure my footfalls were clear. I wanted Tanner to know exactly where I was, so he could feel confident I wouldn't sneak up on him. I smiled, wondering if Tanner had found my surprise yet.
After waiting as long as I felt I reasonably could, I grabbed the cash I'd left earlier and returned downstairs. Tanner was standing by the kitchen counter, sipping from his water, right where I'd left him. If he found my surprise, he hid it well.
"Sorry for taking so long," I apologized. "My wife moved the money, and it took me a bit to find it again."
I handed him the cash as I continued, "Sorry, I haven't had a chance to introduce you two yet. Her name's Amanda. She tends to sleep in during the summer. She's a teacher, so she's off just like you."
"Oh, no worries, Mr. Long. I'm not bothering her with my mowing, am I?" Tanner asked, concerned.
"No, it's not loud enough to wake her. But honestly, even if it did, I'm still not sure she'd come downstairs while you were here."
"Oh, she's shy, huh?" Tanner said with a knowing nod. A little too knowing--was that a sign he'd seen my surprise after all?
"She is, but it's more than that. Honestly, I think you embarrass her." I mentally thanked Amanda for putting this idea in my head. My surprise probably would have worked on its own, but paired in combination with what I was about to say...
"What? How could I embarrass her if I've never met her?" Tanner said, obviously confused.
"Well... you can't tell her I told you this, but she has seen you before," I went on to explain her outburst in the car--how she was so impressed by his six-pack that she couldn't help herself from saying something. I finished by saying, "So, just know that if she avoids you, it's nothing personal. In fact, unless you come on a weekday when I'm at work, you may never see her at all."
I watched Tanner process this information. I wondered if he realized what I was pushing him to do, or if he thought I was just a clueless husband. Either way, I was happy with the seed I'd planted.
"Oh, well, thanks for sharing, Mr. Long. I appreciate your honesty. I won't be offended; I promise," Tanner said, appropriately deferential.
"No problem, Tanner. Thanks again for this week. We'll see you next time," I said, walking him to the door.
After I'd let Tanner out, I immediately went to where I'd hidden my phone in the kitchen. I hit the stop button on the recording, then pulled up the video I'd taken. I skipped ahead to when I went upstairs, leaving Tanner alone in the room.
At first, Tanner had stood there, drinking his water, looking around aimlessly. But then something caught his eye. He stared for a second, as if he couldn't decide what he was seeing, before walking closer. Sure enough, he'd found my laptop, I noted with satisfaction.
I'd conveniently left it open on the counter next to my coffee, as if I'd absentmindedly forgotten it there. On the screen was a picture of Amanda wearing lingerie in a very suggestive pose, with a caption that read, "To Brian, the best husband I could have asked for -Love, Amanda".
It was one of several photos Amanda had given to me as a Valentine's gift a few years back. She'd taken them herself, but they were very polished. I watched as Tanner leaned down to the screen for a closer look.
"Holy shit," I heard him whisper, his mouth falling open in shock and admiration. He stared at the picture a bit longer before he added, "oh, no way." I saw him reach for the laptop's touchpad as he began to click multiple times. No doubt he'd just discovered that it wasn't a single picture I'd left up, but rather a whole gallery. In fact, as the pictures went on, they became increasingly risqué. The early ones were certainly alluring, but as they progressed, Amanda showed more and more skin, losing first her bra, then her underwear, then the conveniently-placed hands hiding herself. In the final picture, Amanda was completely exposed to the viewer. She was lying on her back but propped up on her elbows so that she was looking at the camera. She was biting her lip in a seductive expression, her nipples pointed in obvious arousal, but the real pièce de résistance was her legs spread wide open to reveal her pussy.
Such sensual pictures were certainly not something I ever expected from my modest wife, which made them all the more deeply appreciated when she gave them to me. Later, when I'd asked Amanda about them, she'd blushed self-consciously... saying she did it knowing how much it would surprise me and how much I'd love them. She was right.
But now Tanner was having a chance to appreciate them. I certainly hoped he got a good eyeful. When he made it to the end of the gallery, I expected him to return to the first picture and leave it like he found it. But he didn't. Instead, he pulled out his own phone and aimed it at the laptop. I watched with growing concern as he clicked through the images in reverse order, capturing each of them on his phone, until he'd made it to the beginning again. Only now did he return to the middle of the kitchen and pick his water back up.
I cursed myself silently. How could I not have expected this? Of course, Tanner would have wanted to save those pictures for later. What red-blooded male wouldn't have? Well, nothing I could do about it now. I just hoped Tanner was smart enough to keep them to himself.
I knew I should feel ashamed for sharing Amanda's private pictures without her permission, but I was so horny, I didn't have room for guilt. After deleting the video I'd taken of Tanner, I went to the bathroom and finished myself off.
Well, one thing was for sure. Tanner was into my wife. Now, it was up to him to decide what to do next. I hoped he was creative enough to use what I'd given him to work with. I just needed to be prepared to catch whatever might happen next.
Our home has a doorbell camera, which can be accessed remotely, but we don't have any cameras inside the house. Or at least, we didn't. That weekend, I ordered several micro cameras to be delivered to my work. The cameras were very discreet, but they did have the disadvantage of only being able to be accessed locally. In other words, I couldn't see what was on them until I retrieved it manually. Not ideal, but unfortunately, the smallest cameras (that I could afford, at least) didn't have wi-fi capability. Still, I could see enough from the doorbell camera to tell me if there was anything worth seeing on the interior ones. After all, someone would have to get through the front door to get to the rest of the house.
The cameras arrived at my work that Tuesday, and I spent the next couple mornings (while Amanda slept in) finding perfect spots for all of them. It took longer than I expected, but by that Thursday, I'd constructed my network. There shouldn't be anywhere in the house that I couldn't see.
My timing was solid, because that Friday morning when I was at work, I received a phone alert that someone was at the home door. I pulled up the feed, and sure enough, it was Tanner. He'd come a day early--guess he'd picked up my hint about how to meet Amanda after all. I noticed he was shirtless--those infamous abs were on full display.
Tanner waited for several moments before Amanda finally opened the door.



"Oh, hello," I heard her say, with mild surprise. "Can I help you?" I couldn't see Amanda's expression from the camera angle, but I could imagine it. I'm sure she was doing her best to suppress her discomfort at being face-to-face with the young man she'd inadvertently embarrassed herself over. Also trying her best not to stare at the youth's exposed muscles.
Tanner's face, on the other hand, I could see plenty clearly. He was obviously awestruck by seeing Amanda in person. No doubt the racy pictures he'd seen of her were still fresh in his mind.
"Oh, sorry," Tanner finally recovered himself. "I was expecting Mr. Long."
"I'm Mrs. Long. How can I help you?" she repeated.
"Uh, yeah. I don't know if Mr. Long told you, but he hired me to mow your guys' lawn for you. I'm just looking for my payment. I'm Tanner, by the way," he said, offering his hand.
Amanda shook it politely. "Nice to meet you, Tanner. But Mr. Long isn't here right now. He told me that he hired you, but he didn't say how much we were paying. How much was it? I'll see if I can find the cash for you."
Tanner told her, and Amanda excused herself to track it down. I saw Tanner's eyes follow Amanda as she left, but that was his only sign of impropriety. As Tanner waited patiently on our porch, I assessed the young man again. He was fit for a teenager and well-muscled, although on the slender side. I'm far from out of shape myself, but Tanner had a youthful vigor that had started to leave me years ago. If I had to pick someone to tease my wife with, Tanner was a great candidate.
Amanda eventually returned, and this time she stepped into the camera frame. She was wearing a T-shirt and khaki shorts that showed quite a bit of her tanned legs. Not a bad first impression to leave for Tanner, I thought. Well, second impression, technically, I corrected myself, thinking of the laptop pictures.
Amanda counted the cash out in front of him. "There, that should take care of it, I think."
"Thanks so much, Mrs. Long. And can you let Mr. Long know that I'll be here every Friday now instead of Saturday? I picked up some extra lawns, so I had to move my schedule around a bit."
"I'll be sure and pass it on. It was nice meeting you, Tanner." Amanda said, hands on hips, indicating that he could leave.
But Tanner had one last thing to say. "You too, Mrs. Long. I have to admit, you're a lot prettier than Mr. Long. I think I can get used to you paying me instead."
I wish I could have read Amanda's mind right then, but all she said was, "Thanks, Tanner. That's sweet. but I don't think Mr. Long would approve of you saying that to me."
"Yeah, maybe. But Mr. Long isn't here," he said, as he stepped off the porch, his muscular upper body glistening in sweat. I'm as straight as they come, but even I had to admit Tanner was a good-looking dude. I could only imagine Amanda's impression.
But with that last line, Tanner was gone. Amanda returned inside, and that was the end of it. Until the next week, at least.
When I arrived home from work, I made a show of discovering the lawn had been mowed already. "I guess Tanner came a day early? Sorry... I would have warned you if I'd known," I apologized to Amanda. "I hope you didn't have any problems paying him?"
"No, it was fine. I had some extra cash handy," Amanda said, dismissing my worries with a wave. "I'm surprised you didn't get a notification from our door that he was here."
"I disabled my notifications actually; too many false alarms bothering me at work," I lied. "I'll turn it back on when you go back to school and there's no one at the house." I figured Amanda might be a bit freer interacting with Tanner if she didn't think I was watching them.
"Ah gotcha," she said casually, but I hoped she would take advantage of my alleged door-blindness.
The next several weeks passed by without major incident. As Tanner promised, he showed up every Friday morning, always letting Amanda confirm the lawn was to her satisfaction before she paid. Each time, Tanner had increasingly bold compliments for my wife, who always casually dismissed them, but she never put a stop to them either. "You're looking gorgeous today, Mrs. Long"; "I've been looking forward to seeing you all day"; and "Your legs are looking killer in those shorts. I could just eat you up!" were just a few of many. For her part, Amanda usually defaulted to responding with "that's not appropriate, Tanner" or "you're gonna get yourself in trouble if you keep that up" or even just shaking her head in exasperated silence.
Seeing Tanner flirt so freely with my wife combined with her continued tolerance of it was a mindfuck for me like I'd never had before. Even PG-rated as these interactions were, I still found myself having to jack off at work after watching them just to release my horniness. I knew Tanner and Amanda had to feel the tension too.
The rest of the summer may have played out to this same pattern, but just before July 4th weekend arrived, there was a major disruption.
Like always, I went to work that Friday morning anticipating the upcoming tease, but I received a door notification much earlier than normal. Confused, I pulled up the feed to investigate.
It wasn't Tanner who had triggered it, but rather my wife. Amanda was leaving the house, dressed in her American flag bikini, apparently for some sunbathing on our porch. This wasn't unusual for her--she loved the sun--but the timing was suspicious. She had to know Tanner would be there soon, right? The bikini itself was technically decent enough, but Tanner was about to get an eyeful, for sure.
As if on cue, Tanner drove up to our house half an hour later. He unloaded all of his equipment from his truck before making his way onto the lawn. For the moment, at least, he was still shirted, but it was a sweltering day. It wouldn't stay on long, I was sure. As he prepared to start the mower, Amanda stood from her chair.
"Oh, hey, Tanner!" she said, as if she was surprised to see him.
I half expected Tanner's mouth to drop open, seeing my wife greet him while wearing a bikini like that. But to his credit, Tanner kept his cool. "Oh, hey, Mrs. Long. Getting some sun this morning?"
"Yeah, figured I should before it got too hot out. Don't worry about bothering me with your mowing though--I'll stay up here on the porch out of your way."
"Sounds good. I'll try and be fast, so I can get out of your hair."
"Take your time! It's not like I have anything better to do," my wife responded, the smile clear in her voice.
Tanner gave her a thumbs up and then began his work. Amanda settled back down into her chair.
I received a few alerts over the next several minutes, but they were all false alarms, either from Amanda adjusting her position in the chair or Tanner making a pass on the mower.
But after an hour, I finally received a real one. By now, Tanner had lost his shirt, and he made his way onto the porch, no doubt to collect the money for his work.
Amanda watched him approach. "All done?"
"Yeah. You can send me the money whenever. You mind if I rest with you up here for a bit though before I head to the next house? I need to cool off."
"That's fine, do whatever you need to do," Amanda said without moving. "I'll just be here enjoying the sun."
Tanner sat down in the chair on the other side of the door. He took a deep swig from his water bottle, before he looked over at Amanda, obviously enjoying the view.
"You know, if you need to add some more tanning oil, I'd be happy to lend a hand. Help you get those hard-to-reach places."
"Tanner..." Amanda sighed. "Your enthusiasm is adorable, but you're just a kid. Don't you have a girl your own age to go after?"
"I'd rather go after you. Besides, I'm 18. Anything after that, age is just a number, right?"
"I don't know about that. Plus, as you seem to keep forgetting, I'm married. That means all of your little flirty games won't get anywhere with me."
"We'll see about that." Tanner replied. "Now, about that oil..."
The kid had balls, I thought to myself.
Amanda threw up her hands in exasperation. "Have you been ignoring everything I've been saying? If you refuse to hear that, then at least hear this. Number one rule when it comes to people you're not in a relationship with. Looking is fine. Touching is not. Got it?"
Tanner stroked his chin thoughtfully. "So, you're saying as long as I don't touch you, then I can look all I want?"
"That's not what I said, but sure, knock yourself out. I'll just ignore you like I always do." Amanda said, sitting back in her chair.
Tanner apparently decided to put Amanda to the test. He stood from his chair and walked right in front of Amanda's, just inches in front of her, but carefully avoiding touching her. Even from the camera I could see him make a show of running his eyes up and down Amanda's barely-covered body. True to her word, Amanda ignored this, but whether due to stubbornness or because she was flattered, I couldn't be sure.
They kept this up for a couple minutes, before Tanner must have realized he wasn't going to get any further with that approach. He sighed and walked to Amanda's left side, just in front of the door camera.
"Look, you might be taken, so I can't touch you, but I'm single. That means there's nothing stopping you from touching me, right? So here. Touch me. I know you want to feel these abs."
Before Amanda could respond, he took her hand and pressed it against his bare six-pack.
"So... not bad huh?"
Amanda looked at him over her sunglasses, as if she'd never been more unimpressed. "Congrats, Tanner, you have abs. Now, may I please have my hand back?"
"You have to admit they're pretty nice though, right?" Tanner persisted, keeping Amanda's hand against him. "Just tell me they're nice, and I'll let go."
"I don't have to tell you anything. Now, give me my hand back. I won't ask again."
I could hear the heat rising in Amanda's tone. If Tanner was smart, he'd back off.
But Tanner went the opposite direction. Instead of releasing Amanda's hand, he pushed it lower, down over his shorts. "How about that? That impress you?"
Amanda jerked her hand back like she'd burned it. "Okay that's enough, Tanner. This was cute at first, but you've taken it too far. You need to leave."
"Relax, I was just messing with you. I didn't mean anything by it," Tanner said as if Amanda just couldn't take a joke.
"I mean it, Tanner. Leave now, or I'm telling Brian."
"Fine, I'm leaving. No need to get all flustered. Besides, I know you liked what you felt," he said as he left the porch.
"Whatever you say, Tanner," Amanda responded, already settling back in her chair.
"See you next week!" He yelled as he got back in his truck.
I knew Amanda hadn't been too bothered by Tanner's harassment because she wouldn't have let it go so easily if she had. But I couldn't tell exactly how she did feel about it. On the one hand, she was very tolerant of Tanner's advances, but on the other hand, she did cut him off once he had crossed the no-touching line. I suspected even if she didn't plan to take it any further, Amanda enjoyed Tanner's attention.
Still, I was beginning to appreciate that even though I was the one who set this situation in motion, it had now taken on a life of its own. I no longer controlled it. It was equal parts exhilarating and terrifying because I didn't know where it would end. Yes, I could put a stop to it, but my compulsion to let this play out wouldn't be denied. For better or worse, I was going to see it through to the end, whatever it may be.
And yet passively watching wasn't enough. For me, the thrill was watching how my wife responded to the situation I put her in. She'd kept her dignity intact so far, but what if I increased the pressure? What would she do then?
This is how I decided to begin withholding sex from Amanda, to let her sexual desire build up without a release. We normally slept together once a week... how long would it take before her mounting lust affected her judgment? Would she be able to resist Tanner's advances then?
I knew this was an incredibly stupid decision. What did I expect to happen? Either I finally wore Amanda down enough for her to give in to Tanner, or she got pissed at me for not taking care of her needs. There was no winning in this scenario. No matter what happened, it would strain our marriage, if not destroy it completely. And, for what, a temporary thrill? But I just couldn't stop. I was like a man possessed.
Over the next few weeks, I could feel Amanda's tension rising. As planned, I stopped initiating sex with her, and the couple times she tried to initiate it, I found an excuse to put her off. A part of me felt bad about denying my wife, but I was too committed to stop.
Tanner continued to show each Friday, and although he didn't try to start anything else with Amanda, he kept up his flirting. Amanda maintained her distance, but I had to wonder if her resolve had begun to falter yet. Neither of them addressed the touching incident.
As summer break came to a close, though, I began to wonder if the situation had played itself out. In just a couple weeks, Amanda would return to teaching, and Tanner ostensibly would be leaving for college. Despite myself, I was disappointed by the anti-climactic end, but I admitted it was probably for the best.
I considered taking down the hidden cameras inside the house to reduce the risk of Amanda finding one, but ultimately, I decided to leave them--at least a bit longer. In the off-chance something did happen, I wasn't going to miss it.
My patience paid off.
Just two Fridays before school started, I received a notification that Tanner was at the door. But he was a bit earlier than normal, maybe by an hour, and it was clear he hadn't started mowing yet, even though his shirt was off. This was new.
I heard Amanda open the door.
"Oh, Mrs. Long!" Tanner said with surprise, as if he hadn't been expecting her. "I'm sorry to bother you. Is this a bad time?"
I could hear my wife's voice clearly, even though I couldn't see her. "No, it's fine. What do you need, Tanner?" Amanda sounded impatient.
"It's just that I accidentally knocked my water bottle over. Would it be okay if I came in and used your sink to fill it up again?" Tanner held up the empty bottle for her to see.
Amanda was silent for a second, and then I heard her sigh. "Yeah, c'mon in, Tanner. Let's get you taken care of."
I watched Tanner disappear inside my house. I kept expecting him to walk back out a short time later, but minutes passed, and he still hadn't. What was going on in there? It killed me not to know, but there was nothing I could do about it now. I'd just have to wait for a chance to access my hidden cameras.
Finally, after about an hour, I saw Tanner walk back out, full water bottle in hand. There was no sign that anything untoward had occurred, and he started his mower like he was picking up right where he'd left off. I didn't see Amanda again. What had happened in there?
I waited to see if Tanner would return to the door, for his payment if nothing else, but he didn't. He finished his job, loaded his truck, and then he was off.
Work couldn't end soon enough. I needed to know what went down.
When I arrived home, I couldn't see anything out of place. Amanda greeted me like normal, with no special news or updates. She did seem a bit distant, but nothing too far out of the ordinary. I'd hoped to check the cameras as soon as I could, but unfortunately, I never got the opportunity that night, since Amanda never left me alone. It looked like I would have to wait until the next morning when she was sleeping in.
After a restless night, I finally got out of bed and began my retrieval process. It was tricky, because I had to go between multiple cameras and find the appropriate times on each, but I did it. It quickly became apparent that I had indeed missed something major, but it wasn't until I snuck back into our bedroom and retrieved its camera feed that I had the full picture. I returned to the downstairs couch and watched it.
At long last, I knew what had happened.
It all started before Tanner had even arrived. After I'd left for work, Amanda eventually came out of the bedroom, got herself some breakfast, then went back upstairs to freshen up. It was then that Tanner pulled up to our house, but rather than mow first, he'd gone straight to the door. When he rang the doorbell, Amanda was in the middle of a shower. I could see the annoyance on Amanda's face as she exited, hair still dripping, but she quickly wrapped herself in a towel and headed downstairs to answer the door.
That was why Tanner had seemed so surprised to see my wife; it was because she'd greeted him wearing a towel and nothing else.
The next exchange was what I'd seen on the doorbell camera; Tanner asked for water and Amanda let him inside.
From there, they headed to the kitchen, and Amanda started the faucet running for him. Tanner put his bottle under the spout, and then they waited as it slowly filled.
They stood there awkwardly, my wife in nothing but her towel next to the half-naked young man who'd flirted relentlessly with her all summer. Even through the camera, I could feel the tension. Eventually though, the bottle filled, ending the moment. Tanner removed it and sat it on the counter.
"Sorry again for bothering you, Mrs. Long," Tanner said, sounding sincerely apologetic. "I didn't realize you were in the shower. You could have dressed first. I wouldn't have minded the wait."
"It's fine," Amanda said dismissively. "It's not like you're seeing anything you haven't seen before."
Tanner must have taken that as a sign that he was still in her good graces. "For what it's worth, Mrs. Long, you do have an amazing body."
"Thanks, Tanner. I think you'll do well with girls at college."
"I don't want girls at college, though. You're the one I really want."
Amanda sighed. "Tanner, I've told you so many times why you should stop with this game. I'm much too old for you. I'm married. Hell, my husband is the only reason you're here in the first place. But still you persist."
"I know what I want," Tanner shrugged.
"I don't think you do," Amanda said, unconvinced.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
Amanda smiled. "You're all about the chase. You like being the pursuer. But like a dog going after a car, you wouldn't know what to do if you actually caught it."
"Oh, I'd know what to do," Tanner said confidently.
"Oh yeah? And what would that be?" Amanda challenged.
Tanner's self-assuredness wavered. "Well, I mean..."
"See? That's what I thought," Amanda said triumphantly.
"Hey, just because I can't tell you on the spot doesn't mean anything. I'd have to be in the moment first. Then I'd do what felt right."
"Okay, so let's say the moment's here. Congratulations, Tanner! You've caught the car at long last. It's your move. Let's see what you've got, young man." Amanda put a hand on her hip, her posture signaling that she was waiting impatiently.
I could tell Tanner sensed a trap. Surely my wife was just teasing him, right? "Just because you say the moment is here doesn't mean it really is. How do I know for sure? What if the car's just pretending to be caught? It's always claimed to be uncatchable."
Amanda shrugged. "Maybe the car's tired of running. Maybe it wants to see what it's like to be caught. Who knows? I guess that's a risk the dog will just have to take. The only question is, what's the dog gonna do now?"
Tanner stared uncertainly. Could it be possible that Amanda was telling the truth, that she wasn't just messing with him? Was the moment he'd been waiting for all summer actually here? After a few seconds, he shrugged in a 'fuck-it' gesture. "All right, fine. You asked for it, so I'll show you."



Tanner stepped towards Amanda. As he closed the distance between them, she made no attempt to stop him or back away. Tanner grasped Amanda's hand that was holding her towel in place and gently lifted it. Without her hand's pressure against it, the towel unraveled and fell to the floor, leaving Amanda's tanned body completely exposed to the young man.
"Hm, that's a good start," Amanda said, staring into Tanner's wide eyes. "Still afraid the car's going to run away?"
Tanner shook his head slowly. "I just can't believe this is happening. I've waited so long for this. You're so fucking hot, Mrs. Long."
"Thanks. You don't look so bad yourself. But why don't we drop the act? Show me what you've wanted to do to me all summer."
At this point in the video, I was already rock hard. I couldn't believe this temptress had been hiding inside my wife all these years. I'd caught small glimpses here and there, but nothing like this. Amanda was pure sex. I began to stroke myself as the scene continued to play out.
Tanner didn't need any more encouragement. He reached around my wife and pulled her into his arms, his bare chest against hers. Tanner was just a bit taller than Amanda, so he leaned in as he began to kiss her. At first, he seemed a bit hesitant, as if he was worried about frightening her off, but as their kisses continued, he became increasingly heated. I could see Amanda smile in response to Tanner's growing passion. She reached behind his head and pulled him against her, matching his intensity.
Tanner's hands began to wander over Amanda's body, tracing down her back, over her hips, and then to her ass, which he gave a healthy squeeze. Amanda let her own hands drop from Tanner's head, running them across his chest and then down to caress the abs that she had been so impressed by. She didn't stop there though. She continued her hands' downward trek until she reached Tanner's shorts... and then slipped them inside. Tanner gasped and broke their kiss, looking down as Amanda freed his erection from his underwear.
"Remember when you made me touch this a month ago? Is this what you wanted?" Amanda said, softly grasping the teen's cock.
Tanner nodded obediently, as Amanda began to tease it lightly with her fingers. At first, it looked like Amanda might begin to stroke him, but instead, she withdrew her hands and stepped away from Tanner.
"What do you say we take this upstairs?" Amanda said seductively, holding out her hand. "Leave the shorts here, though."
Tanner quickly removed them, tossing them on the floor. He then accepted my wife's offered hand, and she led him to the staircase. She went up first, allowing Tanner a close-up of her ass as they climbed. He slapped a cheek on the way, eliciting a soft squeal from Amanda. I hadn't seen my wife so playfully horny in years.
Once they reached the top, Amanda took Tanner's hand again and led him to our bedroom. She then crawled onto our bed, flipped onto her back, and spread her legs, mirroring her final pose in the anniversary pictures I'd let Tanner discover on my laptop. Tanner stood by the door, taking in the view.
"Have you ever been with a woman before?" Amanda asked coolly.
"Of course," Tanner said off-handedly, as he walked up to the bed, cock still at full attention.
"I don't mean any girls your age. Have you ever been with a real woman before?" my wife repeated.
Tanner paused, before shaking his head. "I guess not."
"Nothing wrong with that. But I will give you some advice. Don't worry about trying to impress me. Worry about yourself. You do whatever feels good to you, and I promise I'll enjoy it. Got it?"
"Got it."
"Good," Amanda said, satisfied. "Now, get up here and finish what you started."
Tanner jumped on the bed and climbed between my wife's legs. Without any foreplay, he immediately began rubbing his cock against her vagina, its head sliding up and down between her lips. I'd no doubt that Amanda was plenty wet by this point; and sure enough, a second later I saw Tanner slip inside her--his cock had found her opening.
He continued to press into Amanda until he succeeded in burying his entire length inside her. For the first time in our marriage, my wife was taking a cock other than mine. I knew I should be furious at her infidelity, but all I could feel was my own arousal. I thought back to the day that Amanda had first seen Tanner and his abs. I wondered if she could have possibly imagined that in just a few months the young man would be rawdogging her in our marital bed.
Tanner began to grunt as he thrust against my wife, the two of them quickly developing a rhythm. The sound of their bodies slapping together was clearly audible in the video, mixing with their growing moans of pleasure. I could tell Tanner was quickly becoming overwhelmed in his ecstasy, but I was still surprised when he jerked back suddenly, pulling out of Amanda. A second later, cum began to jet from his cock as he sprayed my wife with his seed. He had lasted a couple of minutes, tops.
After he'd finished, he collapsed backwards onto the bed, winded. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Long. I just couldn't hold back anymore."
Amanda just smiled, grabbing a hand towel from her bedside table and wiping Tanner's jizz off her body. "Don't apologize. I told you not to worry about impressing me. Besides, it's kind of flattering that I was able to get you off so quickly."
"Huh. Well, you're welcome then, I guess." Tanner shrugged. He started to move off the bed, but Amanda stopped him.
"Oh, we're not done here," she said sternly. "You think I decided to fuck you for your benefit? I haven't gotten off in weeks."
"I guess I didn't think of it like that," Tanner said uncertainly. "What, do you want me to eat you out or something?"
"Actually, I had something else in mind. Scoot a bit closer to me," Amanda said, patting the open space between her legs.
Tanner followed her instructions and pulled himself back towards Amanda. He sat facing her, his legs running under hers while he supported himself with his hands behind him. Even though Tanner had already finished, his cock fully limp now, it was still quite the intimate position. They were essentially mirror-imaging each other, their pelvises just inches apart.
"That's better. Some women need physical contact to get off, but I don't. I just need to feel a connection. To feel wanted. Do you want me, Tanner?" my wife asked innocently.
"You know I do," Tanner answered softly.
"Even though I'm married? Even though I'm twice your age?" Amanda reached down to her clit and began to rub herself.
"Oh, fuck, Mrs. Long," Tanner whispered, realizing what she was doing. "Yes, even though you're married and twice my age. That just makes you hotter."
"Mmmmm," Amanda whimpered. "How long have you wanted me?"
"Since I first saw you. You've got an amazing body."
"Oh yeah? What do you like about my body?" Amanda looked at Tanner intensely, the pace of her hand increasing slightly.
"You're like the perfect MILF. Tan skin, nice boobs, great ass. When I saw you in that flag bikini, I thought I would die."
"Did you go home and jerk off to me that day?"
Tanner smiled sheepishly. "I've been jerking off to you pretty much every day this summer."
Amanda's breaths were becoming more ragged. "Oh, Tanner. I had no idea... I didn't realize I had such an effect on you. I thought you were just flirty. Did you think you'd ever actually get to fuck me?"
"I hoped so. Mr. Long told me about what you said about my abs."
Amanda tilted her head slightly at this revelation. "Did he? I specifically told him not to share that. Oh well. I guess I can't be mad at him now that I've had your cock inside me. Besides, he was right. I do think your abs are fantastic. You're so young and fit. I'd always wondered how you'd feel to the touch."
"Did you ever fantasize about me?" Tanner asked, Amanda now playing with herself at full speed.
"Sometimes." Amanda admitted. "Usually when I was alone at home... But sometimes when Mr. Long and I were making love, I pretended it was you instead... ohhhh!" Amanda's mouth dropped open slightly as a jolt of pleasure shot through her. I could tell she was getting close.
"Guess you aren't as innocent as you pretend then, huh?" Tanner asked, fascinated that these back and forths were having such an effect on her. He began to stroke her legs gently.
"No..." Amanda gasped at his touch. She was very close now. "I'm such a bad little wife... letting myself be seduced... by the lawn boy. Oh fuck!"
"Such a bad little wife," Tanner echoed, "with such a tight little pussy." I saw that his cock was starting to show signs of life again.
"Pussy just waiting for you. OH!" Amanda let her head fall backwards as her body began to stiffen, her hand maintaining its frantic rhythm on her clit. "OH FUCK!"
Amanda's body seemed to pull into itself as all her muscles fired at once, her orgasm tearing through her like lightning. Tanner watched open-mouthed as my wife spasmed around him. I wondered if he'd ever seen a woman orgasm in person; a real one, not the fake ones in porn that are heavy on noise and light on everything else.
Finally, my wife came back to herself. "Holy shit," she breathed deep, trying to regain her breath. "Tanner, that was amazing."
"I didn't even do anything really," he said, somewhat petulantly.
"You did plenty, trust me. I haven't had an orgasm like that in years," Amanda said, sitting up and giving Tanner a passionate kiss. Surprisingly, he returned it with the same intensity. It looked like he had some life left in him after all.
Amanda was surprised as well. She looked down and saw that Tanner was at half-mast again. "Oh, looks like someone might need to go for another round. I'm not used to my partner rebounding so fast."
"Hey, just because I went out quickly doesn't mean I can't jump back in." Tanner said. He sounded like he wanted another chance to prove himself.
"Mmm. I hope you're right, because I'm still fired up too. Let's see what that young body of yours can do." Before Tanner could react, she pushed him backwards, so that he was now lying flat against the bed. She quickly pulled herself over his body, straddling him.
"Oh, damn. I never took you for a cougar," Tanner said, impressed at my wife's eagerness.
"Guess you brought it out of me," Amanda replied, as she leaned down to kiss him. They kissed softly for several moments; Tanner's hands resumed their exploration of my wife's body, before settling on her ass. He fondled it appreciatively, squeezing a cheek with each hand. In response, Amanda began to rub her body against Tanner's; her breasts dragging against his firm chest and her pelvis stroking Tanner's cock that had become trapped between them.
They continued kissing and teasing each other for several moments before Tanner broke the silence. "Mrs. Long, you're so fucking hot."
"My name's Amanda," my wife said, her voice full of lust.
"Amanda... I want you so bad," Tanner said, voice cracking with desperate horniness.
Amanda moved a hand to Tanner's fully reinvigorated cock, grasping it. Then, slowly, she maneuvered her body so that its head was once again at her entrance. At last, she lowered herself slightly onto it, but only enough that his tip penetrated her, nothing more.
"You mean like this?" she asked teasingly.
Tanner tried to push his hips upwards to force more of himself inside, but Amanda rose up with him, preventing it.
"Amanda... please..." Tanner pleaded. The young teen was clearly not prepared to be trapped on the edge of sexual fulfillment like this.
"I'll give you what you want," Amanda reassured him. "But first, promise me that you'll keep this between us. No bragging to your friends. No talking about it online. And definitely no hinting to my husband. Got it? I need your word."
"I promise!" Tanner gasped, still trying desperately to push himself deeper.
"Thank you." Amanda smiled, as she finally allowed herself to sink onto Tanner's hips, taking him fully into her for the second time that morning.
"Oh, fuck!" Tanner exclaimed, his torment finally ended.
Amanda bit her lip reflexively as she adjusted to Tanner's size. "Oh, Tanner. You really do have a nice cock." She adjusted her legs underneath her to support her weight as she began to slowly move herself up and down on it.
Tanner seemed hypnotized by the sight of his rod repeatedly disappearing into my wife's pussy. She began to ride him like a seasoned cowgirl, letting her pussy work its magic on him. Despite the intensely erotic scene, Tanner was lasting much longer this round--no doubt because he'd already cum once.
After a few minutes of passionate fucking, though, Amanda's endurance finally gave out. She fell forward over Tanner, his cock still inside her.
"I'm gonna need you to finish me," Amanda said, trying to catch her breath.
"Okay," Tanner acknowledged. He pulled his feet towards his body so that his thighs were now pressed against Amanda's ass, supporting her. He began to thrust upwards against her, and soon they'd re-established their rhythm.
I watched as this teenager gave my wife everything he had... and she took it. Her boobs bounced rhythmically against his muscled chest... his strong arms wrapped around her as he thrust deeper and deeper into her womb... reaching parts of her that no man besides me had any right to reach... I saw Amanda's ecstasy grow... her ass rippling against each of Tanner's thrusts... her still-damp hair framing her face as it filled with pleasure.
It was all too much for me, and I came then and there, right on the couch. I barely noticed the mess I'd made, though, as I was still enraptured by the video.
The illicit lovers weren't far behind me. My wife came first, and I saw her melt into Tanner's arms as she was struck by her second orgasm. Feeling my wife's pussy contract around his cock must have been Tanner's breaking point, because a moment later, he thrust powerfully upwards, his head falling back, mouth open. Whatever sperm Tanner had left was sent swimming through my wife's cervix.
They lay intertwined like that for several seconds, catching their breath and basking in the afterglow.
"God damn, Amanda," Tanner whispered in awe, staring into her eyes. "That was better than I ever imagined."
"You weren't so bad yourself," Amanda said as she let herself fall backwards onto the bed, Tanner's limp cock slipping out of her. She stood and made her way to the bathroom. "I gotta go pee now, but you can rest up a minute if you need it."
Tanner gave a thumbs up and collapsed onto the bed, still recovering. After a couple of minutes, Amanda came back out, and Tanner left the bed for his chance in the bathroom. As they passed each other, Tanner caught her briefly in his arms and kissed her on the lips. Amanda smiled playfully and pushed him gently away. "C'mon, now, Tanner. I think we've had enough fun. I couldn't go another round even if I wanted to."
"I just wanted to taste your lips again," Tanner grinned back before he disappeared into the bathroom. Amanda returned to the bed and began straightening it, fixing the sheets and covers, hiding the evidence of her dalliance. By the time Tanner emerged again, it was like the bed had never been disturbed.
"Well, Tanner, as incredible as this has been, I think it's time we got you dressed and on your way," Amanda said, as she began pulling on her own clothes. Tanner watched her for a second--getting a last look at her naked body--before he nodded his agreement.
Once Amanda was fully clothed, she led Tanner back out of the room and down the stairs. They returned to the kitchen where Tanner's clothes had been discarded, and he put them back on... everything but his shirt, at least. Amanda gave one final caress across Tanner's stomach. "My lawn boy with the abs... you're gonna get me into trouble for sure."
"Does this mean you and Mr. Long are going to get divorced?" Tanner asked, a little too eagerly.
Amanda laughed. "I think it'll take more than one fling for me to get divorced."
"What if we make it two flings?"
Amanda smiled. "Are you trying to get me divorced? Or do you just want more of me?"
"Why not both?"
"You're cute, Tanner, but let's not make too much out of this. This morning was just me letting off steam that's been building for weeks. I wouldn't count on it happening again. And certainly not me divorcing Mr. Long."
"You say that now, but you also told me all summer that this would never happen at all." Tanner pointed out.
I could see Amanda shift uncomfortably. She changed the subject. "Well, I think it's time for you to get started on our lawn. I'll go ahead and pay you for it. Consider our fling a bonus for all your hard work."
Tanner grinned. "I could get used to those kinds of bonuses. But you're right, I do need to get a move on. Your lawn first, and others after that. But I'll see you next week?"
"Yes, but like I said, don't count on anything." Amanda warned.
"I won't," Tanner promised with a wink. He grabbed his water bottle--the one that started this whole fling--and made his way to the front of the house. And just like that, he was out the door, leaving my freshly fucked wife alone in the house again.
Amanda collapsed against the counter and held her head in her hands. "Holy fuck," she whispered, staring into space.
And that was the end of the encounter.
I continued watching for a bit longer, but after Tanner left, Amanda went about her day like normal, as if she hadn't just had the hottest fuck of her life with our 18-year-old neighborhood lawn boy.
As I stopped the video, my mind was reeling... partially from my earlier orgasm and partially because the full weight of what I'd done crashed onto me. My wife fucked another man... and she loved it. It was my own fault, of course. I'd started this whole thing, but now it was long past the point of being a harmless fantasy. It was my own marriage I'd been undermining. Who knew what sort of permanent damage I'd done to it?
The real kicker was that it wasn't even over yet. Tanner had two more scheduled visits, plus all the weekdays he could visit when I was at work. Despite Amanda's cautions, I suspected that she and Tanner hadn't fully finished with each other.
The question was how did I feel about that? Could I stop it? Did I want to? How much further might it still go if I didn't step in? I honestly wasn't sure--about any of it. I needed to decide fast though. The weekend would be over before I knew it, and Amanda would be alone in the house again.
I laid on the couch and pondered the mess I'd made.
Ending note: I realize this conclusion is open-ended. That is intentional. Giving a firm resolution would greatly increase the story's length, and even then, I'm not sure it would be any more satisfying. That said, I may decide in the future that I have more to say about Brian, Amanda, and Tanner. But for now, this is where I leave them.
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Hello. My name is Ryan. This is the story of how my mother-in-law and I developed a new side to our relationship.
Some background info—I'm a thirty-year-old man and have been married to my wife Susanne for about 8 years now. I'd say it was a comfortable marriage, even if we didn't have the spark we once did. No kids yet, although we'd decided to start trying in the near future. Overall, I was happy with our life together, and aside from some innocent fantasies, I had no interest in pursuing other women.
Susanne is an only child and relatively close with her parents, Amy and Carl. Amy and Carl are in their mid-fifties, and although Carl has let himself go physically, Amy is in very good shape. I don't know how common it is for husbands to be attracted to their mothers-in-law—although I have my suspicions—but it does make a certain kind of sense. The saying 'like mother, like daughter' exists for a reason.
Plus, Amy is objectively an attractive lady. She's a bit shorter than me, with dirty blond hair, blue eyes, and amazingly smooth skin that you'd expect to see on a much younger woman. The years and motherhood had flattened Amy's curves somewhat, but I'd later discover they were still there, even if not as firm as they'd once been.
Still, our age difference muddied the waters a bit. Even as gracefully as Amy had aged, I didn't see her as a possible target of attraction at first. Women over forty were usually invisible to me in that sense.
But as I've gotten older, I've noticed my taste in women broadening. I still prefer women my age, but I've found more and more outliers the past few years. For example, I had an older coworker who I'd never paid much attention to... until I went home one day and realized that she'd been flirting with me all shift. That realization was like a wrecking ball in my brain, destroying my perception of who might be attracted to me... and vice versa. After that realization, I began to see my coworker in a new light... and I realized that despite her not fitting my usual 'type', she was attractive in her own way. I never initiated anything with her, but she did become a feature in my fantasy reel for a while.
My 'aha!' moment with my mother-in-law was even more basic. Amy and Carl visited us one fall and helped me with some yardwork. Carl gassed out quickly and headed back inside, but Amy continued to work alone with me. We were pulling weeds from our flower bed when Amy encountered a particularly troublesome plant that refused to release from the ground. I heard her struggles, so I dutifully walked over to offer my assistance, but Amy waved me off. She could be stubborn like that.
And so, she continued to tug at the equally stubborn weed, straightening her legs and using her weight against it. This left her basically bent over right in front of me, her ass hanging in the air close enough to grab. I remember thinking to myself that if Amy wasn't my mother-in-law, I'd suspect she was giving me a show on purpose.
But then the wrecking-ball came for my brain once again. What if she was? After all, Amy wouldn't be the first older woman who'd done some innocent flirting with me. Sure, I was her son-in-law, but maybe she wasn't picky where she got her excitement from.
Looking back, I don't think Amy was showing off intentionally, but the mark on me had been made. My attraction-floodgates were open.
As Amy continued to fight the weed, her body straining against it, I began to look over her body with fresh eyes. As recently as a minute ago, I'd seen her as just another older woman wearing old-fashioned clothes, but now I saw just how in-shape Amy was. I noticed her toned arms, her tight legs, her smooth skin... hell, even her ass looked good, despite her unflattering jeans. I wondered how I hadn't appreciated her like this before.
I was still reveling in my discovery when Amy suddenly looked back at me. I knew she'd absolutely caught me checking her out, but Amy didn't say anything other than to admit she needed help after all. Pretending like nothing was out of the ordinary, I stepped next to her and took over, my hands accidentally brushing over hers in the process. It was an innocent touch, but coming right after I'd been busted staring, I knew how it might seem to Amy.
Neither of us acknowledged it though, and I was able to finally remove the stubborn weed after a small struggle. Amy thanked me, and we moved on with our work, but the moment stuck in my mind. I began to fantasize about Amy after that, and even though it was such a small encounter, I'll admit she became one of my favorite masturbation focuses.
For maybe a year after that, there were no major changes in our relationship, but I did begin to push our established boundaries in subtle ways. For example, whenever we hugged each other, I held her just a bit tighter and longer, enjoying the sensation of her body against mine. I began to tease her a bit more too—not flirting exactly, but definitely flirting-adjacent.
Maybe most boldly, I found ways to touch her more often. Nothing inappropriate, but little touches like a pat on the back, a grasping of her arm, or a quick run of my fingertips along the base of her neck. I sprinkled these throughout our normal interactions, hoping that by keeping it casual, my true intentions wouldn't be given away.
Normally I wouldn't have pushed these boundaries with one of my fantasy-women, because I knew that even small acts could be a slippery slope into something more. But I figured I'd be okay with Amy. After all, she was my mother-in-law. People slide into affairs with coworkers all the time; nobody ever actually sleeps with their wife's mom. Because I knew it would never go further, I figured what harm could there be in some innocent fun?
And at first, that's all it was. Even better, our relationship improved significantly during this time. Amy wasn't a bad mother-in-law by any means, but we'd never really clicked before. Part of it was probably our generational difference, but I suspected the bigger reason was her job. Amy was a risk manager nurse for a regional hospital group, and her job often entailed being the bad guy, whether to out-of-line hospital employees or overly litigious patients. Overall, Amy was a nice person... but she never fully shook her 'you-don't-mess-with-me' attitude even when she wasn't at work.
But once my perspective of her changed, we did become more comfortable around each other. We laughed at each other in new ways, talked with each other more frequently, and exchanged friendly 'love-yous' all the time. Even Susanne noticed the shift in our dynamic, complimenting me with how impressed she was that I was getting along so well with her mom. Turns out it's easier to connect with someone if you're beating off to them semi-regularly.
I don't know if what happened next was inevitable, or if it was a random twist of fate. In the end, the result is the same—it happened.
Susanne and I were visiting her parents for Father's Day weekend. Susanne had planned a father-daughter date to surprise Carl with, and she'd brought me along to keep her mom from getting too lonely in the meantime. It was a sweet gesture—a dinner and a movie—and I knew her dad would love it. I wasn't necessarily thrilled to spend an evening alone with Amy, even with our new dynamic, but I knew it was the husbandly thing to do.
The weekend did get off to a bit of a rocky start. Carl had just been diagnosed with another small skin cancer, and Amy harassed him for not listening to her and being more careful in the sunlight. Eventually Susanne intervened and told her to drop it, but it set an awkward tone. Amy gave me a parting shot too, saying that she hoped I'd take better care of myself than Carl did, especially since as a pale redhead, I was very high risk myself. I'd just nodded obediently and changed the subject.
Fortunately, the weekend did improve. We had a nice at-home dinner that Friday night, watched some TV, and went our separate ways to bed—me being sure to give Amy another long hug goodnight, of course.
Saturday is when everything changed. My first foretaste happened that morning while Amy prepped to hem my pants. I'd bought some dress pants from a men's clothing store but forgotten to have them pre-hemmed. For now, they were essentially unwearable with the legs extra-long and the fabric hanging loose. Neither Susanne nor I had experience hemming clothes, so I took them back to the store just to be told that because the pants had been outside of their protective packaging, I'd need them dry-cleaned before they could be worked on. I was very frustrated and refused to give them any more business. Instead, I'd asked Amy if she'd mind handling it for me with her sewing machine.
And so, I found myself standing on an ottoman in Amy and Carl's living room, dress pants on as Amy fitted them around me. Susanne was there too, so it was far from a private experience. Yet as Amy ran her hands along my feet and calves, finding the right places to pin the fabric, I found myself enjoying her touch more than I should. Occasionally Amy would look up at me and ask me how I liked the length, and I couldn't help but appreciate how she looked on her knees in front of me. The inherent submissiveness in her position is not something I ever expected to see from someone as strong-willed as Amy.
Soon enough though, Amy had the pants fully pinned and the moment passed. I changed back into my jeans and gave her the prepped pants to finish later.
This was such an insignificant moment that I wouldn't have given it a second thought, except I was already primed to appreciate all interactions with Amy. And so this encounter only heightened my focus further. I had the bold thought that if I did some real flirting with Amy in my current state, I could get enough fantasy-material to last me for months. Besides, what was the harm? Husbands compliment their mothers-in-law all the time. I didn't think Amy would give it a second thought.
The rest of the morning and afternoon went by quickly. True to my plan, I did flirt with Amy in small ways, telling her I thought her jeans looked good on her, saying that I hoped Susanne aged as well as she had, and—my personal favorite—giving her a quick neck massage after I helped her clean up lunch. Amy was a good sport about all of this, even flirting a little back, saying that she could tell I'd been working out and Susanne was lucky to have a guy like me.
Amy had never been so openly nice to me before. I should have started this years ago, I thought. Who knew some light flirting was the missing piece to getting along?
Eventually, though, it was time for Susanne and Carl to leave for their father-daughter date. They hugged Amy and me goodbye, Susanne reminding me that I had a job to do keeping her mom entertained in the meantime. I assured her I would, and then they were gone.
Amy and I were now alone.
"Whelp, time for us to figure out dinner for ourselves. You mind frozen pizza?" Amy asked.
I shook my head, so Amy went to start the oven. I followed her into the kitchen as she prepped the pizza, casually observing her movements. She was very mobile for her age, and I enjoyed watching her bustle around. Once she had the pizza cooking, she turned to me.
"You want a beer or something? I'm about to pour myself some wine, if you'd prefer that."
"A beer's fine," I said, as Amy pulled one from the fridge and tossed it to me. I cracked it open and sipped the foam that released.
We began to make small talk as Amy poured herself a rather large glass of Cabernet and began sipping from it. We stayed in the kitchen as the pizza cooked, chatting about our lives, our work, our friends, and so on. I don't know if it was my own perception of Amy that had changed or if she'd warmed to me a bit more, but I was really enjoying myself. I'd never seen Amy so engaging. In fact, she reminded me a lot of Susanne back when we'd first started dating.
The pizza was done a short time later, but we didn't even leave the kitchen to eat it, as we were still engrossed in our conversation. Only once we'd finished our alcohol and food did we finally break our connection to clean up.
"Well, we still probably have another few hours to kill. I'm gonna grab some more wine, and then maybe we can watch some TV?" Amy suggested.
"Sounds good to me. I'll take another beer too, if you don't mind."
"Not at all. I'll grab it for you and meet you on the couch." Amy smiled.
I retreated to the living room and plopped onto the large couch in front of the TV. Amy joined me a minute later, wine in one hand, beer in the other. I took the beer.
"Anything you want to watch?" Amy asked me, offering me the remote.
"You pick. I'm the one who's supposed to entertain you," I pointed out.
Amy put on a comedy show, which we watched silently for ten minutes or so, sipping on our alcohol. About this time, Amy's dog, Bella, made her way up to the couch and jumped into the open spot between us. I began to pet Bella absentmindedly, but then she rolled to her side, inviting me to pet her belly. A sucker for dogs, I turned my full attention to Bella and gave her the belly rub she was waiting for.
Amy noticed my distraction. "Bella's got you wrapped around her paw, I see."
"I couldn't say no to this," I looked at Amy and gestured at Bella flipped next to me. "She asked me so nicely."
"Well, she's definitely enjoying it," Amy said, while giving me an appraising look. "You're good with your hands."
"I just let them go where they feel like they're needed," I shrugged.
"Well, my neck muscles can vouch for your instincts. Even in that short time you worked on me, I feel a lot less tension."
"Happy to help," I said, smiling as I continued to pet Bella.
Amy watched me for a few seconds before smiling back. "Bella says 'thanks, Ryan! I don't get as much attention as I used to! Your hands feel great!'"
I played along. "Oh, you're welcome, Bella! I'm happy to give you all the attention you need!" I switched my gentler belly rubs to more vigorous pats.
Amy continued miming for Bella. "Ohh, that's the spot, Ryan. I like it a bit rough like that."
Amy spoke so casually that I almost didn't notice the potential double meaning behind her words. If it had come from any other woman, I would have thought she was coming on to me. But this was Amy—my mother-in-law that I'd known for years. Surely, it was a coincidence, right?
"Oh yeah, you like it a bit rough, Bella?" I tested, continuing my pats along her belly.
"I do," Amy said in her Bella-voice. "Not too rough, though. Just enough to remind me there's a man in the house who can take care of me."
Holy shit! Could Amy really be doing this? I tested further. "Aw, poor Bella. Does Carl not give you enough attention?"
Amy fake-pouted. "No, he doesn't. I've been so lonely, just waiting for a man to love me again."
My mind was reeling by this point, but I didn't get the chance to test more. Bella, apparently tired of my pats, slid off the couch and walked away, back to her crate in the storage room.
I laughed and directed myself back at Amy. "I guess she decided she had enough attention after all."
Amy shrugged, the game over. "Who knows with Bella. Maybe she just got sleepy again."
Silence hung in the air for a moment, and so we looked back to the TV. But I was no longer paying attention to it, my brain replaying the last few minutes. Flirting was one thing, but Amy was doing more than some innocent flirting. Assuming she'd been doing it on purpose, of course. But the fact was I couldn't tell. I didn't know if she'd been coming on to me or if she thought it was just more innocent flirting or if it was all a coincidence and Amy really had just been acting as Bella. I just didn't know.
It didn't really matter, because it's not like I was going to try anything, but the uncertainty still tugged at me.
"Thanks for agreeing to keep me company tonight," Amy said, turning her attention away from the TV. "I know you have other things you'd rather be doing than hanging out with your old mother-in-law."
"It's no trouble at all! You're far from old, and besides, I'm having fun," I replied, and I meant it.
"That's sweet, Ryan. And I'm having fun too." Amy smiled. "So, since it's just the two of us, I've got a question I'd like to ask."
My heart picked up its pace. Surely not, I thought, but I just nodded for her to continue.
"You and Susanne have been together for a while now. Should I be expecting grandkids at some point?"
I couldn't help but laugh. Not the question I'd been expecting. Amy misinterpreted my laughter, because she quickly followed with, "I understand if it's none of my business. I just couldn't resist asking. Blame the wine."
"No, no, it's fine," I reassured her. "You just caught me off-guard. But yes, you can expect grandkids. Susanne and I have been talking about trying soon, in fact."
Amy's face lit up, like I'd let her in on a big secret. "Ryan! That's so exciting! I'll admit I was a little worried that you guys might not want kids. Or at least not Susanne—I know she's told me in the past that she's not always been thrilled about the sex part of making babies."
I blushed at that. I didn't realize Susanne talked about her sex life with her mom.
"I mean, I think we're both on board with the idea of kids. I can't speak to the rest though," I replied awkwardly.
"Don't be embarrassed, Ryan. You know Susanne and I have always been close," Amy said, brushing off my discomfort. "Are you guys doing okay though? Sex is a healthy part of marriage. When libidos are mismatched, that can cause all sorts of other problems in the relationship. I just want to make sure my daughter isn't causing needless frustration. I want the best for both of you."
Even as much as I'd been connecting with Amy this evening, I wasn't ready for this conversation. Sure, maybe Susanne wasn't as into sex as she'd once been, but I didn't think that was any of Amy's business. "Susanne and I are doing great. I appreciate the concern though," I responded dismissively.
Amy looked at me pointedly. "We don't have to talk about it, but I do want you to understand that if either of you are frustrated, ignoring it won't help anyone. I apologize if this is too personal, but Carl and I went through something similar, except I was the one with the higher drive. Carl just thought I cared more for physical intimacy than emotional intimacy, but he didn't realize that for me physical intimacy IS emotional intimacy. Still, I let it go, and there's been a distance between us ever since. I wish I'd addressed this decades ago, but now it feels too late."
I was becoming more uncomfortable now. If this had been one of my fantasies, I would have said something about how maybe I could help us both out. But this wasn't a fantasy. Here in the real world, I thought there's no way such a clumsy come-on would lead to anything but regret and shame. And besides, fantasizing about Amy was one thing. Acting it out was another step entirely, and one that I wasn't sure I'd want to take—if I even could.



And so, rather than being turned on, all I felt was awkwardness from Amy's admissions. But I saw my chance to redirect the conversation.
"If we're being honest, I kinda suspected there was something between you and Carl. It seems like he can never quite do anything right in your eyes."
I saw Amy start to open her mouth in defense, so I quickly continued, "Don't get me wrong, I'm not judging you. I've done the same thing with Susanne before. That's how I know you fuss with him about these little things because you feel like you can't fuss with him about what's really bothering you."
Amy started to work her mouth again, but then she closed it and looked at me curiously. "Wow, Ryan. You're quite the little psychologist, aren't you?"
I shrugged sheepishly. "I'm just saying, I think we all know that when you complained about his skin cancer yesterday, that's not what you were really upset about. It was just an excuse to vent."
Amy gave me an appraising look. "You might be right. Who knew I'd be getting marriage advice from my son-in-law." She gave an ironic laugh.
"Hey, just returning the favor," I said, raising my beer towards her respectfully.
Amy raised her own wine towards me. "A toast to better marriages?"
"To better marriages," I agreed, clinking my can against her glass. We both downed the remainder of our drinks.
We sat there in silence for a second, the TV still playing in the background.
"But in all seriousness, skin cancer is a big deal." Amy said, looking back at me. "The damage has probably been done for Carl already, but you need to take care of your skin, especially with you being on the paler side."
"Fair enough. I'll do my best," I said deferentially, but that wasn't good enough for Amy.
"I mean it, Ryan. I may not be doing clinical work as much anymore, but I'm still a nurse. I care about these kinds of things because I see what happens to people who don't take care of themselves. Do you self-check for abnormal skin spots?"
"Every once in a while," I replied vaguely. "And I saw a dermatologist once who said I looked good."
"How long ago was that?" Amy said, not dissuaded in the least.
"About ten years ago," I admitted.
"Yeah, that's not good enough. We're gonna need to do a check right now. Right here."
I laughed, but quickly saw that Amy wasn't joking.
"Amy, I appreciate your concern, but I'm fine, really." I said, a bit self-consciously.
"That's what Carl told me before his first cancer, and then the next thing he knew, he had a nickel-sized spot removed from his face. This isn't a negotiation, Ryan. Stand up for me." Amy said, as she stood from the couch herself.
With a sigh and a shrug, I complied.
"Thank you for humoring your mother-in-law," Amy said, as she took one of my hands in hers and raised my arm to her face.
She began scanning my arm steadily but thoroughly. Occasionally she'd point to a particularly large or dark freckle and comment on it, saying things like "this one's evenly colored so it should be fine" and "this one's fine for now, but keep an eye on it". After she'd finished with my right arm, she repeated her scan on my left, me continuing to stand there uncomfortably.
Once she'd finished both arms, she stepped back slightly. "Okay, I think your arms are good, but I'm not satisfied just yet. Take your shirt off for me. I'd like to check your torso too."
I hesitated. Again, I was struck by the idea that if I'd heard this from any other woman, I'd suspect she was coming on to me. But this was Amy. My wife's mom. I'd known her for almost a decade. If she wanted to come on to me, she would have done it long ago, right? This situation was a little odd, yeah, but surely Amy had only innocent intentions, I told myself. Still, I couldn't help but feel like I was entering dangerous territory.
"C'mon, Ryan, don't be shy. I'm not gonna let us miss something just because you're a little embarrassed. Man up."
Nothing to do but go along, I decided. It's not like we were crossing any real lines, after all. I pulled my shirt off and tossed it onto the couch behind me.
"There, that wasn't so hard, was it?" Amy said patronizingly, as she stepped closer to me so that her face was just inches away from my chest.
Like with my arms, she began to scan my skin for any abnormalities, giving her little commentary on the way. She pointed to a couple spots on my abs that seemed noteworthy to her, leaving her finger pressed against my muscles just bit a longer than was necessary. My body was becoming hypersensitized to her touch, and I felt my blood begin to pump more intensely as Amy finished with my front. I wasn't turned on, exactly, but I could feel the tension rising.
Amy asked me to turn and face away from her, which I did, thankful for the chance to look away. Amy repeated her scan on my back. I could feel her breath against me as she made her way across my skin, continuing to touch any notable spots. She wasn't especially concerned with any of them, though, until she came to one near my hip on my left side.
"Ryan, have you noticed this spot here before?"
I tried to look at it over my shoulder, but the angle was wrong. "I can't see it from here. Is it bad?"
Amy ran her finger over it again. "It might be. Unlike your other spots, this one's asymmetrical and has a dark, uneven border. That might be a bad sign, but only a doctor could tell you for sure. Sometimes spots that look bad end up being fine, but my recommendation would be to go ahead and make an appointment."
"Okay, I'll do that Monday," I agreed. I wasn't a big fan of going to the doctor, but I knew Amy would fuss at me if I didn't.
"Good. But I'm not done yet. I need to make sure you don't have any more spots like that one. You might need to be seen sooner than a regular check-up if you do. Take your pants off."
Again, I hesitated. My shirt was one thing, but my pants? With just the two of us? That had to be crossing a line. Was it possible? Could Amy be trying to make something happen between us?
I still couldn't fully believe it, but I was having a harder time finding other explanations. And if Amy really was trying to seduce me, what the hell was I supposed to do about it? Sure, I'd masturbated to her several times, but that was consequence-free. Sleeping with her in real life is not something I'd ever considered.
And yet, I couldn't work up the courage to say no. To say, 'Sorry, Amy, but I think we should stop,' or 'What would Susanne and Carl think about this?' or even just 'no thanks, you've done enough for me'. But it wasn't just a lack of courage that stopped me. A part of me needed to see how this played out, to know for sure if Amy was making a move or if it was all in my head.
And so, I complied. With my mother-in-law standing inches away, I undid my jeans and pulled them off, leaving me with just boxers on. I faced towards her once again, waiting to see what she'd do next.
Without missing a beat, Amy squatted in front of me and began looking over my legs. Painfully aware of how close her head was to my crotch, I felt my cock begin to stir despite my best efforts to fight it. It was just a partial stir though, so I had a small hope that Amy wouldn't notice my slightly increased size.
If she did notice, she didn't acknowledge it. She ran her gaze down each of my legs, maintaining her point-and-comment method. I didn't have any concerning spots on my front legs, so Amy had me flip around to check the backs. After she'd finished the same process there, I realized this was a key moment. Would Amy declare she'd finished... or would she keep going?
"Okay, your legs look pretty good. Just one last thing, and we'll be done. I know you're shy, Ryan, but I really need to check your entire body. Can you remove your boxers too? If it helps, just think of me as a nurse at the doctor's office."
Amy spoke her words so casually that I almost thought I'd misheard her. Surely my mother-in-law hadn't just asked me to get naked in front of her. But I couldn't deny what I'd heard. Finally, at long last, it began to sink in that maybe this was real. This was happening. Amy really was making a move on me. What the fuck was I going to do now? If I wanted out, I needed to do something fast.
And yet, I wasn't sure I wanted out. Not because I wanted something inappropriate to happen, but because of pure curiosity. How far would this go if I let it? Plus, if somehow Amy did only have innocent intentions, I didn't want to make a fuss about nothing. And so, heart pounding in my chest, I slowly removed my boxers.
I was still facing away from Amy, so I couldn't see her react to my new exposure, but I felt her breath against my ass as she continued her exam.
"You've got a really big spot here," Amy said, as she touched a point on my right butt cheek. "but I think it's okay for the moment. Still, this spot is the one I'd be the second-most concerned with, after your hip-spot."
I murmured an acknowledgment, but I was so on-edge with anticipation I barely comprehended her.
"Okay, that should be it for this side. Last part, Ryan. Turn around for me."
As if hypnotized, I followed her command, despite now being at half-mast. As I finished turning, I looked down at Amy squatted in front of me. Her eyes were directly at my hip-level, her face inches in front of me. That sight was the last push my cock needed, and it quickly stiffened to its fullest extent. My cock was now almost touching her forehead.
"You're quite the hefty specimen aren't you?" Amy said, eyebrow raised, but I couldn't tell if she was being seductive or being funny to ease the tension.
I just grunted softly in response, my breath becoming shallow.
Amy grasped my cock, but her touch wasn't overtly sexual. She treated it like an obstacle blocking her vision and moved it slightly to the left so she could get a closer look at my pelvis.
"Just needed to get that out of the way for a good look." Amy said, like this was the most ordinary thing in the world.
"Sorry..." I mumbled apologetically, beginning to second-guess Amy's intentions again.
"Oh, don't apologize," Amy said dismissively as she ran her free hand over my pubes, spreading them to see the skin underneath. "You're not the first man who's had an erection during an exam. Besides, you definitely don't have anything to be embarrassed about."
I stood there silently, a potent mixture of lust and confusion swirling within me. Amy still had her hand on my cock, and I could feel it pulse against her fingers. It screamed at me for release; either to push forward into pleasure or fall back into peaceful hibernation. This in-between stage was torture, and only my uncertainty prevented me from starting to thrust against Amy's grip.
Seemingly oblivious to my struggle, Amy calmly finished her scan on my right, flipped my cock to the other side, and began scanning my left. Just when I thought I couldn't take it anymore, Amy finally released my cock, letting it fall back to my center. It was now pointed directly at her mouth. If she stuck out her tongue, she would have touched it.
But she didn't. Instead, she looked up into my eyes and held my gaze for a moment. Her expression was unreadable, and even here, I was afraid of misjudging the situation, so I did nothing, even though a slight push of my hips would have been enough for the contact my cock was so desperately seeking.
Amy opened her mouth slightly, almost as if she was considering taking me in, but neither of us moved a muscle. I realized I could feel the heat of her gentle breath against my cock; the sensation was almost more than I could stand. I waited there, needing her to give me a sign—any sign—that I could push forward.
But no sign came. Before I knew it, the moment had passed.
Amy stood, and as if we hadn't just been on the verge of no return, calmly finished her assessment.
"Well, for the most part, I think your skin looks good. Definitely get that one spot checked out though."
"Okay, I will," I murmured, still paralyzed by the adrenaline coursing through my veins. Even though the exam was done, it never occurred to me to put my clothes back on. And so, my cock remained exposed to Amy, fully erect and stubbornly defying gravity. The impropriety of the situation completely went over my head.
Amy must have sensed I wasn't in my right mind yet, because she continued. "I'm gonna head up to the bedroom to take care of something. If you need me for anything at all, come get me, okay?"
"Okay," I echoed, still in my trance-like state. I only half-consciously watched her leave and head up the stairs, and it may have been a solid minute or two before I finally came back to myself.
Once I did, the realization of my missed opportunity came crashing home. I'd been so afraid of misjudging the situation, I'd ignored every opening Amy had given me. Did I expect her to push me to the couch and just take me? That's not how it worked. I needed to show interest too, and I'd not done it.
I decided then and there that if I didn't fix my mistake, I'd regret it forever. I'd fantasized about Amy for months, and this might be my only chance to make my fantasy a reality. A part of me still knew that just because I could doesn't mean I should, but I was too horny at this point to care. I needed release.
It was then that I realized that I'd missed one last signal from Amy. When she'd told me to get her if I needed 'anything at all' her eyes had flickered to my cock. That couldn't have been a coincidence.
And so, I headed up the stairs, still fully naked. I approached Amy's bedroom, its door slightly cracked. I didn't bother knocking, but instead quietly pushed the door open, allowing me to see inside.
What I saw shocked me.
Amy was on the bed, fully naked, playing with herself. She couldn't have been here long, but it appeared she was already plenty worked up. An open bottle of lube was beside her.
"I was wondering if you were going to come up here," Amy said, fully aware of me staring at her. "Now are you just going to stand there or are we doing this?"
"I just can't believe this is actually happening," I said, as I made my way over to the side of the bed.
"You better believe it's happening after you've flirted with me all weekend. You can't get me fired up and then not expect to put the flames out." Amy retorted, flipping onto all fours and meeting me at the side of the bed.
I watched with awe as Amy again grasped my cock, this time with explicit sexual intent. Without wasting time, she opened her mouth and took me in.
"Oh my god, Amy," I gasped, my long-awaited relief finally here.
Amy began to suck on me like a woman dying of thirst. Her intensity was so unexpected and so hot that it sent me straight into another dimension. The sensation of my cock sliding between her soft lips as her tongue teased my head relentlessly brought me pleasure I'd never dreamed of. And it was my wife's mom doing it.
"You're so fucking good at that," I managed to wheeze out. In response, Amy began to bob her head on my cock. I thanked myself for having two drinks earlier—I think that was the only thing that kept me from climaxing. The sight of my strong-willed mother-in-law servicing me so uninhibitedly was the sexiest moment of my life. And we were just getting started.
After several seconds of taking most of my length into her mouth, Amy pulled away with a gasp, her saliva clearly visible on my cock. She started to go back down on me, but I stopped her. Even with the alcohol in my system, I wasn't sure if I could last another round of Amy's amazing head technique.
Amy looked at me curiously, but I motioned her to flip around. "Time to return the favor."
Amy smiled seductively at me. "Oh, don't worry about foreplay for my sake. if you're ready to skip to the main course, so am I. I've been ready since I got here."
Crawling on her hands and knees, Amy flipped so that her ass was now pointing at me. Her body wasn't as firm as it once might have been, but she had no business looking that good in her fifties. I'd never been so attracted to an older woman.
Not wasting any time, I stepped forward and put my hands under Amy's hips, gently but forcefully pulling her closer to me. Amy made a noise of surprised approval, as I oriented her where I needed. Finally, I pushed forward so that the head of my cock now rested against Amy's warm opening.
I took a second to appreciate the moment—this was happening!—before I made the plunge. Amy must have lubed herself thoroughly, because I slipped in with no trouble at all. I slowly inched my way inside until I'd buried as much of myself inside her as I could.
Amy sighed with satisfaction. "That's it, Ryan. Fill me up."
Being inside Amy was an experience unlike any other. She was incredibly warm and soft, and her pussy gripped my cock perfectly like they'd been made for each other. On top of that was the added mindfuck that Amy wasn't just some random woman I was screwing. She was my mother-in-law. I was screwing my mother-in-law.
I withdrew slightly before pushing forward against Amy again, her pussy sending waves of pleasure into my cock as I moved. Once I'd bottomed out, I repeated the motion, bringing more waves of pleasure. Slowly but surely, I began to move faster and withdraw a bit more before plunging forward again. We began to develop a rhythm; Amy's body moving in sync with mine, maximizing our growing ecstasy.
I gripped Amy's ass tightly, leveraging myself against her more and more. As if in slow motion, I saw Amy's ass cheeks ripple with each of my thrusts, her breasts bouncing freely beneath her body, and her face full of uninhibited lust as she looked back towards me.
Caught up in the moment, I smacked Amy in the ass, not hard, but enough to get her attention. Amy gave a soft gasp of pleasure in response. Taking that as a cue, I leaned forward over Amy and pushed her upper body towards the bed so that I was now fucking her at a downward angle.
Amy began to moan softly but steadily. "Oh, fuck me, Ryan!" she managed to gasp.
Keeping my rhythm going, I reached forward and grabbed a handful of Amy's hair. After pulling it into a fist, I tugged gently backwards on her head, as I leaned even further over her. We made eye contact briefly, and I felt something significant pass between us. It only lasted a second, but in that moment, we were utterly united with one another.
Unable to maintain that position for long, I released Amy's head and refocused on pounding myself into the deepest recesses of her body. Her pussy was sending me to heights that I'd never experienced before. I could tell Amy was becoming equally untethered.
I began to smack Amy on the ass again, becoming possessed by a deep need to unleash myself fully onto her. Amy let out small "ohs" of pleasure or surprise or both, which only drove me to be more aggressive.
"Mmmm! Fuck me, Ryan! Make me your bitch!" she begged, her head pressed against the bed as I continued to fuck her from behind and above.
The fact that my domineering mother-in-law who I'd known for years was enjoying me manhandle her was more than I could take. I knew I wouldn't last much longer, but I could sense Amy was close too.
In those last few moments, we fucked like animals, driven by a primal urge to take and be taken. Both of us let out incomprehensible sounds of frenzied ecstasy as we climaxed together. I released myself deep inside Amy as her pussy spasmed around my cock, milking it even more. After several seconds, I'd expelled every last drop of sperm from my body, and I dropped onto the bed beside Amy, spooning her; my cock deflating but still inside.
We lay like that for several seconds, catching our breath, bodies pressed against each other as we basked in the afterglow. Finally, I broke the silence.



"Holy fuck. That was the most intense sex I've ever had."
Amy turned her face slightly towards me, and I could see her smile playfully. "You're telling me. If I'd known it was gonna be this good, I would have seduced you long ago."
I chuckled weakly. "Better late than never, I guess."
We continued to spoon quietly for a bit longer. As much as I enjoyed feeling Amy against me, I began to grow restless, so I squeezed her with a one-armed hug and sighed.
"As nice as this is, I guess it's time to clean up our mess now."
"Yes, you're probably right," Amy agreed half-heartedly.
I let go of Amy and pulled back slightly. Like ripping a bandage off, I withdrew my now-flaccid penis from inside her. I missed her warmth immediately, but the sight of my penis covered in a mixture of lube and semen reminded me of how lucky I'd been to even be here.
"I'll go use the guest bathroom to clean myself up. Master bath is all yours."
"Such a gentleman," Amy teased, as she pulled herself off the bed too.
Rather than leave immediately, though, I surprised Amy by walking over to her and planting a tender kiss on her lips. She melted into me, as I pulled her head gently against mine. When I finally pulled back and gazed into her eyes, I saw fulfillment.
"Thanks. For tonight, and for everything you've ever done for me." I said, stroking her hair affectionately with my hand.
"You are more than welcome, handsome," Amy replied with a smile. "Now, go clean up, and I'll meet you downstairs."
I took care of my business, and then made my way back down to the couch. My discarded clothes were still there, so I pulled them back on as if I'd never removed them in the first place. The TV was still on as well, so I sat down and watched, waiting for Amy to rejoin me.
A few minutes later she did. Despite the intensity of our fling, she'd managed to clean herself up quite well, and there were no signs of her earlier dishevelment.
"How do I look?" Amy said, showing herself off in front of me.
"You look amazing," I said honestly.
"That's cute, but what I meant was does it look like I've just had my soul fucked from my body?"
I laughed. "No, you're good. You look like you've just had a relaxing night on the couch watching TV."
"Good, because that's what we've had," Amy looked at me pointedly as she joined me on the couch. "I trust I don't need to say that this stays between us, right?"
I nodded.
"Good. In all honesty, Carl will probably be happy that I won't be needing him for sex in the near future, but even then, probably better he doesn't know the reason why."
"Susanne, too," I admitted.
Amy shook her head. "I'll never understand how my daughter has such a low drive, especially with a man like you to take advantage of." She gave me a side-eye. "But don't think this means you shouldn't give me grandkids. I still expect you to make that happen."
I laughed. "Of course. I'll give it as much effort as Susanne allows."
"That's all I can ask. But if you ever need to blow off any more steam, you just come to me. I'll make sure you're taken care of." Amy winked slyly.
"Oh, I'll be taking you up on that offer, I'm sure." I said, playfully squeezing Amy's thigh.
Amy winced slightly. "Just maybe not right away. I'm going to be hurting after tonight, I can already tell. The good kind of hurt," she quickly added, seeing my look of concern.
"I'm in no hurry. But you better believe I'll be re-living tonight over and over." I said.
"Me too," Amy admitted. "But let's put a pin in this tonight. Don't want our spouses to arrive home hearing about our amazing fuck."
And so put a pin in it we did.
Susanne and Carl finally arrived back home to find Amy and I sitting on the couch, casually watching TV.
"Well, did you two have a good night out?" Amy asked, as if we'd had a completely uneventful evening.
"Yes, it was nice!" Carl replied. "Susanne was very sweet to plan this for me."
"You're welcome, Dad. Happy Father's Day," she said, giving him a hug before making her way to the open spot between Amy and I on the couch. "What about you guys? Did you have fun?"
I exchanged a meaningful glance with Amy. "Yeah, we did. Just been hanging out here with the TV, but it was fun."
"We had some alcohol to help," Amy said, motioning towards her empty glass and my empty can.
"Good!" Susanne said, beaming. "I'm proud of you guys for being such good sports. But I think I'm about ready for bed. What about you, Ryan?"
"Yeah, I can call it a night," I agreed.
"Me too," Amy echoed.
The four of us headed upstairs. As we said goodnight, I made sure to give Amy an extra tight hug, resisting the urge to give her a kiss as well. Amy gave me a small smile but didn't say anything as we went to our respective rooms. I finished prepping for sleep, turned off the light, and crawled into bed next to Susanne.
"Did you really have an okay time with my mom?" Susanne whispered in the darkness.
"I did. Turns out your mom's more fun than I'd thought." I said truthfully. Exactly how much fun though, I didn't elaborate on.
"Good. I'm glad you guys got along. I really do appreciate you agreeing to this." Susanne said, giving me one last kiss before she flipped over to her side. "I love you."
"I love you too," I responded, and I meant it.
It took me a bit to fall asleep. I replayed the events of that night in my head, but rather than feel ashamed, I felt satisfaction. No question that my time with Amy was incredibly hot, but even beyond that, I felt like maybe it had been a good thing that Amy and I had slept together. After all, we were closer now than we'd ever been, and Amy was right—Susanne did love us getting along so well.
I had cheated on my wife, yes, but somehow it felt different knowing that it was my mother-in-law that I'd been unfaithful with, rather than some other woman. Maybe it was because Amy reminded me so much of Susanne or maybe it was because I knew that Amy wanted nothing but the best for Susanne and me.
Whatever the case, went I drifted off, I felt no guilt at all.
If this were one of my fantasies, Amy and I would have had hot and heavy sex multiple times that weekend. But even if we'd wanted to, we never got the chance. We were never alone, and although we had small passing moments to flirt and exchange appreciative looks, there was never an opportunity for more.
Over the next several months, Susanne and I visited Amy and Carl multiple times. Amy and I did manage to have sex on a few more occasions, but they were quickies and not as intense as our first encounter. Still, even these quickies cemented my sense of connection with Amy, and I began to see her as not just a mother-in-law or even a sexual partner, but a trusted older friend.
Perhaps most shockingly, both of our marriages did improve after our indiscretions. I think both of us had built up this hidden frustration with our spouses—Amy much more so than me—and when we had a chance to release it, we were able to see them without bitterness clouding our vision. Amy stopped bickering with Carl, and I began to appreciate Susanne more now that I didn't hold her low sex drive against her.
Amy's prediction about Susanne and Carl being happy with the results of our flings—even if they wouldn't be happy with the methods—was proving true. I don't know what the future will hold, of course, but so far sleeping with my mother-in-law has turned out to be one of the best decisions I've made.
As a final note, I did eventually see a dermatologist who confirmed that my spots were nothing to worry about—even the one on my hip that had bothered Amy. When I passed the good news on to her, she'd just smiled and said that her exam had still been worth it.
I had to agree.
Author's parting commentary: I realize this 'happy' ending may be upsetting or seen as unrealistic. But in life, sometimes 'bad' actions get rewarded and work out in unexpectedly positive ways. I'm not a moralistic writer; I'm not going to punish characters to preserve a sense of cosmic justice. If bad consequences fit the story, great. But if not, I won't force it in—even if I do think the characters may deserve it.
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I don't know how long I sat on the couch like that, covered in my own semen and lost in my thoughts. I still couldn't wrap my mind around what my cameras had shown me. After a full summer of increasingly heated flirting, my wife and the neighborhood teen had given in to each other at last. It was no longer just a fantasy of mine. It had happened. And I was the one who started it.
And yet, even with jealousy and regret flaring inside me, my primary emotion was excitement. I can't explain it, but the fact that I was responsible for Amanda and Tanner's fling gave me a thrill I've never experienced before. It was a high unlike any other. A part of me knew I was undermining my own marriage, but I couldn't deny how good it felt. Objectively, I knew that I had gone way too far, and I deserved whatever consequences that came, but damn. What a mindfuck.
At long last, I cleaned myself and the couch up, and discreetly replaced all my cameras—after saving the footage to my phone, of course. I wasn't sure what my next move would be, but I wanted to leave my options open.
That morning, after Amanda finally joined me downstairs, I could tell there was a distance between us. She did a good job putting a mask on, but when you've been married for years, it's hard to hide when you're not quite yourself. I wasn't in a state to reconnect with her though, as caught up as I was in my own thoughts.
The day seemed to pass by in a haze, and although we both went through the normal motions of our home life, I could tell we were both in our own world. Hours passed, both of us only half-present, and before I knew it, it was time for bed.
That night, as I lay next to Amanda, I came to two conclusions. The first was that while I didn't want to lose my wife, I couldn't deny that the fact that seeing her give herself to a teenager was one of the hottest scenes I'd ever witnessed. The second conclusion is that I wouldn't intervene in the situation just yet. It might be risky letting Amanda and Tanner's secret liaison stay hidden but revealing it might be even more dangerous—especially if it meant I had to confess my own part in it.
So, for now, I planned to watch and wait.
Still, it made me nervous. Despite my active role in pushing Amanda and Tanner together, a part of me couldn't believe I'd pulled it off. Fantasies aside, I didn't think Amanda was the type of woman who would sleep with another man—especially not a teenager—as enthusiastically as she had. How else had I misjudged her?
And then there was Tanner's casual suggestion that Amanda and I might divorce because of it. I knew that it was just a sign of Tanner's immaturity, and Amanda had been quick to dismiss him, but Tanner had made a concerning point--none of us had expected Amanda to give into Tanner either, yet it had happened. Was it too much of a stretch to think that maybe I might lose Amanda not just as a faithful wife but as a wife altogether?
With that troubling thought, I drifted off into a restless sleep.
In the morning, I decided to try and reconnect with Amanda. My distancing from her had been deliberate, but now that she had slept with Tanner, there was no more reason to push her away. I needed to bring her back.
I started strong, pouring myself some coffee before working up some breakfast—waffles, bacon, eggs, and fresh fruit. I timed it deliberately so that it was all finished around Amanda's usual wakeup time. After setting the food out on a dinner tray, I carefully brought it upstairs and into our room. Amanda must have recently woken, because when I entered, she was playing on her phone, still looking sleepy-eyed.
"I brought you something!" I said cheerfully as I entered the room.
Amanda's eyes widened when she saw the feast I had prepared. "Oh, you made me breakfast in bed. How sweet! What's the occasion?" she asked, looking up at me with curiosity.
"No occasion. More of an apology. I feel like I've been only half-present recently. As you know, work's been crazy, and it's been stressing me out. But that's not a real excuse, and I'm sorry. The only good news is that I think our project is finished. We should be back to normal soon."
I think Amanda was truly touched by my gesture, because she gave me the first genuine smile I'd seen in weeks. I felt the coolness between us evaporate away.
"You've got nothing to apologize for, honey. Thanks for breakfast. I appreciate it." Amanda said, as she took the food from me.
We ate breakfast in bed together; conversation and laughter began to flow freely. When we had finished eating, there was a moment when our eyes locked. The next thing I knew, we were kissing passionately. For the first time in weeks, we made love, and all was right again.
**
Although I knew there was a possibility that Tanner would make a move Monday after I went to work, I didn't think it likely. Having just taken care of the lawn a few days ago, he wouldn't have a real excuse to make an appearance so soon. If he did show, his intent would be clear, and I didn't think such bluntness would work in his favor.
But I underestimated the boldness of youth.
Later that morning at work, I received the doorbell cam notification I'd become so familiar with. I discreetly pulled up my phone, thinking surely it would be a false alarm, but nope—Tanner was at our door, dressed in shorts and a T-shirt.
My heart instantly began to race. If Tanner was back again so soon, he clearly hadn't gotten Amanda out of his system after all. Had he been obsessing over her all weekend? What did he expect to happen now? More importantly, how would Amanda respond?
These thoughts swirled in my mind as I anxiously waited to see if my wife would answer.
Sure enough, a few seconds later, I heard the door open. I couldn't see Amanda in the frame, but it was clear from Tanner's expression that he liked what he saw.
"Damn, Amanda, you're looking fine as hell this morning."
My initial reaction was to shake my head at such a clumsy come-on—but these types of come-ons were what got Tanner into my wife's pants in the first place. It would be a mistake to underestimate them.
"Tanner, what are you doing here?" I could hear the discomfort in Amanda's voice.
Tanner's self-confident smile dropped a bit. "You haven't been responding to my texts. I just wanted to see if everything was still good between us."
My breath caught in my chest. Tanner had been texting Amanda? Since when? How did he even get her number? I never heard them exchange info on the cameras. Maybe he had somehow found it on his own?
"Us? There is no 'us', Tanner, as I told you," Amanda responded, still out of camera view. "We had a fling, and as fun as it may have been, that's all it was. I was feeling neglected, and in a moment of weakness, I gave in to you. That's it. Besides, you may be an adult legally, but you're basically just a kid to me."
Tanner stood there silently for a moment. Clearly this wasn't going how he wanted it to. When he spoke, his voice had an edge. "So, I'm just a kid to you, huh? Did you see me as a kid when you were fantasizing about me all summer?"
"Tanner..."
"No, I'm curious," he said, openly agitated now. "Did you see me as just a kid when you got naked for me in your kitchen? What about when you let me slide my cock into you? Or when you were riding my dick like your life depended on it?"
Now it was Amanda's turn to be silent.
Seeing Amanda's hesitation, he continued. But his tone was softer now. "We connected, Amanda. You said so yourself. I don't care how young I am or how old you are, you're the perfect woman and I want you. And I think that deep down you want me, too."
Amanda still didn't respond. Watching remotely, I held my breath, waiting for her to say something. It wasn't unusual for young men to lust after older women, but this wasn't just lust. He was completely infatuated with her. I knew Tanner had zero chance of an actual relationship—he was just eighteen after all—but this could get messy. I hoped Amanda would handle it delicately. The last thing I wanted to deal with was the fallout of a spurned teenager.
Fortunately, Amanda found a way to navigate it.
"Tanner, that's very sweet of you to think so highly of me. And young or not, you do have a lot going for you. You're attractive, you're a hard worker, and your confidence is sexy, even if sometimes over the top. But at the end of the day, I really am too old for you. We're in different places in life. You're about to go to college, and I've put down roots here. Other than sex, we'd have nothing in common. Besides, even though Brian hasn't been himself lately, he is my husband. You and I did have a connection, I won't deny it, but I love Brian. I can't change what we did in the past, but it would be wrong of me to betray his trust again."
I watched as Tanner processed this. Even as complimentary as Amanda had been, I could tell it wasn't what he hoped for. For a moment, I thought he'd continue to keep pushing, but then he shook his head and gave a rueful smile.
"Okay, Amanda, I hear you. And I'll respect your decision, like a mature adult would, even though I think you're lying to yourself. But what now? Can we still text? Can I still come by? I still have a couple more times to take care of your yard, after all."
"You can take care of our yard these last couple times, but no more texting and no coming up to the door. I'll go ahead and pay you in advance for your last visits, so you shouldn't need anything from me. In fact, why don't you just come by on Saturdays instead, when Brian is here."
I saw Tanner's expression harden for a second, but then it was gone, replaced by his winning smile. "Whatever you want, Amanda. I'll do as you ask. But whenever you change your mind, you just let me know, okay? I know you think I'll move on, but you'll see. I'll be here when you're ready for me."
"I'll keep that in mind. Goodbye, Tanner," Amanda said, shutting the door. Tanner lingered briefly, maybe to see if Amanda would return. But she didn't, and so he left and was gone a minute later.
I sighed deeply, releasing tension that I didn't even realize I'd been holding. I wasn't sure what I wanted to happen between Amanda and Tanner, but I did feel a sense of relief at the way it played out. Amanda had cut Tanner off, and he seemed to be handling it decently enough. Despite my own self-destructive actions, it seemed like everything would be okay in my marriage after all. I had managed to get my thrill without any long-term consequences. It was way better than I deserved.
I should have been happy.
**
And I was, at first. Over the next few days, life returned to normal—it was a relief to not have to stress about my marriage anymore. I saw no other signs of Tanner, and in just over a week, he'd be off to college. That should be the end of it.
But then I remembered Tanner's texts. I knew it was silly to worry about, since clearly Amanda hadn't been responding to him, but I couldn't let it go. How did he get her number? And what did they say to each other?
I never solved the first mystery, but I developed a couple theories. They weren't connected on social media, so I ruled that out quickly. But it was possible that Amanda's number was linked to the app she paid Tanner with, and he somehow found it there. Or maybe he had convinced his mom to ask her for it. Or maybe it was some other way entirely.
Fortunately, I had better luck with the second mystery. Amanda kept her phone near her most of the time, but I was able to hijack it temporarily while she was showering. We knew each other's phone codes, so I was able to open it up and scan through her messages. I didn't see anything from Tanner, so she must have deleted his texts. But I knew how to check that too, and sure enough, in her recently deleted texts was a conversation with Tanner.
It was short, but it gave me much needed context to their in-person encounter. The texts started Saturday evening, the day after they had slept together. This was the gist of it, after I translated the text-speak into normal English:
T: Hey, Amanda, it's Tanner.
A: How did you get this number?
T: It's not important. I just wanted to let you know I can't stop thinking about you. You're drop-dead gorgeous.
A: Please don't text me. I can't have you popping up on my phone.
T: We could meet in person instead...?
A: I'm not alone. We'll talk later.
T: You can make an excuse to leave. I'm just a short drive away. I want you so bad right now.
T: I know you can see my texts. You don't have to ignore me.
T: I've got to go to bed soon, but let me know if you want to meet tomorrow.
T: Morning beautiful. How are you doing?
T: I know you're probably with Mr. Long now, but just know I've been thinking about you all weekend. You're too good for him. You deserve better.
T: I just masturbated to you. Thought you should know.
And that was it.
No wonder Amanda had been standoffish with Tanner on Monday. He was trying too hard. Still, in the right setting, I suppose she could have seen Tanner's immaturity as endearing. Aside from his last text, anyway.
Regardless, it was clear that there were no meaningful connections in their texts. I could relax.
And yet, once my relief wore off, I realized that there was an emptiness inside of me. The thrill of pushing my wife and Tanner together had been my singular obsession all summer, and now that it was gone, I felt like there was something missing in my life. I knew this was incredibly stupid, and that I had everything I could want, but the feeling persisted.
And so, despite my better judgment, I began to think about Tanner and Amanda again. I didn't even know what I wanted at first; they'd already slept together, so what more could there be to push for? But as the days passed, I realized there was something else I wanted to see.
Despite watching Tanner and Amanda tease each other all summer—and watching their passionate climax—I'd never seen them interact in my presence. How would they act around each other if I was there too? Would they be able to downplay their mutual attraction? Or would it be too powerful to hide even in front of me?
Once again, I felt the familiar jolt of excitement that I'd experienced so many times that summer. There would be no denying myself; I simply had to get the three of us together. Risky and ultimately pointless, maybe, but my obsession wouldn't allow me to back down. And what was the worst that could happen? Amanda had already made her feelings clear, and Tanner was going to be gone soon anyway.
Besides, Amanda had unknowingly given me a fantastic opportunity. By asking Tanner to only return to our house when I was there, she had given me direct access to him. When he arrived to mow our lawn this upcoming Saturday, all I needed to do was invite him in. Offer him some water and a chance to cool down. I had no doubts that he'd go along just for the chance to see Amanda again... and what could Amanda do? She wouldn't be able to say no without revealing her connection to Tanner.
With my plan in place, my obsessiveness was finally placated. I awaited Saturday and Tanner's visit and fantasized about what might happen.
**
Sure enough, Tanner did honor Amanda's request to wait until the weekend for our lawn. I heard his truck pull in front of our yard Saturday just after Amanda and I finished lunch. We had been lying on the couch; I was watching TV and Amanda was reading. I casually glanced over at her, to gauge her reaction to Tanner's arrival, but her face was a mask.
With nothing from Amanda, I made a show of walking to the window and looking outside.
"Oh, Tanner's here. I was wondering why our lawn looked a bit scruffy yesterday when I came home. He normally comes on Fridays, right? I wonder why he's here today."
"Maybe he had a schedule change?" Amanda offered innocently.
"Yeah, maybe. I figured he might have left for college already. It's been months since I've seen him in person. Did he tell you when he was leaving?"
"In a couple weeks. I think next weekend will be his last time with us."
"That's good timing. The lawn shouldn't need much more work with fall around the corner. I'll be honest, though. I've liked not having to worry about the lawn this year. Maybe I'll have to think about hiring him again next summer when he's on break."
Amanda made a non-committal noise, pretending to be engrossed in her book. I wondered if she had even considered that Tanner might be returning in the future.
Through the window, I watched Tanner unload his equipment for a bit before returning to the couch with Amanda. She was looking especially good that day, in a form-fitting T-shirt and white shorts that showcased her tanned skin and shapely legs. I couldn't have chosen a better outfit for her to tease Tanner with. Perfect MILF, indeed, I thought. No wonder Tanner was so infatuated.
I left Tanner to his work for the next several minutes. Although I made a show of watching TV, my mind was gone, high off anticipation for my next move. Finally, when I couldn't stand it any longer, I left the couch once again and went to the door.
Amanda sat up, obviously concerned. "Where are you going?"
"Oh, I just want to say hello to Tanner. I haven't talked to him in months. I'll be back in a second."
Before Amanda could respond, I was out the door. I walked onto the porch and waved my hands, getting Tanner's attention.
"Oh, hey, Mr. Long! It's been awhile!" he shouted at me, a large friendly smile covering his face.
"Yeah, it's been a bit," I said cheerfully, matching Tanner's energy. I walked down the porch steps and over to where he'd been removing some weeds. "Listen, I wasn't sure if I would get to see you before you went off to college, but I wanted to thank you for all your hard work out here. You really have made my life so much easier."
"Not a problem at all, Mr. Long. I appreciate you hiring me on. The money will definitely come in handy for school."
"Happy to help. And sorry that I've missed you all summer. Otherwise, I would have passed on my compliments sooner. I hope my wife hasn't been too awkward around you in the meantime," I said casually. "That whole incident with your abs and all. Sometimes when she's embarrassed about something she can come off as bitchy and distant."
"Not at all. Ama... Mrs. Long is great. Yeah, she was a bit shy at first, but I won her over in the end."
"Because of your strong work ethic, no doubt," I said nodding approvingly.
"Yeah, for sure." Tanner echoed.
There was an awkward pause.
I changed the subject. "Hey, listen. Why don't you take a break and come in and cool off. I'll get you some ice water, and you can say hello to Mrs. Long. Obviously you've met already, but it'll give me a chance to introduce you properly."



I expected Tanner to jump at the chance, but instead he hesitated. "Oh, I dunno, Mr. Long. I've got other yards to get to today. Maybe some other time?"
I was momentarily thrown off. I thought this would be the easy part. Tanner must have been afraid that Amanda would blame him for the intrusion.
"Oh, nonsense. We'll be fast. Besides, I've got an extra bonus for you for doing such a good job all summer. C'mon, let's go." I said, making my way back to the house.
Tanner again hesitated, but finally he followed me towards the house. The two of us crossed onto the porch and then made our way inside. To my surprise, Amanda was nowhere to be seen.
"Amanda...?" I raised my voice questioningly.
"Sorry, I'm upstairs. Had something to take care of!" I heard her yell back from the second floor.
Amanda must have seen us coming. She apparently had decided to hide, rather than risk another encounter with Tanner. I suppressed a sigh. They weren't making this easy for me.
"I've got Tanner here with me! I know you've met, but I wanted to make sure I introduced you two properly. Can you come down for a bit?"
There was a pause.
"Yeah, I'll be there in a sec!" Her voice betrayed no hesitation, but I knew she must have been searching for an excuse to stay hidden.
"It's no problem. Really, Mr. Long." Tanner said, clearly uncomfortable.
"Don't worry about it. She's probably just afraid I'll make fun of her in front of you. Not that I would, of course."
Tanner just grunted. I mentally willed him to shut up and take the gift I was offering.
While we waited, I filled a glass of water for Tanner, which he took and sipped apprehensively. We stood in silence until at long last I heard Amanda make her way back down the stairs.
"Sorry about that, I just remembered I'd left a window open upstairs," she said, as she came to my side and put her arm around me. Trying to emphasize her fidelity in front of Tanner, no doubt.
"No worries, dear," I said, giving her a quick peck on the cheek. "Amanda, this is our hard-working landscaper, Tanner. Tanner, this is my lovely wife, Amanda. Obviously, you two have met before, but now it's official."
They both awkwardly nodded at each other. Well, this was no fun. I was going to need to prod them out of their discomfort quickly. I didn't know how long this moment would last.
"I guess it is a bit silly of me to offer introductions now, isn't it? Amanda, you've probably talked with Tanner more than I have."
Amanda shrugged. "Eh, I don't know about that. He's usually here and gone in no time, as fast of a worker as he is. I pretty much pay him, thank him, and then he's off to the next yard."
"We've still gotten to talk a bit though," Tanner broke in, clearly not appreciating being minimized. "Turns out we have some things in common."
"Oh, yeah? I'm kind of surprised. Amanda doesn't connect with others often. So, you guys share a hobby or something?" I said, playing along innocently.
"Well, kind of..." Tanner began, but Amanda cut him off.
"Tanner had just asked me for some advice about college, since he's got that coming up. He knows I'm a teacher, so I gave him some pointers."
"Oh, nice. Yeah, college is great, Tanner. You'll love it. Nothing like a college party. Or college girls." Seeing Amanda's dirty look, I quickly clarified. "Of course, no college girl could compare to Amanda. I'm a very lucky man, don't you think?"
"Yes, sir. I'm sure Amanda's quite the catch," Tanner said, unable to hide the jealousy in his voice.
"You'll find your own catch in no time," I said, pretending I had misunderstood Tanner's tone. "A hard-working, attractive guy like you? The women will be knocking down your door. Honestly, if you were older, maybe I'd even have to worry about Amanda eyeing you up."
I knew I was pushing my luck, but I couldn't resist. I watched with hidden excitement as my words hit their marks.
Tanner started to speak, but Amanda interrupted him again. "Oh, stop it, Brian. You're embarrassing our guest." Her words were light, but I could sense a warning behind them. "Besides, you know you're the only man that I have eyes for."
Oh, really, Amanda. Was that right? I pushed forward.
"I appreciate the reassurance. But to be fair, that's not one hundred percent true. I do remember you noticing Tanner's abs that one time we drove by him."
"Brian!" Amanda gasped as she stepped away from me, now plainly irritated. "What the hell's wrong with you? Why would you say that?"
Tanner had already heard the story, of course, and he had admitted as much to Amanda when they slept together. Her surprise was obviously feigned... but her anger was not. I had clearly crossed a line. Was my thrill really worth this?
"Sorry, sorry," I quickly apologized. "But you have nothing to be embarrassed about. Tanner's objectively a very nice-looking young man. It's human nature to look."
"Brian, just stop talking. Tanner, I think you should go back outside. I need to talk to Mr. Long in private."
"Wait, don't leave yet, Tanner. I've got your bonus upstairs. I'll be right back."
Before either of them could stop me, I quickly ran up the stairs to the master bedroom where I'd stored some extra cash. After grabbing a handful of bills, I took a deep breath to reorient myself.
I was high on adrenaline. The hidden subtexts to our conversation had made me incredibly heated, despite there being nothing outwardly sexual in it. But I had no way to release it. Best I could hope for was to masturbate to the video of Tanner and Amanda when I had a moment to myself.
But then I had an idea. I had been assuming that the two of them were finished; that this little game of mine was an extra bonus. But what if they didn't have to be finished? Amanda had cut Tanner off out of loyalty to me. But if Amanda was feeling a little disloyal when he was right there, ready to swoop in...
And so, I made a snap decision. I pretended to take a call, raising my voice loud enough to be heard downstairs.
"Hey, this is Brian." I paused, allowing space for my imaginary caller to talk. "You're kidding me. Now? How did that happen? Uh huh. Well, shit, I'll be there in thirty."
With my ruse in play, I raced back down the stairs. Amanda and Tanner were right where I'd left them, standing awkwardly a few feet apart. I quickly handed the money to Tanner before turning to my wife.
"I'm so sorry, honey, but there's been a big fuckup on the project implementation, and they need all hands on deck. I gotta go in, I'm sorry. I'll text you when I'm headed home?" I said, making a show of being overly apologetic.
"Brian, what the fuck." Amanda's tone was ice. "This was supposed to be over with. This is one of our last weekends of the summer together. We're supposed to go out for dinner tonight. Are we gonna miss that now?"
"I don't know, honey. I'm really sorry. This should only take a few hours, but I'll keep you updated, I promise."
I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, which she accepted stone-faced.
"Tanner, thanks again for your work this summer. Sorry to leave you suddenly like this. I'll see you next weekend?"
"Yeah, Mr. Long, I'll be here."
"Cool. Love you, dear!" I shouted at Amanda as I grabbed my wallet and keys. Amanda yelled back with a half-sincere "love you too", and then I was out the door.
As I got into my car, my heart was pounding. I would have given anything to be able to watch Tanner and Amanda in-person, but there was no helping that. I'd have to settle for retrieving my hidden camera footage later.
But now I had time to kill. After running through some options, I decided to follow-through with my cover story of going to work. There actually was stuff for me to do, and my alibi would be even more solid if I went. Besides, if I didn't have something to distract me, I wasn't sure I could keep myself from sneaking back home for a peek.
My hopes were dashed a short time later though, just after I'd left the neighborhood. My doorbell cam dinged on my phone, and stealing glances at it while driving, I saw that Tanner was leaving the house.
No. No, no, no. What the hell was Tanner doing? I'd given him the perfect setup!
Not believing my eyes, I watched him walk across the porch and back to his lawn equipment. Sure enough, he had gone back to his yard work. I cursed my luck. Now what?
I drove only-half consciously for the next few minutes, running through my options. For better or worse, I was committed to being gone for the next several hours. I tried to think of any way I could salvage my fantasy remotely, but I had nothing. It was done. By the time I pulled into work, I had resigned myself to my failure.
But then my phone received another door cam notification. I rushed to pull up the feed, and once it did, my hopes soared. Tanner had returned.
I knew it was likely nothing; just the last gasp of a failed plan, but it was more than I had a moment ago. I watched with bated breath.
When the door opened, Tanner immediately held up his hands apologetically.
"Amanda, I'm so sorry to bother you, but I really need to use the bathroom. Do you mind? I'll be in and out in a second, and then on my way."
I heard Amanda sigh. "Of course, Tanner. Come on in."
My initial assumption was that this was another of Tanner's ploys, but he really did look uncomfortable at his imposition. Maybe he had pushed his luck too far with Amanda earlier and had gotten burned for it?
I waited, expecting him to return to the door any second, but then one minute passed. And then another. After ten minutes with no Tanner, my body was practically shaking with adrenaline.
Could it be possible? Did Tanner manage to overcome my wife's resistance again, even after being shut down so thoroughly? I knew it was entirely possible that there was an innocent explanation for Tanner's delay, but I didn't believe it. No way Amanda would have let him overstay his welcome so long unless she approved. My mind raced at the possibilities. What could they be up to?
With no way to tell, but in desperate need of release, I left my car and entered my work building. I raced to a bathroom, pulled out my cock, and began to stroke. I'd been hard for a while, but I was so horny, I found it hard to concentrate. Every time I tried to imagine Tanner and Amanda together, I became so high it felt like it cut the blood flow to my brain. I'd have to stop and cool off, but within seconds of every restart I just became unfocused again. I needed something that didn't require concentration.
And so, I pulled up my saved video of Tanner and Amanda's first encounter. It was just as mind-blowing as I'd remembered. I watched again as Amanda finally gave in to Tanner's advances. I saw Tanner push himself inside her for the first time. His quick release at the sheer pleasure her body provided. Their admissions of mutual fantasizing as Amanda masturbated herself to completion. Tanner's erection returning in the meantime. Amanda climbing on top of Tanner, teasing him, and then riding him to exhaustion. Tanner carrying them the rest of the way to a mutual climax.
My orgasm from watching the scene was almost as powerful as the first time; semen pumped out of me for several seconds before I was finally spent. I needed almost a minute to catch my breath; I was simultaneously exhausted and high out of my mind.
Finally, I came back to my senses somewhat. I lingered in the bathroom a bit longer until I was able to release my bladder, and then I headed to my desk, only half aware. I sat like that for some time, before returning to Earth.
Now that I was more level-headed, I turned on my computer and pecked away at the keyboard. Since I was at work anyway, might as well get ahead on some projects. I lost myself in them; it was several minutes before I thought of Tanner and Amanda again, and only then because I received another doorcam alert.
My heart raced again. Tanner was leaving, it appeared. There were no obvious signs of what he'd been up to, but I had a pretty good idea. What other reason would he have had for staying so long? I couldn't wait to get back home and check the cameras to see for myself. Unfortunately, I knew it would likely be Sunday morning—when Amanda slept in—before I had a chance.
I didn't leave work immediately, as tempted as I was. I gave it another thirty minutes before texting Amanda that I was wrapping up and should be able to leave soon. I added that it was still early enough we could probably go out like she'd wanted. She'd just responded with a smiley face emoji.
When I made it home, I looked for any signs of carnal disturbances, but saw none. If something had occurred, Tanner and Amanda had done a good job of hiding it. Amanda herself seemed oddly cheerful considering how cold she'd been when I left, but that was the only thing out of place. When I asked her about it, she said it was because she'd watched a good movie and realized how silly it was to be mad at me.
Dinner was nice. Amanda was outgoing and attentive. If I didn't know better, I'd have assumed everything was normal. Amanda even gave me head once we got home, although she didn't let me have full intercourse with her. She claimed that it was her way of apologizing. I didn't believe her, but Amanda didn't give head often, so I wasn't about to argue. I didn't have much semen left inside me at this point, but fortunately I was able to get hard without trouble.
When we went to bed that night, we seemed to be in a good place. Somehow, I managed to fall asleep quickly.
The next morning, I practically jumped out of bed. It was finally my chance to see what I'd missed out on yesterday. This time, I started by retrieving the bedroom camera along with the other ones upstairs, before going to the first floor. Surprisingly, there was nothing on the upstairs cameras, and although I saw parts of Tanner and Amanda's interactions from several downstairs feeds, the kitchen camera was my real prize.
Here's what had happened:
After I'd departed for work, Tanner and Amanda were alone in the house. At first, neither said a word. After an uncomfortable pause, Tanner finally broke the silence.
"Well, that was extremely awkward."
Amanda just shook her head, her bad mood visible even to the camera. "Tanner, get the fuck out," she said quietly.
"Yeah, sure thing, I'm on my way now." Tanner agreed quickly, sensing Amanda's prickliness.
As I'd seen from the doorbell cam, Tanner left the house and returned to the yard. For her part, Amanda went to the couch and returned to her book, but she barely turned a page. I could see that she was either deep in thought or trying hard to repress her frustration or both.
When Tanner returned to the door several minutes later, the doorbell shocked Amanda back to attention.
Like I'd already seen, Tanner apologetically asked to use the bathroom and Amanda allowed him in. But now I could finally watch what happened next.
Once Tanner had re-entered the house, Amanda silently led him to the guest bathroom downstairs. While Tanner finished his business, she headed to the kitchen and poured herself some coffee. She propped herself up against the kitchen island, appearing deep in thought as she sipped.
Once Tanner exited the bathroom, he headed towards the front door, but Amanda stopped him.
"Tanner, hold on a second. Come here."
Rather than perk up like I would have expected, Tanner entered the kitchen slowly, as if he expected Amanda to snap at him again. He faced Amanda, but at a safe distance.
Words began to tumble from his mouth. "I promise none of this was my idea. You asked me for space, and I gave it to you. I didn't even want to come into the house. Mr. Long asked me to. I tried to..."
"Tanner, you can stop. I'm not mad at you."
Tanner broke off whatever he'd been about to say. "... you're not?"
"No," Amanda sighed. "I'm sorry for being rude to you earlier. The whole situation just put me in a bad mood. Brian's never been like that before, and it got under my skin. But I shouldn't have taken it out on you."
Tanner did perk up a bit now. "It's okay. I didn't take it personally." He offered her his winning smile. "Does this mean we're back on again?" He took a step closer to Amanda, but she put up her hand, signaling him to stop.
"You are persistent, aren't you?" Amanda asked, shaking her head incredulously. "But no, that's not what I was getting at. I just wanted to apologize for my behavior. It wasn't right of me to fuss at you. You were an innocent bystander caught in the crossfire."
"You don't have to apologize to me, Amanda. You know I think the world of you."
Amanda sighed deeply. "Tanner, you've known me for three months. You barely know anything about me. You only like me because I'm a forbidden older woman who let you act out your fantasies. This crush you have on me will flame out as soon as you let it."
"It's not just a crush," Tanner said, face turning serious. "I mean, yeah, you're sexy as hell. But you're also funny, smart, and caring. The fact that you want to stay loyal to Mr. Long despite our obvious connection is proof of that. I may not know your hobbies or what movies you like, but I can see who you are as a person, and you're beautiful, both inside and out."
"Was I beautiful inside and out when I told you to get the fuck out of the house?" Amanda asked, eyebrow raised.
"Yes," Tanner said without missing a beat. "I like a strong woman."
Amanda sighed again. "Tanner, it's flattering as hell that you're so attracted to me, but you know that I love Brian, even if we don't always get along. I don't want to see you hold out for something that's not gonna happen. You'll just end up hurting yourself."
"Don't worry. I'll be fine," Tanner said, walking to the other side of the island from where Amanda was standing. He stared out the kitchen window, facing away from her. "And I know that we'll never actually be together. As you said, you love Mr. Long. And I'm leaving for college in a week. You're a mature woman, and I'm just eighteen. I get it. It just wouldn't work out."
He exhaled deeply. "But I've never met a woman like you before, and it destroys me to know that I may never meet one again. It just seems so unfair to have you in my life but be unable to keep you."
Damn Tanner, I thought. His come-ons were getting better.
Amanda set her coffee on the island and walked over to Tanner's side. She gently took his hand in hers. I could tell she legitimately felt sorry for him.
"Tanner, don't be so down about it. I promise you'll meet the right girl for you. And when you do, she'll blow me out of the water. You'll forget I even exist."
Tanner shook his head, but he smiled and looked her in the eyes. "Amanda, I could never forget you."
Amanda shifted uncomfortably. She let go of Tanner's hand and leaned back against the island, so they were now side by side. When she spoke, she kept her eyes on the floor. "Give it time, Tanner. You will. We've had fun, yes, but we're just a spark that's here one second, gone the next. Crushes can burn hot, but they burn fast. Even if there was a world that we got together—say if I were eighteen and single again—we'd either break up eventually or end up as a boring old couple, just like Brian and me."
"I don't believe you," Tanner said softly as he moved in front of Amanda. He used his hand to tilt her head upwards, forcing her to meet his eyes. "I'd never get bored of you."
"That's not how it works, Tanner," Amanda said, a sharpness to her voice, but she didn't pull away from him. "You wouldn't be able to help it."
"You might be right," he admitted. "But you don't know for sure." He let go of Amanda's chin and ran his hand through her brown hair, seemingly fascinated by it.
"I guess that's true," Amanda breathed lightly. I could see all her carefully constructed boundaries, her re-affirmed loyalty to me, her internal commitments to being a faithful wife.... begin to melt away. Dissolved by Tanner's touch.



"I want you, Amanda," he whispered, looking down at her.
"Oh, Tanner," she whispered back. "I want you too. But I'm married. I love my husband." I could tell her remaining resistance was unraveling fast.
"I know," Tanner acknowledged. "But he's not here, is he?" He leaned in towards her so that their foreheads were almost touching.
I saw Amanda consider Tanner's question, the tension between them reaching a boil. I knew that deep down, though, Amanda had already made her decision.
She pulled Tanner into a sudden kiss. Then, before he could react, Amanda pushed her body against his, her desire crashing through what little remained of her resistance.
Tanner seemed surprised by the intensity of Amanda's move, but he quickly regained his composure and returned her kiss with the same intensity. The sounds of their mouths smacking could be heard clearly on the camera; I'd never seen Amanda so openly passionate before. Their bodies pressed together with such force I was shocked that they were able to keep their balance.
Amanda drew back first, just long enough to pull Tanner's shirt from his body, revealing his slender but well-defined torso. Tanner took advantage of the pause to pull up Amanda's shirt next. Even before he had fully removed it, Amanda worked to uncouple her bra. She let it fall to the floor as soon as Tanner had freed her arms. They couldn't strip fast enough.
They pressed in together again, kissing some more, but now also running their hands over each other's bare chests. I could see Amanda's nipples were hard, and she began to moan softly as Tanner's fingers teased them. For her part, Amanda couldn't seem to get enough of Tanner's bronzed abs, tracing over them like she was trying to commit them to memory.
This mutual exploration only lasted seconds, though, before Amanda began to undo Tanner's shorts. She struggled for a bit, stubbornly refusing to pause her kisses even for a second, but at last she was able to release them. She tried to pull both his shorts and boxers down at once, but her angle was bad, and Tanner had to help her the rest of the way.
Tanner didn't give Amanda a chance to appreciate his now fully naked body though—he immediately undid Amanda's own shorts and removed them, followed shortly by her panties. They had managed to remove all their clothes in mere seconds.
Tanner's erection was aimed squarely at Amanda's navel. When they pressed together again, kissing just as passionately, it became trapped between their bodies, the head of his cock extending past her belly button. The skin-on-skin contact must have been too much to resist, because Tanner began to move his hips upwards ever so slightly, rubbing his cock along Amanda's stomach.
This teasing lasted mere moments before Tanner was spurred into further action. He grabbed Amanda in a bear hug and lifted her onto the island, knocking her coffee off in the process. The cup crashed to the floor and shattered, but the two lovers didn't seem to notice. Amanda squealed with exhilaration at Tanner's show of strength, before leaning back and spreading her legs slightly for him. Tanner took advantage by stepping in and aligning himself with Amanda's now exposed womanhood. Without hesitation, he pressed forward, filling my wife with the part of him that should have been forever off-limits. Tanner was just months out of high school, yet he had managed to seduce my wife—fifteen years his senior—twice now. It shouldn't have been possible.
And yet it was.
Once Tanner had pushed as far inside Amanda as he could go, he paused for just a moment, enjoying the sensation. Amanda took the opportunity to wrap her legs around Tanner's hips, pulling him even more tightly against her. Neither of them said a word, but I could see ecstasy on both their faces. There was no denying that Amanda wanted this just as much as Tanner did.
Guided by Amanda's legs, Tanner began to work himself into a rhythm. Withdraw and thrust. Withdraw and thrust. Withdraw and thrust. He built gradually, Amanda's fit body bouncing on the island a little more with each motion. I couldn't believe how hot the scene was. This eighteen-year-old was taking my wife in the middle of our kitchen; his youthful vigor on full display as he pounded her. Their tan bodies meshed together, forming a union that defied all boundaries—age, fidelity, or shame itself.
I came at this point, but even then, I couldn't stop watching the scene.
Amanda's juices had by now thoroughly coated Tanner's cock, and it glistened in the light every time he pulled out. His cock was indeed very respectable, and I could tell Amanda's pussy had done some significant stretching to accommodate it. She began to moan softly, biting her bottom lip and scrunching her eyebrows together, like she was an actress in an adult film... the key difference being that she wasn't acting. She couldn't seem to decide whether to look into Tanner's eyes or stare at his cock as it plunged into her innermost depths.
For his part, Tanner never took his gaze from Amanda's face. He'd fixated on it, enraptured by her uninhibited expressions of lust. There was no question that Amanda had fully given herself over to him, her transformation from ambivalent acquaintance to enthusiastic lover now complete. There would be no going back this time.
Amanda reached her threshold first, her legs clenching suddenly around Tanner's waist, interrupting his rhythm and holding him deep inside as she began to orgasm. Tanner instinctively tried to restart his thrusts, but Amanda held him too tightly. I could see her whole body shudder, her muscles all firing at once. I could only imagine what her pussy was doing to Tanner's cock. Her moans of pleasure filled the room.
That was enough for Tanner. He gasped suddenly and tried to force himself even further into Amanda. I couldn't see it directly, but I had no doubt that he was now flooding Amanda's cervix with millions of sperm. She was on the pill, but to my fevered mind, it didn't matter. Tanner's seed was once again swimming inside my wife. If my body had been capable of it, I would have come again there.
Even once their orgasms subsided, they sat there, basking in the afterglow. Amanda and Tanner both breathing heavy, sweat glistening on their bodies... still pressed together, joined at the waist. They looked like they would have been content to stay there forever.
Amanda ended the moment first. She unhooked her legs from around Tanner and sat up, pulling herself against Tanner's body. Once again, she pulled him into a kiss, but this one soft and tender, rather than fiery and desperate. Tanner kissed her back, cupping her face affectionately in his hand. Their lips pressed gently together a few times, before Amanda pulled away.
They hadn't spoken at all during their carnal encounter, driven by pure desire. But now Amanda found her voice again.
"Tanner... that was incredible. I've never been fucked like that before. Where was that the first time we had sex?" she asked wondrously. She sounded like a teen who'd just given up her virginity—rather than the thirty-year-old wife that she actually was.
"I'm a quick learner," Tanner shrugged self-deprecatingly. "So, that was better than Mr. Long?"
Amanda ran a hand through Tanner's shaggy hair, considering his question. After a moment of thought, she finally responded. "As I said before, I love Brian. He really is a good husband. But on a physical level... there's no comparison. You just seem to get me in a way that he doesn't."
Tanner tried to suppress the grin that spread across his face, but he failed miserably. I wasn't sure what he enjoyed more—the fact that he was a better lover than me, or the fact that Amanda was now freely admitting it. I should have been crushed by Amanda's words, but there were now two Brians. Husband Brian and Voyeur Brian. Husband Brian would have been devastated. But Voyeur Brian loved watching Amanda's unraveling faithfulness. And it was Voyeur Brian who was present now.
I returned my attention to the recording.
"So, does this mean that I don't have to keep my distance anymore?" Tanner asked, unable to keep the excitement from his voice.
Amanda smiled at Tanner's open anticipation. "I think we can work something out. But let me get down—I need to go to the bathroom."
"Oh, sure, sorry," Tanner said. He stepped backwards, pulling his now-limp cock out from Amanda at long last. It was covered in a mixture of Amanda's lubrication and his own semen. The camera angle allowed me to see a tiny stream of semen leaking from Amanda's pussy as well.
With effortless grace, Amanda closed her legs and hopped to the floor. Tanner was unable to resist giving her a small smack on her ass, which earned him a playful smirk in return. Tanner stared at her body as she walked away, legs pressed slightly together to keep from leaking his semen onto the floor.
While Amanda was in the bathroom, Tanner finally noticed the broken coffee mug on the floor. Using his bare hands, he carefully moved the shattered pieces to the trash. He was thorough; there was no sign of the mess after he'd finished.
When Amanda returned to the kitchen, Tanner gave her another passionate kiss—maybe he was afraid she'd change her mind about him again?—before going to the bathroom himself.
While Amanda waited, she pulled her clothes back on and wiped down the island, removing any possible signs of her indiscretions. Once finished, she walked to the living room couch, bringing Tanner's clothes with her.
Tanner reemerged a short time later, and Amanda called him over to her.
"Here, you can dress while we set some ground rules," she said motioning to his clothes. Teacher-Amanda was coming out.
Tanner nodded obediently as he reached for his boxers.
"First of all, this stays between us. If I so much as suspect that you've hinted to Brian or anyone else what we've been up to, I will deny it with every breath, and you'll never touch me again. But if you can keep it secret, I'll let you keep visiting. You still have a week left before you leave, after all. Does that sound fair?"
"More than fair," Tanner agreed, clearly unable to believe his luck. "I won't tell a soul."
"Good," Amanda said, satisfied. "Now, Brian will be home tomorrow, so I won't be free then. But he goes back to work on Monday, and I'll be free all week. But just in case something changes, I don't want you dropping by unannounced. Text me first to make sure it's clear, okay?"
"Sure. Text first. Got it."
"Just to be safe, I'm going to put you in my phone as the electric company. If you want to talk, text me something about my bill or confirming my number or whatever. Something believable. If I'm available, I'll respond. If not, don't text me again until I reach out first."
"Pretend I'm the electric company. Easy enough." Tanner echoed.
"Good. Now, I don't know when Brian's going to be back tonight. Supposedly he'll text me when he's leaving, but I don't want to risk it. You should go, but don't worry, I'll see you Monday. Gotta make use of our time together while we have it, right?" Amanda winked seductively.
"Absolutely. You don't know how long I've been waiting to hear you say that." Tanner grinned.
"Save that enthusiasm for later. You'll need it," Amanda said, not bothering to hide her own excitement. "Now finish getting dressed. Gotta play it safe, remember?"
Tanner nodded and finished dressing as Amanda watched appreciatively. Once Tanner was re-clothed, she spoke again. "You know, Brian was spot-on earlier when he commented on your attractiveness. But he was wrong about one key point."
"What was that?"
"That you would need to be older to catch my interest. You're young, yes. But in the way that matters, you are absolutely a man."
I saw Amanda's flattering words sink into Tanner's mind. I would have died on the spot if an attractive older woman had told me that as a teenager; I wondered if Tanner realized exactly how lucky he was. He started to approach Amanda again, likely wondering if he could get a second round, but Amanda held up her hand.
"No, we have to be safe. Save it for Monday."
Tanner obediently stopped, regaining his senses. "You're right. Until Monday. I'll see you then, gorgeous."
"See you then, handsome." Amanda shot back playfully.
And then Tanner was gone.
**
Once again, I found myself on the couch, utterly exhausted but utterly high from watching my wife give herself to Tanner. Unlike the first time, though, this time Amanda showed no ambivalence about it. Hell, she was actively planning to continue.
I knew that there was no question I'd pushed my obsession too far. The situation was now self-sustaining and no longer needed me to support it. I counted myself lucky that I could at least keep up with how it developed, thanks to my hidden cameras and the ability to discreetly check Amanda's phone, but still... Knowing that Amanda and Tanner were fully prepared to keep going was a sobering thought.
I briefly considered coming clean to Amanda; confessing my role in the entire situation. Or finding a way to somehow 'accidentally' catch them in the act and put a stop to it.
But ultimately, I decided against these ideas. Ruling out confession was easy. I knew that despite Amanda's seeking sexual fulfillment elsewhere, she did love me and wanted to stay in our marriage. But if she discovered how I'd manipulated her, that might change. So that was out.
Catching them in the act was more promising. But I ruled that out too. If I were to walk in while Tanner was balls-deep, Amanda would be mortified. Even if I were to promise that I wasn't upset, that instead I found it incredibly hot, her shame might prove too powerful to bear. Her self-image was intricately tied to being a loyal, good wife. Sure, she wasn't that anymore, but compartmentalization is a powerful tool. It's one thing for your paramour to know of your unfaithfulness... but your husband? There'd be no compartmentalizing that.
But the biggest deciding factor was that Tanner was leaving soon. Amanda and Tanner might wish to remain fuck-buddies for the indefinite future, but they simply wouldn't have the chance. In a week, they would be done, regardless of their desires.
And if I'm being honest, the idea of having a week's footage of Tanner and Amanda together was too much to resist.
With that, my decision was made. I would continue to watch and wait.
**
Sunday proved uneventful. Amanda and I did our usual weekend routines, and surprisingly, I didn't sense a distance between us. It really did seem like she had forgiven me for my rude behavior on Saturday; no doubt influenced by her own transgressions.
By now, Husband Brian had replaced Voyeur Brian, and admittedly Husband Brian was a little hurt that his wife weighed a teenager's sexual prowess as superior to his own. But I knew that it likely had less to do with Tanner's actual ability—or my own lack—than the taboo nature of their relationship. Even if I was a true Casanova, a ten-year marriage will never carry the same thrill as an illicit affair with the lawn boy. Or maybe that's just what I told myself to feel better. Who knows.
I did play up my affectionate side though; testing to see if Amanda still loved me as much as she claimed. She responded favorably, restoring a measure of my self-confdience. Tanner may have been her new obsession, but it seemed like Amanda knew I was still the most important man in her life.
Despite knowing what the upcoming week might bring, I slept soundly. But as it turned out, I underestimated just how wild it might be.
**
That week proved to be one of the most insane weeks of my life. Sure enough, shortly after I'd left Monday, Tanner dropped by the house, where Amanda quickly ushered him in wearing nothing but a robe. They barely made it to the couch before they started a furious fuck that was just as intense as their last one. Once they'd finished and cooled down, Tanner revealed that he had cancelled all his other lawn appointments, pretending that he'd had to leave for college earlier than expected. In other words, he could stay with Amanda all day... or at least until I returned from work. I expected Amanda to turn him down—to avoid getting caught, if nothing else—but she didn't. She agreed.
And sure enough, they did spend the day together. Initially, I didn't have the time to watch it all, but I saw enough to draw some conclusions. It turned out that despite their age difference, they did click well. Obviously, Amanda and Tanner didn't have a lot in common outside of sex, but between their flirting and shared attraction, their non-sexual interactions proved just as natural as their sexual ones. I suspected that Amanda being a teacher made it easier; she was used to connecting with younger people... even if not quite like this.
The two of them ate lunch together, cuddled on the couch together, and even cleaned together. They fucked again that afternoon too. But rather than dive right into the action, they introduced foreplay for the first time. I watch Amanda give Tanner the blowjob of his life; her sucking on his cock like it was the best thing she'd ever tasted. Afterwards, she let him take her doggy-style, giving Tanner full control over her body. The eighteen-year-old took advantage, railing her so thoroughly that I was surprised she was able to walk after.
Tanner didn't leave until I was heading home from work, and even then, he left reluctantly. Amanda seemed sad to see Tanner leave too, despite knowing he would return the next day. Their infatuation was clearly two-sided now.
The rest of the week was a sex-fueled blur. Amanda and Tanner fucked more times than I would have thought possible, either from a desire standpoint or a physical one. Tanner, I understood. A horny teenager having unrestricted access to the MILF of his dreams? Of course, he'd be fucking constantly. But Amanda? I'd never seen her express so much interest in sex. It was like she'd been celibate our whole marriage and was now making up for lost time. Amanda wasn't as young as she used to be; I knew she had to be in a constant state of soreness... and yet she never stopped. Maybe, like me, she couldn't.
The two of them fucked in almost every room of the house. They fucked on the couch, on our marital bed, in the shower, on the laundry room floor... If a room had a horizontal space, it was fair game.
Their positions were equally varied. Normally, Amanda and I stuck with the tried-and-true missionary, but with Tanner she was much more adventurous. They returned to doggy-style a few times, but also sprinkled in reverse cowgirl, prone-bone, and an especially intimate position where Tanner was spooning her. At one point, Tanner even picked Amanda up and fucked her against the wall. He gassed out quickly, but I think the moment had a profound effect on Amanda, who'd never been manhandled quite like that before.
Surprisingly, what turned me on the most was watching Amanda teach Tanner how to be a better lover. As the initial thrill of their sex wore off, the quality of their techniques became more important. Amanda wasn't going to cum from a quickie like she had at first.
And so, Amanda began offering Tanner little hints and tricks. Most of the tips were specific to her—focus here, avoid that, this is how you go down on me, etc—but she gave good general advice too. Be considerate. Experiment. Communicate. Have a sense of humor. Realize porn is subpar sex. Be confident.
Tanner did indeed prove to be a quick learner, putting Amanda's hints into action; their mutual pleasure rising accordingly. Even though their fucks had lost their novelty, their improved connection more than made up for it. I had to give Tanner credit; most teenage guys would have been deeply offended at even the suggestion that they weren't naturally perfect in bed. But the results spoke for themselves.



At some point during the week, I noticed that the essence of Amanda and Tanner's sex had shifted. At first, they'd been operating on pure instinct and reflex. But as the days progressed, they began to make love in the true sense. Their sex was still passionate, but now it was also tender and soft. They caressed each other more and spent more time watching each other's faces rather than their bodies. It was almost sweet, if not for the fact that Tanner was barely an adult. And the fact that Amanda was married to me.
I suspect this essence-shift was a result of what happened between their sex sessions. In their downtime, Amanda and Tanner began to open to each other. It started slow, with Tanner asking Amanda what it was like to be a teacher and deal with former students like him. Amanda returned by asking what Tanner thought of his own teachers. And then the conversation developed further, into Tanner's plans for college and Amanda's plans for her own life. Soon they were talking about their interests and dreams; their embarrassments and failures. They talked about their love lives; how Tanner had been dumped by his high school girlfriend just after prom. How Amanda had met me and how our marriage had progressed.
Amanda did speak favorably about me, but she also talked about how marriage wasn't what she had expected growing up. She'd been led to believe in happily-ever-after... rather than good-enough-ever-after. She was happy with our marriage, but in the same way that she was happy eating her go-to everyday meals. Easy, comfortable, and healthy... but sometimes she wondered if there was more.
Tanner had just nodded along. When Amanda was done, he asked if maybe happily-ever-after did exist... just with someone else. His meaning was clear, but Amanda didn't flatly deny him. Instead, she replied that while she was flattered, Tanner just didn't understand yet. Tanner didn't push the point, but he did kiss Amanda softly... which led to another love-making session.
At another point, Amanda admitted to Tanner that she regretted not having any kids. She and I had discussed years ago that neither of us felt strongly about having children, but apparently, she'd changed her mind. As she explained to Tanner, she never told me about her change of heart because she didn't want to seem like she was going back on her word. And she knew that I wouldn't change my mind anyway. I felt a pang of guilt at this—I had no idea Amanda wanted kids now. I made a mental note for later.
The climax of their budding relationship came that Friday. After making love that afternoon, they were lying in bed together, cuddling each other closely. There was a somberness to their mood, a result of knowing that their time together was almost up. By the end of the weekend, Tanner would be at college, over a thousand miles away.
Tanner began reminiscing about the first time that he had met Amanda. He talked about how he'd been instantly smitten by her; her grace and beauty too much to withstand. How he spent every day that summer wishing he could get to know Amanda better, how hard it was knowing that she was spoken for. And then... how against all odds she had finally allowed him a taste, and they connected at last.
He was laying it on thick, but Amanda took it well, likely understanding that this was essentially his goodbye to her. But then Tanner did something unexpected. He suggested that maybe he didn't need to go to college after all.
"What?" Amanda had asked, clearly thinking she had misunderstood. "Say that again."
"What if I don't go to college? What if I stay here with you instead?"
"Tanner, you can't skip college for me." Amanda said flatly.
"Why not? People skip college all the time, and for dumber reasons. Besides, I'm not saying I'll skip college for good. Maybe I'll just take a gap year."
Amanda sat up at this point, turning towards Tanner. "Tanner, listen to me. This week has been one of the most incredible weeks of my life. I've loved every second of our time together. And I... care about you. But that's why I can't let you sabotage your future. Even for me."
"But it's not for you, it's for us." Tanner said earnestly. I could tell this had been weighing on his mind heavily.
"For you, for me, for us. It doesn't matter. Going to college is the type of thing that changes your whole life. I won't let you give that up. I know it'll be hard to leave. It's hard for me too. But that's what needs to happen."
"But our connection is also the type of thing that can change your whole life," Tanner countered. "It's already changed mine. Besides, I can always find another college. I won't be able to find another Amanda."
Amanda stayed silent. When she did speak, it was barely above a whisper. "Oh, Tanner, I'm so sorry. I should have never led you on like this. What we have is special, but it's temporary. I'll always remember our time together, but it can't last. I thought you understood this. I'm sorry if I made you think otherwise."
Tanner processed her words before responding. "You say we can't last. Why? Because of Mr. Long?"
"Yes, in part. But also, I'm closer to middle age than my teenage years. Starting over isn't as easy for me now," Amanda explained. "But even then, as I've said before, we're just in two different stages of life, Tanner. You're just getting started, while I'm locked into my life-path. Let's say that you do stay here another year. What then? Do you go to college next year when it's even harder for us to separate? Or do you just keep putting college off forever? What happens when you start resenting me for keeping you from your potential?"
"I could never resent you," Tanner said so sincerely that I had no doubt he believed it himself.
"Yes, you could," Amanda gave a rueful half-smile. "It's just part of being human."
She leaned over Tanner and gave him a slow kiss. "Listen, as hard as this is, it will pass. I promise you'll move on. You keep telling me how special I am, and as flattering as that is, I know deep down it's not true. There are a lot of special women out there—your college will be full of them. And unlike me, they won't come with the downside of being temporary. Can you trust me on this, Tanner? Promise me that you'll find a way to make it to college?"
Tanner stared at the ceiling for a moment before letting out a sigh. "Okay, Amanda. I promise. But can we still text once I leave?"
Amanda considered this. "Yes, you can still text. But same rules as before—we can't let Brian see you on my phone."
"Okay. As long as I can still talk to you, I can live with that," he kissed Amanda back. "For the record, though, I don't care what you say. I will never meet anyone as special as you."
They cuddled in bed together for the rest of the afternoon. When Tanner did finally leave, it was fast and without fanfare, almost as if neither of them would be able to stand dragging it out. And just like that, their week together was over.
All of this I discovered well after the fact, of course. There was simply too much camera footage (almost 40 hours' worth!) to watch more than the highlights at first. I didn't realize the full extent of Tanner and Amanda's connection until weeks later, otherwise I probably would have panicked into interfering with it while it was ongoing. No question, they had stopped being fuck buddies and crossed into true lover territory. I still didn't think they could be in a sustainable relationship, even if I wasn't in the picture... but their closeness was concerning.
By the time I made it through all the footage though, Tanner was long gone. At first, they did continue to text—as I discovered when going through Amanda's phone—but without their in-person chemistry, their connection eventually flamed out. By that winter, they hadn't texted each other in months.
Amanda and I were a little rocky both during and after her week with Tanner. She was closed off, likely exhausted from giving so much of herself physically and mentally to him. I was drained too, from the constant rush of either thinking about the two of them or watching and masturbating to them. We were both hollowed shells; more like roommates than husband and wife.
But eventually we returned to our usual selves. Like people coming out of a trance, we began to rediscover each other slowly but surely. Amanda had lamented the mundane nature of our decade-long marriage, but the ritual of our joined lives was what pulled us back together. We began to laugh again, love again, and see each other as spouses again. It was like awakening from a months-long coma. Our relationship would never be the same as before Tanner, but it seemed like we would persevere regardless.
And I did benefit in one major way—I now knew about Amanda's secret desire for kids. I was always ambivalent about the idea, but now that I knew Amanda's true feelings, I began to take another look at it. And I surprised myself by coming around. Sure, kids would change my life and my marriage... but could it be any worse than letting a teenager fuck my wife? It had to be healthier, at least.
I brought the idea of having kids to Amanda one night, and she was so surprised and so happy that she almost cried. Just like that, we were both on board.
Amanda stopped her birth control shortly after, and we began trying to conceive that fall. We didn't have any luck those first few months, which was a little disheartening, but the return of our sex life was a nice silver lining. Using Tanner as inspiration, I began to experiment a bit more in the bedroom too. At first Amanda seemed perplexed by my newfound innovative spirit, but she went along with it. We weren't as fiery as she and Tanner had been, but for spouses married over a decade, I think we were as spicy as could have been expected.
There was still a separation between Amanda and I that I don't think ever would completely go away, even though neither of us acknowledged it. I doubt Amanda realized I even noticed it. But considering how much I'd risked pushing her into Tanner's arms... I counted myself lucky that a little distance was all I faced.
It could have been much worse.
**
And that may have been the end of the story.
But even though Tanner was gone for the moment, he wasn't gone for good.
By that winter, Amanda and I both had moved on. I still masturbated to the videos of them together occasionally, but it was far from the feverish obsession I'd had that summer. Now that they were done, it seemed tamer somehow; less exciting. I knew that Tanner might return at some point, but since he had stopped texting Amanda, I had assumed he'd moved on as well.
Turns out he did... to an extent.
I first became aware of Tanner's return when my doorbell cam alerted me at work on a Friday afternoon. I still received alerts with some regularity, but they were for mundane triggers, like the mailman or a bird. When I casually glanced at my phone expecting another rogue animal, my heart almost stopped when I saw Tanner at our door. It was like seeing a long-buried man return, resurrected and in perfect health.
Amanda was equally surprised to see him. I could hear her shocked greeting when she opened the door, and her confused agreement when he asked if he could enter the house.
I watched my phone closely over the next several minutes for any sign of his departure... but there was nothing. It wasn't until I finished my work shift that he finally left. My mind raced at the possibilities. Sure, he could have slept with Amanda again... but I'd been checking Amanda's phone regularly, and there had been no contact between them. If he'd been wanting to set something up, I would have expected him to reach out first. But an afternoon together was a long time for a quick catch-up...
When I arrived home, I saw no sign of anything out of place. Amanda seemed off-balance, but when I asked her about it, she just made an excuse and said everything was fine. Clearly, she wasn't giving any hints.
It killed me to wait to check my cameras—which I'd kept running even once Tanner had left for college—but somehow I did it. That Saturday morning, when Amanda was sleeping in, I did my now-familiar roundup.
Using multiple camera feeds, I stitched together what had happened and watched through the entire time Tanner and Amanda had spent together.
Once I'd finished, I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me.
The video started innocently enough.
Tanner entered the house and Amanda found him something to drink. There was a new uncertainty to their dynamic though... it was clear that neither knew quite how to react to the other. They'd been incredibly in-sync that summer, but now months had passed without contact. It was uncharted territory.
Once Tanner had his drink, they sat on the couch together.
"So, back from college, huh?" Amanda had asked, feeling him out.
"Yeah. For a couple weeks anyway. Winter break." Tanner said. "Figured I should stop by and say hi."
"Dropped by just to say hi, huh? You didn't want to text first?" Amanda sounded either skeptical or disappointed; I couldn't tell which.
"Yeah, sorry about that. I didn't even really plan on stopping, but as I drove by, it was like I couldn't help myself. I pulled into your driveway, and next thing I knew, I was at your door."
"Just to say hi?"
"Yeah," Tanner said. He seemed uncharacteristically unsure of himself. He paused for a second. "I've got a girlfriend now. Her name's Mackenzie. She's nice."
"Really? That didn't take you long," Amanda said, still unreadable. "How long have you been dating?"
"A couple months now. We were lab partners in biology."
"Well, congratulations, I suppose," Amanda murmured. She didn't sound thrilled for Tanner, but she didn't seem upset either. Maybe she was still trying to decide how she felt.
"Yeah, it's been good. But how are you? I know it's been a while since we've talked. College has been really busy," Tanner said apologetically.
"Oh, everything's been fine around here," Amanda said casually, but then she perked up. "Brian and I are trying to have a kid now. I didn't think he'd ever want kids, but he was the one who brought up the idea. Can you believe it?"
"Wow, lucky you," Tanner smiled, but it looked forced. "You and him still together, huh?"
Amanda looked at Tanner like he'd questioned that the sky was blue. "Of course, we're still together, Tanner. He's my husband."
Tanner's smile dropped. "I just meant that I thought you'd realize you deserve better by now."
"Brian's a good guy," Amanda said defensively. "And besides, who would I be better off with. You? We've been over this. Plus, you just told me that you've got a girlfriend."
"That's not what I meant," Tanner said, off-balance now. "I just hate to see such a beautiful woman settle for less than she deserves."
"I can take care of myself," Amanda replied. "But what about you? Are you settling?"
Tanner frowned and considered her question. "I... don't know. I really do like Mackenzie. She's pretty, she's nice, she's... my age. But now, here I am at your house, and I don't know why. It's like I couldn't stay away. I feel like... like we haven't gotten... like we..."
"Like we have unfinished business?" Amanda offered.
"Yeah," Tanner said. "Yeah, that."
Amanda scooted towards Tanner's side of the couch and laid her hand on his.
"I know how you feel. This summer with you was an experience I'll never forget. Especially that last week we had... I still think about it and smile. All the conversations. All the laughter. The mind-blowing sex. And then it was over... We never had a chance to let our connection run its natural course, so now it feels incomplete. Like stopping a movie halfway through... or leaving a dinner half-eaten." Amanda stared off, lost in her own thoughts.
Then she shook herself back to attention. "But now, it's too easy to play the what-if game. To wonder what might have happened. Or to feel like it's not quite done. And you may never stop wondering... but it does get easier to deal with, especially if you have a connection with someone else. Like Brian and me. Or you and Mackenzie. Give it time. Focus on your new girlfriend. You'll move on, I promise."
"But what if I don't want to move on?" Tanner asked softly. He looked at Amanda with a mix of uncertainty and hope.
Amanda started to respond, but the words seemed to catch in her mouth. I saw a series of emotions run across her face in rapid succession... pity, sympathy, annoyance, bashfulness... and longing.
Tanner watched Amanda's inner turmoil play out. Seconds passed, and every time Amanda started to speak again, she stopped herself. Tanner must have sensed her ambivalence; without saying a word, he leaned in and planted his lips on hers.
Amanda didn't resist; they shared a single tender kiss, before Amanda pulled back at last.
"Tanner... I can't do this with you again. I can't spend a week with you just to have you leave for months. Besides, what about Mackenzie?" Amanda asked, her eyes searching Tanner's.
Tanner frowned. "Mackenzie's great. I like her a lot. But she's not you."
He paused before continuing. "The truth is, though, I couldn't spend a week with you even if I wanted to. My grandparents fly in tonight. They'll be visiting with us until I go back to college. I'm sorry to cause you trouble by stopping by. I just couldn't resist. Being in the neighborhood brings back too many memories."
Amanda sat silently, either unwilling or unable to respond.
Tanner took her silence as unwillingness. "It's okay, Amanda. You don't have to say anything. I can leave. Sorry to bother you." He stood from the couch.
"Tanner..." Amanda said with a sigh. "Don't leave yet. Brian won't be back for a couple hours. Why don't we spend one last afternoon together? This can be our chance to say goodbye. To end things properly."
Tanner looked down at Amanda, conflict on his own face. He clearly wanted to stay... but I think he was afraid he wouldn't be able to leave again if he did.
Amanda gave him one last push. She stepped from the couch and moved in front of Tanner. Staring up into his eyes, she began to rub her hands through his hair and against his face, with all the tender familiarity of an old lover. And then, for the finishing touch, she slowly pushed her face towards him... just barely grazing her lips against his.
I saw Tanner's uncertainty evaporate. He pressed into her kiss softly, but there was now a hunger to his stance. He began to slowly run his hands along Amanda's body, exploring her curves like a road-weary traveler who had finally found his way home.
Amanda allowed herself to be swallowed by Tanner's embrace, working her body more and more into their kisses. Their tongues began to swirl together, and I saw Amanda smile as their familiar connection revealed itself again. Even from the camera, I could sense the electric charge reforming between the two of them.
Tanner seemed to feel it too, becoming increasingly bold with his hands. He slipped them under Amanda's sweater and pulled it from her head... revealing that Amanda was not wearing a bra underneath, her full breasts exposed to the air. Tanner removed his own shirt next, while Amanda began to fiddle with the button on his jeans. Once she freed it, she kneeled in front of Tanner and pulled both his pants and boxers to the ground. In the process, Tanner's cock sprang upwards, almost hitting her in the face.
Amanda looked up at Tanner lustfully, before returning her gaze to the teen's manhood inches in front of her. She opened her mouth and looked to take him in, but she never quite made contact. She'd gotten close enough that Tanner could probably feel her breath on his cock, but no more. Teasingly, Amanda slowly extended her tongue... and then withdrew it.




"Amanda, please..." Tanner begged, unable to withstand the tension.
Amanda looked up at Tanner again and smiled. Keeping her eye contact, she slowly moved her mouth over the head of his penis... but still didn't seal her lips around it. Only when she saw that Tanner's sexual frustration was at a breaking point did she relent at last. She closed her mouth around his girth.
Tanner moaned with pleasure as Amanda began to work her oral magic. Her enthusiasm was undeniable as she moved up and down along his rod, using her tongue to tease it along the way. Tanner was too large for Amanda to fully take in her mouth, so she transitioned to jacking him off with both hands while using her tongue to play with his tip. Keeping her pulsing motion, she began to gently wring her hands in opposite directions on his shaft; not enough to hurt, but more than enough to stimulate. She did it so naturally and eagerly, that I don't know how Tanner managed to avoid cumming then and there.
Tanner must have sensed he was progressing too quickly, though, because he stopped Amanda a moment later.
"Holy shit, Amanda. Where did you learn that move?" He gasped as he stepped back slightly.
"You liked it, huh?" Amanda grinned seductively. "Mackenzie give you head like that?"
"Not even close," Tanner replied awestruck, still coming to terms with how effective Amanda's technique had been. She had never tried that counter-stroke with me, I noted with jealousy.
Amanda didn't let Tanner catch his breath for long. She stood and grabbed his hand, pressing it against her pussy. "Now's your chance to return the favor."
Tanner didn't need to be told twice. Leaving his one hand between her legs, he used his other hand to gently guide her back towards the couch and then down onto it. It was Tanner's turn to kneel now, and he crawled in front of Amanda's center, her legs spreading open for him.
I could tell Amanda was already plenty wet, but Tanner didn't rush. He began by kissing the inside of her tanned thighs, slowly working his way up to her pleasure center. Amanda watched his progress expectantly. By the time he reached her pussy, she was biting her lips with anticipation. Tanner now used every trick she'd taught him about pleasuring her. He hit all of Amanda's sensitive areas with his tongue and fingers, kept his rhythm, and slowly built his intensity, all the while making frequent eye contact with her.
I expected Tanner to work her up quickly and then progress to the final act, but he surprised me. He took her all the way. After several minutes of Tanner's pleasure, I saw the telltale signs of Amanda's approaching orgasm. Her rapid, shallow breaths; her face contorted in pleasure; her muscles beginning to tighten. Tanner's practiced technique was paying off.
And sure enough, moments later Amanda let out a gasp, her hands gripping the couch cushions tightly as Tanner kept up his tongue and finger motions, riding out the hormonal storm that raged around him. After several seconds, it finally subsided.
"Holy fuck, that was good!" Amanda spat out between breaths. She glanced at Tanner between her legs, who grinned devilishly back.
"Hope you're not quite done yet," he said, standing up, his cock still very erect. He leaned over and scooped Amanda's legs up onto the couch, so that she was now lying fully on it. Tanner then climbed up over her, situating himself between her legs in a missionary position.
He didn't enter Amanda right away but began rubbing his cock along her stomach as he stared down into her eyes. They'd made love plenty of times by this point, but there was something new about his gaze now. It was like he was seeing her as an equal, rather than the older, more experienced woman she was. For her part, Amanda seemed that she had long since forgotten that Tanner was just a teenager. She looked at him now like she had once looked at me; a young lover, eager for her partner's attention.
It didn't take Amanda long to be ready for more. She began to stroke Tanner's cock as it passed over her belly, causing him to push against her grip. After a few slow thrusts, Amanda began to guide him downwards. Soon the head of his cock was against her opening.
"Be careful," Amanda warned softly. "I'm not on the pill anymore."
"I will," Tanner reassured her.
It was at this moment that I first realized the danger of the situation. I'd become so used to Amanda being on birth control, that it didn't even occur to me just how risky sleeping with Tanner might be now. And yet, I realized, I was more turned on than ever. Besides, I was watching after-the-fact; however this encounter went, it was already done.
I returned to the video.
After offering his reassurance, Tanner began to slowly push himself into my wife. Amanda watched him disappear into her; biting her lip as she adjusted to his size. Once he had settled as far as he could go, Amanda folded her legs behind Tanner's hips, keeping him in place against her.
"Hold on a second, I want to remember this moment," Amanda said softly. She closed her eyes. "I can feel your cock throbbing inside me."
Tanner didn't respond, but instead leaned down and kissed Amanda, first on her forehead, and then on her lips. Amanda kept her eyes closed, her mind still disseminated throughout her body. Tanner maintained his stillness, waiting for a cue to proceed.
Amanda opened her eyes. "Tanner, make love to me," she commanded softly.
Tanner obliged.
Like before, their lovemaking was both passionate and tender. Their animalistic drive was still present, but it was now tempered by mutual affection and care. They became lost to one another, unified again in a place outside of space and time, reaffirming their connection that might dull but could never be severed.
When they orgasmed together, their earlier words of caution about Amanda's lack of protection had long since been forgotten. Tanner spilled every drop of his seed into Amanda's fertile womb, and although I couldn't know for sure, I felt it in my bones that he impregnated her in that moment. The random neighborhood teenager who just happened to catch Amanda's attention that fateful spring day had made her his own, completely and utterly. Amanda may have been married to me, but she'd never truly be mine again.
My own orgasm was so powerful that I almost blacked out.
Once Tanner had finished pouring himself into Amanda, he collapsed on top of her, utterly spent. They kissed softly a bit more, awash in the gentle sea of their now-placated desire. Tanner smiled down at Amanda but didn't say anything. He didn't need to.
Amanda returned his smile. "So much for being careful, huh?" she asked, but without a trace of reproach.
"Sorry," Tanner said sheepishly. "I completely forgot. You're not mad at me, are you?"
Amanda took Tanner's face in her hands and planted another kiss on his lips. "Not at all."
They stared into each other's eyes for a time, baring their souls to one another. Tanner was still pressed between Amanda's legs, and in my mind's eye I could see his DNA binding with hers deep inside her body; cementing their link down to the molecular level. Their connection now incarnating as a new life.
"So. Do you feel like we have unfinished business still?" Amanda asked, breaking the silence.
Tanner looked down, considering the question, as Amanda ran her fingertips along his sides. He looked back at her. "As long as we're apart, I'll always feel like we have unfinished business."
Amanda looked at him with deep affection. "Me too," she admitted. Then, almost as an afterthought, she added, "I think I'm falling in love with you, Tanner."
I saw a multitude of expressions pass over Tanner's face. I doubt even in his wildest dreams he ever expected to hear those words leave Amanda's mouth. He broke into a wide smile. "You have no idea how happy you just made me. I've been falling in love with you since we first met." He kissed her again, long and deep. "I want to be with you, Amanda. I don't care if we have to run away together. I want to spend my life with you."
Amanda's expression turned bittersweet. "I know. But I can't just drop everything. I'm too old to start over. I have a job. I have a house. I have a husband."
"We'll find a way to make it work," Tanner said earnestly. "You can move out to the college with me."
"That's more tempting than you know," Amanda sighed. "But I'm not ready to take that step just yet. Give me time. I need to think about things. About us. Can you do that for me?"
"Of course. I'll give you as much time as you need. But just say the word, and I'll come running."
"Thank you," Amanda said, giving Tanner one last kiss.
When they separated, Tanner removed himself from Amanda at long last and stood on the floor next to her. He helped her off the couch and pulled her into a hug. "My beautiful woman," he said as he squeezed her tightly.
"My handsome man," she said, returning his squeeze. Their naked bodies still seemed unwilling to separate. His young, muscled body bound to her mature, full curves. Masculine and feminine in perfect symmetry.
Tanner didn't leave right away. They still had some time before I arrived home from work, and they took advantage of it. After going to the bathroom, they returned to the couch, where they spooned naked. They didn't have sex again, but just lay there, enjoying each other's touch and company. Occasionally, Tanner would say something—tell a story or reminisce about one of their earlier encounters—eliciting a giggle from Amanda. But for a large portion of the time, they just lay there in silence, soaking in each others' essence and warmth. There was no denying their compatibility, despite their age difference.
When it was time for Tanner to leave, I could sense the impending separation ripping them internally. They re-dressed and gave a final, reluctant kiss in the foyer.
Just as Tanner started to reach for the door, Amanda stopped him. "Tanner, wait. I have some things I want to say before you leave. I just want you to know how much it means to me that you came here today. We may not have spoken in months, but I never stopped thinking about you, even after we stopped texting."
"Me either," Tanner seconded.
"And I know it may be months before we can see each other again. A lot can happen in that time. You may decide to go your own way with Mackenzie, or I may decide to stay with Brian. But whatever happens, if we're meant to be together, we'll be together. And you'll always be special to me, no matter what."
"I know we're meant to be together," Tanner replied. "But I'll give you the time to think it through first. Whenever you're ready, I'll be here for you."
"I appreciate that, more than you know." Amanda smiled one last time. "But hurry up and get out of here—I can't stand to drag this out anymore."
Tanner nodded obediently. The next moment, he was gone.
That was the end.
Once I'd finished the video, I was numb for some time. I knew I should feel angry or devastated or betrayed, but I felt nothing. It was as close to an out-of-body experience as I'd ever had. My life partner had confessed her love to someone else. And a teen at that. It was so ridiculously unlikely that I still couldn't believe it had happened. She was a grown woman, for heaven's sake. How could she love someone who was barely out of high school? Someone she'd known for less than a year and only in the context of sex?
Objectively, I knew that I still had options. Even now, there were ways I could handle the situation. Tanner and Amanda wouldn't be able to meet again for a while, after all. They could still communicate electronically, but I wasn't as worried about that. Their in-person chemistry was the problem; distance would cool them off.
But then there was the matter of Amanda's possible fertilization. I could have found some Plan B, given it to her discreetly...
But I didn't do anything. I didn't even try.
A part of it was a sense of resignation. It was entirely possible that Tanner's sperm would be a dud. Couples had trouble conceiving all the time; my previous attempts with Amanda were proof of that. Plus, Amanda and I had sex ourselves just a few days prior. I was just as likely to have fertilized her as Tanner was. But even if Tanner was the one to pull it off, I realized I didn't care.
Because I deserved to be punished. After all, none of this would have happened in the first place if it weren't for my influence. I was the one who hired Tanner. I was the one who pushed Amanda into his arms. I was the one who kept them together, even when they were drifting apart. There was only myself to blame for whatever consequences I faced now.
So, I accepted my fate.
Yet despite my worst expectations, Amanda and I didn't separate immediately. Our marriage felt like it had lost something critical, but over the next couple months, we stayed together, going through the motions. I still loved Amanda deeply, and I got the sense that Amanda still loved me too... even if not the way that she now loved Tanner. But regardless of Amanda's ambivalence, we did stay together.
And on the surface, we were fine. We still laughed, we still hung out, we still had sex. But in quiet moments, watching TV or laying in bed, Amanda was elsewhere mentally. Weeks passed like this, and although I didn't see any more hint of Tanner physically, his shadow was everywhere.
Still, when Amanda told me that she was pregnant, I was overjoyed. I didn't care who the father was, and I had no intentions of finding out. For all practical purposes, the child would be mine. For the first time in months, I felt peace. Suddenly, there was hope for a future with Amanda after all.
I don't know what the upcoming months will bring. Maybe Amanda and I will find a way to pull ourselves back from the brink again; for our child's sake, if nothing else. Or maybe the foundation of our marriage has already rotted away, and we're just passing time until its inevitable collapse. I don't know.
But now I've created life—either directly myself or indirectly through Tanner—and that knowledge brings me comfort.
No matter what comes, I will always have that.
**
Author's final note: As I warned at the beginning, I'm well-aware that this story might elicit strong emotions, both positive and negative. But it is the story that needed to be told, and so here it is.
With this second part, I am done with the story of Brian, Amanda, and Tanner. Obviously, their story continues, but it will have to remain unwritten. There are two possible paths that their lives could take, though, and I leave it to the readers to determine which they prefer.
In one scenario, Brian and Amanda's marriage survives, but forever changed. They have a child, of uncertain parentage, that they raise together. Amanda never forgets Tanner, but she learns to live with his absence. Likewise, Tanner never forgets Amanda, even though he finds his own path without her. Brian never quite comes to terms with the consequences of his actions, constantly vacillating between deep regret and a sense of aroused accomplishment. He still masturbates to the videos of Amanda and Tanner, even as he continues to try to win her heart back. Amanda never admits her connection to Tanner, and Brian never admits his knowledge of it. Their lives are mostly unchanged on the surface, but underneath, passions simmer discontentedly. But perhaps Brian and Amanda are able to reconnect one day, though, either as parents or as lovers.
In the other scenario, Brian and Amanda's marriage dissolves. While still pregnant, Amanda tells Brian she wants a divorce. Brian is devastated, but he doesn't fight it. He admits everything to Amanda and accepts responsibility for bringing her and Tanner together. Amanda takes the revelation dispassionately, telling Brian that while she is disgusted by his manipulations, losing her is punishment enough. They separate cleanly, even if not amicably. Brian moves out, spirals into depression, but somehow keeps going. Maybe he finds happiness again someday.
With Brian gone, Tanner transfers to a local college and moves in with Amanda. His family is scandalized when they discover their relationship, accusing Amanda of being a cradle-robber. Their attempts to force Tanner to leave her fail, though, and once Amanda's child is born, they come to a begrudging acceptance. Like in the first scenario, it is unclear if the child is Brian's or Tanner's, but Tanner raises it as his own, regardless. As a couple, the age gap between Tanner and Amanda becomes more evident initially, but as years pass, its significance fades. Eventually, it becomes almost completely unnoticeable. Their sex lives continue to burn hot. They find their happily-ever-after... or at least as much as the real-world allows.
**
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Author's note: This is one of my shorter stories; light on background and heavy on action. There's still a buildup, but less than I normally use.
The story contains hot-wife and group sex themes. You've been warned.
And the usual disclaimers: all characters are fictional, similarities to real-world people/events are purely coincidental, everyone involved is of legal consenting age, etc.
I never considered myself to be sexually adventurous. I'm not a prude by any means, just vanilla. Give me a little foreplay, missionary, and some pillow talk, and I'm a happy man. Besides, the use of 'vanilla' as an insult makes no sense to me. Vanilla is a fantastic flavor and goes well with just about anything. Classics are classics for a reason.
But as it turns out, I'm not actually vanilla. I just hadn't tasted the right alternative flavors yet.
My name is Tony. I'm a 32-year-old collegiate cross-country coach—a fact that will become very relevant later. I've been married to my beautiful wife Leslie for over five years, and our relationship continues to be stable, playful, and mutually supportive. We're both lifelong runners, appropriately meeting for the first time at a high school track meet. After hitting it off, we exchanged numbers and began talking... although we didn't actually start dating until we were in college. By fate, we happened to attend the same one, so we were able to see plenty of each other. The rest was history.
Leslie is my age, but she's often mistaken for a much younger woman. She's barely five feet tall, and although she is as curvy as would be expected for a woman in her thirties, strangers have been known to shoot me judgmental looks when they see us together. Besides her height, she also has a very sincere, innocent-looking face, which only increases her youthful appearance. Once she opens her mouth, though, the illusion of her being overly young shatters. She's quick-witted and can be a spitfire. More than one stranger has regretted their judgmental looks once Leslie went after them.
My cross-country team absolutely loved her. They immediately respected her for being a fellow runner, but Leslie also accompanied me to our races to support the team. She yelled and cheered just as enthusiastically as I did, and I know the boys appreciated it. The fact that she was attractive and young-looking probably helped too.
Some of the cockier boys would even comment how jealous they were of me, but I think all of them were too respectful—or too scared—to say anything so bold to her directly. I didn't mind the comments myself. After all, they were right. They should be jealous.
I'd been coaching at the college for a couple years by this point. It was a smaller college—Division II—but we did have some talented runners. I'd molded them well over the years, and against the odds, we qualified for the championship race for the first time in the school's history. Suddenly, we were on the NCAA map.
All of us, including Leslie, were ecstatic. The two of us and the team flew out to the hosting city, where we rented an Airbnb for us and a few rooms at a nearby hotel for the boys. The day of the race, we all gathered together for a final motivational push.
I put on my best Coach-voice.
"Listen boys, this is your last chance to show how hard you've worked this year. No matter how today goes, you've given people a reason to notice us, and nobody can take that away from you. You should be incredibly proud of yourselves. I know I am. We could come in dead last today, and I'd still feel the same way."
I paused for effect.
"But why settle for last? We've made waves just making it here, but why not try for more? Could you imagine how crazy it would be if you managed to place in the top half? Or even the top three? People would be talking about it for decades; how this small university exploded onto the cross-country scene out of nowhere... and now they were championship contenders. You all would be legends."
Sounds of agreement from the team.
Then Zach, our team captain, spoke up. "But what if we actually win? Like the whole thing? Do we get anything special? Maybe Ms. Leslie can buy us all dinner?"
Zach was one of the boys who liked to remind me how lucky I was to be married to Leslie. I looked at him, amused.
"You guys have come a long way, don't get me wrong. But this is the championship. I don't have to tell you it's the toughest competition you've ever faced. You would need to have the best runs of your lives to stand a chance of winning. But I'll tell you what. If you somehow pull it off, I'll do better than have Ms. Leslie buy you dinner. I'll have her flash you."
I meant it as an off-color joke, but the boys immediately started jeering wildly. Joke or not, they were riled up now. I counted myself lucky that Leslie was already further up the course, setting up at the half-way point to cheer them on. Still, I felt a bit guilty for offering her up as a prize, even in jest. But it's not like we had a chance of actually winning. It was just some harmless motivation at the end of a stellar season.
How wrong I was.
**
Several hours later, Leslie and I had returned to our Airbnb, simultaneously exhausted and exhilarated. Between some incredible times from our team and uncharacteristically poor performances from other teams, we did it. We had won the championship. Our small school defied the odds, dominating the field during its very first appearance. It was a once-in-a-generation moment.
Four of the boys were celebrating with us at the house: Zach, Randall, John, and Cody. The other boys had wanted to spend the evening exploring the town, but these four decided to hang with us instead. At first, I assumed they'd hoped for free alcohol, but looking back, I wondered if they were thinking about Leslie and the promise I'd made.
The six of us spent an hour or so laughing and hanging out around the kitchen/dining area. Leslie was on my lap to free up an additional seat; an arrangement I was plenty fine with, especially when she started teasing me gently with small hip movements. Apparently, the excitement in the air had gotten to her in more ways than one.
I took the hint. Time to send the team home, so Leslie and I could have some privacy.
"Listen boys, I can't say enough all proud I am of you all. But I think Leslie and I are getting worn out. It might be time to wrap up and call it a night."
There were exaggerated groans of disappointment. I was ruining their fun.
Zach spoke up. "But Coach, you haven't followed through on your promise yet. We held up our end of the deal. We won the championship. You can't leave us hanging now."
The other three chorused their agreement.
"What promise was that?" Leslie asked obliviously. I hadn't filled her in.
I sighed. I was going to be in so much trouble, but nothing for it now. Just had to get it over with.
"I may have promised the boys that if they somehow managed to win the championship—which should have not been possible, mind you—that I'd let you flash them."
Cheers from the boys again.
Leslie looked at the boys and then back at me, disbelievingly. "This is a joke, right?"
Our silence gave her the answer.
"Well, if Tony did promise such a thing, he should have known better. And you all are just as stupid for assuming that I'd go through with it. I don't even know why you boys would want me to flash you in the first place. I'm an old married woman, not a hot sorority babe."
"Oh, c'mon, Ms. Leslie. You know we think you're cute," Zach replied. "Besides, we only ran as hard as we did because Coach promised us. Please? It would make our night."
The other boys nodded eagerly in agreement.
I expected Leslie to shut them down and that would be the end of it. But she didn't. I don't know if the high of our team's victory affected her judgment or if she had worked herself up from grinding on me. Or maybe she just wanted to do something unexpected. Because the unexpected route is what she chose.
Turning on my lap, she faced me, but addressed the whole room. "Well, Tony was dumb for offering, but a promise is a promise. Maybe now he'll think twice before promising on my behalf."
Then, without hesitation, she turned back to the boys, reached her hands underneath her shirt, and pulled it and her bra up in a single motion. I couldn't see Leslie's breasts directly, seated behind her as I was, but I could see the shocked expressions on the boys' faces. Clearly, they hadn't expected her to follow through either. I'm sure they were getting an eyeful.
But then it was over, Leslie pulling her bra and shirt back down again. "There, everyone happy now?"
"Wow, Ms. Leslie." Zach finally spoke. "Yeah, we're happy. Coach is a lucky guy."
Zach's tone awoke something deep within me. I could sense the masked desire in his voice, but rather than make me jealous, it turned me on. Seeing the effect my wife had on Zach sent my brain places it had never been before. I didn't know what was happening to me... but it felt good.
"Yes, he is. Stupid, maybe, but I love him anyway." Leslie turned back and kissed me on the cheek.
I'm not quite sure why I said what I did next. Five minutes ago, the thought wouldn't have even crossed my mind. But now it was circling uncharted waters.
Against my better judgment, I plunged in.
"You know, Leslie, I think the boys deserve more than seeing a little skin. They practically made my career today, after all. Colleges will be lining up to recruit me. We'll be set for life."
For a second, Leslie just stared at me, trying to determine my angle. We teased each other all the time, but this was something new.
"What are you saying, Tony? You want me to flash the boys again? I'm happy to show off once to prove a point, but that point's been made. I do have some standards."
"Don't worry, you can keep your clothes on for this. I just think a kiss of appreciation for each of them would go a long way. I'd do it myself, but as far as I know, they're all straight."
Leslie looked at me like I'd grown an extra head. "Do you hear yourself right now? You realize I'm your wife, right? You can't just go volunteering me to kiss other people. Besides, didn't you learn your lesson after I flashed them?"
"I'm not volunteering you for anything," I countered. "I'm just saying that these boys will be running again next year too. A little extra reward for their hard work might go a long way."
"I would have thought winning the championship was enough reward," Leslie shot back. "But if you really want me to kiss them, then fine. I'll do it. But I don't think you really want me to. I think you're just trying to show off. Show the boys how cool Coach is."
"Guess we'll see, won't we?" I challenged. "The boys are waiting."
Leslie stared at me again, waiting to call my bluff. When I continued to stare back defiantly, she rose from my lap.
"Fine then. Here I go. You asked for it," she said, slowly walking over to where Cody, the closest boy, was seated. Leslie kept eye contact with me the whole time, just waiting for me to give in. To tell her that I gave up... that I'd just been teasing after all.
But I didn't.
And so, after giving me one last moment to stop her, she leaned over Cody and planted a firm kiss on his lips. Once she broke away, Cody sat there wide-eyed. "Wow," was all he managed.
"You still think I'm bluffing?" Leslie looked at me with an eyebrow raised.
"You got three left to go," I pointed out. My voice was level, but my heart was racing. I never would have imagined seeing Leslie kiss another man could turn me on, but there was no denying the heat I felt in my veins. I gave my wife an extra push. "You'll chicken out first."
"Hm, we'll see," was Leslie's curt reply. She moved to the next chair... Randall's turn.
Randall watched expectantly as my wife approached, but Leslie ignored his stare, keeping her eye on me. Still waiting me for to back down; me stubbornly refusing to do so. Once again, Leslie leaned down and pushed her lips against another man.
Leslie didn't stop at a quick peck this time though--she kept it going, letting Randall taste her against him. At first, their kissing was mechanical, but as it progressed, both of them began to work themselves into it. After the kiss had gone on for several seconds, Leslie finally broke it off and stared at me as if to say, had enough yet?
I feigned boredom and shrugged.
I think Leslie had started this game partly to teach me a lesson and partly because her competitive side wouldn't let her back down. But by this time, I think she'd gained a new reason to keep going. There was a sizzle in the air; a strong sense of nervous anticipation. However innocently the game started, it seemed to be turning into something else. How far was Leslie willing to go?
I'm sure it helped that the four boys were fit and attractive. They had the slimness of distance runners, but they were well-muscled, especially in the core area. They ran shirtless frequently, and I'm sure their impressive physiques hadn't been overlooked by Leslie.
Whatever her reasons, Leslie wasn't backing down. "You still think I'm playing around, Tony? Just admit that you messed up by starting this, and it'll be over."
I considered it. I did. Even as heated as I'd become, I knew this was a dangerous game. I didn't want us to do something we'd regret later. But I couldn't stop. I stayed silent.
To emphasize her seriousness, Leslie now moved slowly towards John. John looked at her expectantly, and this time she met her target's eyes, before looking back at me. Ever so briefly, she paused beside John's chair... but then she kept going, gliding behind it.
John twisted backwards to follow her path, but Leslie took his head in her hands and kept him facing forward. Giving me one last pointed glance, Leslie tilted John's head backwards as she leaned over him.
I couldn't see their kiss—Leslie's long brown hair had fallen over John, obstructing my view—but I had no doubt it was as thorough as Randall's had been. And the upside-down angle somehow made it even more erotic. But my wife wasn't done. She briefly broke the kiss to flip her hair back, before immediately returning to John's lips. I now had the perfect view as their kiss became open-mouthed, tongues swirling together as they tasted one another. Leslie began to run her hands over John's shoulders and chest; John reached up and pulled Leslie deeper into their kiss. After what seemed like an eternity, Leslie finally stepped away, leaving both of them mildly winded. Leslie's cheeks were flushed; there was no question she'd been enjoying herself as much as John had.
After a couple breaths, Leslie seemed to remember where she was. She looked at me again, gauging my reaction. The lust on my face must have been obvious, because Leslie didn't say a word as she walked to the last remaining boy: Zach.
"Here, turn your chair a bit for me, Zach. I want Tony to see what he got himself into," she directed. Zach obediently shifted the chair so that he was now perpendicular to me, essentially giving me a side view. Leslie then stepped over the chair so that she was still standing, but now straddling Zach.
"Last chance, Tony. You give up?" Leslie asked again, but I could tell she no longer wanted me to.
"Not a chance." I replied firmly.
Leslie shrugged in a well-I-offered gesture, and then lowered herself down onto Zach's lap. Unless Zach had the willpower of a monk, he had to be least semi-hard by this point. But Leslie gave no sign of hesitation as she leaned into Zach's body, joining him in an eager kiss. Her feet couldn't quite touch the floor, so she had to balance herself carefully over his pelvis. As their kiss became more heated, the movement of their bodies forced Leslie to constantly readjust to keep from falling. For all intents and purposes, she was essentially grinding on him now.
Zach's hands instinctively went to her ass to help support her weight. Rather than stop him, Leslie used the extra leverage to begin grinding against Zach in earnest. She broke their kiss but kept her face over his as she rubbed her pelvis against him, no doubt using his hardness to stimulate her through her shorts. Zach's mouth dropped open involuntarily, obviously being pleasured plenty himself. Leslie let out a single soft moan, and I knew there was no going back.
"Zach," I said quietly, breaking through his hypnosis. "I think Leslie might be more comfortable laying on the table there."
Zach stared at me blankly for a second, before his eyes widened, realizing what I was suggesting. "Uh, yeah, good call, Coach."
Zach wrapped his arms around Leslie and stood up with her, lifting her small frame easily. Leslie wrapped her legs around his torso for extra support as he walked her to the kitchen table and sat her on the corner. Her legs loosened and dangled off the edge, Zach still between them.
Leslie sat up on her elbows for support as Zach leaned in to continue their kiss. His hardon was now clearly visible, tenting from his shorts. I saw it briefly before he pressed it in towards Leslie's center, him now being the one to grind against her.
In a lustful haze, I stood and walked over to the two of them. Leslie and I made eye contact, and in that short glance, it was clear that we both wanted this.
"Stand back up for a second, Zach. I think Leslie's feeling a little heated right now. Why don't we help her cool off?"
Zach stepped backwards slightly, allowing me in next to him. I reached for Leslie's shorts and tugged slightly, signaling my intention. Without a word, Leslie dutifully raised her legs straight in the air, and I slipped them off her. She was now completely naked from the waist down.
I stepped backwards again, letting Zach take his former spot between Leslie's legs. He stared down at her exposed pussy in awe. She was soaking wet already.
"C'mon, now Zach," I prompted. "A real gentleman wouldn't let a lady be the only one without her shorts on, would he?"
"No, Coach," Zach stammered. Still not looking away from Leslie, he reached down for his own shorts and removed them, his cock springing free at last.
Seeing Zach's exposed cock finally hammered home the gravity of the situation. My beloved wife had completely fallen to her lust, showing off her most private area to four college boys. Four college boys that she had spent months cheering on and spending time with. But now Leslie wasn't just their coach's wife. She was a woman in heat.
As if in slow motion, I saw Zach return to his former position between Leslie's legs, the distance between his cock and her pussy closing rapidly. I couldn't see them make contact, but I did see the telltale pause, followed by Zach's mouth falling open and Leslie's eyes going wide. Zach had entered my wife.
Just like that, our sworn monogamy was gone, obliterated by Zach's manhood. Yet I didn't mind, and it was clear Leslie didn't either. As Zach continued to press further into her, Leslie and I made eye contact again.
"Oh, Tony, he feels so good inside me," she said breathlessly.
I walked towards her head, giving her a kiss on the forehead. "Why don't you show the boys what it's like to be with a real woman?"
Leslie's eyes flickered down to where Zach was pressed against her, then back to me. "Okay."
I kissed her again before turning to the other three boys, who had been silently watching Zach and Leslie progress with a mix of disbelief and desire.
"You heard her, boys. You aren't just spectators today. Get in there."
They exchanged hesitant glances, before Randall took the first dive in. I suspect he'd been feeling a little cheated by being Leslie's first target and only getting a single kiss. But now he pulled his clothes off in a frenzy and strode naked towards the table. The other boys weren't far behind. All three of them sported full erections by this point.



Unfortunately, the way Leslie was lying on the table meant that only two of them could approach her. I took charge again.
"Zach, I'm going to need you to make an adjustment for me. Push Leslie back on the table and then you get up with her. Your teammates are being left out in the cold. Let's bring them in."
Zach had just started a slow rhythm with Leslie, but he obediently pulled out anyway. "Sure, Coach," he acknowledged, out of habit as much as anything.
Leslie saw what I was suggesting and so she pulled herself fully onto the table, laying flat on it with her head near one end and her feet near the other. Zach climbed up after her, repositioning himself between her legs again. Fortunately, the table was solid wood and held their weight easily.
The other three boys made their ways to the three sides around Leslie's top half. Randall at her head, Cody at her left, and John at her right. All four of the boys' cocks were aimed squarely at Leslie, but for the moment, she only had eyes for Zach. She looked at his body lustfully as she adjusted her legs around his hips.
I began to remove my own clothes, as Leslie was penetrated by Zach for the second time. Their faces mirrored incredulous rapture, the unlikeliness of their coupling only heightening the pleasure of it. After Zach began to slowly withdraw and thrust, Leslie finally seemed to become aware of the three other cocks near her. She looked at each of them in turn, before looking up at the boys themselves, as if awaiting direction.
John was happy to provide it. He used his own hands to guide Leslie's right hand over his cock, pressing her fingers around his shaft. Leslie's instincts took over, and she squeezed him gently before beginning to pump him. She then looked at Cody on her left, and reached out to grip him, this time without prompting. While Leslie jacked off the boys with both hands, she used her legs to guide Zach further into her innermost center.
Only Randall was left. He stepped forward so that his cock now aligned directly over Leslie's innocent-looking face. Unfortunately for him, the angle was bad, and unless he physically climbed over Leslie's head, he wouldn't be able to get more than the tip of his cock in her mouth.
I was masturbating freely by this point, but I didn't want to leave one of my runners out of this insane experience.
"Randall," I whispered, catching his attention. "Take her shirt off and then scoot her head off the edge of the table. Then you can support her with your hands like this" I mimed my suggested motion.
Randall got the idea and reached for the bottom of Leslie's shirt, avoiding her arms that were still working John and Cody. He began to pull, causing Leslie to briefly let go of the two cocks as she set up, allowing her shirt to be removed. Her sports bra was left behind, but Randall quickly removed that too. Leslie's perky breasts were now on full display.
As his final act, Randall then reached underneath Leslie's armpits and pulled her towards him gently. This interrupted her flow with Zach, but he simply readjusted without complaint. Leslie's head was now hanging slightly over the end of the table, her mouth accessible at last.
Randall stepped forward, letting his cock press against Leslie's lips. I'm sure Leslie's view was less than favorable, staring at the underside of Randall's cock like she was, but she was too deep in her lust to care. She just saw another man to please. And please she did, running her tongue over Randall's head before taking his tip into her mouth. Zach was already back into his rhythm against her pussy, and soon the other two boys had placed their cocks back into the grip of her hands.
My young and innocent-looking wife was now taking four cocks at once. In my wildest fantasies, I would never have dreamed it. Much less that I would have supported it. The boys towered over her small body, but she managed them all regardless. Zach, being the first new man to experience her pussy in years; Cody and John, pleasured by her delicate yet firm touch; and Randall, having his cock sucked by his coach's sweet little wife.
I knew there was no way Leslie could focus on all of them at once, but I think the sheer eroticism of having four hot young men pleasure themselves on her sent her brain into overdrive regardless. Rather than being overwhelmed though, she submitted fully to her ecstasy, operating on instinct alone.
The boys began to run their hands over my wife, exploring every inch of her body. I suspected they had all fantasized about Leslie, and now they made those desires a reality. Four pairs of hands caressed her full breasts, her flat stomach, her round hips, and her shapely legs. I imagine the sensation was unlike anything other Leslie had experienced before, and I could see her body become increasingly sensitized to all the contact.
The boys appeared equally enthralled, alternating between focusing on Leslie's body and what she was doing to them in turn. Zach seemed to have the best of it, moaning Leslie's name repeatedly as he thrust into her. I could tell he wouldn't last much longer.
But Leslie beat him to it. Her body began to constrict on itself, forcing her to release all of the boys—except the one inside her. She stared into Zach's eyes as they quickly approached their climaxes. College boy and mature wife united in carnal ecstasy.
Zach continued to moan her name right to the end. Reaching his threshold, Zach withdrew from Leslie with a jolt, his cock beginning to spew white steams over her body. The first burst landed over her breasts, subsequent bursts covering her stomach and pelvic area. Leslie had just managed to cross her own threshold, her body writhing as Zach splattered her with his seed.
Once Zach was finally spent, all of us were silent, taking in the moment. Seeing my wife covered in another man's sperm was almost too much for me to handle. The fact that it was one of my runner's sperm only heightened the absurd eroticism. Never in my wildest dreams would I have imagined that Leslie and Zach would have kissed, much less fucked. And I had enjoyed the hell out of it.
Zach stared down at Leslie like he only now realized what he'd done. "Holy fuck," he whispered, his cum glistening on Leslie's body. He spoke for us all.
But just because Zach was done, didn't mean the situation was over. There were still three hard cocks remaining, not including mine. I didn't think Leslie was done either; she'd orgasmed once, yes, but I knew that she was capable of multiple rounds... and this was far from a normal encounter.
Zach climbed down off the table, leaving Leslie alone on it. Cody began to move towards Leslie's feet, no doubt eager to replace Zach's spot, but I stopped him.
"Cody, wait. Let's give Leslie a break from that position," I directed. "Leslie, why don't you let Cody lie down instead... and then you can climb on top of him?"
Leslie looked at me and nodded obediently. She was breathless, but clearly still fired up. As she pushed herself off the table, Zach's globs of cum slid downward on her body. As hot as the visual was, I decided to help her clean off—grabbing a nearby washcloth—while Cody took his position on the table. As I wiped my wife down, we exchanged another glance, reassuring each other silently that we were still game.
Once Leslie was clean, she turned to face Cody, his erection now towering upwards into the air. With a quick move, she climbed back onto the table and straddled the naked young man. Gripping his cock with her hand, she centered over him and lowered herself down, taking his whole length at once. She moaned with satisfaction as Cody stretched her cavity. For his part, Cody watched mesmerized as he disappeared into her. "Oh, fuck, Ms. Leslie," he whispered.
"Her pussy feels amazing, doesn't it, Cody?" I asked, equally enthralled.
"Yes, Coach. Amazing," Cody echoed, too focused on my wife to say more.
Leslie had squatted over Cody with her feet on the table, giving her perfect leverage to move up and down along his shaft... and she now began to do so. Rising slowly until just the edge of Cody's head was visible, then back down again. Her juices coated his shaft in no time, her musk filling the air. Cody reached for her breasts and began to play with them. Leslie placed her own hands on Cody's muscled torso for extra support.
By this time, Zach had made his way over to me, content to watch the scene passively as he recovered from his exertions. John and Randall had simply watched too as Leslie began to ride Cody... but now they wanted back in. They walked on either side of the table towards Cody's head so that their cocks aimed towards Leslie.
Despite her focus on Cody, Leslie took note of the new arrivals and shifted her knees down to the table, freeing her arms from supporting her weight. She took John and Randall in her hands and began to pump them, all the while keeping Cody inside her.
Unfortunately, this new position meant she couldn't ride Cody directly anymore, but he was more than willing to thrust upwards against her instead. He gripped her wide hips for leverage and began sliding his cock between her lips, fucking her from below. Her breasts bounced freely in response to the motion... and it wasn't long before John and Randall began fondling them, teasing her nipples with their fingers.
Quickly overcome with lust again, Leslie turned towards John and took his cock in her mouth. Still pumping both him and Randall, she ran her tongue over John's sensitive head before taking him between her lips. She sucked vigorously on him for several seconds before turning to Randall and repeating the same motion. All the while, Cody continued to penetrate her from underneath. I don't know how Leslie managed them all at once, but she was doing a fantastic job of it.
The foursome's intensity began to increase; their sounds of pleasure along with it. Leslie openly moaned onto the boys' cocks as she sucked them, their ragged breaths punctuating the air. Cody was breathing heavily as he tried to push himself further and further inside Leslie; it was like he was trying to hit her ovaries from willpower alone. It wasn't long before he had pushed himself over the edge—"oh fuckkkkk!"—shooting his hips forcefully against Leslie's. Unlike Zach, Cody apparently didn't have the willpower to pull out first. I could see sperm begin to leak from Leslie around his cock, but most of it had been sent deep inside her.
Seeing my wife inseminated in front of my eyes was too much for me. I came, not bothering to avoid making my own mess on the floor.
"Oh shit," Cody gasped, realizing what he'd done. "Sorry, Ms. Leslie."
Leslie looked down and saw Cody's sperm emerging from her body. "It's okay, Cody. I'm on birth control."
"Oh. Good." Cody responded dumbly. He sat up on his elbows, clearly trying to get out from underneath my wife.
Leslie had continued pleasuring Randall and John even as Cody climaxed, but she now released them and pulled herself off Cody's rapidly-diminishing manhood. Once she'd dismounted, Cody slid off the table and joined Zach and me on the sidelines. Now only John and Cody were left.
Even through my post-climax haze, I knew my job wasn't done. I had more coaching to do.
"Leslie, why don't you lay facedown on the corner of the table there? Give yourself a break." She did so obediently. "John, you're been patient this whole time, settling for some hand action. Why don't you step behind her and fold her legs up against her?"
John moved in and grabbed her ankles from behind. He gently flipped them up and over so that her heels were now bent over her thighs.
"Perfect," I said. "But pull her back towards you so she's hanging off the table a bit." John saw what I was getting at and followed through. He now had enough room to step between her legs, pushing his cock against her center. Leslie was now thoroughly lubricated by both her own juices and Cody's semen, and John slipped in easily. I might have been grossed out by sloppy seconds, but John showed no such hesitation. He slid himself all the way up to the hilt.
"God damn, Ms. Leslie. Coach was right. You do have an amazing pussy," John said appreciatively.
"Mmmm," Leslie moaned softly, still buried deep within her lust.
John noticed I was staring at him intently and misunderstood my expression. "No offense, Coach. It's just Ms. Leslie has no business being this good at fucking. She's got that whole innocent cheerleader vibe, but damn, she can take a cock."
"Or four," I pointed out. "And no offense taken." If anything, John's commentary just got me heated again.
John returned his attention to my wife. He slowly withdrew before burying himself again, savoring the moment. He kept his pressure against Leslie's heels, emphasizing the submissiveness of her current position. She may have been his senior age-wise, but John was absolutely in control.
Randall wasn't done yet either, of course. As John savored Leslie's pussy, Randall approached Leslie's head, his cock aimed towards her face. Leslie saw the offered gift and reached for it with her left hand. I noticed her wedding band was still on, which made it even hotter when she began to masturbate the young man. She stared at his cock hungrily, completely consumed by her need for dick. I'd never seen Leslie so uninhibited.
She began sucking on Randall in earnest, first focusing on his head, but then taking more and more of him down her throat. A wife as sweet and sincere as Leslie should not have been able to make the deep-throating sounds that now came from her mouth. Randall watched her gobble him with lustful awe.
By this time, John had shifted his weight over Leslie's hips and was thrusting into her with abandon. He couldn't take his eyes off her ass—her full cheeks rippled freely against his momentum. Zach, Cody, and I watched open-mouthed at the sight of Leslie being powerfully spit-roasted like this.
"Fuck, Ms. Leslie, you're gonna make me cum!" John grunted as he gave a few last thrusts forward. Like Cody, he made no attempt to pull out, and he gasped for several seconds as he flooded my wife with sperm for the second time that evening. Finally emptied, he half-fell backwards, releasing Leslie's legs at last.
Leslie had kept right on deep throating Randall through all of this, but Randall stopped her now. He wasn't going to be left out.
Without saying a word, he directed Leslie to flip onto her back and push herself further onto the table again. Leslie cooperated, still hungry for pleasure herself. Once she was in position, Randall climbed up with her, recreating the same missionary position Zach had been in earlier. Randall's patience and stamina had paid off. He was about to enter her pussy at last.
But he paused at the pivotal moment. "Ms. Leslie, I just want you to know that I'll never forget this. You're the hottest woman I've ever met. I never imagined that I..."
Leslie placed a hand against Randall's chest, interrupting him. "Randall, shut up and fuck me."
Randall shut up.
He pushed forward again, and like John, penetrated her easily. I saw Leslie's face tighten in satisfaction—her pleasure train had paused once John had finished, but now it was back on track. She wrapped her arms around Randall, pulling him tightly against her as Randall rocked his hips against hers. The contrast of Randall's tall, muscular body against my wife's small, gentle stature was undeniably erotic.
They began to kiss hungrily, sounds of pleasure escaping both their mouths. As hot as Leslie with four men had been, her fucking one-on-one was just as hot in its own way. It was more intimate, and I could keep up more closely with how the two pleased each other. I saw Leslie's legs guide Randall into a stimulating rhythm, Randall staring down at her face as it contorted in pleasure, his own face full of unbelieving bliss. The smell of their sex permeated the air.
But I suspected Randall was progressing too quickly. Leslie may have been plenty hot, but she'd not had enough consistency to finish her journey. Being the thoughtful husband I was, I decided to lend a hand. I turned to the boys standing with me.
"I think Leslie might need some help on this one. I know you guys are tired, but we're a team. Nobody gets left behind," I saw their confused glances. "Don't worry, you won't need to do much. Just follow my lead."
The boys nodded and followed me over to the table. We all spread around Leslie's upper half, her barely noticing our arrival.
I reached out and gently laid my hands on Leslie's shoulders. After I nodded to the boys, they followed suit, touching whatever part of Leslie they could reach. I ran my fingers over Leslie's skin, moving along her collarbone. I used light pressure, just enough to stimulate. The three other boys did the same over her arms and chest. The effect on Leslie was immediate; she began to writhe under all the attention, all the while Randall continued to pleasure her with his cock.
In that moment, my wife was gone, completely subsumed to the whole-body pleasure she was now receiving. We all watched as her body began to tense, overwhelmed by all the sensations. Her breathing became sharp and ragged.
"Almost there, boys," I whispered.
Leslie let out an extended moan of pure ecstasy, right before she seemed to pull into herself—every muscle firing at once. She stayed contracted for a full moment before at last she gasped and fell flatly against the table again.
"Oh fuck," Randall gasped. He thrust a few more times, and then his own orgasm hit. He pressed to the hilt and for a third time, flooded Leslie's pussy with sperm. After several seconds, he too then fell backwards, pulling out of Leslie.
For a moment, all of us just stood there silently, coming back to ourselves.
"Well, that was the best championship celebration I've ever been part of," John said flatly.
The rest of us were too dazed to do more than smile weakly.
Leslie slowly sat up and put a hand between her thighs. Sperm trickled from inside her onto her fingers—she brought it towards her face and stared in wonder.
"I bet you never imagined you'd have all of these guys' cum in you at once, huh?" I offered, equally mystified.
In response, Leslie wiped her hand against her abdomen and shook her head slowly. "I can't believe that just happened."
"Ms. Leslie, you were amazing. I'll never forget this evening," Randall said. He then faced me awkwardly "Coach... I don't know what to say... Just thank you. You really are a lucky man."
The other boys murmured in agreement.
"You're all welcome. When you all came over, none of us expected this..." I trailed off, trying to find the right words. "But I think Leslie and I enjoyed it as much as you all did. What a way to end the season."
I looked at Leslie, who nodded back. She jumped down off the table and walked to me, pulling herself underneath my arm. I could tell she needed some alone time with me.
"But I think it's time for you all to go back to your hotel. Leslie and I need to rest. I trust you all to keep this between us? I don't want your other teammates feeling left out and causing bad blood."
"Of course, Coach," Zach agreed. "We'll keep quiet."
"Good. Now, get dressed and set up your rides. Ms. Leslie and I will hop in the shower. Feel free to make yourselves at home in the meantime. Just close the door behind you when you leave."
"Yes, Coach!"
**
An hour later, Leslie and I were alone and in bed.
"Well, that's definitely not how I expected tonight to go," I said, still awestruck.
"Me either," Leslie agreed. She hesitated for a moment and then asked, "You don't regret it?"
"Not in the slightest," I said honestly. "That was the hottest thing I've ever seen. What about you? Do you regret it?"
"I think I might regret it in the morning after my soreness sets in," Leslie grimaced. "But no. That was the craziest thing I've done in my life... in a good way. I can't believe you're okay with everything, but I love you that much more for it. You'll tell me if you do start having regrets?"



"Of course," I agreed. "Besides, today was an against-all-odds kind of day. We're never going to be able to repeat it, even if we wanted to."
I paused. "Although, there is next year's championship..."
Leslie looked at me like I had lost my mind. "You're joking, right?"
"I guess we'll see," I grinned back.
The upcoming season just became much more interesting.
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"Dan, what are we going to do?"
My fiancé, Amanda, looked at me expectantly. Her worry was plain on her face.
I'd just passed on the bad news I'd received from our apartment complex, holding their official letter in my hands. Our rent would be increasing at the end of our current lease term, it announced, by a whopping 40%. The management company that sent the letter did their best to smooth it over ("we understand this may be burdensome", "market increases", "improved upgrades and quality to you" etc.) but no mere words could take the sting from the surprise.
The reality was that Amanda and I could scarcely afford such an increase. Amanda was a student; enrolled at a nearby university in a Master's program. I worked full-time, but I wasn't earning enough to cover that much of a cost-of-living increase. Not to mention that as a newly-engaged couple, we had expenses relating to the upcoming wedding to plan for. We were faced with a major dilemma, no question.
"I don't know," I finally responded. "But we'll figure something out. We always do."
And sure enough, we did. Eventually.
We went through several options together before we settled on a solution. Amanda could pick up a part-time job. I could start a second one myself. Amanda could take out extra loans to cover the cost. We could move to another apartment. We could ask our current apartment team to reconsider such a drastic increase. And so on.
But we discarded these initial ideas. Either of us taking on a second job would almost be more burdensome than the rent increase itself. Moving to another place seemed promising, but the only options we found were extremely far away from work/school, very run-down, or just as expensive as our new rent was. We did ask the apartment complex to consider a smaller rent hike--we had been model tenants, never making a fuss and always paying on time--but they declined. Lastly, we did consider taking out more loans through Amanda, but ultimately decided against it. We were concerned enough about the debt we'd already accumulated.
I was the one to suggest the solution we ultimately went with.
"What if we sublet our second bedroom?"
Amanda didn't like the idea at first--and honestly, I wasn't thrilled either--but she came around after considering our other options. The deciding factor was that a roommate would not only cover the cost of our rent increase, but even more, assuming we split the new rent 50/50. That meant more money in our pocket at a time we certainly needed it (again, upcoming wedding). Sure, it meant we'd no longer have the luxury of living alone, but it would only be temporary. Once Amanda finished her Master's and found a job, we could afford our own place again.
With that decided, we now faced our next step. Finding a roommate.
We'd hoped that Amanda could find someone through her school, either in her own program or a related one, but we didn't have any luck. Any potential leads either already had a place to stay or weren't willing to pay what we asked. And so, we expanded our search, posting online and reaching out to friends in the area.
We did begin to receive some interest, but then our problem became deciding who to choose. Some we ruled out right away; others we chatted with online for a bit, before deciding against them. Finally, we narrowed our potential roommates down to two people and one couple. An older gentleman, a guy about our age, and a middle-aged couple with no kids.
As desperate as we were to solve our financial problems, we didn't want to be stuck subletting to someone we'd later regret. To finish our due diligence, we decided to meet all three potentials in person for coffee. They all seemed promising, but I knew that online interactions were no substitute for meeting face-to-face.
The middle-aged couple, Steve and Melissa, were first. They'd apparently wanted to downsize their lifestyle and make a push to an early retirement. Initially, I was optimistic; they seemed friendly and genuine. But then Melissa made an off-hand comment about how nice it was to see a couple like us that married before moving in together, rather than living in sin like most young people. I coldly corrected her that Amanda and I were merely engaged and not married yet. Melissa tried to backtrack, but the damage was done. They were out.
Next was the older gentleman, Frank. He too seemed promising at first, but I couldn't help but notice that he openly ogled Amanda. I couldn't blame him. Amanda isn't a 'big' girl, but she's plump and well-proportioned; her curvy body was fertility made manifest.
Despite her hot body, Amanda eschewed wearing makeup, leaving her freckled face oddly plain by comparison. Her dirty blond hair was also maintenance-free, often left to hang loose or put up in a simple bun. Don't get me wrong, I loved Amanda's natural look, but I wasn't used to having other men show such an open interest in her. Hot body or not, I think many guys tended to discount Amanda (wrongly) as a butterface.
After we'd finished with coffee, Amanda and I told Frank that we'd be in touch and let him know our decision. Once we'd left, I asked Amanda for her impressions of Frank. She sounded like she'd been less than pleased, saying he gave off creepy vibes. Guess I wasn't the only one to notice Frank's ogling.
That left the guy our age, Dante.
To my surprise, Dante was black. We lived in an area where there wasn't a heavy black population, so it threw me a bit when he told us before our meeting. I think he was afraid that we might hold it against him, but I didn't. He could have been purple, and I wouldn't have minded. Money is money.
Amanda, however, did hesitate. She wasn't racist, she explained, but she just had never been around a black person before. It made her nervous, she admitted, even though she knew it shouldn't.
I should share at this point that Amanda was homeschooled growing up. Unlike some homeschooled kids, Amanda received a stellar education, and her parents took steps to engage her with other children through extracurricular activities. Despite this, I still thought of Amanda as being sheltered, and there were certain social cues and interactions that I don't think she ever fully grasped. By comparison, I went to a large public school, so there weren't many types of people that I didn't encounter at some point, black people included.
But for Amanda, a black person must have been an exotic unknown; heard about, but never encountered. I pointed out that we had liked our online conversations with Dante just fine, the color of his skin was irrelevant. Whatever her initial hesitations, Amanda agreed I was right.
And so, we met Dante for coffee.
Dante wasn't what I had expected. Physically, he was tall and imposing, but surprisingly soft-spoken, with a deep soothing voice. We learned that Dante worked full time as a licensed massage therapist (LMT). While he made decent money, he hoped by sharing living space he could begin to save for a house. Personality-wise, Dante seemed supremely self-confident, but he had a self-deprecating sense of humor that kept him from coming across as arrogant. I think Amanda and I both were impressed with his natural charisma. More importantly, he didn't raise any red flags either. I didn't know if Dante and I would ever be friends... but I felt like I could live with him just fine.
Amanda had a similar favorable impression. But she did have one concern.
As a masseuse, Dante often worked non-traditional hours, especially in the evenings and on the weekends. From my perspective, this was a bonus because it meant that I wouldn't see him much once I returned from my 9 to 5 job. But for Amanda, it meant that she would have to be alone with him during portions of the day that I was at work. As a grad student, Amanda had odd hours herself, with maybe just a few hours of in-class time with several more hours of at-home work and studying. Amanda explained that she wasn't sure how she felt being alone with a strange man.
As I'd mentioned earlier, Amanda could be a bit sheltered. In some areas she was very modern, but in others, her sensibilities were more... traditional. For example, despite living together as an engaged couple, Amanda and I still hadn't had sex. She wasn't a prude--she'd give me a handjob if I requested it--but she wanted to save sex for after we were married. Her hesitation wasn't based on religious scruples, but rather a bad experience she'd had with her first boyfriend. They'd met their freshman year, and after six months of what seemed to be a passionate, supportive relationship, Amanda finally slept with him. Their relationship immediately changed after that, and her boyfriend became distant and controlling. Apparently his perfect-SO persona had been a long-con to get into Amanda's pants... and it had worked. Amanda broke up with him soon after, but it destroyed her self-worth for several months. By the time we met in her junior year, Amanda had only been herself again for a short time. She swore she wouldn't put herself through that again.
Amanda's chastity was admittedly hard for me sometimes--the occasional handjob only left me wanting more--but I loved her and was willing to wait for her sake. Besides, we'd been together for over two years by this point... what was another year?
Amanda's concern about being alone with another man seemed to come from a similar 'traditional' mindset. I suspected there was another layer too; with all the stories of rape and assault in the news, I could understand her hesitation, even if I didn't think Dante would be a problem.
I reassured her that I would only be a call away at all times, and if it helped reassure her, she could just stay in our bedroom with the door locked while she was alone with him. Hell, she could even stay out of the apartment entirely and hang out at the school library until I returned.
With these reassurances, Amanda at last gave her blessing.
We messaged Dante with the good news, and he thanked us profusely for our offer. We hammered out a few final details, including a written contract for him to sign, and then it was official. Dante would be our new roommate.
If only I had known what we were in for.
Author's end note: I realize it may be hard to rate an individual chapter of a story, especially the first one where nothing fun has happened yet. It's one of the major points I dislike about the serial format. That said, in the absence of anything else, you can always rate based on how much you anticipate the next chapter.... Which I am beginning to write now.
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After Amanda and I decided to let Dante move in with us, a weight fell off our shoulders. With his rent to support ours, we paid less overall even with the apartment's price hike. No longer stressed about our finances, Amanda and I returned to living our lives and focusing on our upcoming wedding.
Dante moved in a short time after we gave him the official sublet offer. He didn't bring much in the way of furniture or other belongings... basically clothes, toiletries, a bed, and a few other essentials. The only odd item was a portable massage table that he stored in his room. Dante explained that as a massage therapist, he liked to have it on-hand just in case it was needed. Dante didn't say so outright, but I suspected that "as needed" was code for "when I have girls over". Momentarily, I wondered if we'd have to worry about a series of strange women coming into our apartment at Dante's invitation. I suspected Dante, an attractive and charismatic black man, would have no shortage of women who would be willing to accept such an invite.
That proved not to be the case, however. In fact, I don't think Dante took home any girls at all. Maybe he was embarrassed by his relatively humble lodgings or maybe he didn't want to invite women over knowing Amanda and I were always around. Or maybe he just wasn't the womanizer I imagined him to be.
And I would have known if he did try to sneak someone in. It embarrasses me to admit it, but after we offered Dante our extra room, I ordered some hidden cameras to place in the apartment. I liked Dante well enough, but he still was basically a stranger to us. I didn't want to risk something happening when Amanda and I were gone and not having any proof. And so, using my hidden cameras, I could now keep an eye on the apartment, even when we weren't there. Or at least most of it--I left Dante's room and the bathrooms alone; I felt cameras there would be too much of an invasion of privacy.
With the cameras up, I felt better, even if slightly ashamed by resorting to this secret step. I decided against telling Amanda about the cameras too... partially because I didn't want to worry her, but also because I didn't to admit I'd been insecure enough to place them.
As it turned out, I needn't have worried. Dante proved to be a great roommate. He largely kept to himself, but whenever we did cross paths, he was always polite and seemed to take a genuine interest in us. He also kept the apartment clean, which I know Amanda appreciated deeply. Adjusting to a stranger living with us proved easier than expected, and by the time Amanda started her semester a couple weeks later, we'd fallen into a comfortable new routine.
But once Amanda started school again, Dante was left alone in the apartment for long periods of time. I told myself I wouldn't use the hidden cameras to spy on Dante--I only planned to use them for their recordings if something went missing or was damaged--but curiosity got the better of me. Whenever Dante was in the common area of the apartment, I found myself checking in on him, just to see what he was up to. My work could be pretty mindless, so it seemed like an easy way for some light entertainment... with the added bonus that if my boss caught me staring at my phone, I could just claim to be keeping an eye on a new roommate.
For the most part, Dante stayed in his room, but even when he did come out, he didn't do anything particularly interesting.
But one day, as he was lounging on our couch watching TV, Dante received a phone call. That was new... so I turned my attention to his conversation.
"Hey man! What's going on? Uh huh. Uh huh. No, no, the new apartment is good. The money I'm saving means I should be able to put a down payment on a house in just a couple years."
He paused, letting the other person talk.
"I mean, yeah, normally I'd rather live alone too. But at least Dan and Amanda are pretty chill."
The other person said something intelligible.
"Yeah, no, much better than my last roommate. Dan's a bit quiet but seems like a nice guy. Amanda's more talkative, but she's a bit awkward. I don't know if it's just me, though, or if she's like that all the time.
Dante paused again and then laughed. "Man, you gotta stop with that. You're gonna get me in trouble. I mean, yeah, if I ran across Amanda at a bar or something, sure I'd try and pick her up. She's one of those girls that's got a great body but doesn't seem to know it, you know? She's got curves like you wouldn't believe. Her chest and hips... mmmm... let's just say they don't make them like that anymore." Dante bit his lips and closed his eyes, as if he was savoring the mental image.
After a second, he continued. "But she's engaged. I'm not looking to be a homewrecker. Besides, I'm pretty much their guest."
Dante shook his head as the other person talked. "Yeah, sure I'll see if I can get you a picture. But don't expect me to set you guys up or anything. I don't play those games. But hey man, I gotta go. I'll catch you later? Yeah. Cool. Bye."
Dante ended the call.
I looked away from the camera feed, trying to process what I'd just overheard.
In all my time with Amanda, I had never heard anyone express an attraction to her so openly and casually. Sure, I knew she caught the attention of other guys, but hearing another man rave about her body was something else. The fact that Dante was an objectively attractive man himself only amplified the effect on me. I wondered how Amanda would feel if she heard Dante salivating over her like that.
I should have been jealous, but Dante was just expressing his opinion to a friend, rather than actively making a move on Amanda... and somehow that made it okay. If anything, Dante's attraction to Amanda gave me a sense of pride, similar to a neighbor admiring your fancy new sports car. And just like with a fancy car, I realized that part of me wanted to show Amanda off even more. If Dante thought she had a great body now... he should try seeing it when it wasn't hidden under clothes.
It was just a passing thought--I didn't actually want Dante to see Amanda naked--but it gave me a thrill nonetheless.
Still, the moment was over, and I returned to my work.
I might have forgotten the situation entirely, if not for a series of encounters a couple weeks later.
It started on a weekday evening. Amanda and I were prepping for bed, when Amanda realized she'd left her water bottle out in the kitchen. After making sure she was decently clothed--a new routine we'd become used to now that we had Dante--she left our room to retrieve it. Seconds later, I heard her make a surprised gasp followed by an apology. Then came Dante's voice... then silence, until Amanda returned a moment later.
I could see she was flushed.
"Everything okay?" I asked.
"Yeah, everything's fine. I just didn't realize Dante was out there," Amanda said as she sat her water bottle down by the bed.
"He does live with us, you know," I pointed out.
"I know, it's just..." Amanda paused, trying to find her words. "He wasn't wearing a shirt." Her flush deepened as she said it.
Ah, that explained it. Amanda was embarrassed. But was she embarrassed by Dante's lack of modesty? Or was she embarrassed by how it had made her feel? As I said before, Dante was an attractive man. I couldn't blame Amanda for liking the view, assuming that was the case.
Amanda noticed my internal monologue going on, but she misinterpreted its content. "He had pants on, don't worry," she quickly added. "I'm just not used to having a strange man shirtless in my kitchen."
"Well, I guess that's part of having a roommate," I shrugged.
"Yeah..." Amanda agreed hesitatingly. "I just don't think I should be seeing any half-naked men where I live, other than my wonderful fiancé, of course." Amanda patted me affectionately.
"I appreciate it," I said, kissing her back. "For whatever it's worth, I don't mind if Dante makes himself at home. Our apartment is his apartment too, after all. Besides, Dante's a good-looking guy. It's okay to look.
I don't know what prompted me to add in those last lines. I think I was trying to show Amanda that I wasn't jealous or upset, but once the words left my mouth, I realized it sounded like I was encouraging her.
And that's how Amanda took it.
"Dan, I'm not going to enjoy looking at another man," she said, shaking her head. "That's weird."
Oops. Time to backtrack.
"I'm not saying you should enjoy it. I'm just saying a quick appreciative glance isn't a big deal. It's human nature. Besides, I know Dante's looked at you."
"What?" Amanda asked disbelievingly. "What do you mean you know Dante's looked at me?"
Shit. My mind raced on how to get out of the hole I'd dug for myself. I couldn't mention the cameras now, without getting into even more trouble. And so, I improvised.
"I've seen him check you out on occasion," I lied.
"On occasion? You mean more than once? And you haven't told him to cut it out? I'm your fiancé, for crying out loud. You shouldn't be okay with other guys staring at me!" Amanda said incredulously.
"He wasn't staring. Just the occasional eye run-down. You're a good-looking woman... any straight guy would do the same. How could I hold it against him?" I protested.
Amanda stared at me, as if she suspected I was hiding something else. Finally, she spoke. "Do you look at other women?"
I sighed internally. Fuck. I didn't know if Amanda was picking a fight with me on purpose or if she legitimately thought that I never noticed other attractive women. I was tempted to blame Amanda's homeschooling again, but I couldn't be sure.
I needed to pick my words carefully.
"Do I look? Yeah, sometimes. It's my reptile brain. All guys have it. But stare? Or compare them to you? No. You're the only woman for me, Amanda. There's nobody else I'd want to spend my life with."
Amanda stared at me for a moment, trying to gauge my sincerity. She must have decided I was telling the truth--or that it wasn't worth arguing about--because she sighed.
"Okay, fine. Sorry if I came on a little too strong. I just didn't expect you to be so cavalier about Dante being shirtless around me."
"I didn't want you to think that I was mad at you for it," I explained, feeling the tension in the room begin to dissipate.
"And I appreciate it. A little jealousy about me is okay though," Amanda winked, and I knew we were back to normal.
"Noted."
We finished our nightly routine and climbed into bed. As we were about to turn off the light, Amanda turned to me.
"Could you talk to Dante sometime? Maybe ask him to keep his shirt on when he's out of his room?"
"Sure, babe," I agreed, kissing her on the cheek.
"Thanks. I love you," she said, turning back over.
"I love you too."
***
Normally, I didn't see Dante in the mornings. He stayed in his room whenever I came out for breakfast and never emerged until after I left for work. I suspected he slept in, much like Amanda when she didn't have early-morning class.
The morning after his shirtless encounter with Amanda, though, I found him in the kitchen, quietly eating some cereal. He saw me approach.
"Hey, man. Good morning."
"Morning," I responded. "I'm surprised to see you up so early."
"Yeah, one of the other massage therapists is on vacation this week, so I'm picking up some of her shifts. I don't see how you do this every day, Mr. 9-to-5. I'd die in a week." Dante made a disgusted face.
I laughed. "You get used to it. Besides, it could be worse. You could have to stand all day touching people who only shower once a month."
Dante stared at me for a second, then chuckled. "You know what, Dan. You're all right. Here, pull up a seat." Dante motioned to the empty chair across from him. The gesture was ironic since the table set was Amanda and mine's, not his.
I sat.
We ate breakfast together while we chatted. Our conversation reinforced my earlier impression of Dante that he was supremely self-confident, but he didn't lord it over anyone. He made you feel included rather than like you were beneath him. He was funny too, in a restrained sort of way.
As we finished our food, I remembered Amanda's request for me to talk to Dante about his shirtless-ness.
"Hey, man. Before we head off to work, there's something I'd like to talk with you about."
"Yeah, sure, Dan. What's up?" Dante leaned forward, his interest piqued.
I sighed. "You're gonna think I'm crazy, but I promised Amanda I'd say something. Last night, she went to get her water bottle from the kitchen, and she ran into you, right? When she came back, she was all sorts of flushed, so I asked her what's going on. I figured maybe she'd said something embarrassing. But turns out, it was just because you weren't wearing a shirt."
I paused, letting Dante catch up.
"Oh, shit, man. I didn't mean to offend anyone," Dante said. "I was just hot."
"No need to apologize. I don't know if you know this about Amanda, but she was homeschooled, so she's got more old-school views on certain things, you know? You seem like an upstanding guy, but it just made her uncomfortable. You think you could keep your shirt on if you're out in the common area?"
"Oh, yeah, no problem, man. I'll run off to my room first whenever I feel the urge to give my chest some air."
From someone else, I might have taken this as snide sarcasm, but from Dante it came off as a tongue-in-cheek joke.
"Thanks, man, I appreciate it. For whatever it's worth, I don't care where you go shirtless, but like I said, I made Amanda a promise."
"No worries, man. Gotta do what the soon-to-be-missus wants. I understand. Been there."
"Oh, you've been engaged before?" I asked, legitimately surprised.
Dante laughed. "No, but I still know what that part of it is like."
I laughed too.
***
I went to work thinking that the issue of Dante's shirtless-ness had been resolved. And in a way, it had, but our conversation would have lingering consequences.
The following week, Dante returned to his normal working hours, which meant he and Amanda had overlapping time in the apartment again. So far, they'd not had any real encounters as they both stayed in their rooms, Amanda working on her schoolwork and Dante doing God-knew-what. But that was about to change.
I'd fallen in the habit of keeping my camera feed pulled up while I was at work. It was almost a comfort-habit at this point. It made me feel better simply to see my apartment, even while nothing was happening. Just a little reminder of home, basically. It might have been a wasteful battery drain, but I kept my phone on its charger, so I never worried about it dying.
And, as it turned out, I did manage to see something interesting that week.
It was early afternoon on Wednesday. Amanda had just returned from school and headed straight to our room, like normal. Soon after, I saw Dante pop out of his own room, a few minutes after Amanda's arrival. I expected him to head out the door like he normally did, but instead he went to the kitchen and began gathering various items. That caught my attention. I hadn't seen Dante cook anything beyond what he could microwave.
Still, even out of the ordinary, there's nothing especially exciting about cooking food, so I only half-watched as Dante bustled around the kitchen. Eventually, I realized he was baking some cookies from one of those store-bought packs that he had hidden away in the fridge.
Again, odd for Dante, but not too crazy, relatively-speaking. What did catch my attention, though, was when the cookies had cooled slightly, he stacked them on a plate and headed towards our room. He knocked at the door.
Amanda had been seated at her desk, typing away at her laptop when Dante's knock startled her to attention. For a moment she seemed panicked--no doubt wondering what Dante could possibly want with her. The fear of being alone with him must have been on her mind, because I saw her retrieve some hidden mace before she approached the door. She cracked it open, just enough so Dante could see her face.
"Oh, hey, Dante. You need something?" Amanda sounded casual, but she still held the mace tightly in her hand.
"Hey, Amanda. Sorry to bother you, but I just wanted to apologize." If Dante was offended by Amanda not opening the door fully to him, he didn't show it.
"For what?" Amanda asked, clearly surprised by Dante's statement.
"For making you feel uncomfortable last night. Dan passed on your request about wanting me to wear a shirt when I'm out of my room. I didn't think anyone else would be up, so it didn't even occur to me to put one on. But to make it up to you, I baked you some cookies. Here." Dante pulled the plate of cookies from behind his back and held it to the door.
Amanda discreetly set the mace on a nearby shelf before opening the door fully to Dante. "Oh, that's so sweet of you, Dante, thanks!" Amanda gushed, taking the plate from Dante's hands. "You definitely didn't have to do that. They look delicious!"
"They are. I snuck one earlier," Dante said, shrugging and flashing his white smile. "I couldn't resist."
"I don't blame you. They smell fantastic," Amanda laughed, before trying one herself. She made a noise of approval. "I'll just say apology very much accepted."
She finished the rest of her cookie, and then turned serious. "Listen, Dante. I don't want you to think I was making a big deal out of you being shirtless. I know it's just a shirt, and this is your home now as much as it's ours. But with Dan and I being engaged, I thought it might not be a good look, you know? I bump into a shirtless man late at night in my apartment, and he's not my fiancé? Besides, I wouldn't want Dan to feel jealous or anything."
"No need to explain. I understand," Dante reassured her. "If it helps, Dan told me he wasn't bothered by it at all. I don't think you have to worry about him feeling jealous. He doesn't strike me as the type."
"Yeah, I don't think he'd be jealous of you either," Amanda agreed, then quickly added, "Not you specifically, I mean. Just in general. I didn't mean to make it sound like I was calling you ugly. You're obviously far from it."
Amanda took a breath. Her face turned a bright shade of red. "Sorry, that came out weird. Sometimes my sentences jumble up in my brain and then I word-vomit. What I'm trying to say is that I agree with you that Dan isn't the jealous type."
Dante had watched Amanda's awkward digression silently, but a slow smile crept over his face as she tried to recover herself. "Amanda, it's okay. You don't have to worry about offending me. Besides, I appreciate the compliment."
"What compliment?"
"Saying I'm far from ugly. I know you probably didn't mean anything by it, but I'm choosing to take it that way. Coming from an attractive girl like you, it means a lot."
Amanda started to protest, either in response to Dante's forwardness or out of a sense of modesty, but Dante cut her off.
"Don't worry, I'm not trying to hit on you, just stating a fact. But I'm gonna get back to my room now. Got some stuff to work on. Enjoy your cookies." Dante smiled and turned away.
Amanda watched him leave for a second before she shouted after him. "Thanks, Dante! For the cookies and your apology. That was a sweet gesture."



Dante waved appreciatively without even turning around. The next moment he was gone, vanished back into his room.
From the camera, I saw Amanda return to her desk and begin to peck away at her laptop again. As she worked, I considered what I'd just seen.
The exchange between Dante and Amanda had been a little flirty at the end, but overall it was innocent enough. But I sensed a hidden undertone; a suggestion of a mutual fascination. I knew already that Dante found Amanda attractive, and now he'd told her outright, even if it had been said off-handedly.
But I was more intrigued by Amanda's reaction to Dante. I didn't see Amanda flustered often, so the fact that a short conversation with Dante left her tripping over her words was significant. I suspected Dante being black was part of it; Amanda likely still saw him as an exotic novelty. And then there was her line about Dante being 'obviously far from ugly'. I doubt she even realized the implication behind her phrase as she said it... but it was a tacit admission that she found Dante attractive as well. And Dante had clearly picked up on it.
I was pulled from my thoughts by new activity on the bedroom camera. Amanda had risen from her desk and walked to the door. She opened it slightly and peeked out... before closing it again and quietly turning the lock. She then made her way to the bed and laid flat on top of the covers. What was she doing?
For a moment, she simply lay there, staring at the ceiling. Then, inexplicably, she undid her jeans and pulled them and her panties down slightly, to just above her knees. Without stopping, her hands then retreated back upwards. Once they reached her collarbone, Amanda pressed them against her shirt, almost as if she were groping herself through it. After a short pause, she slowly snaked them over her body, caressing herself, until they reached her hips. I watched, riveted, as Amanda smoothly slid her right hand over her pelvis and down between her legs. Delicately, she pressed her fingers against herself and began moving them in a small circle.
I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Amanda was masturbating. I quickly glanced around to make sure nobody at my work would get an accidental eyeful.
My mind whirled. I'd never seen Amanda masturbate before. I didn't doubt she did, but she must have done it away from me and off-camera, likely in the shower. Hell, I'd never seen her pussy touched at all. She wouldn't even let me play with her, claiming that she didn't want to risk endangering her chastity before our wedding.
But she clearly knew how to please herself. As her fingers worked, she kept quiet, but I could see her body becoming increasingly sensitized. By now, Amanda had closed her eyes and was biting her lip in concentration. I couldn't help but wonder... had her short conversation with Dante really gotten her this fired up? Sure, there was a simmer between them, but if this was because of Dante, I'd clearly underestimated just how much heat Amanda had felt.
I should have been angry or jealous, but I wasn't. I was fascinated. I'd never seen this side of Amanda before, despite our years together. Our limited physical contact had always been about pleasuring me, and now I realized what I'd been missing: my fiancé had a sexual side herself. And now that I'd seen it, there was no going back.
I quickly fled to the bathroom, bringing my phone and trying to hide my rapidly growing erection. Once I was safely inside, I pulled my cock out and returned my attention to the screen. Amanda was still steadily rubbing herself and now I began to do the same. My own pleasure mirrored hers; as she drew closer to her threshold, I did too. I was fixated on Amanda's face. Her closed eyes, bit lips, and contracted eyebrows were a portrait of ecstasy. A soft gasp escaped her mouth and I saw her body begin to shiver. My own orgasm was imminent and the knowledge that I was finally seeing Amanda orgasm pushed me over the edge. I'd had the foresight to place myself over the sink, and I now exploded into it, as waves of pleasure crashed over my brain.
At last, I came back to earth and returned my attention to Amanda. She was laying in her own afterglow, staring at the ceiling again. She may not have known it, but we'd just mutually masturbated for the first time. Even though Dante may have been Amanda's inspiration, I'd never felt closer to her.
Once I'd recovered, I cleaned up and returned to my workstation. I saw Amanda had returned to her computer as well; it appeared we'd fallen back into the real world again. Or at least our bodies had--my mind couldn't stop thinking about Amanda and how erotic she had looked playing with herself. I simply had to see more.
I finished my shift and rushed back to the apartment. After entering our bedroom, I greeted Amanda with a heavy kiss, catching her off-guard.
"Oh, well, hello to you too," she giggled.
"Sorry, I just really missed you today," I said.
"Aw, that's sweet, Dan." Amanda smiled at me. "But look. I have a surprise for you too."
Amanda pulled out the plate of cookies she'd hidden and offered them to me. "Dante made these as an apology for last night. He said you guys talked this morning about it, and he felt so bad that he gave us these."
"Oh, that was nice of him," I said, pretending to be surprised. I took one--it was indeed delicious: perfect ratio of chocolate to cookie.
"Yeah, I thought so too," Amanda agreed. "I think we did a good job picking him as our roommate."
"Me too," I echoed. But I was distracted by a thought that had just popped into my head.
Amanda didn't want to show her sexual side to me until after the wedding... but what if I could use Dante to bring it out of her?
It was a crazy idea, I knew. I shouldn't be using another man to encourage my fiancé's sexuality. But it wasn't like I'd be trying to get them to hook up. Just a little light teasing... enough to fire Amanda up a bit and need release.
The more I thought about it, the more I liked the idea. The only question was how to make it happen.
It was time to brainstorm.
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For the first few days after I saw Amanda masturbate for the first time, it was about all I could think about. The way she pleasured herself was like a hit of heroin. Her innocent face contorted in pleasure... her body pulling in on itself as she came... I couldn't stop fixating on it; either in my memory or my saved video file.
Yes, I'll admit it. I saved the recording of my fiancé masturbating. In less than a year, I'd be able to see it in-person—her promise to wait until marriage would be fulfilled—but I couldn't wait that long. Having a taste of Amanda's sexual side was amazing, but I needed more. And I needed it now.
The fact that our roommate, Dante, was the likely cause behind Amanda's spontaneous pleasure-session wasn't lost on me. Far from bothering me though, it served as an inspiration. Maybe I could use him to push Amanda over the edge again. The only question was how.
Their mutual attraction had become clear, which should have made my job easier. But it did create its own problem. Amanda would be aware of her attraction, and I knew she'd avoid putting herself in a situation where she might be tested. And as for Dante... he had told his friend that even though he admired Amanda's body, he wasn't looking to be a homewrecker.
Whatever I did to bring them together needed to seem natural, innocent, and yet still with the potential for sparks. But not too many sparks. As much as I enjoyed the effect Dante had on Amanda, she was still my fiancé. I wanted Amanda to be teased... but just enough for me to enjoy the results.
It was a puzzle... but eventually I found a solution. It would take some persuasion, but I thought I could pull it off.
First, I needed Dante on-board.
I managed to catch him one evening while Amanda was working on homework. He'd stepped out of his room for water while I was in the kitchen. Seeing my chance, I got his attention.
"Hey, Dante. Sorry to bother you, but I've been thinking..." I explained my idea to him, channeling my inner salesman.
Dante listened to my proposal thoughtfully, but I couldn't decide if he was buying it or not. As I wrapped up my pitch, I saw a mischievous glint enter his eye.
"So, let me make sure I understand. You're offering to lower my portion of the rent... and in exchange, I give you guys a massage once a week? In other words, the white couple is offering the black man lodging while he provides them physical labor? Is that right? That sounds familiar for some reason..."
"Oh, shit, Dante. That's not... I didn't mean... I'm not trying to say..." I stumbled over my words, realizing what Dante was hinting at.
Dante laughed. "Relax, man. I'm just fucking with you. That sounds like a great deal to me, actually. I'm trying to save money, so every little bit helps. How's this sound? Instead of splitting rent 50/50, we do 60/40 and I'll give you guys a free 30-minute massage once a week. That's four a month."
That was perfect, but I tried not to let my excitement show. "Works for me. Do you have everything you need? I know you have the table, but what about the oils and so on?"
"Yeah, I got it all. You just let me know when you want to start, and I'll make it happen."
"Awesome. Sounds great, Dante," I paused briefly. "I'll be honest though. I still have to okay all this with Amanda first. I was going to surprise her with the idea, but I didn't want to say something until I knew you agreed to it."
Dante sighed exaggeratedly. "C'mon, Dan. You can't get my hopes up like that. I'm gonna be a sad black man if she says no now. Tell her it's to help provide housing for a minority."
I laughed. "Don't worry. I'll talk her into it."
I went back to our room to try.
**
"So, what do you think?"
I'd just given Amanda her own version of my spiel.
Amanda looked thoughtful. "It sounds tempting, especially with the raise that you got recently. And you're right... a massage would be a great way to help with all this school stress. But isn't it a bit weird to use Dante?"
"I don't think so," I shrugged. "I mean, he gives massages for a living. He's not just some random guy. And the deal he's giving us is way better than if we booked a massage normally. Plus, there's the bonus that we don't even have to leave the apartment for it. Not to mention we can schedule pretty much anytime."
Amanda considered some more. "I want to say yes," she finally admitted, "but will you be okay with it? I know Dante's a professional, but still. I don't want to do anything that makes you uncomfortable."
"I won't be uncomfortable. If it helps you feel better, I can be here at the apartment when you get your massage?"
"That would help," Amanda agreed.
"Awesome! So you're in?"
"Yeah, I'm in. But I want you to go first. It was your idea, after all." Amanda smiled.
Damn it. Oh well, guess I couldn't be too upset. I'd gotten the agreement I'd hoped for.
"Sure. I'll let Dante know."
I left our room and went to Dante's. I knocked on the door softly; seconds later he opened it.
"Hey, Dan. So... you get Amanda to agree?" Dante asked.
"Amanda's game. We can start whenever. She wants me to go first though—I think she's still a little nervous about the whole idea. I explained you were a professional, blah, blah... but that's just how she is." I shrugged.
"Oh, no worries. I usually take extra steps to help soothe my first-time clients. I think many of them expect some sweet little white lady to be their masseuse, and then instead they get me, Mr. Big Black Man. I usually joke that I'm like a panda bear. I may look large and intimidating, but if you make a sudden move, I'm runnin' for my life. Hell, I still get scared of the dark sometimes."
I laughed. "I think that line would work well on Amanda, for sure. You may not even need it though, if she can see you work on me first. When do you want to start?"
"How about Saturday... 4pm? My calendar's free then."
"Works for me," I agreed. "I'll make sure to not be late."
"You better not; I know where you live," Dante said, feigning a threatening tone.
"Noted," I laughed. "See ya, Dante."
"See you, man."
***
Dante was a great masseuse, there was no denying it.
That Saturday, he set up the massage table in our living room and placed his oils and whatnot on a nearby stand. He then retreated to his room, allowing me to strip to my underwear and lay facedown on the table, Amanda casually observing from a nearby bar stool. I covered myself with the provided towel and allowed myself to sink in. Despite the table's portable nature, it was surprisingly comfortable. I was also pleasantly warm—apparently the table had heating pads built into it.
Once I was settled, Dante exited his room and approached. A moment later, peaceful music began to play, filling the air with a mix of soft electronic and nature sounds.
"You comfortable?" Dante asked. His soft, deep voice was like an auditory hug.
"Yep," I confirmed.
"Good. I've got our timer going, so you just relax. Let your mind drift and I'll help your tension melt away with it..."
And with that, Dante started the massage. At first, he focused exclusively on my back, but then he moved to my arms, and after, my legs. Even as a straight man, I was enjoying myself. Dante's fingers seemed to find every tight spot in my muscles and work them out in no time. I zoned out and soaked in the experience.
It was over before I knew it.
When the timer chimed, Dante placed the towel back over me and went back to his room. I slowly rose from the bench and stood on the floor, slightly unsteadily.
Despite the time flying by, I couldn't deny how much better I felt. Knots in my muscles were gone that I hadn't realized were there in the first place.
"So... how was it?" Amanda asked.
"Amazing. You're gonna love it," I said, testing my newly stress-free muscles. "I feel bad that you have to wait until next week."
"Oh, I don't mind. I'm just glad to see you enjoyed it."
"I definitely did." I agreed. I raised my voice so Dante could hear me from inside his room. "Hey, Dante. That was a great job. I'm gonna go shower this oil off now. But thanks again!"
"No problem! Thank you for paying me for it!" came his reply. "Make sure you stay hydrated!"
With that, I hobbled to our bedroom. Amanda didn't follow and remained on her stool, so I closed the door behind me. Just after I'd left, I heard Dante come back out of his room again, and he and Amanda struck up a conversation about massage techniques. I smiled—they were becoming more comfortable with each other. If I was lucky, I wouldn't have to wait until next week for Amanda to give me another show.
I started my shower and let my mind wander into the possibilities.
***
Unfortunately, my hoped-for show didn't arrive. Either Amanda didn't masturbate that week, or she did it somewhere other than the bedroom. I took care of my needs using the footage I already had, but I knew I couldn't get by with it forever.
As Amanda's massage approached, my anticipation was high. We had it scheduled for Friday evening—Dante's Saturday schedule was full this week. Amanda looked forward to it at first... but when the time arrived, she got nervous.
"Is this weird? I've never stripped down for a man like this before. I know it's for a massage, but still..." she whispered to me.
Dante had set up the massage table again and retreated to his room to give Amanda privacy.
"I mean, I don't think it's weird, and I'd hate for you to miss out on the opportunity," I offered supportively. "But it's your call. Just remember I'll be right here with you."
Amanda hesitated for a moment... and then began stripping her jeans off. Her socks and shirt came next, leaving her in just a bra and panties. I'd seen her naked plenty of times before, of course, but something about seeing my fiancé wearing so little in our now-shared living space was massively erotic.
Amanda's phenomenal curves were on full display, barely hidden by her underwear. Her wide hips screamed for attention. Her full breasts demanded to be fondled. Her legs and belly begged for a caress... And yet, despite the natural sensuality of her body, Amanda's makeup-free face hinted at an inviolable innocence. But rather than diminishing her appeal, the contrast only heightened her desirability further.
There was no denying it, my fiancé was sexy as hell. Even two years in, I still couldn't believe I'd managed to land her. I could only imagine what Dante would think once he saw her body so openly. And he was going to do more than just look...
Amanda started to climb under the covers, but I realized she'd left her bra on.
"Hey, Amanda... you might want to take your top off too," I pointed out. "You don't want oil on it, I'm assuming. Besides, you'll be face-down the whole time. Not like there will be anything for Dante to see anyway."
Amanda looked down towards her chest, realizing her mistake. She then looked back at me.
"Oh, yeah. I didn't even think about that," Amanda admitted.
I sensed her unspoken hope to stay as covered as possible, but she unhooked her bra anyway, tossing it onto her other discarded clothes. Her breasts swayed in the air invitingly. I almost whistled appreciatively but managed to stop myself in time. The last thing Amanda needed now was to feel more self-conscious.
With just her panties left on, Amanda finally crawled onto the table and flipped face-down under the towel.
"Okay, we're good!" I said loudly enough for Dante to hear.
Dante exited his room a moment later, walking straight over to Amanda. After prepping his oils and starting his relaxation music, Dante then pulled the towel from Amanda's back. He brought it to just above her hips and tucked it gently underneath her.
"Okay, Amanda," Dante said gently, "let's get you relaxed."
He began the massage.
If Dante enjoyed rubbing Amanda, he kept it hidden. He was perfectly professional, just as he had been with me. But as the massage progressed, I was surprised to find myself becoming aroused. I'd planned the massage hoping it would lead to more of Amanda's self-pleasure... but now I realized I didn't even need that. Just the sight of Dante running his hands over my fiancé was turning me on. Something about the contrast of his dark skin against Amanda's relative paleness, and the way he domineered over her body as she lay submissively underneath him. I knew I shouldn't enjoy their contact like this, but there was no denying I was.
After Dante had worked on Amanda's back for a while, he took a brief detour to her arms. One at a time, he lifted them up and massaged slowly from her shoulders to her fingertips. I don't know if it was just in my head, but when Dante reached Amanda's hands, it seemed like he ever-so-briefly allowed his fingers to intertwine with hers before he moved on. My suspicions were aroused further when Dante didn't place her arms back directly next to Amanda's body, but rather angled a bit further away. It was a small difference, and could have been innocently done... But without her arm pressed against her, the curve of Amanda's left breast was now visible from underneath her body. And if I could see it, Dante absolutely could.
Finished with Amanda's arms, Dante replaced the towel over Amanda's back and then moved down to her legs. He lifted the towel's bottom half up, folding it carefully just above Amanda's knees so only a tiny portion of her thighs was visible. Dante had put the towel further up with me, but I suspected he was afraid to go so high on Amanda. At least while I was watching.
The rest of the massage wasn't especially exciting, unfortunately, and Dante didn't spend much time on Amanda's legs before his timer went off. I did notice that after re-covering her legs with the towel, he gave her a small pat on the side of her hip before he left. It could have been a friendly 'we're finished' gesture, but I suspected Dante couldn't resist the allure of Amanda's unreal curvature. Feeling is believing, and all that.
Once Dante had returned to his room, Amanda slowly pulled herself off the table and stood next to it. She appeared slightly flushed, but it was impossible to tell if it came from the table's heat... or her own internal heat.
"How do you feel?" I asked.
Amanda shook her head, as if coming back to herself. "That was... great. You were right, Dan. A massage was just what I needed to decompress. Thanks for setting this up. And for keeping me company."
"Not a problem," I replied. I tried to seem casual, but my blood was still pumping strong. "Hopefully that relieved your school stress."
"Some of it. Unfortunately, there's still plenty left," Amanda smiled ruefully.
"Good thing you're due for a repeat in a couple weeks then, huh?"
"Amen to that," Amanda agreed, as she gathered her scattered clothes. "I'm gonna hit the shower and get this oil off me. And then back to studying, I guess."
"Lame," I teased. "I'll leave you to it though. I'll probably hang out here with Dante, so you'll have the bedroom to yourself. You just let me know when you're done studying, and I'll come join you."
My unspoken hope was that Amanda would take advantage of her privacy to do more than just study.
"Sounds good. I love you," Amanda acknowledged, heading to the bedroom.
"I love you too."
***
To my disappointment, Amanda did not masturbate in the bedroom that evening. I couldn't be sure, but I suspected she used the shower instead. It's possible that she didn't masturbate at all, of course, but if a simple conversation with Dante had fired her up, hands-on contact should have done at least that.
While I waited for Amanda to give me the all-clear on the bedroom, I struck up a conversation with Dante. While discreetly checking my phone every few minutes to see what Amanda was up to, of course.
"Amanda says you did a great job," I said, as Dante began to pack away his massage supplies.
"That's good to hear," Dante shrugged modestly. "Positive feedback is always nice."
"You ever get negative feedback?" I said, unable to resist asking.
"Not really," Dante laughed. "Occasionally, I'll have people ask for a therapist other than me, but those are usually men who think it's gay to have a male therapist or women whose significant others don't want a large black man touching their honey-baby. Stuff like that."
"I could see that," I nodded. I was still feeling some heat myself from watching Dante rub Amanda. That heat must have emboldened me, because I took my questioning further. "What about the other side of that? You ever get any women who want more than a regular massage?"
"Yes and no," Dante looked at me curiously, no doubt trying to determine my angle. Was I asking to make conversation—a simple personal curiosity? Or was I asking for other reasons? Maybe I was like the overprotective guys and didn't want my fiancé touched by another man.
I was far from it, of course, but Dante didn't know that yet. He continued. "I'll tell you it's not like porn, if that's what you're asking. There aren't hordes of women out there who will spread their legs as soon as you touch them, even for a young and fit guy like me. I have some clients who enjoy having me as a massage therapist more than they should, but it's still pretty innocent as far as guilty pleasures go. Every once in a while, though, I'll have a woman really press me to go beyond a normal massage. You can spot them pretty quickly. They almost always strip naked and flirt with me constantly as I massage them."
"You ever give them what they want?" I asked conspiratorially.
Dante shook his head. "No. It could cost me my job... or worse, my license. Besides, while some of them weren't bad looking, let's just say that most of them weren't my type. Still, I don't really mind. It's flattering and mostly harmless."
Dante looked at me again penetratingly. "But why the interest now? I didn't make you uncomfortable with Amanda, did I?"
"Not at all," I replied, maybe a bit too earnestly, because Dante looked at me skeptically. I didn't intend to say what I said next, but the words slipped out anyway. Apparently, I was thinking with more than just my brain. "Actually, the opposite."
Dante tilted his head quizzically. "What do you mean by that?"
My mind raced. I wasn't prepared for the conversation to go in this direction. But I'd opened the doorway. There was no turning back now.
"Well, this might be TMI, but Amanda and I are waiting until marriage to... well, you know. She had a bad experience with her last boyfriend; she doesn't want to repeat the same mistakes... blah, blah," I waved my hand dismissively. "Don't get me wrong, I'm fine with our arrangement. I love Amanda deeply and would do anything for her. But because she's so set on not doing anything with me, she won't even let me touch her... at least not in that way. I think she's afraid it would rile her up too much. I'm fine not having sex yet, but it is hard not being able to do anything at all with her. Don't get me wrong, she'll lend me a hand if I ask... but I'd like to return the favor sometime."
Dante had listened quietly, but his face had become a mask—I was unable to tell what he was thinking. "Wow, man. That's a lot," was all he responded with.



"Sorry, I know that's probably way more than you needed. But my point is that it doesn't bother me if you massage Amanda. First, I know you're a professional. And second, maybe you massaging her will make her feel a bit more frisky towards me."
Dante broke into a smile and then a long deep laugh. When he finally stopped, he was shaking his head. "Oh, Dan. You dirty dog. You want me to be your wingman with your own fiancé, don't you? Is that why you made this massage deal in the first place?"
Busted. Dante had seen right through me.
"I mean, that wasn't the only reason. I like massages too. But yeah... that was a big part of it," I admitted.
"Dan, Dan, Dan..." Dante clicked his tongue reproachfully. "You're doing way too much. But we're here now. So, tell you what. I'll help you out. You've been very gracious to me, and I'm happy to repay the favor. I'll keep doing the massages, and I'll see what I can do to send Amanda flying into your arms. Professionally, of course."
"Thanks, Dante," I said, my embarrassment outweighing my lingering horniness at last. "And if I could ask one last favor... can you keep this between us? I don't like going behind Amanda's back, but I'm afraid I'd just make her feel guilty if I talked to her directly about all this."
"Yeah, sure, man. I got you. Guy code." he winked.
Our conversation drifted into more boring waters after that. By the time Amanda invited me to bed, my mind had moved on to other things. But even out-of-mind, the dynamic between the three of us had now fundamentally changed. Before long, that change would become much more apparent.
***
I was due for a massage the following week. I did enjoy it, but I had to admit, I preferred watching Amanda get hers. I wondered if I might be able to talk her into picking up my massages moving forward, so she'd go every week.
But I shelved that thought momentarily... she was due next anyway.
The time between Amanda's massages went by quickly. She still hadn't masturbated again as far as I could tell, so either she'd cooled off or she kept using the bathroom for privacy.
Dante and I didn't speak about our new 'understanding', but he did spend more time out of his room with us. I learned a bit more of his backstory, including that he'd only ever had one long-term girlfriend. She'd broken up with him a couple of years ago over his perceived lack of ambition. That, in turn, had spurned him to enroll in a massage-therapist program—with the dream of one day opening his own massage parlor. But now he was working for his own benefit, not his ex's.
Dante and Amanda interacted more too, both when I was at the apartment and while I was at work. Their conversations, even alone, were always casual, but their flirty undertone remained. Even with Dante becoming a familiar sight, Amanda still seemed slightly nervous around him. But she began showing an open curiosity about Dante too, asking him questions about his life—and more specifically, his love life. Her questions were never too inappropriate, but I suspected she was motivated by more than simple friendliness. The most notable interaction I caught happened while I was at work. I'd been watching my camera, like normal, when Amanda asked Dante if he dated anyone else after his last breakup.
"No, not really. I've been working on myself, and it's been amazing. Besides, I've been a bit of a homebody since I started working full-time, so I'm not sure how many women would be into that," he'd replied.
Amanda nodded thoughtfully. "I'm surprised. I always thought you'd be a ladies' man."
Dante laughed. "I get that a lot. Which is fair, because I used to be. But now I prefer to focus on just one woman at a time. Develop a connection, you know? Soul-to-soul and all that," He trailed off, staring into Amanda's eyes. I couldn't tell if he was focused on her directly though or if he'd just become lost in thought.
Amanda blushed and looked away. Dante either came back to himself or realized Amanda had become uncomfortable, because he shook his head and averted his eyes. "Kind of like you and Dan. You guys seem perfect for each other."
"That's sweet, Dante. Good thing too, I guess, since we're getting married."
"I don't know if I'd ever be in a place to settle down like that," Dante said wistfully. "I think I'd always be afraid that I was missing out on something better. Have you ever dealt with that?"
Amanda shook her head. "Not with Dan. He's a great guy. I'm lucky to have him."
"And he's lucky to have you," Dante replied, before falling silent for a moment. "Maybe I'm the problem. If I'm around a beautiful lady long enough, I start building her up in my head as being this perfect woman. But of course, beautiful on the outside doesn't mean beautiful on the inside. Aside from you, of course."
Amanda blushed again, but Dante kept going. "Sometimes I think I just get so drawn to the physical side that even when I'm in a relationship, I'll see someone prettier and automatically think they're better for me. How sick is that?"
Amanda patted Dante's hand sympathetically. "Dante, I don't think you're sick. You just need to learn to separate the physical side from everything else. You talked about soul-to-soul connections, so you obviously know what a real connection is. Dan and I have a real connection, and we aren't even that physical yet."
Amanda must have realized she'd overshared. She stuttered a bit before continuing, "Well, um, my point is that you can have a physical connection without an emotional one... and vice versa. You just need to learn how to separate them in your mind."
Dante nodded thoughtfully. "You might be right. Thanks, Amanda. For your advice... and for listening."
"No problem!" Amanda responded cheerfully, proceeding to move on with her day.
As I watched the conversation unfold, my initial reaction was to be flattered. Hearing Amanda speak highly about me was a confidence-boost. Sure, Dante had been his normal flirty self—and Amanda had clearly been sensitive to it—but there was no doubt Amanda loved me.
And yet, the more I thought about it, the more I realized Dante had done something incredibly sneaky. He had Amanda admit it was possible to have a physical connection to someone... without an emotional one. In other words, he gave her the foundation she needed to legitimize her own attraction to him... after all, it was just physical, right?
And Amanda didn't just admit it, she came to it as if it were her own idea.
Dante was smoother than I'd thought. Now I just needed him to use that smoothness to my advantage.
***
We scheduled Amanda's next massage for a Saturday afternoon. The timing was lucky, because Amanda had a hell of an exam Friday that left her utterly drained and exhausted. She'd mostly recovered by the next day, but the stress left lingering effects on her body.
The timing was lucky in another way too. I'd gotten word from the men's clothing store that my wedding suit had arrived, and I needed to drop by and ensure the fit. I 'accidentally' forgot to tell Amanda about this and decided to visit them after Dante had started her massage. In other words, I'd be leaving Amanda alone for it.
I realize it sounds incredibly stupid of me to leave my fiancé in a compromised state with a man who she was attracted to, but I trusted Dante. I explained my plan to him in advance, and he agreed it would work better with just the two of them. He promised not to take it too far—"Don't worry, I won't do anything I wouldn't for any other client"—just enough to send her running into my arms once I returned.
Still, I might have been uncomfortable with the situation if it wasn't for my cameras. Dante didn't know about them, and if I saw anything I didn't like, I could intervene. Besides, I was so desperate to get another taste of Amanda's sensual side that I was willing to do just about anything for it—including involving another man.
The tricky part about my plan was the timing. I needed to be gone long enough for Dante to work his magic, but not too long that Amanda cooled off before I returned. The suit-store wasn't far away, but I didn't know how long the tailoring process would take. My research suggested less than an hour... but times could vary. Still, Dante was confident that he could keep Amanda at the perfect level of simmer for my return.
We were all set.
The setup of the massage was the same as before. Dante brought out his bed and materials, returned to his room while Amanda stripped and climbed under the covers, then came back out once she was ready. Finally, Dante started the relaxation-music and dove in.
After about ten minutes had passed, I announced to the room that I just had received the notice about my suit.
"You guys don't mind if I step out and get this taken care of real fast? I want to knock it out while I'm free. Should take me forty minutes or so."
Amanda turned her head towards me while Dante continued to work on her exposed back. "You don't want to wait until we're done here? I could go with you."
"No, it's fine. They're just taking measurements, so I won't need a second opinion or anything. Besides, you have enough on your plate with school. You enjoy your massage, and I'll take care of this." I went to gather my keys and wallet, before giving Amanda a chance to argue. On the way back out, I blew her a quick kiss and beelined out the door.
The first part of my plan was done. I'd successfully escaped. Now it would be up to Dante to finish the job. In the meantime, I needed to finish the errand I'd committed to.
As I made the trip to the store, I kept my camera feed playing on my phone. I only half-listened while I drove, but I managed to keep track of the general pace of the massage. When I entered the store, though, I unfortunately had to cut it off.
Even worse, my time at the store took much longer than expected. First, they somehow misplaced my suit and took several minutes to solve the mix-up... then came the measurements themselves, then a final issue with their credit card machine going down. By the time I finally escaped back to the car to look at my phone, I'd been gone almost an hour. From the camera, I saw instantly that the massage was over. The table was gone, and Amanda was nowhere to be seen.
With a sinking feeling, I suspected I'd missed my chance with Amanda that night. Little did I know exactly how much I had missed.
I didn't discover it for myself until after-the-fact, but here's what happened while I was at the store:
After my departure, Dante initially continued the massage like nothing had changed. But Amanda had clearly become restless by my sudden departure, looking around the room awkwardly rather than keeping her head in the bed's face cushion.
"You okay, Amanda? You seem nervous." Dante spoke up.
Amanda looked like she was considering standing up from the table... but she was topless. Unless she wanted to expose herself, she'd have to ask Dante to leave. And her inner politeness kept her from doing that.
Amanda gave a half-hearted laugh to Dante's question. "No, I'm not nervous. Well, not exactly. It's just this feels a little weird without Dan."
"Oh, what, you mean your fiancé leaving you almost naked in front of a large black man is a little weird? Seems like a normal afternoon to me."
Amanda laughed again, this one genuine. "You clearly have had a more interesting life than me."
Dante smiled as he continued to rub Amanda's back. "I have had some interesting experiences, yes."
"Men leave their fiancés alone with you often?" Amanda asked. I suspected she was trying to lighten the mood, but with Dante's hands rubbing over her skin, it came off as flirty.
"No," Dante admitted, "but I think Dan wouldn't have gone if he thought we'd do something he didn't want us to do."
"Hmmm," Amanda acknowledged, letting Dante's words hang in the air.
Dante began tracing over her shoulders. "You know, Amanda, you have some really beautiful skin,"
"Thanks," Amanda replied. She was facing away from the camera now, but the blush was apparent in her voice.
"You're welcome," Dante responded smoothly. "You learn to appreciate things like that as a massage therapist. You seem pretty flexible too. Were you a dancer at some point?"
"No, but I do yoga. Or at least I do when I'm not too busy with school." Amanda said softly. It sounded like she was in another world.
"Keep it up. Yoga can do wonders for a person's body, as it clearly has with yours." Dante was definitely turning on the charm now, but because he was so fixated on working down Amanda's arms it didn't seem overly forward. Just some casual small talk to fill the silence.
Dante finished with Amanda's left arm, releasing her hand and letting their fingers intertwine briefly like in her first massage. He then crossed to the other side of the table and began working on her right side. They both stayed quiet as Dante kneaded from her shoulder down to her other hand, ending again with Dante's large black fingers spreading between Amanda's delicate white ones.
"Before I move on to your legs, I'd like to work on your chest a bit if that's okay. Could you flip over for me?" Dante asked, as if this were the most natural request in the world.
Amanda turned her head towards him. "Dante, I'm not wearing a bra."
"Oh, sorry, I didn't realize you were self-conscious," Dante said, glossing over Amanda's hesitation. "Here, let me help."
Dante reached down for the bottom of his shirt and pulled it over his head, leaving his well-muscled torso visible to Amanda's gaze. "There. Now we're equal. I'm not wearing a bra either."
Amanda stared at Dante, and then laughed. "Well, you got me there. You promise this isn't weird though?"
"It's just skin, Amanda," Dante reassured her. "I see it all the time, both men and women. Massaging your pectoral muscles is just as important as massaging your back muscles."
Amanda hesitated a moment more... and then sighed. "Fine. But if Dan gets the wrong idea, it's on you."
"He won't," Dante replied confidently. "But scoot down a bit when you flip so that your head is resting flat on the table."
Amanda pushed herself onto her elbows and obediently crawled downwards a foot or so. The towel traveled with her, so as she flipped over, it still only covered her from the waist down. As a sign of how thoroughly Dante had overcome Amanda's initial hesitation, she didn't even bother to hide herself. Amanda's top-half, full breasts and all, were now completely exposed.
Dante didn't waste any time acknowledging Amanda's exposure, instead moving to the head of the table. He removed the face-rest, allowing him to press right up next to Amanda's head. Amanda looked up at him, no doubt admiring Dante's chiseled body as it towered above her.
Dante met her eyes and smiled. "There we go. Now just relax and I'll get rid of any knots on this side too. And just remember, I'm a professional."
Dante re-oiled his hands and began rubbing gently over Amanda's collarbone and up her neck. There couldn't be many knots there, but being such a sensitive area, I knew it had to feel good anyway. Sure enough, Amanda closed her eyes, soaking in Dante's touch.
Dante kept his hands moving along Amanda's skin, slowly but surely working his way down to her breasts. Occasionally he detoured along the sides of her body, grazing the sides of her boobs along the way. Amanda had to realize what Dante was doing, but she didn't seem to mind. If anything, she was enjoying it, the corners of her mouth upturned into a slight smile.
After a few minutes of this, Dante gave up all pretense and allowed his hands to run over Amanda's breasts directly. He pressed them over her chest, down towards her nipples, before running them over the swells of their base. Once there, he cupped her breasts gently and used his fingertips to gently trace over their surface. Amanda's didn't move a muscle, but her face twitched and her mouth opened ever so slightly as Dante worked his magic. Seeing he was in the clear, Dante made a swirling motion with his fingers over her skin, bringing them together over her nipples, which he pinched ever so lightly. Then he retraced his path back up to Amanda's neck.
Once there, he paused and looked down at Amanda. Amanda, sensing the pause, opened her eyes and saw Dante staring at her.
In a soft voice, Dante spoke quietly. "I'm ready for your legs now. We really should get all of them this time, if you wouldn't mind removing your underwear for me."
I could see the battle going on in Amanda's head. She had to know that she was passing the point of no return. Her mind was likely screaming that this was wrong, that she was going too far, that Dante wasn't her fiancé, and even if he was, she'd been wanting to wait for marriage anyway. But Dante had done his job well; Amanda's desire wouldn't be so easily denied.
"Just for my legs, right? You're not gonna do anything inappropriate? Promise you'll keep it professional?"
Each of these sentences weren't statements, but questions. They were Amanda's last desperate attempt for control.
"I promise," Dante agreed, as he moved down towards Amanda's legs. The bulge from his pants was now clearly visible.
Amanda appeared to relax at Dante's promise. She sat up, reached under the towel, and slid her panties off her legs, tossing them to the side.
Dante smiled as Amanda shed her last barrier. Her bottom half was still covered by the towel, but then Dante removed that too, folding it upwards so it covered her belly... and nothing else. Amanda's privates were now that in name only, fully open to Dante's gaze.
Dante admired the sight for just a moment before looking down at himself. "Hold on, we're uneven again. Let me fix that. Can't have you being self-conscious, after all," Dante said. Without missing a beat, he hooked his thumbs inside his sweatpants and slid them and his boxers off together. His cock sprung out instantly, fully erect. It looked like a black python hanging in the air; tensed and ready to strike. Amanda's eyes widened at the sight of it, stunned into silence.
"Now, where were we?" Dante grinned.
He stepped towards Amanda's side and reached for her thigh, his black cock hovering just an inch above her pale leg. Neither of them addressed Dante's obvious arousal, as Dante began rubbing along Amanda's skin. He moved down to her ankle, where he casually eased it over the side of the table, draping her leg over the edge. One leg done, he moved to the other side and repeated the process. With Amanda's legs out of the way, Dante had created an open space on the table.
"Wow, you really are flexible," Dante said admiringly, as he now climbed onto the table himself, fitting in the space between Amanda's spread-eagled legs. Dante's cock was aimed squarely up Amanda's center, although too high to touch her—at least for the moment.
Amanda had watched Dante open her wordlessly, no doubt paralyzed by her internal battle between what her body wanted and what her mind said she should want. But as Dante slowly brought his cock down to her opening, Amanda at last seemed to realize that this wasn't just innocent teasing anymore. This was happening. Dante was happening.
"Dante... you promised..." Amanda whispered meekly, obviously in shock at how thoroughly Dante had dominated her.
"I lied," Dante grinned, as he pushed forward, spreading Amanda's pink pussy lips with his thick blackness.
"Ohhhhh," Amanda moaned as Dante penetrated her. She stared at Dante's face, her mouth hanging open in a mixture of disbelief and arousal.
"You ever take a cock like mine before?" Dante asked as he slowly eased his way deeper. His shaft was still only halfway inside.
Amanda slowly shook her head, maintaining eye contact.
Dante grinned wider. "Well, then. Let me show you what it can do."



Dante kept pushing forward until there was no further to go, filling Amanda's pussy completely with his length. Then, without withdrawing, he leaned over and grabbed Amanda's legs one at a time, placing her ankles on his broad shoulders. Once she was stable, Dante kissed her calf affectionately. "You just keep those there, and I'll do the rest."
With Amanda's legs at this new angle, Dante now had unrestricted access to Amanda's pussy. He began to rock his hips against her in a rolling motion, using his powerful core to slowly piston inside her in a gentle but smooth rhythm. Amanda stared in aroused fascination as Dante began to fuck her, watching him repeatedly disappear into her center, his black rod becoming increasingly lubricated by her juices. The towel across her stomach had somehow maintained its position, but now Amanda pulled it off her, displaying her entire body to Dante as she bounced against his thrusts.
Dante grunted satisfactorily. "Damn, Amanda. Your fucking body... How'd a white girl like you end up with curves like that?"
Amanda moaned softly in response, as she reached up to Dante's torso and began rubbing her hands along his muscles. Her eyes kept flittering between Dante's face, his broad body, and his large manhood as it impaled her.
They continued like this for some time. Dante gradually increased his pace as both of them became increasingly uninhibited. Whatever reservations Amanda had about giving herself to Dante were long gone; she'd fallen totally into her lust. On the surface, Amanda may have been an awkward homeschooled girl... But Dante had revealed a new Amanda; one who craved physical pleasure. The fact that she was engaged to me and barely knew Dante was irrelevant. The only thing in the world for Amanda right then was Dante's powerful black body and his thick cock buried inside her.
"Dante... you feel... so good..." Amanda gasped between breaths. She was clearly approaching her climax.
Dante was breathing heavy too. "Fuck, Amanda. That's right. Take my cock." He was thrusting quickly now, but rhythmically rather than uncoordinated jackhammering. He stared into Amanda's eyes, just as deeply as he'd penetrated her pussy.
Amanda suddenly stiffened. A sharp breath escaped her mouth, and her hands clenched the sides of the table as her climax struck. "Ohhhh fuckkkk," she hissed.
Dante didn't slow as Amanda orgasmed both around and onto his cock, carrying Amanda through her ecstasy to the other side. Only when it subsided did Dante allow himself the same pleasure.
"Fuck, Amanda, I'm gonna cum," he grunted, pulling his hips back suddenly. His cock smacked against Amanda's pelvis and belly as Dante gave himself a few final strokes by hand. Seconds later, jets of white seed began spurting from his black rod. The first bursts landed between Amanda's breasts... the rest trailed from her belly down to her public hair, where Dante continued to leak his semen onto her. Amanda silently watched as Dante splattered her, fascinated by the effect she'd had on him.
"Holy fuck," Dante said, opening his eyes and looking down at this handiwork. I had no doubt the mental image of my fiancé covered in his cum would stay with him forever. He shook his head in awe and climbed off the table.
Amanda seemed to come back to herself, and she too swung herself off the table, some of Dante's cum sliding from her in the process. She reached for her discarded panties to wipe herself down.
Dante stared at her admiringly. "No wonder Dan put a ring on it. You can fuck."
Still in a post-sex haze, Amanda didn't dispute Dante's coarse description of her. Instead, she gave Dante an embarrassed smile. "Dan and I haven't actually had sex yet."
"No shit?" Dante said, pretending like this was news to him. "You've been holding out on him. Dan must have the patience of a saint to resist a body like yours this long. Take it from me, if you love him, you should give him a little taste. He'll be yours forever."
"Of course I love Dan," Amanda said as she gathered her clothes. She must have realized the irony of saying that to Dante, because she added defensively, "Look, I know how that sounds since we just had sex, but that's all it was. Just sex. Dan is who I want to spend the rest of my life with."
"You don't have to convince me," Dante said, holding up his hands. "I'm not trying to get between you two. Just giving my two cents that it seems a little selfish to fuck me and not your own fiancé."
Amanda huffed. "It's not the same, though. It's because I love Dan that I want to wait until we're married. I don't want sex to complicate our relationship."
"Amanda, sex doesn't complicate healthy relationships." Dante said pointedly.
Amanda stared dumbfounded at Dante as if she'd never considered this fact, despite its obvious nature. Clearly the bad experience with her ex had shaped her beliefs more than she'd realized.
"Maybe you're right," Amanda finally admitted. "So, what now for us? Do we just go back to how things were, pretend this never happened? I'm sure neither of us want any problems with Dan."
"We can do whatever you want to do. If it helps you feel better, sure. But we'll see what happens," Dante shrugged, as if he knew how useless pretending would be.
Amanda must have realized that was all the confirmation she'd get from Dante. "Okay then, well, I'm going to go shower off. And what's taking Dan so long? Thank God he is, but now I'm worried. If he's not back by the time I get out of the shower, I'll call him."
"I'm sure he's fine. You go shower," Dante said, openly staring at Amanda's ass as she walked away. Once Amanda was gone, Dante looked back at the now-empty massage table. "Damn," he said quietly to himself, before starting the cleanup process.
***
All of this, of course, was still unknown to me as I sped home from the store.
After finally making it back, I practically ran inside the apartment, where Dante was by now lounging on the couch.
"Where's Amanda?" I asked breathlessly.
"Oh, hey, Dan," Dante standing and walking over, as if he was surprised to see me. "I think she's in the shower. I'm sorry, man, but I don't think she's going to want to do anything tonight,"
"What? You said you could get her fired up. What happened?" I said, disappointed.
"Nothing. I did get her fired up. But you weren't supposed to be gone that long, so I improvised. One thing led to another, and the two of us ended up fucking."
I stared at Dante, not believing what I'd just heard. "What did you just say?"
"Don't worry, man. It was just sex. Amanda's still very much in love with you. We just had a little fun together."
Dante's even-keeled delivery did not match the content of his words at all. How could he say something like this so casually?
"Is this some sort of sick joke? If it is, it's not funny, Dante," I said, trying to suppress the emotions burning inside me.
"It's not a joke. We fucked. You can ask her yourself if you don't believe me. But trust me, I did you a favor." Dante said calmly.
"How the fuck is sleeping with my fiancé doing me a favor?" My voice was rising now as rage and jealousy began to take over. My mind whirled frantically—how could this have happened? How did I lose control so completely? And why was Dante freely admitting to it?
Dante's voice dropped to almost a whisper. "Because I'm giving you what you want."
I did not expect that answer. The sheer surprise of it shocked me out of my rage spiral. All I could manage in response was a stilted, "huh?"
Dante sighed. "I'm pretty good at reading people, Dan. Always have been. And in you, I see someone who has spent years giving up his desires in the name of someone else's. Which is noble... but it wears on you, doesn't it? I know how badly you want to see Amanda's sexual side for yourself. The worst part about it is you feel like you can't even talk to her about it without feeling selfish. You've trapped yourself."
I was stunned. Both by Dante's frank conversation about Amanda's sexuality... and by how easily he had recognized my dilemma. It was like he was inside my mind.
Dante continued. "And so, rather than talk to your fiancé, you constructed this elaborate plan to have another guy do the work for you. Happy men don't do that. More importantly, jealous men don't do that. You liked me teasing Amanda, because you got to experience her sexuality through me.... without the guilt of pressuring her yourself. I don't think you're really upset that we slept together... I think you're upset that you missed out on it."
I was stunned to silence again. Dante's words were incredibly bold. I wanted to tell him he'd lost his mind, that he was insane... but deep inside, I felt the truth of his words. He wasn't wrong.
What did that say about me?
"Look, Dan," Dante approached me and put his arm around my shoulder supportively. "I swear to you that I have zero interest in stealing Amanda from you. I couldn't even if I wanted to. Amanda is your girl, plain and simple."
He paused, letting that sink in. "But now she's discovered a new side of herself, and she won't be able to go back. You think she's still going to wait for marriage with you now? I got her fire started, but she'll need your help to keep it in check. You understand, right? Amanda is all yours; mind, soul—and now body too."
I shouldn't have found myself agreeing with the man who just slept with my fiancé... but Dante had a point. Maybe it was his confidence infecting me... or maybe he was on to something. Could this really be a good thing for Amanda and me in the end? Did Dante do me a favor after all?
"I'm sorry, Dante... this is just a lot. I need to talk to Amanda."
"Sure, go ahead. Just know that I'm on your side." Dante smiled.
In a daze, I entered the bedroom. Sure enough, I could hear Amanda in the shower. I thought about talking to her immediately, but I realized I still had access to my camera recordings. I didn't want to confront her until I could see for myself if Dante was telling the truth.
I stood there, transfixed, as I watched Dante's massage play out, starting from my departure all the way to the explosive climax at the end.
Sure enough, Dante was telling the truth. He had fucked Amanda. And he was right about me too—I wasn't upset with their encounter. If anything, watching Dante seduce Amanda was an incredible turn-on. I had some jealousy yes, but I couldn't deny how hot Amanda looked as Dante railed her. Hell, if I'd arrived back sooner, I probably would have joined in.
But still... there was the fact that Amanda did it without my consent. What did that mean for us? And what was I going to do about it now?
Whatever happened next, our relationship was forever changed. But Dante was right... it didn't have to be a bad change. There was opportunity here too.
I sat on the bed, deep in my thoughts, as Amanda finished her shower.
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You receive the job offer from Mr. Boss the day after you have lunch with him. He seems excited to have you on the team. You're excited for the offer. When you interned at Mr. Boss's business last year, it seemed like a great place to work. Certainly much better than the hell-hole you currently work for. You accept his offer without hesitation, despite the pay cut it brings.
And just like that, you move from soul-sucking corporate work to family-owned business.
Your life improves immediately.
To be sure, it's not a perfect job. There are parts of it that take adjusting to. You mess up a number of ways; a casualty of being a new employee in a new place. But you aren't punished for these mistakes. Mr. Boss teaches you patiently. His wife, Mrs. Boss, is sterner with you, but she seems to like you despite this. Your coworkers are fun and friendly. Most importantly, they seem happy. Big departure from the empty-eyed automatons you worked with at your last job. You don't blame your former coworkers. You were an empty-eyed automaton there too.
No more.
You quickly pick up the ins and outs of your new job, invigorated by the new environment. You flourish in the position, and soon you are asked to take on a new responsibility: closing the store at end-of-day.
You're given support. Your first closing shift, Mrs. Boss stays late as backup. She wants you to handle it on your own but will help if needed. You do a good job, but there are a few parts you missed. Mrs. Boss assists you without complaint.
Mrs. Boss is sixteen years older than you. She's a mom of three, but not gone to seed yet. Still active and sharp, with an ample bosom that extends past her mom belly. Dark black hair, tan skin, brown eyes, shapely ass. Despite the age difference, you find her attractive. Still, she's intimidating. She's been pleasant to you, but you've heard stories. The consensus is that Mrs. Boss isn't mean, but you don't want on her bad side either.
You try your best to avoid that.
Fortunately, Mrs. Boss likes you. She smiles at you. She laughs at your jokes. She touches you a lot. Nothing inappropriate--a hand on your shoulder as she walks by. Reaching for your tricep as she gets your attention. At first, you're uncomfortable, not used to physical contact from a boss. But you notice Mrs. Boss touches all her employees and realize that Mrs. Boss is touchy-feely in general.
Closing night, Mrs. Boss is no different. You receive touches on your shoulder, arm, and back. But now that it's just the two of you in the store, it feels different. Intimate. Doors are locked; no coworkers or customers to interrupt. Place all to yourselves. You enjoy Mrs. Boss's touch more this way. You wonder if you could touch back.
You finish most of your closing duties and stand next to a machine as it cycles through its shutdown process. Mrs. Boss stands next to you, congratulating you on your first successful close. She steps next to you, brushing your arm repeatedly as she talks. You're only half paying attention; you're distracted by Mrs. Boss's proximity. You wonder how she looks so good at her age.
Mrs. Boss seems to notice your distraction. She changes the subject. She says she wanted you ever since your internship a year ago. You clarify: for the job, right? Mrs. Boss grins pointedly: that too.
Mrs. Boss reaches up for you, placing her hand on your chest. She doesn't remove it. Rather, she steps closer. Now your bodies are almost touching. Her brown eyes search yours, asking a question you're unsure how to answer.
Your heart is racing. Is this happening? Do you want this to happen? You ask: what about Mr. Boss? Mrs. Boss shrugs and answers: Mr. Boss knows that she likes to play.
The next instant you're overwhelmed with sensations. Warm soft lips against yours. A hint of floral perfume inside your nostrils. The taste of Mrs. Boss inside your mouth. Mrs. Boss is voracious; there's no denying her. Not that you want to at this point, anyway. When your kiss breaks momentarily, you decide to take whatever Mrs. Boss throws at you... and return it threefold.
You tease: is this standard training for all new employees? Mrs. Boss shoots back: No. Just for the cute ones.
She's against you again. Her tongue is back in your mouth; you retaliate and invade hers. Hands are all over your uniform, desperate to remove it. You don't cooperate. Instead, your hands launch their own exploratory assault. You reach Mrs. Boss's forbidden upper territory and shed her outer layer, followed shortly by her inner layer as well. You revel in your victory; plundering her with your gaze.
Mrs. Boss's breasts are full; at least two handfuls each. Slight sag, but only enough to emphasize their naturalness. You show your appreciation by taking them in your hands and squeezing gently. Mrs. Boss grins at you seductively. Did you really think you'd conquered her? No, she let you win.
You don't care. You lean over Mrs. Boss's neck and begin to kiss. Slow, smooth, with an occasional nibble for emphasis. You work your way down to Mrs. Boss's chest; she takes your head in her hands to assist. Your hands return to the twin mounds in front of you, caressing them with your fingers. Your tongue follows suit, lapping gently at one sensitive peak, then the other. Mrs. Boss runs her fingers through your hair, pleased with your performance.
But you're not done. There is more territory to conquer.
You drop to your knees and resume your southwards journey. Your hands lead, your kisses trail, as you proceed over Mrs. Boss's warm belly just to where it begins to decline. You look up at Mrs. Boss. You both know what's coming.
Mrs. Boss still has two barriers in the way, but they are removed as easily as her top layers. You admire her bare legs briefly before you resume your trek. Like General Sherman, you will not stop until your march to the southern coast is complete.
After crossing some overgrown terrain, you reach your prize. You probe it lightly; Mrs. Boss's slit is plenty wet from your earlier actions. Your finger splits her easily, but you don't enter yet. No, instead you reach for the sensitive pea-shaped bundle above her entrance. Mrs. Boss moans approvingly as you make contact and tease her gently. She tilts her hips forward to give you better access. You dutifully make use of it, your kisses at last catching up to your fingers.
Mrs. Boss's musk surrounds you. Every breath brings more of it into your lungs, yet it never seems to lessen in intensity. You extend your tongue, hoping to taste its source. You make contact with Mrs. Boss's warmth, but your tongue is unable to decipher the juices that now coat it. Mrs. Boss is pleased nonetheless, and she places her hands back against your head, securing you between her legs. There is only one way out now. You set to work.
Your lips and tongue are partners, sharing a common goal: Mrs. Boss's stimulation. They perform flawlessly, working in tandem as Mrs. Boss begins to offer her vocal encouragement. Her hands emphasize her appreciation further, pressing your head gently but firmly against her. You demonstrate your initiative and creativity by introducing your fingers to the encounter. First one, then two. They are welcomed eagerly, slipping freely into the warm embrace of Mrs. Boss's womanhood.
You turn your eyes upwards to assess your progress. Mrs. Boss isn't even bothering to look at you; she has no need of sight to appreciate what you're doing to her. She is headed to the stratosphere; all you need to do is keep her momentum going. You refocus.
Feminine gasps begin to fill the air. Tremors follow shortly after, escalating into a mini earthquake that passes around you. Mrs. Boss moans your name. You've done your job exceedingly well. Once the hands pushing your head forward release, you fall back, suddenly aware of stiffness in your muscles. You've worked hard.
Mrs. Boss looks down at you approvingly. She helps you to your feet and suggests it is time to demonstrate her own skills. With age comes experience, after all. You agree, eager for the lesson.
Mrs. Boss helps you remove your uniform. She shares her admiration of your youth and fitness, using her fingertips to point out her favorite areas. Her touch is like a magnet; instantly sensitizing your skin. She feigns surprise at your manhood stiffly reaching towards her: what do we have here? She squats in front of you, her face at your hip level. She pretends to study your rod, using a hand to help with her assessment. You are far above adequate, Mrs. Boss declares.
But her assessment is not over. Vision and tactile tests have been passed. But what about other sensory tests? Mrs. Boss samples you with her tongue tentatively. Finding nothing objectionable, she commits to a full-mouth engagement. You're surprised by her enthusiasm. You've never had a boss demonstrate their appreciation of you so thoroughly. Her whole body is focused on you now. Her mouth is the leader, but her hands offer potent assistance. Her brown eyes tantalize yours and her vocal cords add their auditory support. Even the passive aspects of Mrs. Boss's body add to your pleasure: her beautiful black hair cascading around your cock, her breasts bouncing slightly as she rocks back and forth, her toned legs supporting her weight. It is your turn to express gratitude now, although Mrs. Boss doesn't acknowledge it. She's busy, after all.
Before you know it, you have a decision to make. The path you're on is rapidly approaching its end--do you ride it out? Or do you switch to a new path? You decide on the latter.
You pull your hips back slightly, signaling your intention to Mrs. Boss. She understands immediately and releases you. You look around, searching for a suitable location for your next step. Nothing stands out, unfortunately. Mrs. Boss seems aware of your dilemma, and she takes charge with a solution. She points to the nearby anti-fatigue mat. You hesitate for a millisecond, before deciding to plunge ahead. You believe--correctly, as it turns out--that Mrs. Boss will appreciate your adaptability. You lay flat against it, your manhood now towering vertically in the air.
Mrs. Boss joins you on the mat, straddling your body. She lowers herself over you, but pointedly avoids the connection you seek. You adjust yourself, but Mrs. Boss adjusts away in turn. She leans over you, her nipples brushing your chest teasingly. She approaches you as if for a kiss but stops at the last moment. She smiles. Tell me you want me, she whispers.
You know the game she's playing. You counter-maneuver and press your hips up again, but Mrs. Boss simply moves with you, keeping her distance. She won't give up so easily.
Tell me you want me, she repeats. Her brown eyes bore into you, seeking your acknowledgement of her desirability. She rubs her hips against yours for emphasis.
Her teasing is too much to bear. You don't just want her. You need her, completely and utterly. What's the point of denying it any longer? You concede: I want you, Mrs. Boss.
Mrs. Boss considers carefully. Finally, blessedly, she seems to accept your admission. She reaches between your bodies and takes hold of your member, aligning it with herself at last. The contact you've been seeking has arrived.
Silky warmth greets you and then surrounds you completely. You never imagined such softness could be found inside a woman as steely as Mrs. Boss. For a moment, you're overwhelmed with pleasure as Mrs. Boss allows herself to sink totally onto you. She looks into your eyes triumphantly, but you barely notice. Your mind is still trying to process the kaleidoscope of sensations running through it.
Before you can recenter yourself though, Mrs. Boss begins her work. Up slightly, then down. Up, then down. Up slightly higher... and then back down. Her pace is slow at first, allowing you to feel every inch of her vaginal grip as it moves along your shaft. Mrs. Boss smiles knowingly down at you. How can she possibly feel this good?
But then the real work begins. Mrs. Boss adjusts her legs slightly as she prepares herself for the endurance race ahead. You bend your own legs to support, so her full ass presses back against your thighs. She begins to move in an almost diagonal motion, up and forwards. You can feel Mrs. Boss's pussy lips cling to your cock as she moves, as if they're releasing you only with the utmost reluctance. But then she returns, sending a wave of pleasure down with her.
The two of you find your rhythm in no time. Mrs. Boss sliding over you and you pushing up to meet her. At first, Mrs. Boss watches you intently. She seems proud of how deeply she's affecting you, and you're unashamed to show it. But then Mrs. Boss's own pleasure overtakes her. You can pinpoint the moment her eyes glaze over with ecstasy. Unfortunately for you, when this happens Mrs. Boss changes her technique. She shortens her movement, so instead of riding you, she is merely grinding against you. You can tell she prefers this, but it leaves you in sexual purgatory: aroused, but unprogressively so.
Still, you are wise enough to let Mrs. Boss have her way. She is Mrs. Boss, after all. Besides, even if your physical pleasure has been paused, there is more than enough to appreciate visually. Mrs. Boss rubs herself onto you uninhibitedly. Her breasts bounce freely above you, her perfectly straight hair now a jumbled mess, and her mouth gaping freely in pleasure. Mrs. Boss may be a mom of three, but motherhood clearly hasn't dulled her primal instincts. Lucky for you.
A soft gasp escapes Mrs. Boss's mouth. She has found her sweet spot. She begins to grind on you in earnest, all but stopping any other movement. You can see her entire body focusing itself onto a single point on her lower pelvis. Mrs. Boss eyebrows press together in concentrated pleasure; her teeth bite her bottom lip as she tries to maintain control. Her breaths become increasingly shallow and sharp... and then a sudden vocalized exhale. She freezes suddenly, her body stiffening as she climaxes. She falls over you as she rides it out, pressing her hips against you, an attempt to fit even more of your length inside. The sensation of her pussy contracting onto you is otherworldly; if you weren't in sexual purgatory, it would have finished you off too.
But it doesn't. As Mrs. Boss's body relaxes at last, she collapses onto you and kisses you slowly but passionately. You return the kiss, but you're painfully aware of your own unfinished state. Mrs. Boss wiggles her hips over you teasingly. She hasn't had so much fun in years, she declares.
The next moment, she stands, her warmth withdrawn. She helps you to your feet, but then her eyes flicker to your midsection. For the first time since you've known her, she seems puzzled. Did you not finish? You shrug. You weren't ready for the fun to be over yet. Which is true, even if not the real reason.
Mrs. Boss stares, then grins. She shoots back: well then, you better take what you want.
You do.
You move against her body--her intoxicating warmth next to you again. Her breasts on your chest. Her belly against yours. Your lips meeting again. But you don't remain stationary. You guide her backwards until she's pressed against the counter. Once she has no further to retreat, you step back slightly and flip her around. Mrs. Boss seems to enjoy your take-charge attitude. She murmurs approvingly, but you maintain your focus. With a gentle firmness, you push Mrs. Boss's upper body over the countertop. Her back half is now pointed at you invitingly.
You don't hesitate. You align yourself and plunge ahead, burying yourself inside Mrs. Boss once more. It's a different experience taking her from behind. Her ass gives you a nice cushion to press against, in addition to a nice view. But more than that--your cock is hitting Mrs. Boss at a new angle, which brings its own set of unique sensations. A profane exclamation of pleasure escapes your mouth.
Mrs. Boss looks back at you knowingly. Her hair partially shields her expression, so you assist by moving it onto the other side of her neck. You want to see her face as you begin your work. And begin you do.
You start at a measured pace, savoring every moment. Mrs. Boss may technically be in charge, but for now, you're in control. You press against her back, pushing her to the counter. You marvel at the sight of your cock plunging into Mrs. Boss; during your internship, you would have never imagined this was even a possibility. The attractive boss targeting you, the young employee? Pure fantasy, and a tired one at that. And yet, here you are, stuffing Mrs. Boss with your girth. It's so hot that it seems unreal.
The smell of sex blankets the air. Your cock glistens, thoroughly lubricated by Mrs. Boss's pussy. With every forward thrust, you feel as if you're penetrating deeper and deeper into her core. The pleasure is overwhelming; you don't know how to manage it. It bursts out aggressively--you smack Mrs. Boss on the ass before you can stop yourself. Mrs. Boss seems surprised, but not unpleasantly so. Encouraged, you smack again.
This time, Mrs. Boss was expecting it. She looks back at you and bites her bottom lip seductively. She encourages you with words that are quite unprofessional--better suited for a street-level worker than a boss. Or a mom, for that matter.
It's too much for you to handle. You sense your impending climax approaching like a bullet train. You briefly consider pulling out.. but no, you're way past the point of being concerned with caution. With a gasp and a final thrust, you plunge deep into Mrs. Boss; simultaneously pulling her hips back toward you. You can practically feel your cock press against Mrs. Boss's cervix as you begin spewing your seed in massive bursts. You don't know if Mrs. Boss is fertile, and frankly, you don't care. Your only need is to give her as much of your DNA as you possibly can, marking her forever.
It takes several seconds, but finally you are spent. You take a deep breath and kiss Mrs. Boss on her smooth, tan shoulder. You're shrinking rapidly now, and with just a slight backwards step, you slip out of her. Your cock is covered in a mix of both of your juices.
Mrs. Boss faces you, looking wide-eyed but satisfied. Her chest is heaving; full breasts falling up and down rhythmically as she catches her breath. Some of your white seed dribbles from her onto the ground. She looks at it curiously, then puts her hand underneath her, to stop the leaking. We'll have to make sure to clean that up before we leave, she asserts.
You laugh obediently, but you're only half-focused. You're trying to process what just happened. Did you really just fuck your boss? And then cum in her? And then your earlier thought strikes again: how the fuck does she look so good at her age?
Mrs. Boss can tell you're overwhelmed. She walks up to you and places a hand supportively on your chest. Don't worry, she assures you, you did great tonight. She adds: now get yourself cleaned up--I need to get home to my family.
You shake your head disbelievingly, but you obey. You gather your clothes and head to the men's room while Mrs. Boss proceeds to the women's. After you make yourself decent and dress, you head back to the counter and clean the mess you left on the floor. You doubt anyone would notice by tomorrow, but no sense taking chances.
Mrs. Boss joins you a moment later. Not bad for your first closing shift huh, she asks.



You ask, is staying late like this a job requirement... or a perk?
Mrs. Boss laughs. Both, she tells you. Do your regular duties with the same enthusiasm you've shown tonight, and you'll earn a raise in no time.
With a boss like her to motivate you, enthusiasm won't be a problem, you reply.
Mrs. Boss is pleased. She suggests you try closing again with her tomorrow... to test your sincerity.
You agree eagerly.
The two of you leave the store together. Shooting Mrs. Boss one last appreciative glance, you decide this is the best job you've ever had.
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Something was wrong.
That was my first thought when I awoke the next morning, even before I had regained my full consciousness. For a moment, I was confused. Everything seemed to be okay. The apartment was quiet. Amanda was sleeping peacefully next to me, her gentle breath barely audible. Even as she slept, I felt a burst of affection towards her.
It was at that moment all my memories came crashing back. Dante living with us. Amanda's not-quite-hidden attraction to him. My convoluted plan for Dante to seduce Amanda on my behalf. The plan backfiring; Dante sleeping with Amanda--my fiancé and love of my life--even before I had. Then Dante's strangely open confession... and persuasiveness that his successful seduction was a good thing. Persuasiveness that somehow had me agreeing that Dante might be right.
I flipped onto my back and stared at the ceiling. What had I gotten myself into? I loved Amanda so much, but would we ever be the same? Could she really have slept with our roommate without loving me less? Sure, in the video I'd captured of her escapade with Dante, Amanda emphasized her love for me... but what if she didn't mean it? Or what if she changed her mind later? I didn't know what I'd do without Amanda. All my life plans included her. I was less bothered by her giving into Dante's advances than I was afraid of what it meant for our own future. Especially because it was my actions that propelled her into Dante's grasp in the first place.
I sighed.
I was a coward. I still hadn't said anything to Amanda about what I knew. A part of me was desperate for reassurance that we'd be okay, but I couldn't find the words to begin. I pictured how it might play out:
'Hey, Amanda, my soon-to-be-wife... I know you slept with our roommate. I'm actually mostly okay with it, but I need you to tell me that you're not going to leave me. Oh, and I'd like to sleep with you myself too, if that's okay. That's why I left you alone with Dante in the first place.'
Amanda and I had discussed hard topics before, but this was unprecedented. I didn't want to make the situation worse by talking about it and saying the wrong thing. And so, I decided to put it off until later. I'd been too overwhelmed and exhausted for anything that night, anyway. I was a mess inside, but I did my best to pretend everything was normal.
For her part, Amanda didn't seem different at all. I was surprised how well she hid her indiscretion, considering how unable she'd been to hide her attraction to Dante to begin with. But my fiancé acted like her usual loving self. The only time she commented about that evening was to say she'd been worried about me after I didn't return from the store quickly.
As I lay in bed, swimming in my thoughts, I decided to delay saying anything to Amanda a bit longer. I needed to see how she was that morning first. And how she was around Dante. Hell, I still hadn't decided how I felt about Dante. One thing at a time.
It was Sunday, so Amanda and I were both off. I didn't know Dante's schedule, but he usually had a few massages lined up on the weekends. I hoped that Amanda and I would have a few hours alone together--time to check our dynamic without Dante's interference.
I looked over at Amanda one last time--reminding myself how lucky I was to have her--and then I forced myself out of bed.
The morning was uneventful. Amanda rose shortly after me, and we spent a lazy Sunday morning together, like we often did. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary... other than Dante staying shut up inside his room. Lately he'd been more social with Amanda and me, so it was unusual that he didn't join us as the morning hours progressed. I almost began to wonder if he'd somehow left the apartment without me noticing, but around noon, Dante finally emerged.
"Morning you two," he said, sauntering over to the sink for some water.
"Morning," Amanda and I responded in unison. I glanced at Amanda, hoping for a clue about her feelings towards Dante the morning-after. Unfortunately, her expression gave nothing away... although she did place one of her hands affectionally on my shoulder. Just a coincidence or was she signaling her attachment to me?
"Hope you slept well. I'm on my way out--got a few clients lined up--so you lovebirds will have the apartment to yourselves in just a minute. If you're smart, you'll take advantage," Dante winked at us.
Amanda blushed. "Dan and I are just relaxing," she said, embarrassed by Dante's insinuation. I had to wonder, though, if her bashfulness was exaggerated for my benefit.
"Of course you are," Dante shrugged. He grabbed his keys and glided to the front door. "Just make sure you clean up any messes you might make while you're 'relaxing'. I'm your roommate, not your maid, after all."
Amanda was speechless as Dante exited.
"Someone was feeling bold this morning," I said, breaking the silence.
"Yes, that was a bit much," Amanda shook her head and sighed. "I like Dante, don't get me wrong... but it's not appropriate for him to be saying that kind of stuff to us. It's no business of his what we do in our private time. Would you mind saying something to him? He listened to you last time, when you asked him to keep his shirt on in the apartment."
I flashed back to that first charged encounter between Amanda and Dante--Dante's open torso flustering Amanda enough to come to me about it.
"Yeah, I'll say something to him," I agreed. I hesitated, then ventured a probing comment. "Just so you know, if Dante ever makes you too uncomfortable, we don't have to renew his sublet. We can find another way to afford our rent."
Amanda's expression faltered for just a moment, and I could see the struggle on her face before she recovered. "No, Dante hasn't made me too uncomfortable. I just don't want it to get to that point, you know? But it means a lot that you'll have my back if Dante does cross a line. I know we don't have a clear alternative for money."
I tried not to smile. Hearing Amanda say she'd be fine ditching Dante was a massive relief. I felt like I could breathe again.
"Well, let's hope I can get him to behave, and we won't have to worry about it," I said pulling Amanda into a hug. "I love you."
"I love you too," Amanda responded, squeezing me back.
***
It seemed like life had returned to normal. To be sure, knowing Amanda and Dante had slept together remained in the back of my mind, but it was no longer a source of anxiety for me. Amanda clearly still loved me; she had just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. Normally, this would have been an awful excuse... except I was the one ultimately responsible anyway. Somehow it felt like Amanda hadn't cheated since I was the one who had started it. To blame Amanda was to blame myself. A mistake, maybe, but it wasn't the same as cheating. Not really.
Although my anxiety had faded, another emotion remained: jealousy. I realized the irony of it all, but it was a fact: I was extremely jealous of Dante.
Strangely, I found myself believing Dante's claim that he'd only gone so far with Amanda to help me--would Amanda still put off sleeping with me if she'd slept with Dante first?
That said, I wasn't an idiot. I knew Dante was attracted to Amanda and enjoyed 'experiencing' her. But still... I don't think he would have done it if he thought it wouldn't have helped me too.
And so, I didn't blame Dante... but the fact remained that he had slept with Amanda... and I hadn't. I needed to change that.
Only question was, how? Amanda was adamant that she wanted to save sex until after we were married; the consequence of her last boyfriend who took advantage of her. But as Dante had told Amanda after they'd slept together--sex doesn't complicate healthy relationships. Maybe Amanda had reconsidered her commitment now. I just wasn't sure the best way to test it.
But I would try. My goal had changed: instead of having Dante seduce Amanda for me, I would do it myself. Eventually.
Despite the events of the weekend, our lives went on with little apparent change. Amanda kept busy with school and homework; Dante and I stayed involved with our jobs. And yet, despite outward appearances, there did seem to be a simmering tension in the apartment that never quite faded away.
As Amanda had asked, I did pull Dante aside one evening and ask him to not make lewd comments about Amanda and me. I reassured him that I wasn't bothered by it, but it did make Amanda uncomfortable. I half-expected Dante to pretend to not know what I was talking about, but he surprised me. He simply shrugged, agreed, and went about his business.
None of us mentioned Saturday's massage... or what came after. I kept expecting Dante to say something to me about it, but he kept silent. I kept a close eye on the apartment cams while I was at work, but even when it was just Dante and Amanda alone, nothing untoward happened or was said. It was almost like Dante and Amanda's encounter had never happened.
And yet, there were signs. Occasionally, I caught Amanda watching Dante as he moved around the apartment, yet she always looked away quickly once she noticed my gaze. Dante would return the favor, his eyes running over Amanda's body and staring at her ass whenever she walked past him. He didn't hide it, leering at her right in front of me, seemingly unconcerned by my reaction. I mean, yeah, Amanda had a hot body, but Dante's lack of discretion was extremely bold. Once Amanda caught Dante staring at her, but she quickly turned and pretended not to notice.
Dante may not have made any more moves on Amanda, but he clearly was not ashamed to admire her from a distance, and neither Amanda nor I moved to stop him. It was like we were afraid that by acknowledging it, we'd have to acknowledge everything else that had happened too.
In the meantime, I did make moves on Amanda. A couple nights that week I began making out with her, but whenever I tried to take it further, Amanda stopped me. I could sense physically she wanted me, but mentally she couldn't allow it to happen. It did bother me that she resisted me more than she did Dante, but I knew it was because of her attachment to me, whereas she didn't feel like she had a relationship to risk with him.
Still, it was frustrating. At least she did give me handjobs both times, which was better than nothing. Barely.
I was committed though, and I decided that after a few more attempts, I would talk with Amanda. See if she'd reconsider her self-imposed restriction.
I was so focused on seducing Amanda myself that I almost forgot about our weekly massage deal with Dante. That Thursday, Dante asked me if I would be free Friday evening for my turn on the massage table. He asked so matter-of-factly, that I almost thought he was messing with me. But he didn't laugh, just calmly waited for my response. Somewhat off-balance, I told him sure, I was free.
It was the most bizarre massage of my life. Dante did the same high-quality job he'd done for me before, and my muscles were unquestionably relaxed, but I couldn't stop thinking about how this is how he had seduced Amanda. I was on the same table that he had fucked my fiancé on, and even though we both knew it, we acted like nothing was out of the ordinary. The relaxing physical sensations combined with my uncomfortable mental state made for a discomfiting contrast.
Amanda spent the whole massage in our room, allegedly studying, but I didn't think it was an accident that she avoided it, even if she wasn't the one on the table.
When our massage was finished, Dante didn't return to his room right away. Instead, after double checking that Amanda was shut aside our room, he whispered to me conspiratorially.
"So, man. Amanda run into your arms yet?"
I sat on the table, towel still wrapped around me. Did I want to have this conversation with Dante? I wasn't sure.
Dante sensed my hesitation. "Hey man, it's okay if you don't want to kiss and tell. I just want to make sure you got what you needed. It's not fair for me to be involved with Amanda if it didn't push her towards you. I don't like leaving jobs unfinished, you know?"
I decided I couldn't lie to Dante. "No, she hasn't come around yet. I'm working on it, but she's just not ready. I know she wants to, but I think she's afraid of what will happen when she does. Her last boyfriend left her after they slept together. I'd never do that, of course, and I'm sure Amanda knows it... but she can't help it. It terrifies her."
Dante looked thoughtful. "What do you say if we try the massage again next week? After all, it worked the first time. We just need you to be around for the benefits."
I considered, then shook my head. "I don't think you'll get Amanda back on that massage table. She won't want to risk it. And even if you did, I don't think you'd get anywhere with her with me there too. She'd be mortified if you tried anything in front of me. You'd be asking to be slapped, or worse."
Dante grinned slyly. "Oh, don't you worry about either of those things. I can be pretty persuasive when I want to be. I just need you to follow my lead when the time comes... and more importantly, don't leave the apartment this time. So... you onboard?"
I was tempted, even if I was skeptical that Dante could pull it off. But still... I had one last hangup. "Yeah, I'm game. Just... I don't want a repeat of last time, you know? I'm not mad at you for what you did, but I'm only okay with it because it's supposed to help me out. Promise me you'll only get Amanda as fired up as you need, and then you'll let me take over?"
Dante didn't hesitate. "Of course, man. I'm only doing this for you, after all."
I didn't fully believe that, but I wasn't going to argue the point. All I cared about was helping Amanda overcome her self-repression... and me getting to enjoy it, of course. If Dante got some side action too, so be it. Once Amanda and I were a couple to the fullest, Dante would fall by the wayside--and I'd have Amanda all for myself.
Even so, I decided to keep a close eye on Dante the following week from my cameras. Wouldn't hurt to be careful. Plus, I wanted to see if he really could convince Amanda to return for another massage.
To my surprise, Dante didn't do anything the first several days of the following week. I almost thought he'd forgotten, but finally that Thursday, he made a move--and I caught it all live.
It was late afternoon. I was still at work, but Dante was off, and Amanda had just returned from her classes. Dante was lounging on the couch when Amanda entered the apartment, and before Amanda could beeline for our room, Dante intercepted her.
"Oh, hey, Amanda," Dante said, leaping from the couch and casually stepping in front of her. "I've been meaning to ask. You're due for your massage this week, and I'm free tomorrow evening. Shall I put you down for it?"
Amanda seemed startled by Dante's sudden engagement. She stammered for a second before she found her words again. "Um, I don't think that's a good idea, Dante."
"Because you're afraid of what might happen?" Dante asked.
"Yeah, among other things," Amanda replied curtly. "We really don't have to talk about this, though. Just let Dan take my weeks moving forward."
She started to move past Dante, but Dante stepped back in front of her. "Amanda, listen. I know you're probably ashamed of what we did, even if you shouldn't be. But you've made it very clear that you're Dan's girl, and I'm not looking to interfere with that. Which is why having a massage this week is so important. I don't want to scare you, but I think Dan suspects something happened between us."
"What? How?" Amanda asked, startled by this news. "You didn't say anything, did you?" she accused.
"Of course not," Dante lied. "But Dan's a perceptive guy. I think he can sense something happened."
"Fuck," Amanda cursed under her breath, an uncharacteristic action for her. She let her bookbag slide loudly onto the floor in exasperation. "Dan can't find out about this. It would destroy him."
"It might," Dante agreed softly. "Like I said, I'm not looking to cause trouble with you guys. I think everything will be fine. We just need to not do anything out of the ordinary. Dan's suspicions will go away if everything seems normal, and you two can go about your happy lives together."
"Yes, yes." Amanda said, nodding her head. "You're right. We just need to live our lives like normal."
"And that's why I think it's important we stick to our massages. Look, I know it's awkward for you. It'll be awkward for me too. But if we stop the massages, Dan will wonder why. He won't believe you randomly decided to stop just when he sensed something between us."
"Fuck," Amanda repeated, letting out a deep breath. She considered Dante's words. "You might be right. I don't like it, but I can't deny it either. But I'm not doing any massages unless Dan's there with me the whole time. I'm not letting you massage me alone again."
"Fine by me," Dante agreed. "Like I said, I just want everything to return to normal around here. So, tomorrow evening once Dan's back, we'll get started?"
"Yes. Now, unless you have something else, I've got a ton of studying to do," Amanda said, grabbing her bag back off the floor.
"Study away," Dante said differentially, moving out of the way at last.
Amanda shut the door behind her and pointedly locked it, which drew an amused smile from Dante. He then returned to the couch and went about his afternoon.
I was impressed. Sure enough, despite the odds, Dante had secured Amanda's agreement to another massage. But next came the real test: Dante seducing her a second time... and in front of me. Dante was good, but I doubted even he could pull that off. If he did somehow succeed, fantastic. But even if he failed, I would be no worse off than I was now. I had nothing to lose.
***
Despite Amanda's promise, I still half-expected her to get cold feet at the last minute. But she didn't. When that Friday evening arrived, everything was in place. Dante had prepped the table and his equipment, while Amanda and I looked on from nearby chairs. I could tell Amanda was nervous, but she did a good job hiding it. I could barely contain my own anticipation, but for reasons opposite of Amanda's. Dante seemed as cool as ever.
When Dante retreated to his room, the moment of truth arrived. Would Amanda strip down and return to the table?
After just a moment of hesitation, she did.
As before, she removed all clothing except her panties before she climbed underneath the towel that Dante had provided. I couldn't help but admire the way her body looked when it was out in the open--her full breasts, beautiful white skin, and tastefully thick hips. Her dirty blond hair was in a loose bun and she wasn't wearing any makeup, but to me, she was as stunning as ever. No wonder Dante couldn't resist a taste.
I kept these thoughts to myself, of course. Still, there was no denying my blood was pumping. Could I really be about to experience Amanda's sexuality for myself?
"Okay, I'm good!" Amanda shouted once she was settled in.
Dante emerged a moment later, starting his music and oiling his hands, before stepping next to the table. Amanda was facing me, but she had her eyes closed, no doubt feigning relaxation. Dante folded the towel from Amanda's back over her hips, exposing her skin underneath... and then he began.



Words can't describe the sensation I felt watching Dante's fingers trace over Amanda's skin in that moment. I'd been aroused by watching them before, but now, knowing that they'd fucked, took me to another level. I could only imagine the thoughts running through Amanda's head, knowing that the guy she had slept with was now openly caressing her in front of me. Little did she know that I was enjoying the show.
The massage progressed naturally; Dante following his usual pattern of working up the back to the shoulders, then down over the arms. Even as professional as it was, I was utterly fixated on every touch Dante made. The anticipation was killing me--when was Dante going to make his move?
My breath caught briefly as Dante made his way to Amanda's hands, doing his traditional finger-intertwine before returning Amanda's arms slightly further away from her body, exposing her sideboob. Hot, but nothing I hadn't seen before.
Normally, Dante proceeded to the legs next, but this time, he broke pattern. Instead, he stepped back and spoke to Amanda, softly but firmly.
"Flip over for me, if you don't mind. I need to get your front too to keep your tension even."
This was the same move he pulled on Amanda last time. What was he thinking? There's no way Amanda would agree to this with me present. Sure enough, Amanda opened her eyes and stared squarely at me, shooting me a look that said that she couldn't believe what Dante had just asked.
"Dante, I'd really rather stay just like this. I know you're a professional, but I'm not wearing a bra. Surely, you understand."
Dante just shrugged calmly. "It's up to you, of course, but as you say, I am a professional. It's nothing I haven't seen before."
That statement was more literal than it might have seemed, considering Dante had seen Amanda's bare chest just last week. I doubted the hidden meaning was lost on Amanda either.
Dante continued. "Besides, I don't think Dan minds. You don't mind, do you, Dan?"
Both Dante and Amanda looked at me. I tried to keep my face composed as I responded nonchalantly, "No, I don't mind. Anything that relieves Amanda's tension is fine by me."
I met Amanda's eyes pointedly. "Besides, Dante's right. I'm sure he sees boobs all the time. It's not weird unless you make it weird. Just a massage, right?"
Amanda gaped at me. From behind her, Dante gave me a thumbs up.
Amanda twisted around on the table to look at Dante, but he quickly returned to a blank stance, hiding his approval. Seeing nothing on Dante's face, she looked back at me once more.
"Are you serious, Dan? You really don't think that's a bit weird? I mean, yeah, Dante's a professional, but he's our roommate too. I feel like that makes it different."
"I don't," I shrugged. I decided to push my luck. "Unless there's something else that makes it different."
Amanda backed down. "No, there's not. I'm just surprised you're so unbothered about it, is all."
She sighed and seemed to consider her options one last time. Then, despite the odds, Amanda pulled her hands underneath her and flipped herself over, bringing her hefty breasts into open view.
I'd always admired Amanda's tits but seeing her expose them in front of both Dante and me was next-level hot. I was hard in an instant. Even though I knew this was the furthest the massage would likely go, it had already exceeded my wildest dreams.
"There, you happy now?" Amanda said, as she stared at the ceiling. It wasn't clear if she was talking to me or to Dante, but neither of us responded. No doubt Dante was just as distracted as I was.
Dante reoiled his hands and moved to Amanda's head. I could see that he had developed a bulge in his own sweatpants, but he was doing his best to hide it. I didn't think Amanda would be able to see it unless she stared directly back at him, and for the moment, she had closed her eyes again. No doubt she was still pretending like she was in a state of utter relaxation.
Dante moved his hands to the top of Amanda's shoulders and began to work. Even now, Dante maintained a commensurate professionalism, avoiding any open stares or inappropriate touches. I had no such reservations, though, and I gazed openly at Amanda's breasts. I was fascinated with how they settled on her body, two round mounds that elevated in rhythm with her breaths. It took all my willpower to keep from approaching her and fondling them myself.
Amanda kept her composure as Dante began to work his way down over her chest. I suspect uncertainty rather than horniness restrained her--how would I react if she made a scene?--but I did have to wonder if Dante's touch was beginning to rekindle her own fire. Mine was blazing hot, after all.
Eventually, Dante couldn't proceed any further without touching her breasts directly--the moment of truth had arrived. Surprisingly--and to my disappointment--Dante didn't fondle her, but detoured around Amanda's breasts down towards her stomach. He moved around the table, following his hands' path, until he was by her hips, facing me. Without saying a word, he lifted the towel off Amanda's body and gently set it on the floor. Only Amanda's panties remained now.
Amanda's eyes flew open at this move, and she looked at me, panicked as if she expected me to blame her for Dante's boldness. When I didn't acknowledge it at all, she looked back towards Dante.
"Hey, the towel was keeping me warm. Can you put that back?"
"Yes, I'll return it in a moment. I just want to get your quads while I'm here." Dante said, beginning to rub her legs.
Amanda looked at me again, but I just shrugged. "Might as well get everything."
Amanda shook her head in disbelief at my continued indifference, but she rested her head back against the table. She seemed to be questioning how much longer she'd let this go on. Meanwhile, Dante worked quickly down one leg, then the other; his black fingers softly probing Amanda's white skin.
I was so turned on I felt like I could explode. I was amazed at how far Dante had progressed with the massage, but I had no idea how he'd finish setting up Amanda for me. I could sense if Dante pressed much further, Amanda would call it off, consequences be damned. She wouldn't be so easily seduced this time.
Sure enough, Dante tried a different approach. As he reached Amanda's feet, he looked at me.
"Hey, Dan. If you don't mind, I could use a hand here. I know you're basically paying me for this massage, but trust me, you won't regret helping out on this one."
"Uh, sure. What do you need me to do?" I said, hopping off my chair. Was this it? Had my moment finally arrived?
"Walk to Amanda's head. I'd like you to play with her hair. Run your fingers through it. It's not really something I can do during a normal massage without getting oil all mixed in, but your hands are still clean. It'll take Amanda's experience to the next level, trust me."
"Okay, sure," I agreed, attempting to hide my erection before making my way over. Amanda watched me approach questioningly, clearly confused by this new turn. Still, she didn't say anything.
I took my position at the end of the table, opposite Dante. Amanda's head was inches away from my waist--I hoped she hadn't noticed my arousal. I took a handful of Amanda's loose hair and began to glide my fingers through it, ever so gently pulling in the process.
"Like this?" I asked Dante.
"You really should be asking Amanda, not me," Dante responded, still focused on rubbing Amanda's feet. "But don't be afraid to change it up. You can massage her scalp directly too."
I took Dante's suggestion and began caressing Amanda's head with my fingertips. I looked down to find her staring back at me.
"How's that feel, babe?" I asked.
"It feels great," Amanda admitted. "But you have to admit that this is weird, right? I've never heard of a massage like this before."
"I trust Dante," I shrugged. "Besides, if you're enjoying it, what's the problem?"
"No problem. Just not what I expected, is all." Amanda replied softly. She closed her eyes again.
I caught Dante's eye and gave him a slight head nod. Dante returned it, and as if I'd signaled him, he released Amanda's feet and placed them back on the table. I noticed he'd left them just far enough apart that he see could straight up Amanda's center. She still had her underwear on, but she was showing plenty of skin regardless. Dante and I both had plenty to admire.
As I continued to play with Amanda's hair, Dante returned to her legs once more. This time, he slowly worked his way up, rather than down. He took his time, and although his overall progress was clear, Amanda never stopped him. I suspected she'd drawn a line in the sand, and as long as Dante didn't cross it, she wouldn't stop lesser moves. Only question was... where was the line?
I couldn't help but notice that whatever was going on in Amanda's mind, her body had no such conflicts. At some point, her nipples had become erect, poking firmly into the air in a clear sign of arousal. There were other signs too--Amanda's face and neck had developed a slight flush, and her breathing was sharper and more deliberate. She also stubbornly kept her eyes closed, even as Dante reached her thighs, just inches away from her womanhood. Mentally, she likely was telling herself as long as the massage didn't go farther, everything was okay... but physically, she seemed fully primed. I couldn't tell from my vantage point, but I'd have bet anything that a telltale wetness had formed on Amanda's underwear. And if it had, Dante could see it.
As if reading my mind, Dante's fingers finally traced the rest of Amanda's thighs, encountering the hem of her underwear. He had carefully avoided reaching between her legs, but now, Dante made his play. He reached over the silky cloth and hooked his fingertips underneath. He didn't pull yet--Amanda's weight would have prevented the attempt anyway--but Amanda's eyes flew open regardless.
She sat up onto her elbows, pulling away from my hands. "Dante, what are you doing?
Despite Amanda's sudden move, Dante released his grip on Amanda's underwear slowly and deliberately. Rather than be startled by Amanda's confrontation, he seemed to have been expecting it.
He smiled at her. "Amanda, I have a confession. I lied to you about not telling Dan. He knows everything. Don't worry. He's made it very clear how much he still loves you. He's not bothered that we slept together--he understands it was just physical--but don't you think it's a bit unfair that you'll sleep with me but not your own fiancé?"
I held my breath. I wasn't expecting Dante to be so direct. How was Amanda going to respond?
For a moment, Amanda sat there in stunned silence, staring at Dante. Then she sat up, swung her legs off the table, and faced me--in her eyes I saw shame, fear, and regret.
"You really knew?" Amanda said to me quietly.
"Yes," I admitted. "But Dante's right. I'm not bothered by what you did with him. I'm bothered that you won't with me. I know we've talked about waiting until marriage... but I'm starting to be afraid that marriage will come, and you still won't be ready."
"Oh, Dan," Amanda said softly. "I didn't know it bothered you that much."
"It didn't, until you and Dante... well, you know. But now it feels like I'm the one with the problem, you know? Why Dante and not me? Am I not good enough?" I didn't expect to get emotional, but the dam of my own self-repression was leaking.
"Dan, you are good enough," Amanda said, putting her hand on mine. "But I didn't want us to have sex, only for you to decide you got what you wanted and leave."
"Amanda, I'm not your ex."
"I know. I know. But I can't help it. I'm afraid of it anyway."
We fell into silence.
Dante stepped into the break. "You two clearly love each other a lot. And there's a lot going on here. But I know how to help. Amanda, lie back down on the table for me."
Amanda hesitated. Dante's intention was clear, and I could sense her reluctance to go along. But Dante had done his job well--her body was still obviously aroused. She just needed a small push.
"Please, Amanda? For me?" I asked softly.
Amanda's internal battle reached a turning point. "Okay," she said at last, and laid back down on the table.
Dante didn't let the opportunity pass. "Cool. Now, we can pick up where we left off. Dan, I want you to switch places with me. I'll rub Amanda's head, and I want you to massage her legs. Only this time, take her underwear off first."
I was shaking with anticipation as I walked to the other side of the table. I couldn't believe my luck. This was happening. My first time with Amanda was happening. I felt a rush of appreciation towards Dante, but I didn't show it, dutifully following his instructions instead. I reached for Amanda's underwear, and without a word, she let me slide it down her legs. At last, Amanda was naked on the table.
I reached out, taking her thighs into my hands, and I began to explore. I didn't have Dante's skillful touch, but I hoped to make up for it with my enthusiasm. Amanda's skin was very warm, and I was fascinated by how smooth it felt; still slick from Dante's oiled hands. I traced my fingers over Amanda's creamy thighs, over her knees, and down to her gently-curving calves. Her legs were exquisite, and I felt like I could spend hours appreciating them.
I glanced upwards to see that Amanda had closed her eyes once more while Dante teased her hair. His hands seemed dry now--he must have wiped them at some point. Even though Dante's confession had interrupted the massage's flow, we were back on track--and now I was the one between Amanda's legs.
I realized it was up to me to make the next move. And so, I followed Dante's example and worked my way up Amanda's legs. Unlike Dante though, I didn't take it slow, and it wasn't long before my fingers were back on Amanda's thighs. I wanted to slip my hands between them more than anything, but for the entirety of our relationship, Amanda had never let me. I just had to pray this time would be different.
I made my move.
I moved my hands in gentle circles, tracing further and further upwards and inwards. Amanda spread her legs further apart in response, and my hopes soared. I could clearly see Amanda's pussy, and judging by its wetness, she was enjoying my touch.
With gently probing fingers, I touched her outer lips. This drew a sharp inhale from Amanda, but she kept her eyes closed. Seeing that I was in the clear, I began to run my finger up and down her slit; she was incredibly wet.
"I don't think you need to worry about foreplay," Dante said, watching my progress.
He was right. It was time. Months of waiting for this moment, and it was here. I was so horny I was practically shaking.
Somehow, I managed to shed my clothes without stumbling over them. Dante continued to rub Amanda's head and neck while I prepared myself, but once I was finally naked, he stepped away. He motioned towards her in a gesture that said, "she's all yours."
I couldn't climb on the table fast enough. Amanda had opened her eyes at some point, and she watched as I pulled myself between her legs, my erection aimed squarely at her center. I took a mental picture: Amanda spreadeagled in an open invitation; her skin shiny, covered in Dante's oil; her curves, full and unreal as ever; her pussy exposed and ready to take me in. It was the hottest moment of my life.
But we were just starting.
I guided the head of my cock towards Amanda's lips--she was so lubricated that it slipped inside almost as soon as I'd found her entrance. My eyes flickered up towards Amanda's face--she was utterly focused on my cock as it penetrated her. I pushed forward.
The sensation was incredible. I'd had sex before, but it had been so long it may as well have been my first time. I could feel Amanda's pussy walls spread for me as I pushed deeper and deeper inside. I let out an involuntary grunt of pleasure.
"Oh, Dan," Amanda said softly as she placed a hand against my face. I leaned down and planted a kiss against her lips as I pushed myself in as far as I could go.
For just a moment, we sat there like that, basking in our connection. We were complete.
"I love you," I whispered softly, staring into Amanda's brown eyes.
"I love you too," she returned. "I'm sorry I made you wait."
"It's okay. It was worth it," I replied, kissing her one last time before pushing back up for better leverage.
I withdrew my hips slightly and pushed forward again. The pleasure of my forward thrust was overwhelming, and I knew that I wasn't going to last long. Not ideal, but being inside Amanda at last, I couldn't help it.
I withdrew again.
Amanda wrapped her legs around my hips and pulled me into her once more. My God, how could she feel this good? I withdrew again.
Another thrust. Amanda's mouth was half-open in pleasure.
Withdraw. Thrust. My cock cocooned by pure warmth and ecstasy.
Withdraw. Thrust. Our bodies linked as one.
Withdraw. Thrust. Sudden buildup inside my brain.
Withdraw. Thrust.
Blackout bliss.
I came back to earth with a start, realizing that I was cumming. Somehow I'd had the wherewithal to pull out of Amanda first--she was on birth control, but still--just as I began spewing my seed all over her body. Most of it landed on her belly, but some of it fell on her breasts. I gasped for air as pleasure overwhelmed me. After several seconds, I finally came back down.
I practically fell off the table, utterly spent. "Holy shit," I managed to mutter. "Amanda... that was better than I ever imagined."
She smiled, but it was a half-smile. I quickly realized that even though I'd finished, Amanda had not. I'd left her in sexual purgatory. "Sorry, I didn't mean to finish so fast. You just felt so good... I couldn't..."
"It's okay," Amanda said only half-convincingly. She started to sit up, but I put out a hand to stop her.
"No, I can help. Lay back down."
Amanda hesitated for a second, but then complied.
I was so drained that I was barely able to move, but I forced myself over to Amanda regardless. I didn't know if I could finish her off with my hands alone, but I was going to try. I reached between her legs.
Amanda closed her eyes again as I touched her. I rubbed her lips teasingly for a moment before adjusting my angle and letting my index finger push inside. I began to finger-fuck her, but I gassed out quickly. Releasing months of self-repression in a single hot moment had left me utterly exhausted. As much as I wanted to take care of Amanda, my body wouldn't cooparate. But I couldn't let our first time together end like this.
It was then that Dante spoke. I had almost forgotten he was even in the room, and I jumped slightly at his voice.
"Dan, you need to lie down. You're struggling. Hard."
"I'll be fine. Amanda's not done yet, which means neither am I." I said stubbornly.
Dante walked up next to me and put a supportive hand on my shoulder. "Dan. It's time. I'll take over for you. We're a team, remember? Besides, it's nothing I haven't already done."
I looked at Amanda, saw her unfulfilled expression, and then back at Dante. Dante was right. I was done. But did I really want to let him touch Amanda again? It was true that I was only here because of him, but still...
Dante didn't give me a chance to consider more. "Here," he said, picking up the massage towel off the ground and handing it to me. "Clean Amanda off and sit down. Catch your breath. We'll be done soon, and then you two can go recover together."
Dante's soft assertiveness overrode whatever reluctance I might have mustered. But a part of me was thankful. I did need to rest, and this way I wouldn't have to let Amanda down. I took the towel.
I gave Amanda a quick wipe down, removing the globs of sperm from her skin, before dragging myself over to the couch and collapsing onto it. With my last strength, I turned so that I could watch Amanda.



Dante wasted no time taking over. He removed his clothes in seconds, his black rod springing into the open and highlighting his own arousal. Amanda had kept silent during this exchange; eyes half-glazed, as if she was only vaguely aware of her surroundings. Dante's cock captured her attention though, and I saw her focus in on it. Dante smiled as Amanda's eyes settled on him.
"Dan had a great start, but now I'm here to finish. Don't worry about having to do anything. Just enjoy yourself." Dante said, as he stepped next to Amanda, his cock hovering over her body, just inches above her skin.
Amanda didn't say a word, but she nodded meekly. If she had reservations, she didn't share them.
Amanda's nod was all the permission Dante needed. Surprisingly though, he didn't immediately jump on the table with her. Rather, he scooped Amanda into his arms and rotated her a quarter-turn so that she was perpendicular to the table--and now aligned with him. Gently, Dante set her back down and pulled her slightly towards him so that Amanda's hips were at the very edge of the table, her legs dangling over the side.
After he'd positioned Amanda where he wanted, he lifted Amanda's legs upwards, resting her heels on his broad shoulders. During all this movement, his cock had come to rest on Amanda's pelvis; its thick black head covering her belly button. It didn't seem possible that something so large would fit inside Amanda--but as I'd seen two weeks ago, somehow it could.
As if reading my mind, Dante adjusted his hips, bringing his cock down towards Amanda's entrance. My viewing angle was perfect. I saw Dante's head reach her opening... and a moment later, slip inside. But Dante encountered resistance as he slowly pressed forward; Amanda needed time to accommodate his girth. I was reminded of a hydraulic press--Dante's rod was like steel, stretching Amanda around him as he slowly penetrated deeper and deeper inside. At last, he had filled her completely, his hips coming to rest against hers.
The pure pleasure on both their faces was obvious. Despite myself, I felt another twinge of jealousy.
"Fuck," Dante gasped as he bottomed out. Amanda didn't respond, but she stared at Dante with uninhibited lust, her mouth gaping open and eyebrows drawn together in a state of aroused shock. Once, I never would have imagined my sheltered, homeschooled fiancé could make such an expression, but here she was. A second time.
Somehow Dante was able to tear his eyes away from the scene, and he glanced over at me.
"Dan, your girl is a fucking smokeshow. I hope you realize how lucky you are."
"Oh, I do," I said truthfully.
Dante looked back at Amanda, who still couldn't seem to take her eyes off him.
"And you, Amanda--you're just as lucky. You have a guy who loves you so much that he'll make sure you get the pleasure you deserve. Even if it comes from another man. That's true dedication there. You should thank him for it."
It took Amanda a moment to process Dante's words, but once she did, she glanced over at me. "Thank you," she mouthed.
Just as Amanda was giving me her thanks, Dante pulled his hips back slightly before smoothly pushing forward again. Amanda still had eye contact with me, and as Dante thrust into her, I saw the pleasure reach her very soul.
"Good," Dante said approvingly to Amanda. "But you should be more specific. It means more that way."
As he spoke, Dante gave Amanda another slow thrust, causing her to close her eyes and bite her lip involuntarily. She moaned softly.
When her eyes fluttered back open, she was still looking at me, but it was obvious she was in her own world. She emerged just briefly enough to follow Dante's instruction.
"Dan. Thanks for being okay... with this. I love you so much."
"I love you too," I responded, transfixed by the surrealness of this entire situation. We'd only just met Dante a few months ago and now he was balls-deep inside Amanda--and she was thanking me for it! How the hell had this happened? Ultimately, the how didn't matter--the fact remained that it was happening. This was the wildest experience of my life.
Dante watched our exchange with mild amusement. He looked like he considered stringing Amanda along some more, but instead he reeled her back in.
"That was sweet. But don't look at Dan too long. You don't want to make him uncomfortable, do you?"
Amanda glanced back at Dante and shook her head. Dante grinned. "That's better. You've got plenty to focus on here anyway."
To emphasize his point, Dante wrapped one of his arms around Amanda's legs, locking them in place against his chest. Spread on his shoulders as they were, they formed a V that highlighted his point of penetration. Amanda's eyes naturally fell to the tip of the V, where she watched Dante's cock begin to steadily slide in and out of her.
I couldn't see his cock myself anymore, but I could see Amanda's reaction to it. She had shed all inhibitions and was openly displaying her lust for Dante. For his part, Dante focused on his rhythm, rolling his hips smoothly as he slid himself into Amanda. His cock must have been plenty lubricated by now, as he encountered no resistance to his thrusts. As his speed increased, Amanda's body began to bounce slightly from the momentum. To keep her boobs from jiggling too wildly, she covered them with her hands, pressing them in place.
The gesture inspired Dante. "Play with your tits," he directed.
Amanda acquiesced and began to squeeze her nipples gently. Dante moaned approvingly. "Damn, Amanda," was all he managed between breaths.
Their fuck soon entered a new phase. It became animalistic--all that mattered was the pleasure that they were giving each other. I didn't know how Dante managed to keep his rapid pace against Amanda, but he did. It was just what she needed too--it wasn't long before Amanda had tilted her head back, mouth open in ecstasy. She moved her legs down to Dante's waist, clenching him against her. It seemed a vain attempt to force even more of Dante's girth inside her--she was already plenty stuffed. Somehow, Dante never faltered during this adjustment; he continued to pound Amanda steadily, ratcheting her pleasure further with every thrust.
The sounds of their fucking filled the room; the smell of sex permeated the air. I watched with a mixture of awe and jealousy as Dante brought Amanda closer and closer to her climax. And suddenly--it arrived. Amanda moaned deeply and arched her back off the table. Her entire body seemed to contract into itself as her muscles all fired simultaneously. Cries of rapturous pleasure escaped Amanda's mouth, before at last her body fell limp once more.
Dante wasn't far behind. He let out a soft "oh fuck," before he jerked his hips backwards. Cum was spraying from his cock as soon as it was free of Amanda's pussy, and it splattered over her body much like mine had earlier.
It was an incredibly sexy scene, even with the action finished. Dante's cock lay over Amanda's pelvis, residual cum still leaking from his head onto her belly as it deflated. Amanda was covered in a mixture of sweat, oil, and semen, which somehow made her even sexier to me than usual. Dante couldn't seem to take his eyes off Amanda, no doubt admiring his handiwork. Amanda was in the afterglow of her orgasm, a huge smile plastered on her face, staring absentmindedly back at Dante.
As I took all of this in from the couch, I realized that Dante's withdrawal had been a tad delayed. I suspected a few of his bursts had landed inside Amanda, rather than on her. I wasn't worried about pregnancy--thank God for birth control--but still... it meant that Dante inseminated Amanda before I had. Stupid thing to be bothered by, considering I'd let him fuck her in the first place, but it was my first reaction.
Regardless, it was done. Amanda had gotten the release she needed. And now that Dante had done his job, I'd have her all to myself again.
I somehow managed to push myself off the couch and hobble to the table. Dante obediently stepped away, giving Amanda and I some space.
I grabbed the same towel Dante had given me earlier and passed it over. "Guess it's your turn for cleanup."
Dante took it with a wry smile. "Guess so." He gave Amanda a quick wipe-down, then stepped away again. I took Amanda's hand in mine.
"How do you feel?" I asked her.
Amanda's body was still incredibly flushed, and her breath hadn't quite returned to normal. She looked up at me, grinning widely. "Amazing. Dan, I'm so sorry that I made you wait to do this. Thank you for being patient with me."
"Of course," I said, stroking her hair affectionately. "And I'm sorry that I didn't say something sooner. I guess I didn't realize how much it bothered me."
Amanda squeezed my hand affectionately. "Well, we're definitely good now. What do you say you help me off the table, and then we shower off together?"
"Of course," I agreed, pulling her to her feet.
I noticed Dante watching us, amused. "Aren't you two cute?"
I tilted my head towards him appreciatively. "Dante, I know this might be weird for me to say... but thanks for your help tonight."
Dante laughed. "Trust me, Dan. Pleasure was all mine. But go take care of your girl. I'll finish up here."
I followed his advice.
***
That night, Amanda and I were practically attached at the hip. After showering together, we spent the rest of the evening in our room, venturing out only briefly for a snack. Amanda had some studying she had to do, but she stopped early and crawled into bed with me. We spent several minutes enjoying each other's company, cuddling and giggling together. As we wound down, though, our conversation turned more serious.
"You really aren't mad at me for sleeping with Dante?" Amanda asked, her voice soft and vulnerable. "I know you gave him permission today, but that first time... I shouldn't have done it. I still don't know why I did. It was like I wasn't in control of my body, and I couldn't help myself. But it was wrong, and you deserve better. I wouldn't blame you at all for being upset."
Now that Amanda had cooled down, it seemed her conscience had started to dig at her. The truth was that I wasn't sure how I felt about her indiscretion. I knew I should have been furious that Amanda had slept with another man. And normally I would have been. But this situation seemed different, somehow. Maybe it was a sign of how secure I felt in the relationship. Or maybe there was something about Dante himself that put me at ease. Or maybe most of all, I personally had benefitted--after all, I'd now finally been able to sleep with my fiancé.
I was still a bit jealous of Dante--jealousy enhanced by his objectively superior performance--but that was it: jealousy, not anger. And I certainly wasn't mad at Amanda.
I shared these thoughts (minus the one about Dante's performance) with her.
Amanda nodded thoughtfully, sensing that I was telling the truth. "I appreciate you more than you know, Dan. And it's kind of exciting now, isn't it? It's like our relationship has reached a whole new depth. If nothing else, our nights together will be a lot more interesting," she teased.
"Damn, babe! Here I am still worn out, and you're over here thinking about next time! Give a man a chance to rest, first!"
Amanda giggled and squeezed my cock affectionately. "Fine, I'll be patient," she fake-pouted, before turning serious again. "And Dan, just so you know, I really do appreciate what you did for me today... with Dante, I mean. It's not how I pictured our first time to go, but it was an amazing gesture anyway. I've never had such a caring relationship before. Just so you know, though, I would have been fine even if you hadn't brought Dante in. I didn't need an orgasm for my first time with you to be special. Besides, it felt good anyway."
Amanda's compassionate sincerity melted my heart. I tried to keep my voice steady as I responded. "Thanks for saying that. I love you, Amanda. So much."
"I love you too, Dan," she replied, smiling.
We kissed and cuddled goodnight.
Author's note: Don't worry, this story has plenty left in it. I want to take the time to do it justice though, so my pace isn't likely to be as fast as the first three chapters. Still, I am fully committed to it, and I won't leave it hanging. Enjoy.
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Sleeping with your friend's mom. It's a classic setup... some would say played out. Especially in porn, where it's often a 'teenager' (mid-twenties male talent) playing opposite a 'mature MILF' (early thirties woman who obviously never carried a child) doing their best to pretend they have years of sexual tension built between them. Some videos do it justice... but most don't. Now, I get it—people generally don't watch porn for the realism—but take it from me, realistic friend's-mom-hookups can be some of the hottest sex there is.
And I'd know. I lived it.
Mrs. Carson was the friend's mom in question for me. I'd been friends with her son Drew since we were in elementary school, and growing up, I spent much of my time over at his house, hanging out and sleeping over. I didn't have the best home life—more on that later—and staying with Drew was more than a fun time... it was an escape. For their part, Drew's family didn't seem to mind the amount of time I spent at their house; they warmly welcomed me every time I visited. There were four of them: Drew, Drew's sister (who's not relevant to this story), and Drew's parents. Drew's dad (Mr. Carson) was on the older side and generally distant from me, but he was friendly enough. Drew's mom, on the other hand...
Mrs. Carson was an attractive woman. I knew it from the first time I met her, even though I was too young to understand what attraction was. She was easy to look at and be around, unlike the gross and stuffy lady teachers at school. As I grew older, I began to realize it wasn't just Mrs. Carson's relative youth or demeanor that drew me to her... there was something more. Eventually I learned the word to capture this elusive description: Mrs. Carson was sexy.
She was on the taller side, around 5' 8", with long black hair that cascaded down to her lower back. Her face had started to show her years, but Mrs. Carson's large brown eyes and lightly freckled face were alluring nonetheless. Plus, the more time I spent around Mrs. Carson, the more I grew to view her face's maturity as a positive feature, rather than a negative one.
But Mrs. Carson's body was unquestionably her best feature. Her curves were perfectly proportioned, with sizeable breasts and a full ass, often on full display in her choice of semi-tight t-shirts and jeans. She nailed the balance between casualness and sexiness, a look no doubt perfected over decades. To be sure, Mrs. Carson had some extra padding after giving birth to two kids, but she'd distributed it well.
But there was something else that drew me to Mrs. Carson. It took me a while to identify, and even once I did, I still didn't quite understand why I found it attractive. Even now, I'm still not sure.
Mrs. Carson had a sexy walk. Yes, I know that's not usually the first thing that comes to mind when someone pictures sexiness, but there's no other way to describe it. It wasn't a model-walk or a stripper-walk. In fact, it wasn't deliberately provocative in any way. But whenever Mrs. Carson moved through a room, it always caught my eye.
My best guess is that Mrs. Carson's walk was sexy because it highlighted her flexibility and fitness. She moved quickly but effortlessly; full strides that emphasized her toned legs and ass. If you saw Mrs. Carson from a distance, based on her gait alone, you'd assume she was in her twenties. But by the time I turned eighteen, Mrs. Carson was forty.
Growing up around a MILF like Mrs. Carson was a double-edged sword. The upsides were obvious—she was terrific eye candy, and once I discovered masturbation, she was a regular guest in my fantasies. But there were downsides too. Drew wasn't oblivious to my attraction, and until I learned to better control my infatuation, it was a source of friction between us. Once I made a poor-taste comment to Drew about his mom, and he did not take it well. Our disagreement escalated and Drew kicked me out of his house. We made up after, but I was careful not to repeat that mistake again.
Still, even hidden, my crush on Mrs. Carson never went away. But there were cycles to it: She'd be at the top of my highlight reel for days or weeks, but then I'd find another woman (or girl my age) to fixate on instead. Sooner or later, though, Mrs. Carson would catch my attention again and I'd be head-over-heels once more. This cycle repeated year after year as I grew up around her. I moved from awkward middle schooler to confident high schooler... and finally, a senior and legal adult.
Once I turned eighteen, my fantasies about Mrs. Carson developed a new depth. Even though they were still fantasies, they were now plausible. After all, (legally-speaking) I was no longer a child, so Mrs. Carson and I could finally hook up. In my head, years of fantasizing had convinced me that if I caught Mrs. Carson at the right time and I said the right things, then I'd be able to seduce her. And I had a year left of high school—plenty of time to make my move before college.
I needed to be careful though. I didn't want to risk my friendship with Drew again. He was still my best friend, and even a fling with Mrs. Carson would lose its luster if Drew never spoke to me after. The trick was to spend time with her away from Drew. But how to do that?
One factor that worked in my favor was that Mrs. Carson was a stay-at-home mom. I didn't fully understand what Mr. Carson did, but I knew it involved business real estate and that it made him a fair amount of money. Enough money to support a single-income family-of-four, at least.
And so, as my final year of high school started, I made a strong push to have as many run ins with Mrs. Carson as possible. It wasn't easy; despite visiting his house frequently, Drew and I spent less time there than we had in the past. Now that we were both driving age, it was more common to meet up at his place just long enough to carpool somewhere else. I almost never saw Mrs. Carson during these excursions.
Fortunately, we didn't abandon Drew's house completely. If there was a movie to watch, video games to play, or sports to follow, we'd hang at his house like old times. I could see more of Mrs. Carson on these days, but even then, I didn't feel like I made much progress. I had several 'accidental' run-ins with her, but these encounters were inevitably disappointing.
I tried a few approaches. At first, I turned on the charm, complimenting her looks or choice of clothes: "You're looking awfully pretty this morning, Mrs. Carson", "that shirt looks great on you", and so on. Mrs. Carson seemed surprised by my forwardness, but she adapted quickly, taking future comments in quiet stride. She'd thank me for the compliments... and return to whatever she'd been doing before. I couldn't tell if her indifference to me was real or feigned, and so I adjusted my tactics.
I kept up my compliments but began striking up small conversations with her too. I'd ask about her day, how she was doing, etc. Mrs. Carson opened up a bit more, but never answered much beyond the specific questions I'd asked. I thought about trying to push further—maybe I just wasn't being forward enough—but I wasn't sure how. I'd been supremely confident in my charm offensive; that fact that it failed left me stymied. Clearly, seducing Mrs. Carson wasn't going to be as easy as I'd thought.
I still may have succeeded on my own, but as it turned out, I didn't have to.
Because that's when Mrs. Hartsell came into the picture and changed everything.
As I'd later learn, Mrs. Hartsell was Mrs. Carson's best friend during their college years. They'd stayed close over the following decades, despite living in different states. By coincidence, Mrs. Hartsell dropped by for a visit the same weekend I was hanging out with Drew.
I'd arrived at the Carsons on Saturday, unaware of the extra guest. As Drew let me inside and led me to his room, I heard two women's voices talking animatedly from somewhere inside the house. I shot Drew a glance, who merely shrugged back.
"Mom's friend. She's visiting from out of town. Just for the weekend though, don't worry."
I didn't press further, but as we walked through the house, we came across the two of them lounging in their living room. My eyes immediately went to the newcomer, and I'll admit it—as soon as I laid eyes on Mrs. Hartsell, I was smitten.
She wasn't quite on Mrs. Carson's level, but she was certainly attractive in her own right. She had shoulder-length brown hair, brown eyes, and tan skin. Mrs. Hartsell was thinner than Mrs. Carson, with less-impressive curves, but she was well-shaped nonetheless. If she'd ever had kids, she certainly didn't show it. I could tell she was Mrs. Carson's age, but she didn't seem stiff in the slightest. Even at this first meeting, I sensed a wild side to Mrs. Hartsell; her steady gaze and sly smile hinting she was always ready for a good time.
When Drew and I entered the room, the two women stopped their conversation and looked at us.
Mrs. Hartsell spoke first. "Drew, this must be your best friend I've heard about." She ran her eyes over me pointedly, before glancing at Mrs. Carson. "Sydney, you didn't tell me how cute he was."
Mrs. Hartsell's words hit me like a shot of adrenaline. I was used to girls my age flirting with me, not women Mrs. Hartsell's age. Or at least not quite so boldly. My ego grew two sizes in that moment.
Mrs. Carson seemed thoroughly embarrassed by her friend's forwardness. "Lori! Behave yourself!" she admonished. "Luke's basically a second son to us." She turned to me. "Luke, I'm so sorry. This is my friend Lori. Lori Hartsell."
"Nice to meet you, Mrs. Hartsell," I said, walking to her and offering a handshake. "I'm Luke." Feeling bold, I added, "You're very pretty yourself."
"Oh, a gentleman," Mrs. Hartsell replied, extending her own hand. I shook it gently but firmly. She raised her eyebrows. "A strong grip too. I like a man who knows how to use his hands." As if her words weren't flirtatious enough, she punctuated them with a wink.
"Lori!" Mrs. Carson hissed, but only half-heartedly. I had the sense that Mrs. Carson expected her friend's antics by now, even if she didn't approve.
"Sorry, Sydney. You know how I get," Mrs. Hartsell said, before turning back to me. "It's nice to meet you too, Luke. But please, don't call me Mrs. Hartsell. It makes me feel old. Call me Lori."
"Uh sure... Lori," I said, trying out her name. It felt weird addressing a middle-aged woman so personally, although I did like the familiarity it implied. Still, she would always be Mrs. Hartsell in my mind. "But you're hardly old. You're thirty tops, right?"
Mrs. Hartsell put her hand on her chest in a flattered 'who me?' gesture. "Oh, Luke, I like you. Sydney, can I keep him?"
Mrs. Carson shook her head in exasperation. Drew's patience must have reached its limits too, because he started to drag me away from the women.
"Okay, okay, we get it. Luke's a hit. But we're gonna head upstairs now. C'mon, Luke. We're gonna miss the start of the game."
I allowed myself to be led away, but I shouted "It was nice meeting you, Lori!" as I went. I heard her respond "you too, cutie!" followed by another admonition from Mrs. Carson.
As I followed Luke to the stairs, I processed my interaction with Mrs. Hartsell. I'd never met a woman her age come on to me so strong, especially not in a first meeting. In the back of my mind, I knew she probably flirted with everyone, but I couldn't help but wonder what she'd do if I could get her alone. She seemed prime cougar material... but was it real? Or just for show?
In the end, though, it didn't really matter. Mrs. Hartsell would be gone by Sunday, and I'd likely never see her again. Still—for at least the near future, Mrs. Carson was going to have some fantasy-reel competition.
Once Drew and I made it to the bonus room, I couldn't resist ribbing him a bit. "Drew, man... your mom's friend is hot."
Drew sighed. "I mean, I guess."
"What do you mean, you guess?" I said, surprised at his lack of enthusiasm.
"I dunno. She's just old. She tries to act like she's still in college with Mom, and she's not. It's just weird." Drew said, making a face.
"It's not weird to be confident. I wish more women were as fun as Mrs. Hartsell. Are you just not into MILFs?" I questioned.
"Lori isn't a mom, so by definition she's not a MILF." Drew shot back. "And sure, she might have been hot when she was younger, but she's got wrinkles and shit now."
"You're crazy, man," I said, shaking my head. "You're making her sound like a woman in a nursing home. She's mature, not ancient. Look, I don't care if you admit it or not. Mrs. Hartsell is hot, plain and simple."
"Whatever man," Drew said, clearly done with the conversation. "Let's just watch some TV."
***
The game started, and Drew and I settled in to watch. My attention was divided though, as I could hear Mrs. Carson and Mrs. Hartsell talking from downstairs. Their words were muffled by our TV, but their voices alone were like hooks in my brain. I couldn't shake the feeling that I had an opportunity here, and that by hanging out with Drew upstairs I was squandering it. In my fantasies, I'm sure I would have found a way to leave Drew, join the MILFs below, and magically talk them into a threesome right there in the living room.
I knew that's not how real life worked, but my brain had left rationality behind. I needed to be back downstairs. But I couldn't leave mid-game without pissing Drew off. And so, I waited.
Somehow, I made it to half-time. Normally, Drew and I would spend the break reviewing the game or shooting the shit, but I had other plans now.
"Hey, man. You got any popcorn downstairs? I'm really craving some." I asked casually.
"Uh, yeah. I think so," Drew said. "You want me to have Mom make us some?"
"Nah, I don't want to bother her. I'll go make it myself. You want anything while I'm down?"
Drew considered. "I wouldn't say no to another drink." He motioned to the two plastic bottles he'd already drained.
"Cool. Be back soon," I said, practically jumping from the couch.
I reached the stairs and raced down to the living room, where Mrs. Carson and Mrs. Hartsell were still happily chatting away. I noticed they each had a wine glass in front of them... along with a now-empty wine bottle too.
Mrs. Carson noticed me first. "You need something, Luke?"
"I know what he needs," Mrs. Hartsell said under her breath, eyeing me up.
"Lori, stop it," Mrs. Carson nudged gently, but she cracked a smile. "Sorry, Luke. We've had some wine, and some of us can't seem to control themselves anymore." She shot Mrs. Hartsell a pointed glance.
"Um, I just came down to get some popcorn," I said. In my fantasy, this is where they'd tell me to forget the popcorn, join them on the couch, and then...
"Oh, sure. We have plenty in the pantry. I'll show you where it is," Mrs. Carson said, standing from the couch and derailing my train of thought.
Well, shit. I knew nothing was actually going to happen here, but still... I was disappointed.
I let Mrs. Carson take the lead, and I couldn't help but stare at her ass as she walked in front of me. So perfectly full and toned... her jeans molding it so tightly I could slightly see the hem of her underwear underneath. I wanted more than anything just to reach out and give her cheeks a squeeze. Would they be as softly pliable as I imagined? Would they bounce if I smacked them? I'd give anything to find out. Goddamn, but Mr. Carson was a lucky man.
My fantasizing was cut short once we reached the pantry. Mrs. Carson found a bag of microwaveable popcorn and passed it over to me. "Here, just follow the instructions on the back and you'll be fine."
"Thanks," I said, taking the bag from her hands. I 'accidentally' let my fingers cover hers in the process, and although our touch was quick and slight, it felt electric. At least to me it did, in my hypersensitive state.
Our exchange was done for all practical purposes, but I wanted more. How could I keep this going?
"Mrs. Carson, I hate to keep bothering you... but Drew said he need a drink too. Do you have any in the fridge I could take?"
I knew it was a dumb question—I was plenty capable of checking myself, but it was the only excuse I could come up with.
"Um, I think so? Let me double check" Mrs. Carson said, overlooking my feigned helplessness.
She walked to the fridge and opened it. Apparently, there wasn't one immediately visible, because she leaned over to rummage further inside. I was directly behind her at this point and had a perfect view to admire the sight. Her jean-clad ass became even more prominent as she bent, becoming the focal point of her body. Holy fuck, I whispered to myself, staring openly now. If only there was a way I could save this moment forever.
A flash of inspiration struck me. Moving fast, I pulled my phone from my pocket and activated the camera. Giving just enough time for the lens to focus in on Mrs. Carson's ass, I quickly snapped a few photos, then put the phone away again. The whole maneuver was completed in seconds, Mrs. Carson still obliviously rooting around in the fridge.
But just as I was mentally cheering my quick-thinking, Mrs. Hartsell's voice broke in. "If you have some bottled water, I'll take one too."
My head almost snapped with how fast it whirled to the kitchen entrance. At some point, Mrs. Hartsell had poked her head into the kitchen unnoticed by me. She almost certainly had seen the stunt I had just pulled. My heart turned cold as stone. How the fuck was I going to explain myself out of this one?
Not knowing what else to do, I pulled out my phone again and pretended to be texting on it. Maybe Mrs. Hartsell would think she had misinterpreted what I'd been doing with it? I could hope, at least. Not like I had another option.
Mrs. Carson straightened up a moment later, four waters in-hand. "I knew we had these in her somewhere. One for each of us. How perfect."
She closed the fridge door with her hip, then handed me two of the bottles. "That should do it for you, Luke. Microwave is all yours. Just make sure you don't burn the popcorn. It takes forever to get the stench out."
"I'll be careful," I promised.
Mrs. Carson seemed satisfied and walked by Mrs. Hartsell on her way back to the couch. Mrs. Hartsell gave me a look that I couldn't decipher, and then she too left.
As I microwaved the popcorn, my head was a mess. I'd just been busted creeping on Mrs. Carson, and despite my attempts to pretend otherwise, I knew Mrs. Hartsell had to have seen. If she told on me, I'd likely never be able to show my face in the Carsons' house again. But maybe she wouldn't say anything. Or maybe I was wrong, and Mrs. Hartsell hadn't noticed what I had done after all.
I wondered if the images I'd saved were worth the potential trouble—what if they were duds? After confirming that I was still alone, I pulled up my photo gallery. Sure enough, I had three pictures capturing Mrs. Carson's exquisite ass... clear and in-focus. They were all essentially the same photo, but there were just enough tiny differences between them that made them feel like a complete set.
They were great—no, fantastic—shots. I might be in trouble for them later, but the pictures themselves were a goldmine. My future jack-off sessions just got a powerful new tool.



Once the popcorn was done—mercifully unburnt—I loaded up my now-full stash of snacks/drinks into my arms and began the return trip upstairs. The women didn't even give me a second look as I passed, again immersed in conversation. A few moments later, I was back in the bonus room with Drew.
"Thanks, man," Drew said, taking a water and the bag of popcorn from me. His face then grew puzzled. "You didn't grab a bowl for the popcorn?"
I'd completely forgotten, distracted as I was. "Shit. I'm sorry, dude. I'll be right back."
I made my way back to the stairs, but as I drew closer, Mrs. Carson and Mrs. Hartsell's conversation became audible. I heard my name dropped—they talking about me! I stopped moving immediately, hoping the women wouldn't realize I could hear them.
"... I'm just saying, Sydney, if I were in your shoes, I'd be all over that."
"Oh, I'm aware. You've been 'all over that' from the moment you were introduced."
I crept closer, trying to find a better listening position without creaking any floorboards. I finally made it to the top of the stairs, where I peeked around the corner to the scene below. Mrs. Carson and Mrs. Hartsell were still on the couch, their speech slightly animated from the wine they'd consumed.
"You can't blame me for having a little fun. You know I'm a flirt."
That was Mrs. Hartsell, of course.
Mrs. Carson shook her head wearily. "Oh, trust me, I know. But like I said, Luke's practically our second son. And he's barely eighteen for crying out loud. He's just a baby."
"He looks grown to me," Mrs. Hartsell shrugged. "And even you have to admit he's quite the hottie, even if he's young."
"I don't have to admit anything," Mrs. Carson retorted. "I like men with experience, not kids who are still in high school."
"Hmm, if you say so," Mrs. Hartsell said skeptically. "He's plenty into you, at least."
Oh fuck. Mrs. Hartsell was about to rat on me, I knew it. I began to panic internally.
Mrs. Carson looked dubious. "Oh, I doubt that. I'm closer to fifty than twenty, after all. Not to mention being a mom twice-over. A kid Luke's age wants girls who are young, thin, and fit... not a middle-aged, frumpy housewife like me.
"Oh, don't be so modest, Sydney. You're hardly frumpy." Mrs. Hartsell sipped from her wine glass, savoring both it and Mrs. Carson's discomfort. "Besides, I saw how Luke looks at you. He was drooling over you in the kitchen earlier. His eyes didn't leave your ass once until he realized I'd caught him staring."
I held my breath. This was embarrassing, but not as bad as if Mrs. Hartsell had told Mrs. Carson about my snapshots. Mrs. Hartsell had to have seen me... so why wasn't she sharing? Was she saving it for a later moment?
Regardless, the allegation of my staring had pushed Mrs. Carson off-balance. "You... you're clearly imagining things that aren't there. I'm sure Luke was just daydreaming and didn't realize where he was looking."
"Oh, he was daydreaming all right--daydreaming about your body," Mrs. Hartsell teased. "Besides, you know full well that hot moms are catnip to teenage boys. Don't pretend you don't. Remember what you caught Drew looking at that one time?"
Mrs. Carson gagged. "Ugh, don't remind me. And why are we talking about this anyway? Even if Luke had a crush on me, I don't need to know about it."
"I'm just saying that you could use a little extra spice in your life, and Luke might be a good way to get it." Mrs. Hartsell said. "Nothing too risqué—I know how you are—but a little flirting might be fun."
"No thanks," Mrs. Carson shook her head. "I'll leave all the flirting to you."
"Oh, trust me, I'm more than happy with that," Mrs. Hartsell grinned. "But don't be afraid to live a little either. I know you've got that wild streak buried in there somewhere still. Better to let out a little at a time than to bottle it up and have it explode all at once."
"I'll take that under advisement," Mrs. Carson said, and then changed the subject. "But what's going on now with your latest guy—Shane, was it?"
"Oh, Shane's old news. He was great at first, but then he wanted us to be official, so I had to drop him. Still too many men to experience before I settle down..."
Mrs. Hartsell continued talking, but it seemed they were done talking about me. I was relieved that my pictures hadn't come up, but now I was left with the question—why didn't Mrs. Hartsell tell on me? Why mention my staring, but not the rest?
With this new mystery to dwell on, I crept back away from the stair opening. I still needed to grab the bowl for Drew, but I didn't want to walk down right after the pair had finished talking about me. The timing would be too suspicious.
And so, I made a quick detour to the bathroom. I didn't actually have to go, but I passed the time instead looking at my new favorite pics of Mrs. Carson. The more I stared at her ass, the more impressive it became. I simply had to have more. I swore to myself that if there was any possible way to get Mrs. Carson to bare it all, I would find it.
But after a few minutes, I put my lustful thoughts away and finally went down the stairs. The women noticed me and stopped their conversation.
"Sorry, forgot a bowl." I explained, before continuing to the kitchen.
I picked a suitable bowl from the cabinet, then quickly headed back to Drew.
"What the hell took you so long?" he asked. "The game's almost back on."
"Sorry, had to make a pit stop in the bathroom. All good now," I apologized, handing over the bowl.
Drew poured the popcorn into it, then set it between us.
And just like that, we were back to the TV.
I watched the rest of the game with Drew, but my head wasn't in it anymore. I kept replaying the conversation between Mrs. Carson and Mrs. Hartsell. It was true that Mrs. Carson had sounded completely uninterested in me, but the fact that Mrs. Hartsell seemed to think that Mrs. Carson at least *should* find me attractive was a massive confidence boost. Hell, Mrs. Hartsell openly referring to me as a 'young hottie' was a confidence boost in-itself. Especially since she wasn't bad looking either. I briefly debated snagging pictures of her too, but decided I'd already risked enough that day. Too bad I likely wouldn't get another chance.
Once the game ended, Drew could tell I wasn't quite myself. He hinted that I might want to think about heading home, and although I never really enjoyed being at my house, I didn't want to overstay my welcome either. I offered to head home; an offer Drew accepted.
He walked me back downstairs, where the women were now showing off pictures to each other from their phones.
"Game's over. Luke's gonna head out now, if you guys want to say bye first," Drew said.
"Oh, already? But I haven't even been able to get to know him yet," Mrs. Hartsell said, putting on an exaggerated frown.
"Sorry, I'm kinda worn out from putting up with this guy all afternoon," I joked, tilting my head towards Drew. "It was nice to meet you, though, Mrs. Har... I mean, Lori."
"Pleasure was all mine," Mrs. Hartsell replied, looking me over again. I'd never felt more like fresh meat... but I didn't dislike it. "Let me at least give you a goodbye hug," she said, standing from the couch and walking to me.
As she reached for me, I reciprocated her embrace, pulling her body against mine. We were together only a moment, but I savored the way her toned yet soft body felt in my arms.
"Such a strong young man," Mrs. Hartsell smiled as I released her. I wasn't sure how to respond, so I nodded awkwardly, painfully aware that Drew and Mrs. Carson were right there with me.
I turned to leave, but Mrs. Hartsell spoke up again. "Wait, Luke, before you go, would you mind getting a picture of me with Drew and Sydney? I don't have one of the three of us since before Drew was in middle school."
"Uh, sure," I agreed. It was a simple request, but was it secretly linked to my own picture-taking? Or just a coincidence?
"Great," Mrs. Hartsell said, positioning herself in front of the couch and motioning for Mrs. Carson and Drew to join her. Drew rolled his eyes but allowed himself to be pulled in next to them.
I pulled out my phone and readied the camera. "Okay, squeeze together!"
The trio did so, big smiles plastered on their faces. I took several pictures until I was confident I'd managed at least one good one.
"That should do it," I announced confidently.
Pictures taken, the trio separated again. Mrs. Hartsell and Mrs. Carson walked to me, eager to view the pictures for themselves. I thanked God that my phone only displayed this most recent set, not my incriminating ones from earlier. I swiped through them, letting the women see.
They muttered approvingly, offering comments like "Oh, those are good!", "Nice job, Luke!", and "Oh, wait, Drew closed his eyes in that one."
Once I'd progressed through them all, Mrs. Hartsell addressed me directly. "Luke, mind if I borrow your phone for a second? I'll enter my contact info so you can send those to me."
I froze. Was this a trick so Mrs. Hartsell could show Mrs. Carson my pictures of her?
Mrs. Hartsell must have sensed my reluctance because she quickly followed with, "Don't worry, I won't go poking around your private stuff. I know how suspicious you young men can be."
I still hesitated. Mrs. Hartsell's reassurances aside, this still felt like a trap. But what could I do? If Mrs. Hartsell really wanted to incriminate me, she could do that even without the pictures themselves. Not knowing what else to do, I unlocked my phone and handed it over.
Mrs. Hartsell began working through my phone quickly. I couldn't see what she was doing, but I hoped she really was just adding herself to my contacts. Several seconds later, she handed it back.
"Thanks, Luke. I went ahead and sent those pictures to myself. Thanks again for playing photographer," she winked.
"Uh, you're welcome," I responded uncertainly. I was a paranoid mess—was that a secret message for me or was I reading too much into it?
I never did get a clear answer to that question. After a few more quick goodbyes, I left the Carsons behind and began my trip home.
***
As I'd mentioned in the beginning of this story, I don't like being at home. My family was absent at best, actively dysfunctional at worst. I prefer not to go into details but suffice to say that whenever I did have to spend time at home, I did my best to shut myself away in my room. Like the rest of the house, it was old, dingy, and falling apart, but at least it was mine.
Fortunately, I was alone in the house that evening. I wasn't sure if it would stay that way, so I made myself a quick dinner and retreated to my room, shutting the door behind me. As I ate, I mulled over everything that had happened earlier that afternoon. The highs from capturing Mrs. Carson bent over in front of me, followed by my paranoia of having been caught—only for nothing to come of it—had been quite the whirlwind. I felt like I was in the clear now, but the whole situation had been bizarre. Mrs. Hartsell was still a mystery to me too—her flirting with me was a definite turn-on, but it had almost seemed too forward. And then there was her conversation with Mrs. Carson about using me to spice up her life. Mrs. Carson had shot the idea down, but maybe there was something I could work with there? My past attempts at seducing Mrs. Carson had gone nowhere, but maybe I just needed to change my technique.
The swirling of these thoughts was interrupted by a text alert from my phone. Glancing down, I was shocked to see that it was from Mrs. Hartsell. I quickly pulled it up.
Hey, Luke. It's Lori. I'm done visiting Sydney and about to head back to my hotel. I know I'll be bored out of my mind, though, being there all by myself. You want to join me? I'm sure we'd have plenty to talk about.
Holy fuck. I reread the text several more times, trying to process it all. Was Mrs. Hartsell coming on to me? Was this some sort of blackmail attempt? Or was it really just as simple as she was bored?
Before I could decide on a response, my phone dinged again:
And don't be shy, Luke. I don't bite... hard.
"Holy shit," I muttered aloud. That had to mean what I thought it did, right? But it seemed too good to be true. All my years fantasizing about Mrs. Carson and all my efforts to seduce her with nothing to show for it... yet here was her best friend inviting me to her hotel after meeting me a single time. I would have given anything for the invite to come from Mrs. Carson instead... but Mrs. Hartsell certainly wasn't bad-looking. The fact that she was an older woman like Mrs. Carson made her hotter too—I'd never been with a cougar before. If Mrs. Hartsell was really offering me a hook-up, I'd be an idiot to turn it down.
And so, I made my decision, responding simply: what's the address?
***
An hour later, I pulled into the hotel parking lot. The hotel itself was nothing exceptional, but it was nice enough. I entered the lobby and found an elevator without trouble. I'd never been in a situation like this before, though, and my heart was racing. I also found myself doubting that this really was a hookup—let's be real... porn aside, middle-aged women didn't actually hookup with teenagers like me. Did they?
After some brief searching, I finally located Mrs. Hartsell's room. The hall seemed eerily empty, but I told myself it was just my nerves talking. With a deep breath, I knocked on the door tentatively.
"Be there in a moment!"
That was definitely Mrs. Hartsell's voice. Well, if nothing else, she hadn't lied about her room.
A minute later the door opened. To my shock, Mrs. Hartsell stood at the entrance clad in just a bathrobe. It was tightly wrapped, so I couldn't see anything I shouldn't have, but I was speechless nonetheless.
Mrs. Hartsell seemed amused by my reaction. "I just finished with my shower," she explained. "But come in. I'm glad you're here."
The reality of the situation finally sunk in for me. This was happening. I was getting lucky tonight.
I entered the room and Mrs. Hartsell closed the door behind us after leaving a 'do not disturb' sign on the handle.
"You want something to drink? I have some extra wine left over." Mrs. Hartsell offered, swaying past me to the middle of the room.
"Oh, I'm not old enough to drink yet," I said. Sure, I'd had alcohol before, but I refused offers from older adults by instinct to avoid trouble.
"Suit yourself," Mrs. Hartsell shrugged. "I keep forgetting you're only eighteen. You're very well developed for your age."
"Thanks," I replied, feeling both flattered and self-conscious.
Mrs. Hartsell gave me a searching look. "Here, let's sit down. Silly of us to stand when we have a perfectly comfortable bed right here."
Wow, she wasn't wasting any time at all. Not that I was complaining. I walked to one side of the bed and flopped onto it, leaning up against the headboard and stretching out my legs. I expected Mrs. Hartsell to join me on the other side, but instead she climbed onto the end of the bed and folded her legs underneath her.
I don't know if it was the situation or the lighting, but in that moment, Mrs. Hartsell seemed incredibly sexy to me. Yes, she had started to show her years and was less curvy than I preferred, but her confidence was incredibly alluring nonetheless. A good portion of her legs were visible, and I couldn't help but admire her toned calves and sun-kissed skin.
Mrs. Hartsell watched my eyes wander over her with a sly smile. "You know, this is the first time I've ever invited a teenager to keep me company."
"Well, if it helps, this is the first time I've ever been invited over by a woman. A real woman, I mean."
"Firsts for both of us, then," Mrs. Hartsell laughed softly. "So, tell me, Luke. Have you ever wondered what being with a real woman is like?"
My heart raced. I gathered long ago that Mrs. Hartsell wasn't shy, but I expected at least a little more tip-toeing around first. She must want this even more than I did.
"I wonder almost every day," I said honestly, thinking of Mrs. Carson.
Mrs. Hartsell laughed again. "You're quite the eager young man, Luke. That's good, because I'm quite the eager woman." As if to emphasize her point, she shifted her body closer to mine and began rubbing a hand gently over my jean-covered leg.
In the process of moving, Mrs. Hartsell's robe had loosened, exposing part of her chest. My eyes instinctively flickered to it. I couldn't see everything, but a small sliver of her boobs were now visible.
Mrs. Hartsell noted my unguarded stare with amusement. "Oops. I guess my robe wasn't as tight as I'd thought. But we're both adults here. No need for modesty, right?"
I shook my head slowly, feeling caught in a trance.
Mrs. Hartsell's grin widened. "Here--why don't you help me out of this? I'm feeling a little hot for it now."
My mind reeled as Mrs. Hartsell crawled towards me on all fours until she was within my reach. She was to the left of my thighs, but I could feel her body's warmth even though we weren't quite touching. Yet she was close enough that I could detect a floral scent coming from her skin... and underneath that an intoxicating yet indecipherable musky scent.
I looked up at Mrs. Hartsell; her eyes mirrored my own lust. I reached for the knot holding her robe together and pulled.
I stared in awe as the robe unraveled, opening itself up and then sliding from Mrs. Hartsell's shoulders to the bed around her. She was now completely exposed to me, and my mouth dropped open as I took in her body.
I had utterly misjudged her. Mrs. Hartsell wasn't merely generic-brand Mrs. Carson. She was a fucking smokeshow. Her tits were modest, but nevertheless they filled out well with barely any sag. Her hips weren't massively broad, but they were tastefully curved and very feminine. But her stomach was a masterpiece. It was the smooth and toned stomach of a much younger woman; not ripped or overly muscular, but strong and supple. It was the core of a woman who knew how to use it—and did so frequently.
"You like what you see?" Mrs. Hartsell's words broke my hypnosis.
"Very much so," I agreed, still awestruck.
"Well, don't let me be the only one showing off. You don't want to be unfair to a lady, now do you?" Mrs. Hartsell fake-pouted.
I couldn't take my clothes off fast enough. Seconds later, they were all on the floor beside the bed, alongside Mrs. Hartsell's robe she'd tossed over too.
"There, that's better," Mrs. Hartsell said satisfactorily. It was her turn now to run her eyes over me. "My, my, aren't you quite the young stud. I don't know how Sydney has kept her hands off you. Lucky for me, I guess."
I breathed sharply as Mrs. Hartsell touched my bare chest for the first time. She began to trace her fingertips over my pecs, making small noises of approval. "How did someone so young get so fit?"
I didn't answer, mesmerized as I was by Mrs. Hartsell's touch. After feeling my chest a bit longer, Mrs. Hartsell's hand then ran lower, reaching my abs. "Mmmm, these are very nice too" she murmured approvingly. "But now what do we have here?"
Mrs. Hartsell's hand continued to move down my body until at last it reached my manhood towering stiffly into the air. "Hot, young... and big? I've hit the jackpot tonight."
I gasped softly as Mrs. Hartsell's hand closed around my cock. She glanced at me, clearly pleased with the effect she was having.
"I have to taste this. You don't mind, do you?" Mrs. Hartsell asked casually, as if she was requesting to sample a chocolate rather than my throbbing shaft.
I shook my head dumbly, too overcome for words.
Mrs. Hartsell moved herself over my legs, straddling them, but far enough down that her head was at my pelvis. She grasped me again and then slowly began to lower her mouth over me. Her eyes never left mine, and when her lips encircled my tip, the pleasure was almost too much to bear.



"Oh fuck," I moaned.
Mrs. Hartsell didn't take long to get going on me. She dutifully gave me a few small sucks and a few tongue-teases, but in no time she was taking my girth directly into her mouth. I'd been given head before, but never so enthusiastically. Mrs. Hartsell sucked me like her life depended on it. Slurping noises soon filled the air, and I knew I wouldn't last long at this rate. She bobbed on my cock with the regularity of a metronome, taking a bit more of it into her mouth with each rebound. I never imagined a woman Mrs. Hartsell's age could enjoy servicing me so much, which only made the reality that much hotter.
Despite Mrs. Hartsell's taking increasingly large amounts of me inside her mouth, it still caught me off guard when she stopped her steady pace and suddenly went all the way down to the end of my shaft, taking my entire length at once. She had managed to fully deep-throat me—her bottom lip touched my ballsack—and I could feel her throat-muscles spasming around my cock as she gagged on it. It lasted only a moment before Mrs. Hartsell withdrew again with a gasp, but I was in heaven. I never knew a blowjob could feel so good.
"Holy fuck, that was incredible," I whispered, still feeling the phantom pleasure of Mrs. Hartsell mouth on me.
She stared at my cock, as if impressed with herself for taking it all. "I wondered if I'd be able to pull that off with you. Mystery solved." She used the back of her hand to wipe away some saliva that had escaped from her mouth.
Our eyes met. Mentally, I was still halfway to space, and I think Mrs. Hartsell realized I wouldn't make it through a second round.
"As fun as that was, I think it's time to skip to the main course. What do you think?"
"I think you're the hottest woman I've ever seen, and I won't last long no matter what course we're on," I said, maybe a bit too honestly.
Mrs. Hartsell laughed. "Well, we'll just have to test that now, won't we?"
She began to pull herself upwards along my body, her legs still straddling my own. I was painfully aware of her pussy drawing ever closer to my cock, and it took all my self-control to avoid pulling her hips onto me right then. Unfortunately for me, right as Mrs. Hartsell settled over my mid-thigh, she stopped.
"Sorry, I'm gonna need to do this first. One of the downsides to being a woman as fun as me."
I was confused by her words, but Mrs. Hartsell then leaned over to my right, reaching for something on the nightstand. When she pulled herself back upright, I realized she had a condom in-hand.
With a quick tear, she'd freed it and placed the latex ring around the head of my cock. Using both hands, she then slowly unrolled it over me until I was covered. I was admittedly a little disappointed, but I knew I had no right to complain considering how lucky I was to be here in the first place.
"That's better," Mrs. Hartsell said. "Now where were we?"
"Something about a main course?" I offered.
Mrs. Hartsell laughed. "Funny. But I think it's time for us to get a little more serious now, don't you?"
To emphasize her words, Mrs. Hartsell began slowly pumping my cock with her hands. Even through the condom, it felt fantastic. She managed the perfect balance between pressure, softness, and speed. Instinctively, I tilted my head back, as I was sucked back into the whirlpool of my lust.
Mrs. Hartsell worked me for a minute, but then scooted forward until her hips were over mine. The motion pushed my cock against my stomach, but I could now feel her pussy lips touching the base of my shaft. The rest of the world disappeared for me in that moment, and I needed nothing more than to put myself inside this succubus of a woman.
I put my arms around Mrs. Hartsell's waist, intending to maneuver myself into her, but she grabbed my wrists and pushed them on either side of my head, gently trapping them against the headboard. I started to push away again, but Mrs. Hartsell doubled her pressure against me. I wasn't going anywhere unless I wanted to throw her off me completely.
"Relax, Luke," Mrs. Hartsell chided me. "Patience is a virtue."
Patience was the last thing I had in that moment, but somehow I forced my raging lust to a controlled boil. Seeing that I had settled down, Mrs. Hartsell continued her work.
She began to wiggle her hips back and forth along my shaft, dragging her pussy lips against it. Her strong yet feminine core was put to full use, and the smoothness and speed of her movements rivaled that of a pornstar. Soon she was traveling along my whole length, ending with her lips caressing my cockhead itself. I kept expecting her to slip onto me fully, but frustratingly, she always managed to retreat down before it happened.
Mrs. Hartsell watched my expression as she continued to torment me, and I could tell she enjoyed my struggle.
Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. "Lori... please," was all I managed.
As if that was the signal she'd been waiting for, Mrs. Hartsell rode up my shaft one last time, this time hesitating at my tip, teetering on the brink of either going forward just a bit more... or falling back down again.
Then thankfully, blessfully, she pressed forward.
I felt the ring of her entrance settle over my tip, before Mrs. Hartsell allowed herself to sink down again. Slowly my cock was engulfed in her pussy's warm embrace, her internal muscles spreading to welcome me inside.
"Fuckkkkk," I moaned softly, releasing the breath I hadn't even realized I was holding.
Mrs. Hartsell continued to sink down onto me, taking more and more of my shaft until she could go no further—at least at our current angle. Her eyes closed and she bit her lip in pleasure as my girth filled her up.
When she opened her eyes again, she saw me watching and smiled. Without a word, she adjusted her legs underneath her and began to ride me. She moved slowly at first, rising off my cock and then sinking down again, bringing another wave of pleasure to us both with each bounce. At last, she released my wrists, moving her arms down on my hips, giving herself more stability. I used my newly freed hands to reach around Mrs. Hartsell and grab her ass, simultaneously squeezing and supporting her.
Once we'd settled into this new position, Mrs. Hartsell leaned over and kissed me on the lips. Our kiss was passionate but brief—we were too busy focusing on keeping our rhythm. But even brief as it was, it sent me straight into the stratosphere. It hammered home that women Mrs. Hartsell's age weren't just unattainable objects of my fantasies. They could want to tease, kiss, and fuck me just as much as I wanted to tease, kiss, and fuck them. It was almost as large of a shock as when I'd discovered masturbation for the very first time. A whole new world of possibilities had opened for me.
As mind-breaking as this realization was, I was soon swept away again by the sheer pleasure of being inside Mrs. Hartsell. By now, she had moved from long, full strokes along my cock to short, fast ones. She was bouncing on my shaft with abandon, seemingly tireless. I could tell she had worked herself up just as much as I was, and I wasn't sure which one of us would finish first.
It proved to be me. I felt my orgasm approaching like a tsunami in my brain; I had just enough time to let out a soft "oh fuck!" and then I was gone, buried underneath a wave of ecstasy. Mrs. Hartsell never paused, riding me the entire time as my cock spewed inside her. Even after I'd finished emptying myself, she continued to milk me slowly with her pussy.
At last, the pleasure-flood subsided and I opened my eyes again to find Mrs. Hartsell staring at me with a half-dazed smile. "Not bad for an older woman, huh?" She stopped moving on me at long last, settling her hips down on mine. Even as I softened, she'd still kept me inside her.
"Fuck, you can say that again," I said, thoroughly winded.
Mrs. Hartsell's smile broadened. She leaned over and planted another soft, brief kiss on my lips. "This has been fun. If you want to go take care of yourself in the bathroom, I'll finish myself off here."
Mrs. Hartsell was going to finish herself off alone? That didn't seem fair, considering she'd just given me the fuck of a lifetime. I was dazed, but I wasn't completely out yet. I decided to stand my ground.
"I don't need to go to the bathroom yet. I can stay here and help."
Mrs. Hartsell didn't respond, but instead pulled herself off me, my condom-clad cock falling from her at last. The condom had done its work well; despite our frantic pace, I could see my cum was still trapped in its tip.
Mrs. Hartsell stepped off the bed and went to one of her bags lying on the floor. After rummaging around for a bit, she withdrew an object I didn't recognize at first. It almost looked like a small microphone, but that obviously wasn't right.
"Luke, don't worry about me. You've already done so much tonight, and I don't think either of us want the pressure of you having to finish me when you're clearly exhausted. Go clean yourself up, and if you're fast, maybe you'll make it back in time to see the rest of the show."
I hesitated, but Mrs. Hartsell made a shooing motion at me, and so I reluctantly scooted off the bed and onto the floor. As I shuffled to the bathroom, I heard Mrs. Hartsell climb back onto the bed—she wasn't kidding when she told me to be fast.
Once in the bathroom, I slid the condom off my cock and tossed it in the trash. It was heavy; it felt like I'd deposited every drop of my body's semen into it. I wiped myself down with some toilet paper and peed, then stepped quietly back into the main room.
Mrs. Hartsell's 'microphone' was of course a vibrator, and it was now buzzing softly between her legs. I'd only been gone a few minutes, but Mrs. Hartsell was already half-gone; lost to carnal sensations. She cracked an eye at me as I stood at the foot of the bed and watched her, but otherwise made no acknowledgement of my presence.
I'd never seen a woman masturbate in front of me before, and even though it should have been a small moment after our fuck, it was equally as mind-blowing in its own way. No longer distracted by my own physical sensations, I could focus on every detail of Mrs. Hartsell's growing pleasure. Muscles on her face contracted and released seemingly at random. Her eyelids fluttered sporadically despite being shut. Her mouth opened and closed in rhythm with her own internal fire. Mrs. Hartsell barely made a sound as she brought herself to orgasm, but her body may as well have been screaming with passion. I noted every one of her ecstatic micro-expressions as they blinked into existence one moment and vanished the next. Her legs folded inwards, almost hugging the vibrator as she pressed it against herself. There was a final sharp intake of breath—then at last, it was over.
Mrs. Hartsell switched off the vibrator and set it aside, then sat up and smiled at me. "Didn't want to miss the show, huh?"
I nodded dumbly, wanting to say something clever but nothing came to mind.
Mrs. Hartsell took my silence as its own response. "Good. I liked you watching—made it that much hotter. But now it's my turn to visit the bathroom."
With that, she rose from the bed and headed that way. As she passed me, she ruffled my hair affectionately.
Once I was alone, the full weight of the evening sunk in at last. "Fuck me," I whispered to myself as I walked to the bed and flopped onto it.
I'd just had my first ever one-night stand—and it was with a woman twice my age! And not just any woman, Mrs. Carson's best friend! In all my years of fantasies, I'd never imagined something like this was even possible. But it was. It had happened. And it was incredible.
Mrs. Hartsell emerged from the bathroom as I was still coming to terms with this new reality. She found her bathrobe and pulled it back around her. I was sad to see her body covered again, but I knew it was coming.
Mrs. Hartsell saw me watching her. "Well, Luke, this has been amazing, but I guess it's time you head back home. Don't want your parents to worry about you, after all."
"Oh, my parents don't give a shit what I do. They probably don't even know I'm gone, to be honest. I could stay here all night and they'd have no idea."
Mrs. Hartsell looked at me strangely, but she didn't probe further about my parents. Instead, she thought for a moment and then asked, "So, is this your way of asking if you can spend the night with me?"
My mouth opened as I started to say no, of course not; I'd just been making a point that I wouldn't be missed. But now that Mrs. Hartsell had mentioned it, I realized that spending the night with her sounded amazing. And I hadn't been lying. My parents probably wouldn't even notice.
And so, instead, I said, "Honestly, I didn't even realize that was an option. But yeah, if you're cool with it, I'd love to spend the night with you."
Mrs. Hartsell laughed. "You're so refreshing, you know that, Luke? I love how genuine you are."
"Uh, you're welcome?" I replied, unsure what else to say.
"But yes, you are more than welcome to stay with me," Mrs. Hartsell smiled at me. Such a small thing, but in that smile, I sensed a deep intimacy pass between us. Even if we never saw each other again, I knew Mrs. Hartsell and I would always remember this night.
Then the moment passed, and Mrs. Hartsell changed the subject. "There's an extra bathrobe in the closet if you want. I'll ring the front desk and have an extra toothbrush brought for you. Anything else you need?"
"No, I should be okay," I replied.
"Good. Then let's settle in. And maybe if you're lucky, you'll get a second round before we go to sleep." Mrs. Hartsell winked.
I laughed and thought to myself—a second round? What the hell had I signed myself up for?
Not that I was complaining in the slightest, of course.
***
Mrs. Hartsell and I ended up fucking three times during my overnight stay: once more before bed and then again in the morning. Each fuck was just as amazing as the first, in their own ways. Our first time was new and exciting, but the second gave us time to really explore each other, and the third let us find other ways to experiment. It all happened in a blur, but bits and pieces still stick out to me: Mrs. Hartsell squealing as I smacked her ass during doggy-style; me burying my face in Mrs. Hartsell's pussy, savoring her smell as I licked all around her clit; and possibly my favorite--Mrs. Hartsell straddling me but leaned back in almost a crab-walk position as she slid her pussy up and down my cock. I couldn't tear my eyes away as her pussy slowly engulfed me inch by inch, only to pull up and then swallow me again. Mrs. Hartsell took my length inside her so effortlessly that I'm still not quite sure how she managed it.
But eventually, our time together had come to an end. Mrs. Hartsell only had the room for one night, and she was scheduled to fly back home the next afternoon. I decided to join her for breakfast down in the hotel lobby—even if our fun was over, I wasn't ready to go home just yet.
After we'd loaded our plates, we found a table far away from the other hotel guests and settled in. We munched away in silence for a bit before I spoke up.
"So, I'm guessing this is an 'our-little-secret' type thing?"
Mrs. Hartsell looked at me curiously as she downed a fork-full of eggs. "What do you mean?"
"Well, you know. I'm guessing you don't want me to say anything to Drew about us. Or anyone else that might say something to Mrs. Carson?"
Mrs. Hartsell laughed. "Oh, Luke. I don't care who you tell. Tell your friends. Tell Drew. Hell, tell Sydney herself. It's all the same to me. I'm not ashamed of myself."
I tried to explain myself. "I didn't mean you'd be ashamed... I just wasn't sure if that would make things weird for you and Mrs. Carson if she knew."
"Not at all," Mrs. Hartsell said firmly. "But I won't be the one to tell her. It's totally up to you who you tell and what you say."
Mrs. Hartsell paused, and then almost as an afterthought, added, "I saw you take those pictures of Sydney, by the way."
I almost spat out the juice I'd just sipped.
I knew that Mrs. Hartsell had probably seen me, but I'd assumed that she'd decided to pretend otherwise. Clearly not. But why say something now?
Mrs. Hartsell must have detected my panic. "Don't worry, I didn't tell her. And I'm not going to. No reason to stir things up. Besides, I can't say I blame you. Sydney's always had a fantastic ass."
I wasn't sure what to say, and so Mrs. Hartsell continued. "It is a little creepy, don't get me wrong, but you're cute enough to get away with it. Still, I am right, aren't I? You have a thing for Sydney?"
You have no idea, is what I thought to myself. But I thought that might be a bit too bold, so I softened my words. "Yeah, I guess you could say that. Or at least I did. Maybe not after last night with you, though."
Mrs. Hartsell laughed. "Don't worry, I'm not jealous. I love that you have a crush on Sydney. It's very cute. Hell, I think you should take a shot at her."
"What, like ask her out?" I said dumbly. Surely Mrs. Hartsell wasn't suggesting what it sounded like she was suggesting.
"You're adorable," Mrs. Hartsell reached across the table and playfully patted my hand. "No, I mean you should try to get into her pants. Lay some pipe. Give her a good dicking."
I wasn't sure how to respond to that. I'd grown used to Mrs. Hartsell's shamelessness, but it seemed weird to talk about Mrs. Carson so coarsely. Still, Mrs. Hartsell was right; I would love to give Mrs. Carson a good dicking.
Way easier said than done though, and I had to point that out. "But Mrs. Carson's so... proper. What makes you think I'd have a chance with her?"
Mrs. Hartsell looked at me slyly. "Mrs. Carson may be a respectable housewife now, but she wasn't always that way. It may be buried deep these days, but at one point she was almost as wild as I am. You'll just have to bring it out of her again."
"But how? I've tried flirting with her before, and it's gotten me nowhere. I just don't think she's into me like that."
"I wouldn't be so sure. She normally prefers older men, that's true. But you are her type otherwise. If you were thirty years older, you'd have her wrapped around your finger in no time."
"But I'm not thirty years older." I pointed out.
"No," Mrs. Hartsell agreed. "But work with what you've got. You won't be able to fake the mysterious-and-experienced older man aura, so don't even try. But you can still be an exciting escape for Sydney. A reminder that even after two kids and hitting forty, she's still desirable enough to attract a hot young man like yourself."
"I doubt she feels undesirable. She's sexy as hell," I said skeptically. Realizing how that sounded, I added, "Not as sexy as you, though, of course."
Mrs. Hartsell ignored my add-on. "You're right. Sydney is sexy as hell. But being sexy and feeling sexy aren't always the same thing. She's kept in-shape better than most moms, but I know she still has days where she feels like the grossest woman alive."
I couldn't believe a woman as attractive as Mrs. Carson could ever believe she was gross, but Mrs. Hartsell's expression told me she wasn't joking. She continued.
"And I also suspect that Mr. Carson hasn't been making her feel desirable for a while. Sydney would never come out and say so, but I know her. When they first got together, she couldn't stop talking about how good their sex was. But it's been years now since she's even mentioned sex."
What Mrs. Hartsell said made sense, but I still couldn't shake the idea that she was overlooking something. "If Mrs. Carson really is feeling so undesirable, then why haven't I gotten anywhere with her on my own? I've been flirting with her almost nonstop since I turned eighteen."



Mrs. Hartsell looked at me with amusement... and respect? "It's not that simple. Even with your flirting, I doubt Sydney realized that you were coming on to her. You might be legal now, but for Sydney, she's not going to think of you as 'legal-child' one moment and then 'fuckable-adult' the next, just because you had a birthday."
That made sense. I nodded, and Mrs. Hartsell continued.
"You have to ease her into the idea that you aren't a child anymore. That you are fuckable. If you do that, you may just stand a chance."
"So, how do I pull that off?"
"Keep up your flirting. Spend time with her away from Drew. Be assertive but not pushy. Most importantly, be patient. Plant the seed in her mind, and then watch it grow."
I thought this over. Obviously, I wanted to believe what Mrs. Hartsell was saying, but she made it sound so simple. There's no way it could actually be that easy, right?
And then another thought occurred to me.
"Why are you helping me? Make a move on Mrs. Carson, I mean. Shouldn't you be telling me to stay away from her, she's married, she's your friend... blah, blah, blah?"
Mrs. Hartsell laughed. "Marriage is just a legal handcuff to keep people from worrying about being alone. But to answer your question, I'm helping you because I think a little excitement will be good for Sydney. Being trapped in a house all day, year after year, with no real spice? That's gotta wear on a person. But also, if Mr. Carson has been neglecting Sydney, it's his own fault if she gets what she needs somewhere else."
She paused before adding one more reason, "and lastly, Luke, I'm helping you because I like you. Consider it a thank-you for being good company."
"Pleasure was all mine," I said in what I thought was a smooth voice, but Mrs. Hartsell just laughed at me.
"Oh, Luke. This has been fun. But I need to get a move on. Hurry up with the rest of the breakfast and I'll walk you back to the room for your stuff."
We did just that.
***
As I suspected, when I returned home, my family hadn't noticed my absence at all. Or maybe they did, and just didn't care. Either way, the result was the same: nobody asked where I'd been.
My brain was mush by this point, so I went to my bed and fell into a deep sleep despite it still being late morning. My final thoughts as I drifted off were on Mrs. Hartsell's encouragement to sleep with Mrs. Carson. She seemed confident that I had a chance... and she knew Mrs. Carson better than most. Did I really have a chance after all?
I wasn't sure, but after the whirlwind fucks with Mrs. Hartsell, it suddenly seemed a lot more plausible.
Life just got much more interesting.
***
Author's endnote: Don't worry, this story is not done. Originally, I'd planned to release it as a single story, but as I wrote, I realized it worked better as a two-parter. Plus, now I can release Part 1 now and return to my 'Fiancé Seduced By Roommate' series. I don't like having multiple unfinished stories, but the alternative would be to publish nothing at all for months. This seemed like the lesser of two evils.
That said, my goal for publishing Part 2 of this story is by the end of 2023.
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I was in heaven. Or at least my cock was... although that was pretty much the same thing.
Amanda lay beneath me, panting as I thrust into her rapidly. She was clearly enjoying herself, and in the back of my fevered mind I wondered... was this it? Was I finally about to make her cum?
I mentally willed myself to hold on just a bit longer... we were so close! But the pleasure, oh god, the pleasure.
And just like that, I felt the telltale switch flip in my mind. Jerking my hips back, I began to release onto Amanda's pelvis—although there wasn't much to be released. I'd been drained daily for almost a week, so the only sperm left was what I'd managed to produce in the past 24 hours.
After giving myself a moment to recover, I jumped back into action. My job wasn't done.
I crawled up next to Amanda and flipped on my side. She watched me move and turned to face me, but I restrained her.
"I'm not giving up yet. Let me try with my hands again?"
I saw a flash of skepticism in Amanda's eyes, but she buried it quickly. "Yeah, go for it," she responded, still somewhat breathless. She flopped onto her back once more.
I reached between her legs with my hand and began to rub it on her sensitive area. "How's that feel?"
"Good. Go a bit faster."
I complied. My fingers rubbed in a small circle over her clit, trying to keep my pace fast but steady.
"Mmmmm, faster."
My hands were going about as fast as I could move them while keeping them controlled, but I did my best. I kept at it for what seemed like an eternity, watching Amanda's face closely for a sign that she'd finally reached her peak. As exhausting as it was, I did seem to be making progress...
And then the cramp hit. The pain was intense, and I reflexively yanked my arm back, trying to soothe the aggrieved muscle. At last, the pain faded, but the damage was done. Amanda was looking at me, concerned. At least it wasn't disappointment that I saw.
"Sorry," I muttered. "Just got the forearm cramp from hell. I'm good now, though. Want to pick up where we left off?"
Amanda rolled over and hugged me. "I love your dedication, Dan. But let's save it for another time. It just wasn't meant to be today, and that's okay. There's always tomorrow, after all."
There's always tomorrow, after all.
That had become our unofficial motto over the past week. At first, it had been a lighthearted line, meant to emphasize that Amanda and I were in no hurry. Now that Amanda and I had finally had sex (thanks to our roommate, Dante), a whole new world of physical pleasure was open to us. It was amazing, and we'd had sex every day in the week since.
To be sure, our sex had its awkward moments—we didn't have that first-time-excitement to hide behind anymore—but I'd never felt closer to Amanda.
My only regret was that I'd yet to give her an orgasm.
She clearly liked having sex with me, and she reassured me that she didn't need an orgasm to enjoy it... but still. I couldn't help but feel that it meant there was something wrong with me. Especially considering I had seen her orgasm twice before during sex... with Dante. I knew it was likely just the extra thrill factor that gave him the advantage over me, but I couldn't stop comparing myself to him. He was bigger, taller, more muscular... not to mention well-endowed. Plus, as much as it shouldn't have made a difference, Dante being black probably made him seem more exotic too.
I knew these thoughts were unfair to both myself and Amanda, but I couldn't seem to stop them. My only silver-lining was that I knew Amanda was fully committed to me. Even if she had enjoyed her sex with Dante, I was the one she was marrying in a few months.
And once I finally gave Amanda the orgasm she deserved, I could put my insecurities behind me for good. Today was a failure, but as Amanda had pointed out, we'd have the rest of our lives together. We didn't need to be perfect right away.
There's always tomorrow, after all.
***
With our sex finished for the night, Amanda and I cleaned up and went to bed. Despite the unfortunate ending, our sex had been good. The connection between the two of us extended to the physical, I was happy to see. Both of us had been so horny for each other the past week, in fact, that we hadn't even needed foreplay to get going. We just exchanged 'the look' and then the next second, we'd tear each other's clothes off. Amanda had never struck me as a physically-minded girl, but it seemed that was a sign of her self-repression, rather than a true ambivalence to sex. I'd been fine waiting until marriage... but I had to admit, this was better.
Amanda appeared happier too; part of it was the sex itself, but I suspected the major reason was she no longer feared me abandoning her afterwards. Years of self-repression had finally ended; no wonder Amanda had dived headfirst into this new world. I also sensed her desire to experiment. Nothing wild—just different positions, different times of day, etc—but enough to suggest that she was just getting started.
I liked this new Amanda.
As I went to sleep that night, I felt good—despite my lingering insecurities.
The next morning, as I was headed off to work, Dante popped out of his room just in time to catch me.
"Hey, Dan. I've got a client this evening—would you be okay pushing your massage to tomorrow instead?"
I kept forgetting that I was part of this massage deal. I'd only started it so Dante would have an excuse to get his hands on Amanda, after all.
"Uh, yeah. I'll be free," I replied, hoping I didn't sound as off-guard as I was.
"Cool, tomorrow it is. By the way, congrats on Amanda. I hear the way you two have been going at it this last week. I told you I'd make it happen," Dante grinned.
I felt my cheeks burn. "Oh shit, Dante. I didn't realize you could hear us. We'll try and be quieter."
"Nah, man. You guys are good. Not like you're screaming your lungs out or anything. But rhythmic bouncing that lasts for several minutes straight? Pretty obvious what's going on. Don't worry about me though—you guys do your thing."
"Yeah. Sure," I said as Dante disappeared behind his bedroom door.
As I left the apartment, I tried to put my embarrassment behind me. It was silly, considering Dante and I had both fucked Amanda in front of the other, but I was self-conscious anyway. This was private time between Amanda and me now; it was no longer a group activity.
I decided to text Amanda while it was fresh on my mind. She might want to know that we'd been giving Dante an earful. Later that morning, I received her response: blushing emoji.
I didn't think much of this exchange at the time, but hindsight brought a new significance to it. For now, though, it seemed like a small issue.
When I made it back home after work, Amanda was by herself at the apartment. Dante had been gone all afternoon, so we had the place to ourselves. After a quick dinner, we put on a movie and cuddled on the couch together. As the movie progressed, I noticed that Amanda kept adjusting her position next to me until she'd placed her hands casually on my thigh. I was aware of her proximity to my cock, but assumed that surely she wasn't trying to start something here in the open.
The next few minutes made it clear how wrong I was. Amanda began rubbing my leg off and on, at first absent-mindedly, but then with more purpose. Soon, I realized she was slowly making her way to my zipper, despite her pretending to be as engrossed in the movie as me. When she brushed my now-hard member through my pants, I couldn't take the teasing anymore.
"Amanda... are you really trying to start something here? Dante could be back any time now," I said, simultaneously uncomfortable and turned-on.
Amanda turned towards me with a sly smile on her face. "Hmm, I guess it would be a bit risky, wouldn't it? Maybe I should stop after all."
Despite her words, Amanda didn't stop. Instead, she began openly petting my cock through the fabric. Amanda's grin widened.
I was stunned. Her experiences with Dante aside, I'd never seen Amanda be so bold... and as much as I enjoyed her attention, I wasn't sure I wanted to risk Dante walking in on us either. What had gotten into her? This wasn't the reserved, self-repressed Amanda I was used to. It wasn't bad exactly... just unexpected.
Amanda sensed my ambivalence. "We could take this to the bedroom, if you want. But don't you want to experiment... and try something new? C'mon, Dan. Let's have some fun."
To emphasize her point, she unzipped me and pulled my cock out into the open. "Looks to me like you want this as much as I do."
"I mean, I'll always want you," I agreed. "You just caught me off guard is all."
"Hey, you're the one who started all this whole having-sex thing," Amanda teased. "So, really it's your own fault."
She had me there, I had to admit. I suppressed my reservations and followed Amanda's lead. Maybe she was right... a little risk could be fun.
As before, neither of us needed foreplay. My arousal was already obvious; Amanda's became clear too as soon as she'd removed her leggings and underwear. She was soaked.
Amanda straddled me on the couch, wasting no time impaling herself on my manhood. I had to undo my pants and slide them down my thighs—in Amanda's eagerness, she'd left them in place. Even as I shifted my clothes downwards, Amanda began to slide up and down along my shaft. She couldn't get started soon enough, it seemed.
My pants (mostly) out of the way, I returned my attention to Amanda, grabbing her ass and supporting her weight as she rode me. I looked up at Amanda just long enough to see her smile before she planted a heavy kiss on my lips. Her intensity surprised me; even as eagerly as we'd been fucking, this was a new level of passion. Was this really just because we'd moved out in the open?
All my questions quickly evaporated though, as the pace of our fuck soon reached cruising speed. Amanda shifted her movements from up and down to grinding her crotch on mine. It wasn't quite as pleasureful for me, but I could see what it was doing to Amanda... and that was enough. Amanda had lost herself completely to her lust, riding me for all she was worth.
Just as she seemed unable to move any faster, her body seized suddenly and she collapsed against me. "Oh fuck, Dan," she moaned, as her orgasm overtook her. I cradled her as she came onto and around my cock. The sensation was incredible; doubly so, knowing that I was responsible.
This was the first time I'd made her cum, after all.
When Amanda's orgasm finally subsided, she pulled back and looked at me, breathing heavy, but with a wide smile. "Wow."
I kissed her in response. Amanda returned it briefly, then leaned back and pulled herself off me completely. I was still rock-hard—as good as Amanda had felt, it wasn't the right angle for me to finish. Amanda noted my still-aroused state with surprise.
"Oh, babe. You're still... you didn't finish?"
"Just wasn't the best angle for me. But as you've said before, it felt good. Besides, I'm just happy you finished. You've waited long enough for it."
Amanda giggled. "I mean, I am feeling pretty good. But we can start again if you want?"
I stood and hugged Amanda softly. I appreciated her offer, but we were overdue to let Amanda be the selfish one. I could tell she was exhausted, and I didn't want to have sex with a half-enthused partner. Besides, Dante would be home soon. "No, that's okay. I love you for saying it, but I'll be fine. There's always tomorrow, right?"
"There's always tomorrow," Amanda echoed, as she sank into my embrace.
We held each other, still stark naked, for a few seconds, before I finally released her. "Well, let's clean up, I guess. Don't want to leave our clothes scattered everywhere for Dante."
"Eh, he'll be fine," Amanda joked, but she helped me pick up the clothes anyway. We gathered them all and retreated to our room, cleaning ourselves up and redressing before making our way back to the couch. My erection finally went down, and although I did have blue balls from the experience, it was only a mild case.
Just a few minutes after Amanda and I had returned to the couch, we heard a key turn in the door. Dante had returned.
Amanda and I exchanged a knowing glance as Dante joined us in the living area.
"You guys having fun without me?" he said, flopping into the nearby chair.
"Nothing too crazy. Just watching some TV," I offered casually.
"Well, don't let me mess with your quiet time. I'll hang out in my room and leave you two lovebirds alone." Dante started to stand.
"Nah, man, you're fine. You're welcome to watch with us if you want," I said, not wanting to be rude.
"Well, if you insist... It'll be nice to be around people who aren't my clients tonight," Dante said, settling back down again.
The three of us watched TV together then, but I couldn't stop thinking about the sex Amanda and I'd just had. It was amazing—even more so considering just a month ago she wouldn't have sex with me at all. But now Amanda was unleashed. I was curious... just how wild would she get?
***
The next few days were unfortunately a return to normalcy. School and work took up much of our lives, not to mention the wedding planning looming in the back of our minds. We'd finished a lot of the leg work by now, but there were always last-minute checks and adjustments we needed to make. RSVPs, scheduling, etc.
Dante seemed to go about his own life too, although he did give me the massage on Saturday like he'd promised. Like before, I enjoyed the relaxation, but I realized that I'd no longer be able to separate his massages from his twin seductions of Amanda. As he finished, I promised myself I'd talk to him about taking me out of the rotation. I didn't think he'd be happy about paying full rent again, but maybe I could have Amanda take my place. I knew it might be weird to let Dante feel up Amanda even more, but I wasn't too worried. After all, he'd already slept with her. What else could he do?
Besides, Amanda and I were still making love almost every day. True, the novelty of the sex itself was finally starting to wear off, but we were still getting started. Foreplay wasn't necessary for us yet, so I knew that would be an easy way to spice things up again. Besides, even if we didn't have sex every single day, I would be okay. We were just making up for the years we'd gone without it.
Unfortunately, Amanda didn't orgasm during these sessions either. She reassured me that she just needed a bit more connection with her body, but I had to wonder how much of her earlier orgasm was excitement from being in the open, rather than in our bedroom where we normally made love. I had to admit the thrill of risking Dante walking in on us got my adrenaline flowing too—even if I didn't want it to actually happen. Amanda's sexuality was just for me now, after all.
Still, by that Friday, Amanda was orgasm-less, and I decided it was time for a boost.
It was evening. Amanda and I were lounging on the couch; we had the apartment to ourselves. Dante had left not long before to take care of a final massage appointment, so I knew we'd have plenty of alone time. Amanda was finishing some homework before the weekend, but I could tell her brain was almost out of juice. I decided she could use a little break. Plus, the movie I was watching had gotten boring.
Pulling my attention away from the TV, I leaned towards Amanda and wrapped my arm around her. Amanda didn't even glance from her laptop as I pulled her in close to me. I decided to make my intent clearer.
"Babe, you think you might want to take a break for a bit? Save the school for later?" I asked as I began to play with her hair.
"Oh, I'm almost done. Ten more minutes, then I'll watch the movie with you. I promise," Amanda said, maintaining her laser focus.
"Watching a movie wasn't what I had in mind," I said, using my free hand to gently turn her chin towards me as I leaned in for a kiss.
Our lips met briefly, then I pulled back again to gauge Amanda's reaction.
"Oh, I see," she said, realizing at last what I was doing. "You might be right. Maybe it is time for a break. Let me just save this real fast."
She made a few final clicks on the laptop before closing it and setting it on the coffee table. "There. You ready to take this to the bedroom then?"
"Actually, I think we should keep it right here," I replied. "Dante will be gone for at least another hour. And it is our apartment, after all. Why not take advantage of all of this space? We've got this whole couch. And if that gets boring, we've got the kitchen counter... and the dining table..."
"Ooh, I like the way you think, babe," Amanda agreed, as she placed a hand on my chest and began rubbing.
"And if those places get old... there's always Dante's bed too," I teased, loving the way my words were firing Amanda up.
"You're so bad. We can't have sex in Dante's bed. That's mean!" Amanda said, but I could tell she was entertained by the idea.
"I mean, I let him sleep with you. It only seems fair to me," I pointed out, as I began to run my hands over Amanda's body.
"Hmmm," was all Amanda could manage as the two of us gave ourselves fully to our desire. We began to kiss while continuing our mutual explorations. Soon, clothes began flying onto the floor, and before I knew it, Amanda had climbed on top of me, ready to take me inside. Before she could though, I stopped her.
"Wait, I want to try something new," I said softly. "Stand up for a second."
I could tell Amanda wasn't thrilled about the interruption, but she complied, stepping back onto the floor. Once Amanda was off me, I scooted back onto the couch as far as I could go and settled in on my right side. I was now lying lengthwise along the couch, with enough space for Amanda to climb on in front of me.
I patted the space; my message was clear.
Amanda smiled, understanding what I had in mind. With much more grace than I could have managed, she joined me on the couch and flipped so that she faced the same way I did. With a final move, she snuggled up against me, her ass pressing firmly against my hips. Despite having squeezed her cheeks plenty with my hands, they'd never felt fuller, cushioned against my body as they were.
As Amanda scooted next to me, my cock had become trapped between us, and I could feel its heat radiating freely; it seemed even warmer than our bodies. I pulled my hips back slightly and then down, maneuvering my head between her legs and then directly against her wetness. The angle was bad, but after I bent my legs—moving Amanda's with them—I finally felt my tip slip inside. At last, I began to push forward, filling my fiancé with my hardness.
I sighed, overwhelmed by the sensation. I'd been inside Amanda several times by this point, but never in this position. I wouldn't have imagined the angle would have changed the way her pussy felt on my cock, but it did. It was like I'd put my hand in a glove backwards—I could tell I wasn't meant to be in this way... but it wasn't bad. In fact, I felt like I was reaching parts of Amanda I'd never reached before.
"I love you," I whispered into Amanda's ear, her head just beneath mine.



She twisted back, trying to kiss me, but there wasn't enough room to maneuver. I settled for kissing her on the temple.
I reached my arm around Amanda's body, securing her against me, as I began to slowly rock my hips. The experience was incredible—her soft ass cushioning my body, her velvety pussy gripping my cock in its warm embrace, her brown hair just in front of my face... the faint smell of her shampoo tickling my nose. I'd never felt as close to anyone as I did in that moment—it felt like our very souls were linked.
When the footsteps arrived in front of our apartment door, I didn't even register them. It wasn't until I heard a key in our lock, followed by it turning, that I realized what was happening. Someone was here. Someone was coming in. Dante was back.
I felt Amanda freeze against me, paralyzed by the sudden intrusion. I cursed aloud, but moved quickly, almost by instinct. There was no time to dress or move, so I quickly grabbed the nearby blanket and threw it over the two of us. Fortunately, it was large and covered us both... but it didn't quite cover all our clothes on the floor. Fuck.
"Damn client cancelled on me last-second," Dante said, clearly annoyed. I mentally willed him to head to his room, but instead, he drew closer. "I shouldn't be too upset, because I'll be paid anyway, but I don't like making a trip out for nothing. Just call in advance and save us both some time."
I heard Dante set down his keys, and then his footsteps heading towards us. I couldn't see him, down on the couch as I was, but my adrenaline was flooding freely. Please turn back, I pushed out with my thoughts.
Dante did not turn back. He popped into view a moment later, and spotted Amanda and me on the couch. He gave us a strange look, but I couldn't tell if it was because he knew what we'd been doing or if he just wasn't used to seeing us spoon. The only saving grace was that the blanket did make it seem like Amanda and I were just cuddling—rather than actively fucking. I could feel Amanda's heartbeat pounding against my arm; my own raced as well. I knew it was stupid to feel caught by Dante considering what the three of us had already done, but it's exactly how I did feel. I waited anxiously for Dante to comment on our compromised state.
But then Dante turned to the TV, and the moment passed. "You watching anything good?"
"Honestly, not really," I said, trying my best to sound like I wasn't dick-deep in pussy. "I'm just too lazy to change it."
"Mindless TV doesn't sound too bad, actually," Dante said as he went to his usual chair near the couch, settling in. He wasn't going anywhere.
As the three of us now sat in silence, ostensibly watching TV, my mind worked frantically. I was still rock-hard inside Amanda, and we were both as naked as the day we were born. How the hell would we get out of this one? Did we just wait for Dante to leave and then make a dash for the bedroom? Even as I thought it, I knew that was a dumb idea. Who knew how long that might be? Unless we wanted to be here for hours, I'd have to admit to Dante what we were doing and ask him for some privacy. It would be embarrassing, but less embarrassing than the alternatives.
Just as I'd reached this conclusion, Amanda had apparently reached a conclusion of her own. Ever so innocently, she gave a slight wiggle of her hips against me, sending a fresh wave of pleasure onto my cock. It took all my willpower not to reciprocate the move, but somehow, I resisted. What the hell did Amanda think she was doing?
As if in answer to my question, Amanda repeated her move, this time sliding me even more inside her.
Keeping my voice as low as possible, I whispered. "Amanda, what the hell are you doing?"
Amanda didn't respond, but instead turned so I could see half her face. Smiling deviously, she wiggled a third time onto me.
I couldn't take much more. A few more wiggles and I would have taken Amanda in front of a full stadium, decency be damned. I mustered a final warning. "If we don't stop now, I won't be able to," I whispered.
Amanda grinned and wiggled a final time, this one her largest yet. With that, I lost all concerns except one—fucking the hell out of my fiancé.
I did my best to hide it. I did. But once I committed, I knew there was no going back. I picked up where I'd left off, slowly rocking my hips into Amanda. I kept my motions as slight as possible, so it wasn't super obvious what we were doing under the blanket, but I knew if Dante looked over, he'd figure it out pretty quickly. Fortunately, he still seemed focused on the TV.
Amanda was hotter than I'd ever seen her—every move of my cock seemed to trigger her body in just the right way, and it wasn't long before she was openly gasping in rhythm with my thrusts. They were barely audible, but they were there.
It wasn't long before I'd lost myself in my own pleasure—the room fading away except for my fiancé who was so deeply in heat. The more I pushed into Amanda, the less concerned I became with hiding. If anything, knowing Dante was right there was becoming a turn-on itself. I had no doubts Amanda felt the same way, especially considering she was the one who had started this.
I don't know when Dante realized what Amanda and I were doing. All I know is that I happened to glance towards him and saw him watching us intently. He must have been watching for a decent time, because his hand was moving over his sweatpants, openly stroking himself through the fabric as he stared at us. I couldn't see Amanda's face, so I had no idea if she'd realized we'd been caught.
If I'd been in my right mind, I would have asked Dante to leave then. To apologize for our rudeness, but firmly say that we needed privacy and we'd be happy to make it up to him later.
But I wasn't in my right mind. I was halfway to paradise, and the fuck was all I cared about. The fuck... and making it hotter.
I caught Dante's eye. Maintaining his gaze, I adjusted my arm and twisted it slightly, taking hold of the blanket from underneath. Ever so gently, I began to pull on it, slowly dragging it from our bodies.
I didn't yank it all off at once. Instead, I exposed a bit of skin at a time. First our shoulders. Then our chests. Then stomachs. Only when the blanket reached our hips did I let gravity take over, and it fell away completely. Amanda had to have realized what I was doing, but she never moved to stop me. In fact, when the blanket finally fell, she moaned, "Oh, Dan," and continued fucking me despite being completely exposed to Dante's eye.
Dante must have taken the blanket's fall as a cue, because once it was gone, he slid off his own pants and boxers, letting his cock spring free into the air. Even though this was the third time I'd seen it, I was still impressed with how large it was—not monstrously so, but more than adequate. I couldn't help but wonder what Amanda thought of such an impressive specimen. She had to have noticed it by now.
Even as I continued to plunge into Amanda from behind, Dante began to stroke himself in front of us. Our need for secrecy gone, Amanda no longer hid her sounds of pleasure. Her moans increased in volume as I fucked her, and before I knew it, Amanda was orgasming in my arms. I momentarily slowed my thrusts as ecstasy flowed through her body, but once she was done, I started again. We weren't done yet.
My cock ached to return to a frantic pace again, but I forced myself to ease Amanda back into it. Surprisingly, she found a second wind quickly, it wasn't long before we were fucking steadily again. Dante was stroking himself steadily too, and I suspect he was more than ready to finish himself off there.
But deep in my lust, I thought that seemed like such a waste. Why let a cock go unfulfilled when there was a sexy woman right here who could take care of it? The fact that she was my fiancé, promised to me and me alone, didn't even cross my mind. Even jealousy or fear that Amanda might prefer Dante's cock to my own didn't register. I was in full animal-mode. And besides, I wasn't going to let Dante fuck her—just get a little side action.
Still plunging into Amanda, I motioned for Dante's attention. Once I had it, I waved, signaling for him to approach. Dante didn't need to be summoned twice, and without a word, he walked over. He stood next to the couch, his thick, black cock protruding from his body towards Amanda's face. Amanda looked back at me uncertainly—was I okay with this?
In response, I took hold of her forearm and moved it towards Dante, resting her hand upon his black snake. She gripped him by instinct, and then began to stroke, her delicate white fingers contrasting sharply against the darkness of his cock. Having been the recipient of many of Amanda's handjobs, I knew she would take care of him in no time.
The fact that I was letting my sweet fiancé pleasure Dante yet again, even if less intimately than the massages, was still a huge mindfuck for me. As high as Amanda's pussy was getting me, seeing her focus on Dante's pleasure was an even greater high. I can't explain it, but it's almost like Dante's pleasure *was* my pleasure—so I was really fucking Amanda twice at once.
Unfortunately for Dante, me taking Amanda from behind meant that she couldn't focus solely on him. He seemed close—very close—but Amanda's hand wasn't quite cutting it, distracted as she was. It was no surprise then when he maneuvered himself forward, pushing the head of his cock just in front of Amanda's face. He didn't say a word, but I saw him give a small nod to Amanda, and then a moment later, I heard the telltale sounds of her sucking on him. Despite our sex, Amanda still hadn't gone down on me. It seemed that Dante was once again getting to experience her first, although this time, it was her mouth, rather than her pussy, he beat me to.
I still had no room for jealousy, though, as deep in my lust as I was. The three of us continued for some time, me pushing my cock as far into Amanda as I could, Amanda sucking on Dante's rod while she continued to stroke him, and Dante lustfully staring down at Amanda as she worked. None of us spoke, but the sounds of our sex filled the air. I had the passing thought that this was my first threesome. How the fuck had that happened?
I could tell all three of us were rapidly approaching our climaxes. Surprisingly, it was me who managed to last the longest. Dante and Amanda went almost at the same time; Dante reached for Amanda's head suddenly and gripped her hair; a second later, he came. As he moaned his release, I felt Amanda stiffen against me as she began to gasp herself. Her pussy muscles squeezed me firmly even as I continued to pump inside her, triggering my own climax. Instinctively, I pulled out just as I began to shoot my load all over Amanda's legs and thighs. All three of us rode our pleasure waves until they subsided, lying still and catching our breaths.
Finally, Amanda moved first, sitting up. Dante offered her his hand, helping her to her feet. Amanda turned back towards me, lending me her own hand. It was then I saw her face for the first time since we finished. I'd assumed that Dante had cum inside Amanda's mouth, but he hadn't. His sperm was splattered all over Amanda's face and hair, some of it even now dripping from her cheeks onto her boobs. It was a surreal sight—a year ago, I certainly never expected my homeschooled fiancé to receive a facial like that, much less from a well-hung black man. Yet here she was, sporting more jizz than makeup.
I accepted Amanda's hand and pulled myself up. All three of us now stood there by the couch, Amanda between Dante and me. I realized that this was now the third time that Amanda had gotten Dante off. The first time was a fluke; the second time was for my benefit. But a third time? Now, it was a pattern.
Yes, the sex had been hot, but if we kept crossing lines like this... where would it stop? I wanted to speak up, say that as fun as this was, it was the last time. Sorry, Dante.
But I realized the words would sound hollow with Dante's seed still dripping from Amanda's face.
The first job was to clean up. We could talk later.
Dante, on the other hand, was not burdened with such thoughts. With a straight face, he said. "Man, you guys got me wishing my clients cancelled more often,"
Amanda laughed, sparking a pang of jealousy in me. It was stupid that a laugh did, while a blowjob didn't, but it's how I felt. I needed to end this moment and end it fast.
"Well, we weren't planning on company, but you're welcome, Dante," I said before turning to Amanda. "Why don't we get ourselves cleaned up?"
Amanda used a hand to wipe some of Dante's cum from her face, as if noticing it for the first time. I half-expected her to scoop some onto a finger and taste it, but she didn't. Instead, she wiped it on her side, looked at me slightly embarrassed, and nodded.
As we retreated to our bedroom—and the shower—Dante shouted behind us, "You're a lucky man, Dan!"
I certainly didn't feel like it.
***
Amanda and I didn't talk much in the shower. I think we were both lost in our own thoughts. It wasn't until we had crawled into bed that I finally felt ready to speak my piece.
"Amanda, I think we need to talk about tonight," I said matter-of-factly.
Amanda flipped over towards me, giving me her full attention. "I think we do, too,"
I was surprised. I'd assumed Amanda had been fine with everything and I was going to have to explain why I felt so uncomfortable. But I heard the discomfort in her tone... had I misjudged the situation?
"Oh. What did you want to say?" I responded.
"It's okay. You can go first," Amanda offered. She seemed as uncertain about me as I was about her. It was understandable. This was new territory, after all.
I hesitated a second more, but then took a deep breath and dove in.
"I don't regret what happened just now. I don't. I'm not mad at you, or even Dante for that matter. I'm the one who invited Dante to join us, after all. Sure, I wasn't in my right mind, but it was me all the same. What bothers me though is that this is the third time that Dante's gotten more of you than he has any right to, and that makes me uncomfortable. I don't know how we've let it get this far, you know? And it makes me afraid that it won't stop. I love you, and I don't want to do anything that would risk what we have. I know you love me too, and it's just sex, but it just feels... weird."
Amanda gave me a look that might have been love or pity or both.
"Dan, I love you. So, so much. You don't have to justify anything to me. I feel the exact same way. I love that we're exploring our physical sides together, and I know that Dante got us kickstarted, but you're the man I care about. You're the man I'm marrying. You're the man I want to spend the rest of my life with. Dante may have been fun, but that's all he is. I'm more than okay with leaving him out in the future. You're enough for me."
I hadn't realized just how much I needed to hear those words. I sighed deeply with relief.
"You're enough for me too," I said, kissing Amanda on the forehead. She responded by scooting closer to me and squeezing me in a tight hug.
I wrapped own my arms around her, and we just held each other silently for a moment. Finally, I released her and said, "well, I'm glad we can get back to normal now."
"Me too," came her response.
If only we'd known just how wrong we were.
***
For a time, though, it did seem like we'd returned to normalcy. Work, school, and other routines all came back. Amanda and I still had sex, but it was more like twice a week rather than daily. We finally introduced some foreplay, but it was mostly light touching, and then we were both ready to skip to the good stuff. We kept sex in the bedroom from then on, and although Amanda never had any orgasms like that last time with Dante, she did have some. Progress, it seemed.
We also talked with Dante, saying that with everything that had happened, we thought it best that the massages stopped. I was surprised when Dante agreed at once, even acknowledging that his rent would return to the original (non-discounted) rate. He never lost his quiet charm either, interacting with us just as affably as before. Apparently holding a grudge wasn't in his nature.
I might have stopped thinking of our trysts with Dante entirely if it wasn't for his stares. Like before, he couldn't seem to keep his eyes off Amanda. He wasn't as blatant as he'd been right after their first fling, but it was there. I couldn't blame Dante, and as long as it was just stares, I didn't have a problem. I don't know if Amanda noticed the stares or not. For her part, she didn't seem to pay Dante any unwarranted attention.
Still, I was paranoid enough to keep an eye on my apartment cameras when it was just the two of them there. They didn't spend every day alone, but with the way our schedules lined up, they had at least some time together roughly twice a week. Dante spent most of his time in the living room now, although Amanda tended to keep herself shut away in our room. It was rare they saw each other even when it was just the two of them.
I kept expecting Dante to say something to me about our last encounter, but he never did. Maybe he was afraid it would be a sore spot between us. Maybe he felt like he'd pushed his luck, and he didn't want to get on our bad side. We were kind of his landlords, after all.
Before I knew it, Winter Break arrived. I still had to work, of course, but Amanda had a couple weeks off from school. We'd planned to take care of any outstanding wedding issues while she was free (the actual wedding/honeymoon was scheduled for her Spring Break in March), but as it turned out, we'd already finished just about everything.
This left Amanda with an unexpected amount of free time that made her somewhat restless. I don't know if that played a role in what came next or not, but it ultimately doesn't matter.
It was the Monday before Christmas. I was at work when my phone alerted me to movement on the apartment cameras. This wasn't unusual, but I checked the feed anyway out of sheer habit. When I saw that Dante was knocking on our bedroom door, though, everything else left my mind. This was new.
From our bedroom camera, I watched Amanda put down a book she'd been reading at her desk and approach the door. She opened it uncertainly.
"Oh, hey, Dante. What's up?" she asked, clearly confused by his intrusion.
"Not much. Just bored. Was wondering if you might want to get out of the apartment with me and find something to do."
"Sorry, Dante. I'm actually in the middle of a book right now. What about asking some of your other friends?"
"They're all busy," Dante shrugged. "No worries, though. I don't want to interrupt your book. What are you reading?"
Amanda suddenly sounded sheepish. "Well, I guess you could call it a romance book."
"Oh yeah? What's it called?"
"The Sinews of Sin," Amanda admitted, after a moment of hesitation.
Dante laughed. "That doesn't sound like a normal romance book. What's it about?"
Amanda was thoroughly embarrassed now. "I'd... rather not say. It's a bit risqué."
"Oh, c'mon, now Amanda. I think with everything we've done there's nothing left to be ashamed of. What's it about?"
"Well... the short version is that it's about a girl who goes on a mission trip to Nigeria with her boyfriend. But then there's an accident, and her boyfriend gets badly hurt. He lives but has to be hospitalized for a long time. The rest of their mission team decides to head back as scheduled, but the girl insists on staying while her boyfriend heals up. She ends up living with one of their host families and forms a connection with one of the sons her age. One thing leads to another, and then soon she's torn between her boyfriend and this new guy."



"That doesn't sound too risqué to me," Dante said skeptically.
"That's because I gave you the PG version. In the actual story, there's a lot more heat involved. It... gets pretty graphic," Amanda explained.
"Oh. So, it's a smut book."
"Yeah, I guess it technically is," Amanda admitted.
Dante tilted his head, intrigued. "I'm surprised that you're into smut. You didn't strike me as the type."
Amanda's blush was visible even from the camera.
Dante continued. "Although to be fair, you're not what I expected in a lot of ways."
"What do you mean?" Amanda asked, clearly curious now.
"Well, this says more about me than you, but I expected you to be boring. You just seemed so, I dunno... vanilla." Dante shrugged.
"But you don't think so now?"
Dante laughed. "I don't think I could ever call you boring now. You're quite the firecracker when you want to be, Amanda."
Amanda looked down sheepishly, but I think she appreciated the compliment. She looked back up at Dante a second later, grinning. "Okay, that's fair. But I'd like to say that you're not what I expected either."
"Oh yeah? And what did you expect?" Dante said playfully.
"I wasn't sure, to be honest," Amanda replied. "Keep in mind that I was homeschooled. You're the first black man I've spent any real time with. I guess I just expected you to be... different. Like, I never expected that we'd have conversations or hang out together."
"Or fuck?" Dante interjected.
Amanda blushed even deeper. "Yes... or that. But I was wrong. You're just a normal guy."
"Hey now, let's not take it too far. I'd like to think I'm a bit more than just 'normal'. I'd call myself above-average, at least. You would know, after all," Dante teased.
Amanda conceded the point. "Okay, yeah, that's fair. You're well above average."
They were both silent for a moment, letting Amanda's words linger in the air; its double meaning was plain.
Even remotely, I could sense the tension that had built between them. It had happened in no time too; clearly their mutual fascination hadn't faded. I hated that I was stuck at work—what if Dante decided to make a move now? Would Amanda have the willpower to resist? My mind raced through the possibilities.
Dante cleared his throat, emphasizing the volatility of the moment. He took a slight step closer to Amanda, forcing her to tilt her head upwards to meet his eyes. He let the silence hang a second longer, until at last, he spoke.
His voice was soft and deliberate, as if he'd been considering possibilities of his own. "So, Amanda. That book you're reading. How does it end? Does she stay with her boyfriend? Or does she get with the new guy?"
"I mean, I haven't finished yet," Amanda replied, her own voice soft now too. "But right now, I think she ends back up with the boyfriend."
"Makes sense, although a bit predictable," Dante replied. "But I bet she enjoys her time with the other guy, doesn't she?"
Dante stepped even closer to Amanda, so that their bodies almost touched. He raised a hand to her head and began to run his fingers through her hair, but his eyes never left hers.
Amanda made no move to resist. Instead, she answered Dante in a near-whisper, "Way more than she should."
The next moment, Dante covered her mouth with his own. His kiss was fierce, but Amanda didn't pull back at all. Instead, she took his head in her own hands and met his passion with an equal force. His black lips pressed against her pink ones repeatedly, and it wasn't long before I saw their tongues joining the action.
I was totally unprepared for this explosion of lust. In shock, I watched as Dante slipped his arms around Amanda's waist and effortlessly picked her up. Amanda pulled tight against Dante, wrapping her legs around him for extra support. I expected Dante to take her to the bed—our bed!—but he didn't. Instead, he walked over to her desk, placed her down on it, right next to the smut book. Amanda 'oohed' approvingly, and then they began kissing once more.
In a panic, I did the one thing I could think of to stop this before it went any further. I called Amanda.
From the camera feed, I saw her phone begin to vibrate. She'd left it on the desk next to her book, but despite its proximity, she ignored it.
"C'mon, Amanda! It's me!" I cursed softly. I could see my picture on her phone as it buzzed, my contact name displaying simply as 'Future Hubby'.
But Amanda was distracted, too busy tasting Dante to notice.
But then Dante suddenly broke off the kiss, and I saw Amanda glance at her phone at last. Confusion filled her face—it was like she didn't understand what she was seeing.
Dante apparently didn't notice the phone at all, as fixated on Amanda as he was. He pulled his shirt off, revealing his muscled torso, before pressing back towards Amanda.
Just then, I reached Amanda's voicemail. "Hey, this is Amanda!" her singsong voice greeted. I cut it off and immediately redialed.
As my call stopped, I saw Amanda start to return to Dante, who took that moment to pull her shirt from her body. Even with a bra on, most of Amanda's boobs were now visible.
I saw her phone begin to buzz again; 'Future Hubby' back on the screen.
"Wait, Dante. Dan's calling," Amanda said, at last pushing Dante away. She grabbed the phone and answered.
"Hello? Dan?"
"Yes? Amanda?" I said. Instantly, I heard feedback between the call and the camera feed, so I quickly muted the latter.
"What was that noise?" Amanda's voice was now just coming from our call, although I could still see her on the camera too.
"Sorry, some interference on my end, I think. Are you okay? You sound winded."
"No, I'm fine. I was just in the middle of using the bathroom, so I had to race for the phone. Why are you calling from work? Are you okay?"
Dante had been listening to our conversation quietly, but he must not have been ready to give up just yet, because he leaned in over Amanda and began kissing along her neck. The fact that she was actively talking to me didn't seem to concern Dante at all.
I somehow managed to resist the urge to call him out right there. Instead, I took a more subtle route. "Yeah, I'm fine. Are you sure you're okay though? I hear weird noises in the background."
Amanda immediately pushed Dante away again. Dante looked at her quizzically, but Amanda gave him a firm look that said she wasn't playing around. Dante at last stepped back, reluctantly waiting until Amanda said otherwise. But Amanda had apparently changed her mind. She made a shooing gesture at him, signaling him to leave. Dante pointed at Amanda's shirtless chest and then his own, before making a 'we're still going' gesture.
But Amanda shook her head no and waved him away again. Dante must have realized that he'd pushed far enough, because he grabbed his shirt and left. Amanda shut the door once Dante was gone, locking it behind him.
All of this happened in seconds.
"You there, Amanda?"
"Yes, sorry, I'm here. I dropped the phone for a second. But is everything okay?"
"Yeah, everything's fine," I said, sounding nonchalant. It hit me then that I didn't have an excuse for calling. My mind worked frantically. I said the first thing that came to mind. "But the boss is buying everyone lunch today and I wanted to see if you wanted something. I'll just eat what I brought already, but figured I could bring it home to you and give you a free dinner."
"Oh, that's sweet," Amanda said as she found her shirt and pulled it back on. "Yeah, I'd love free dinner. Where are you guys going?"
I made up an answer, knowing that I'd have to pick it up myself on my way home. I didn't care though—I'd done what I set out to do.
We said our final I-love-yous and then I ended the call. I sat back in my chair and exhaled deeply. Holy shit that had been close.
But as I sat there and thought about what had just happened, I realized two things. One was that I wasn't angry at Amanda in the slightest. I knew I should have been—she'd been about to sleep with another man, after all—but I wasn't. That was probably related to the second thing I realized: rather than be relieved that I'd prevented her from sleeping with Dante... I was disappointed.
I knew how crazy that sounded, but I couldn't deny it. In fact, I was still rock-hard myself from watching their encounter. Even as my brain screamed that I needed to end it, my cock craved every moment. And now that I had ended it prematurely, I felt unfulfilled. Empty. Blue-balled.
It seemed I had some major soul-searching to do.
***
That night I had an epiphany. I could no longer pretend that the mutual attraction between Dante and Amanda didn't excite me. I knew it was dangerous and stupid, but I think that's why it turned me on to begin with. It was a classic taboo. Innocent, homeschooled white girl seduced by a well-hung, charismatic black man? The fact that it was my fiancé being seduced didn't matter to me anymore. I don't know if that was a sign of my ultimate trust in Amanda or just that I was a moron whose penis now did all his thinking... but it didn't matter. I knew what I wanted. And I knew how to get it.
Amanda and I made love that night just before bed—no doubt her encounter with Dante had left her plenty primed—and as we lay cuddling each other after, I decided to go forward with my plan.
"Amanda, you know I love you, right? And I want us to be together for the rest of our lives?" I said while stroking her arm affectionately. She was curled onto me, her head resting on my chest.
"I mean, yeah, that's why we're getting married," Amanda said matter-of-factly.
"Exactly. I've just been thinking about everything we've been through together and how lucky I am to have found you."
"I feel the same way," Amanda said, now looking up at me. She had to be wondering where I was going with this.
I continued. "And I know that's what matters more than anything. Our commitment to each other. I know most relationships wouldn't have worked the way ours has, but it doesn't matter, because it's our relationship, not anyone else's."
"What do you mean most relationships wouldn't have worked like ours?" Amanda was starting to be on edge. This was the tricky part.
"Well, not our whole relationship really. Just the sex part. Most relationships wouldn't be okay mixing someone else in like we have with Dante."
Amanda sat up sharply. "Dan, where's this coming from? Did Dante say something? I thought you were okay with what we'd done. You said it made us closer."
"It did!" I quickly reassured her. "And I am okay with it. More than okay with it. Actually, that's why I'm bringing it up. I think we should do it again."
Amanda looked at me wide-eyed. I don't think she ever expected those words to come from my mouth, Skepticism, thoughtfulness, and excitement passed over her face in rapid succession. "What are you saying?"
"I'm saying that it's been weeks now since we've done anything with Dante. And as great as our sex has been, I realized that our sex with him around was even hotter. I know it probably sounds like I've lost my mind, but I think it would be good for us."
Amanda searched my eyes, looking for a sign that this was a joke or a trap. But it was neither. I was serious.
"Wow, you mean it, don't you?" Amanda said, amazed. "You really want it to happen again."
"I do," I confirmed. "But only if you're comfortable with it."
Amanda shook her head in disbelief. "I just can't believe that you are."
"Well, I am," I shrugged. "It's just sex, after all. And if it makes our own sex lives better, of course I'd want that."
"But aren't you jealous?" Amanda asked. "I know I wouldn't be okay with you sleeping with another woman, even if it was just sex."
"And that's fine. I don't want to sleep with other women. Just you," I reassured. "And to be fair, I wouldn't want you sleeping with other men either. It would still be sex with me... just with Dante helping too. I don't know why that makes it different in my brain, but it does."
Amanda considered. I sensed she wanted to agree but was afraid to seem too excited by the idea. It might look bad. "Dan, I want you to know that no matter what, you're the only man for me. Whether it's just us, or us plus Dante, that doesn't change how I feel about you at all."
"I know. And that's a big part of why I feel okay asking to do this. I know we're solid either way, but this way we can have some extra fun too."
Amanda went silent, thinking over my proposal. At last, she nodded slowly, as if she'd never considered anything with Dante until just now. "Okay. We can try it. But if either one of us feels uncomfortable at any point, we'll say something and stop. No questions. No judgment."
"I think that's the smart way to do it," I agreed.
Silence again.
"I can't believe we're talking about this. We've lost our minds, haven't we?" Amanda said, looking at me.
I laughed. "Probably. But every couple has their own way to spice up the bedroom. Maybe this is ours."
"Hmm," Amanda murmured, turning it over in her brain. "So, how would this work, exactly?"
I'd spent a fair amount of time on this question myself. I went through a few scenarios, discarding them one-by-one, until I'd finally thought of one that seemed perfect.
"To be honest," I started, "I'm pretty sure we could just ask Dante to join in, and he'd do it in a heartbeat. But then I got to thinking about what made the last time with him so hot, and I realized it was because of how unexpected it was. None of us planned to bring Dante in, it just sort of... happened. And that was a big part of the thrill for me. The surprise. The uncertainty."
Amanda nodded thoughtfully.
I continued. "So, I thought it might be fun to do something similar. Obviously, we'd know what was happening, but Dante wouldn't. At least at first. And even then, I thought of a way to keep that uncertainty going."
I explained my plan. I suspected Dante would have told me I was doing too much, that this wasn't necessary at all. But he would have been wrong. This was half the fun.
***
Surprisingly, Amanda agreed to my idea. She had a few suggestions, including leaving part of the plan more open-ended, but she was committed. A part of me still couldn't believe that the two of us were actively planning for another time with Dante. Not that long ago, I was torn by the fact that he had slept with Amanda at all. But now here I was, actively pushing for it. Just goes to show that people grow in funny ways, I guess.
Amanda and I'd decided that we wouldn't set a specific time for our plan, just do it when it seemed like a good moment. We didn't have to wait long.
That Saturday evening, the temperature outside plummeted, leaving the apartment feeling extra cozy by comparison. All three of us stayed inside, enjoying the warmth and relaxing in our own ways. Amanda and I were shut-up in our bedroom; Dante was busy watching the TV in the living room.
Amanda had been reading at her desk—more Sinews of Sin, I noted—when she stood and walked over to the bed where I was lying. She flopped down next to me, and without warning, planted a heavy kiss on my lips. I dropped my phone in surprise, but once I'd recovered, I returned Amanda's kiss with a flurry of my own. It wasn't long before we'd become heated. I started to put my hands into Amanda's pajamas—she'd kept them on for our lazy day—but she stopped me.
"Dan, let's do it now," she whispered. "Our plan with Dante."
"Right now?"
"Yes. It's the perfect time."
Slowly, I withdrew my hands from Amanda's pants. I considered and then said simply, "okay."
Amanda had me going already, but now I felt anticipation flow like burning ice through my veins. The moment was here.
Amanda climbed from the bed and took a moment to straighten herself up. I joined her, trying to keep my heart from beating out of my chest. We exchanged looks, took a deep breath, and then exited our room.
As planned, I took the lead.
"Hey, Dante. You busy?"
Dante looked up at us. "Not really. Just trying to stay warm."
"Fair enough," I agreed. "So... Sorry to bother you, but we need your help with something."
Dante muted the TV. "Yeah, sure, Dan. What you got?"
Here we go, I thought to myself.
"Amanda and I have a bit of a... disagreement."
"You know, maybe I shouldn't get involved after all," Dante said, holding his hands up towards his ears.
"It's not a bad disagreement!" Amanda jumped in. "Dan, tell him."
I sighed, pretending to be exasperated. "Okay, this is a bit personal, but as a fellow man, I'm hoping you can back me up. Amanda here thinks that men can be physically aroused, even if they're not feeling it mentally. I said yeah, that's true, but only if they're stimulated physically first. But without that physical stimulation, if a guy is hard, it's because he's excited."
I knew this wasn't true, of course—morning wood showed that—but I had to pretend otherwise for our plan.
Amanda broke in. "And then I called bullshit. I know that guys can get hard if a woman comes onto them, even if the guy may not actually be feeling it. It's just nature."
"Yeah, but those guys are usually touched first. I'm telling you, it's the touch that does it."
We looked to Dante, waiting for him to weigh-in.
"Wow. So, this is the oddest argument I've heard in a while," Dante swallowed and rubbed his hands together dramatically. "I'm not sure why you're getting me involved though."
I had expected this. "So, the short version is that Amanda thinks that there are times that she's come on to me that I wasn't really into it. I've tried telling her that if I'm hard, that means I'm into it, but she thinks I'm just saying that for her sake. We need someone objective to tell her I'm not."
"No, we need someone objective to call you out," Amanda retorted.
"You guys need to chill," Dante said, shaking his head. "Shouldn't you be able to look this up online?"
"We did!" Amanda said animatedly. "But there wasn't a clear answer, at least not for our specific scenario. That's why we're coming to you. You're a man without a dog in the fight. We know you'll tell the truth."
Dante stared at us and then threw up his hands. "Fine then. Dan's right."
I threw up a fist triumphantly as Amanda stomped the floor in frustration. "Told you!" I couldn't resist adding.
Amanda pouted at Dante. "You're just saying that because he's a fellow guy. Bro code,"
"No, I'm saying that because if Dan says you excite him, you should believe him," Dante explained.
"See? Now you're just being nice too. But I know you know better," Amanda said, refusing to give in. "And I know how we can settle this right here, once and for all."
"Oh yeah? How's that?" I challenged. It was time to set her up for our next move.
"With Dante," Amanda said firmly. "If you're so confident, Dan, that men only get hard when they're excited, why don't we try it on Dante?"
I played up my skepticism. "What do you mean by that?"
Amanda walked in front of Dante and then turned to me. "Just what I said. If you're really so sure, why don't I try to excite Dante and see what happens? By your logic, he shouldn't respond at all, because he won't be turned on."
Dante looked between the two of us as if we'd both lost our minds. "Guys, I'm happy to settle a dispute, but I'm not sure all of this is necessary."
We both ignored him. I kept my attention on Amanda. "That's not fair, though. We've seen you excite Dante already, so if he gets hard, that's why. It doesn't prove his body did it on its own."
"Fine then. Let's give him an incentive to not be excited. Dante, if you can keep yourself from getting hard, we'll cover your rent this month."
My mouth dropped open. This wasn't part of the plan.
"What the fuck is happening?" Dante muttered wide-eyed, more to himself than us.



Amanda looked at me triumphantly. "So, how's that sound then? Give me twenty minutes to work on Dante, and if he's not hard by the end, I'll admit you're right."
"Yeah, and we'll be down that money," I pointed out. I wasn't sure Dante would be able to hold out even with a month's rent on the line, but still... that was a powerful incentive. We couldn't exactly afford to go without his share.
"No, we won't, because I'm right, and you know it," Amanda shot back.
"Fine. But you only get five minutes. And he has to be completely hard. Half-mast doesn't count." I knew these terms went against what I really hoped for, but that was part of the game.
"That's fair," Amanda agreed. "But I want ten minutes."
"Okay, done. Ten minutes. But no touching of any kind,"
"I won't need to," Amanda said self-assuredly. I was amazed how confident in her own sexuality Amanda had become in such a short time. It was amazing what freeing yourself from self-repression could do.
"What about you, Dante? You understand the deal?"
Dante shook his head and mumbled something under his breath that sounded suspiciously like "white people".
"What was that, Dante?" I asked.
"I said, yeah, I understand. You two are wild for this, I hope you know that. But I'm not gonna turn down a chance at a free month's rent. Let's see what you got, then, Amanda," he said, kicking back in his seat.
"Start the clock," Amanda said to me, and then faced Dante.
I pulled up my phone's timer and sat down in a nearby dining chair. Close enough to see everything, but far enough away to be ignored. My heart raced. We were doing this.
For a few seconds, Amanda looked down at Dante, gathering her bearings. We hadn't settled on how she would try to excite Dante, although I did give her a few tips. Still, half the fun for me was watching the scene play out. How would Amanda turn on the sexy?
"Well, Dante, it's just you and me now," Amanda said softly. Good. She had taken my advice on setting an intimate scene first.
"It sure is," Dante agreed, but he sounded barely able to contain laughter.
"What's so funny?" Amanda asked, as she started to run her hands slowly along her body. It was an obvious attempt to be seductive, but I had to admit, it did come off slightly silly.
"Nothing. Everything. This," Dante replied, gesturing between the two of them with his hands.
"Why are you laughing at me?" Amanda said, maintaining her sultry tone.
"Because it's obvious what you're doing. But hey, if it pays my rent this month, I'll play along."
"You're not keeping that money," Amanda said softly, her hands now squeezing her breasts softly. "We both know you won't make it ten minutes."
I'd emphasized to Amanda that nothing was sexier than confidence, and she'd clearly taken it to heart. I knew this was an act, but still. It was hard to believe that my sweet fiancé could play the role of temptress so well. Yet here she was.
Dante laughed again, but I could tell Amanda's words had gotten to him. "You're good, I'll give you that, but these ten minutes will be over in no time, and my bank account will be happier for it."
"We'll see, won't we?" Amanda released her breasts then slowly ran her hands downwards, over her belly, until the tips of her fingers slipped into the waistband of her pajamas.
We were a minute in. Nine to go.
"You know I fantasize about you, Dante?" Amanda's left hand began to travel up again, but her right hand pressed further downwards and towards her center.
Amanda was turning the heat on now. This was her idea—saying she should play up her attraction to Dante to get him fired up. I knew she was plenty attracted to him already, but I didn't call her out for it. I'd simply agreed and told her to do it.
"Do you now?" Dante still sounded amused, but I sensed he was now actively wielding humor as a shield against Amanda's seduction. I'd expected him to hold out in our little game just long enough to feign decency, but he seemed to be really fighting for that rent offer now. Likely he figured he'd win the rent and then get with Amanda later too. Sneaky bastard, I thought.
Amanda nodded. "I have ever since you first moved in with us. There's something about you that I can't seem to resist."
"I get that a lot," Dante joked, but he couldn't take his eyes off Amanda. The hand inside her pants was very obviously running over her womanhood now.
"What about you, Dante? Do you fantasize about me?" Amanda asked. Her cheeks had developed a telltale flush.
I'd expected Dante to play coy, but he didn't.
"Yeah, sometimes," Dante admitted, without a trace of shame. He was still maintaining his casual attitude. Amanda would need to find a way to shake him loose.
She must have come to the same conclusion, because she emboldened her tactics.
"See, even now, just teasing you like this, you've gotten me so wet," Amanda said, removing her right hand from her pants at last. Even at a distance, I could see the wetness on her fingers. She let Dante examine it for a moment before she continued. "But what about you, Dante? Are you getting hard?" Amanda flicking her eyes downwards to his crotch.
I looked too and was surprised to see there was no bulge in Dante's pants. At least, not yet. I wasn't sure how he was managing it, because my own cock was throbbing.
"Nope. Looks like Dan was right, like I said," Dante shrugged. "If you want to stop now and save yourself the effort, I'll accept the win. Speaking of, how long are we in, Dan?"
I checked. "About three minutes."
"Sorry, Amanda. You're doing a great job, but I guess it is mind-over-matter after all."
"We're just getting started, Dante. Maybe you need a better view." Amanda replied.
With that, she grabbed the bottom of her shirt and smoothly glided it over her head. Once removed, she gently tossed it on the couch next to Dante. Amanda went for her bra next, reaching her arms behind to unhook it, then slowly moving the straps off her shoulders, one at a time. She kept one arm pressed against the bra though, preventing it from falling off completely.
"Well, Dante? Should I keep going?"
"It's up to you," Dante said, glancing at the ceiling as if he'd never been more disinterested.
Amanda moved her arm and the bra dropped to the floor. Dante's eyes instinctively flickered back onto her.
"Oops," Amanda said, noting Dante's returned attention. "Well, isn't this awkward?"
"What's awkward about it?" Dante asked, still playing it cool.
Amanda began running her hands over her now-exposed tits, highlighting their fullness. "Being half-naked in front of you, Dante. You're not supposed to see me like this."
Dante chuckled. "I'm not sure that approach's gonna work, since I've already seen way more."
Amanda considered this. "You might be right. Let's jump ahead then."
Without missing a beat, Amanda dropped her hands from her chest and moved them to her waist. Grasping the hem of her pajamas, she began to slide them over her hips, and then all the way down to her feet. Somewhat off-balance, she then kicked them off onto the couch with her shirt and bra. Amanda wasn't wearing panties, so she was now completely naked.
"How's that? Is that better?" Amanda asked, sounding satisfied.
Dante nodded appreciatively. "You're a damn good-looking girl, Amanda, I'll give you that. And I'm not sure where you're drawing this sexy vibe from, but it works on you. Much more than I would have guessed. Unfortunately, it's still not gonna be enough. When I want something, I go after it. And right now, that rent's calling my name."
Amanda ignored Dante's bravado and focused in on his words. "Do you not want me then?"
I expected this to trip up Dante, but instead he replied smoothly, "Do you want me to want you?"
Amanda stepped closer to Dante. I had a moment of panic where I thought she was going to touch him, giving him an excuse to claim victory by default, but she didn't. Instead, she carefully straddled his legs, avoiding any contact, and then raised her foot, setting it on the couch cushion next to him. This left Amanda slightly spread-eagled, her pussy open in front of his face.
"Dante," she said softly, "Look at how wet you've made me. I've wanted you to want me since the very first day we met. You're a gorgeous man. You shouldn't even be giving a girl like me a second look. But the things we've done together... you've made me feel like the sexiest woman on Earth."
She fell silent, letting her words linger in the air. During our planning, I'd encouraged Amanda to lay it on thick if she had to, but I don't think she was acting here. I think she meant every word.
Dante seemed shaken too. He swallowed deeply. "Well, I'm happy to help. But give yourself some credit, Amanda. You are sexy. I know Dan thinks so too."
That was a clever move by Dante. He was trying to halt Amanda's momentum by reminding her of me. I was torn; on the one hand, I wanted Amanda to admit that yes, I was the one who truly made her feel sexy. But on the other hand, we really couldn't go without Dante's money either. Besides, I had told Amanda to say whatever she needed to pull this off. That went double now that we had rent on the line.
Amanda pulled her foot off the couch, but she stayed put otherwise, still standing over Dante's legs.
"Dan is the love of my life, and I can't wait to marry him," she agreed. "But that's exactly why you make me so hot. You're not my fiancé. You don't have to think I'm sexy. But you do anyway. For a girl like me, there's no bigger turn-on than that."
Amanda now moved her arms to either side of Dante, leaning over him. They weren't touching, but Amanda's face was now directly in front of Dante's. They stared into each other's eyes, neither looking away.
"Dante, I want you so bad right now. I want to see your cock. I want to touch it. I want it inside me. I know Dan's right there, hearing me say all of this, and I don't care. I want you to take me. I want you to make me yours. I want you to fuck my brains out," she breathed deeply, then added, "Please."
Dante exhaled slowly. "Fuck, Amanda."
"Will you do that for me, Dante? Will you fuck me right here, right now?" Amanda said, looking at him earnestly with her big brown eyes. The fact that she was fully naked only highlighted the seriousness of her request.
Dante at last looked away from her. He sighed deeply and closed his eyes as he leaned backwards against the couch. After taking another breath to steady himself, he sat up again.
"Amanda, you have no idea just how badly I want to do that. And if you really want me to, I will. Just when our ten minutes is up. Dan, we close?"
I cursed mentally. I'd forgotten about the timer. I glanced down, to see that over nine minutes had passed. Shit—if Dante wasn't hard by now, we wouldn't have time to try much else.
"Thirty seconds left," I said, unable to keep the edge from my voice.
Amanda and I both looked again at Dante's crotch. There did appear to be something enlarged now, but it was far from a full bulge.
"How are you still...?" Amanda started, but then she cut herself off. Something had caught her eye. "Wait a second..."
She started to reach down for Dante's shirt, but I quickly intervened, shouting, "Amanda, no touching!"
At my exclamation, Amanda drew her hand back, thankfully before she made contact. She stepped back for some extra distance, but she still stared at Dante like she'd caught him red-handed. "Dante, take your pants off."
Dante immediately went stiff. "Why?"
"Because you ARE hard, and you're trying to hide it by tucking your cock under your waistband!"
That sneaky bastard, I thought again. I bet Dante had slipped it underneath as soon as he'd heard the terms of the deal.
Dante wasn't giving in that easy though.
"I am not! I just have strong willpower. And it's time, so I win." Dante said, starting to climb off the couch, no doubt hoping to avoid further scrutiny.
"No, you don't! I can see it! It's right there!" she gestured to Dante's shirt, that did indeed appear to be hiding something large underneath.
"She has a point, Dante. Fair is fair. Take your pants and underwear off, and if you're not hard, I'll admit you win."
Dante sighed. He knew he'd been caught, and there was no way to hide it now. I expected him to give up then, but instead, he started to undo his pants. Maybe he figured that would buy him a few critical seconds to go soft, but once he pulled them and his boxers down, his cock popped free, very obviously erect.
"Told you!" Amanda said triumphantly, gesturing to the black rod that was pointed squarely at her mid-section. "I win!"
"Hold on now," Dante said, placing his palm upwards. "The rule was that I had to be fully hard for you to win. I'm not. I'm close, but not quite there. That means I win."
Amanda narrowed her eyes skeptically. She reached out a hand to Dante's cock and circled her fingers gently around it. She slowly began to pump him as Dante's eyes went wide.
"Hey now, you're not supposed to touch me!"
"That was during the ten minutes. But I've already won. This is just me proving that you are fully hard. Because if you weren't, I'd feel it growing in my hand."
Amanda smiled wickedly, continuing to stroke as Dante frantically tried to think of another out. Unfortunately for Dante, the pleasure Amanda was now sending along his manhood seemed to short-circuit his thinking.
"What's the problem, Dante? Girl got your cock?" Amanda's grin widened. "Just admit it, I won fair and square. Despite your attempt at cheating."
I'd seen glimpses of this side of Amanda, but never had she been so brazen. This game with Dante had shown there was more to her sexuality than I'd even suspected. In that moment, she was the hottest woman I'd ever known.
"Fine, I admit it. You win," Dante said flatly, but I could tell he had stopped caring. He had something else on his mind now.
Amanda gave him a few final strokes, but then released him, and turned to me. "I told you we wouldn't have to worry about rent. But it's your turn too, Dan. Admit you were wrong."
I held up my hands in mock surrender. "I was wrong."
"That wasn't so hard, was it? So, what now?" Amanda said, looking at me.
We were on the verge of something incredibly hot, but I could tell Amanda wanted me to approve it first. As eager as she might have been, she didn't want to start without me. She needn't have worried about me having second thoughts though—I could barely restrain myself—but I loved her for asking. This would be my decision.
I made it.
"So, you may have won, Amanda, but you made a mess in the process," I said, standing and joining my naked fiancé and our half-naked roommate.
"Huh?" Amanda said, clearly not following me.
"Look at poor Dante here. You've got him leaking all over himself," I said, motioning to the precum that was visibly leaking from his cock. "You should clean that up for him."
I saw understanding pass over Amanda's face.
"I guess that would be fair, wouldn't it?" she said. She took Dante's cock in her hand once more and slowly went to her knees, her head lowering until her eyes were at his hip-level. With the careful precision of a surgeon, Amanda moved the head of his cock towards her mouth. Once the black tip was in front of her lips, Amanda extended her tongue and delicately licked the solitary, clear drop that had trailed out.
"How's that?" she said, looking Dante square in the eyes.
"Fuck," Dante groaned. He shook his head again, as if trying to regain control. He turned to me. "Dan, you're a good man for this. She's hotter than... oh fuck!"
Dante's words were cut off as he groaned in pleasure again. While Dante was speaking to me, Amanda had taken the opportunity to lick along Dante's shaft before returning to his head... where she took the whole thing inside her mouth at once. She began slurping on him eagerly, causing Dante's outburst. He clearly had not been expecting her enthusiasm.
Frankly, I was shocked by it as well. Amanda had given me head a few times by this point, but it had always seemed like a warmup for the main act. But now she'd gone all-in.
She sucked vigorously, using her mouth to stimulate his head while her hands worked along his cock. The intense way she pumped and sucked reminded me of the vacuum tool that dentists use to remove excess liquid from patients' mouths... except instead of saliva, it seemed Amanda was trying to suck Dante's cum straight out of his balls. I knew that's not how it worked, but that's the image that stayed with me.
Dante seemed barely able to contain himself. Every time he looked down at Amanda sucking the life from him, he could only watch for a few seconds. Then he'd stare at the ceiling again for a time, as if he could only handle the sight of her in small bursts.
Several seconds into the blowjob, Dante did place a hand on the back of Amanda's head, helping guide her. He tried to encourage her to take more of his length into her mouth, but it seemed he was too large for her to handle—she always backed off once she'd gone past his head. As amazing as her performance was, I could tell that Dante needed more. He removed his shirt, as if signaling his intent to go further.
So did I. As hot as it was watching my fiancé gobble Dante, I wanted in now too. I quietly removed my own clothes and walked towards the two of them. Amanda saw me approach and turned towards me, Dante's cock audibly popping out from her lips.
"You want to trade spots?" she asked.
"No," I said, so overcome with lust that I was barely able to stand, much less speak. "Take it to the couch."
I indicated with my hands what I was suggesting. Once Dante and Amanda understood, they moved to their new positions. Dante sat back down on the couch, but slightly angled, so that his back was against the armrest and one of his legs dangled off onto the floor. Amanda climbed up next to Dante on all fours, her face near his cock and her hands between his legs to support herself. That left her ass hanging up in the air... ready for me.
Amanda didn't waste time waiting though—as soon as they were settled in, Amanda began sucking on Dante once more. She couldn't use her hands to help now though, since they were supporting her weight. So, instead of returning to her furious pace, the blowjob became more intimate. Amanda kissed Dante's cock tenderly, before letting her soft lips close around it. I couldn't see Amanda's face, but I suspected she was staring deep into Dante's soul at that moment. He certainly couldn't seem to take his eyes away from her, at least.
As much as I wanted to keep watching the two of them, I wasn't just an observer anymore. I stepped onto the couch, just behind Amanda. Going to my knees, I placed my hands on each of Amanda's full ass cheeks, orienting myself. My cock felt like steel as it towered from my body, almost screaming with anticipation. It was only a few inches away from Amanda's opening, and with a tiny move of my body, the tip of my cock made contact.
Amanda was so wet by this point that I slipped in instantly. Reflexively, Amanda pushed back against me, forcing even more of my cock inside her. The sensation was indescribable; I was in heaven. We'd done doggy-style before, but it wasn't Amanda's favorite because she couldn't see me. But she showed no reluctance now, not with another cock to focus on too.
I began to thrust. I could already tell I wasn't going to last long, but I didn't care. My brain was on fire with lust. Knowing that Amanda was sucking another man while I took her from behind--and that we had orchestrated the whole thing!—was a high that I'd never had before.
My pace increased rapidly, and soon Amanda was having to push back against me, just to keep herself steady. This only heightened my pleasure, and in mere moments, I felt my dam about to break. With a gasp, I yanked backwards just as my cock began shooting streams of my seed into the air. The streams splattered onto Amanda's ass and back as I was buried underneath a wave of ecstasy.



"Oh fuck!" I moaned, trying my best to ride it out. It was one of the most powerful orgasms I'd ever had.
Amanda looked back towards me as I came, taking a break from Dante long enough to appreciate her handiwork.
I finally opened my eyes and saw her staring at me with a smile. "Fuck, Amanda. You were amazing."
Amanda smiled wider. "You weren't so bad yourself. Mind cleaning me up though? I still have some unfinished business."
"Oh, sure," I said, shaking my head in a vain attempt to restore blood flow to it. "One sec."
I half-stumbled from the couch and grabbed my boxers I'd discarded earlier. Turning back to Amanda, I wiped her down with them.
"Thanks, babe," Amanda said affectionately. "Why don't you go sit down? Use Dante's chair—that way you can still watch."
It was technically our chair, but I knew which one she meant. It was the one near the couch that Dante often used. And she was right. I could still watch.
I went and sat.
Amanda returned her attention to Dante, but Dante stopped her before she could start sucking on him again.
"Wait. Let's move so we can give Dan a better view. Stand up for a second."
Amanda complied, stepping from the couch onto the floor. Her curves jiggled freely with the move, emphasizing her full figure.
With Amanda out of the way, Dante scooted to the center of the couch and leaned squarely against the backrest. His cock jutted stiffly into the air, an imposing monument of virile masculinity. He patted his lap invitingly. The signal to Amanda was clear.
Amanda looked towards me, as if asking permission. We both knew she'd been with Dante before, but this was different. This wasn't heat-of-the-moment or a means-to-an-end—by moving forward, Amanda would be choosing pleasure for pleasure's sake. Pleasure not from me, her loving fiancé, but from our black roommate that we'd only known for a few months.
I think we both understood that once we crossed this bridge, there'd be no going back.
I nodded slightly.
That was all Amanda needed. She looked back at Dante, and then moved towards him. She put one knee up on the couch, then stepped up and placed her other knee on the other side of his legs. She was now spread over Dante, fully exposed to the thick black cock that awaited underneath her. Using a free hand, she grasped it and guided it to her entrance. I saw the impressive head spread her lips open; the next moment, it vanished between them. With a deep and satisfied sigh, Amanda slowly lowered herself down onto Dante, filling herself with his girth.
"Fuck, Dante," Amanda breathed deeply. "I keep forgetting how big you are."
Amanda normally wasn't one for dirty talk, but it seemed she was holding on to her temptress persona from our foreplay-game.
Once Amanda had settled fully onto him, Dante wrapped his arms around her, cupping her ass and squeezing tightly. "Is this what you wanted? All that talk about wanting me to fuck your brains out... you really meant it didn't you?"
"Mmmm, yes," Amanda moaned softly, as if she was still adjusting to his size.
"Well, it's time you got your wish," Dante said. He shifted his hips forward, causing Amanda to fall forward over him. Using his hands and this better angle, Dante lifted her up slightly, then dropped her back down onto his shaft.
"How's that feel?"
"Amazing," Amanda breathed.
They'd barely started, and she was already in another world. The simmering tension between them was spilling over at last.
"Why don't you try it now?" Dante coaxed gently.
Amanda obediently lifted up slightly, this time using her own power. She held her position for just a second and then sank down his shaft once more. "Like that?"
"Just like that," Dante said approvingly. "I love a girl who can ride. Give it a few more times."
Amanda did. Each time she sank down, small gasps of pleasure escaped her mouth. I could see Dante's cock quickly become coated with her juices, allowing him to slide more freely inside her.
"That's it. You're getting good at that. You'll be a regular cowgirl in no time," Dante said, voice becoming husky.
Amanda kept going. She kept her eyes on Dante, watching the pleasure pass over his face in sync with her rhythm. She seemed almost awestruck, as if truly realizing for the first time that it was her, all her, that had gotten him in this state. She wasn't sexy just to me... she was sexy even to a man as objectively attractive as Dante. I knew she'd never again think of herself the same way again.
Amanda increased her pace, now sliding quickly along Dante's cock. Claps began to fill the air as her ass slapped repeatedly against his legs. Amanda leaned further over Dante, moving her breasts near his mouth. Dante obligingly began to suck on them one at a time, but with her bouncing, it wasn't easy. He released her ass at last and grabbed her boobs, holding them in place against his tongue. He teased her nipples for a bit, before taking them into his mouth one at a time and sucking on them.
"Ohhhh fuck, Dante!" Amanda whispered softly. She'd closed her eyes, basking in his oral attention.
She began to slow her riding rhythm, too focused on what Dante was doing to her tits. Dante apparently was unwilling to let their pace dwindle, because he suddenly wrapped his arms around Amanda's torso, squeezing her to his chest. Then, in a smooth motion, he flipped his legs up onto the couch and turned sideways, bringing Amanda with him.
They were now a quarter-turn from their earlier position, with Dante flat on the couch and Amanda still straddling him, but now facing me. In a final move, Dante brought his feet up towards his ass, bending his knees upwards and causing Amanda to fall over him again. It was a very similar position to where they had been... but now Dante had leverage. He began to thrust upwards into Amanda.
I saw her facial expression clearly as Dante restarted their pace. Her eyes closed, mouth fell open slightly, as she savored Dante filling her up repeatedly. She showed no qualms in displaying her desire for Dante so freely... frankly, I suspected she'd forgotten I was there entirely.
Even as he pounded into my fiancé, Dante began running his hands over her: first, her sizeable breasts, then her soft stomach, and finally, back to her full ass. He'd felt her body before, of course, but nothing like this. It was like Dante was drawing Amanda into himself by touch alone, covering every inch of her pale skin with his fingers.
Amanda's response was immediate. As Dante traced along her body, she began to moan softly but steadily. I knew she was getting plenty of pleasure from Dante's cock thrusting seemingly ever deeper inside her, but this new pleasure on top of it was too much to bear.
Dante must have sensed Amanda was being pushed ever closer to her edge, because he wrapped his arms around her and held her tightly against him, still keeping his steady pace inside her.
Amanda gasped suddenly, letting out a cry of ecstasy. I had a clear view of her face as her orgasm hit—her eyebrows scrunched tightly, her mouth opened involuntarily but wordlessly. Pleasure rushed over her face in waves that lasted seconds, so powerful she couldn't even breathe.
"Fuck, Amanda! Cum on my cock!" Dante groaned, and then I saw him stiffen suddenly as well.
He was still deep inside Amanda as his own orgasm hit, and although I couldn't see it, I'm sure he began to flood her pussy with his semen. Dante gasped a few more times—no doubt sending further spurts into her cervix—until at last he too was spent.
All three of us sat there for a moment, unable to move or speak. Silence and the smell of sex filled the air.
At last, Amanda started to sit up, but Dante reached for her head before she could get far. He ran his fingers through her now-messed brown hair, staring up at her flushed face. "Goddamn, Amanda. You really are the sexiest woman I've ever met."
Amanda smiled sheepishly, but I could tell that compliment would likely stay with her the rest of her life. She looked up and saw me staring at her. I saw her eyes widen, as if just now remembering I'd been watching the whole time.
She recovered quickly though. "Well, babe. Was that everything you hoped for?"
"Everything and more," I said truthfully. Even though I came several minutes ago, I was still riding high from the whole encounter.
Amanda nodded, and took a deep breath, looking back at Dante. She suddenly seemed to realize that Dante was still inside her... along with hundreds of millions of his baby-making cells. I saw her look down at her pelvis, where his whiteness was already leaking out of her.
"Oh shit," she said, pulling herself off Dante at last.
His rapidly-shrinking cock was covered in a mix of her pussy wetness and his own jizz. The same mixture leaked from Amanda as she stood.
"Sorry, I lost myself for a bit there," Dante apologized, but he sounded unconcerned. "You're on the pill, though, right?"
"Yeah, but it's not 100%. I take it for cycle-related symptoms, not birth-control," Amanda explained.
I interrupted before Amanda's worry could kick in. "I'm sure it's fine. It obviously works for birth control too, and you never miss a dose. Don't stress yourself."
Amanda looked at me and nodded. "You're right. I just didn't expect Dante to finish in me tonight."
"That makes two of us," Dante laughed, as he stood from the couch as well. He looked at me. "Dan, I don't know what the hell kind of twisted stuff you two have discovered, but let me just say, I appreciate you bringing me in. I know I've said this before, but you really are one hell of a lucky man."
"Oh, I'm well-aware. Trust me," I replied, before bending down to pick up Amanda's discarded clothes. "But we're gonna clean up now, if you'll excuse us."
"Clean away," Dante said, shooing us with his hands.
***
I sat on the toilet in our bathroom while Amanda showered off. I wasn't using it—it was just the only real seat in the room. Steam and the sound of running water filled the air. The two of us had been too lost in our own thoughts to talk about what had just happened... but I thought it was time to change that.
"So, that was wild," I said, over the noise of the shower.
Amanda peeked around the shower curtain at me. "You can say that again. I can't believe we actually did that."
"Me either. But I'm glad we did. My mind is still reeling."
"Mine too," Amanda agreed, disappearing behind the curtain again. "You really are okay with this, aren't you?"
I'd expected to feel at least a twinge of uncertainty once I'd had time to cool down, but I didn't. I enjoyed it too much, apparently, to have regrets. At least so far.
"Yeah, I am. I'm still in shock at how good you pulled off being sexy out there. Dante was right—you absolutely are the sexiest woman I've ever known."
"I'm glad it came off that way, because when I was trying to work Dante up, I felt like an idiot. I kept thinking to myself that there's no way this will work. He's gonna let it go on long enough to be polite and then tell me to stop. 'Sorry, Amanda. I know you're trying your best, but your act isn't sexy. It's just awkward.'"
"It wasn't awkward at all. You had us both ready to eat from the palm of your hand. Those lines about wanting him to take you right there? Super hot."
"I took your advice about sounding confident. I didn't feel confident at all, but I'm glad you couldn't tell that I was faking it!" Amanda laughed.
"I really couldn't. Sexy is a good look on you. I'd be okay if you tried it on more often," I said suggestively.
"Hmmm, I guess we'll have to see," Amanda teased back.
"I know Dante would vote for it too. That means it's 2 to 1 for more appearances from Sexy-Amanda."
"You do realize that Sexy-Amanda took two men tonight. Is this your way of saying you want to do this again sometime? With Dante, I mean?"
I considered. It was an innocent question, but the implications were huge. Still, I'd had fun tonight, and the thought of repeating the experience did excite me... Besides, Amanda and I had agreed that either of us could end it anytime we wanted. What would it hurt if we had some more fun?
"You know, I loved Sexy-Amanda so much, I'd do just about anything to see her again. Even if that means I have to share her."
Amanda laughed again. "Well, Sexy-Amanda had a blast tonight in more ways than one. I suspect you'll be seeing more of her."
"Great!" I clapped approvingly. "I'll be sure and give Dante the good news when we're done here."
"We're not going to bed when I'm done?"
"Amanda, it's still early," I pointed out. "Yeah, it's technically nighttime, but that's only because of how early the sun set. We can stay in our room if you want, but watching a movie might be a good way to wind down."
"You might be right. But you better be ready for some major cuddle-time."
"I wouldn't expect anything else," I laughed.
***
A short time later, the two of us were back on the couch, cuddled tightly underneath a blanket. Less than an hour ago, Amanda and Dante had been fucking intensely on it, but by now the signs (and smells) had faded.
Dante had vanished inside his own room. I wondered what he was up to—there were no sounds to clue me in.
I made a bold decision.
"Hey, Dante!" I yelled. "Want to join Amanda and me for a movie?"
At first, I wasn't sure if he heard me, but after a few seconds I heard shuffling, followed by his door opening.
"Yeah, I can watch a movie," he shouted back, before emerging a second later. "Assuming you actually want to watch a movie, that is. If you guys are trying to squeeze in a second round, I'm wore out."
"No second round," I reassured him, before adding, "At least not tonight."
Dante walked between us and the TV, sitting in the chair I now thought of as the voyeur-chair. "But you're saying there might be a second round at some point?"
I exchanged a meaningful glance with Amanda. "Amanda and I talked about it, and yes. We think there might be. Assuming you're cool with it too, of course."
"Well, normally I don't like playing the third wheel... but for you two, I can make an exception," Dante grinned, before turning serious. "Just promise me you won't get my hopes up about free rent anymore. Tonight was crazy, in a good way, but the lead-up was a bit much."
"Hey, now, that game was half the fun for us," I said defensively. "Although I guess that's the kind of thing you can only do once."
"Yes, it is," Amanda agreed, joining the conversation. "And Dan is right. That game was fun. Even you have to admit that, Dante."
"I didn't say it wasn't fun," Dante replied. "Just that it was a bit much. If you guys wanted me to join in your sexy time, all you had to do was ask. You didn't have to go through the trouble of all that other stuff."
"Called it," I said, earning an eye roll from Amanda, before she returned her attention to Dante.
"Dante, you have to realize that a big part of our fun tonight came from the uncertainty of what might happen. If we'd just invited you in, it wouldn't have been the same," Amanda explained. "And Dan and I agree that if this happens again, we'd like to keep some of that uncertainty."
"Okay, that's fair," Dante admitted. "So, what did you have in mind?"
I answered for her. "We're giving you an open-ended invitation. Any time the two of us start feeling frisky, you're welcome to join in. You don't have to, of course, but that way we'll never know when you'll help us spice things up."
"How will I know if you two are 'feeling frisky', as you put it?"
"Don't worry, we'll make it obvious," Amanda said. "So, does that sound good to you?"
"It sounds fine to me. I'm just surprised how adventurous you two have become," Dante shrugged. "Wasn't that long ago you hadn't even fucked yet."
"Well, you're as much to blame for that as anything," I pointed out.
"Nah," Dante demurred. "I just gave you guys a little push. But this stuff is all you. Not that I'm complaining."
"You better not be," Amanda teased. "Or we'll take it all back."
"Nope, don't do that. I'm shutting up now," Dante quickly backtracked.
Amanda and I laughed. With that, it seemed our new 'understanding' was in place, and we began the movie.
I'm not sure how I expected our deal to play out, but one thing was for certain: our living situation with Dante just became much more interesting.
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I had lost my mind. That was the obvious explanation. How else could I justify extending an open invitation to my roommate to sleep with my fiancé as much as he wanted? And not just agree to it... but be excited by it.
Six months ago, we didn't even know the guy. But now, Dante had become much more intimately involved with us than I would have ever thought possible. He'd gone all the way with Amanda on three separate occasions now, not to mention the other sex-adjacent encounters they'd had. But despite that, I didn't feel insecure in my relationship with Amanda at all. In fact, I'd never felt closer to her.
So maybe I hadn't lost my mind. Maybe I'd just found myself in a situation—no matter how unusual—that was strengthening my bond with Amanda. After all, if a couple has enough trust to spice up their relationship with another person, they probably have enough trust for anything else life could throw at them. Right?
With our wedding just a few months away, it seemed fitting to bare ourselves so freely to one another, without the fear of judgment or reprisals. In a twisted sort of way, agreeing to bring Dante into our sex lives was like our version of marriage counseling. It forced us to confront parts of ourselves that we kept locked away. But as uncomfortable as those self-confrontations might be, it was freeing too. We no longer had to hide our messy or awkward parts. Amanda and I now had total transparency.
For me, my soul-searching involved accepting that I liked sharing Amanda with Dante. I knew other men might call me weak or passive for not standing up for her 'virtue'. Even then, some who might otherwise understand would take issue with Dante being black. His skin color shouldn't matter, but I knew some still had archaic views on that sort of thing.
In any case, those other men weren't me, and that was okay. I was secure in my decision to share my fiancé, even if others might not understand.
On the other hand, Amanda didn't show any qualms about giving herself to Dante. She'd been fascinated by him since he moved in. After all, as she'd put it, Dante was a gorgeous man. Strong, charismatic, and well-endowed—it was no wonder Amanda couldn't seem to resist him. Plus, she now had my full support, so there was no reason for her to deny herself.
That's not to say that Amanda hadn't grown from the experience. Quite the opposite. Like me, Amanda had become much more comfortable with herself, particularly in seeing herself as a sexual being who could desire and be desired in turn. I'd always thought of Amanda as curvy and hot as hell, but she'd never seen herself that way. Blame her homeschooling past or blame her modest personality, but the result was the same: for most of her life, Amanda had truly believed she was a plain-Jane.
Dante changed all that for her. Our last time with Dante had involved Amanda playing the role of seductress. It hadn't come naturally for her, but she pulled it off amazingly well. Seeing how deeply she affected both Dante and me turned her self-image upside down. She was far from plain; she was sexy.
I fully encouraged this, saying I couldn't wait to see more of Sexy-Amanda... and she'd agreed.
But I didn't expect her to embrace Sexy-Amanda as fully as she did.
It started subtly, at least at first. After our last encounter with Dante—where'd we'd agreed that Dante could join us whenever he felt like it—there was a new tension in the apartment. It wasn't the tension of impending-sex, but rather something quieter: the knowledge that even as we went about our lives, our dynamic was fundamentally different. Dante wasn't merely a roommate anymore; he was a potential lover... and could become an active lover at a moment's notice.
Even routine interactions were charged now. Amanda and Dante brushing in the living room... mere accident or a prelude to another hot fuck session? Amanda and I kissing goodbye in front of Dante... a loving gesture or a lead-in for a threesome? Dante going shirtless in the apartment, showing off his body to Amanda... accidental exhibitionism or a deliberate invitation?
And so on.
Surprisingly, even as these tense encounters increased in frequency, they never spilled over into anything more explicit. Despite all three of us understanding that we could descend into a carnal tryst whenever we wanted, it seemed none of us wanted to be the first to initiate it. It was like a game of sexual chicken, where it was more fun to push the others into giving into their lust instead of starting it ourselves. I was surprised that Dante didn't make a move on Amanda immediately, but he didn't. My only guess is he was afraid of overstepping his bounds. After all, the wording of our offer was that he could join in with us... not necessarily that he could start it himself.
As we finished out Amanda's Winter Break, there was no more sex, even just between Amanda and me. To be fair, most of that time was spent visiting our families for the holidays, but still. By the time Amanda's spring semester started, I was in desperate need for release. I felt like I had cum up to my eyeballs, despite several masturbation sessions to help relieve the pressure.
Fortunately, I didn't have to wait much longer.
The first Saturday morning after Amanda's return to school, the two of us were eating breakfast in the dining room/kitchen area. I'd made it a habit to cook waffles for Amanda after her first week of school each semester, starting back in our undergrad. It was a small gesture, but since starting grad school, she'd come to really be excited for Waffle Day. I told her I'd be happy to make waffles anytime if she loved them so much, but Amanda had refused, preferring to keep Waffle Day as a special occasion.
The smell of batter cooking must have awoken Dante's appetite, because he emerged from his room much earlier than normal.
"You got enough of those for me too?" Dante said, eyeing the plate of waffles next to me hungrily.
"Oh, we've got plenty. Help yourself," I said, pouring the final batch of batter onto the waffle iron.
"Don't mind if I do," Dante replied, grabbing a plate and loading it up with griddled goodness.
Amanda had almost finished her own waffle by this point, her plate a syrupy mess.
Dante sat at the table across from her, shooting her a knowing glance. "I see I'm not the only one that has an appreciation for the good stuff."
Amanda laughed and filled Dante in on the history of Waffle Day. Dante listened attentively, slathering his waffle-tower in syrup, before digging in greedily. He couldn't seem to get enough; by the time he'd finished his first waffle, syrup dripped from his mouth.
Amanda stopped her story mid-sentence, clearly distracted by the mess Dante had made. "Jesus, Dante. Slow it down a bit. You've got syrup all over you."
Dante reached for his mouth as if noticing the spillage at last. Encountering the stickiness with his fingers, he grinned sheepishly. "Whoops?"
"Here, let me get it for you," Amanda said with a huff, standing from the table and walking to the sink. She grabbed a washcloth, dampened it, then walked back to Dante.
Dante faced her, allowing Amanda to remove the syrup with a quick swipe. "Thanks. What would I ever do without you?"
"Have syrup on your face," Amanda pointed out.
Dante laughed. "You got me there."
With her task completed, Amanda walked back to her side of the table and sat back down, restarting her story.
I'd silently watched this whole interaction as it played out. Innocent as it was, I felt the now-familiar tingle of excitement at the back of my skull. Was there something here? I thought there might be. A half-formed idea coalesced in my brain. By the time the waffle iron's 'ready' light blinked on, I'd decided to push ahead.
I moved the last waffle over to the stack and unplugged the iron. Amanda and Dante were still deep in conversation, so I loaded up my own plate, smothered the waffles in syrup, and moved towards Amanda. I placed the plate on the table, but before I sat down myself, I pretended something had caught my attention.
"Hey, Amanda. I think you got some syrup in your hair," I said, pointing for effect.
"Oh, shit, really?" Amanda exclaimed, reaching back instinctively to feel for it.
"Yeah. Here at the end." There was no syrup—yet—but Amanda didn't need to know that. As she fiddled trying to find the non-existent stickiness, I quietly dipped my fingertip in syrup and let a drop of it fall into her shirt and down her back.
"Shit, it dripped on me!" Amanda leapt from her seat, trying in vain to reach down her back to get the offending drop.
"Here, let me help. Take your shirt off and I'll get it for you," I said calmly.
Amanda wasn't wearing a bra—lazy Saturday—but she didn't hesitate: she had it over her head in a flash, although she kept it in front of her, with her arms still in it. So much for giving Dante a show, I thought. Still, we were halfway there.
As I went to wipe the drop away with one hand, I used my other to collect more syrup on my fingertips. Amanda was facing away and couldn't see the move, but Dante saw exactly what I was doing. He shot me a probing look.
Ignoring Dante, I used my syrup-hand to carefully drizzle a bit more onto Amanda... this time on her front. Amanda immediately looked down as the syrup touched her skin, forming a sticky line from her collarbone to the top of her right breast, just above where she held her shirt in place.
"Ew, what the hell, Dan?! Why did you do that?"
"Do what?" I said, playing dumb.
Amanda whirled around towards me. She let her shirt fall to the ground and used her now-free arms to indicate the sticky mess I'd left on her front. Although I knew I was caught, I couldn't help but admire Amanda's bare breasts. They were perfect already but being highlighted by syrup made them even hotter.
"Don't play dumb with me," Amanda said sternly. "You can clean it up now. You're lucky you didn't get any on my shirt."
Despite her tone, I could tell she wasn't really upset. Still, I pretended that I thought she was.
"Okay, fine. Give me a sec and I'll grab the washcloth. Dante, can you come restrain her so she doesn't jump me while my back is turned?"
"You would deserve... wait, why are you helping him?" Amanda cut herself off as she saw Dante move from around the table towards her.
"He cooked me waffles," Dante shrugged, placing himself between Amanda and me.
I pretended to fiddle with the washcloth. "Shit, this rag is too dirty now. Dante, can you take care of Amanda for me?"
"I don't have a washcloth," he pointed out.
"Yeah, but you have a tongue," I replied. "Just take care of her, it's fine."
I could pinpoint the exact moment the two of them processed my words.
"Huh," Dante said softly.
Amanda was silent. I knew I'd caught her off-guard putting her in this situation so suddenly... but would she go along?
"Yeah, it's fine," she finally said. "Just go for it. I don't want to sit here waiting all day for Dan to find a clean cloth."
Dante looked down at Amanda and I could see his lust for her flood to the surface. He clearly hadn't been keeping his hands off her for his own benefit.
"Well in that case," he replied, closing the distance between them, "Guess I should get started."
Dante took Amanda's shoulders in his hands and began to guide her backwards. Amanda obediently followed his lead until she pressed up against the table. She looked at him expectantly, lust and anticipation plain on her own face. Despite me springing this encounter on her, she was taking to it rapidly, a testament to how powerful her attraction to Dante still was.
Once Dante had her in position, he at last leaned over and moved his face between Amanda's boobs. I couldn't see his tongue touch her skin, but I saw Amanda's silent gasp at the moment of contact. Slowly and deliberately, he then began to trace upwards, lapping the syrup with his tongue as he moved. The strand wasn't long, though, and soon he'd gotten it all. He straightened again.
"Mmm, that syrup is better on you than the waffles. Mind if I taste it again?"
Amanda shook her head slightly, mesmerized by Dante's attention.
He looked towards me. "Pass me the bottle?"
I did.
Dante opened it and turned it over Amanda's body. Squeezing the bottle gently, he carefully drizzled syrup all over her front, impressively avoiding any spots on her pajamas or the floor. I couldn't help but think this wasn't the first time Dante had made a mess on Amanda, but now he'd splattered her with syrup rather than jizz. The realization made me instantly hard.
Once she was covered to his satisfaction, Dante returned to cleanup duty. He took his time, exploring every inch of Amanda's skin with his tongue. He clearly savored the experience, and it wasn't the syrup he most enjoyed. Amanda watched his progress with increasingly shallow breaths; I could tell Dante's uninhibited appreciation of her body had her furnace at full blast. When he at last reached her nipples, he sucked on them only briefly, but each time it drew another soft gasp from Amanda. By the time he'd licked up the last bit of syrup again, Amanda looked like she was ready to beg for Dante to ravage her.
But Dante wasn't done. Instead, he took the syrup bottle in-hand once again.
"Dante, please..." Amanda panted, desperation clear in her voice. It was obvious that they'd both forgotten about me.
"Don't worry, I'll give you what you need," Dante reassured her. "But I want to you see what syrup tastes like on me first."
Dante pulled off his own shirt, then his pants and underwear. Now naked, his cock towered into the air, aimed at my fiancé in a foreshadowing of what was to come. With a smirk, Dante opened the syrup bottle again and drizzled it onto his thick member. He returned the bottle to the table and waited.
Amanda, understanding, slowly went to her knees. Dante's cock was just in front of her face, but she didn't bother teasing him with small licks. Instead, she opened her mouth and took his girth whole. I could tell it wasn't easy for her, but she did it, finally managing to fit his entire head inside. Her lips wrapped around his shaft, cushioning it between their warm softness.
"That's it. Good girl," Dante said approvingly, placing a hand on the back of her head.
Amanda began to suck on him earnestly, but like before, she couldn't seem to take much more of him. There was still some syrup that she hadn't been able to reach, though, and so Dante attempted to slowly pump himself further into her mouth. Amanda instinctively tried to pull away, but Dante held her fast with his hand. Gently, but firmly, he face-fucked her a few times, forcing himself further down Amanda's throat each time. Amanda began to gag, but just when it seemed like she couldn't take it anymore, Dante finally pulled out completely. Spit trailed from his cock to Amanda's mouth, but she had done it—she'd managed to wipe away all the syrup. She'd just had to deep-throat Dante to pull it off; something she'd never done for me... or any other guy, for that matter.
Amanda looked up at Dante wonderingly, as if even she couldn't believe it either. But Dante didn't give her time for amazement. He reached down and pulled her to her feet, then removed her pajamas in a single motion. Amanda kicked them away and started to climb back onto the table, but Dante stopped her.
"Wait. Turn around for me," he commanded.
Amanda hesitated for a moment, but then complied. She spun around so she now faced the table, her ass facing Dante. Dante then gently pushed between her shoulders, bending her over. Amanda placed her hands on the table to support her weight as Dante simultaneously nudged her legs apart with his foot. And just like that, my fiancé had submitted herself once more to Dante.
Dante didn't waste time appreciating the view. Taking his python of a cock into his hand, he guided it between Amanda's legs... and then pushed forward. I'd quietly moved for a better view, so I saw clearly how Dante began to disappear inside her inch by inch. Even now, it fascinated me that Amanda could fit such a large specimen inside her. I could only imagine how full it must have made her feel. Rather than make me jealous, though, the sight only turned me on more. I pulled out my own cock and began to stroke.
The movement caught Dante's eye. Despite being balls-deep inside my bent-over fiancé, he managed to tear his glance away long enough to make eye contact with me.
"Dan, your girl's got the best pussy I've ever had. Holy fuck."
I just nodded in agreement. Dante must have seen something in my eyes, because he then added, "why don't you take my seat? That way you two can look at each other while you get off."
Wordlessly, I followed his suggestion. I moved to the other side of the table from them, sitting down in his chair. Amanda watched me approach, but she seemed only half-present, as if the pleasure of Dante taking her had waterlogged her brain.
"How you feeling?" I asked softly, already knowing what the answer would be.
"Oh, Dan. He feels so good inside me," she half-moaned as Dante slowly withdrew and plunged forward again.
"You like when Dante fucks you?" I echoed, turning myself on further. A part of me knew how fucked up it was for me to be encouraging Amanda's pleasure from Dante, but I couldn't help it. It felt almost as good as being inside Amanda myself.
"I do," Amanda admitted. "Dan, thank you so much for being okay with this. I love you so much." She gasped in pleasure as Dante hit a sensitive spot.
"I love you too, babe," I replied, now steadily stroking myself.
It was the most surreal moment of my life: passively watching my fiance's face contort in pleasure while our black roommate began to fuck her in earnest. I realized later I could have gotten a blowjob if I'd wanted—I'm sure putting my cock near Amanda's face would have started it—but at the time, it didn't even occur to me. Just watching Dante take her was pleasure enough, as messed up as that was.
"Goddamn, Amanda, I can't get over how fucking hot you are," Dante grunted as he continued to thrust into her.
Amanda tried to look back at Dante, even as her body kept jerking forward with each of his thrusts, but she couldn't quite crane her neck far enough. Finally, she gave up the attempt as another wave of pleasure overcame her, her head falling forward over the table. When Amanda lifted up again, her brown hair had fallen in a tussled mess over her face, but even that didn't completely hide her expression of pure ecstasy underneath.
Dante had placed both hands on Amanda's ass, gripping tightly, and used the extra leverage to push himself even further into her. The sound of his pelvis slapping repeatedly against her full cheeks was incredibly hot, and I can only imagine that the view of her bouncing against him was even more so. I could, however, see Amanda's breasts; they rippled rhythmically in the air each time Dante plunged into her. The sight was as erotic as it was hypnotic. I felt my orgasm approaching.
Dante must have been in a similar position, because he suddenly let go of Amanda's ass and reached for her hair. Taking a handful, he gently tugged, guiding her to bend upwards and straighten out again. She did, extending her arms so that her hands were still on the table, but she was much more upright than before. At this new angle, I could actually see all the way down to her pelvis... and the thick black cock nestled deeply inside it. I'd seen Amanda take Dante's cock before, but never from behind. I had the perfect angle to see her pussy lips stretched wider than I would have thought possible, her pinkness fully impaled on Dante's dark shaft. His cock glistened, by now thoroughly saturated by Amanda's internal juices.



The new angle meant that Dante couldn't fit quite as much of himself inside Amanda, but he seemed to be at no risk of falling out of her either. He continued to thrust eagerly, and I swore I could now see a bulge begin to move along the outside of Amanda's pelvis; a bulge that aligned with however deep Dante was inside her, as if his cock was pushing her from the inside out. The sight gave me the closest thing to an out-of-body experience I'd ever had.
Without stopping his pace, Dante leaned over Amanda and wrapped his arms around her, reaching for her breasts. He approached them from underneath, running his open hands up along her body until he'd cupped them both. Amanda's mouth opened as he began to knead them, occasionally tweaking her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.
As if that wasn't enough, Dante began to nibble along Amanda's neck, leaving behind a trail of small hickeys—all the while fondling her boobs and fucking her from behind. Amanda began to audibly moan ... quietly, but it was there.
"Oh, Dante," she said softly.
Dante took that as a signal, because he released Amanda's boobs and instead wrapped his arms around tightly around her body, pulling her as close to him as he could in that position.
"Dante, I'm gonna cum," she whispered, as Dante continued to force himself into her.
There was no great scream; no lingering cry of pleasure. Instead, Amanda went dead silent and practically melted into Dante's arms. Her mouth worked wordlessly, expressing carnal bliss that no words could capture. Then at last, she gave a great gasp, like that of a newborn taking its first breath.
"Fuckkkkkkk," Amanda squeezed out between clenched teeth as the climax of all climaxes slammed into her. Her whole body began to tremble.
It was too much for Dante and me. I felt my own orgasm smash into my brain, even as I watched Dante's shaft start to twitch. Just as my own cock began spewing sperm onto the table, I knew Dante's cock was doing the same... except he was spewing deep into Amanda's pussy. I could actually see his shaft pulse as it delivered wave after wave of his sperm directly into my fiance's womb. It was crazy to think that just a single one could be enough to impregnate her... and Dante had flooded her with millions. If Amanda had an egg available, they would either fertilize it or perish.
I had the passing thought that it was good Amanda was on birth control—otherwise I may have just witnessed a conception in real time.
Even as Dante emptied himself into Amanda, he continued to thrust inside her. Only when he was completely spent did he at last stop, giving Amanda one last squeeze between his arms. They were both breathing heavy and clearly overwhelmed from the fuck.
We all sat there in silence, soaking in the moment. At last, Dante pulled out of Amanda, his cock still impressive even at half-mast. His withdrawal suctioned some of his jizz out, but I knew the majority of it had been left inside Amanda. She didn't seem concerned this time though, as she stepped off the table and looked back at Dante.
"Oh my God. Dante... that was... I mean I've never... the most incredible..."
Amanda's words came out in a mess; they were as scrambled as her brain. She stared at Dante in what seemed like a mix of awe, gratitude, and (temporarily) satiated lust.
Dante gave a half-grin—too overwhelmed for more—and placed a hand affectionately against her cheek. He then turned to me.
"Dan, you have no idea how thankful I am to you right now. You're a better man than me."
I merely nodded, and then Dante headed to his room, no doubt to clean himself up. That left Amanda and I alone in the dining area—my cum still splattered onto the table while Dante's cum slowly dripped from Amanda's pussy.
I stood and walked over to her, putting my own arms around her and kissing her on the forehead. "So, how do you feel?"
Amanda looked up at me, and I could see stars in her eyes. "Amazing. I love you so much, Dan. I know I keep saying that, but it's true. You're the best fiancé a girl could want."
"I love you too," I replied, kissing her again, this time on the lips. I noticed the trail of hickeys Dante had left along her neck were still there. It would likely take days for them to fade.
The moment was interrupted by a splat on the floor. A glob of Dante's cum had at last fallen free.
"I guess we should get you cleaned up before you drip all over the place," I said, pointing between her legs.
"Yeah, we should," Amanda agreed, beginning to duck-walk her way to our bathroom in an attempt to avoid spilling more.
"You don't seem bothered that Dante came inside you," I said, following her.
"I'm not," she admitted. "You were right. I am good about taking my birth control, so it should be fine. Besides, I kind of like the way it feels; it's like a warm water balloon bursting inside me. Knowing that I'm the one that caused it makes it even hotter."
I could appreciate that sentiment. Plus, I had to admit, as reckless as it might be (even with contraception), I thought it was hot too.
I gave Amanda some privacy as she cleaned up in the bathroom. After she'd worked around a bit, her voice came through the door again.
"I'm surprised you didn't try to get in on the action. You were the one who started the whole thing, after all."
For the first time, I realized I hadn't even touched Amanda after she and Dante had started.
Thinking it over, I replied, "I guess I had enough fun just watching you two. Just in case you hadn't seen the mess I left on the table, that was plenty for me."
Amanda was quiet for a moment, as if trying to judge my sincerity. Finally, she responded, "Just as long as you're happy, that's what matters, I guess. And honestly, it's probably good you didn't try and take me for a second round, because I can already tell I'm going to be sore enough as it is."
"That's fair," I agreed, before changing tones. "So, is this the best Waffle Day I've given you yet, or what?"
Amanda laughed. "The very best. Although, I am never going to be able to think of syrup the same way ever again."
***
After we'd cleaned everything up, including the table, the floor, and ourselves, the rest of our Saturday was comparatively uneventful. Dante had a few afternoon massage appointments while Amanda and I followed our usual routines. Yet there was no denying the afterglow that all three of us now seemed to permanently carry around each other.
For the rest of that weekend, and the weeks immediately after, what had been an underlying tension transformed into an open atmosphere of teasing and suggestion. Sexy-Amanda came out in force, and my formerly modest fiancé began openly flirting with Dante, even directly in front of me. I didn't mind, however. In fact, I usually added my own spin, spicing it up further.
For his part, Dante took to Sexy-Amanda with enthusiasm, teasing her right back and even getting handsy. I still remember the first time he playfully slapped her on the ass after she had sassed him, earning him a delighted squeal in response. Another time, when Amanda had been extra playful, Dante had scooped her right off her feet, carried her to the couch, and pinned her there until she was dying of laughter.
And those were only the PG interactions. After our Waffle Day encounter, Amanda and Dante began to fuck regularly.
The first time started even before I'd made it home from work. I entered the apartment to hear soft moans of pleasure; the source soon became apparent. Amanda was naked, reclined on the couch, with Dante between her spread legs. His head was buried in her pussy, his tongue and fingers working in tandem to pleasure Amanda inside and out simultaneously.
Amanda turned towards me as she heard me approach. With half-glazed eyes, she spoke. "Dan... I thought you might like a fun surprise for when you got home."
She was right. I went to the 'voyeur-chair' (formerly 'Dante's chair') and watched Dante give her one orgasm from oral and then another from penetrative sex. As before, he finished inside her. I managed to catch most of my own cum in my hand this time.
The sex exploded from there. It seemed like as soon as Amanda recovered from one fuck with Dante, she was ready for another. Usually, they fucked when I was there to watch, but I noticed from my apartment cameras that they fucked even when I wasn't there too. It wasn't often, but it did happen occasionally.
Surprisingly, their mutual lust never seemed to dull. I suspect part of it was the constant thrill of their sex technically being illicit. Even though I'd given them my support, by most standards, Amanda should have been off-limits for Dante and vice versa.
But they were constantly experimenting too: they never had sex the same way twice. Sure, there's only so many positions a couple can reasonably try, but when you factor in all the different places to have sex, times of day, and what you do during sex itself, the possibilities are endless. There weren't many surfaces of the apartment that they didn't fuck on... including both beds.
My single favorite fuck I watched was when Amanda tried reverse-cowgirl on Dante. At first, she had trouble getting herself positioned right, but once she got going, seeing my fiancé impale herself repeatedly on Dante's rod was one of the hottest things I'd seen. I knew it wasn't her preferred position, but watching her stick with it until Dante exploded inside her was incredibly erotic. I found myself agreeing with Dante's earlier comment: I loved a girl who could ride.
I realize that all of this makes it sound like Amanda had become a sex-crazed woman. And even though she certainly was having a lot of sex, she was so much more than that. In fact, if you removed the encounters with Dante entirely, Amanda was basically the same sweet girl I'd always known. She was affectionate, funny, kind, and considerate. She was a good student and an even better partner. In fact, the only real difference in her day-to-day personality was that she carried herself more confidently than she had pre-Dante.
So, it wasn't so much that Amanda was now an entirely different person. Rather, it was more that she'd finally learned to accept that she could be Sexy-Amanda too... and she wasn't afraid to let her out.
The only noticeable change in our relationship is that I had returned to not having sex with Amanda at all. It's ironic, considering my desperation to sleep with her is what connected her and Dante in the first place, but I didn't feel like I needed it anymore. My bond with Amanda had never felt stronger, I was still getting off plenty watching her with Dante, and I got to see her sexual side without having to put forth the effort myself. I knew that dynamic might not work for most guys, but I was comfortable with it.
And yet... our wedding loomed.
One night, after another passionate tryst with Dante, Amanda and I lay in bed talking about our 'arrangement'. We were on the same page, basically covering all the points I just mentioned, but we both had a sense that her sleeping with Dante while we were engaged was one thing... it would be another thing to do it while we were married.
And so, we decided that Amanda was free to continue with Dante as much as she wanted before the wedding... but after, we would stop. I think we both felt disappointed by the decision, but we believed it was the right thing to do. Neither of us were particularly religious, but we still shared an idea that marriage was sacred.
We broke the news to Dante the next day.
Dante was disappointed, but he understood our position. He admitted he was lucky just to have been with Amanda as much as he'd had (by now, his Amanda fuck-count was even higher than mine). Besides, he'd shrugged, there was still time left.
As our wedding day drew mere weeks away, Dante and Amanda began to fuck like rabbits. It was rare that a day went by that they didn't fuck, and even I had trouble keeping up towards the end... and all I had to do was watch. Unfortunately, such a frantic pace did seem to finally decrease the magic for them at last.
Ten days before the wedding, we were all exhausted. There was no sex at all that week.
Until the bachelorette.
***
Most of Amanda's friends and family lived several states away. She had moved here with me so she could attend the master's program of her dreams, but she did give up her social network to do it. What that meant for us now is that rather than have her bachelorette party well in advance of the wedding, she was going to have it the night before, right after the rehearsal dinner. That way, her bridesmaids could knock out all the festivities in a single trip.
I was in a similar situation, but my groomsmen and I agreed to have our party before the rehearsal dinner rather than after. It wasn't much of a party, per-se, but it was a chance for all of us to meet and catch up. I hadn't seen any of them since I'd graduated college. One of them had suggested moving it after the dinner like the ladies, but I declined. I had other plans for the evening.
I'd learned that Amanda's bridesmaids had planned to take her out to a nearby club; give her a final night as a single woman dancing, drinking, and partying. Our wedding was scheduled for Saturday evening... she'd have plenty of time to sleep it off the next day, they reassured her. Amanda had been reluctant—the party scene wasn't really for her—but I persuaded her to give it a shot. Might be fun, I offered. She'd eventually agreed... unaware of my ulterior motive.
Before I knew it, the day had arrived. Amanda had arranged to have the day off from school while I'd put in a personal day at work. We were both very excited knowing that our big day was in just over 24 hours, and then the honeymoon straight after that. Yet we were a bit overwhelmed too. There was so much planning and logistics that went into a wedding... something was bound to go wrong.
Amanda spent the morning double checking everything (dress, check; photographer, check; cake, check; and so on), while I did my best to calm her anxiety. Dante bid us farewell just before noon, heading off to the massage parlor.
Both sets of our parents arrived that afternoon. We had a light lunch with all six of us at a local diner, then went our separate ways. Amanda went to the apartment to visit with her three bridesmaids while I joined my three groomsmen out at a sports bar. I didn't drink much, but we had a great time regardless. We hadn't kept in touch much after I'd moved, but we picked up right where we'd left off. Before I knew it, it was time for us to leave again.
The rehearsal itself was straightforward enough. There was an indoor venue in town that Amanda had fallen in love with, and our families and wedding party joined us there to review the general plan for the ceremony. Amanda had picked a rockstar of a wedding coordinator to handle these sorts of details; I'd been skeptical of the expense at first, but the coordinator definitely won me over that night. To be fair, though, I wasn't paying for her... Amanda's parents were.
Then, finally, it was time for dinner. There were awkward speeches, bursts of laughter, and endless hugs to go around. Yet as joyous as the occasion was, I knew there was something even more exciting coming that night.
It was the last opportunity that Dante would have to be with Amanda before we were married. I knew Amanda would likely be too exhausted after her bachelorette party to do anything with him, and so I arranged another way to give the two of them one last hurrah. Dante had agreed to go along with my plan, but we kept it secret from Amanda. I could only hope that she appreciated the surprise.
As the dinner finished and everyone began to drift away, Amanda and I gave each other a last goodbye kiss.
"Have fun tonight," I said.
"I'll do my best," Amanda replied with a half-smile. "I'm so nervous that I've overlooked something that I don't know if I can turn my brain off."
"We're fine," I reassured her. "No matter what happens, at the end of the day, we'll still be married. And that's the only thing that really matters. Besides, the wedding coordinator is doing a damn good job handling everything. Relax and go have fun with your friends. Have some drinks. Dance it up a bit. Go enjoy yourself."
"You're right," Amanda sighed. "The girls have done so much for me that I owe them a good time. We won't stay out too late though—I know I'll be ready to crawl into bed with you as soon as it hits midnight."
"I'll be waiting for you. Tell Megan to drive safe and get you back in one piece!"
"I will!" Amanda promised, and then she was gone, climbing into a car with her awaiting bridesmaids.
I waved goodbye and then texted Dante: "you're on."
***
What happened that night was a bit of a mess, at least in terms of making into a coherent narrative. I was able to watch part of it in real-time, but other parts I had to reconstruct later from what Dante and Amanda told me. Even then, there were still a few missing parts, but I was finally able to wrestle together a good idea of how it all went down. This retelling does take some creative liberties (I can't know everything that was said/done with 100% accuracy), but I know it's close enough to what happened.
My general plan for that night was to have Dante show up at the club separately from the girls and do what he could to seduce Amanda there. Obviously, Amanda would know immediately what was up, but to her bridesmaids, Dante would be a stranger. Amanda had kept our roommate situation quiet, so they would have no clue about Dante's connection to us. From their perspective, Dante would be some random black guy trying to make a move on my fiancé. The challenge for him—and the excitement for me—would be to see if he could pull it off.
Under normal circumstances, Amanda needed no convincing to sleep with Dante. But I suspected being surrounded by three of her closest girlfriends would change the situation dramatically. It was one thing for Dante to seduce Amanda in the privacy of our apartment... another to do it in front of her bridesmaids.
I'd avoided going into detail about her bridesmaids so far, because they haven't been relevant to the story. But that's about to change, so here we go:
The four of them met their freshmen year of college. There was Amanda, of course, and then Megan, Tiffany, and Lindsey.
Megan was Amanda's maid of honor and had been her roommate all four years of school. They'd become fast friends and did a lot of growing together, including the turbulent months Amanda spent with her toxic ex. Megan was a quiet girl, but I liked her a lot. She seemed like a genuinely good person and had been a rock for Amanda over the years.
Tiffany and Lindsey had known each other since high school and were just as tight of a unit as Amanda and Megan. They'd gone to college together, roomed together, and even now, they still lived in the same apartment. Lindsey was mostly even-keeled, but I'd heard through Amanda that she knew how to let loose on occasion. Tiffany, on the other hand, was unquestionably the wild one of the group. If there was a party or good time to be had, Tiffany would find it. The suggestion to have Amanda's bachelorette at a club had been her idea.
The two pairs had met during college orientation and clicked immediately. They became dorm suitemates their sophomore year, then had adjoining campus apartments until they'd graduated. They balanced each other well. Tiffany brought spontaneity, Lindsey mediated, Megan gave stability, and Amanda provided warmth.
I tried to imagine how the group might react to Dante approaching Amanda at the bachelorette, but I had no idea how it might go. As smooth as Dante was, I knew at least some of the girls wouldn't welcome a stranger trying to make a move on their soon-to-be-married friend. Tiffany was the most likely to support it, but I thought it might be too much even for her.



But that uncertainty was half the fun.
Soon after the girls had started the drive to the club, Tiffany revealed that she'd gotten them all themed sashes to wear that night, announcing 'BRIDESMAID' or 'BRIDE-TO-BE' in bold, colorful font. At first, Amanda had demurred, not wanting to draw extra attention to herself, but after Tiffany insisted, they all pulled them on. Tiffany's next surprise was four airplane bottles of vodka—a little pregaming before the main event. Megan, being the designated driver, was the only one to refuse. As they rode, it wasn't long before the alcohol and general excitement had settled into their blood. The car became filled with gleeful laughter.
By the time the girls arrived at the club, they were in high spirits. They hadn't gone out together in years, and even though none of them—except Tiffany—were into the party scene, they were all ready for a good time that night. The club the girls had chosen was a hybrid establishment—it had a quieter bar section with an adjoining energetic dance floor—designed to appeal to both relaxed patrons and eager revelers.
It was a busy night. The girls had to wait in line for several minutes before reaching the doors. The delay didn't dampen their mood, though, as they reminisced over old times and discussed future plans. Eventually, they reached the entrance, flashing their IDs to the bouncer one-by-one. He checked them dutifully, but upon seeing the girls' sashes, he waved them in without a cover fee.
Once they'd disappeared inside, Dante, who had been covertly waiting in his car, joined the line.
After he'd made it past the bouncer—cover required—he scoped out the area. Through the mass of people, he at last spotted Amanda and her bridesmaids sitting at a circular bar table, deep in conversation.
It was time for the chase to begin.
Amanda told me later that 'surprise' didn't begin to describe her reaction to Dante's first move. She and her bridesmaids were in their own little world when the bartender dropped four drinks off at their table. Gifts from a gentleman seated at the bar, he announced.
The girls all turned toward the gentleman in question, an attractive black man with a winning smile. Dante, of course.
As I'd suspected, Amanda immediately knew he was up to something. But there was nothing she could do without risking her bridesmaids discovering the exact nature of their connection. And so, Amanda said nothing and played along.
"Oh, he's cute!" Tiffany had said, smiling flirtatiously at Dante. "We should invite him over."
Megan must have seen the mortified look on Amanda's face. "Tiffany, no. This is supposed to be a girl's night, remember? We're celebrating Amanda, not trying to flirt with strange boys."
Tiffany ignored Megan's plea and waved towards Dante, signaling him over. When she saw Dante step from his chair, she turned her attention back to Megan. "Who says we can't do both? This is a bachelorette, after all. We deserve a little fun. Besides, you don't mind, do you Amanda?"
Amanda hesitated, watching Dante approach. "No," she finally sighed, just as Dante reached their table.
"Hey ladies!" he greeted them. "I saw you all with the sashes and thought you might enjoy a little celebrating. Bridesmaids, huh? Who's the lucky lady then?"
Tiffany pointed at Amanda. Dante turned his attention to her. "Well, congratulations, Ms....?"
"Amanda."
"Nice to meet you, Amanda. I'm Dante. If you'll forgive me, you look absolutely radiant tonight. All of you do. So, when's the big day?"
"Tomorrow," Megan said. "Thanks for the drinks, but we haven't seen each other in a while, so you'll have to excuse us if we're not up for chatting tonight."
"Megan, don't be rude," Tiffany said admonishingly. "Dante was very nice for helping us celebrate. But I'll second what she said: thank you, Dante, for the drinks. I'm Tiffany."
"Nice to meet you, Tiffany. And Megan, is it? And you are...?" Dante said, turning towards Lindsey.
"Lindsey," she said, "And I agree with Tiffany. The drinks were a nice gesture."
"Not a problem," Dante acknowledged smoothly, before changing the subject. "I don't want to overstay my welcome, but my date bailed tonight and I'm not ready to go home just yet. Mind if I pull up a chair and join you all? I've got some good stories. You can consider me free entertainment for the night."
The girls exchanged glances, their opinions clear on their faces. Megan wasn't thrilled, although Tiffany and Lindsey both seemed game. Still, they all looked at Amanda, choosing to defer to her. It was her night, after all.
Amanda was silent for a moment as she considered. Whether due to the alcohol or a sense of inevitability, Amanda shrugged and said, "Fuck it. Sure, Dante, you can join us. But your stories better be as good as you say."
"Oh, they are," Dante said, pulling up a stool. "Here's one of my favorites. So, I'm a massage therapist, right..."
***
True to his word, Dante did prove to be a good storyteller. He spent the next several minutes entertaining the girls with his anecdotes, his gentle yet powerful charisma on full display. Tiffany and Lindsey both were clearly enraptured by Dante's aura, and even Megan seemed to warm up towards him by the end. Amanda listened as well, but she was distracted, still uncertain of Dante's angle. She told me later that she knew Dante was up to something, but she wasn't sure what his end goal was... or if it had my sanction.
Tiffany was the first to suggest they move to the dance floor. All the girls (except Megan) were now two to four drinks in and more than ready to let loose. Dante made a show of letting the girls leave, but Tiffany wouldn't let him get away so easily.
"Oh no, Dante. You don't get to bail on us now. Let's see if you dance as well as you tell stories," she said, grasping his hand and pulling him along with the group.
Dante pretended to be dragged along reluctantly at first, but he gave up the act quickly once they'd left the bar behind.
Unlike the bar, the dance floor was loud, bass thumping along to remixed Top 40s music. Amanda and Megan weren't much into dancing, but they were happy to bounce along as Tiffany and Lindsey let the music take them. Dante indeed proved to be a natural dancer, and his moves had the girls laughing and clapping approvingly.
After they'd danced playfully to a few tracks, the mood suddenly shifted as the next song came on. Most dance music can be erotic in the right situation, but the song that began playing was especially notorious for making dancers get down and dirty. Amanda and Megan paused uncertainly, but Lindsey, Tiffany, and Dante didn't miss a beat as they focused on this new rhythm.
All three became more explicitly seductive in their moves, and it wasn't long before Tiffany and Dante drew closer together. No longer following their own instinctive moves, they began to engage with one another as their bodies pressed in close. No doubt Tiffany would have been happy to maintain her pairing, but Dante broke it off mid-song and moved to Lindsey next, clearly not wanting to show favoritism. Lindsey accepted Dante's attention, and the two of them squeezed in intimately as they flowed in unison.
But Dante wasn't done. Before the song ended, he approached Megan... but she waved him away dismissively. And so, he turned to Amanda.
Amanda hesitated, so Dante leaned in next to her. Over the music, just loud enough for her to hear, he said, "C'mon, Amanda. Don't worry about them, they'll just think you're playing along like they did. Besides, it's your last night as an unmarried woman. Have some fun."
"Okay," Amanda agreed. "But I can't dance like that. My body doesn't move that way."
"Oh, I bet you'd surprise yourself," Dante teased. "But don't worry about it now. You just move to the beat, and I'll take care of the rest."
Amanda nodded and resumed her bouncing. As promised, Dante began dancing seductively around her, moving his hips in a very sensual way, occasionally brushing against Amanda's body with his own. Somehow their dance seemed even more erotic than his dances with Tiffany and Lindsey. Part of it was no doubt their natural chemistry, but Amanda's more innocent and restrained dance only served to highlight the suggestiveness of Dante's moves.
But Dante didn't stop there. After he'd allowed his body several small touches against Amanda, he abruptly drew in tightly behind her, their bodies making full contact at last. Still flowing to the music, Dante placed his hands on Amanda's hips and helped her sync with his own movements. Once her hips were swaying against him smoothly, Dante began to run his hands up and down along her body. He was careful to avoid her private areas, but there was no denying he was touching much more of this bride-to-be than a stranger should. And Amanda did nothing to stop him. In fact, the more Dante caressed her, the more Amanda seemed to melt into him.
All of the bridesmaids watched Amanda with shock as she continued to let this random black man openly grope and grind against her. Megan was horrified, but Tiffany and Lindsey began cheering them on, once they'd moved past their initial surprise. The bachelorette party was proving to be more fun than they'd expected.
I'm not sure how far Dante and Amanda would have progressed in that moment if they'd had the chance, but at that moment, the raunchy song ended, replaced by another generic dance hit. The changeover broke the spell Amanda had fallen under, and she separated from Dante, looking embarrassed at last.
Megan took advantage of the break in action, grabbing onto Amanda's hand and guiding her back off the dance floor. Amanda looked back at her other bridesmaids and Dante with an apologetic expression, but she allowed herself to be pulled away by Megan.
Once they'd returned to the bar area and found a semi-quiet corner, Megan addressed Amanda firmly.
"Amanda, what the hell was that?"
"What?" Amanda said, playing dumb.
"Letting that man rub all over you like that? Amanda, I've known you for years and I've never seen you act that way before. What's gotten into you?"
Amanda shrugged dismissively. "I'm just having some fun. It is a bachelorette party after all—aren't we supposed to let loose a little? Besides, it was just some harmless dancing."
"I don't think Dan would have thought it was so harmless. I expected that guy to start pulling your clothes off right there," Megan said, before softening her tone. "Look, Amanda. I love you, and I don't want to bring you down tonight. But as your best friend, I feel like I need to make sure you don't do something that you'll regret. You're getting married to Dan tomorrow. He's a great guy. Don't mess it up."
"I won't," Amanda promised.
Megan stared at Amanda, judging her sincerity. She must have been satisfied, because she sighed and shook her head. "Sorry, I don't mean to be a buzzkill. And I'm sorry if I sounded a little too forceful there. The whole situation just caught me by surprise."
"It's okay, Megan. I know you're just looking out for me," Amanda said, taking her maid-of-honor into a hug. "But I'll be fine, I promise."
Megan squeezed Amanda back. "Okay. We can get back to dancing now. Just... maybe don't dance with that guy anymore. Let Tiffany have him."
Amanda nodded noncommittally but said nothing.
***
When they returned to the dance floor, they spotted Tiffany and Lindsey quickly, but Dante was nowhere to be found. Amanda told me later that she was partly relieved to not deal with him in front of Megan... but also disappointed that the fun was over. Little did she know.
The girls danced together for several more minutes. Some other guys did try to dance with them, but only Tiffany and Lindsey took any as partners. Still, they all had fun, apparently having forgotten about Dante entirely by that point.
But Dante hadn't forgotten about them.
A short time later, Amanda and Tiffany left the dance floor again to go to the bathroom. When they emerged, Dante was just outside, as if he'd been waiting for them.
Still, he feigned surprise.
"Hey girls—nice to run into my favorite wedding party again. You two having a good night?"
"It would be better if you came to dance with me some more," Tiffany replied, without missing a beat. "I know it's Amanda's night and all, but unlike her, I'm not off limits."
Tiffany may have been the wild one of the group, but I didn't expect she'd actively compete for Dante's attention. Dante, however, just laughed and brushed her off good-naturedly. "I'm incredibly flattered, Tiffany, but I think since it's Amanda's night, she gets the right of first refusal. What do you say, Amanda... would you like to take a walk outside with me?"
Amanda stared at Dante before looking over at Tiffany. Tiffany just shrugged in a 'do what you want' gesture, not giving Amanda any guidance at all.
"Dante, you seem like a charming guy... but Tiffany's right. I'm getting married tomorrow. I'm not sure I should be spending any alone time with a stranger."
"But I'm not a stranger," Dante replied, causing Amanda's heart to drop momentarily. Was he about to spill their secret in front of Tiffany? But then relief flooded her as he continued. "We've talked and danced together for all evening now, after all. What's the harm in taking a little stroll? We won't go far, I promise."
Amanda laughed nervously. "It's nice of you to offer, but I can't just leave my bridesmaids behind."
"Excuse us for a second, Dante," Tiffany interjected, pulling Amanda into whispering distance.
"Amanda, please go. I would love to spend time with this delicious man myself, but he's clearly into you and not me. So if I can't enjoy him, the next best thing is to give you the chance... and then you can tell me all the spicy details later. Don't worry about us girls. Lindsey will understand and I'll cover for you with Megan."
"Tiffany, why are you encouraging this? Shouldn't you be telling me not to run off with some strange man?" Amanda asked incredulously.
"Probably. But these are the moments bachelorettes are made for. Go have some fun with your tall, dark stranger. It's your last chance before you're married. Still, you should probably send me your location though, just to be safe. I'm sure Dante's not a creep, but no sense in taking chances."
Still, Amanda hesitated. Spending time alone with Dante was nothing new for her at this point, of course, but to do so openly in front of one of her bridesmaids? And Tiffany's reassurances aside, Amanda couldn't be completely sure that Tiffany wouldn't let it slip to the other bridesmaids. Remembering Megan's forceful pleas, she knew that might become messy in a hurry.
"You girls okay?" Dante broke in, unable to hear their discussion, but clearly sensing its back-and-forth nature.
"We're perfect. Just letting Amanda know that I've got her covered once she goes with you. Which she is doing," Tiffany added pointedly.
"Fine. Fine!" Amanda said at last, throwing up her hands in surrender. "Dante, we can go for a walk outside. But just to talk where it's quieter. I don't want Tiffany here to get the wrong idea."
"Hey, what you two do or don't do is none of my business," Tiffany said playfully. "I'll go tell the others that you stepped outside to take a call." As she turned away, she leaned in towards Amanda once more and whispered, "Be sure and tell me everything later."
And then she was gone.
"Well, shall we then, my lady?" Dante said, extending his hand towards Amanda in an over-the-top gesture of chivalry.
Amanda accepted it with a laugh and allowed Dante to lead her through the mess of tables and people back outside.
It was nighttime, but the parking lot was well lit. The line of people waiting to get inside had diminished, but even at this late hour, it still existed. Once they'd moved away from the entrance, though, Amanda finally stopped walking, forcing Dante to halt too.
"Dante, what the hell is this all about? How did you even know we'd be here? Did Dan put you up to this?"
"Yes, he did, actually," Dante admitted, without hesitation. "But I'm here because I want to be here."
"But why? And what's in it for Dan? Is he here too?"
Dante laughed. "No, Dan is still at the apartment. But I guess he gets the same thing out of this that he's gotten every time he's watched us fuck. And that's why I'm here. Tonight's our last chance together, you know."
Amanda needed a moment to find her words. "Dante... I'm out with my bridesmaids. We can't... Not now. Besides, there's not anywhere to go anyway. I'm not doing anything in there," Amanda said, pointing back to the club.
"Oh, don't worry. I came prepared. Follow me," Dante said, beginning to walk through the parking lot again.
Amanda followed, her curiosity getting the better of her.
Dante led her to the very back of the parking lot where it was a little darker. His SUV was there, backed into a corner spot, with no immediate neighbors. Its lights blinked as he unlocked it.
"I can't drive off with you, Dante. I'm taking a risk spending the time to come out here with you at all. I love Tiffany, but I don't want to rely on her having to cover me either."
"We don't have to drive anywhere. Look at this," Dante said, as he opened the side passenger door wide.
Amanda stepped up to it and peeked inside.
The back row of seats had been folded over flat, leaving a very large space in the back, spanning from the trunk all the way to the front seats. Dante had placed several layers of sheets, pillows, and blankets down over it, essentially transforming the car into a mobile bed.
"Dante... you can't be serious..." Amanda said turning back to him, realization washing over her at last.
Dante continued as if he hadn't heard Amanda's words. "I used several of the coverings that go with my massage table. It seemed fitting. It was the first place we fucked... and now it can be the last place we fuck too. Climb on in. It's very comfortable."
Dante stepped in towards Amanda, closing the distance between them. Amanda looked up, meeting his gaze, as a swell of conflicting emotions rose inside her.
"Dante... I want to, but the girls... they'll be worried about me. They might think you've kidnapped me."
"We'll have to be fast then," Dante shrugged. "Don't you want one last time together before you get married? This is your chance."
Amanda hesitated just a moment more. No doubt, her good sense was telling her that it wasn't worth the risk... but the way they'd danced together had likely rekindled the fire she'd felt for Dante and set it ablaze. They'd just had their longest dry spell yet, after all: almost two weeks of no sex after they'd become used to fucking daily. As I'd see shortly for myself, Amanda's lust had merely been in hibernation... and now it came crashing back with a vengeance.
Amanda climbed into the SUV. Dante followed, shutting the door behind him, leaving the two of them locked away in their own little world. The interior car light stayed full brightness though—Dante had quite deliberately left that on.
Clothes were flying off in no time. Amanda's 'BRIDE-TO-BE' sash came off first, followed by her shirt, pants, then underwear. Dante's clothes lasted a bit longer, but not by much. Soon they were both utterly naked, bodies pressed tightly together as they lay parallel on the sheets. They looked like a carnal ying-yang symbol, Dante's blackness intimately intertwined with Amanda's whiteness into a singular whole.
Their hands roamed over each other furiously, as if they were trying to reenact all their months of fucking here in a singular encounter. Dante started with Amanda's boobs, teasing them with both fingers and tongue, before moving down to her full hips and shapely ass. For her part, Amanda couldn't seem to get enough of Dante's arms and abs, letting her soft hands trace along the hard lines of his physique.



When their wandering hands finally completed their journeys—reaching each other's center—it was clear that no more foreplay was needed.
Dante rolled over Amanda, keeping himself between her legs in the process. It took him only a moment to adjust, and then the thick head of his cock was pressed against the split between Amanda's legs. Dante pushed forward, spreading her lips open, and then continued... slowly feeding himself into her awaiting pussy. They both gave satisfied moans; it was the sound of two people coming home.
They stared deep into each other's eyes as they settled into their positions. Dante propped himself up on his hands in a plank position as Amanda wrapped her legs around Dante's ass, pulling him even deeper inside her. Both of their mouths gaped open in pleasure, neither bothering to hide the all-consuming lust they felt for one another. In less than twenty-four hours, I would be Amanda's husband, but right then, Dante was the only man in the world that existed for her.
They began to fuck.
And I was watching it all.
As exciting as it would have been for me to see all of Dante's and Amanda's interactions at the club, I knew there wouldn't be a realistic way for me to pull that off. So instead, I settled for seeing the climax.
Dante had rigged his phone in such a way that let him livestream the back of his SUV directly to me—hence him leaving the interior light on—and he'd placed it flawlessly. I watched live as my fiancé laid herself utterly bare for our roommate. Our black roommate who had come into our lives by chance; but who had now penetrated my fiancé so thoroughly--literally and metaphorically—that their connection seemed natural, rather than the illicit affair that it was.
And here I was, getting off on it yet again.
What neither of them knew was that I was screen-recording the whole thing. I'd captured several clips from my apartment cameras over the past months, but I intended this video to be the highlight. This may have been the last time Amanda and Dante got to sleep together, but that didn't mean that my fun had to be over. I had hours' worth of footage by now... jackoff material for years to come.
But for the moment, my attention was squarely on what Dante was doing to my fiancé. His cock slid smoothly in and out of Amanda's pussy, his black shaft now thoroughly coated by her vaginal secretions. Amanda's face worked wordlessly as the sensation of being filled so completely continued to build inside her. Her eyes never left Dante's as he continued to plunge into her, as if she was letting her very soul blend with his.
For his part, Dante couldn't seem to get enough of Amanda either. With every thrust, he seemed to be trying to merge their bodies together, welding a physical bond that would never break. Dante stared at Amanda in lustful awe, as if just then realizing how thoroughly he had transformed this formerly shy and sexually-reserved woman into his willing and eager fuck-partner.
It was an incredibly hot scene, and I orgasmed then and there.
But Amanda was just getting started. Sexy-Amanda had made several appearances over the past months, but now she took full control.
"Oh, fuck, Dante. I can't believe how good you feel inside me," Amanda said lustfully, her sexy persona coming out in force.
Dante groaned, which only encouraged Amanda further.
"I want you to cum inside me, Dante. Give me every drop you have," she pleaded.
Amanda's request was unnecessary, since this was how Dante had been finishing all their encounters. Still, this was the first time Amanda had explicitly asked for it, and the desperate eagerness in her voice made her request incredibly erotic. Amanda's confidence in her birth control must have been absolute.
"Fuck, Amanda," was all that Dante managed in response, a grimace of extreme pleasure passing over his face.
Amanda reached her hands up towards Dante's head, letting her fingers run over his buzzed hair, as she continued to hold his gaze. She stared in lustful wonder at the ecstatic micro-expressions that passed over Dante's face, as if she still couldn't believe that she was the one responsible for them. But then she fell back into her own raging torrent of sexed euphoria and was swept away again.
Amanda's hands began to move down Dante's body, along his powerful chest and abs and then up around his broad back. I saw her nails began to dig into his skin, not enough to break it, but enough to leave marks. Her legs wrapped tightly around Dante's ass, as if she wanted to guide him even deeper inside herself. The fact that Amanda physically couldn't be penetrated further was irrelevant... Amanda needed Dante in her very core.
"Goddamn it, you're so fucking hot," Dante gasped through gritted teeth.
His steady rhythm at last began to falter, and I knew he was close. Amanda must have been close too, because she pulled Dante against her, as if trying to cover every inch of her body with his. Dante allowed himself to drop down as he gave a few short thrusts, followed by a final powerful one, pushing as deep into Amanda as he could go. Dante moaned deeply, and although I couldn't see his cock from the camera, I could see his balls suddenly tighten and then pulse as they began to send wave after wave of his sperm directly into Amanda's eagerly awaiting womb.
As if the whole scene wasn't enough of a mindfuck, a final thought hammered home for me. Amanda's body didn't care that it wasn't me, her loving fiancé, that was so thoroughly inseminating her. Sperm was sperm, and if it could use it to create life, it would. The sheer recklessness of the act seemed like the ultimate taboo, and despite having just ejaculated, I began to get hard again.
Dante continued to cum. He dropped his head down beside Amanda's neck, and I could see him powerfully sucking on some of her skin at the base. Whether Dante was intentionally trying to leave a mark or was just so overwhelmed with his orgasm he did it by instinct, I'm not sure. Either way, the result was the same: Amanda would be left with a massive hickey.
Amanda was in no place to care, though. Her own orgasm rocked her frame as soon as the first spurt of Dante's cum hit her cervix. In fact, Dante's mouth against her neck seemed to potentiate the ecstasy that now passed through her system. She managed to gasp his name softly, and then she was gone; buried underneath waves of pure sexual bliss.
They remained interlocked like that for several seconds, utterly still, aside from shallow breaths and residual body twitches.
Then, at last, Dante sat up suddenly. Something seemed to catch his eye off to the side, and I saw a look of shock pass over his face. Whatever it was, it was outside my viewing angle.
"Everything okay?" Amanda asked, drawing Dante's attention back to her. A supremely self-satisfied smile covered her face.
Dante's shocked expression immediately faded, replaced by warmth. "More than okay. I think that might have been our best fuck yet."
"It's in the running, at the very least," Amanda smiled back.
Dante began to affectionately run his fingers through Amanda's hair. "It's too bad you're getting married tomorrow. You sure you don't want to postpone it another week? Just think how much fucking we could squeeze in."
Amanda laughed. "As much as I'd like another week of this, I'm not sure how my family would take that. 'Sorry, Mom and Dad, can you reschedule your plans? I've got this super-hot roommate that I want to fuck my brains out a bit more before I'm officially off the market.'"
"See? You've already got a plan for how to ask and everything. We're halfway there already," Dante said.
"If only it worked like that," Amanda smiled at Dante wistfully. She looked around the back of the SUV, regaining her bearings. "Well, I guess I need to hurry up and get back to the girls before I'm missed."
"Yeah, I figured," Dante sighed regretfully. He had kept himself inside Amanda, even post-orgasm, but now, at last, he withdrew. Even deflated, his cock was still impressive.
Dante didn't climb off Amanda entirely, though. Instead, he let his cock fall back down onto Amanda's pelvis; the fluid that still clung to it making a 'splat' sound as it landed on Amanda's skin. Dante stared down at it, as if trying to record a perfect memory of the scene.
Amanda seemed equally fascinated by his cock, reaching down for it with her hand. She began to slowly milk it, squeezing a final few drops of cum onto her belly. Without missing a beat, she scooped them up with a finger and brought it to her mouth.
"I've always wondered what you taste like," she said, sticking out her tongue and transferring Dante's cum onto it. She pulled it into her mouth and smacked her lips together thoughtfully. "It's... not bad. Slightly salty. And another flavor I can't quite place."
"Look at you, little Ms. Cum-Connoisseur. There's more down there if you want it," Dante said, pointing to some of the white liquid draining from Amanda's pussy.
"Nah, I think I'll leave that there. I like the way it feels inside me. Plus, it's a nice little reminder of the fun we had."
"The thought of you dancing with your bridesmaids while your pussy is still full of my cum is pretty hot," Dante agreed.
Amanda laughed. "Well, enough stalling. Help me get dressed."
Dante did.
***
A short time later, Amanda was fully clothed and standing back outside Dante's SUV. Her hair was a bit of a mess and the hickey on her neck was already turning a dark purple, but otherwise she looked decent. A close eye might suspect she'd just had a powerful fucking, but a more casual glance wouldn't notice. Even her 'BRIDE-TO-BE' sash was perfectly back in place.
"Well, Dante. You were quite the surprise tonight, but this has been fun. I couldn't have asked for a better bachelorette. Are you coming back in with me?"
"Pleasure was all mine, trust me," Dante replied. "But, no, I'll be heading back to the apartment. You may not have noticed, but you've worn me out tonight, Little Miss Sexy."
Amanda laughed. "Well, goodnight then. I have to admit, I'm a little sad that this is our last night. I'm going to miss our times together."
"Definitely. I'll be remembering them every time I look at you," Dante said. "But go have fun with your girls. I'll see you tomorrow."
"See you, Dante," Amanda said, watching as he headed to the driver's side.
"Oh, and Amanda," Dante said, as he climbed into his car. "Congratulations on getting married tomorrow!"
"Thanks!" Amanda waved back. Her 'BRIDE-TO-BE' sash shook with the movement, as did Dante's cum still nestled deep inside her body.
And then he was gone.
***
The rest of the night was relatively uneventful. Amanda made a quick stop into the bathroom to pee and clean herself up a bit more, before she reunited with her bridesmaids. Sure enough, Tiffany had covered for her, saying that Amanda had needed to step out for a phone call. The other girls had been concerned at first, but Amanda now reassured them saying it was just a last-minute wedding issue from her parents, now fortunately resolved.
Lindsey seemed to take the excuse at face value. Megan, though, seemed skeptical; her eyes lingered on the purplish-spot on Amanda's neck, but she didn't press further. Tiffany, of course, couldn't wait for the full story of what Amanda had done with Dante. The first moment she had alone with Amanda, she eagerly asked for details. Amanda kept tight-lipped, though, and claimed the two of them had just talked. Tiffany wasn't buying it though; like Megan, she had noticed Amanda's still-tussled hair and the tell-tale mark on her neck.
But the bachelorette went on. As exhausted as Amanda now was, she still made a good showing of having a blast, and the girls drank, danced, and talked until just after midnight. Then, at last, Megan drove them all home.
***
I was in a deep sleep by the time Amanda made it back. I had masturbated a second time that night, leaving me utterly drained, both physically and mentally. My second wind had started when Dante filled my fiancé with his semen, but the information Dante brought when he returned to the apartment made my second session inevitable.
That moment of shock Dante had post-orgasm wasn't trivial. He'd caught someone looking into the SUV; someone watching after he and Amanda climaxed together.
It was Tiffany.
She had known all along that Amanda would never kiss-and-tell. And so, she had decided to see it for herself. I don't know for sure, but I suspect after Amanda left with Dante, she rushed to the other bridesmaids, made her excuses, and then followed Amanda and Dante out of the club. Amanda had turned her location on for Tiffany, soothing her kidnapping concerns, but also helpfully providing her with a target to follow. And follow she did.
God knows how much she saw of Dante and Amanda's time together, but she was certainly there for the climax. She had fled from the window as soon as Dante had noticed her, but by then, their fuck was mostly over. I can only imagine what Tiffany thought as she saw this supposedly strange black man transform her supposedly-tame friend into a sex-driven goddess. Did Tiffany just watch? Did she pleasure herself? Did she consider joining in with them?
I'll likely never know. Regardless, it meant that Amanda's link to Dante was no longer a secret between the three of us. Now, at least one more person knew that my dick wasn't the only one Amanda had taken in our relationship. Tiffany obviously wouldn't know the full extent of it, of course, but she certainly knew enough to cause problems.
I just prayed she wouldn't.
Fortunately, it seemed like her primary interest lay elsewhere. Dante had found a note stuffed into the driver's side window that read: "I saw you with Amanda. If you want some more fun, I'll be free after the wedding tomorrow night. Here's my number..." signed with a 'T' and her digits printed beneath.
Amanda was the only woman that mattered to me, but objectively, I had to admit Tiffany was an attractive woman in her own right. After Dante had finished this bombshell update, I had to ask:
"Are you going to take her up on it?"
Dante had just stared into space. "I haven't decided. Amanda's more than enough woman for me. But her friend is pretty cute..."
"It would give you something to do that night while Amanda and I have our own 'private' time," I pointed out.
"You might be right," Dante said, considering. "We'll see how I'm feeling tomorrow."
I wouldn't hear all of Amanda's perspective until the next day, but I'd already heard more than enough to need a second release. After excusing myself to my room, I pulled my saved video of Dante and Amanda in the SUV and rewatched it, this time imagining it from Tiffany's perspective.
I came again in no time.
***
When I woke the next morning, Amanda was sound asleep next to me. It seemed like an ordinary enough start, but then I remembered: it was our wedding day.
That should have meant that this story was over; that there were no more encounters between Amanda and Dante left to share.
But like desire, life has a funny way of ignoring even the noblest of intentions.
Author's note: there is one more chapter left in this story. I'd originally planned to publish the second-half to 'Seducing My Friend's Mom' first, but Dan, Dante, and Amanda stole my attention and ran with it. I've learned to ride these writing currents rather than resist them, so I apologize to anyone who was hoping for the other one to publish first. Don't worry; it is coming... along with another brand-new story I've been writing on-and-off for months. No estimations of finish dates this time though—I've learned my lesson.
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I was about to be married.
The thought passed through my mind on repeat. After months of planning, effort, and waiting, the day had finally arrived. In just a few short hours, Amanda and I would say our vows... and then we'd be official.
It was odd; on the one hand, Amanda and I were so connected that being married wasn't likely to change much between us... but on the other hand, there were a few differences I anticipated. The simplest being that I'd have to start referring to Amanda as my wife, rather than my fiancé. And then there were all the legal ramifications, too.
But the biggest difference would be Dante.
Dante, our black roommate, had been living with us now for almost a year. We'd picked him out of a pool of subletting applicants, assuming he'd simply be a convenient way to lower our share of the rent. It wasn't long, however, before he proved to be much more than that. I still vividly remember the spark that formed between him and Amanda... the accidental teasing, the mutual curiosity, and the charged atmosphere. Then, because of my own scheming, Amanda had found herself alone with Dante, in an incredibly compromising position. A position that he had taken full advantage of. The wildest part was that he didn't hide their encounter from me at all. Quite the contrary, Dante came straight out and admitted to me that he had slept with Amanda—even before I had! I should have taken it as a sign of things to come, but hindsight is 20/20.
Over the next few months, the dynamic between Dante and Amanda fluctuated between platonic and erotic. They had more encounters... and more sex. But always with just enough time apart that I'd underestimated just how intertwined the two of them were becoming.
And then Sexy-Amanda made her debut, and all bets were off. Like their first encounter, Sexy-Amanda was as much my doing as theirs. Watching my formerly-repressed fiancé connect so deeply with her sensual side transformed me: I needed to see more of it, even if it meant giving Dante and Amanda an open pass for each other.
And so, I gave them my blessing.
I never regretted doing so, but I drastically underestimated just how much they would make use of it.
There was a short period of uncertainty (was my blessing real?), but it wasn't long before they were fucking constantly. In just a few weeks, they'd fucked so much that Dante had been inside my fiancé even more than I had. It was extra impressive, considering Amanda and I had been together for years, whereas mere months earlier, we didn't know Dante even existed.
I realize most men would not have been okay with this situation. Even if they might have understood in the beginning, the situation had progressed so far that—at least sexually speaking—Amanda was essentially more Dante's than mine. Yet I wasn't bothered.
Maybe I was just naïve, but I never sensed that Amanda had any desire for Dante beyond sex. She was still the perfect girl I'd fallen in love with and proposed to... just now with a little extra spice on the side.
And, truth is, I enjoyed watching her with Dante. I can't explain it, other than to say that it was almost like I was the one giving Amanda spectacular fuck after spectacular fuck. Sure, Dante was the one physically doing it, but I was the one who had given him permission... so really, I was the responsible party. Or at least, that's what it felt like.
But now, all of that had come to an end.
When our marriage became imminent, Amanda and I agreed it would be a good time to wrap up our fun with Dante. As I'd mentioned before, we weren't very religious, but it felt wrong to treat our marriage so cavalierly, even if we had no problem with it as an engaged couple. I'd managed to set Dante and Amanda up one last time at her bachelorette—and it was appropriately climactic as a final-fuck—but we all knew our dynamic was about to change. It was disappointing, but our arrangement had always been temporary.
And now its expiration date had arrived; I was about to be married.
Our ceremony was scheduled for 5pm, supposedly the perfect time for a spring Saturday afternoon. Amanda and I started the day together at our apartment, but we didn't have much time to lounge about. After a quick breakfast, we were both out the door. Me, to join my groomsmen at their hotel, and Amanda, to head to the venue to begin her preparations. We were both a bundle of nerves, and aside from me concernedly pointing out the giant purple hickey on her neck (a parting gift from Dante), we didn't talk much. Too much else to worry about.
My time with my groomsmen went fast—there was drinking, good-natured ribbing, and plenty of congratulations offered—and before I knew it, it was time for us to head to the venue as well.
The venue was beautiful. It was located just outside the city limits with a large, rustic building to host the ceremony and reception, surrounded by pristine wilderness, full of chirping birds and rustling animals. Trees and flowers bloomed fantastically, and even though I'm not normally concerned with such things, I had to admit that Amanda had done a terrific job choosing the site.
We had arrived hours early, and so with time to kill, I socialized with the wedding guests who were already there: my groomsmen, my parents, and my soon-to-be in-laws. We were all in extremely good spirits, and soon our laughter flowed freely.
I did have one unexpected encounter, however. In the middle of joking with my groomsmen, I heard a recognizable feminine voice call my name. Turning around, I was surprised to see Megan (Amanda's maid of honor) signaling for my attention.
"Dan... sorry to interrupt, but mind if I talk to you for a second?" Megan's nervousness was obvious.
"Uh, sure. Is everything okay?" I asked, becoming concerned. "Is Amanda all right?"
"Amanda's fine," Megan quickly reassured, "But there's... well... can you come with me for just a minute?"
"Yeah, that's fine," I said, shrugging. I excused myself from my groomsmen and followed Megan to a quiet spot just outside the building.
Megan didn't speak right away. Instead, she looked around uneasily, like she was wrestling with herself on whether to proceed.
"Megan, what is it?" I prompted.
Megan sighed deeply and shook her head. "Shit. I'm sorry, Dan. I don't know if I should be doing this. I don't want to cause any trouble. I just want to do the right thing."
I suddenly had a sneaking suspicion about where this was going. "Just tell me, Megan. It'll be fine, I promise."
"You don't know that. What if I ruin everything?" Megan's face suddenly crunched together and then she began to cry.
Caught by surprise, I didn't know what to do other than give her a gentle hug. This only made Megan cry more, but then in a few seconds, her tears were gone. Halted as quickly as they'd started. She wiped away the remaining ones that had spilled.
"Sorry, this has just been eating me up all night. Promise you won't be mad at me?"
"I promise, Megan. It's okay. Just tell me." I said comfortingly.
Megan gave her head a final shake. "Okay. Last night we had our bachelorette party, right? We were all having a great time, when this random guy..."
Megan launched into the story of everything that had transpired last night. It was the story of a tall, handsome stranger inserting himself into their bachelorette group, then fixating on the bride-to-be. A bride-to-be who didn't spurn his advances but encouraged them. Then, as if the bride-to-be had no shame, she allowed this man to dance provocatively with her, letting him touch her body freely. But then, the worst: she had disappeared for several minutes, and upon her return, she had a fresh hickey on her neck and hair that suggested it had seen some heavy action.
It was a story I knew well, of course, since I'd been the one to set it up. Poor Megan didn't know that though—she only knew her best friend might have cheated the night before her own wedding. As she finished her story, she looked at me with expectant eyes.
"I'm not saying what happened that night. I don't know for sure. But I couldn't keep it to myself anymore. I'd want someone to tell me if I was in your shoes. I'm sorry, Dan."
I was silent at first, contemplating how to respond to this. Obviously, none of this was new information to me, and I wasn't going to act on it. But I didn't want to dismiss Megan out-of-hand either. I knew she had taken a huge risk coming to me with this information, and she'd done it for my benefit. I needed to show my appreciation for her courage.
"Megan, thank you for sharing this with me. That was very brave of you," I said softly. "I believe what you're telling me, and you did the right thing. But let me handle this from here. I'll talk with Amanda later and get to the bottom of it. Don't worry, I won't mention you at all."
"Thanks. But what good does it do to talk to her after you're married? I told you now so you could back out if you wanted."
If this came from any woman other than Megan, I'd suspect she was trying to sabotage Amanda... but I knew Megan, and I knew she only had good intentions in a potentially messy situation.
"I know. I'll talk with Amanda during our pictures together before the ceremony. I'll have enough opportunity there. Just know that whatever happens, it's my decision. Don't second-guess yourself for coming to me. Okay?"
"Okay," Megan said, and I saw a huge weight fall from her shoulders. "I hope I'm wrong. You're a good guy, Dan, and you deserve the best."
I gave Megan one last hug. "Thank you for saying so. Just promise me—forget about this whole thing, and have fun. It's no longer your problem to deal with. You don't want to bring Amanda down on her big day, especially if nothing happened."
Megan forced a smile. "You're right. I'm here to support Amanda at her wedding. I just might need a few more drinks first."
I laughed. "I think we can arrange that."
***
With that problem solved, I could move on with the scheduled events for the day. Number one on the list was the 'First Look'.
Amanda and I had elected to have our photos done before our ceremony rather than after. It made for a better-flowing evening, but it did mean that I'd see Amanda in her dress before she came down the aisle. The First Look was a way to have a similarly magic moment.
And so, when it was time, the wedding coordinator and photographer whisked me away to an isolated hallway on the venue's second floor. They had me face the wall as they brought Amanda out of hiding and stood her a short distance behind me.
"Okay, Dan. You can face your bride now."
I did.
Words can't capture the emotions I felt seeing Amanda in her wedding dress for the first time. I was overcome by a profound mix of love, admiration, and wonder. How could this radiantly perfect woman be mine? It shouldn't have been possible. And yet, it was.
Amanda glowed. There's no other word for it. Her brown hair was styled magnificently, emphasizing the innocent beauty of her face. She almost never wore makeup, but she did now. Not an excessive amount, but enough to give her features a sense of beautiful timelessness. And then there was her dress... It was more form-fitting than I had expected, emphasizing Amanda's full figure. Far from risqué, though, the dress made her seem almost regal.
"You look amazing," was all I could muster, as the photographer began snapping photos of us.
"You look pretty handsome yourself," Amanda replied, a huge smile breaking out on her face.
We stared at each other for a few more seconds before the photographer told us we could come together now.
We did, exchanging a small but passionate kiss. I stared down into Amanda's large brown eyes, seeing our love reflected in them.
"I love you so much," I said, kissing her again. I felt Amanda smile as she kissed back.
"I love you too," she said, as we broke away again.
We spent a few more seconds staring at each other, basking in the moment. It was perfect... but then it was time to move on.
We spent the next several minutes taking pictures together. First just the two of us, then us plus the wedding parties, then us plus family, and so on. By the time we'd finished the full set, the ceremony was fast-approaching. Amanda returned to her bridal suite, and I returned to my groomsmen.
I wish I could say that I remembered every detail of the next couple hours, but the truth is that it was a blur. I remember greeting guests, and I remember taking my place in front of the makeshift altar, waiting for Amanda to come down the aisle. And, of course, I remember Amanda at last making her entrance, stunning our guests with her beauty and confidence. All my talk of Amanda transforming over the past year wasn't hyperbole—she had really settled into her skin, and it was a marked difference for anyone who'd only known her as a shy homeschooled kid.
I didn't cry as she came down the aisle, but it was a close thing.
Before I knew it, the ceremony was over; our vows exchanged and rings placed. With a final kiss, Amanda and I were declared husband and wife. The two of us were now one.
I was too overwhelmed for words.
***
The reception sped by equally quickly. We did all of the traditional dances: husband/wife; father/daughter, and mother/son. There was a bouquet throw and a garter toss. A dance floor and cake cutting. Food and drink overflowed, although Amanda and I didn't have much time to enjoy it. Too many guests called for our attention.
Most of our guest interactions were predictable, but I did have one unexpected encounter. Amanda's dad had caught me in a rare moment alone, pulling me aside. Amanda's dad had always been polite to me, but I never was able to shake the sense that I wasn't quite good enough for his daughter. I had no idea what he'd wanted to share with me privately.
"Dan," he'd started, using his usual no-nonsense tone. "I owe you an apology."
"For what?" I'd asked, caught by surprise. Those were the last words I'd ever expected to hear from my newly-minted father-in-law.
He paused for a moment before continuing. "I'll be honest. I never approved of Amanda running off with you like she did, hundreds of miles away from us and her friends. And I didn't approve of you two living together before you were married, either. Hell, even now, I'd have preferred if you two had waited. But I can't deny how much Amanda's blossomed being with you. She's a real woman now, and I know you were a big part of that. So, I'm sorry... and thank you."
"You're welcome," I stammered. "And no apology needed. I know you only want the best for her."
"You're a good man, Dan. And I wanted to show my appreciation to you by giving you this," he said, handing me a check.
I suddenly felt awkward, but I accepted it. My mouth dropped though when I saw the amount—it was almost a year's worth of our rent.
"I can't accept this. This is too much," I stammered.
"You can and you will," my father-in-law said firmly. "You're the most important man in Amanda's life now. Consider this a sign of my support. Keep doing what you're doing and treat my girl right. Congratulations on being married."
Amanda's dad gave me a hearty handshake, and then he left before I could say more.
The money itself had blown me away, but it was a touching moment of connection too—ruined only by my unspoken internal response: "Thank you, sir. But most of your daughter's new confidence is from getting dicked down regularly by our black roommate."
***
Before I knew it, the night was over. Amanda and I did a final exit together, holding hands as we ran between two rows of cheering guests and waving sparklers. We climbed into my car together (fully decorated to announce our 'JUST MARRIED' status) and sped off into the night.
We would be leaving early the next morning on a flight to Mexico, where our week-long honeymoon destination awaited. But for convenience—and to save money—we'd agreed to spend one last night at the apartment, rather than find a hotel.
And so, we returned home.
I'd expected the apartment to be lifeless, with Dante either gone or asleep, but we found him casually watching TV in the living room instead. When he saw us enter, he immediately greeted us.
"Hey... congratulations you two! Dan, you're looking super handsome. And Amanda... wow," he clicked his tongue appreciatively. "You're drop-dead gorgeous."
"Thanks," we answered in unison, and then laughed at our level of synchronization.
"Okay, I know you two just got married, but please try and remember you are still two separate people," Dante said, shaking his head.
"No promises," we said together, as Dante scrunched his face in disgust. He changed the subject.
"So, you two continuing the celebrations tonight? Some champagne maybe?"
"No," I replied. "We gotta wake up early to catch our flight, so we're probably going to head straight to bed after we clean up."
"And consummate your marriage, I assume," Dante said with a wink.
"That too," I laughed. Normally a comment like that would have been out-of-line... but it was Dante. Besides, he was right. Call it superstition, but I told Amanda there was no way I was skipping that, no matter how exhausted I might have been feeling. Seemed like a bad omen to start our marriage on.
Amanda shook her head in exasperation. "Well, while you two talk freely about what Dan and I do in our private time, I'm going to go change. I need to get out of this dress ASAP. Dan... can you wait outside the bedroom for a few minutes? I've got a surprise for you."
"Of course," I agreed, as Dante tilted his head at me knowingly.
Once Amanda had left, Dante chuckled.
"I bet she does have a surprise for you. I have to admit, Dan, as excited as I am for you two, I am a little disappointed that I'll be missing out on your fun."
"I mean, I can't blame you, but you've already had way more fun than you should have." I pointed out.
"You got me there," Dante laughed.
A thought occurred to me. "I'm surprised to see you still up. Or really that you're here at all. I'd have figured you'd be out with Tiffany right now. She sounded eager in that note she left you."
Dante frowned. "I've actually been texting with her. But she's sharing her hotel room with the other bridesmaids, so she insisted on coming to my place instead. As you can imagine, that wasn't an option."
"Oh," I said dumbly. I hadn't considered it before... but of course Dante couldn't invite Tiffany over without giving up his connection to us. "So... you guys just dropped it?"
"Yeah," Dan said regretfully. "We might have been able to make something else work, but at that point, the moment had passed So, here I am. And since I was here, I figured I'd stay up to congratulate you guys before you leave."
"Well... thanks, I guess. Sorry about your luck, though."
Dante shrugged. "It's fine. Can't win every time, I guess. But now that you guys are back, I'll head off to bed. Have fun on your honeymoon. I'll keep the apartment in good shape in the meantime."
"Thanks," I said, and then Dante was gone, disappeared into his room.
A minute after Dante's departure, Amanda cracked our own bedroom door and peeked her head out. "Okay, Dan. You can come in now."



Dante fell to the back of my mind as I turned my full attention to Amanda. What surprise did she have waiting for me?
I approached the door and slowly pushed it open. My jaw dropped at the sight inside.
Amanda was lying on our bed in a seductive pose. She'd removed her wedding gown and was now clad in frilly white underwear that I can only describe as bridal lingerie. It consisted of a bra and panties, of course, but Amanda was also wearing long, semi-sheer stockings that were held up by clips running to her underwear.
The lingerie was sexy and stunning—and altogether unexpected. Amanda had never worn lingerie before, and I realized how much I'd been missing. Her curves had always been incredible, but somehow the lingerie made them even more sensual, simultaneously emphasizing and softening them. I didn't know whether to rip it all off or stare in awe.
"You like?" Amanda asked teasingly.
"Very much so," I replied.
"Come show me then," Amanda said.
I'd never removed my own clothes so quickly. In seconds, I'd stripped out of my suit and thrown it to the floor in a jumbled mess. Completely naked, I climbed on to the bed with Amanda.
And yet, I could tell something was wrong. As excited as I felt, my exhaustion remained. It was similar to how I had felt once after a day of nonstop roller-coaster riding. I love roller coasters, but after hours of them, it was like my brain was incapable of handling any more excitement, no matter how much I wanted it.
I had that same overloaded feeling then.
But I pushed forward. If nothing else, there was my superstition to consider—my marriage would not go unconsummated.
I lay next to Amanda and took her into my arms. We began to kiss, softly at first, but then more intense. I began to run my hands over her body, appreciating her full curves and the softness of her underwear. I could feel her smile under my lips as she melted into me.
As we broke off our kiss, I stared into her eyes for a moment.
"You're so beautiful," I said, utterly starstruck.
Amanda smiled. "And you, husband, are equally handsome."
I ran my hand through her hair affectionately as my gaze ran over her body, taking in its perfection. It was only then that I realized I could barely see the hickey Dante had left on her neck—Amanda had done an incredible job covering it with makeup.
I pulled Amanda back into a kiss. But as much as I enjoyed it, I couldn't seem to find my usual groove. It was like a barrier had fallen between me and my lust, and although I could feel its presence, it was hopelessly separated from me. I now regretted my back-to-back masturbations during Amanda's bachelorette. I'm sure that didn't help the situation.
Amanda could sense I was off. She leaned back and stared at me with concern.
"Is everything okay?"
"Yeah, everything's great. Just tired is all."
I began to kiss Amanda again, willing myself with all my power to push through.
After a few seconds of half-hearted kisses, Amanda broke away again. She must have realized I was fighting a losing battle. "Here, just lie back and take a second. Let me see if I can help."
She placed her hand against my stomach and slowly began to tease her fingers down towards my pelvis. It's a sensitive area for me, and normally this would have had me hard in a heartbeat. But I remained soft as putty.
Amanda had just started though. After some gentle brushing, she at last took my cock into her palm and began to pump.
It should have felt amazing—but there was nothing. What had happened to me? Was I really just so physically tired that my body had given out? I know it's a cliché to claim 'this has never happened before'. But in my case, it was true.
As Amanda fruitlessly tried to stimulate me, my mind began to race. I couldn't let our first night together as a married couple fail so miserably. How could I fix this? I tried to picture the most erotic fantasies I'd ever had, running through them in rapid succession for anything that would allow me to reconnect to my lust. But nothing worked.
I realized then that I had done myself a disservice by going so long without sleeping with Amanda. It was like I had forgotten how to make love to her, after I had let Dante take over for me.
It was then I felt it: a twitch. It wasn't enough on its own, but it was a start. With dawning realization, I knew what I had to do.
I placed my hand over Amanda's, guiding her to a stop.
"Amanda, I'm so sorry that my body isn't cooperating tonight. But I need this to happen. And I know how to make it work."
I half-expected Amanda to hand-wave me off. Assure me that it was fine, and we could try again tomorrow. But she knew how important the consummation was to me and simply said, "What do you need?"
I hesitated. I knew how my solution would sound. But I was out of alternatives.
"We bring Dante in. Now, before you say anything, I'm not saying let him have sex with you. I'm just saying bring him in here. Maybe tease you a bit."
"Dan..." Amanda said, immediately realizing the danger in my suggestion.
"I wouldn't ask if I didn't need it. Please, Amanda. I know we had an agreement, and I'm not asking to break it. I just need enough of a jump start to finish the job."
I knew Amanda would never have agreed on her own, but my desperation was obvious.
"Okay," she finally said. "But this is our night. Dante can tease me as much as you need, but this is for us, not him."
"I understand. I'm so sorry to ask, but I love you so much for agreeing."
"I love you too. Now hurry up and do what you need to do."
I didn't need to be told twice. In a flash, I was out of the room and at Dante's door, not even bothering to dress first. I knocked softly. His light was still on, so Dante wasn't asleep yet.
I heard stirring, and then the door opened. Dante looked at my naked body with surprise.
"Uh, Dan. You're not wearing any clothes. Is everything okay?"
I explained everything to him in a rush.
Dante stared at me in disbelief. "You realize what you're asking, right? We'd all agreed that there'd be no more sex after the wedding. Don't play with me, man."
I reemphasized my request. "Our deal is still in place. I'm not saying have sex with Amanda, I just need to see you two flirt a bit to get me going. Then once I'm ready, I'll take over and that will be the end of it."
"So, what do you want me to do? Tell her how hot I think she is? Wiggle my cock at her a bit?"
"I dunno, man! I'm making this up as I go!" I said exasperatedly. "But sure, we can start there and see what happens."
"Fine, I'll do it," Dante said, throwing up his hands. "But no regrets later, you hear? You asked for this."
"I'll regret not sleeping with my wife on our wedding night more than anything. Let's go."
I returned to our bedroom, Dante following behind. I pushed the door open, letting Dante see Amanda stretched out on the bed in her bridal-lingerie.
Dante whistled appreciatively. "Wow, Amanda. If I'd known you were looking this good, I might have come over on my own. Goddamn."
Amanda smiled at Dante's compliment, but it was clear her focus was elsewhere. "Okay, Dan. What now?"
I hadn't thought that far ahead. My mind raced. "You remember when Sexy-Amanda first came out? When you tried to make Dante hard without touching him? Maybe do that again."
"Good choice, Dan. That was pretty hot," Dante agreed.
"Okay," Amanda sighed. "But whenever you're ready, Dan, you jump in, okay? Don't wait for me."
"Of course," I said, taking a seat at Amanda's desk chair, hoping desperately that this would work.
Amanda took a deep breath and turned her attention to Dante. When she spoke, it was clear Sexy-Amanda had returned.
"Well, Dante, I bet you didn't expect to see me like this tonight, did you?"
"Not at all," Dante said. "I'm not complaining though."
"You like seeing me in my wedding lingerie?"
"It's the hottest thing I've ever seen you wear," Dante replied, with zero hesitation.
Amanda began picking gently at the cloth that covered her intimate areas. "Are you sure you're not just saying that because I'm married and off-limits now?"
"Maybe that's part of it, but the simple fact is you look sexy as hell."
I felt myself becoming drawn into their teasing. This just might work after all. I decided to give them a boost.
"Amanda, why don't you let Dante feel how soft your lingerie is? Give him the full experience."
Wife-Amanda would have balked at this, but Sexy-Amanda didn't have such reservations. I knew if I pushed her too far, though, Wife-Amanda might return... but my suggestion was just innocent enough to be acceptable.
"If my husband insists," Amanda shrugged, as she stood from the bed and walked next to Dante. "Go on then, tell me what you think."
Dante clicked his tongue appreciatively as he reached out for Amanda. He touched her bra first, letting his fingers run over the fabric, no doubt also appreciating her mounds underneath. Amanda just stared expectantly, not making a sound.
Dante looked at me briefly, saw my entranced stare, and then kept going. He reached down to Amanda's panties, caressing the fabric around her hips first, then running back to her ass and giving it a healthy squeeze.
"Well?" Amanda questioned.
"Feels even better than it looks," Dante said.
"The front is even softer," Amanda practically purred. I knew she was exaggerating for my benefit, but she seemed to be enjoying herself too.
"Is it now?" Dante questioned, as he slowly slid his hands back around Amanda's waist, and then in towards her center. He cupped his fingers softly, letting their tips press in against Amanda's pelvis. Amanda bit her lip seductively. Encouraged, Dante slid his fingers downward until he had covered her mound.
"You're right," Dante agreed. "The front is softer. And I think a bit wet too."
"Huh. I wonder why that happened," Amanda said, playing dumb. She shot me a look over her shoulder. "Dan, how are you doing, babe?"
"I'm good. Well, I'm not quite ready," I clarified, "but this is a great start. Dante, maybe it would speed things up for me if you undressed. It is a bit of a mood killer when it looks like you're ready to crawl into bed and fall asleep."
"That's because I was ready to crawl into bed and fall asleep...," Dante shot back. "But, sure, Dan. I'll strip down."
Dante stepped back from Amanda and slid his shirt off his torso. Next came his pants, and finally, his underwear. Dante wasn't fully erect like I'd expected, but he was showing some excitement.
"There. Now what?"
I considered. I knew Dante was taking great pains to let me direct this scene to avoid getting himself into trouble. On his own, he would have been ravishing Amanda by now, but he was sticking to our agreement. So far, at least.
Watching this play out had given me a trickle of energy, but the potential of where this could go hung in my mind like a balloon full of excitement, ready to burst. If I could find a way to release it, I knew it would give me the boost I needed. But how? Or more specifically, how to do it while maintaining my marital vows?
I had an idea, but it would be a dangerous game. I'd need to keep a close watch on the barriers we'd constructed.
All of these considerations raced through my head as I responded to Dante.
"Dante, go sit on the edge of the bed. Amanda, I would normally never ask this, but I'm so close to being ready. Could you give Dante a lap dance for me?"
Amanda stared at me as Dante took his spot on the bed. "A lap dance? Dan, I've never given a lap dance in my life. I can barely regular dance."
"I know, but that's why it's so hot. And you've done cowgirl before. This is basically the same thing, just without the sex part."
"It's not the same thing. Cowgirl I just have to move up and down. A lap dance takes rhythm and coordination. Two things I don't have."
"Try it? For me? Dante will help you get into the groove of it, I'm sure." I turned to him for backup.
Even if sex was off the table, I knew Dante wouldn't be able to resist this opportunity. Sure enough, he chimed in, "C'mon, Amanda. You'll be a natural, I'm sure. Besides, isn't marriage supposed to be about compromise?"
Amanda huffed. "Our next compromise better involve me going on a shopping spree then. But fine. I'll give it a shot. But like I said, this is for you, Dan. Whenever you're ready, you take over, okay? Just jump in and send Dante back to his room."
"I will," I promised, as I sat back, eagerly awaiting Amanda's next move.
Amanda sighed and took a moment to center herself. Then she began to bounce softly on her feet, to an internal rhythm only she could hear.
After she'd worked herself up a bit, she looked towards Dante and began to slowly walk to him. She admittedly did look a little stiff, but neither Dante nor I were in a place to care. Both of us were transfixed on Amanda as she did her best to play up her sexiness. She steadily drew closer to Dante while continuing to flow as smoothly as her body allowed.
At last, Amanda stopped just in front of Dante and looked at him pointedly. Dante, taking it as a cue, reached his hands around Amanda, getting ready to cup her ass again. But Amanda gently smacked him on the arm.
"Hands off, Dante. Let me do the work," she scolded him softly.
Once again, I was struck by how much confidence Amanda had gained over the past year. The old Amanda would never have taken the initiative like this.
Dante pulled his hands back, chastened.
Back in control, Amanda began to run her hands over her own body, starting with her shoulders, then down over her breasts and stomach, and ending over her lacy underwear. She gave her womanhood a brief rub, almost too quickly to register, before spinning around so that her back was to Dante. From there, she began to bend over, letting her hands trace down her stocking-clad thighs while her ass pushed outwards towards Dante. Somehow, Dante resisted giving it a solid smack.
Once Amanda had touched her toes—leaving her completely bent over in front of Dante—I expected Amanda to trace upwards again. But instead, she spread her feet apart and began to lower her hips down and backwards. Looking over her shoulder for guidance, she slowly lowered herself onto Dante's lap and his now fully-erect cock that awaited her there. When her panty-clad pussy reached it, Dante's cock was forced downwards underneath her, as Amanda held it between her thighs. Her underwear had prevented it from penetrating her, but I had no doubt she could feel Dante's cockhead as it scraped across her pussy lips.
But Amanda was just starting. As soon as she had settled her weight, she lifted up again slightly, Dante's cock rising with her. It had become trapped in the small gap between her thighs, and as Amanda lowered again, her legs stroked his hardness as it pushed through them.
Amanda turned her head towards Dante, although she maintained her forward-facing position. "How am I doing?" she asked huskily.
"Amazing," Dante answered simply.
"Good. This isn't so hard after all," Amanda beamed, as she repeated her up-and-down motion, stroking Dante again. A tiny drop of precum emerged from the end of Dante's cock.
At last, my trickle of excitement became a steady flow. Fucking may have been off the table, but seeing Amanda stimulate Dante like this was still enough to get my blood going. I just needed Amanda to keep it up a few more minutes. I knew Dante must have been bursting with the urge to rip her panties off and take her there. But somehow, he maintained his composure.
Unfortunately, the constant strain on Amanda's muscles soon tired her out. She tried to maintain her pace, but it was obvious she was becoming wiped. I decided to intervene.
"Amanda, I'm just about there. Give yourself a break and lay back down on the bed. Dante, I could still use your help, so once Amanda gets settled, you're welcome to keep doing your thing."
If Amanda was bothered that I was keeping Dante involved, she didn't show it. I suspect she was too happy for a break to care. Or maybe she was enjoying him more than she let on.
Either way, Amanda rose to her feet, releasing her thigh-grip on Dante's cock. She faced the two of us and climbed onto the bed, so she was behind Dante and across from me. Dante didn't wait for Amanda to get comfortable though, immediately turning and climbing after her. With a quick move, he pulled her legs up into the air and rested them against his chest. Dante clearly wanted to dive back into the action, because he placed the head of his cock back into Amanda's thigh gap and began to thrust against her. Amanda still had her panties on, though, so Dante could do no more than slide over her pelvis. It was intimate—certainly more so than a man should be with another man's bride—but it wasn't fucking. Not really.
Besides, it was just taboo enough to release my mental excitement-balloon at last. Lust came pouring over my body, instantly leaving my cock stiff and ready for action. In a heartbeat, I shed my own clothes and climbed onto the bed near Amanda's head. She turned at my approach and smiled.
"Look who's finally decided to join the party," she said, as Dante continued to thrust between her legs. "Is it time to make this private again?"
I shook my head. I'd just gotten going and didn't want to chance a major disruption just yet. "Let's keep Dante here a bit longer. Besides, I think there's plenty you can do for me now, while your lower half is occupied."
"Oh, is there?" Amanda teased, as she reached towards my cock. I scooted closer to her, bringing my cock within an inch of her face. Amanda's eyes looked at me with hunger as she slowly guided my cock to her mouth. I felt a sudden yearning for Amanda that I hadn't felt in months. How had I gone this long without enjoying this sensual woman for myself?
Amanda's lips enclosed around my cock, and suddenly, I was in heaven. The gentle heat of her breath, the wetness of her mouth, the playful touches with her tongue... It was almost too much to bear.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, eliciting a seductive smile from my fianc—no, my wife .
Amanda took to my cock eagerly, bobbing her head over my shaft. I'd never had anyone suck me so enthusiastically, and it wasn't long before Amanda had taken half my length into her mouth. The slurping noises she made, combined with her continuous eye contact, made for an oral experience like no other. I couldn't believe this talented cocksucker and my once-reserved fiancé was the same woman. Her months of experience blowing Dante had paid off.
It was almost enough to make me forget about Dante entirely, despite him still thrusting steadily between Amanda's thighs. At some point, he'd begun running his hands up and down Amanda's legs—was that a stocking clip that had come unfastened?—but I was too lost in my own pleasure to care about such a minor change.
Amanda's mouth—my God, her mouth! I'd never dreamed oral could be so good, and I realized that I was well on my way to orgasming. I'd never cum from head alone, but Amanda was quickly taking me there. She began to moan softly onto me, enhancing the sensation even further. Her large brown eyes threatened to pull me into their depths, even as her mouth continued to push further and further up my shaft.
I noticed more movement from the corner of my eye: Dante's hands were moving from Amanda's legs to her mound, but that was still okay. What did I care if he helped pleasure her while she was so intent on pleasuring me?
Amanda at last pulled off my cock completely as she gasped for air. She glanced towards Dante as if realizing his fingers were rubbing her through her panties, but then she quickly refocused on me. She adjusted her grip slightly on my cock, then went right back to work, taking me inside her mouth once more.



Amanda began to pump me with her hand while swirling her tongue over my cock head, with an intensity that seemed almost desperate. My hips began to buck by instinct, and soon, I was face-fucking my new wife with abandon. Somehow, she managed to suppress her gag reflex—easier with me than Dante, I suspected—allowing me to slide all the way to the hilt. The utter surrealness of feeling Amanda's lips against my pelvis as she deep-throated my entire length was a once-in-a-lifetime experience. I was much too far gone to notice that Dante had pulled the fabric of Amanda's panties slightly to the side, exposing her opening to him.
I hadn't planned to finish in Amanda's mouth, but I felt the telltale wave of pleasure swell in my brain just one second before it came crashing down.
"Fuck, I'm cumming!" I moaned.
Amanda instinctively tried to withdraw, but my hips pressed forward, keeping my cock deep inside her throat. I felt my shaft begin to pulse as it sent wave after wave of my semen down Amanda's esophagus. Amanda gag reflex could be suppressed no more, and if I'd waited a moment longer to pull out, I suspect it would have been too much for her to take. As it was, though, she had managed to swallow my load whole.
I stumbled backwards off the bed and collapsed back into Amanda's desk chair. I sat there for a moment, utterly dazed, before my awareness began to fade in again. Soon, I realized that although I was emerging from my frenzied lust, Amanda had not. The reason why quickly became clear.
Dante was still thrusting against Amanda, but his cock was no longer visible. For a moment, I didn't understand what I was seeing. Where had it gone?
And then it hit me. Dante wasn't thrusting OVER Amanda; he was thrusting INTO her.
The realization crashed over me like an avalanche. All of our agreements, all of our promises, even the vows we'd made hours ago... all meaningless. It should have been a shock to my core, but then I remembered all their other encounters: Dante had slept with Amanda before I had. He had gotten oral from her before I had. He had come inside her before I had.
And now, another to the list: Dante was Amanda's first fuck as a married woman. My new wife was fucking our roommate before she'd even fucked me.
My mind was exploding with this revelation. I couldn't believe it, even as I watched it happening just a foot away.
And Amanda wasn't concerned in the least. Quite the opposite, based on her moans of pleasure.
I knew Wife-Amanda would never have let the situation progress this far. But Wife-Amanda was long gone by now. Only Sexy-Amanda remained, and Sexy-Amanda didn't care about vows or promises or faithfulness. Sexy-Amanda wanted to fuck—and Dante was the only man left standing.
Seeing that Amanda had fully submitted to him, Dante no longer tried to downplay his penetration. Pulling out briefly, he reached down for her panties and began to tug. They had been unfastened from her stockings by this point, so Dante was able to slide her lily-white underwear off in a single motion. Once they were gone, Dante used his hands to spread Amanda's legs apart, leaning over between them.
As Dante pressed his body down over hers, Amanda instinctively wrapped her legs back around Dante's hips, securing him in place. She stared at Dante lustfully as he fully spread himself over her, having apparently forgotten about me entirely.
As Dante restarted his rhythmic plunge into Amanda's pussy, he lowered his head to her neck, beginning to kiss her skin there; he started at the base and slowly worked upwards, passing over the hickey he had left last night, and all the way up to just underneath her jaw. Amanda moaned softly, and I knew Dante and found a sensitive spot.
Then, seemingly by instinct, Amanda turned towards Dante, aligning her face with his. Their lips touched, and for the first time ever, they shared a kiss. It sounded impossible, but it was true. For all their fucking, the two of them had never once kissed. Until now.
I knew even then that this kiss would change everything.
Amanda must have felt the same shift, because she broke away suddenly, clearly stunned by this new development.
"Oh, Dante," she breathed in a soft, surprised voice.
Dante shared no such reservations. He leaned in towards Amanda again and planted another kiss on her lips. Amanda froze, momentarily uncertain, but then the pleasure of Dante's manhood moving inside her swept her away again. I saw Amanda melt into him, as she returned his kiss with equal force.
Soon, the two of them were kissing passionately. Amanda and Dante weren't just fucking any more. They were making love. My relationship with Amanda wasn't the only one being consummated that night.
"Oh, Dante," Amanda repeated, this time moaning his name with ecstatic wonder. She took his head between her hands as she planted another kiss against him. Their tongues began to twirl together, leaving them linked at both ends. Dante began to run his hands through Amanda's hair, showing a degree of connection that I'd never seen from him before. It seemed their weeks of constant fucking had tied them together more closely than they had realized. And now here it was, blossoming into the open.
They both began to moan, their sounds of pleasure passing into each other and filling the room. Amanda began repeating Dante's name over and over: "oh, Dante", "please, Dante", and "more, Dante". Dante did the same with hers: "fuck, Amanda", "yes, Amanda", and "oh God, Amanda."
They were the cries of enraptured lovers... but it was not me, her husband, that Amanda was exchanging these pleasureful cries with.
And yet, I was too fascinated to care.
Amanda suddenly broke off her moans and pulled Dante into a powerful kiss, her legs working to draw even more of Dante's length inside her. The next moment, her body began to tremble, a powerful orgasm overtaking her. She made a soft cry, sounding almost broken, as she held Dante tightly against her.
It was too much for Dante. His body stiffened as well, and although I couldn't see it, I knew he was once again flooding Amanda with his seed. Only now, it wasn't my fiancé his sperm was trying to impregnate. It was my wife.
Amanda and Dante rode out their orgasms together, maintaining their kiss the entire time. Even when the tidal wave of pleasure had passed them, they stayed pressed together, exchanging soft, delicate kisses.
Finally, Dante pulled away slightly, but he kept staring into Amanda's eyes, playing with the ends of her hair. They exchanged intoxicated smiles, looking like virgins who'd just had sex for the first time. There was no denying it—their relationship had metamorphosized into something new. But what?
"Well, Amanda. I guess this means we need a new agreement, huh?" Dante chuckled softly, bringing his palm to Amanda's cheek and giving her one last tender kiss.
Amanda returned it, pressing her pink lips against Dante's brown ones. She didn't speak, but just nodded. Then she looked at me.
I think Amanda truly had forgotten that I was still in the room, because as we made eye contact, I saw panic flood her eyes. Now that her lust had been satisfied, reality was sinking back in.
"Oh, no. Dan. I'm so sorry, I just..." Amanda struggled for words. "I don't know what happened."
I realize how this makes me sound, but even with the new connection Dante and Amanda had shown, I wasn't bothered. I can't explain why I wasn't upset or jealous or angry, but I wasn't. Maybe it was my exhaustion or maybe it was my utter trust in Amanda, but I had no problem with what had just occurred. I hadn't expected it at all, but now that it had happened, I felt... okay. More than okay, in fact. If anything I was curious... how fun would this new dynamic be?
"Don't be sorry, Amanda. We'll talk about it later. Dante, would you mind letting us have the room? We've got an early start tomorrow."
I have no idea what was going through Dante's head in that moment. I suspected he would have preferred to stay with Amanda longer, but he didn't argue. With a deep sigh, he pulled himself off Amanda, his manhood sliding from Amanda's pussy, cum trailing along his shaft. He stepped off the bed and made for the door before pausing.
He glanced at us over his shoulder. "Dan, thank you. Amanda... I don't have words. You are truly one of a kind. Congratulations on being married."
And then he was gone.
Amanda and I sat quietly for a few moments, alone with our thoughts. Finally, Amanda started to speak, her words coming out in a rush. But I held my hand up, stopping the onslaught.
"We don't have to talk about anything tonight," I said. "I'm exhausted, and I'm sure you are too. Let's just get some sleep, and we can work it out later. Don't worry though, I'm not mad at you."
"Do you still love me?" Amanda asked meekly, and the overwhelming shame I heard in her words broke my heart.
"I love you with all my heart and soul," I said back, and I meant it. I wanted my wife to be faithful and loving to me, of course, but somehow... Dante didn't feel like cheating. I still can't fully explain it.
Amanda must have believed my sincerity, because she didn't seek further reassurance. "Okay. I love you with all my heart and soul, too."
And surprisingly, I sensed she also meant it.
***
The two of us were sound asleep just minutes later. The excitement of our wedding combined with being done with months and months of planning had utterly drained us both. Not to mention the unexpectedly explosive encounter with Dante once we returned home.
When my alarm went off in the early hours of the morning, I wanted to die. But instead, I pulled myself out of bed and quickly prepared for our trip to the airport. Most of the work was already done—suitcases packed, passports ready, etc.—but I still needed to cover all the usual double-checks. I wasn't about to sabotage our honeymoon by leaving something important behind.
Fortunately, it seemed we had everything we needed.
A few minutes later, I drove myself and an equally sleepy Amanda to the airport, where we parked, made our way through security, and ate breakfast while we waited for our plane to arrive. A connecting flight and another airport later, we were finally flying to Mexico.
We didn't talk much during this time, both too short on sleep to offer much in the way of conversation. Still, I had spent some time thinking over what had happened last night, and I wanted to share my thoughts with Amanda. Just when we were more rested.
At last, our plane touched down in Cancun. We took our luggage and boarded the resort-owned shuttle that had been sent for us.
Mexico was surprisingly vibrant. I'd never been before, but American movies and TV had led me to expect an arid, barren land, populated by small towns and the occasional massive metropolis. But Mexico wasn't some dry, backwards country. It was very green and modern, and an unexpected delight. I knew that other parts of Mexico might look different, but even the small slice I'd seen was enough to challenge my beliefs about the country.
Our resort was even more beautiful. I won't go into all the details, but it was a beach paradise, full of beautiful views, amazing food, and a wonderful atmosphere. Amanda had done a fantastic job picking it out; it was perfect.
Our honeymoon was nothing short of amazing. We did all of the expected activities, including having sex multiple times. I'd been concerned that my inability to perform would return, but it didn't. It seemed I really had been too exhausted on our wedding night—without some extra help, at least.
Speaking of which, Amanda and I did eventually talk about what had happened that night. We didn't avoid the discussion, exactly, but it was more that we wanted to have some time apart from it first, to process how we felt.
But a few days in, as we lounged on our balcony eating breakfast, I broached the topic at last.
It quickly became apparent that both of us had fully intended to keep Dante at arm's length, but in the heat of the moment, we had folded and let him in. Neither of us regretted it, but now we were left with a dilemma: what to do moving forward?
It was then that Amanda hit me with a bombshell: "I think we need to ask Dante to move out."
Of all our options, that was not the one I'd expected Amanda to suggest. It would be unfair to Dante, who had done nothing without our support (more or less). Not to mention that as far as Amanda knew, it would leave us in a financial bind. It wouldn't, of course, after her dad's generous gift, but I'd completely forgotten to tell her about it. And yet, she was still prepared to send Dante away.
Shocked by her willingness to abandon Dante, I'd simply asked: "Why?"
Amanda had looked away shamefully. "Because I can't control myself around him anymore," she'd admitted.
I wasn't surprised. I'd seen the intensity of their latest connection, after all. It was naïve of me to expect Amanda and Dante to keep their hands off each other while living in the same place. After all, most people couldn't fuck repeatedly for months on end and then be expected to quit cold turkey. But hearing Amanda say it out loud made it real in a way that it wasn't before.
Amanda had mistaken my thoughtful silence for being too upset, so she quickly followed up, "Dan, you're the most important man in my life, and I don't ever want to lose you. Yes, I like how Dante makes me feel, but I won't risk what we have for anything. Even if it means kicking Dante out of our lives for good."
She said this with a conviction I'd never heard from her before. Circumstances aside, it's a powerful thing to hear someone express their love for you so earnestly. I realized then that no matter what we decided to do about Dante, the two of us were rock solid.
"What about his share of the rent?" I pointed out, curious how much she'd thought this through.
"We'll figure something out. I'll get a part-time job if I have to. I just... I think we need this."
"Well, the good news is that won't be necessary. I haven't had a chance to tell you, but your dad pulled me aside at the wedding..."
I shared the story of his unexpected gift.
Amanda's eyes widened as I named the specific sum he'd given us. "Oh my God, Dan. I can't believe he did that. I wonder if Mom knows..."
I shrugged. "Honestly, I was more surprised that he gave it to me, rather than you directly."
"I'm not," Amanda said, shaking her head. "He's old-fashioned when it comes to men and money. Husbands are the head, and all that. But this is just what we need. We can go back to having our own place again!"
"Assuming Dante agrees," I pointed out. "He may not want to."
"We won't give him a choice," Amanda said firmly. "Maybe we can even offer some of Dad's gift as extra incentive."
"It's worth a shot," I admitted. "But we can worry about that when we get back. I'm a little distracted by how sexy you're looking in that robe right now."
"Oh, is that right?" Amanda laughed, before biting her lip playfully. "Just think how sexy I'd look out of it, then."
We didn't even bother going inside, making love right there on the balcony.
***
Our honeymoon was like a dream, but like all dreams, it eventually came to an end. With a mix of sadness and satisfaction, we returned to the real world.
We arrived back at our apartment early evening on Sunday, tired from travel, but happy to be home. Dante was lounging on the couch, but he greeted us warmly as we entered.
"Wow, you two are looking refreshed as hell. Got that newlywed glow and everything!" Dante said, laying it on thick.
I don't know if his friendliness was an attempt to make up for sleeping with Amanda on our wedding night... or if he had just missed us. Maybe both.
"It's called a tan," Amanda replied with a wink.
"You? With a tan? Hardly," Dante shot back. He wasn't wrong—Amanda had used so much sunscreen on our trip that she'd basically worn it as a second skin. Shew as very much the same pale woman she'd always been.
We unloaded our stuff and unpacked our suitcases over the next several minutes. Once we'd finally finished and had a momentary break to recover, I prompted Amanda.
"Think it's time to talk to Dante?"
The two of us had decided we'd let Dante know of our new agreement sooner rather than later. Less chance for us to lose our nerve.
"Yeah, let's do it," Amanda sighed. "But after that, I'm gonna need the rest of the night to relax. No more excitement."
"Fine by me," I agreed, as we jointed Dante in the living room.
Dante was on the couch, so I took the free chair, Amanda sitting on my lap.
I dove right in.
"Dante, Amanda and I had a lot of time to talk on our honeymoon. One of the things we talked about was what happened on our wedding night. As you know, we'd all agreed that once Amanda and I were married, that there'd be no more sex between you two."
Dante took this in silently, his face a mask. I continued.
"Neither of us are upset at what happened. In fact, I think we all enjoyed ourselves, and I'll be the first to admit that I wouldn't have been able to consummate my marriage—even if it was only oral—without your help, Dante."
I swallowed, then continued.
"But at the same time, Amanda and I don't think it's healthy for us as newlyweds to be living like this. Well, with you specifically, Dante. We both like you, and that's the problem. Now that Amanda and I are married, we need to make sure that some things stay between the two of us. And as long as you're here, Dante, we don't know if that would be possible. We'd like you to move out."
Those last sentences spilled out of me in a rush, but once I'd said them, silence filled the air.
Once again, though, Dante surprised me. He laughed.
"What's funny?" Amanda asked.
Dante shook his head, amused grin spread across his face. "This whole time you guys have been honeymooning, I've been thinking how to tell you guys that I want to move out."
I was floored. Of all of Dante's possible responses, this wasn't one I'd expected. "Wait, why?"
Dante shrugged like it was obvious. "Same reason as yours. I don't think our current living situation is gonna work long-term. I'm glad you guys are cool with what we've done. I know I've had my fun. But I'm not a homewrecker. I need to leave before 'fun' becomes 'messy'. I've been there before, and I'm not going there again. Only hangup left was the money bind it might put you guys in. I know that's why you brought me in to begin with. But it sounds like you guys have figured that out."
"Oh. Well, I guess we're on the same page then." I said, still processing Dante's nonchalant agreement.
Amanda broke in, "When were you thinking about going?"
Dante turned to her. "While you guys were gone, I've been busy looking for another place. There's an apartment across town that caught my eye. And since we're in agreement, I can move by next weekend."
"Just like that, huh?" I said.
"Just like that," Dante agreed.
And it was.
Just like that, within a week, Dante was gone.
***
It took some adjusting to Dante's absence. I didn't realize how much of our routines had included him, both sexual and otherwise. There was a Dante-shaped hole in our lives... and between Amanda's legs. I did my best to fill both.
That should have been the end of our story with Dante. And for a long while, it was.
Life moved on. Amanda graduated and found a job in town. We saved and saved, eventually able to put a down payment on a house. It was small, but it was ours. Shortly after that, Amanda and I decided we were ready to expand our household. First was a cat. Then a dog.
Then a baby.
When Noah came into the world and made me a father, my perspective on everything changed. He was our little miracle, in more ways than one. In the process of trying for a kid, I discovered that while I wasn't impotent, I was close. After months of trying to get Amanda pregnant, and various doctor visits, medicines, etc., I'd about given up hope on being able to conceive naturally. Finally, after dropping a huge amount of money for IVF, we received the good news: Amanda was pregnant, and the fetus was healthy.



Shortly after, Noah was born.
A few years passed, and Amanda and I adjusted to our new role as parents. I'd always known that raising a child was hard work, but until you experience it for yourself, it's impossible to fully appreciate just how hard it is. Yet we made it work, as our marriage entered a more mature stage.
Once Noah exited his toddler-stage, Amanda and I floated the idea of trying for a second kid. We both wanted one, for Noah's benefit as much as ours. And yet the stress and cost of trying the first time gave us pause. Neither of us were eager to go through that tortuous process again. The cycle of hope and disappointment still weighed heavy.
We talked about it for weeks, going over different possibilities of how it might play out. We considered adoption, but even adoption was expensive and tedious, without an absolute guarantee of success.
Finally, during one of these discussions, in a moment of self-directed frustration, I remembered Dante.
I hadn't thought about Dante in a while by this point. Amanda and I never talked about our time with him—not because we were ashamed, but he just wasn't relevant anymore. He was a brief spark of passion and lust in our lives, but then he was gone, and we'd moved on.
But in one of life's ironic moments, my memory shoved him back into awareness.
"You know how you can tell I'm so frustrated by this?" I'd started by saying, laughing bitterly, "I just remembered Dante."
Amanda had looked at me questioningly, so I explained.
"I was just thinking I almost wish you hadn't been on birth control when he was around. Maybe that way you would have had baby number one then, and Noah would have been our second, and we would have been done. None of this would be a problem now."
Amanda had hugged me tight, sensing the self-frustration behind my statement. "Oh Dan. Don't be so hard on yourself. Besides, you know that's not how that would have worked," she pointed out. "Even if I had been off birth control, it would have been Dante's kid, not yours."
"It would have been mine if we raised it," I said. "It's basically the same as adoption, after all."
"Yeah, except you're assuming that Dante would want to give it up."
I was silent. Amanda was right, of course. I changed the subject. "I wonder what he's doing these days, anyway."
Amanda shrugged. "I think he's doing good. He's opened up his own massage parlor like he wanted. Seems to be growing. He's got a girlfriend. Been with her for a while now, I think. They've got a kid together."
I stared. I had completely forgotten about Dante, but here Amanda was, as current on his life as if she'd talked to him the other day.
Amanda noticed my shock. "It's all on social media. You'd know this too if you hadn't deactivated all your accounts. He added me a while back."
"You didn't say anything about it," I said, coming to terms with this revelation.
"That's because it wasn't a big deal. We haven't messenged or anything. He added me, I accepted, and went on with my life," Amanda explained.
"Can I see?" I finally said, curiosity getting the better of me.
"Yeah, one sec, let me get him pulled up," Amanda said.
Moments later, there he was. Dante in all his glory.
He'd matured since I'd last seen him, but even online, I could tell he was the same charismatic, attractive guy I'd remembered. As Amanda had said, he did seem to be doing well. I went through several pictures of his small-but-professional massage studio, of him hanging out with friends around town, and of him and his girlfriend loving on each other.
"She kinda looks like you," I observed.
"Not really," Amanda said, embarrassed by the implication. "She's blonde, after all."
It was true that Dante's girl was blonde rather than Amanda's brunette, but there was a strong resemblance, even if Amanda wasn't willing to admit it.
"I guess once you try white, you know that it's right," I joked.
"Please never say that to anyone again, me included," Amanda said making a face.
"Sorry," I quickly apologized. "It looks like he's still in town with us. I'm surprised we've never run into him."
"I mean the city is a big place," Amanda said. "And we don't have any mutual friends or hangout spots."
"Maybe we should invite him over and catch up. Might be fun to see what he's been up to over the years." I said.
"I don't think inviting a former booty call over for dinner is a good idea, Dan," Amanda pointed out.
"Dante was more than just a booty call. He was our roommate," I corrected, "And a pretty good one too, all things considered. Paid on time, gave us massages... sure, he had his way with you a few times too, but who could blame him for that?"
Amanda didn't respond. Just rolled her eyes and exited from Dante's profile.
"You know, maybe that wouldn't be such a bad idea," I said, talking to myself now.
"What's that?" Amanda asked warily.
"I know how this sounds, but what if we do invite Dante over? And while he's here, let him solve this problem for us too."
"What probl—oh. Dan, no," Amanda said, realizing what I was hinting at.
"I'm serious," I said. "I know how it sounds, but think about it. We can't afford to do IVF again, and I'm not sure I could handle another year of failed attempts. Plus, Dante's got a kid of his own, so he's not firing blanks. And it's not like he'd be doing anything with you that he hasn't before."
"So what are you suggesting we do? Invite Dante over for burgers and have him knock me up for dessert?"
"Basically, yeah," I shrugged.
Amanda stared at me. "There's so many problems with that. I can't believe you even brought it up as a joke."
"I'm not joking. And if there are so many problems, what are they?" I challenged. Truth was, I hadn't really been serious about the idea, but it was growing on me. It was crazy, yes, but was it really any crazier than what we'd done with Dante already? And if it gave us the second child we wanted...
"Well, for one, we're married. In case you missed it, that usually means no outside sex. Two, we don't know it would work. People don't become pregnant every time they have sex. Three, even if it did work, how would we explain to our friends and family why our new baby is black? Four, we don't even know Dante would agree even if he were single, which brings me to five, he has a family of his own. And finally, every time we've tried to push something with Dante, we've always lost control and did things we didn't mean to. How's that for you?"
I nodded solemnly, pretending to consider her points. "Okay, okay. Those are pretty good. But here's why they're wrong."
I cleared my throat dramatically. "One. Dante's already had sex with you while we were married. Two. We don't have to try between you and Dante just once. Three. We tell everyone that we did IVF with a black donor. Four. He won't be able to resist seeing you again. Five. Probably your best point, but I think it will fail for the same reason as number four. And last, even if we did lose control, what else could happen? Dante's already done everything with you there is to do."
I looked at her pointedly, waiting for a rebuttal.
But Amanda had just sighed. "I just can't believe you're arguing to have another man knock me up. I don't see how that could possibly be a good idea."
I turned serious and pulled her into a hug. "It's not really what I want. What I want is to have this baby ourselves, and finally have a full family. But I don't know if I can make that happen, and that kills me. What if this really is our best alternative?"
"I don't see how it could be," Amanda said, hugging me back. "But if you really are serious about the idea, I'll think about it. But in the meantime, why don't we try ourselves a bit more first?"
"Okay," I agreed. "We can try some more."
***
Several months passed without success. The failure weighed on us both, and Amanda finally agreed to consider using Dante as an option. We were both desperate enough by this point that neither of us were bothered by the idea itself, but there were two other hurdles: Dante's agreement and the potential messiness of his parental rights.
For the second hurdle, Amanda had a friend of a friend who worked in a legal office, and she was reassured that we'd be fine. I just needed to be listed as the father on-record at the birth to cement my claim. I was skeptical at first, but Amanda was confident in her source. Nothing I found online said otherwise, so I went with it.
That just left one last issue: would Dante agree?
We didn't even know if Dante would want to see us again, but when Amanda sent Dante a message inviting him for dinner, Dante seemed nothing but eager. We caught up online a bit, but it was brief. There was no hint to our earlier wild times together.
"Maybe he's embarrassed," Amanda had suggested. "Maybe he feels like he took advantage of us and he's ashamed."
"I think we took advantage of each other," I had countered. "And besides, do you really think Dante would be ashamed about anything?"
"You have a point," Amanda had conceded.
Dante had offered to bring his new girlfriend along and introduce us, but we'd put him off with a 'maybe next time'.
The only other consideration we had was Noah—and we arranged to drop him off at a babysitter, leaving the house to just us.
And before we knew it, our scheduled evening had arrived. After all these years, Dante was on his way back into our lives.
Surprisingly, neither Amanda nor I had second thoughts about our plan. Our commitment was a sign of our desperation, but I had to admit, the idea of Dante returning had begun to excite me too. My blood was racing once he'd texted he'd left his house. I imagine Amanda must have felt the same way, because she shared a new worry.
"What if Dante doesn't find me attractive enough to sleep with?"
I couldn't help myself. I laughed. Seeing the hurt on Amanda's face, I quickly reassured her. "That won't be a problem. You're hotter now than you've ever been."
It was true. Amanda was still the same curvy-but-makeup-free woman she'd always been, but her former pregnancy had left her looking even fuller than before. And there were other small differences too—her hair was styled better for her face, and she'd gotten better at finding clothes that flattered her pale skin and body type. The tight shirt and jeans she'd chosen to wear for Dante were casual enough, but still extremely provocative nonetheless, accenting her ass and chest perfectly.
Still, Amanda was skeptical. "Of course, you have to say that, you're my husband. But I'm a mom now. I'm not as fit as I was when we first met Dante. What if he's not interested in me anymore?"
"He will be," I said firmly. "But even if he backs out for another reason, we'll figure something else out. But let's worry about one thing at a time."
I don't know if Amanda was convinced, but she let it go.
A few minutes later, our doorbell rang. I opened the front door, and there Dante was, like a ghost made manifest. I was filled with a potent sense of déjà vu as past memories and present experience crashed together.
"Wow, Dante. You're really here," I said, realizing how dumb those words sounded even as I said them.
"Hey, Dan. It's been a while. You're looking dashing as ever," Dante said, pulling me into a hug; his charm already on full display.
"Thanks. The years have been good to you too," I replied.
Like I'd seen from his social media, Dante was older now, but he was unquestionably the same magnetic black man who'd seduced my fiancé all those years ago.
"So, you gonna invite me in?" he grinned.
"Yeah, of course, of course. Welcome to our home," I said, stepping out of his way as he entered.
Even though this is exactly what I had asked for, a part of me couldn't believe that this was happening. After years of no contact, Dante was suddenly back in our lives.
Amanda was waiting just inside, and when Dante laid eyes on her, he whistled appreciatively. "Wow, Amanda. Somehow you look even better than I remembered."
Amanda blushed. "Thanks, Dante. You look good too. It's nice to see you again."
They exchanged a hug. It must have been my imagination, but I swore I could see a physical spark flash between them as they made contact. But then it vanished as they separated again.
"Nice place you guys got here," Dante said, looking around.
"Yeah, it's been a good home to us," I agreed. "You want to grab some food and catch up?"
"I'd love to," Dante replied, looking squarely at Amanda.
***
The three of us spent the next hour catching up with one another, expanding on the info we'd already exchanged online. Despite our ulterior motive in inviting Dante over, I had to admit that it was fun to learn what he'd been up to since we'd seen him. Between the success of his independent massage business and his new family, I was legitimately happy for him.
Dante was equally interested in what we'd been up to, especially Amanda. As our conversation progressed, he became increasingly flirty with her. Normally, I wouldn't have tolerated another man flirting openly with my wife, especially in front of me, but this played right into our goal for the evening. Even when Amanda began talking about Noah, Dante managed to work in another compliment: "That's why you're even curvier than I remembered. Motherhood looks damn good on you".
For her part, Amanda was more than receptive to Dante's shameless flattery, blushing and giggling like a schoolgirl, even as she made a show of downplaying it: "oh stop it," "you're bad," etc. It seemed even their years apart hadn't been enough to dull their affinity for one another. I should have been jealously raging, but instead I found myself becoming increasingly aroused by their connection.
After we talked about Noah, it wasn't long before the conversation turned to the real reason we'd invited Dante over: our desire for a second kid. But once we'd arrived at our real purpose for inviting Dante, Amanda suddenly quieted, unsure how to proceed. I had mostly dropped out of the conversation by this point, but I sensed it was time to take over. I explained our troubles conceiving, and how desperate we were for a second child.
Dante listened attentively, nodding sympathetically as I shared our story. When I reached our present dilemma—pay more than we could afford for IVF/adoption or give up entirely—Dante shook his head and sighed heavily.
"Damn, that's tough."
I exchanged a look with Amanda, who after a moment of hesitation, gave me a small nod. It was time to come clean.
"That's actually why we invited you over tonight, Dante. You're a way out of our dilemma. I won't tiptoe around it anymore. We want you to be our sperm donor. And since we can't pay for IVF, it would have to be the natural route."
I expected Dante to laugh or call us crazy or at least ask us for more details. But true to his nature, Dante surprised us again.
He shrugged and simply said, "Damn, Dan. If you wanted me to fuck your wife again, all you had to do was ask." He winked at Amanda for emphasis.
This was the answer we'd hoped for, more or less... but the fact that Dante gave it so easily made me skeptical that he was taking it seriously.
"I'm glad you're on board, Dante," I said slowly, "but just so we're clear: this is a real request. I'm not asking you to fuck Amanda. We're asking you to help us have a baby."
"Oh, no, I got it," Dante said reassuringly. "But it's really the same thing. Only difference is making sure I finish in the right place."
Dante's glibness still made me question his commitment, but he wasn't wrong either. If Dante insisted he was willing, then I wouldn't fight him on it. We'd have to take him at his word.
But Amanda had one last concern. "But what about your girlfriend? Won't this feel like cheating on her? You guys have a kid together, after all."
Dante looked at her pointedly. "No, it's not cheating because I wouldn't be doing it for me. I'd be doing it for you guys. A favor for old friends. Still, no sense worrying her about it. It may not be cheating, but seems smart to keep it between us three anyway. And besides, Amanda, I knew you first anyway," Dante said, as if that explained everything.
His answer made no sense to me, but Amanda seemed placated. She turned to me. "Okay, Dan. I guess that's settled then. How do you want to do this?"
"Oh, you guys meant now?" Dante cut in, turning serious at last. "Like right now? I'm proud of you, Dan. I'm not used to you diving in like this."
"Guess you taught me some things," I replied. "But are you ready, Dante? It's okay if you need time to think it over."
"Nah, I don't need time. I'm all-in. Let's get you a baby," Dante firmly. His cavalier attitude still concerned me—he was about to fuck my wife, not help me fix a leak—but I couldn't worry about that now.
I turned back to Amanda. "You heard him. Let's take this to the bedroom."
The three of us made our way over, none of us speaking as the reality of what we were about to do sank in. We'd gone from chatting with a buddy we hadn't seen in years to agreeing to fuck, all in the blink of an eye. And yet the transition seemed natural. Was that a sign of our baby-desperation or just us falling into old habits? I wasn't sure, but my blood was racing.
When we reached our room, Amanda looked back at me for direction. "So, what now?"
"What do you mean? We know what we need to do—let's just go for it."
"I just... I mean, it's been years since... I wouldn't know where to begin," Amanda said, suddenly looking embarrassed.
Dante laughed, instantly grasping the reason for Amanda's hesitation. Amanda and Dante may have screwed each other's brains out times beyond counting... but that was years ago. Now, they were barely acquaintances.
Fortunately, Dante had a solution. "C'mon, guys. Let's not make this hard. You two start on your own. Pretend I'm not here. And when you guys look like you're nice and into it, I'll hop in. Easy as that."
"Sounds good to me," I agreed. "Amanda?"
Amanda gave one last uncertain look towards Dante before refocusing on me. "Okay, yeah. I'm ready."
With her assent, I began.
I took Amanda into my arms and began to kiss her softly on the lips. Amanda was stiff at first, but she slowly loosened and sank into my embrace. The sounds of our lips smacking together was the only sound in the room, but Dante's presence loomed nearby. It didn't bother me though; if anything, it excited me to know that he was watching Amanda and I take the first steps of our intimacy routine.
Without interrupting my kisses, I started to move towards the bed, guiding Amanda backwards until her legs pressed against the mattress. I used my arms to lower her down, continuing to kiss as long as I could, until gravity pulled her away from me. Amanda, currently half-flopped onto the bed, looked up at me with an aroused smile.
"You're so fucking sexy," I whispered, as I removed my clothes, piece by piece. After only my boxers remained, I reached down, took Amanda's legs in my hands, and swiveled her around so she was lying lengthwise along the bed. She giggled with the move, and as I climbed over her, she was still smiling as I restarted my kisses once more. She returned them eagerly.
Our kisses quickly became more passionate as our mutual heat rose. Our tongues twirled together as Amanda ran her hands over my hair, to my neck, and then down over my back. Even though she was still fully clothed, she spread her legs apart, allowing me to sink between them. My cock was at full attention by this point, and it strained against the fabric of my boxers, tenting it, as it desperately sought release.
I allowed my hand to come between our bodies, and I began to trace downwards, over Amanda's belly to the hem of her jeans. My fingers found the button, which I opened easily, before edging her zipper down towards her womanhood. As my fingertips brushed her panties underneath, I could tell she was already soaked.



"Wow, someone's excited," I said with a grin.
Amanda responded by pulling me more deeply into a kiss. I ended my hand's exploration for the moment, distracted by her intensity. As our mouths moved over one another, Amanda began to make small noises of arousal, her hunger for me becoming obvious.
So encouraged, I tilted to one side, pulling Amanda along with me, slowly flipping us over and leaving her on top. Without pausing, I took advantage of her shirt's newfound accessibility by pulling it over her body and tossing it off the bed. Even before I'd removed it, Amanda was already working on releasing her bra, and it came off the next moment.
Amanda's full breasts, now loose, hung freely above my face. Entranced, I reached for them and kneaded them softly, running my tongue over her hardened nipples. She moaned softly as I kept up my work, breaking occasionally to suck on her nipples in turn. Once they'd been pleasured enough, Amanda pressed downwards against me, bringing her face over mine once more.
I could see the lust in her eyes, so I didn't waste any more time. I moved my hands to her waist and hooked my fingers inside the hem of her jeans and panties. Having already opened them, I was able to slide them down easily, although Amanda had to help me remove them the rest of the way. I took the moment to remove my own boxers too, leaving us both totally naked.
As Amanda started to climb back over me, I saw Dante by the doorway. At some point, he had quietly removed his own clothes, and he was now stroking his own very erect cock. Seeing his girth out in the open hammered home for me what we were about to do. I was about to let this black man we hadn't seen in years impregnate my wife.
It was the mindfuck of all mindfucks. Was this really happening?
I didn't have time to wonder at it for long, though, as Amanda brought my attention back to her. She'd pressed her hips over mine, rubbing my cock with her body. Her own lubrication quickly spread to me, as she caressed my hardness with her pussy lips. As she continued to slide along me, she went a bit further each time, until at last, I felt the head of my cock slip against her opening. The angle was bad, though, and when she slid back down again, my cock remained trapped between us.
I was feeling edged, but Amanda wasn't done. Once more, she slid over me, and this time I was ready. As she reached my tip again, I guided my cock upwards, feeling it press squarely against her entrance. This time, as Amanda slid down, my cock stayed in place, and she impaled herself onto it.
I was instantly flooded with pleasure as Amanda's warm wetness surrounded my manhood. She'd taken my entire length at once, and for a moment, she remained motionless, holding me tightly in the grip of her walls, basking in the sensation of me filling her.
Amanda, like many women, had developed a decreased libido post-motherhood, but there was no sign of that now. Her horniness matched my own; a sexed-state unseen since our honeymoon. I knew the excitement of Dante watching was the likely reason for Amanda's rediscovered passion, but I didn't care. I was in heaven.
Soon though, the bliss of being inside Amanda wasn't enough. I needed more.
Adjusting my legs slightly for better leverage, I slowly pulled out of Amanda, feeling her juices coat my cock as I slid out from her. After I'd gone a couple inches, though, I pushed forward again, the sensation of the fresh thrust pleasuring us anew. Amanda's mouth opened slightly as endorphins flooded her brain.
I was barely in control myself, blazing wildly with lust. Instinctively, I began to pound into Amanda, not overly forceful, but steady. Each push seemed to take me deeper inside her, even though I knew I had maxed-out several thrusts before. Soon we were both moaning, as we meshed our bodies into one another.
Suddenly, I realized that I was about to cum. Warning bells went off in my brain, and I quickly pulled out of Amanda. Not a moment too soon—right as my cock fell onto my stomach, I exploded, sending streams of semen between our bodies, covering us both. As much as I enjoyed finishing inside my wife, I couldn't risk it tonight. We needed to put as much fertile sperm in her as possible, and unfortunately, that wasn't mine.
Still, I was in no position to be bothered as my orgasm slammed home. The waves of pleasure I'd felt from being inside of Amanda was only a foretaste of the tidal wave I felt now. Pure bliss washed over me and I groaned loudly, Amanda kissing me as I rode out the ecstasy.
Only after several seconds passed did I finally return to reality. Once I did, though, I realized that Dante was already climbing onto the bed, wasting no time now that I'd left him an opening.
He pulled himself up behind Amanda--straddling my own legs—and guided her hips back, making room to push his own cock between us. He wasn't touching me, but I could still feel the heat radiating from his thick, black snake. The next moment, Amanda moaned, biting her bottom lip, and I knew that Dante had entered her.
"Oh Dan, he's so big," she gasped, looking at me with a potent mix of worry and pleasure as she was stretched by our former roommate's girth.
"You can handle it, baby. You've done it before," I reminded her, my own voice a mix of reassurance and residual lust.
"I bet you missed this, didn't you, Amanda?" Dante said, smacking Amanda loudly on the ass. "I know I did."
I suddenly realized why Dante had been so cavalier about this whole setup. It was an act. He hadn't been feeling nonchalant about sleeping with Amanda at all; quite the opposite, in fact. A part of him, lying dormant all this time, must have been waiting and hoping for this very thing to happen: a chance to reunite with his former lover, physically and emotionally, making him complete in a way that he hadn't been in years. I knew then it was no accident that his current girlfriend looked so much like Amanda.
And Amanda was equally enthralled by this reconnection.
"Oh, I did. I did miss it," she agreed, squirming onto Dante's cock as he continued to work himself deeper inside her.
"And now you want my baby too, don't you?" Dante said, smacking her on the ass again.
Amanda's eyes opened wide at Dante's boldness, as she stared down at me. I saw panic in them, but also a dawning realization. "Uhhh, Dante," she finally gasped, unable to say more, torn between her loyalty to me and her own desires.
"That wasn't an answer," Dante said teasingly, another smack filling the air; Amanda's ass cheek rippling from the impact.
Amanda shot me a brief look of apology, but then it was gone, replaced once more by the pleasure from Dante pushing into her deepest recesses. "Mmmmm, yes, I do," she finally gasped.
"'Yes, I do', what?" Dante prompted, as he finished filling out my wife.
"Yes. Yes! Yes, I do! I want your baby, Dante!" Amanda squeaked out, her inhibitions fully shredded as she tried to cope with the sensations that Dante was creating in her.
"There's a good girl," Dante said huskily, barely able to contain his own pleasure now. "Who knew an innocent thing like you would beg for my baby. But don't you worry, I'll give you what you want. You're gonna be so full of my cum, it's gonna leak from your ears."
With that promise, Dante's began to thrust inside my wife, even as she continued to hold herself over me and look into my eyes. Somehow, Dante's bold words didn't send me into a rage. If anything, they turned me on. Maybe it was because I was so linked with Amanda—neither of us breaking eye contact, even as pleasure from Dante's cock kept washing over her face—but whatever the reason, I had no intention of stopping this, even if I knew I should. And if Dante had any concerns about my reaction to his words, he certainly didn't show it.
No, instead, he kept fucking my wife like she was his and his alone.
As Dante increased his rhythm, Amanda began to moan almost continuously, stopping only to gasp for air.
"Oh my god, Dan. Oh my god. It's too much!" she managed to wheeze.
I reached for her hand and squeezed it. Watching Amanda in the throes of pleasure I'd never known were possible, all I could say was "I know."
A few more oh-my-god!s escaped from Amanda, before I realized her oh-god!s were transitioning to oh-Dante!s, as she gasped his name over and over again.
Recognizing that Amanda had completely given herself over to him, Dante reached around Amanda's torso and pulled her tight against his body, even as he continued to thrust inside her. He ignored the remnants of my cum that had stuck to her, even as it smeared on his arms. Dante was much too far gone to care about such things.
At this new angle, I could now see his cock penetrate Amanda from below, and once again, I was hit with déjà vu, amazed that something other than childbirth could possibly spread Amanda's pussy so wide.
Still cradling Amanda in his arms and thrusting steadily, Dante moved his hands to Amanda's boobs, tweaking her pink nipples between his black fingers. Amanda tilted her head back reflexively, and Dante began to kiss her cheek as she melted into him, her whiteness intertwining with his blackness. Even as separate bodies, it was impossible to tell where one ended and the other began.
It was during this utterly complete connection that their orgasms hit at last; long overdue considering the sheer ecstasy they'd been experiencing. They shuddered together and moaned as one, Dante's balls visibly shivering as they pumped wave after wave of his virile seed deep into my wife's pussy. It wasn't the first time Dante had cum inside Amanda... but now she was totally unprotected. At that very moment, millions of Dante's sperm would be swimming through Amanda's cervix into her uterus, and to the egg that hopefully awaited them. Once linked, Amanda and Dante's DNA would merge, their biologic essences blending together to create new life. A new life that would forever represent their reignited bond.
On some level, I think we all sensed this encounter had become far more than a simple fertilization procedure, as Dante and Amanda were dragged by the raging currents of their orgasms. No, it was something much more.
But none of us acknowledged it, even as Dante and Amanda coalesced back into reality.
I was the first to break the silence. "Well, you certainly did what you promised, Dante," I said, eyeing the sperm leaking out from Amanda's pussy lips onto his cock.
Dante gave a soft laugh, clearly still winded. "Hey, I did what I said I'd do."
Amanda reached down between her legs and touched Dante's cum slowly running out of her. "If that didn't do the trick, I don't know what will," she said, goofy smile plastered on her face. If Amanda felt ashamed by giving herself so openly to Dante—far beyond what was physically required—she didn't show it.
Amanda started to pull away from Dante, no doubt to clean herself up, but Dante kept her held tight against him.
"Wait. Not yet. We need to make sure as much of my cum stays inside you as possible. If I pull out now, I'll be taking a lot with me."
Amanda looked at me and shrugged in a what-are-you-gonna-do gesture, before looking back towards Dante. She couldn't face him at that angle, but Dante leaned in and kissed her on the cheek, as if he was trying mark her as his own. Amanda smiled, clearly receptive to his presumptive move.
"We may have just made a baby together. How's that make you feel, Amanda?" Dante whispered softly, but still loud enough for me to hear.
"Happy," Amanda said, smiling even wider.
"Even though it's not Dan's?" Dante prodded further.
"Just because it's yours doesn't mean it's not Dan's," Amanda said softly, discomforted by the question.
"Hmm, we'll see," Dante said, before turning to me. "Dan, doesn't your wife look great with my cock in her?"
"She'd look great with any cock in her," I pointed out. "That's just how sexy she is."
"That's a good point," Dante acknowledged. "But I bet she looks extra great with mine. Especially after I've nutted in her."
I didn't have anything to say to that.
All three of us sat there in silence for a moment. Me, long since flaccid, but still leaking cum onto my own stomach, as Dante and Amanda were straddled over my calves, leaking cum themselves onto the bedsheet.
To fill the silence, Dante began kissing along Amanda's neck, leaving little love marks on the way. Amanda enjoyed it at first, but then she reached up to stop him.
"Okay, Dante. I think it's been long enough. I need to go to the bathroom, or I'm gonna end up with a UTI."
Dante sat up again, reluctantly releasing Amanda back down over me. Amanda quickly climbed onto the floor and headed to the bathroom, duck-walking to keep as much of Dante's cum inside her as she could.
Dante climbed off the bed as well, his cock going flaccid at last. He glanced at me. "Dan. Thanks for inviting me over tonight. I know Amanda's your wife, but I could fuck her every day for the rest of my life and never get tired of it."
"I can't say I blame you," I agreed.
"Hmm," Dante said, falling into his thoughts for a moment, before speaking again. "You know, if you two really are as desperate for a kid as you say you are, we should do this again to maximize your chances. A few more times, at least. And soon, unless you want to wait several weeks between each time to do a pregnancy test."
I knew that Dante didn't care about the success of our attempts—he just wanted to fuck Amanda some more—but he had a point. More attempts would increase our chances. And once Amanda did get pregnant, that would be all we needed from him. So, I played along.
"You might be right," I said, pretending to consider. "I'll check with Amanda later and see if we can schedule something. But what about on your end? Won't your girlfriend be suspicious if you keep coming over here?"
"No, because I'll tell her I'm out for another evening massage. Which is kind of true, if you think about it. I can be pretty convincing, after all," Dante grinned, knowing full well Amanda and I both had been on the receiving end of said convincing.
"Well, our evenings and weekends are usually free. We'd just need to drop Noah off at the babysitter first."
"How about this Saturday then?" Dante said, unable to keep the eagerness from his voice. "That should give me enough time to fill up on cum again."
I ignored that mental image. "I'll run it by Amanda, but I'm sure it will be fine. Assuming she wants to keep trying, that is."
"Oh, I'm sure she will. I've seen how badly she wants it. A baby, I mean," Dante quickly clarified, with a shit-eating grin.
***
As it turned out, Amanda did want it. Dante had left before she had emerged from the bathroom, surprising us both with his sudden exit, and so I was the one to pass on his proposal. Amanda considered, but before she commented, she felt out my own feelings about it.
"Well, what do you think?" she asked.
"I think he just wants to fuck you again, but we did agree beforehand that multiple attempts would be our best odds. And once you do get pregnant, that's a clear time to end it, so we don't have to worry about it spiraling into something else."
"I feel like we've had this conversation before about Dante, and somehow he always seems to keep coming back for more," Amanda said. "But just because we couldn't stick to our guns before doesn't mean we can't now. Besides, we both know that when I was pregnant with Noah, I didn't have much interest in sex at all. That should make it easier to end things too."
"That's pretty much how I felt. So... this Saturday, then?"
"This Saturday."
***
And so, that Saturday arrived, and with it, Dante.
We had the house to ourselves again—Noah appropriately exiled elsewhere—but this time, there was barely any prelude before the three of us were meshed in carnal pleasure again. Amanda started off the session by sucking us both off simultaneously, although she spent more time on me to ensure Dante saved himself for the main event. Watching my otherwise-tame wife blow myself and Dante with such lustful abandon was incredibly sexy, and I exploded over her face and chest in no time. After a brief pause for me to clean her up, Amanda focused all her attention on Dante.
They did missionary this time. Amanda lay flat on our bed as Dante ravaged her pussy; Amanda kept her legs tightly wrapped around Dante's ass, trying to guide him ever further inside her. Their fuck was just as passionate as the last, but it was more intimate too, with the two of them exchanging frequent kisses and increasingly dirty pillow talk. Once again, Dante repeated his question to Amanda, asking if she wanted his baby, and again, Amanda answered in the affirmative. Shortly after, Dante fulfilled her request, pouring his DNA into her unprotected vagina a second time.
The very next day, Dante was back. We weren't able to find a babysitter on such short notice, so instead, I reluctantly left Dante alone with Amanda as I took Noah out on a trip to a local park. The entire time I was distracted, wondering exactly how Dante was violating my wife this time, and what sorts of wild things they were saying to one another when I wasn't around to hear. I wasn't jealous, exactly; just upset that I didn't get to enjoy it myself. When we returned, Dante was gone, although Amanda certainly had the look of a thorough-dicking, Dante's fresh cum still dripping from between her legs.
From that point on, Dante dropped by almost every night. Sometimes we found a babysitter for Noah, while other times I kept him busy in a distant part of the house, hearing Dante and Amanda's muffled moans of ecstasy coming from our bedroom. The times I was able to participate were incredibly hot for me, even if it did become clear that I was just the appetizer for Dante's main course. I entered an extended period of constant horniness, interrupted by only brief refractory periods of release.
Dante and Amanda quickly shed all inhibitions, doing and saying increasingly shameless things to each other, even in my presence. Sexy-Amanda had entered hibernation after Dante had moved out, but now that he was back, she too returned with a vengeance. Amanda often outright pleaded for Dante's cock, telling him that she'd been thinking about him all day, even at work. For his part, Dante made increasingly bold comments, including saying that if I wasn't careful, Amanda would start skipping me entirely, and I'd be forced to simply watch as Amanda saved herself for him alone. She never did, of course—she was still my wife, after all—but I could tell his comments excited her anyway.
Dante pushed his luck in other ways too—one cheeky encounter, he 'accidentally' forgot to stay inside Amanda, and instead spewed his cum wastefully over her face and tits. The sight was hot as hell, seeing my wife showered in Dante's cum, but it defeated the purpose of the fuck. Dante apologized and swore that it wouldn't happen again. And to his credit, it didn't, every other encounter ending with Amanda's pussy full of his cum.
I never did find out if Dante's girlfriend caught on to his activities. She was never mentioned, and although part of me felt bad for both her and their shared child, I was too caught up in my own lust to worry about it much. Besides, for all I knew, they remained happily unaware of Dante's transgressions. I never dug into it further.
As hot as Dante and Amanda's fucks continued to be, it was one of their last that proved most memorable for me. In many ways, it was the culmination of the carnal bliss that had come before.
We'd gotten a babysitter this time and had the house to ourselves. Dante dropped by during his usual hour, greeting Amanda with a "Hey, sexy," before embracing her with a passionate kiss. Soon they were shedding clothes right there in the doorway, not even noticing that they had forgotten to close the door first. Fortunately, I had raced for it before they'd made it too far.



"Took you long enough to get here," Amanda had smiled, her delicate hand stroking along Dante's cock. "Let's go to the bedroom."
She started to lead the way, but Dante stopped her. "Wait. I have something else in mind first."
Dante pulled on her hand, leading her not towards the bedroom, but to our kitchen. I followed them, removing my own clothes as I went. Once we'd entered, Dante suddenly reached down for Amanda, and lifted her onto the counter.
"Wait here," he'd said, as he walked past me to the fridge, pulling out his prize: a bottle of syrup.
My memory immediately went back to the fateful Waffle Day back at our apartment that had kickstarted Dante and Amanda's daily sex romps. Amanda must have had the same thought, because she giggled excitedly.
"Syrup? What are you gonna do with that?" she'd teased.
Dante showed her, dripping the sticky sweet brownness over her upper body, and then using his tongue to lap it up, one drizzle at a time. Unlike Waffle Day, though, he didn't pour any onto himself for Amanda to clean. No, this time, after cleaning up her upper half, Dante eased her legs open against the counter as he kneeled in front of her, his face at Amanda's pussy-level.
Dante had eaten Amanda out several times during their recent fucks—I couldn't pretend they were mere pregnancy attempts anymore—but he'd always done so in the guise of making sure she was fully ready to take his seed. Dante had no such pretense now, as he licked, sucked, and finger-fucked my wife to orgasm right there on the counter. Dante was pleasuring her now just because he could. It would have been almost sweet, if it wasn't for the fact that Amanda was a married woman—and not his.
"Oh, Dante, I love your tongue," she had moaned, squirming against his face.
"Not as much as I love your taste," Dante had responded, pulling back just long enough to reply before diving in again.
After Amanda's orgasm, Dante had helped her from the counter, where they shared a single passionate kiss. "That was amazing," Amanda had breathed, after she'd finally broken their kiss.
"Just wait for what comes next, then," Dante had promised, only then leading her back to our bedroom.
I was still erect, having learned early not to start masturbating too quickly, at least not if I wanted to stay hard for Amanda.
Once we entered the bedroom, all three of us climbed onto the bed, Dante and I facing each other on our knees, while Amanda moved between us on all fours, facing me and aiming her pussy towards Dante. Amanda by now had mastered my preferred techniques, and she began to suck me off, even as Dante entered her from behind. She moaned her pleasure directly onto my dick, and it wasn't long before I was shooting my load deep into her throat. Amanda had become practiced at swallowing my cum, and by the time I withdrew from her mouth, she hadn't spilled a single drop. I collapsed backwards onto a nearby chair, watching passively as the real pleasure began.
Dante pounded into Amanda doggy-style for a bit, gently pulling a fistful of her brown hair backwards as he railed into her. Her boobs jiggled rhythmically and her ass smacked satisfyingly against Dante with every thrust, the sounds of their lovemaking blending with the musky smells of sex that filled the air. This sensual mixture only further enhanced the eroticism I felt; watching my wife being pleasured so thoroughly by her well-endowed black lover was somehow as good as doing it myself.
For her part, Amanda had long since shed any pretense of decency, her face working freely as she savored the sensations of Dante's cock moving inside her. Her eyes were closed, eyebrows knitted tightly, nose scrunched, and mouth slightly open in what I can only describe as a continuous-O face. Long gone were any goals of pregnancy, concerns of motherhood, or thoughts of marital fidelity. All that existed for Amanda in that moment was Dante and the pleasure he provided.
Normally, Dante would have been content to keep this up until they'd both been satisfied, but tonight he had something else in mind. He withdrew completely from Amanda, who looked back at him uncertainly once she realized Dante's withdrawal wasn't temporary. Why had her reliable lover suddenly interrupted her lustful ascent?
Dante smiled reassuringly. "Lay back on the bed," he commanded softly, "I want to see your face."
Amanda obeyed, flipping onto her back and spreading her legs open wide for Dante. Again, I was struck by how utterly my wife had submitted to this man. A man we'd met only by chance, and even now, arguably should have been gone from our lives forever. And yet, here he was, clearly demonstrating his domination as he moved over our marital bed to slide his thick cock into the pussy that should have been mine and mine alone.
Amanda didn't even bother wrapping her legs around Dante this time, leaving herself spread open submissively as he took her. Dante's muscles worked smoothly has he continued to feed himself repeatedly into Amanda, her pussy spreading to accommodate him. I knew it was my imagination, but her vagina seemed to sense that Dante was its best chance of fulfilling its purpose—reproduction—and it invited him to penetrate deeper and deeper into its fertile folds.
"Do you want my baby?" Dante asked, kissing Amanda softly on the lips and staring into her eyes.
"More than anything," Amanda replied, continuing their call-and-response that had started during their first baby-making attempt. She gazed back into Dante's eyes, as she rubbed her hands along his muscled back.
"And I'm gonna give it to you," Dante promised, as he slowly restarted his rhythm once more. "I'm gonna plant a black family tree inside you, and it's gonna grow and grow, swelling your belly until it's full. Everyone's gonna congratulate you and say how happy they are for you and Dan... but you and I will both know the truth: it's gonna be my black baby in there."
"Mmmmm," Amanda moaned her support, although it wasn't clear if she was responding to the pleasure of Dante's cock or the idea of carrying his baby.
I'd long since given up on being bothered by Amanda's back-and-forths with Dante. In the end, it was impossible to know how much of Amanda's responses were truthful. She'd always claim later that they were things she'd say in the heat of the moment, rather than things she really meant, although I suspected that was only partly true. Regardless, Dante always took Amanda's words at face value.
"There's a good girl," Dante said, as he found his rhythm. "You never get tired of my cock, do you?"
"Never," Amanda confirmed, shaking her head slightly as she continued to stare deep into Dante's eyes.
"You're married to Dan, but you're my little slut now, aren't you?"
Amanda didn't respond verbally, but she bit her bottom lip and nodded obediently.
"And you always will be, won't you?" Dante grinned, already knowing the answer.
"Mmmmmm," Amanda moaned again, as Dante's words heightened her pleasure further.
"That's why you want my baby, isn't it? You don't want it to complete your family. You want my baby so you'll always have a reminder of just how much of my slut you are."
Amanda nodded meekly again.
"I want to hear you say it. Tell me that you'll always be my slut," Dante said softly, even as he continued to thrust steadily into her.
"I'll always be your slut," Amanda gasped in a single breath, rapidly approaching her climax.
"Now tell Dan," Dante directed.
"I'll always be his slut," Amanda said, tearing her eyes away from Dante long enough to glance at me. Even with our quick eye contact, the ecstasy in Amanda's eyes was obvious.
"Good. Now cum for me," Dante commanded.
Amanda did.
And yet even as the last of her spasms subsided, they still weren't done. Somehow Dante remained unfinished.
Dante pulled himself out of Amanda, climbing from the bed, his stiff black cock swaying impressively in the air as he moved. It glistened with Amanda's juices, highlighting the impossible fact that somehow she could fit the imposing monstrosity inside her.
"Dan, I think Amanda might need some water. Would you mind grabbing us some?"
I looked at my wife. Even post-orgasm, it was clear that Amanda was exhausted, although blissfully so.
I got the water.
When I returned, Dante was standing at the edge of the bed, Amanda staring up at him in lustful wonder. Her hair was a mess at this point, sweat coating her body, but the satisfied smile plastered to her face revealed her true state.
I passed the water to Amanda, who thanked me and sipped from it eagerly. Once she'd had her fill, she returned it and gave her attention back to Dante.
"Dante, this has been amazing, but you have a job to do. I still need your cum, remember?" Amanda said, her exposed breasts heaving as she caught her breath.
"Oh, I didn't forget," Dante reassured her. "I just wanted to fuck you as much as possible first. Because that's really what you want, isn't it?"
"I mean, it's not a bad side benefit," Amanda admitted, watching Dante hungrily as he climbed back onto the bed.
"Side benefit?" Dante repeated questioningly, crawling to Amanda. "I think me fucking you is the real benefit. Having my kid is the side benefit."
As he talked, Dante reclaimed his position over my wife—Amanda spreading her legs to allow him back in—but he didn't enter her. Instead, he let his cock slide over her pelvis and onto her belly. His face was once again directly above hers, and they kissed.
The kiss continued for a few seconds, both of them savoring the other, until Dante broke it off. He spoke again, just above a whisper now. "So what do you, say, Amanda? Isn't fucking me what you really want? What you've wanted since the first time I fucked you on that massage table? What you wanted when I fucked you at your bachelorette? What you wanted when I fucked you on your wedding night? What you still want?"
"Yes," Amanda said, without hesitation this time. "Yes, to all of it. Now fuck me, Dante. Fuck me again."
"Always," Dante promised, as he at last maneuvered his cock back and downwards to Amanda's awaiting pussy. Once more, he entered her.
As they fucked, Dante brought out all the tricks he'd learned over the years about how to pleasure my wife, touching her in all her favorite ways, rubbing her sensitive spots, whispering the dirty words that she loved to hear. Amanda melted at the pleasure, and I could see Dante at last allow himself to enjoy Amanda's complete surrender to him.
This time, when Amanda came, Dante came with her—their mouths kissing fiercely as Dante's cock poured yet another potent stream of jizz directly into Amanda's fertile womb. They remained locked like that for some time, until at last their lungs finally emptied, and they had to break apart for air.
Like before, Dante didn't withdraw from Amanda, letting his cum settle deep inside Amanda's body before he disturbed it. I didn't know how much cum Dante had emptied inside Amanda by this point, but it was enough to impregnate her more than a dozen times over. Still, even now, he was careful to ensure every possible drop was left inside her.
Although by now I suspected that this precaution was for show, and that the illicit lovers' real desire was to maximize the time they spent conjoined.
***
As intense as these fucks were, however, Amanda and Dante's time together was almost at an end. After Amanda confessed the enduring nature of her submission to Dante, they had only a few more passionate encounters before our sought-for positive test finally arrived.
Amanda had emerged from the bathroom one morning, waving the pregnancy stick excitedly at me. I saw the two lines, realized what it meant, and joined in her excitement.
The joy of knowing that I would be a father a second time was one of the brightest moments in my life, even if the circumstances behind it were atypical, to say the least. Amanda and I shared happy tears together, knowing that our struggles were at an end.
It was only when I off-handedly commented that Dante was going to be disappointed that his fun was over did Amanda's mood falter slightly.
We broke the news to Dante over video-call. Although I knew he loved that Amanda was now carrying his child, I don't think he expected us to follow-through with bringing his fucks to an end. His face was a mask as we explained his services wouldn't be needed now that Amanda was pregnant. I sensed he wanted to press Amanda on it, but he held his tongue and offered us congratulations instead.
As the months went by, life at our house slowly returned to normal, with us refocusing on Noah and preparing for baby number two. Amanda's libido surprisingly didn't diminish with this second pregnancy, and we continued to make love, even as her belly swelled larger and larger with the black baby inside it.
We decided we didn't want to learn its gender until after it was born, and agreeing to name it only once we knew: Liam, if it was a boy, or Brynn, if it was a girl.
The birth itself went smoothly, at least so far as squeezing out a baby could be smooth. After cutting the umbilical cord and wiping our new baby down, the nurse presented our wailing newborn to us for the first time.
"Looks like a healthy girl!" she'd announced, letting Amanda hold her.
"Hello there, Brynn!" Amanda had cooed softly, as Brynn's cries filled the room.
It was a special moment, and I knew that I was going to love Brynn regardless of who her true father was. She was ours now, and she was beautiful.
Once Amanda and Brynn were cleaned and stabilized, we finally brought Noah in, letting him greet his new sister for the first time. It was clear he didn't quite know what to think about her. At first he seemed excited to have a sibling, but then he turned quiet and serious.
"Does this mean I'll have to share all my toys with her?"
Amanda and I had laughed, and we knew that our family was complete at last.
None of the medical staff ever said anything to us, but I caught some of the furtive glances they shared when they thought I wasn't looking: Brynn was very obviously black.
As the next few days passed, we began to see some of the fallout from Brynn's mixed ethnicity. Amanda's parents were not happy that their wholesome white daughter had just given birth to a black baby, even after Amanda assured them it was a donor-baby. My parents, on the other hand, were just happy to have another grandchild.
Amanda's friends were excited for her and took our donor-baby claim at face-value, although during a video call, Megan shot me a questioning glance, which I ignored. Other than her, though, all of our friends and family believed the black-donor story. After all, they all knew Amanda was a wholesome woman and mother. The idea that she'd ever cheat on her husband—especially with a black man—was preposterous.
Dante finally visited us a couple weeks after we'd returned home. Amanda and I were both utterly exhausted—from the childbirth itself, but also the process of caring for not just one, but now two kids. Sensing our exhaustion, Dante assured us he didn't have sex in mind. "I know it takes a while for a woman to heal up," he'd explained, as if that was the only reason we hadn't started fucking yet.
He didn't stay long, claiming he just wanted to check in, but his expression when he first laid eyes on Brynn told a different story. Amanda had shown her off to Dante proudly, thanking him for the gift he'd given us, and assuring him that no baby on Earth would be loved more. A strange look passed over his face at this meeting between biological father and daughter, but then it was gone. Dante congratulated us again on the healthy birth and headed for the door. It was only on his way out that a trace of the Dante we'd come to know emerged.
"You know, I'm only a text away if you ever need help with childcare. Or if you decide to have another kid."
With these parting words, Dante left, leaving Amanda and I exchanging bewildered looks.
Would our time with Dante ever truly be done?
Author's endnote: When I started this series last summer, I knew from the beginning that I'd leave the trio's relationship open-ended. Would it fizzle out off-script, as so many flings do? Or was this more than just an extended fling? How exactly might Dante's relationship evolve with the couple, if it did continue? The possibilities are endless, and for me, these open possibilities are more enjoyable than any one definite ending could be. If you prefer certainty, you can decide how it ends yourself, in whatever manner you see fit.
And don't worry—Seducing My Friend's Mom Pt. 02 is still coming.
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I was on day four without power.
Once again, my parents had either forgotten--or couldn't afford--to pay the electric bill. Neither would surprise me, and ultimately, it didn't matter. The result was the same.
It wasn't the first time I'd had to make do without. Turns out, you can live a semi-normal life even without electricity at home--the trick is to use it wherever else you can. I charged my phone at school. Washed my clothes at Drew's house. Microwaved my dinner anywhere I could and kept it in an insulated bag until I was ready for it. Bought new batteries for my portable lantern.
Not an ideal situation, but I got by.
But then I was struck by inspiration. Maybe there was a way to turn this to my advantage.
Even now, just a few weeks after my explosive one-night stand with Mrs. Hartsell, I was once again fixated on Mrs. Carson. In some ways, as hot as Mrs. Hartsell had been, she'd only worsened my desperate need for the woman she called best friend--the same woman I knew as my best friend's mom. After all, Mrs. Hartsell was proof that women their age could want me, even though I was just an eighteen-year-old senior in high school. Plus, Mrs. Hartsell had been confident that I was Mrs. Carson's type... even if young. I still didn't entirely understand why Mrs. Hartsell encouraged me to pursue Mrs. Carson, who was married with children, but she did. I vividly remembered her advice:
"Keep up your flirting. Spend time with her away from Drew. Be assertive but not pushy. Most importantly, be patient. Plant the seed in her mind, and then watch it grow."
The hardest part of Mrs. Hartsell's advice was to spend time with Mrs. Carson alone... but now I had an opportunity. What if I used having no electricity at home to my advantage?
That was how I found myself moving into the Carsons' house. It was a temporary move, but it should be enough. Both to live in a normal house... and to seduce my friend's ultra-MILF of a mom.
Drew loved the idea of having me as a roommate. He ranted about all the cool shit we'd be able to do together. I imagined he'd be a bit less approving if he knew my real goal, but I kept quiet and went along with his excitement.
Drew's parents didn't take much convincing either. They knew about my home situation and assured me I was more than welcome to stay with them as long as I needed. I could take the spare bedroom down the hall from Drew, so I'd even have my own space. I thanked them for their generosity and promised not to overstay my welcome.
"Just long enough to get into Mrs. Carson's pants," I added silently to myself.
My own parents didn't seem to care at all. When I told them, they'd grunted in acknowledgement and said nothing else, even when I warned them I might be gone for quite some time.
That first night I spent in Drew's house, I couldn't resist taking a picture of my new room and sending it to Mrs. Hartsell.
Guess where I am.
Her response came a few minutes later: That's Sydney's house, isn't it?
Yes. I sent back. Parents didn't pay electric bill, so the Carsons let me stay with them. Should be plenty of chances to be alone with Mrs. Carson now.
Sounds exciting. My Sydney could use a little fun. So could I. Keep me updated? I want to know all the juicy details.
Will do. I promised.
With that, I turned off the light and crawled into bed, but a few minutes later my phone buzzed. Mrs. Hartsell again.
Curious, I reopened my messages and saw she had sent me a picture. My mouth dropped open. "Holy shit!" I whispered to myself.
The picture was taken from above and showed Mrs. Hartsell lying on a bed. She was stark naked, and although her face wasn't visible, there was no mistaking her breasts and perfect stomach centered in the photo. The view sent my brain reeling back to my night in the hotel with her. The way she had so casually disrobed in front of me... the way she used her toned core to grind her pussy on my cock... her intense focus and my intense pleasure... I was hard instantly.
I was so fixated on my memory that it took me a moment to notice that Mrs. Hartsell's pussy was barely visible at the bottom of the photo. And then another moment to notice the vibrator head on her clit.
Look how excited I am already her message read.
Sleep was now the furthest thing from my mind. I reached for the tissues on my bedstand and began to stroke myself, memories of Mrs. Hartsell replacing fantasies of Mrs. Carson. Feeling bold, I opened my own phone camera and took a shot of my cock towering up from my body. I sent it to Mrs. Hartsell, adding the caption Me too.
I came a short time later.
***
Life at the Carsons was amazing. Besides having electricity again, I could hang out with my best friend all day. Plus, living in their house felt like living in a mansion, complete with home-cooked meals and laundry service. I should have done this a long time ago.
The cherry on top, of course, was getting to see much more of Mrs. Carson. I had to be careful--Drew would be furious if he caught me lusting after his mom again--but I couldn't keep my eyes off her. That long black hair... those big brown eyes and innocent-housewife smile... not to mention her full breasts and the best MILF-ass I'd ever seen. Mrs. Hartsell's line came back to me: "Sydney's always had a fantastic ass."
Amen to that.
Mrs. Carson's ass was so perfectly toned I could barely resist smacking it whenever she passed within arm's reach. I would love to spend an afternoon behind her, doing nothing but admiring the view.
Of course, I was hoping to do more than just stare. Now that I'd moved into the Carsons' home, I restarted my seduction in earnest.
I hadn't gotten anywhere in my earlier attempts to flirt with Mrs. Carson, so with Mrs. Hartsell's guidance, I changed tactics. I began finding reasons to run into Mrs. Carson more often--volunteering to help her with dishes and laundry, asking if I could grab her something from the kitchen whenever I passed her in the living room, and so on. Mrs. Carson seemed pleasantly surprised by my helpfulness, gladly welcoming my assistance. Drew wasn't blind to what I was doing, but he assumed I was being a suck-up. Little did he know just how impure my intentions were.
I restarted my compliments to Mrs. Carson slowly, but they became increasingly flirtatious. Rather than tell her she looked pretty, I'd say that she looked good enough to eat. Instead of commenting on how good her shirt looked, I'd say no woman had better curves than her. Mrs. Carson didn't know how to respond to my remarks--alternating between awkwardly thanking me and shaking her head as if I'd made a bad joke.
But compared to her complete non-reactions from before, it seemed like progress. Mrs. Hartsell seemed to think so too: If Sydney didn't approve, she would have told you by now. Keep it up.
And so I did.
After my first week with the Carsons, my dynamic with Mrs. Carson had turned electric. I knew that it was one-sided, but I couldn't help myself. With each flirty line, I wanted Mrs. Carson more and more. I yearned to tear Mrs. Carson's clothes off and ravage her for hours. How good would it feel to thrust myself into her perfect MILF body... to watch her moan in pleasure under me...
Between my fantasies of Mrs. Carson--and the X-rated texts Mrs. Hartsell and I continued to exchange--it felt like I was trapped in a near-constant state of horniness. Even when I was at school, I found myself daydreaming about Mrs. Carson's body, counting down the hours until I could see her again that evening.
As more days passed, my comments to Mrs. Carson crossed the line from flirty to openly infatuated: "if you were a girl in my class, I would have asked you out ages ago," "I'm so jealous of Mr. Carson, getting to marry a perfect woman like you," and many, many more. By this point, I don't think she paid my comments much mind, writing me off as an excessive, but ultimately harmless, flirt.
But one night I pressed it too far.
It was a school night. Everyone--or so I assumed--was in bed, myself included. I was drifting off to sleep when I suddenly remembered I had forgotten to complete my math homework. I sat up in a panic, climbed out of bed, and quietly made my way to the stairs--my backpack was down in the living room. As I approached the landing, though, I realized I could hear something.
A woman was moaning downstairs.
Disbelief and hope flooded my brain. There's no way that could be Mrs. Carson... could it? Careful not to make a sound, I reached the top of the stairs and peeked into the room below.
Sure enough, Mrs. Carson was indeed down in the living room, lounging on the couch with a blanket and glass of wine. But she wasn't moaning. She was watching TV... the true source of the sound.
I was disappointed, but then the thought occurred to me: was Mrs. Carson watching porn? And if she was, did I really want to interrupt her? She didn't seem to be outwardly horny in any way, but maybe if I continued to watch, I'd see something...
I squashed that idea. I wasn't satisfied with observing Mrs. Carson from afar. If she was watching porn, I needed to be down there. Give her something else to satisfy her needs.
And so, I quietly crept down the stairs. The TV came into view, and I saw that while the on-screen characters weren't showing any real skin, they were still going at it: a man and woman lustfully pleasuring each other and moaning in unison.
Mrs. Carson's eyes were locked on the screen. She still hadn't noticed my approach.
"Wow, they're having fun aren't they?" I said, announcing my presence at last.
"Jesus Christ!" Mrs. Carson yelped, somehow managing to avoid spilling any wine. "Luke, you scared the heck out of me!"
"Sorry," I quickly apologized. "I forgot to do my math homework, so I had to come back for it. I didn't mean to scare you."
"It's okay," Mrs. Carson said, still clutching at her chest with her free hand. "Just maybe be louder on your way down next time."
"Will do," I promised. I went to grab my backpack from near one of the lazy chairs, sparing a moment to take in Mrs. Carson. She was wearing a t-shirt--perfectly fitted to emphasize her full chest, as usual--but her lower half was mostly covered by the blanket. Still, I spotted the hem of her jeans poking out underneath. So much for catching her in an undressed state.
Mrs. Carson had taken the moment to pause whatever she was watching. The carnal sounds had stopped, but she had paused it right as the TV was focused on the woman's face, highlighting her ecstasy.
"Looks like you're watching something good," I said suggestively.
Mrs. Carson turned sheepish. "I promise it's not what it looks like. It's actually a very high-quality show full of drama and suspense. You just came in at an awkward time."
"I don't think it's awkward. I dream about making you moan like that all the time."
The words escaped from my mouth before I could stop myself. It was only when I saw Mrs. Carson's expression of indignant shock that I realized I'd finally gone too far.
"What did you just say to me, Luke?"
Uh oh.
"Nothing, nothing," I said, quickly disengaging and trying to escape to the stairs.
"No, you're not going anywhere," Mrs. Carson said, stopping me cold. "I'm pretty sure I heard what you said. And you have no business saying stuff like that that, Luke. You're just a kid for crying out loud! You shouldn't even be thinking those things!"
Now it was my turn to be indignant. "I'm not a kid. I'm eighteen. I'm just as much of an adult as you are!"
Mrs. Carson scoffed. "Hardly. You might be an adult legally, but that's it. You're still in high school, for goodness sake."
"I'm an adult in all the ways that matter," I shot back. Before my night with Mrs. Hartsell, I would have never been so bold. But now I knew I was right. "Besides, I bet you had the same type of thoughts when you were eighteen."
That took some of the wind from Mrs. Carson's sails. "Maybe," she admitted. "But I was never disrespectful enough to share them, especially not around my elders. You should know better. And what would Drew think?"
"Drew doesn't need to know," I replied, but I knew I'd overstepped. I took a deep breath. "Look, I'm sorry, Mrs. Carson. I just can't help it. You're so fucking hot that I can't stand it. Being around you makes me lose control."
My confession hung in the air.
I knew I was long past the point of decency, but I didn't care. It was a massive relief to finally tell Mrs. Carson how I felt about her. Even if she kicked me out of the house, at least I wouldn't be bursting with secret lust anymore.
But Mrs. Carson surprised me. She laughed.
"Luke, you don't really think of me that way," she said, and held up her hand as I started to protest. "No, I'm sure you think you do, but it's just your hormones talking. You're at the age where your hormones are stronger than your good sense. You fixate on a woman and suddenly she's all you can think about. I remember what it's like to be that age."
Mrs. Carson fell into her memories for a moment before she continued. "Look. It's flattering that you've got a crush on me, but it's not real. Not really. I'm much too old for you. You just don't realize it yet."
"Mrs. Hartsell didn't seem to think she was too old for me," I countered. Mrs. Carson may not have realized just how intimate Mrs. Hartsell and I were, but she'd seen how shamelessly Mrs. Hartsell flirted with me when we'd first met.
Mrs. Carson sighed. "Lori likes to chase things she shouldn't. That doesn't mean it's right. But enough of this. You got your backpack. Time for you to go back to bed. And for me to forget this conversation ever happened."
Her tone indicated our exchange was over. I nodded obediently and headed to the stairs. But as I reached the bottom, I decided to get the last word in:
"Maybe you're right. Maybe it is just my hormones. But you're still the sexiest woman I know, Mrs. Carson. You can't blame me for showing my appreciation."
But Mrs. Carson had moved on. "Good night, Luke," she said, shaking her head and taking a swig of her wine.
I went back to my room and tried to focus on my homework that I'd almost forgotten.
***
Despite being chastised by Mrs. Carson, I never felt like I was in trouble for my slip of the tongue. Not really, anyway. In fact, Mrs. Carson's dismissiveness only increased my boldness in flirting with her. I was still careful to contain myself when others were around--especially Drew--but whenever we were alone, I stopped caring about silly things like decency.
Over the next few weeks, my comments to Mrs. Carson turned explicit. One night while cooking steaks with her, I announced she was welcome to taste my meat anytime. Later, helping with laundry, I suggested adding the clothes she was wearing to the washer too--for efficiency, of course. And then my personal favorite: adding a sticky note to her "World's Best Mom" wine glass, transforming it to read "World's SEXIEST Mom". Mrs. Carson ripped it off in a hurry, but I'd caught the amused smile on her face first.
As always, Mrs. Carson took these moments in stride, dismissing me with a headshake or a comment about out-of-control hormones. Yet as Mrs. Hartsell pointed out, Mrs. Carson never stopped me either.
I think she likes the attention. Mrs. Hartsell had texted me.
You think I really have a shot with Mrs. Carson?
A few seconds later, her reply: Yes.
And then another suggestive selfie with the caption, Here's something to get you through in the meantime.
I replied with a video showing just how much I appreciated it.
***
Just as I had fully settled into living in with the Carsons, my parents texted me out of the blue: power was back on.
A part of me had hoped our electricity would never return. I'd just spend the rest of my senior year living with the Carsons and stay away from my own home completely. Or at least until I had gotten further with Mrs. Carson. But now my seduction progress was in danger.
I considered pretending I'd never received the text, but I knew I couldn't put it off forever. Mr. Carson still asked me from time to time if there were any updates about my home situation. I suspected letting me stay as long as I had was more than he'd bargained for... even if I'd tried to be a good houseguest.
I told Drew about the restored electricity first. He'd responded with a muted, "oh," and I knew instantly he'd support me staying longer. I told him of my plans to ask his parents to finish out the school year with them, and he was all for it. He just had one condition: "stop spending so much time around my mom. I know you're helping with chores, but it's weird. Besides, she's used to doing housework herself. She'll be fine."
I lied through my teeth and said I'd cut back.
I shared the news with the rest of the family that night at dinner--along with my hope that I could stay anyway. As always, Drew's sister was a non-entity, having no opinion either way. Surprisingly, Mrs. Carson was openly supportive of the idea: "It's been nice having an extra set of hands helping around the house."
Mr. Carson seemed hesitant, but faced with the open support of his son and wife, he gave in. "Sure, Luke, you can stay the rest of the school year with us. I'm sure it's not easy living in a home like yours. Just to be clear, though, when you graduate, you'll need to find your own place. Understand?"
"Yes, sir," I promised. "Thank you, sir."
With that settled, I texted my parents that I was glad to hear they had their power back... but it would be easier for me to just stay at the Carsons until graduation. I hesitated and added that I'd be happy to visit if they wanted.
I hoped they wouldn't.
***
The fall semester passed quickly. And yet, as the weeks sped by, I felt no closer to seducing Mrs. Carson.
I'd kept up my explicit flirting, but anytime I tried to push further, she shut me down. I 'accidentally' brushed hands with her while cooking. I offered a friendly body rub when she talked about tightness in her muscles. I even left my door cracked while I masturbated at night, hoping she would pass by and sneak a peek.
But nothing. Any touch, suggested or actual, brought me a chiding reminder of "hands to yourself, mister". And she never came by my room at night either.
The one time I pushed physical contact further--rubbing her foot under the table with my own at dinner--Mrs. Carson shot me a look so severe that I was afraid I'd ruined my chances with her entirely. It was only that weekend when she asked for help with laundry that I returned to flirting again.
Mrs. Hartsell reassured me, though, that I was doing just fine with the seduction. We'd kept in touch, our conversations a mix of sexting and advice for me to get further with Mrs. Carson. I'd come to realize Mrs. Hartsell was enjoying Mrs. Carson's seduction as much as I was.
With respect to the seduction stalling, Mrs. Hartsell had one piece of advice: Be patient. You may not think you're making progress, but every day you're around Sydney you are. You just need to be there when the right moment hits.



I tried to believe her, but it seemed like wishful thinking to me. I didn't want to wait for the right moment to hit. I wanted to make it hit. I just didn't know how.
But as it turned out, the right moment was closer than I thought. And all thanks to the state fair.
***
For anyone who's never been to a state fair, it may seem like a weird event to be excited about. But they're massive, multi-day events full of just about anything you could ask for: rides, concessions, and all sorts of exhibits and performances. I was skeptical the first time Drew dragged me along with his family, but somewhere between the caramel apples, the monster trucks, and the Fireball roller coaster, I'd been won over.
Most of the Carsons loved the fair, spending at least one full day there each year. Drew and his sister loved the excitement of it all, and even Mr. Carson enjoyed himself. Only Mrs. Carson seemed indifferent: "The fair's all right, but no more fun for me than a good show and glass of wine."
When the Carsons extended an invitation for me to join them at this year's fair, I accepted eagerly.
Little did they know I had no intention of going.
When the planned day arrived, I put my plan into action. After dressing, I put on my best sick face and headed to Drew's room.
Drew noticed my apparent illness immediately. "Hey, man. Are you okay? You look awful. More than usual."
"No," I said softly, shaking my head. "I think I ate something that my body doesn't like. I'm not gonna be up for the fair today. Sorry, man."
"Maybe it'll pass," Drew offered helpfully.
"I doubt it. I've been like this for over an hour now. Go on without me. I'll be fine. Just bring me home a caramel apple or something."
"I can, but it might have a bite out of it."
"Shithead." I laughed softly, and then grimaced painfully. "I think I need to go lay back down. Let your family know for me?"
"Yeah, sure, man," Drew said. "It sucks that you're not coming with us, but I'll be sure and text you all the fun stuff we're doing without you."
I flipped him the bird and headed back to bed. I stayed there, under the covers, until I heard the Carsons' car leave. To be safe, I waited another half-hour before leaving my room again. When I did, my heart thudded with anticipation. See, I had a secret: I didn't go to the fair because I knew Mrs. Carson wasn't going either.
Sure enough, as I made it downstairs to the kitchen, there she was, in all her MILF-y housewife glory. Mrs. Carson and I had the house to ourselves.
She was cleaning up the remnants of breakfast, but she looked up at me when she heard me approach.
"Luke, I'm surprised to see you out of bed so soon. Drew said you were dealing with some awful stomach pains?"
"I was," I lied, "but they're gone now. I'm feeling much better."
"You want me to run you up to the fair with the rest of the family? I know it's a bit of a drive, but I don't mind."
"No," I said, after pretending to consider. "If anything, I would just drive myself up there, but I don't want to risk going. I'm feeling better, but I'm afraid my cramps will come back. Besides, I don't mind hanging out here with you. Might be fun, actually."
"You do realize that most eighteen-year-olds don't consider hanging out with their friend's mom to be fun, right?" Mrs. Carson asked.
"Maybe. But I bet most of them don't have friends with moms that look like you do, either." I replied, openly running my eyes over her body.
"Oh, stop it," Mrs. Carson flicked a washcloth at me. "If you're really gonna stay here with me, the least you could do is lend a hand and help me clean up."
I accepted eagerly.
We spent the next couple hours together doing chores: washing dishes, doing laundry, vacuuming carpets, and so on. Normally, this would be the last way I'd want to spend a Saturday morning, but with Mrs. Carson, it was pure pleasure. I was completely intoxicated by her presence, drinking her in with my eyes. I knew she was aware of my constant stare, but she did nothing to stop it.
In fact, I could swear that Mrs. Carson began showing her body off even more: bending over in front of me to pick up a laundry basket (my god, that ass!) and stretching up to reach fabric softener, letting her full chest hang in the air tantalizingly within arm's reach.
I was so infatuated that I didn't even bother with my flirting. I was too busy appreciating everything Mrs. Carson's body had to offer.
The best part was that I didn't have to hide my stares--there was nobody around to catch me drooling. Well, except Mrs. Carson herself, but she didn't seem to mind.
But then, just as my excitement peaked, we were done. I helped Mrs. Carson put away the vacuum, and she looked around at the house, satisfied.
"I think that finishes it. I appreciate your help, Luke. Sometimes I feel taken for granted, and it's nice to have someone else sharing the load."
"Oh, trust me, the pleasure was all mine," I said, completely sincerely.
Mrs. Carson smiled. "I know you've got your own reasons for helping me, but I really do mean it, Luke. It's been nice having you here."
"You're welcome," I said, letting the conversation die as I melted into Mrs. Carson's brown-eyed gaze.
Mrs. Carson looked away uncomfortably. "Well, now that we're done with the housework, is there anything relaxing you want to do? I know you probably don't share many interests with an old woman like me."
"Stop it, Mrs. Carson. You're not old. You're the World's Sexiest Mom, remember? And I can think of some things we could do..." I said in the most seductive voice I could manage.
I didn't get the reaction I'd hoped for: Mrs. Carson laughed at me.
"Okay, Mr. I'm-still-in-high-school-but-think-I-have-game."
Upon seeing my scowl, she quickly muffled her giggles. "I'm sorry, Luke, but that's not gonna work on a woman my age. And maybe not even girls your age. Nice try though."
"Hey, I was just being helpful," I grumbled.
Mrs. Carson patted my shoulder affectionately. "Yes, you usually are very helpful, and I always appreciate it. But pick something else... something appropriate this time. Watching a movie, playing a game, something like that."
With a sigh, I racked my brain. What could we do that would be appropriate... but maybe with the potential for more? After a few moments, I had an idea.
"Why don't we go for a swim?" I suggested.
Mrs. Carson looked at me incredulously. "Luke, you haven't wanted to use our swimming pool in years."
"Seems like the perfect time to go back then, doesn't it? I've got my trunks."
Mrs. Carson stared at me for a moment, her earnest brown eyes boring into mine. "I'm not an idiot, Luke. Is this your way of trying to see me in a bikini?"
"No," I said, a little too defensively. "I think it would be fun. And with me graduating in the spring, this might be one of my last chances to use your guys' pool. But if you're too old and boring for a little fun..."
"Oh, I see. So, instead of being the World's Sexiest Mom, I'm now old and boring again. I didn't realize how fast that could change." Mrs. Carson rolled her eyes.
"Hey, I don't make the rules," I shrugged. "But if you really do want to be old and boring, I can't stop you."
Mrs. Carson stared at me a bit more, no doubt regretting that she'd indulged my flirting for so long.
"Fine, I'll hop in the pool too. But don't be mad at me when I pop in wearing a onesie and a baggy shirt."
"Why would I be mad about that?" I said, unable to resist playing dumb one more time.
Mrs. Carson shook her head and walked past me to the stairs. "See you soon, Luke."
***
I thanked God that the Carsons had a heated indoor pool--without it, I never would have been able to pull this off in the cold weather. It was attached to the back of their house in its own enclosed room and was fairly sizeable; it ran almost the full length of their house. I always thought an indoor pool of any size was an obscene luxury, but Drew assured me there were plenty more families in the neighborhood with them too. Apparently, my family was just too poor.
Still, I wasn't complaining. Especially now.
After securing Mrs. Carson's agreement to join me, I'd wasted no time changing and rushing to the pool, climbing in eagerly. Mrs. Hartsell's insistence that I was Mrs. Carson's type, despite my age, echoed in my mind. This was my chance to test Mrs. Hartsell's words, with most of my body on full display. I'd never been more thankful for how much I'd worked out in high school. I hoped Mrs. Carson appreciated the results.
I was disappointed by Mrs. Carson's threat to cover up so completely, but only slightly. I had gotten her to agree to join me, after all.
Imagine my shock when Mrs. Carson emerged into the pool room at last, not in a onesie and baggy shirt like she'd threatened, but a sexy two-piece red bikini. It wasn't quite indecent, but it was close. Her top barely contained her breasts: they spilled out over the sides of the fabric and visibly bounced with each of her steps. Her bottom technically covered everything, but it didn't leave much to the imagination either. They were also the kinds of bottoms that were held together by strings on either side. If I could reach one of the knots and pull...
Such thoughts were interrupted by Mrs. Carson as she walked to the edge of the pool. "Close that mouth, Luke. You're gonna drown if you go under. I know I can't be the first woman in a bikini you've seen before."
"No, but you're by far the sexiest," I said, unable to tear my eyes away from Mrs. Carson. No woman of any age had a right to a body as good-looking as hers.
"Oh, so now I've stopped being old and boring again," Mrs. Carson laughed as she stepped into the pool. "Oooh, that water feels nice. Maybe this was a good idea after all."
"Any idea that puts you in a bikini is a good idea." I said, still marveling at her exposed body.
"Okay, that's enough, Luke. I get it: you're a hormonal teenager. You can stop gawking at me anytime." Mrs. Carson said. "Now, excuse me while I adjust to being in the water."
With that, Mrs. Carson kicked off the pool floor and began swimming gracefully to the other side. Once she reached it, she flipped around underwater and kicked back towards me. It was impressive how easy she made it look.
Once she'd returned to me, she stood and wiped the water from her eyes. She saw my awed expression and laughed. "Don't be so surprised that I'm a good swimmer. How do you think I've stayed in shape all these years, especially after two kids?"
"Good genes, I figured."
"Those too," Mrs. Carson admitted, before a mischievous glint entered her eyes. "But now it's my turn for a suggestion."
My heart raced. "Something fun, I hope."
"It should be. How about we play some Marco Polo?"
I frowned. "I think we might have different ideas of fun."
"Don't be such a downer," Mrs. Carson said, as she splashed me playfully. "Look, if it helps, we can make a challenge out of it."
And just like that, I was interested again. "What kind of challenge?"
"You know how to play, right? Person who's 'It' closes their eyes and yells 'Marco'. Person who's not 'It' tries to keep from being tagged, but has to respond 'Polo' whenever 'Marco' is yelled."
"Yeah, I learned how to play when I was like five," I said, gesturing for Mrs. Carson to get to the point.
"I'm thinking we trade off rounds. Five rounds each. We'll compare times at the end, and whoever has the fastest overall tagging time wins."
"So tag fast if you're 'It' and avoid being tagged forever if you're not. Easy enough," I repeated back. "What's the prize?"
Mrs. Carson grinned slyly. "If I win, you stop flirting with me."
"And if I win?" I challenged.
"You tell me," Mrs. Carson shrugged. "What would you want?"
"If I win, you have to spend a night with me," I dared.
Mrs. Carson shook her head. "Yeah, Luke, that's not gonna happen. Pick something else."
Shit. Well, there went most of my ideas.
"How about a kiss then?" I offered.
I saw Mrs. Carson start to dismiss that suggestion too, so I quickly added, "Just a quick peck on the lips. No tongue."
Mrs. Carson frowned. "And no other touching?"
Damnit. "Fine, no other touching," I accepted.
Mrs. Carson considered. "Okay, Luke. I can agree to that. But only because I know I'm going to win."
I laughed. "We'll see about that."
A few minutes later, I was eating my words. Mrs. Carson was fast. I never expected a forty-plus woman to move through the water like a goddamn shark, but she did. She was 'It' first, and I went from dreaming about my impending kiss to swimming for my life in seconds. It took her under a minute to tag me that first time.
And it only got worse from there. I was 'It' next, and as I closed my eyes, it seemed like the pool grew to ten times its size. Every time I could hear myself closing in on Mrs. Carson, I'd shout 'Marco' and suddenly she'd be behind me. It took me three minutes to tag her, and I suspected only then because she let me.
"Who's old now?" Mrs. Carson laughed triumphantly at me, as she retook her role as 'It'.
Mrs. Carson's domination repeated through the next two and a half rounds. As I swam to the middle of the pool, ready to be 'It' again, I was on pace to have a time twice as high as Mrs. Carson's. If I was going to win, things would have to change fast.
Unfortunately, as I entered the tail-end of Round 4, it seemed hopeless. I was starting to fatigue, whereas Mrs. Carson wasn't slowing at all. I kept my eyes closed, so I never saw my time, but I knew I had to be approaching the five-minute mark.
Mrs. Carson must have sensed her victory was imminent, because she began taking chances. She'd sneak under the water within arm's reach, pop out, splash me, and then swim away before I could tag her. It was embarrassing.
But then I got lucky. One final time, Mrs. Carson attempted her splash-and-flee move, but I was ready. As soon as I heard her pop from the water, I leapt towards the sound with all my might, hands grabbing wildly for her. And this time, I caught something: fabric. I felt it wrap around my fingers as Mrs. Carson swam frantically away, but unfortunately for me, I never felt skin.
Still, I opened my eyes. "I got you!"
"You didn't get me, you got my suit!" Mrs. Carson shot back, already halfway across the pool. "Look!"
I did. Sure enough, a foot in front of me at the bottom of the pool were Mrs. Carson's bottoms. I must have snagged the knot for one of the strings and accidentally pulled it loose. But if her bottoms were in front of me, then that meant... The implication hammered home.
Unfortunately, the shimmering reflection of the water kept me from seeing any details underneath its surface. Although I could see the general shape of Mrs. Carson's lower half, that was it. She would need to exit the water to give me a real glimpse.
Mrs. Carson must have sensed the gears turning in my brain. "Luke, throw them over here to me and then we can finish our last round. I'll even let you count that as tagging me, although I know you didn't."
I stopped my watch and swam to her bottoms, using my feet to extract them from the pool floor. I passed them to my hands and pulled them from the water, ready to throw.
But I didn't throw them to Mrs. Carson. Instead, I threw them towards the main house. Weighted by water, they flew through the air and splatted against the wall before dropping to the ground.
"What the hell, Luke?"
"Sorry," I shrugged. "But you're 'It' now. Clock's started."
Mrs. Carson stared at me like I'd lost my mind. I slowly walked closer to her, hoping for a better view.
When I'd gotten within a few feet of her, Mrs. Carson shook her head. "Nuh uh, we're done with the game now. Close your eyes, Luke. I'm getting out."
Mrs. Carson stepped to the edge of the pool and pulled herself backwards out of the water, leaving her legs dangling over the edge. Because she was facing me, she kept her legs tightly pressed together, preventing me from seeing any of her good bits.
I didn't close my eyes. I couldn't.
I kept staring at Mrs. Carson, unable to believe that after all my years of fantasizing, this sexy MILF was now a leg-spread away from showing her most private areas to me. I couldn't have stopped if I wanted to.
I stepped closer and closer. Mrs. Carson watched me approach silently, stunned by my boldness. And then I'd reached her: my lower chest pressed against her knees and my pelvis touched her feet.
In that moment, I took everything in about Mrs. Carson: her smooth skin glistening with moisture; her wet hair flowing over her shoulders in a black river; her full breasts spilling out of her red bikini top; her belly that had clearly carried two children, yet still maintained its fitness; and at last her face: Mrs. Carson's freckled face was nothing short of alluring. Sure, she had some wrinkles, but they only highlighted her natural expressiveness and beauty.
Utterly entranced, I placed my hands on her knees and began to push outwards.
Mrs. Carson resisted at first, but as we stared into each other's eyes, I felt her better sense give way. Without a word, she stopped resisting, her legs slowly spreading wide as I guided them apart.
And just like that, my seduction of Mrs. Carson was complete. This housewife and mother of two was giving me open access to her most private area. I may have been a high school senior and her son's best friend, but that no longer mattered. Desire had won out.
My eyes instantly went to her pussy, unable to believe this moment was finally here. Mrs. Carson had kept herself surprisingly well landscaped--in preparation for wearing a bikini?--but she did have a trimmed landing strip above her lips. Her pussy itself was incredibly hot. Even as a straight male, I'll freely admit pussies aren't exactly graceful-looking, but Mrs. Carson's was perfect. Its complex folds beckoned to me, inviting me to explore further... to taste it. Knowing that I would be the first man since Mr. Carson to do so was the last push I needed.
Sparing one final glance up to meet Mrs. Carson's wide eyes, I leaned in and stuck out my tongue. As I made contact with the hooded clit just above her folds, she breathed sharply; her legs trembled.
"Ohhh," Mrs. Carson gasped softly.
I was almost too overwhelmed to move. I had dreamt about this moment for so long, and now here it was: my face buried between Mrs. Carson's legs, tongue on her clit. I began to lick by instinct, but I wanted to do so much more. I needed her entire body, all at once: to caress her thighs, taste her pussy, fondle her boobs, kiss her mouth, stare into her eyes. There was too much perfection to explore. I didn't know where to begin.
One thing at a time, I told myself. Don't ruin this.
And so, with great effort, I focused all my attention on a single task: going down on my fantasy MILF.
Mrs. Carson's scent flooded my nostrils; its muskiness tinged with chlorine from the pool. It was the most erotic smell I'd ever encountered, and it drove me to an even higher state of arousal. I couldn't get enough of Mrs. Carson's pussy, alternating between sucking her clit and tracing her folds with my tongue. Finally, I allowed my tongue to find her entrance, darting it inside to taste her sex. As I worked, Mrs. Carson placed a hand on the back of my head, guiding me to a better angle.
I followed her lead, returning my mouth to her clit. As I teased the sensitive organ, I brought my hand upwards, inserting a finger into Mrs. Carson's wetness. I'd read online that women liked when you curled your fingers upwards slightly as you fingered them--so I did. But her pussy was so wet, it took my finger almost too easily. So I added a second, and then a third. At last, her pussy seemed full, so I began finger-fucking her in earnest.



I pleasured Mrs. Carson that way for some time. As I worked, she moved around me, scooting her pelvis closer and leaning back to give me better access. Mrs. Carson kept her hand against the back of my head the entire time, holding me in her sweet spot. I felt myself starting to tire out, but I kept at it, unwilling to break even for a second and risk ending our encounter.
"Oh, that's it. Right there," Mrs. Carson's sultry voice came from above me. Unable to resist, I pulled back slightly to look up at her. What I saw will forever be burned into my memory: Mrs. Carson staring down at me with open lust--her wholesome face contorted in a very unwholesome way. We stared at one another, unblinking, as I pleasured her pussy, and I could feel something pass between us. In that moment, our relationship shifted: I was no longer just her son's best friend, I was Mrs. Carson's paramour.
"Oh, Luke," Mrs. Carson moaned, tilting her head back and breaking our eye contact at last.
I felt Mrs. Carson's legs begin to twitch around me, her hand increasing its pressure on my head. With amazement, I realized that she was about to cum. I redoubled my efforts, determined to carry her the rest of the way. Seconds later, her body began to withdraw in on itself, pulling me in with it. My face was smashed against her pussy, but even then, I kept fingering and licking to the best of my ability. Mrs. Carson took a sharp deep breath followed by several shallow ones. Slowly, her thigh-grip on my head weakened, then slipped off entirely. It was done.
I straightened upright, desperately needing to breathe and relax my muscles. Mrs. Carson maintained her spreadeagled position as she too caught her breath.
Our eyes met again, and she smiled.
"Wow," she panted softly.
"Not bad for an eighteen-year-old, huh?" I replied, pleased with myself.
Mrs. Carson rolled her eyes, but her smile never left. "I mean your technique could use some work, but your enthusiasm made up for it."
"Sounds to me like I did pretty good then," I said, rubbing my hand along the inside of Mrs. Carson's toned thigh.
"Overconfident, but you're young. You'll learn eventually," Mrs. Carson said, as she brought her legs back together at last.
Before I realized what she was doing, Mrs. Carson pulled her legs underneath her, and she stood, as if to walk away.
"Wait, where are you going?" I asked. "I was just getting started."
"We can't stay out here like this," Mrs. Carson said, as if she were explaining the obvious. "What if my family comes back from the fair early?"
I didn't have an answer to that. I'd forgotten about them, to be honest.
Mrs. Carson gave me a look of pity. "Look, let's go inside and shower off. We'll talk after, okay?"
Without waiting for a response, Mrs. Carson went to retrieve her bikini bottoms I'd thrown earlier. I watched her move, getting my first-ever glimpse of Mrs. Carson's bare backside. She looked amazing in jeans, but her ass was even more impressive exposed like this. The way her glutes moved so effortlessly as she strode across the floor was nothing short of hypnotizing. It was simply the best ass I'd ever seen--on a woman of any age.
As Mrs. Carson was about to reenter the main house, she realized I hadn't left the pool. "C'mon, Luke. Stop staring and get a move on. Go shower."
Only when Mrs. Carson disappeared behind the door did I obey.
***
My mind was a whirlwind as I climbed into the guest tub. I had done it. I had been intimate with Mrs. Carson. My years of fantasies had been made reality at last. It was true we hadn't done nearly as much together as I would have liked--as my painfully stiff cock reminded me--but still... I now knew what Mrs. Carson tasted like.
It was a powerful reminder of the lesson I'd first learned with Mrs. Hartsell: I wasn't restricted to hooking up with girls my age. Even mature women were fair game. A world of possibilities spread before me.
I soaped off quickly, eager to relieve the pressure that had built between my legs. But as I started to stroke myself, I had an epiphany. Why was I masturbating when there was an open and willing woman a few rooms away? Sure, Mrs. Carson had said we'd talk later... but why wait?
Moving quickly, I turned off the shower and dried off. I didn't even bother dressing, just wrapped my towel around my waist. But as I was about to leave the bathroom, my phone buzzed. It was Drew.
I remembered Mrs. Carson's warning that the rest of the family might return early, and my heart sank. Please don't be coming back now, I willed to the universe. I opened the message.
"Thank god," I said aloud, seeing that Drew had sent me a picture of a particularly strange-looking chicken with the caption, he looks like you. Clearly, the Carsons weren't leaving anytime soon. I replied with a middle finger and returned to my mission.
I crept down the hallway to the master suite. I'd only been inside a few times, having it made clear to me as a kid that it was off-limits. The door was shut, but with only slight hesitation, I pushed forward and entered.
Mrs. Carson wasn't visible, but I could hear water running. She must still be showering. Despite our encounter, I still hadn't seen Mrs. Carson completely naked yet (thanks to her bikini top), and I was unable to resist the chance now. I walked silently to the adjoining master bath.
Steam filled the air as I opened the door and entered. The master bath was quite spacious, with enough room for a free-standing shower, a jacuzzi tub, toilet, two large counters with sinks, and a salon-style vanity, complete with swivel chair and huge mirror.
I noticed little of it now, though. My eye was immediately drawn to the shower and the naked MILF inside it.
The Carsons' shower had clear glass doors, and despite the steam fogging them, I could still clearly see Mrs. Carson inside. She hadn't noticed me enter yet, so I cleared my throat, remembering her request from the last time I'd accidentally snuck up on her.
Her head whipped towards me. "Luke! What are you doing in here?"
I walked to the shower door and opened it; a blast of wet, warm air greeted me. I took a moment to appreciate Mrs. Carson's fully naked body (her tits were just as impressive as her ass!) before I responded.
"I've got a problem that I need help with," I said, releasing my grip on my towel and letting it fall around my feet.
Mrs. Carson's eyes flickered to my cock that was pointed squarely at her. When her gaze returned to my eyes, she looked amused at first, but then turned serious.
"Luke, I told you. We can't risk it. You shouldn't be in here."
"Drew just texted me. They're looking at farm animals now. They're not going anywhere. And even if they did, it's still going to take them almost an hour to get back. We have plenty of time."
"And besides, this is your fault," I said, pointing to my stiff cock for emphasis. "You should fix it."
Mrs. Carson stared at me, water continuing to flow over her body. "You are such a teenager. All horniness and no good sense," she sighed. She seemed unsure of her next move. But as she thought, her eyes traced over my naked body, eventually landing back on my cock. She grinned wryly. "You're lucky I'm feeling frisky today. I can't believe I'm saying this, but come on in."
Mrs. Carson stepped to the far side of the shower, motioning for me to take her place under the shower head.
Before she could change her mind, I stepped inside, closing the shower door behind me. The warm water streaming down my back mirrored the fire running through my veins.
The shower was spacious, with plenty of room for us both. It also had a bench-like protrusion on either end--Mrs. Carson sat down on the one closer to her. The fact that her head was now on the same level as my cock didn't escape me.
Mrs. Carson kept her eyes locked on mine. "And since you're still young and learning, I guess I should teach you about reciprocity."
"What's that mean?" I asked, anticipation causing my voice to waver.
Mrs. Carson laughed softly. "It means that when you're with a partner, and you pleasure them, you can count on them pleasuring you back."
To demonstrate, Mrs. Carson reached her hand towards my cock, wrapping her fingers softly around my shaft. "Like this."
My soul left my body the moment Mrs. Carson made contact. "Oh my god. Holy fuck. I can't believe this is happening."
Mrs. Carson laughed again, clearly enjoying the effect she had on me. "Good grief, Luke, I haven't even started yet. I forget how new all this must be for you."
"It's not new," I gasped, feeling like my cock was ready to burst under her touch. "I've just never been with someone as hot as you."
"Mmmm," Mrs. Carson said thoughtfully, as she appeared to study my cock, moving it around with her fingers. "Well, try to keep it together. You don't want our fun to be over too soon, do you?"
Her openly seductive grin shook me to my core. I understood at last how a woman as shameless as Mrs. Hartsell was best friends with a woman as conversative as Mrs. Carson. It was because Mrs. Carson had a wild side too. One that I had finally unleashed.
As if reading my mind, Mrs. Carson began to stroke. She stared up at me with big brown eyes as she worked, watching the resulting pleasure play across my face. The corners of her mouth twitched in an awed half-smile, as if she was amazed by how much I enjoyed her touch. If what Mrs. Hartsell had told me was true, this may have been the first time in years Mrs. Carson had used her sexual skills. She clearly had forgotten her own power.
Mrs. Carson continued to pump me for a few moments, my cock throbbing in her grip. But just when she seemed to have hit a rhythm, she stopped.
"Have you ever had a woman go down on you?" she asked off-handedly.
I groaned. "Don't tease me, Mrs. Carson. I'm not sure I could take it."
I was telling the truth. The thought of Drew's sexy mom sucking my cock was too much to bear.
"Hm, okay then. No teasing, just action," Mrs. Carson agreed.
Before I could react, Mrs. Carson brought her mouth over my cock, placing its tip between her lips. I felt her wet warmth, and then a millisecond later, her tongue gently probing me. My mind broke.
I stood there like a drooling zombie as Mrs. Carson tasted my shaft, my precum leaking onto her tongue.
"Mmm, salty," she said, although with my cock in her mouth it came out mumbled.
I didn't respond. I couldn't.
Mrs. Carson's eyes squinted with amusement, seeing how thoroughly she had paralyzed me. Keeping her eyes locked on mine, she began to tease my head in earnest, alternating between sucking on me and tickling me with her tongue.
It was by far the hottest head I'd ever gotten, and Mrs. Carson seemed to be enjoying it almost as much as I was. Her smile never left her face the entire time.
I lost myself for several seconds, watching Mrs. Carson service me so uninhibitedly. I don't know how I avoided cumming, but the pleasure was almost too much to even register.
But then it was over.
With a final slurp, Mrs. Carson released my cock from her lips. It took me a moment to realize that she wasn't going to restart. I came back to myself, my cock throbbing more than ever.
Mrs. Carson noticed my disappointment. "Don't look so sad, Luke. I've got something even better for you. Cut the water and dry off."
Realization crashed home. There was only one thing that could be better than Mrs. Carson's amazing head.
I obeyed her instructions without delay.
Mrs. Carson followed me out of the shower, drying herself off and wrapping her hair up in a towel. As she flipped it upwards, Mrs. Carson's naked body somehow became even sexier. It was like the towel on her head highlighted her femininity; her curves becoming both softer and more enhanced.
Unable to resist touching them any longer, I moved in, closing the gap between us. Our faces were inches apart; my cock pressing against the warmth of her stomach. The next moment we were kissing, Mrs. Carson exploring my mouth just as eagerly as she had explored my cock. She had the passion of girls my age, but with the experience to direct it. I pulled her body tight against mine as our tongues dueled.
The floral smell of her soap entered my nose, mixing with the musky scent coming from between her legs. The combination was irresistible to my animal brain--every inch of this perfect woman needed to be mine.
As Mrs. Carson poured herself into my mouth, I ran my hands over her body. Down her sides to her wide, childbearing hips; then back to her full, rounded ass. I squeezed tightly, fulfilling a desire years in the making. Her cheeks felt better than I'd imagined: warm, firm, yet softly pliable. I stayed there and kneaded them for several moments, my brain struggling to believe such a perfect ass could be real.
I felt Mrs. Carson smile against me, clearly enjoying my utter fascination of her body. She moaned approvingly, the sound reminding me of my ultimate goal.
Keeping Mrs. Carson's body pressed against mine, I began to guide her slowly backwards towards one of the countertops. Mrs. Carson smile widened as she realized my intention. Keeping our lips locked, she allowed me to lead her backwards. Only when the back of her legs touched the counter's wood paneling did she break our kiss.
"What now, Luke?" she asked playfully, as if she didn't already know the answer.
"Climb up," I directed, my body shaking with lust.
Mrs. Carson did, pulling herself backwards onto the countertop and letting her legs dangle over the edge. "Like this?" she said, teasing me with her feigned gullibility.
I nodded and started to step towards her, but Mrs. Carson held me back with a hand to the chest.
"Or more like this?" Mrs. Carson asked again, spreading her legs wide and revealing her pussy once more.
"That's even better," I replied huskily. By this point, my cock was screaming.
"I thought it might be," Mrs. Carson said seductively. "But enough foreplay. Let's see what you had in mind for me, Luke."
That was all the invitation I needed. I stepped between Mrs. Carson's spread legs, my cock aimed at her center. Realizing the angle was off slightly, I reached under Mrs. Carson's thighs and pulled her towards me, causing her to fall back into the wall. Now we were perfectly aligned.
I had one final moment of clarity--I was about to fuck my best friend's mom!--and then I was gone again, lost to my lust.
I moved my cock down towards Mrs. Carson's pussy, feeling my head nestle between its wet folds. Her opening spread to accommodate my girth, sucking me inside. I pushed forward slowly, my tip-penetration becoming a full penetration. Mrs. Carson stared down in shock, watching my cock disappear inside her, as if only now realizing just how grown I was.
"Oh fuck," I gasped, burying myself inside the hole that had birthed my best friend. I had filled Mrs. Carson up to the hilt; the resulting pleasure, both physical and mental, was indescribable.
Mrs. Carson's mouth hung open, the same pleasure washing over her.
For a moment, we remained motionless, soaking in the ecstasy of being conjoined so intimately. It was deeply wrong, of course--a middle-aged, married housewife taking the cock of her son's teenaged best friend--but the wrongness only heightened the tabooed eroticism of our union. But such ideas of right and wrong were irrelevant now. Only sex remained.
As Mrs. Carson's pussy walls stretched to accommodate me, my desire took over completely. I began to thrust.
We kept our silence, both utterly transfixed on my cock as it slipped in and out of her body. It almost didn't seem real, to be here, fucking like this, but there was no denying the pleasure. I broke the silence first, moaning Mrs. Carson's name.
Mrs. Carson tore her gaze from my repeated penetrations, staring into my face. She reached a hand around my head and pulled me down towards her, covering her body with my own. She rose up to kiss me deeply, before slipping back down against the wall, but she held my head in place, just inches above hers. She bared her eyes to me, letting me see the pleasure building in them, even as she watched it build in mine. It was one of the hottest connections in my life. Doubly so, because it was a fully mature woman who I was satisfying--one with experience--not a girl my age getting her first taste of sex.
Unfortunately, moving to this new angle interrupted my thrusts; I had to adjust my arms to better support my weight. Once I'd restabilized though, I resumed, returning to a frantic pace. The sound of my balls slapping against Mrs. Carson's ass filled the room. I'll admit I was so far gone that coordinating my thrusts wasn't easy, but Mrs. Carson wrapped her legs around me and helped me find the right rhythm.
As hot as it was to stare into Mrs. Carson's eyes, I couldn't stop looking at the rest of her body: her pussy, of course, but also her post-pregnant-but-still-toned stomach. And her tits too; the large melons bounced with every thrust, constantly enticing me with their movement. I ached to fondle them, but both my hands were needed to support my weight. And I was too busy feeding myself into Mrs. Carson's pussy to spare them now.
It was all too much. My brain couldn't process the sheer amount of pleasure coursing through my body. I felt the pressure in my head grow to the point of bursting.
"I'm gonna cum," I managed to moan, knowing I only had seconds left.
"Not in me," Mrs. Carson urged, but it sounded half-hearted. An afterthought.
I managed to yank myself backwards right as I approached the precipice of no return. But the sudden absence of Mrs. Carson's pussy on my cock was a shock that kept me teetering on the edge: so close to cumming but needing a final push. I ached to return to her pussy once more, but I knew if I did, there would be no coming out.
Mrs. Carson sensed my edging. She wrapped both hands over my shaft and restarted where her pussy had left off. Her lubrication still covered me, so the sensation was almost identical.
It was enough. My mental dam burst, and I felt my balls release, sending semen racing through my shaft.
The first few bursts of cum shot over Mrs. Carson's belly, reaching her tits. As my balls continued to empty, the white splatters moved down over her pelvis, before finally ending at her landing strip. Mrs. Carson milked me the entire time, using her hands to squeeze every drop from my cock.
I stared down at the scene in wonder. I had fantasized about this moment for years, and now here it was: Mrs. Carson laying before me, covered in my sperm. It was surreal. My brain couldn't reconcile that this cum-spattered sex goddess and the wholesome housewife I grew up around were the same woman.
Mrs. Carson seemed equally amazed to be in this position, but when she caught my eye, she smiled.
I smiled back. "That was the hottest thing I've ever done. Or ever will do."
Mrs. Carson stroked my now-soft cock tenderly. "Your innocence is cute."
I frowned. "My innocence?"
"Never mind. Can you pass me a towel?" Mrs. Carson said, releasing me from her legs and sitting upright. My sperm jiggled on her body as she moved.
"You don't want me to finish you off first?" I asked.
"No, I'm plenty satisfied," she explained, but she regarded me with new respect. "I very much appreciate the offer though."
"Oh, you are more than welcome," I replied, unable to hide the shit-eating grin forming on my face.
I stood there basking in my afterglow for several seconds. It wasn't until Mrs. Carson asked me again for a towel that I'd realized I'd been standing there like an idiot. I quickly retrieved my discarded one and passed it over.
Mrs. Carson took it and wiped herself down, cleaning my cum off her skin. "Thank you. I'm gonna need the bathroom to myself now, Luke, but before you go, we need to have an understanding."



"Okay," I said uncertainly.
"I'm sure you can appreciate that this needs to stay between us. Even though this has just been some afternoon fun--nothing serious--no sense in upsetting Drew or my husband about it. Think you can keep this to yourself?"
"Of course," I answered. "I'm not an idiot."
"I didn't think you were. But that means no bragging to your other friends either. I know you might be tempted, but word gets around. Imagine how Drew would react if he found out."
"I'm not gonna say anything to any of my friends, I promise."
"Good. And unless we're alone, I need to just be Drew's mom to you. That means no winking, no smart comments, no getting handsy... got it?"
"Jeez, Mrs. Carson, I know how to keep a secret. Nobody's gonna find out," I said, starting to become annoyed. It was like Mrs. Carson thought I was a kid again.
"Sorry, I just have to make sure," she apologized. "But here's the deal. If you do behave yourself, maybe this could happen again sometime."
My jaw almost hit the floor.
Mrs. Carson laughed. "I take it you agree, then?"
"Mrs. Carson, I'll be the best-behaved guest you ever had," I said, a little too enthusiastically.
"Good," Mrs. Carson nodded approvingly. "Now go clean yourself up and enjoy the rest of the afternoon. I'm going to relax in bed until everyone else is back."
"I'll see you around then, sexy," I said, doing my best playboy voice.
"Bye, Luke."
Mrs. Carson's amused laughter followed me out the door.
***
I spent the rest of the afternoon replaying the day's events in my head. Now that I was by myself again, I couldn't believe I'd actually done it. I had actually slept with Mrs. Carson.
I had texted the news to Mrs. Hartsell shortly after I left the master suite, unable to keep the news to myself. I was technically breaking my promise to Mrs. Carson, but I figured Mrs. Hartsell didn't really count. After all, she was half the reason my seduction had been successful in the first place.
Mrs. Hartsell was extremely impressed, wanting all the details. I sent some of the longest texts of my life, giving her a play-by-play of how the day had gone. As I texted each moment, I re-lived it mentally all over again. By the time I reached the end of our encounter, my erection had returned. I texted a picture of my resurrected cock to Mrs. Hartsell saying look--just talking about it has me hard all over again.
Mrs. Hartsell's response: Sydney's gonna have her hands full with a young stud like you in the house. Good for her, though. She needs the excitement.
And then: PS--you've gotten me all fired up too, followed by a video of Mrs. Hartsell pleasuring herself with a dildo.
When I came the second time that afternoon, it was to the sight of Mrs. Hartsell's pussy and the sounds of her moans.
***
The rest of the Carson family finally returned late that evening, well after dinner. As promised, Drew had indeed brought me back a caramel apple, complete with a bite taken out of it.
"Sorry, man, I warned you I was going to do it," he said. "Glad you're feeling better, though."
"You're an asshole," I replied, but I took the apple anyway. I added silently to myself, "besides, fair is fair, I guess. I did just fuck your mom, after all."
With the rest of her family back, Mrs. Carson emerged from the master suite at last. True to her word, she gave no sign of what we'd been up to that afternoon. We barely talked directly, instead both listening quietly as the rest of the family regaled us with stories from the fair. When we all said good night, the day appeared to have ended no more notable than any other.
But I knew the truth. Today would forever be the day that I had fucked Mrs. Carson; a years-long, impossible fantasy, fulfilled at last. And yet, as utterly satisfying as that was, it wasn't enough.
I needed more.
Author's end note: I imagine some of you will be like Luke, needing more. Unfortunately, it may be a while before that happens. As much as I enjoy writing these stories, I have to be in the right mindset for it, and that can be unpredictable.
That said, I am envisioning one final part to this story, to be published... at some point. No estimations this time. For now though, other stories are calling for my attention. Happy reading.
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I was doomed the moment we arrived at the neighborhood block party. My wife, Camilla, and I had almost decided not to attend, but as freshly moved-in residents to the affluent cul-de-sac, we felt obligated to socialize with our new neighbors. It was the friendly thing to do, and as Camilla pointed out, I needed to take advantage of any connection I could get. My storytelling teetered on the edge of mainstream success—one push from the right angle could send both our careers into the stratosphere.
My wife is an amateur actress. Well, technically, Camilla is an accountant by training (courtesy of her parents' pressure) but acting is her real passion. She's talented too, with various accolades from local performances. Nothing major yet, but mostly due to lack of opportunities, rather than failings on her part. Besides being talented, she's quite attractive too: a 31-year-old woman with brown hair, blue eyes, fit and curvy body, and a pretty face. Her natural expressiveness is what really drew me to her though, able to melt your heart—or get your blood racing—with ease. A lip quiver here, a sultry wink there. I fell for her the first time we met.
I'm technically a filmmaker, but of a non-traditional variety. Historically, films tended to be team affairs; actors, directors, producers, support staff, etc. all working on a common project. But as technology has improved, it's become much easier for small teams, or even solo creators, to produce high-quality movies and shorts. Nobodies can become viral sensations overnight, and while most fade back into obscurity, a lucky few can harness their temporary fame, shifting it into the makings of a permanent career.
I am one of those viral sensations, courtesy of a short film I'd released on the internet. It was a simple little thing, just short of fifteen minutes long, but I was quite proud of it. Titled Audrey's Accident, (starring my wife as the titular Audrey) it was the story of a woman who is banned from her weekly social gathering (club? church? cult? It's deliberately left vague) and the resulting fallout from that. The film itself is very self-contained, taking place entirely within Audrey's home (real location: our old home), with Audrey as the only on-screen character. It easily could have been a pretentious slog, even at fifteen minutes, but some clever editing on my part combined with Camilla's gripping performance (nailing Audrey's initial bubbly attitude and her post-ban despondent shame) made for an oddly compelling little story. Those aren't my words, either—that's a paraphrase from IndieWire's glowing review.
The real hook behind Audrey's Accident was how it left the viewer wondering: was the unseen incident that led to Audrey's shunning truly an accident? There are hints it wasn't, but Audrey herself never wavers from her claim that it was. And the follow-up question: was the accident itself really so terrible? Or was Audrey's ban an excessive overreaction? Again, there's evidence to support both theories. One of the techniques I used to further this uncertainty was to have Camilla perform multiple takes of individual scenes; in some, she'd done something truly indefensible and warranted her punishment. In others, she was an innocent soul, a victim of others' jealousy.
The theorizing about 'what really happened' was what sent Audrey's Accident into true viral territory, as viewers endlessly debated the possibilities.
Every creator hopes their works will be appreciated, but I was stunned how quickly the views racked up. In mere days, we'd had over a million, reaching the trending section on multiple social media sites. Reviews began to flow in too, overwhelmingly positive. Camilla was unquestionably the star of the story, but compliments on my creative filmmaking were common too.
I made a modest amount of money from Audrey's Accident; some of it from direct streams, but more from 'official' merch. Shirts, director's edition, etc. That money, combined with our general savings, gave us a down payment on our new house.
It was a risky move, financially-speaking: we were just up-and-comers, but the sudden fame had gone to our heads. Camilla and I felt invincible. We left our old, dingy house behind with no regrets, moving into our fancy and large new one.
We received the invite to the block party our first day post-move. One of our new neighbors, a gregarious middle-aged man named Mr. Lazarus, dropped by to welcome us to the area. He told us cheerfully our timing was perfect, explaining that the cul-de-sac was having a cookout that weekend. We'd be able to meet everyone... and enjoy some strong mixed drinks, he'd whispered conspiratorially.
Camilla and I were both exhausted from the move, but we told Mr. Lazarus we appreciated the invite and would talk it over. I had no idea how much it would change my life.
The party itself was a surprisingly large affair with around thirty attendees. Apparently, the whole neighborhood was invited, not just the families who lived on the cul-de-sac itself. With some nervousness, I took Camilla's hand, and we walked out our front door.
Our senses were immediately overwhelmed: bright sunshine, smells of burgers on the grill, bursts of conversation and laughter. We spotted Mr. Lazarus nearby, chatting with some other neighbors. As our only contact, we walked towards him first.
Mr. Lazarus saw us approach and immediately broke into a smile. "Well, well, well. If it isn't our newest residents! Glad you decided to join us!"
There were handshakes and introductions with the other neighbors. Camilla and I did our best to leave good first impressions, engaging with all of them excitedly. Once we made the circuit, Mr. Lazarus led us over to a young man who'd been chowing down on a burger.
"My wife and daughter have wandered off it seems, but this is my son, Zane. Zane, this is Camilla and Noah. They just moved in next door."
As I shook Zane's hand, I was struck by two things simultaneously: first that he was an incredibly attractive man. I'm as straight as they come, but I recognize a well-built man when I see one. And Zane was certainly well-built.
He was young—maybe twenty—with surfer-like auburn hair, brown eyes, and a chiseled, symmetrical face, complete with dazzling smile. He'd gone shirtless, his muscled body shamelessly on display for the whole neighborhood. But Zane wasn't just a pretty-face; he also exuded a playful confidence that I suspected made him very popular with the ladies.
The second thing I noticed about Zane was he instantly had eyes for Camilla. I couldn't blame him—Camilla was looking especially fine in a tight t-shirt and shorts that emphasized her shapeliness—but Zane was shameless, running his gaze openly over her body.
"Wow, definitely an upgrade from the old neighbors," he nodded approvingly.
Camilla had blushed, but I wasn't certain if she was embarrassed or flattered.
"Aren't you quite the bold young man," I'd said, amused rather than envious. As attractive as Zane was, he was too young for me to treat as a true threat. "Flirting with a woman in front of her husband."
"Sorry," Zane had quickly apologized, but his eyes flickered back to Camilla. "You're not the first person to call me a flirt. I promise I'm harmless. Well, mostly." He winked at Camilla for emphasis.
"Very nice to meet you Zane," Camilla giggled, shaking his hand next. "I'm Camilla."
"Nice to meet you too, Camilla," Zane said, drawing out her name deliberately. He started to add something else, but then a spark of recognition passed over his face. "You look familiar... have we met before?"
"Not unless you saw us touring the house with our agent," Camilla said, now uncertain. I was too—was Zane setting up for a low-effort pickup line?
But Zane merely shook his head, his winning smile once again plastered on his face. "Never mind. Maybe you just remind me of someone else I know."
Before Zane could elaborate, Mr. Lazarus returned with his wife and daughter in tow. More introductions were shared, then Mr. Lazarus asked the usual question:
"So, Noah and Camilla, what do you guys do for work?"
We exchanged glances and laughed. People rarely expected our answers. Camilla went first.
"Officially, I'm an accountant. But in my spare time, I'm an actress, both stage and film. No major roles, or anything, but it's my passion."
"You should check out our local theater troupe," Mrs. Lazarus urged. "They're quite good and always on the lookout for new talent."
Camilla smiled, truly excited by the thought. "I'd love to check them out, actually. Maybe once Noah and I get settled in, I'll do just that!"
"What about you, Noah? You an accountant-slash-actor too?" Mr. Lazarus asked with a twinkle in his eye.
"Not quite," I chuckled. "I'm a filmmaker... or at least trying to be one. Actually just went viral with a short I made: Audrey's Accident."
"Shit!" Zane broke in, pointing at my wife. "That's where I know you from! You're Audrey!"
"Yep, that's me!" Camilla grinned modestly, but I could tell being recognized by a near-stranger had flattered her tremendously.
"And a very great Audrey she was. So, you've seen it then, Zane?" I said, feeling rather flattered myself.
"Oh, for sure! It was all my friends and I could talk about for a while," Zane admitted. "I have to know: what really happened with Audrey?"
"Now, now, I can't share that. It would ruin the fun," I admonished, before lowering my voice to a near-whisper. "But I've got a sequel in mind that might help shed some light for you."
"No shit!" Zane said excitedly. "I hope I can get an advance screening."
"We'll see," I smiled noncommittally.
Mr. Lazarus watched this exchange with amusement. "Well, Noah, you must be doing something right based on Zane's reaction here. He's an actor himself, actually. Maybe the three of you could team up on a project sometime?"
"Maybe!" I agreed with more enthusiasm than I felt. "What sort of stuff have you done, Zane?"
"A few projects with friends here and there. Some stuff at the local theater. I've also done modeling and been in a couple commercials."
"Zane's being modest. Those commercials aired all over the country!" Mrs. Lazarus beamed.
"Impressive," I nodded, mostly out of politeness. "Well, I hope your acting career certainly takes off, Zane. I'll keep you in mind if I do need someone else to work with!"
The conversation shifted into other waters, and I assumed that would be the end of any film talk for the day.
But later, as the party began to wind down, Mr. Lazarus caught up to me. He glanced around, ensuring we were alone. We were—Camilla was busy talking to two other neighbors a short distance away.
"Hey, listen, Noah. I wanted to ask a favor. I know we just met, but you're a filmmaker, so I'm sure you understand. Zane really wants this acting thing to work out, but it's a hard industry to break into. I know you're not an insider yourself or anything, but if Zane's a fan of your work, I suspect you're headed places. It would mean a lot to me if you could include Zane on one of your next projects."
My immediate reaction was to decline politely, but the need to make a good first impression on our neighbors still weighed heavy on my mind.
"Camilla and I have always worked alone," I started, as Mr. Lazarus looked at me hopefully, "but I promise I'll think about it. Might be fun to change it up a bit."
"That's all I can ask," Mr. Lazarus nodded, sensing my ambivalence. "Just think about it. And if it helps, Mrs. Lazarus and I are prepared to cover the cost of what it would take to hire Zane. We pay you and then you pay him. You'd basically be getting him for free. We'd only ask that you not tell Zane about it—he's so stubborn about finding his own way."
"I understand," I said. "I'll let you know if we decide to take you up on your offer."
Mr. Lazarus stared at me, trying to gauge my sincerity. Finally, he sighed. "Thanks, Noah. I appreciate you listening. Look, here's his business card. You can see his acting reel on the website listed at the bottom."
I took the card. It was very professional, I had to admit, although I suspected Zane had little to do with its creation. "I'll check it out," I promised.
***
A short time later, Camilla and I said our goodbyes to our new neighbors, and we returned to our house. Once we'd settled in, I brought up my encounter with Mr. Lazarus.
Camilla was surprisingly sympathetic to Zane, no doubt influenced by her own struggles of finding real acting work. "Maybe we should think about it," she'd suggested. "Especially since he'd be free."
"You're just saying that because he's hot and has a crush on you," I teased.
"Good lord, Noah, he does not," Camilla groaned. "We just met for crying out loud."
"Didn't stop him from eating you up with his eyes," I pointed out. "I can't blame him though. I did marry a looker."
Camilla rolled her eyes. "That's gross. He's probably not even twenty yet."
"Twenty-one, actually. I heard him talking to his dad about being old enough to drink."
"Still doesn't make it any less gross. You shouldn't be talking like this anyway. As my husband, you're supposed to be trying to keep me to yourself."
"Oh, I do want you to myself. I'm just making some observations. Besides, I like seeing you get all riled up," I teased.
"Keep it up and I'll be riled up enough to send you to the couch tonight," Camilla replied sternly.
"Point taken. But you have to admit, Zane is a good-looking guy," I added, unable to resist a final dig.
"Sounds to me like maybe you're the one with the crush," Camilla shot back.
I laughed, raising my hands in surrender. "Okay, fair. You got me there."
I dropped it at last, but I did take note: Camilla never denied Zane's attractiveness.
***
I don't know why Zane's flirting with my wife lodged in my brain the way it did. Plenty of other men had flirted with Camilla over the years, after all. Maybe it was their age difference, maybe it was Zane's own attractiveness, or maybe it was the way Camilla seemed to tolerate Zane's flirting. Whatever the case, I couldn't stop thinking about their initial encounter. It was such a small moment, but it seemed to carry the seeds of much more.
And it turned me on.
At first, I thought something was wrong with me. Why the hell would the thought of another man flirting with my wife turn me on? Camilla was right—I should want her all to myself. But I couldn't deny how I felt: Zane running his eyes so freely over Camilla's body didn't anger me. It excited me.
Soon I was wondering what Zane would do if he could spend more time around Camilla. He claimed to be a harmless flirt, but I suspected he wouldn't be so harmless if he thought he could get away with it. I was curious just how far he'd go. And how far Camilla would let him.
They say nobody can really know their spouse, at least not completely. Even couples that have been together for decades have hidden parts of their heart. But I was confident in Camilla's dedication to me. She may have tolerated Zane's flirting when they met, but I knew she'd have a limit. But I wondered where that was. Would she let Zane flirt with her freely? Would she stop him if he touched her casually—say a brush of the shoulder? What if it was a less innocent touch? What if he tried to kiss her?
I suspected Camilla's boundary was physical touch, but the more I considered the what-ifs, the more turned-on I became. As the next few days passed, the thrill of the possibilities became too much. I didn't want to just imagine anymore: I wanted to see it play out for real.
Fortunately, I had the perfect opportunity: I was ready to start filming again. It was time for Audrey's Awakening, the sequel to Audrey's Accident. Only this time, I'd need a male actor opposite Camilla's role. And now I had the perfect candidate in mind.
***
I shared my plan--but not my real motivations—with Camilla the following weekend.
"I think Zane would actually be a good fit for the role of James. His acting reel's not bad, and I think with the right coaching, he'd do very well, especially opposite an actress as talented as you."
"You're not just saying that because we'd get him for free, are you?" Camilla questioned.
"It doesn't hurt," I admitted. "But no. I think he's the right man for the job. He's the right age, he's convincingly attractive enough, and based on his reels, he can pull off both nurturing and seductive. Not to mention he's in-between-gigs, so scheduling should be a breeze. Hell, he literally lives next door."
I wasn't lying. Zane really was the perfect fit for the character. What I neglected to mention is that I tweaked the character and plot from my original vision—just so that it would be tailor-fit for Zane.
Camilla flipped through my script, going towards the end. "I'm kind of surprised you're so gung-ho on Zane for this, to be honest. Things get kind of racy between James and Audrey towards the end. Are you sure you're comfortable having Zane in that role after you made such a big deal out of him flirting with me?"
"I didn't make a big deal out of it," I said defensively. "Just pointed it out."
"That's a big deal for you," Camilla said, eyebrow raised.
"Okay, maybe," I admitted. "But I promise I won't be jealous. We're all professionals here. And who knows, maybe Zane's... appreciation... for you will help make his performance stronger."
"Let's stop talking about Zane's appreciation," Camilla said, making a gagging noise. "But if you're really comfortable using Zane, then I am too. I think you're right. He would be a good fit."
"I'll reach out to him then, make sure he's on board. If we're lucky, maybe we can get started next weekend."
***
Zane accepted my offer without hesitation. I wasn't sure what drove him the most: the fact that it was a paid job, that he'd be co-starring in a sequel to a viral movie, or that he'd be working directly with Camilla. Regardless, we now had our James.
I shared the news with Mr. Lazarus, who was pleasantly surprised that we'd cast Zane in such a critical role. As promised, he wrote me a check for the full amount of Zane's fee, plus an additional 'bonus' beyond that. "For giving Zane a chance," he'd explained.
We invited over Zane that Saturday, to orient him to our process and to do some test readings.
Unlike our first meeting, he came fully dressed, shirt and all. And he was surprisingly professional too, keeping his flirtatious nature in check. Yet I did catch him shooting glances at Camilla's body as we pointed out the different areas we'd be shooting in. I don't know if Camilla noticed or not, but there was no question that Zane had the hots for her.
Tour completed, we led him back to our dining room and took seats around the table.
"I don't want to do any actual filming today," I explained. "Instead, I want to go over how I usually work the scenes, just so you know my expectations."
I spent the next several minutes describing my filming routines and goals, Zane nodding along cooperatively. Camilla interjected occasionally, but for the next fifteen minutes, I dominated the conversation.



Finally, I wrapped up. "That's the gist of it. I'll let you read over the full script tonight, but I'd like to do some test readings while you're here. Give you a chance to sink into the character and see how you do interacting with Camilla."
"Let's do it," Zane agreed eagerly.
I was impressed by how well Zane did over the next several minutes. There was no denying his talent as an actor; he slipped seamlessly into James's character, giving me the same thrill I always get when I see one of my written characters brought to life.
By the time we wrapped up, I knew I'd made the right casting choice. There was only question I had left: I'd given Zane the opportunity to be around Camilla... but would he press his luck?
The initial answer seemed to be yes. I left Camilla and Zane alone briefly to print another paper copy of my script from my office. When I returned, they were chatting animatedly about their experiences in acting. They didn't notice my approach, so I waited in the hall down from them, quietly watching them talk. Despite Camilla's dismissals of Zane's crush, he was clearly into her, charming her to the best of his abilities.
Even though I knew Camilla would deny it, Zane's efforts seemed to be working. Her laugher flowed freely, her body language mirrored his, and most tellingly, when Zane casually gripped her arm good-naturedly, Camilla didn't pull away.
Oh, yes. Camilla was certainly enjoying Zane's company.
Having seen enough, I moved from my observation spot, loudly walking into the room with them.
"You two look like you're having fun," I observed wryly.
"Oh, stop it, babe," Camilla said dismissively, sensing my implication. "Zane and I were just sharing acting stories."
"That does sound fun. You'll have to share some with me later, Zane," I said, handing him his copy of the script.
"Oh, I have plenty," Zane laughed. "But I should get going. Got a script to read over."
Taking his cue, we walked him to the door. Just before he stepped out, though, he flashed us a winning smile. "Noah, thanks again for giving me a chance. I won't let you down. And Camilla, I can't wait to work with an actress as talented... and beautiful... as you."
"You can cut the flattery, Zane. You've got the part," Camilla said, rolling her eyes.
"It's not flattery. Just the truth," Zane shrugged. "See you guys next weekend!"
Then he was gone.
"Well, he's certainly shameless, isn't he?" I mused.
Camilla shook her head. "Not that unusual for young actors like him, unfortunately. They think that just because they've got some talent and a pretty face that they're God's gift to women everywhere. But don't you worry babe, I became immune to those wannabe Casanovas long ago."
I didn't share what I was thinking—that Camilla wasn't nearly as immune as she thought. But instead I'd simply chuckled and said, "Oh, I'm not worried. It's kind of cute, actually, watching a young guy like him make a fool out of himself over you. I seem to remember doing the same thing at one point."
"Don't worry, you still do," Camilla said, pushing me playfully.
***
We began filming the following Saturday.
I had already finished the prep work by that point, having essentially worked full-time during the week while Camilla was at her accounting job. The system worked well for us—Camilla brought in steady money while I took care of the essential, but less-fun, parts of the filmmaking. Staging, sound, script review, camera prep... it all needed to be done, and I was the one-man crew to do it.
On the plus side, my prep work made filming a breeze. Camilla was amazing as always, but Zane did much better than expected too. He'd memorized his lines completely, he didn't need many corrections, and—most shockingly—he barely flirted with Camilla at all. I wondered if I'd misjudged hm.
And I had to admit, Zane really did bring James to life.
Audrey's Awakening begins soon after Audrey's Accident. Audrey is still coping with her ban when she has an unexpected visitor at her door: James. Audrey's shock at seeing James is clear; we soon realize it's because James is the son of the man who'd banned Audrey to begin with.
James' motives are unclear at first. He claims to feel bad for Audrey, admitting that while Audrey's 'accident' was bad, it didn't warrant cutting her off completely. As a sign of his regret, he urges her to find her own happiness and promises to check on her from time to time. Audrey is clearly touched, and the first hints of a mutual attraction become apparent. But then James leaves, leaving Audrey feeling more uncertain than ever.
Over the next few in-movie weeks, James continues to check in on Audrey. Audrey does seem to be improving, obviously touched by James' visits. The visits are brief though, and it becomes evident that Audrey is no longer satisfied with such short interactions. At the end of the first act, she finally invites James into her house, swaying him with the offer of dinner. James' hesitates at first... but then accepts. As he enters the house, the viewer is left wondering: who is pursuing who? And because of a true attraction? Or is there something else going on?
Zane played his role to perfection, capturing these conflicting nuances effortlessly. Even Camilla was impressed, commenting to me later how well Zane had done as James. I wholeheartedly agreed.
By the time we wrapped filming for the weekend, I felt confident we had a good start on the first act. Monday rolled around again, and I dove into my favorite part of filmmaking: editing.
I might be in the minority, but I love editing raw footage. It's where the final product really begins to take shape: all the disconnected pieces of work drawn together into a smooth whole. It's the most satisfying part of the job. It's incredibly easy for me to lose myself in the process—one minute it's morning, and the next thing I know, Camilla's home from work.
This is why I didn't realize Camilla was late the following Tuesday until she opened our front door.
After we kissed and greeted each other, Camilla apologized.
"Sorry I'm a little late coming in, babe. Zane was outside working on his garden, and he wanted to talk about the movie."
Suspicion immediately flared in my mind. I hadn't realized it until now, but Camilla was fifteen minutes later than normal. Not a huge amount of time, but fifteen minutes talking with Zane? Alone? Clearly she'd been enjoying the conversation for it to last that long.
But I played it cool.
"No worries, babe," I replied. "I've just been diving into editing work. I didn't even notice what time it was."
"Glad I didn't worry you," Camilla said, kissing me, and then turning to my editing room. "Can I see what you've got?"
We spent the next several minutes reviewing my work. There was a lot of polishing left, but the makings of a finished movie were becoming apparent. Camilla complimented me on my efforts, then changed the subject to talking about her day.
I only half-listened, wondering what the heck Camilla and Zane had been talking about while I was obliviously working away inside.
***
By Thursday night, though, my suspicions had subsided. Camilla came home at her normal time two days in a row, and I'd lost myself in movie work again.
But then the text came.
We were sitting on the couch, mindlessly watching TV, when Camilla's phone buzzed. Out of reflex, I looked down and was shocked to see a text from 'Zane Lazarus' on her screen. Camilla absent-mindedly pulled it up, apparently not surprised in the least to be getting a text from our young neighbor.
My suspicions came roaring back. "Was that a text from Zane?"
I tried to keep my tone casual, but I couldn't fully keep the jealousy from my voice.
"Huh?" Camilla said, as if she hadn't fully heard me. "Oh, yeah."
Her response was half-hearted and casual, her attention focused on texting a reply.
My jealousy flared. Was Zane more worthy of Camilla's attention than me?
"Since when does Zane have your number?"
Camilla finished texting her response, then turned back towards me. "We exchanged numbers Tuesday. If the three of us are working together, it only makes sense that we can contact one another," she explained, as if I was being unreasonable.
"I think Zane probably wanted your number for more than just work," I mumbled.
"You're being ridiculous," Camilla said, annoyed. "Here, look. See for yourself. It's just film stuff."
Camilla handed me her phone, screen open to her text conversation with Zane. Sure enough, their texts were just about the movie; thoughts and suggestions on how to act out future scenes.
I realized I'd overreacted.
"Sorry, babe. I just get a little protective over my hot wife sometimes. But I'm good now."
"It's fine, babe. A little jealousy is good. But only a little. I married you, remember?" Camilla asked pointedly.
"Yeah, you're right. I trust you." I agreed.
How ironic those words would look in hindsight.
***
Once I'd cooled off, I realized that I was a hypocrite for being jealous of Zane. After all, I was the one who'd invited him into our lives... and specifically because the thought of him flirting with Camilla turned me on. Now suddenly I was upset because he was texting her? How did that make sense?
But after mulling it over, I figured it out: the difference between me being turned on and jealous came down to control. When Zane flirted with Camilla in front of me, I always had the ability to shut it down. I never felt truly threatened, because I could stop it at any time. I could be excited without repercussions.
But them talking alone? There was nothing I could do about that. They could be saying anything to each other, and I'd never know. And that powerlessness was the source of my jealousy.
But as long as I could control their interactions, I'd be fine. I'd get my hit of excitement and then we'd all go live our merry little lives. I just needed to be vigilant in watching Zane and Camilla's outside connections.
Simple right?
And it was... at first.
Over the next few weeks, we filmed more scenes and reshot some old ones. As always, Zane was perfectly professional during the shoots, but his flirty nature would sneak out in the rare moments he thought he was alone with Camilla. I'd come back from the bathroom to find Zane casually standing close to Camilla, flashing her his playful smile. Or I would have ducked away to find a particular prop and returned to Camilla doubled over in laughter at one of Zane's jokes.
These moments had me straddling the line between arousal and jealousy. Part of me wanted to kick the cocky young man out of our house for good, but another part of me continued to be turned-on by how easily Zane endeared himself to my wife. Ultimately, I decided to continue to observe, reassuring myself that this was all innocent flirting. I could stop it anytime it threatened to become serious... and besides, Zane was doing a fantastic job playing James. I wasn't about to ruin a good thing for the sake of my own ego.
And if I'm being honest, I began to masturbate regularly to the thought of Camilla and Zane together. Yes, Zane made me jealous, but that jealousy only heightened my arousal. I slept with Camilla maybe once or twice a week, but on the days we weren't sleeping together, I was jacking off to fantasies of her and Zane. I knew it was fucked up, but it gave me a thrill unlike anything I'd experienced before. And besides, they were just fantasies. What was the harm?
But while I was busy masturbating to fantasy-Zane, real-Zane was busy connecting with Camilla.
Their texting increased dramatically as the weeks passed; what had started as a few texts back-and-forth had quickly become a regular occurrence. Even without seeing Camilla's phone, I always knew when Zane had messaged her—her eyes would flicker to her phone, lighting up every time she saw his name on her screen. I called her out at first, teasingly asking if it was a text from her new boyfriend, but Camilla would simply roll her eyes and dismiss with me with a comment like 'oh, Zane wishes he could be so lucky'. These texts might have concerned me more, but I managed to peek at their conversations from time to time, and there was nothing indecent about them. Mostly they were the same sorts of texts that office coworkers might send to one another. If Zane didn't text so regularly—or Camilla didn't react so positively to them—I likely wouldn't have worried about it at all.
But Zane didn't stop at texts.
I'd assumed Zane's earlier run-in with Camilla when she came home from work was a random coincidence. But if it was, it seemed to have inspired him to repeat the experience.
I only noticed Zane's new routine by chance, pulling out of my movie-editing daze one evening to realize that Camilla was late once again. I half-remembered hearing her car pull into the driveway, but she never made it inside. Curious, I went to the window and peaked through the blinds. Sure enough, Camilla's car was sitting right there—but it was empty.
Camilla hadn't gotten far though. She was at the edge of our driveway talking with someone: Zane, of course.
Zane looked like he'd been in the middle of gardening. He was shirtless, his muscled torso covered in a mix of sweat and dust. I'm not out of shape, but Zane's physique certainly put mine to shame. Even at a glance, his supreme fitness was obvious. Camilla may have been telling the truth about not being interested in Zane, but there was no doubt in my mind that she enjoyed the eye candy regardless. And who could blame her?
Unfortunately, I couldn't make out their conversation from inside the house. I'd catch bits and pieces, but nothing more. There was laughter, and even a playful 'you're bad!' from Camilla that I heard, but that was it. Still, their body language left no doubt that they were enjoying each other's company. Once more, I felt the now-familiar mix of arousal and jealousy.
Camilla didn't stay outside much longer, though, finally excusing herself and making her way inside. Quickly, I raced back to my computer, and she was none the wiser when she finally entered the house. We exchanged post-work kisses and continued our usual evening routine. I kept waiting to see if Camilla would bring up her encounter with Zane—apologize for being late like she had before—but she never did. Maybe because it seemed so inconsequential... or maybe the opposite: it did mean something.
I never found out, because I never brought it up either.
I did become convinced, however, that Zane's run-in with Camilla was no accident. Her accounting job was a 9-to-5 deal, so it was easy to predict when she'd be arriving home. During the same stretch of time that Zane began texting Camilla daily, he also began gardening regularly... conveniently around the time Camilla was due back.
In the past, I may have never picked up on it, but Camilla began to linger in the driveway more and more frequently. Not for huge amounts of times—five minutes here, ten minutes there—but regularly enough that she was obviously doing it out of more than just politeness. Zane may have been as harmless as he claimed, but there was no denying his fixation on Camilla. And she apparently had no intention of dismissing him—at least not as long as Zane didn't press too far.
All of this was swirling around in my mind when the big filming moment arrived at last.
Within the movie, James begins dropping by Audrey's house daily, always in the guise of checking on her wellbeing. Audrey, still uncertain to James' motives, is eventually won over by James' apparent sincerity. Soon, their spark becomes obvious, and it's clear that Audrey is slowly falling for him. They begin to flirt in subtle ways, but always stop short of anything explicit.
But eventually, the underlying tension bursts out. There's an unexpected eye-lock, a moment of mutual understanding, a brushing of lips... and then it's over. Audrey and James give themselves to each other at last.
The actual consummation is implied rather than shown, but the lead-in is the capstone of the movie.
It was also the culmination of my fantasies: playing their characters, Zane and Camilla would channel their chemistry into a burst of passion... one completely under my control.
I expected to masturbate to this scene for a long time to come; it needed to be perfect.
I think all three of us felt the charge in the air the day we began shooting the scene.
Zane made a joke about looking forward to today's shoot since Day 1. When I pressed him to elaborate, though, he feigned innocence: it was the climax of the story, he explained. But his eyes fixing on Camilla's revealed the real source of his excitement.
Other than the one comment, though, Zane was the consummate professional. And why wouldn't he be? He'd been given the perfect opportunity: asked to make out with the hot married woman he'd been lusting after for weeks—and by her husband, no less.
The initial scenes flowed smoothly, often requiring just a couple takes. Zane was showing a level of focus I'd never seen from him before. He didn't just act James, he became James. Camilla, as talented as always, had always been Audrey, but now with perfect-James as her foil, her performance reached a new height. The two of them brought my script to life better than I'd dreamed.
Before I knew it, the climactic scene arrived.
"Okay, guys. I don't have to tell you how important this scene is. It will make or break the entire film," I said, pumping them up. "But no pressure, right? You two are killing it. Do you need any further scene-setting? Or should we jump right in?"
Zane and Camilla exchanged glances before turning back to me. "Nah, we've got this," Zane said confidently.
"Awesome. Let's see the magic," I said, indicating for them to begin.
Zane and Camilla took their places in our living room. Within the script, James was on the verge of leaving Audrey's house, but Audrey wasn't prepared to handle his impending absence.
Camilla had the first line.
"James... wait. Before you go, I just wanted to thank you again for all the kindness you've shown me. I don't deserve it. Especially not from you."
"Audrey, don't say that," Zane said, instantly turning his full attention back to Camilla. "We all deserve kindness. Even you. Especially you."
"But after what happened..." Camilla stammered, obviously close to tears. "And your dad... You could be in so much trouble just for seeing me."
"Maybe," Zane admitted. "But it's the right thing to do. You're a good person, Audrey. You just made a mistake."
James' kind words were too much for Audrey. The tears that had threatened came pouring out at last. Audrey cried silently and steadily, unable to bear the clash of shame and gratitude coursing through her body.
"Hey, hey, hey, now. Don't cry," Zane said, instinctively approaching Camilla and pulling her into a protective embrace. "It's okay. Everything's okay."
Camilla melted into Zane's arms as she continued to sob. Zane placed his hand on the back of Camilla's head, running his fingers reassuringly through her hair as she cried onto his chest. Slowly but surely, Audrey's tears began to subside, and then ceased completely.
Still in Zane's embrace, Camilla pulled her head back, meeting his gaze. She looked to be on the verge of speaking, but nothing quite came out.
Zane filled the space for her, planting a single soft kiss against her lips. When he pulled away again, surprise was plain on Camilla's face.
"Oh," she said softly, her eyes wide.
"I've wanted to do that for so long," Zane said softly, a line pointedly not in my script.
As if for emphasis, Zane leaned forward once more, kissing Camilla a second time. Only this time, he didn't pull away.




At first, Camilla remained motionless as Zane tasted her lips, but whatever reservations Audrey had soon faded. In no time, Camilla was kissing Zane back.
Their kisses were gentle at first, but the simmering passion they shared wouldn't be contained for long. As it boiled over, their soft kisses transformed into full exchanges, tongues dancing back and forth between their mouths. Small gasps of pleasure began to fill the air, and it quickly became apparent that there was only one way this connection would end.
Zane broke away from Camilla, lust blazing in his eyes. They stared at each other wordlessly for a moment, their mutual hunger clear.
It was the perfect end to the scene.
"Andddd cut," I announced.
Zane held on to Camilla a fraction of a second longer than necessary, but then my two actors separated, returning to their true selves.
"How'd it look, babe?" Camilla said, eager for my feedback.
"It was fantastic. You did a great job. Both of you. Camilla, your ability to cry on-cue is always impressive. And Zane, your ad-lib was risky, but it worked. Well done."
All of this was true. But what I didn't share was how turned-on I was. Watching another man kiss my wife so passionately awoke something deep within me. There was jealousy, yes, but also an excitement unlike anything I'd experienced before. It was addictive, and I knew then that I was hooked.
To this day, I don't know if what I did next was from director-instinct or from my new compulsion.
"As perfect as you guys were, I want to experiment a bit if you don't mind. Let's take five, but when we return, I want to run the scene again. Only this time, I want to tweak it slightly. This next go-around, let's see how it works to have Audrey intending to seduce James, with James unwittingly being pulled along. Keep it subtle. No line changes. This will be all non-verbal. Got it?"
"Wait, do you want me to keep the ad-lib too?" Zane asked.
"Go with your gut," I shrugged.
We reran the scene start-to-finish three more times. Once with Audrey driving the encounter. Once with James doing it, more strongly than the first take. And once more mutually-driven, but this time with different camera angles.
That made four separate times that Zane pressed his body against Camilla's, felt her soft lips against his, and watched her expression melt into absolute desire for him. If Zane wasn't already obsessed with my wife, he certainly would be now.
As for Camilla, I couldn't tell how she was affected by these encounters. As Audrey, she was as hungry for Zane's character as he was for her. But Camilla was such a good actress, I couldn't tell if that hunger was all Audrey or if some small part of it was hers too.
Regardless, I was so turned on I couldn't stand it. As we wrapped the final take, I quickly excused myself to the bathroom. As soon as the door was closed, I began masturbating freely, and seconds later I was spewing cum into a tissue. Even as my orgasm faded, the underlying thrill remained.
I was going to be fantasizing about Zane and my wife for quite some time, it seemed.
***
We wrapped filming shortly after, Zane returning to his house next door. I did some minor review and tinkering of the day's footage, but I had difficulty focusing on it. When we went to bed that night, I was both utterly drained and exhilarated.
But Camilla had something else in mind besides sleep. Soon after we turned off the light, Camilla pulled herself next to me. At first, I thought she just wanted to be held, but then I felt her fingers began tracing up and down my body. I was so tired I didn't respond, hoping she'd decide to try her luck another time, but Camilla was committed. Her hand reached towards my center, sliding underneath my boxers. The next moment, I felt her fingers grasp around my soft cock and begin to pump.
Despite having masturbated that day, Camilla's attention gave my cock a second wind—I felt myself hardening and soon I was erect in her hand. Sensing that she'd readied me enough, Camilla pulled herself over my body, straddling my hips and leaning over my head. Without a word, she began to kiss me with an intensity I'd not felt from her in a long time.
After overcoming my initial surprise, I joined in, matching her energy. As we kissed, Camilla began to rock her hips over mine, grinding her panty-clad pussy onto my rod. Her wetness was obvious; her arousal already built to powerful levels. Soon her whole body was rocking against mine as Camilla pleasured herself freely on me.
Now fully turned on, I hurriedly pulled Camilla's underwear down off her body, sliding them down to her feet. Before I'd even finished removing them, Camilla worked her own hand between us, positioning my cock at her entrance. The next moment, she slid down, taking my length fully inside her.
"Oh fuck," I gasped, incredibly turned on by her eagerness.
"You like?" Camilla teased, her face barely visible in the darkness.
"You have no idea," I said. "Those scenes with Zane really got you going, huh?"
As soon as the words left my mouth, I realized I'd messed up.
Sure enough, Camilla instantly stopped riding me.
"Noah, what the fuck."
"What?" I said, quickly backtracking. "I'm just making a joke."
"I'm having sex with you, and you joke another man's got me turned on? That's not funny. At all," Camilla said, obviously annoyed. "I don't even know why you're thinking about Zane at a time like this."
"I was just making an observation," I said, getting defensive now. "You haven't come on to me this strong since we got married."
"Oh, so now this is my fault? I haven't come on to you enough?"
"I'm not saying that," I replied, exasperated. "I'm just saying the timing is funny. I'm not upset by it. It would make sense. Zane's a good-looking dude."
"Oh, I get it. You think that just because I kiss a good-looking guy in a scene, I have to fantasize about him too? Jesus Christ, Noah. I'm an actress! And this is your fucking script! Hell, you were the one who suggested Zane in the first place! But somehow, I'm doing something wrong by surprising my husband with some late-night fun?"
"No, that's not what—" I started, but the damage was done. Camilla pulled herself off me, my cock throbbing in the cool air.
"I'm gonna go finish myself off in the bathroom. You can take care of yourself. And don't leave a mess on the bed."
With that, Camilla stormed off, leaving me both angry and unfinished. Once I had a moment to cool down, though, I used my hand to pick up where Camilla had left off. When I came into my boxers, it was to the memory of Camilla and Zane's passionate kisses.
***
Despite our late-night spat, things remained calm between Camilla and me during the next few days. Neither of us addressed it; apparently silently deciding to forget it altogether.
I continued prepping the film while Camilla worked at her job, spending our evenings quietly together. Zane continued to text Camilla each night, but by this point, that was normal, and I didn't even bother trying to sneak a peek at them.
With the climactic kissing scenes completed, the only filming left was the final act of the film. After James and Audrey's explosive connection, James spends the night with her, only leaving in the morning. But he doesn't return.
Audrey at first is optimistic about the delay, but her optimism soon turns to concern, and then anger and despair. She attempts to reach James, but every method results in a wall of silence: it's like James is gone from the face of the earth.
At last, desperate, she commits to crashing the weekly social gathering she'd been banned from, just for a chance to see James again. The viewers don't get to see the crashing itself, just the moment afterwards where James roughly escorts Audrey out of the building (our one off-site scene).
Audrey, confused and humiliated, confronts James. She demands to know how he could treat her so cruelly now after being so kind to her before. All his visits, their lovemaking, and then... this? There had to be a reason.
James' response is devastating: what visits?
Audrey is left reeling while James silently returns inside, sparing a final pitying glance back at Audrey.
End scene.
Like Audrey's Accident, the ending of Audrey's Awakening is supposed to unsettle and confuse audiences. Did Audrey imagine her whole relationship with James? Did James' father finally discover his wayward son's dalliances with Audrey, pressuring him into pretending like it never happened? There are clues to support both theories, as well as a few less-likely possibilities.
All that remained was to finish editing the movie, have a few potential reshoots, then polish to completion. I was quite proud of the work we'd done. Soon I'd release it online... and then hopefully it would go viral from there.
That should have meant that our time with Zane was drawing to an end, at least on this project. We talked about having him back on future projects, but with nothing in the works, it was too soon to make promises.
I don't know for sure, but I suspect the impending end of our project weighed hard on Zane. He'd gotten a taste of Camilla, but now it seemed that would be all he'd get.
I should have known he wouldn't have given up so easily.
In addition to his nightly texts to Camilla, Zane continued to work in the yard whenever Camilla was due back from work. Camilla kept indulging these little conversations, and while I did spy on them when I could, I never noticed anything untoward.
But after our last scripted scenes were filmed, Zane finally pushed a boundary.
Camilla arrived home like usual, walking over to Zane as he toiled away at his garden. Apparently, it was harvest time, and he had a bucket of rather large cucumbers next to him. As he saw Camilla approach, he stood, facing her, and they exchanged words that were too muffled for me to make out.
Mid-conversation, Zane reached down for a cucumber, offering it to Camilla. Camilla accepted, turning the oversized vegetable between her hands. My thoughts immediately turned dirty, and it appeared I wasn't alone.
Zane said a few more words to Camilla, then moved one of his hands over hers. Slowly but pointedly, he wrapped her fingers around the cucumber's girth. As Camilla's grip locked in, Zane began nodding suggestively. The message was clear: not bad, eh?
Camilla released the cucumber immediately, playfully smacking Zane on the shoulder. But Zane wasn't done. He took the same cucumber and held it to his mouth, miming like he was going to chomp on it. Camilla laughed, but then Zane pushed it back towards her, motioning her to do the same. Camilla shot him a suspicious look but took the cucumber anyway. With an exasperated sigh, she lifted it towards her mouth and aimed it between her lips.
Quick as a flash, Zane had his phone out, capturing Camilla in this suggestive pose. She immediately flipped out, and her cry of "delete that!" was loud enough for even me to hear. Zane began laughing, my wife's continued pleas only furthering his amusement. Camilla was committed, though, and she began grabbing for Zane's phone. Zane, laughing harder now, kept her away with mild difficulty, but he quickly began doing something with his phone. After a few seconds, he stopped resisting Camilla, turning the phone towards her. With deliberate slowness, he tapped the screen, and at last Camilla nodded, satisfied.
Camilla gave Zane a final poke in the chest, and then she turned back towards our house, ready to head home. She'd only gotten a few steps when Zane called out her name. Camilla turned around to see Zane holding his bucket of cucumbers in front of him, his other hand angled down towards them.
"You want some?" I was able to hear him shout.
Camilla paused, considering. Making her decision, she walked back to Zane, who now shifted the opening of the bucket to just beneath his crotch. The implication was clear.
But Camilla pretended not to notice, reaching towards the bucket apparently unconcerned with her hand's proximity to Zane's private area. She began picking through the cucumbers one-by-one, as if she were trying to find the best specimens among the bunch. Finally, she selected what seemed to be the largest one, pulling it out much slower than necessary.
If that wasn't enough to get Zane's blood racing, she then held it in front of her face, studying it intently. Finally, she nodded, satisfied with her pick. She said something muffled to Zane, and then she abruptly turned, heading to the house once more.
Knowing Camilla would be entering in seconds, I fled from my viewing window.
***
We had Zane's cucumber as a side that night for dinner. Camilla had admitted she'd gotten it from Zane, but conveniently left out the circumstances behind her acquisition. I didn't press her on it; the memory of our last fight was still fresh in my mind. I was concerned, though. Camilla hadn't done anything truly improper, but this was the first time I'd seen her play into Zane's game at all. I wasn't sure what to make of that.
Later that night, as Camilla's phone buzzed repeatedly, I decided it was time to check her messages again. I didn't expect to see anything, but the reassurance would be welcome. I just had to wait until she was asleep for my chance.
Once we completed our usual nightly routine and crawled into bed, I fought to stay awake. Normally, I'm out like a light, but I had a mission tonight. The minutes ticked by slowly, but eventually I heard Camilla's breath settle, then grow deep and steady. To be safe, I waited a bit longer, but finally I was satisfied. It was time.
Quietly, I crawled from the bed, tiptoeing over to Camilla's bedside table and quietly disconnecting her phone from its charger. My prize secure, I crept to the bathroom, closing the door behind me. I didn't even bother turning on the light.
Camilla's password let me in, and just like that, I had free access to her phone. With a racing heart, I pulled up her messages. Sure enough, her conversation with Zane at the top. I opened it.
I read through the messages quickly, my adrenaline spiking the more I read. There weren't any nudes or anything, but Zane's infatuation with Camilla was clear. And Camilla, while never saying anything that crossed a line, certainly did nothing to discourage Zane. I scrolled back further and further. At one point, their messages had been perfectly platonic. When had that changed?
At last, I found the moment. Fittingly, it was the day we filmed Audrey and James' first kiss. Zane, of course, was the one who changed the tone of their texts.
Zane: I know Noah said we had enough footage from today, but I think we should run it again a few times. It is the climax, after all. It needs to be perfect.
Camilla: I thought you didn't like doing any more takes than necessary
Zane: I'm just saying it couldn't hurt. Besides, might be kind of fun to do it again, don't you think? I know you enjoyed the scene as much as me.
Camilla: I don't know what you're talking about
Zane: I think you do. Your kisses were a little too good.
Camilla: You do realize what acting is, right?
Zane: Yeah, I do. And that's how I can tell the difference.
Camilla didn't respond to that. There were some more casual texts, but days later, Zane returned to form:
Zane: Just so you know, I love seeing you come home from work. You look hot as hell in your accounting outfits.
Camilla: That doesn't make you sound creepy at all.
Zane: It's not creepy, just a compliment. Unless you like creepy.
Camilla: Nobody likes creepy.
Zane: I think you might. At least when it's from me.
Camilla: You sure think a lot of yourself, don't you?
Zane: I've always been told when you want something, you go for it.
Camilla: I don't think that includes married women.
Zane: Maybe not all of them. Just the ones who want it.
Camilla: Sounds like you're a bad judge.
Zane: I guess we'll find out.
This flirty texting continued, off-and-on, all the way through today. If that wasn't enough, Zane had sent his first picture tonight: the one of Camilla holding the cucumber suggestively up to her mouth. Apparently, Zane had saved a copy before deleting the original. Camilla was not happy.
Camilla: What the hell, Zane? I thought you deleted that.
Zane: I did. But I couldn't resist having a backup. I'll be using this later tonight.
Camilla: That's disgusting. Please delete it. All backups too.
Zane: Tell me why I should.
Camilla: How would Noah react if he saw you with that picture? You're working for him, remember?
Zane: Not my fault he's dumb enough to cast me opposite his super-hot wife.
Camilla: Will he be dumb if he fires your ass for all your inappropriate flirting?
Zane: Probably the smartest move he could make, honestly. I know you want me. You're just not quite ready to admit it yet.
Camilla: Keep dreaming, kiddo. Even if I were single, you're much too young for me.
Zane: Tell yourself whatever you want. I'm full grown in ALL the ways that matter.
Camilla: Yeah, whatever. You talk a big game, but you wouldn't know the first thing about pleasing a woman. You're probably tiny too.
Zane: Only one way to find out.
Camilla: Not happening. Good night, Zane.
The last message was from Zane: a single emoji of a cucumber.
***
I returned silently to the bedroom, carefully replacing Camilla's phone on the charger. As I crept into bed, a tornado of thoughts whirled in my mind: jealousy, anger, concern. But one emotion dominated: arousal.
I mentally replayed our interactions with Zane from the beginning: our first meeting and how he couldn't take his eyes off Camilla. His eager acceptance of the role of James. His casual but constant flirting. His texts. His post-work conversations with Camilla. Their multiple-takes of passionate kisses.
Zane was cocky, yes. But that didn't mean he was wrong about Camilla either. Despite her casual dismissals, she hadn't yet shut him down entirely. I began to wonder... given the right opportunity, would Zane have a chance at seducing my wife? A few weeks ago, I would have thought he wouldn't stand a chance in hell. But now, I wasn't so sure.
Thoughts of Zane and Camilla together blazed in my mind, and I knew what I had to do.
***
"You want us to do what?" Camilla asked, shocked by my request.
"I know how it sounds, but I've gone over the footage dozens of times now. The movie needs it."
"I can't believe you're seriously suggesting this," Camilla said, searching my eyes for signs that I was merely teasing.
I stared back straight-faced. "I know. And I know I've been an asshole about Zane in the past. I'm sorry for that. I wouldn't ask this if I didn't think it was necessary."
Camilla gave a sharp laugh. "You give me so much grief about Zane, and now you want me to film a sex scene with him? What the fuck, Noah?"
"Simulated sex-scene," I clarified. "There's going to be no actual nudity, not even partial. I've already got the perfect shot in mind. The third act of the film is good, but if we actually saw James and Audrey connect intimately, rather than cutting away, that will make James' final distance hit that much harder."
Camilla stared at me, speechless.
I couldn't blame her. After all, she was right. I had given her a lot of grief about Zane, and now here I was, asking for more. But I wasn't wrong either: it would help the movie.
But I had another reason too. I realized that it was time to start distancing Zane and Camilla from one another. Sure, nothing had really happened between them, but their relationship was heading a direction I wasn't comfortable with. I needed to change that.



And yet, I wasn't ready to give up my fantasies of them cold-turkey either. I decided to compromise: have one final sensual moment between them, one completely under my supervision, and then we'd be done.
It was the perfect plan.
I just needed Camilla to agree.
Despite Camilla's initial shock, I did eventually talk her around. It took several promises for me to never tease her about Zane—or bring him up during sex again—but in the end, she agreed. She'd film the scene. For the sake of the movie.
Zane, of course, took no persuasion at all. Camilla and I told him together, reassuring him that if he didn't feel comfortable, we wouldn't hold it against him. Zane kept a surprisingly straight face and answered that if the movie would be improved by the sex scene, he would do it.
Despite Zane's apparent nonchalance, I knew I'd just made Zane's wildest dreams come true. Poor guy had no idea that I was about to cut him off entirely.
The Friday before we agreed to film, I finished my preparations. I'd set up a futon in our living room for the scene, opening it flat like a bed and angling it so that the oversized footboard would block part of my camera's view of the actors. It would capture their upper torsos and bottom parts of their legs, but their midsections would be completely hidden from the camera's perspective.
Camilla and Zane could keep their underwear on the entire time, and the audience's imagination would fill in the rest.
I also added a second camera opposite my main one, on the other side of the futon. Unlike the primary camera, this one would not be blocked and would see Zane and Camilla completely unobstructed.
The primary camera would give me all the movie material I needed, but this secondary camera would enhance my later fantasy sessions. If Zane and Camilla were due for separation, I wanted as much material as I could get in the meantime. Unfortunately, the lack of legitimate filmmaking justification for the second camera meant I had to keep it secret. I camouflaged this camera amidst some other knickknacks, so barring a close look, it was entirely hidden. I could access it remotely from my phone, though, so once in place, I wouldn't have to fiddle with it at all.
I went to bed that night pleased with my work: I'd get my final excitement and then be done with Zane for good.
***
"So are we doing this in a single shot or what?" Zane asked.
The three of us were standing in our living room, on the verge of shooting our final additional scene.
"I think it'll work best to take multiple shots. We've got the initial connection between Audrey and James down—great job again, guys—but we still need the walk back to the futon and then the futon action itself. I'm thinking at least two separate shots. Maybe more, depending on what I see."
"Great. Let's get started, then." Zane said, his eagerness obvious.
"Love the enthusiasm," I grinned, thinking Zane had no idea how shamelessly I was using him now. "You ready, babe?"
"I'm ready," Camilla confirmed.
We began.
The first shot started immediately after the kissing scene. During my initial cutaway, James and Audrey were mid-makeout, but they were just getting started. Now, I'd capture the rest of the encounter.
After some quick warmups, Zane and Camilla took their positions in each other's arms. With everyone now in position, I called action.
The two of them began kissing once more, quickly reaching the same level of passion that they'd shown in the prior scene. But now Zane's hands began to roam over Camilla's body, highlighting James' growing desire. Camilla gave a soft moan of appreciation, and on cue, Zane pulled away, staring into Camilla's eyes.
This glance was the final confirmation between James and Audrey. They both wanted this.
Moment now shared, Zane began kissing Camilla with renewed energy, leading her backwards to where the futon awaited. Their hands were exploring each other freely now; Zane boldly pushing further than I had directed. I'd warned Zane to keep his hands off Camilla's private areas, but his fingers kept brushing along Camilla's breasts and down to the upper swell of her ass. I was annoyed but ultimately decided not to make a fuss about these small touches. They were pushing the line, to be sure, but he wasn't full-on groping her.
For her part, if Camilla noticed the touches, she also chose to overlook them.
And then the short scene was done; the pair having reached the futon and the end of the shot.
Zane and Camilla separated, both of them now looking rather worked up. I was plenty aroused too, but I forced it down. I still had a job to do.
"That was great, guys. Well done. Let's take five and unwind. I want to run it a few more times. Just like we did with the kissing scene, I want a take where Audrey leads, one where James leads, and then another one equally split."
Zane and Camilla nodded obediently, still mentally resetting after their moment of passion.
As promised, we broke off briefly, then ran the same scene over and over, each with slightly different context. With each take, I found myself becoming hornier; it became a real challenge to keep the lust from my voice and my erection from being visible. Zane was struggling too; it seemed harder and harder for him to release Camilla at the end of each take. Hell, even Camilla was beginning to look heated.
But then we were done. I reviewed the footage I'd captured and found it more than adequate... both professionally and sexually.
The final sex scene loomed, but before we began, I took a brief detour: I wanted clips of them stripping down first, before they climbed onto the futon. The scene's pacing would be smoother if James and Audrey began their intimacy as soon as they were horizontal.
Zane and Camilla agreed with my assessment.
And so, we ran the shots. For continuity, I had them fully embraced at the top of each take, and only then breaking away to remove their clothes. At first, I had Zane and Camilla remove their own clothes, down to their underwear. But then I ran it a few more times, in various combinations of tearing each other's clothes off too.
My professional concerns aside, it was one of the hottest moments of my life. I hadn't given specific instructions to the actors as far was what underwear to use: I explained I trusted their judgment and felt leaving the choice to them would add authenticity to the experience. In reality, I just wanted the thrill of being as surprised as they were.
And surprised I was.
Zane had chosen tight briefs for his underwear; once his pants came off, there was little left to the imagination. He wasn't visibly erect, but there was an impressive bulge constrained by the white cloth. I couldn't tell if the briefs were redirecting a possible hardon to fill the space... or if Zane was just large. I suspected the former. Either that, or Zane had stuffed his underwear for this scene. That seemed like something he'd do.
Camilla's choice of underwear was equally provocative. Her bra was decent enough, but it showed more cleavage than strictly necessary. Likewise, her panties covered all her necessary bits, but the material was thin. I could make out the shape of her pussy lips even from behind my camera. For someone who claimed to be totally uninterested in Zane, her wardrobe was a bold choice.
I'd given Zane one last gift by letting him see so much of Camilla's exposed body... and he didn't waste it. He drank her in with his eyes, even more hungrily than he had during their first meeting. I couldn't blame him in the least, either. Between Camilla's toned stomach, sensual curves, and shapely legs, she was beyond hot; she was dripping with sexiness. And now Zane was getting to see almost everything.
Camilla did a much better job hiding her fascination, but she couldn't resist giving Zane an appreciative glance or two: I saw her eyes run across his muscled chest and arms, and later, flitting her eyes down to Zane's bulge when she thought I wasn't looking. Zane may have been an actor primarily, but it was obvious why he'd landed modeling jobs too.
As Zane and Camilla repeatedly stripped and redressed, they both managed to maintain their professionalism, but I could see the mental strain it required. The final take, when Camilla undid Zane's pants herself, was especially charged. The look of hunger Camilla shot Zane as she pulled his zipper down over his bulge was one of the sexiest expressions I'd ever seen, and I'm still not sure how Zane resisted breaking character.
If the scene wasn't just a prelude to the real action between James and Audrey, maybe he would have.
But now the supporting scenes were done. It was time for the main event.
I reviewed the climactic scene with my actors, who didn't bother redressing after the last take.
"You all understand the setup, right? Body placements, general pacing, all that?"
Nods from both of them. "Good. I want to remind you there is no nudity during the scene. I'm looking at you, Zane. No creative license and taking Camilla's bra off. You understand? I know she's hot but keep it clean."
Zane laughed as if I'd made an ironic joke. "I wouldn't dream of anything else, Noah. I'm a professional, remember?"
I chose to ignore Zane's snark. "That's what I want to hear. If you're both ready, then let's get to it. Camilla, you're on the futon first. Zane, you after."
Camilla climbed onto the futon, flipping upwards and positioning herself carefully. As I'd planned, her midsection was hidden fully from my view by the futon's oversized baseboard. Once settled, she nodded at Zane, who climbed after her, a bit too eagerly. Camilla spread her legs apart, letting Zane settle between them, his muscled body directly over hers. Even though I couldn't see Zane's hips aligning with Camilla's directly, my imagination filled in the blanks. It was an incredibly compromising position, to say the least.
Zane, well aware of that fact, grinned down at Camilla and winked. Camilla just shook her head, feigning indifference to Zane's intimate proximity, but the flush on her cheeks told another story. I felt a spark of concern, but then it was gone, buried again beneath my raging arousal. Watching a barely-clothed man lay on top of my half-naked wife was hotter than I'd ever imagined it could be, even if it was just part of a script. Especially when that man had been making moves on her since the day they met.
Now that my actors were in place, I activated my cameras... both the primary one and the hidden secondary one across the room. The feeds of both were visible on my phone. It was time to begin.
"Okay, we're rolling. Take it away, guys," I said, my voice almost cracking with desire.
The final scene had begun.
Zane started slowly, kissing Camilla tenderly along her neck. Camilla was sensitive in that area, and I knew the pleasure she showed at Zane's attention didn't require acting. A smile, perfectly blended between surprise and desire, broke across her face.
Once Zane had finished his attentions on Camilla's neck, he lifted his head up, bringing his head directly over hers. Staring into her eager eyes, he whispered softly, "I've waited so long for this."
The scene was supposed to be speech-free, but apparently Zane couldn't resist adding his own spin. The double-message behind the line wasn't lost on me either: the line came from James, but it was meant for Camilla.
Camilla, staying in character, responded by pulling Zane into a deep kiss. It lasted for several seconds; a single uninterrupted period of lips pressing in on one another. The passion was obvious.
And it was just starting: soon Zane and Camilla were kissing freely, tongues slipping in to taste the other. Camilla began to moan softly with pleasure as their bodies began to work against one another. The hunger of Camilla's kisses increased steadily. Soon, she stopped holding back at all.
Zane eagerly matched her energy, their obvious physical spark electrifying the air.
This was it. This was the true climax of the film. After all their back-and-forths, Audrey and James at last gave in to each other. Expectations and promises be damned, their connection would no longer be denied. Per my script, it was time for the simulated sex to begin.
And I couldn't be more aroused: I was getting the hottest footage I could ever dream of, all safely under my control.
It was the perfect setup.
But it had a key flaw: I'd underestimated Zane.
After all the time Zane had spent drooling over Camilla, he'd now found himself in a position he should have never been in: his body pressing down over hers, both of them in just their underwear, kissing passionately. It would have been enough for any man to forget himself.
But my real mistake was emphasizing to Zane and Camilla that their torsos were completely hidden from me. As far as they knew, I couldn't see a thing behind the futon's oversized baseboard.
And now Zane took advantage. From my hidden camera feed, I saw him reach down to his briefs, carefully slipping his cock up over the fabric. It quickly sprung free from its confines, hanging stiffly in the open air.
I was so stunned that my first reaction wasn't alarm, but rather surprise. What the hell was Zane doing? My second thought was that I'd been completely wrong: Zane hadn't stuffed his underwear. He simply was that large.
Zane's cock was about as long as mine, but its girth was what made it truly impressive. Zane was as thick as Camilla's forearm, and I couldn't help but be reminded of the cucumbers he'd shown off to her earlier. No wonder Zane was so cocky: he had the size to back it up.
For her part, Camilla remained blissfully unaware of Zane's escalation; she was too focused on their kisses to sense the danger suspended between her legs.
My brain was a swirling mess of lust and concern. I knew I should put a stop to this. Another man had his cock out between my wife's legs, for crying out loud! What was I waiting for? All I had to do was call cut, end this while I still could.
And yet I couldn't speak. Zane's boldness and the sheer size of his cock paralyzed me with inevitability. It was like watching a semi barreling towards Camilla. There would be no stopping it. It was already in motion.
And so, I watched with awe and horror as Zane maneuvered his hips carefully down towards Camilla, allowing the head of his thickness to touch her center. Her panties were still in the way, but the thin fabric was hardly a real barrier. I knew Camilla had to be aware of Zane's stiffness now pressing relentlessly between her legs, but like me, she did nothing. She continued to make out with Zane, staying in character.
Sexually charged as the scene was, I'm sure Camilla assumed Zane was suffering a simple biological reaction. Inappropriate in other contexts, sure, but understandable here. Besides, Camilla knew how to commit to a scene; she wasn't going to let an involuntary erection interrupt her performance. Especially if she believed the erection was contained in Zane's underwear.
But Zane's erection was not contained. A fact Camilla was very close to learning.
As if reading my mind, Zane reached down with his hand once more, sliding his fingers under the front of Camilla's panties. Ever so gently, he shifted the fabric aside, removing his final obstacle. The tip of his cock touched Camilla's bare pussy at last.
Without hesitation, Zane pushed forward.
Camilla broke off their kiss suddenly, her eyes going wide as Zane entered her. For a moment, Zane could get no more than his tip inside Camilla, forced to wait as her pussy expanded to accommodate his size. That moment will forever be seared in my brain: Zane between my wife's legs, his cock just beginning its journey inside her, and Camilla's expression of utter shock. But underneath's Camilla's shock, I also saw desire.
I could read her mind perfectly: she never asked for this, but it was happening. And was that such a bad thing? Yeah, she was married... but that was such an abstract concept. This hot young man had been teasing her for weeks and the pleasure she felt from his thick cock was so very real. Besides, he was already inside her...
And so, Camilla gave in to her lust, not resisting Zane in the slightest.
As soon as he was able, Zane pressed forward once more, burying his entire length into Camilla's awaiting pussy. I watched in amazement as Zane's cock disappeared, scarcely able to believe such a massive organ could fit inside my small-framed wife, but there was no denying my eyes. She'd taken the whole thing. Camilla must have been extremely wet for Zane to fill her so completely—she'd obviously been aroused for some time.
Zane grunted softly in pleasure as he filled Camilla out... his fantasy of fucking my wife at last a reality. For her part, Camilla didn't make a sound, but her eyes were firmly locked on Zane's, her lips curled up in a lustful smile. She was no longer playing a role. The camera may have still been rolling, but she was ready to fuck Zane for real.
Zane was more than happy to oblige.
Sensing that Camilla had totally submitted to him, Zane began to fuck her in earnest. Even though I was mere feet away, my direct view only obscured by the futon's baseboard, Zane did not hesitate. He began to plunge himself repeatedly into Camilla's pussy, every thrust sending waves of pleasure across both of them. Zane leaned down to kiss Camilla hungrily on the lips, and Camilla responded in kind, wrapping her hands around his head, pulling Zane deeply into her at both ends.
I still couldn't believe that Camilla was able to fit Zane inside her. Every time he pulled out, I felt sure there'd be no way he could get his cock back in again. But then, sure enough, he'd manage to bury himself to the hilt once more, disappearing inside Camilla like magic. I knew the sexual pleasure Camilla was feeling exceeded anything she'd ever felt before.
Her face certainly showed it; her natural expressiveness was in overdrive, every single wave of pleasure radiating across her face clear as day. She didn't just want to enjoy Zane, she wanted Zane to know how deeply she was enjoying him.
After they'd fucked for a couple minutes, Zane finally broke off their kiss with a gasp, still steadily rocking into Camilla. But Camilla wasn't done, pulling him immediately back into a kiss in a degree of passion I'd never seen from her before. She began to moan softly against Zane's mouth, a low but constant sound that was equal parts desire and pleading. Whatever Camilla's initial impression of Zane, she had been utterly conquered by him now. Through pure charisma and boldness, this twenty-one-year-old man had managed to seduce a married woman a decade older—and directly in front of her husband, no less.
I knew our marriage would never be the same. How could it, now that Camilla had finally gotten a taste of Zane's cock? And yet, that dark realization only heightened my own desperate lust. It was the hottest moment of my life, and I wasn't even the one having sex.
I knew it was the hottest moment of Zane and Camilla's lives too; their mutual pleasure was rapidly peaking. Camilla finally broke off their kisses, but she kept Zane's head in her grip, tilting his forehead down against hers, their eyes inches apart. Camilla stared unblinking at Zane, letting him see the ecstasy writhing within her. She held nothing back from Zane: her eyebrows knitted tightly, mouth falling open, lips alternating between pleasured smile and awestruck grin. The message was clear: there'd be no more denials; she was utterly his.
It was too much for Zane. He closed his eyes and bit his lip forcefully, overwhelmed by Camilla's blatant desire for him. Camilla wasn't done though; she pulled Zane's face back towards her, forcing him to maintain their stare. I realized then what her goal was: she wanted Zane to see the moment he fucked her to completion.



Sure enough, seconds after their eye contact resumed, the telltale signs of Camilla's impending orgasm began to play across her face. Zane and I both watched in awe as we realized that Camilla was going to cum on camera.
And cum she did. The most powerful orgasm I'd ever seen exploded over Camilla, her body spasming in pleasure. She'd stared into Zane's eyes until the very last second, but now her head tilted back, mouth open as she gasped deeply. Zane must have been close already, but seeing Camilla squirming onto his cock was the last push he needed. He let out an equally powerful gasp and thrust deep into my wife, flooding her womb with his semen. Camilla's body was still ultra-sensitized, and I saw her body twitch every time another jet of Zane's seed shot against her cervix. As deeply as Zane's cock was buried, millions of his sperm must have passed into it, hunting for an egg to fertilize.
Knowing that such a virile young man was actively inseminating my wife was too much for me. I'd started stroking myself through my pants soon after Zane had penetrated her, but I came now, spewing my own cum inside my pants. It was an awful mess, but I was too far gone to care.
For a brief moment, we were all silent, lost in our own worlds. Zane moved first, leaning over Camilla and planting a final soft kiss on her lips. Camilla opened her eyes and smiled, after-pleasure still plain on her face. Then, in a seemingly innocent gesture, she reached down to Zane's cock still buried inside her, circling the base of his shaft with her fingers. After a moment's pause, she began to squeeze and stroke it towards her.
With a shock, I realized what Camilla was doing: she was milking Zane. My wife wanted every last drop of Zane's cum inside her body.
This was the most shocking moment yet from Camilla. She'd been off birth control for a few months now, leaving her unquestionably fertile. It'd been extremely reckless to have sex with Zane to begin with—and for me to allow it—but this was beyond reckless. This was begging to be impregnated.
I suspected Camilla's motive was practical: she likely wanted to prevent any of Zane's sperm falling onto the futon, which would certainly raise suspicions. Maybe keeping it all inside her seemed like the safer option. And it would have been... if she'd still been on birth control. Maybe she was planning on taking Plan B later. Or maybe Zane had simply fucked the good sense right out of her head.
Regardless of Camilla's true intentions, Zane interpreted her move less wholesomely, his expression indicating he believed Camilla was milking him for the thrill of it. After she'd stroked him several times, he began to slide out of her slowly, letting Camilla stroke his cum further and further up his shaft until the last few drops slid into her pussy. Only then did Camilla release him, using a finger to push those last drops more deeply inside her.
Camilla had been thorough—all of Zane's cum was now settled inside her body.
At last, Zane released Camilla's panties, letting the fabric spring back to its original position, covering her womanhood once more. Zane's cock was still thoroughly saturated by Camilla's juices, but after he tucked it back inside his underwear, it was impossible to tell that their sex had ever been anything other than merely simulated.
If either one of them realized I'd seen the entire thing, they showed no signs of it. No doubt they assumed I was the clueless husband filmmaker, oblivious to the carnal affair that occurred right under my nose.
It was now my turn to play the role.
"Wow, guys. That's a wrap I think. That was... um... that was incredible," I said, turning off my primary camera and hoping that the growing dark spot on my pants went unnoticed. "Great performance from both of you. I don't know about you all, but I think we should take a break here. Run to the bathroom, get some water, whatever you need. I'm gonna run to the bathroom myself. Meet back here, in say, ten?"
"Yes, sir," Zane nodded respectfully, as if he hadn't just violated my wife in front of me.
"Good plan, Noah," Camilla echoed, still clearly winded.
I left the area first, not wanting to risk my pants being noticed. As I raced to the bathroom, though, I watched the feed from my second camera.
Once I was out of sight, Zane climbed off Camilla, stepping onto the floor. He helped Camilla up too, but she stood unsteadily... whether due to her muscles still being weak or because she was trying to keep Zane's cum from leaking out, I wasn't sure. They exchanged a meaningful glance, and then Camilla laughed uncomfortably, looking away.
"I can't believe we just did that," she whispered.
"I can't believe it took us so long to do that," Zane replied smoothly. "I told you we had a connection from the first day we met."
"I don't know about that... but I guess I can't argue with what just happened," Camilla eventually admitted.
"Pretty fucking hot, wasn't it?" Zane grinned.
"It was," Camilla agreed, her admission now sliding from her easily. "But wipe off that shit-eating grin and go clean yourself up. You don't want Noah to catch us out here like this, do you?"
"Honestly, not even that would ruin my day now," Zane said. Seeing the glower on Camilla's face, though, he quickly added, "but point taken."
He followed after me, heading to the guest bath.
Now alone, Camilla stood motionless next to the futon, no doubt processing what she'd just done. With a deep sigh, she gave a final check on the futon and the floor beneath her for traces of cum, then waddled her way after Zane, legs still pressed tightly together. I could practically hear his cum sloshing around in her womb.
***
By the time I cleaned myself up and headed back to the living room, Zane and Camilla had already returned and fully dressed. The only lingering sign of their indiscretion was a slight hint of sex in the air and a subtle blush on Camilla's cheeks. I wondered if Camilla still carried Zane's cum deep within her or if she'd tried to douche it out. The fact that I wasn't sure spoke volumes to the new dynamic between the three of us. There'd be no easily getting rid of Zane now, that was for sure.
Post-nut clarity hit me hard. The realization of what Zane had done, and what Camilla had allowed, weighed oppressively on my mind. My wife had fucked our neighbor's son, and it had been the hottest fuck of her life. It was like watching someone take their first hit of heroin—there was no way it would be one-and-done. Camilla was my wife, but not even marriage could compete with the intoxicating high I knew Zane had given her. I would try my best to ensure her future fidelity, but I knew how the odds were stacked against me.
And I had only myself to blame. I had done this, all of this. I was the one who'd hired Zane, who'd specifically written James for him. I was the one who insisted on multiple takes of them kissing, and then added an extra sex scene because I'd been too eager to satisfy my own needs. The thought that Zane and Camilla would act on their own needs never seriously occurred to me.
And now I'd pay the price. The love of my life would never be fully mine again.
A part of me realized the despair I felt was an overreaction equal to the supreme high I had moments ago, but I couldn't shake the feeling that I'd made the biggest fuckup of my life.
But there was no time to wallow in self-pity. Audrey's Awakening was not yet finished.
Now that all of us were back, we watched the raw footage of Zane and Camilla's (un) simulated sex scene together. As the sounds of their pleasure replayed in the air, none of us spoke. We were all too busy re-living the experience, now post-orgasm. It was one of the most surreal moments of my life.
My personal feelings aside, I had to admit: it was a perfect take. Often, real sex makes for mediocre movie-sex (and vice versa), but Zane and Camilla were expressive enough to capture the best of both worlds. A second take was unnecessary.
I expected Zane to push back—to try for another round with Camilla—but he accepted my assessment without complaint. More than likely, he was just depleted, but a part of me wondered if he knew he could get back with Camilla whenever he wanted now.
I tried not to think about that too much.
Camilla also agreed that the scene was perfect, and so we agreed to call it a wrap. I'd need to finish editing, but otherwise that was it. Barring any final reshoots, Audrey's Awakening was almost done.
***
As it turned out, Audrey's Awakening was an even bigger viral hit than Audrey's Accident. Within the first day of upload, it surpassed a million views, with ratings overwhelmingly positive. As before, praise for Camilla's acting abounded, but Zane's performance was also highly lauded. Phrases like "amateur film's hottest new star" and "newcomer stuns in major debut" were common in official reviews. Zane's chemistry with Camilla was cited frequently, with even less favorable reviews admitting that the two actors' interactions were the unquestionable highlight of the film.
The sex scene in particular drew the most focus, with comments like "raw passion" and "undeniable connection" appearing frequently. It seemed I'd become the ultimate cuckhold: my wife had been fucked by another man and now people all over the world commented on how hot it was. Sure, they didn't realize the fucking was real, but their point stood: Zane and Camilla's sex was unquestionably phenomenal.
And now it was immortalized forever in film, for the whole world to see.
Opportunities began pouring in for all three of us. Nothing A-tier from the industry—we were just amateurs, after all, regardless of our talent or growing fame—but enough to secure ourselves full-time work. Camilla quit her accounting job at last, taking the plunge into being a full-time actress.
After the film's upload, I barely saw Zane, although Mr. Lazarus did swing by at one point to thank us again for what we'd done for Zane's acting prospects ("You've given him a huge boost. I'll never forget the chance you took on him."). His texts with Camilla lessened too, eventually to the point of disappearing. Most strangely, these dwindling texts didn't acknowledge their tryst at all. My immediate suspicion was that Camilla realized I was reading her texts and found another way to communicate... but if she had, I couldn't find it. I decided to tell myself that Zane must have gotten bored and was now pursuing other women.
And as for Camilla, there did now seem to be a gulf between us. It was subtle, but ever-present. There were times we seemed almost like our old selves, but for every one of those moments there would be days Camilla would barely acknowledge me at all. I understood, but it hurt.
If Camilla ever felt ashamed of her actions, she kept it carefully hidden. I couldn't blame her, of course. It was my fault she was in this position to begin with. Besides, I kept my own shame just as hidden: I never told Camilla I knew what happened with Zane.
But weeks passed and our life together continued.
I tried to look at the bright side. Sure, my relationship with Camilla was uncertain, but there was time to work on that. And I had pulled off my lifelong dream: my professional filmmaking career was taking off at last.
It just cost the sanctity of my marriage to do it.
Author's endnote: I do have a sequel in mind to explore what happens to Noah, Camilla, and Zane moving forward, but I'll be working on other stories first. Feel free to enjoy my other publications in the meantime—many of which are less messy than this one.
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"So, we're still doing this—aren't we, Dad? You promised!"
Alex leaned over the kitchen island, looking at me expectantly.
I sighed. "I did promise, didn't I? In that case, I guess I'd be a real jerk to say no now."
"Yes, you would. We'd never forgive you."
"In that case, fine. I guess we can still go. Go ahead and talk to your friends. Make sure their parents are fine with it first." I made a show of begrudging acceptance.
"Yes!!" Alex screamed, fists pumping the air. She ran over to me and pulled me into a tight hug. "I love you so much, Dad!"
"I love you too, Little Goblin," I said, messing her hair affectionately.
Alex—Alexandra on her birth certificate—was my seventeen-year-old daughter. I'd promised a free trip to Jamaica for her and her four closest friends once they finished high school. My offer was given out of desperation, and although it had worked at the time, it appeared the time to pay up had arrived.
I would have done it again in a heartbeat.
I'm a single father. Technically a widower, but it feels odd to use that term since I'm only forty-two. My late wife (and Alex's mom), Emily, was killed in a car wreck after we'd been married about ten years. Alex was only eight at the time. The two of us were devastated; our lives destroyed as thoroughly as the car Emily had been in. But somehow, we persevered.
Alex's circle of friends was critical to her recovery. Rachel, Cari, Jasmine, and Macy. Those four girls have my undying gratitude for helping Alex through the most difficult time of her life. And it wasn't just Alex—they were a godsend for me too, supporting my only child through an unspeakable tragedy. I have no doubt: those four girls are why Alex can see joy in the world again.
I won't pretend it was easy. We had plenty of hard times. Alex would sometimes lock herself in her room and cry for hours. Nothing made me feel so helpless as a dad as to watch Alex fall into depressive episodes... and be totally unable to stop them. The anniversary of Emily's death was always a trigger, but just about anything could remind Alex of her loss. Old pictures. Certain songs. Even an omelet at a restaurant that tasted like the omelets Mom used to make.
But year-by-year we made it through.
Until spring semester of Alex's junior year. By then, Alex had gone almost ten years without her mom. That black anniversary had hit her hard enough, but then it was worsened by another realization. In a year, Alex would be graduating... and her mom wouldn't be there to see it.
Alex spiraled hard. I pulled out every trick in the book to bring her back, but nothing I tried worked. Medicine, therapy, a new puppy... nothing. Alex's friends did a phenomenal job of offering comfort and support, but even they only had limited success. Alex began to skip meals, and her grades dropped. I panicked.
I don't know if my Jamaica-trip offer was what made the difference. Maybe Alex had just finished working through her grief on her own. But in the end, it didn't matter: Alex improved. My daughter was back, and I cried tears of joy for the first time since Emily's passing.
One day when Alex's friends were over at our house, still trying to comfort her, there was a commercial for an all-inclusive resort in Jamaica that played on the TV. I was struck by inspiration and made the off-the-cuff remark that if all five girls made it through their junior year without failing a class, I'd offer to take them all for free after they graduated.
The response from Alex's friends was electric. "Are you serious, Mr. K?", "Don't say it if you don't mean it!", and "Alex, your dad is the best!"
And so on. They began researching Jamaica on their phones, assessing the various excursion options, and designing itineraries for their unexpected dream trip. Their excitement had a subtle but profound effect on Alex... for the first time in weeks, I could see her take an interest in the world again. Over the next few days, the girls continued to plan their island escape... and Alex joined in. The travel bug had bitten her.
Fast forward to that summer—Alex had returned to her old self and was ready to cash in on my offer. Neither she nor her friends had failed a class; my conditions had been met.
I was more than happy to pay for everyone to go. Emily had a sizeable life insurance policy that paid out after her death. Some of it I had earmarked for Alex's college, but there was plenty left for everyday life... and special occasions like this. We weren't rich, but we were comfortable. Which is its own sort of rich, I guess.
But now that this theoretical trip was becoming real, I faced a challenge: coordinating everyone's schedules... and getting permission from the other girls' parents. The girls would all be eighteen by the time of the trip, but for now, they were underage. I wasn't going to whisk them all to a foreign country without an explicit go-ahead from their families.
Surprisingly, with one exception, all the parents agreed. They all knew and trusted me, but there's a difference between supervising a sleepover and supervising a week-long trip in a foreign country. I suspect most of them were swayed by their children's excitement... and by sympathy for Alex's situation.
All of them except Macy's parents. They were reluctant to send their only daughter so far away without a family chaperone. But after I visited them personally and offered them my reassurances of Macy's safety, they too came around.
Next step was passports and booking. This went smoother than expected. The passports took several weeks to arrive but were otherwise a breeze. I picked the resort—I wasn't about to take the girls to a party hotel—but let the girls pick the rooms and other add-ons. Then came flights and other travel concerns.
And then we were done. Three rooms booked for a resort in White House, Jamaica, arriving on a Sunday and leaving on a Saturday. By this point, my own excitement rivalled that of the girls... even knowing I'd be babysitting them.
With the trip locked in, all that was left was to wait for it to arrive.
Alex's senior year flew by. Her troubles from the previous year had vanished, and although Alex still had the occasional bad day, they were rare. Alex aced her classes, won some academic awards, and was accepted into her first-choice college. When she walked at graduation, my tears flowed openly.
And just like that, it was time for Jamaica.
We all met at the local airport; family goodbye-hugs and more reassurances of safety. A trip through security. Waiting for our plane.
During this downtime, Alex and her friends chatted excitedly about their upcoming adventure. Moments like this, I marveled at their friendship. They were a diverse group. If it weren't for their mutual support of Alex over the years, I suspect they would have drifted into other circles. But they hadn't. And now, they were friends for life.
Each girl brought something unique to the group.
First, there was Rachel. Alex's friend circle didn't have a designated leader, but if they did, it would have been Rachel. Rachel was the social media queen—think airbrushed photos and adventurous outings. I had no doubt that this trip would be a goldmine for her. She was outgoing, rambunctious, and very image-conscious. But she had a sensitive side too. She was Alex's most frequent go-to when Alex needed someone to confide in.
Then there was Cari. Cari could come off as quiet, but she was every bit as extroverted as Rachel. She just preferred to listen first, then talk after. She also had a mischievous streak. When she and Alex were kids, she once snuck a handful of water balloons into their bedroom during a sleepover, unleashing havoc. Yet somehow, her pranks seemed endearing rather than malicious. Maybe because she always made herself a target as well... like soaking herself with her own water balloon. Within the group, Cari was closest with Jasmine—they played competitive volleyball together.
Jasmine was a bit of a mystery to me. Like Cari, she was an athlete, but that's about all that was obvious about her. She was very quiet, generally speaking. I don't know if she was just shy around me or if she was subdued all the time. Either way, she was hard to read. She was always very polite, though, and I liked her even though I sensed I'd yet to see the real Jasmine.
And lastly, there was Macy—the one with the hesitant parents. Macy was the thoughtful girl of the group, with a gift for finding the right words at the right time. She was sneaky smart too—always seeming to understand more about the world than she should at her age. She was an introvert, though, and unfortunately, I could tell she lacked confidence—she was cute enough, in a plain sort of way, but I had a feeling that she felt overshadowed by the other girls, especially Rachel. Still, even if she felt inferior, Macy was an indispensable part of the group.
Alex herself was the glue that held them together. Besides her personal tragedy being the reason that they stayed close, she also was the one that connected with all the girls equally. She could be a social queen like Rachel, competitive like Cari and Jasmine, and thoughtful like Macy. In other words, Alex made them all compatible.
I was lucky that Alex had found such a close-knit group. They kept her strong, even when I was incapacitated by my own grief.
I don't like to talk about it, but losing Emily was like losing part of myself. I loved her deeply, and although the pain has dulled, I know it will never go away. Taking care of Alex was what kept me going those first couple of years, but I never fully processed Emily's death in that time either. A few years after her fatal crash, I was on vacation from work when I had a breakdown. I'd found a note she had written me when we first started dating, and it broke me. All of my emotions that I'd been suppressing came out in a flood. I sat and cried on my bed until I had nothing left inside. Only when it was time to pick Alex up from school was I able to drag myself back together.
Yet I did begin to heal. Five years after Emily's death, I even started dating again. I didn't hide my dates from Alex, but I reassured her that I wouldn't bring anyone into her life that she wasn't comfortable with. Still, I was cautiously optimistic about seeing women. I had plenty of baggage, but I'd kept fit and had a sense of humor. I hoped that even with my circumstances, I might find someone to connect with.
Unfortunately, nothing quite worked out. Many women backed off when they realized I was a widower and a father. Others were single parents themselves, and I couldn't bring myself to force Alex into a blended household. And some connections fizzled out for the usual reasons. Still, even though I didn't form any lasting relationships, the temporary ones did a lot for my social needs... and sexual needs, too.
All of this to say, is that I felt like I needed this Jamaica trip as much as the girls did. And who knew—maybe I would meet someone along the way.
***
"I still can't believe James cheated on you, Rachel. What a piece of crap."
Echoes of agreement from the other girls.
Our plane had arrived at the terminal and was in the process of deboarding its current passengers. But the girls were still deep in conversation, me half-listening and half-reading my book.
"Huge piece of crap. I can't believe I ever thought he was cute," Rachel said, gagging exaggeratedly.
"Yeah, well, he's an idiot," Alex offered supportively. "You'll have to show him what he lost this week. Your bikinis are fire. A couple posts of you on the beach, and he'll be begging to have you back."
"Oh, he wishes," Cari broke in. "He's trash and you deserve better, Rachel. Who knows, maybe you'll find a cute boy on the beach to take your mind off James."
Rachel grinned slyly. "I wouldn't say no to that. Those Jamaican boys are hot. Deep voices with an accent? Sign me up!"
"Okay, that's enough of that," I broke in. "I'm glad you girls are having fun, but can you keep the boy talk down? Save it for when you're not around me."
"Sorry, Mr. K. We're just trying to help Rachel realize she's better off without James," Jasmine apologized. It was the most she'd said to me all day.
"And you are good friends for doing that. Just... do it later," I said, shaking my head. "But we do need to talk about some rules for this trip, okay?"
"Ugh, Dad..." Alex groaned.
I ignored her and continued. "You girls are all eighteen now, which means you're adults who can make your own decisions. I'm not going to chaperone you everywhere and monitor what you're up to. If you guys want to go hang out on the resort without me, you're more than welcome to do so. Just let me know first and be safe. Take a buddy with you and don't go alone. And don't leave the resort either, of course. I promised your parents that I'd take care of you."
"Yeah, we got it, Dad." Eyeroll from Alex.
"Nah, you're cool, Mr. K. We don't mind hanging out with you. Besides, we'll need someone to take pictures for us." That was Rachel, of course.
A thought occurred to me. "And I'll need you guys to be careful with boys too. I don't mind you flirting, but I don't want to have to explain to any of your parents why you got pregnant on this trip."
"Dad, please... just stop." Alex whined, thoroughly embarrassed now.
"Yeah, don't worry, Mr. K. We're not in the dark ages like when you were growing up. Pretty much every girl's on birth control these days," Cari reassured me.
"Hey now, we had birth control when I was growing up," I said defensively. "It was this special flower we had to go harvest in the middle of the woods at night. It was tricky though because flashlights hadn't been invented yet, so we had to carry torches to see. And that didn't work as well in the rain."
The girls laughed—aside from Alex, of course.
***
The flight itself was fine; I sat in the middle seat between Alex and Macy, while Rachel, Cari, and Jasmine took the row in front of us. Most of the time I dozed off, but I did have a good conversation with Macy about Dean Koontz at one point. I was surprised she'd read him; besides being an older author, his books carried mature themes beyond what I would have expected an eighteen-year-old girl to enjoy. Her favorite book was The Taking, which was an extra surprise. It was the only book I've ever read that had spooked me so much that I had to put it down. In my defense, I was alone in the house and the power went out during an incredibly suspenseful part of the story. But regardless, I gained a new respect for Macy.
Once we landed in Jamaica that afternoon, we gathered our luggage and made our way outside. I was immediately struck by overwhelming brightness and heat. I knew Jamaica was a tropical island, but it was quite the contrast to the dark and cool airplane. It took me a second to adjust.
After some searching, we found the resort shuttle and boarded it. Our driver was an exceptionally cheerful and pleasant Jamaican man. He loved regaling us with stories about Jamaica's history and culture, which I found fascinating. Among other facts, he explained that while English was the primary language in Jamaica, they had developed their own unique dialect. 'Ya, mon' wasn't just a stereotype; it was a legitimate phrase used with the same frequency that a simple 'yes' was used back in the States. Their version of 'no' sounded like 'nee-ee'. Kind of like 'nuh-uh' but with an e-sound instead of a u-sound.
Our driver was also very interested in our own cultural quirks, asking me and the girls questions about life in our local area and America in general. He was most entertained by the differences in how high school life was portrayed in media verses how it was in reality. He almost couldn't believe it when the girls told him that being a football star or cheerleader wasn't the ultimate goal of every high schooler.
Despite Jamaica being a smaller island, it took us two hours to reach the resort, due to the winding and mountainous terrain. I loved the views along the way, though, especially the moments that the ocean could be spotted from the road. We did pass through some poorer areas of the island too, which was a sharp reminder that despite the opulent resorts that Jamaica had scattered around, not everyone in Jamaica lived in luxury. When the driver dropped us off inside our resort, I tipped him extremely well.
The check-in process was smooth. After completing all our paperwork at the main office, we were led to our rooms across the resort. The resort itself was beautiful, with perfect landscaping, decorative architecture, and gentle crashing of ocean waves. The girls were overwhelmed with excitement, despite their exhaustion from travelling.
Our three suites were in a row on the top floor of a building with a direct view of the ocean. The girls had chosen their spots well—expensive, to be sure, but well. I told them to get unpacked and settled, and then I'd meet them in my suite to discuss plans. Cari and Jasmine took one suite; Alex, Macy, and Rachel another; the final one reserved for me, of course.
After using the bathroom and unloading my luggage, I sat down on my balcony outside, taking in the view. This was the first major trip I'd taken since Emily had passed, and I missed her presence deeply. I knew she would have loved to have experienced this with me.
A knock at the door interrupted my thoughts a short time later. The girls were ready to start their adventure.
Rachel, Cari, and Jasmine wanted to head straight to the beach. Despite the long travel-day, there was still plenty of sunlight left, and they were eager to take advantage. Macy seemed tired though, and in need of some alone time. Alex thoughtfully offered to stay behind with Macy in their suite, while the rest of us kicked off our vacation in earnest.
As Alex and Macy settled in, the beach-bound girls went to the other suite to change into their bathing suits. I went to my own room, pulling on my own swim trunks and grabbing my sunglasses. I decided to leave my T-shirt on too, not wanting to risk a whole-body burn on my first day.
A few minutes later, Rachel, Cari, Jasmine, and myself stood outside, ready to make the trek to the beach. The three girls were all wearing bikinis, large portions of their bodies fully exposed.
It was a total shock to my brain.



For the first time, I realized Alex's childhood friends weren't children anymore. The little girls who'd first befriended my daughter were long gone. Without me noticing, they'd been replaced by women. Young women, yes, but women nonetheless.
As we walked, I had a hard time coming to terms with this realization. I kept staring at the girls, truly noticing them now... their perfect legs, their shapely curves, their feminine stride. They were objectively hot, there was no way around it. But at the same time, I felt a twinge of shame. I'd watched these girls grow up with Alex. I shouldn't find them attractive. But I couldn't deny that I did.
Rachel especially stood out. She wore a light blue bikini that contrasted well against her tanned skin, emphasizing her hips and ass without being overly risqué. Her dirty-blond hair framed her face perfectly; her innocent smile now seemed enticing. The upper swell of her breasts was also visible, and I was surprised to see how large they were. Her clothes had always hidden them well, but now I could see they were at least a DD-cup. On someone with a smaller frame like Rachel, they were impressive.
Despite Rachel catching my attention first, Cari and Jasmine were just as alluring in their own way. Both were on the taller side, with thinner, athletic bodies. I'd never thought of them as especially feminine, but I could see now that both girls curved in the right places, even if not quite as dramatically as Rachel. They reminded me of fashion models—but with more meat on them. I left a lingering eye on Jasmine in particular. She was mixed—black dad and white mom—and her caramel skin looked especially exotic next to Cari's whiteness.
Any one of them would have been a dream catch for me at their age. But I wasn't their age; I was over forty. And they were my daughter's closest friends. So, I tried my best to forget my new discovery.
Unfortunately, the girls didn't make it easy for me.
Once we arrived on the beach, we found an open set of chairs and settled down on them. At first, we all sat there, taking in the ocean view and watching the other resort guests around us. The beach wasn't crowded, but it was active, with workers moving around and guests playing games. The girls soon became restless and left to play in the surf, leaving me alone. Rachel's bikini seemed barely able to contain herself as she ran back and forth, her breasts bouncing dangerously. Despite my best intentions, I couldn't take my eyes off her.
Before long, though, it was picture time. The three girls pulled out their phones and began capturing shots of one another against the blue horizon. They went through various poses. Some silly, some happy, some overtly sexy. I knew the poses were for their own benefit, but it felt like they were putting on a show for me. I stared openly, thankful for the sunglasses that kept my salacious gaze hidden.
I knew I was acting like a creepy old man, but I couldn't help it. I felt forced to keep looking so my brain could reconcile that that Alex's friends and these sexy young women were the same people. I saw other nearby men shooting the girls glances as well; clearly it wasn't just me that noticed them.
But then the trio returned to their chairs, oblivious to the effect they'd had on me.
"Hey, Mr. K, can you get some pictures of the three of us together?" Rachel asked, handing me her phone.
"Yeah, sure. Squish together. I'll try and get the ocean in the background." I said, standing and preparing the shot.
"Make sure to make me look good. I want James to be jealous when he sees it."
"I don't think you'll have to worry about that. All three of you look fantastic," I said sincerely. As the words left my mouth, though, I realized I'd been a little too honest.
But Rachel didn't mind.
"Aw, thanks, Mr. K! That means a lot," she said delightedly, moving between Cari and Jasmine. The three hugged together and smiled widely. I took several pictures, glad for the chance to semi-openly admire their bodies.
After I'd captured them from a few angles, Rachel returned for her phone. "If you don't mind, Mr. K., can I get one with you too? Nothing will make James jealous faster than seeing me with a real man," she explained.
My breath caught in my lungs. Was Rachel flirting with me? I knew she was a tease, but flirting with her friend's dad was bold, even for her.
"I hardly think I'll make James jealous. He'll probably think I'm one of your uncles or something. I'm ancient, remember?"
"You're not ancient, Mr. K. And you look good for your age. James will think I found a sugar daddy."
I doubted that, but what did I know about how kids these days thought? It had been decades since I'd been a teenager after all.
"Well, as long as it's for a good cause, I suppose I can do that," I agreed, despite my misgivings.
Rachel clapped excitedly, handing her phone to Jasmine. As she squeezed in next to me, wrapping her arm around my torso, I tried to ignore the swell of her breasts pressing into my side.
Jasmine captured us together a few times, and then it was done.
"Sweet, thanks, Mr. K. You're the best," Rachel said, brushing my arm in a gesture of appreciation. I enjoyed her touch more than I should have.
"Happy to help," I acknowledged, before moving back to my chair.
The girls returned to their phones, beginning the tedious process of editing their photos to be social-media ready. I tried to enjoy the beach and not dwell on my newfound attraction.
***
The rest of the evening was uneventful. The three girls and I stayed on the beach until dinner. We met Alex and Macy back at the rooms before making our way to one of the on-site restaurants. The food was delicious and not having to worry about paying a bill at the end was surprisingly refreshing. Perks of an all-inclusive resort.
After dinner, we all decided to turn in for the night. We returned to our rooms with plans to spend the next day at the beach.
I'd become used to sleeping alone, but I still felt a twang of loneliness when I crawled into bed. The king-size seemed too large for one person. Even all these years later, I found myself missing Emily as I drifted off.
***
The next morning, the girls and I slept in before making our way down to breakfast. It was buffet-style, with the usual American staples plus various local foods. My favorite discovery was some fruits I'd never heard of that proved surprisingly delicious. The girls were fascinated by all the available options, and we shared a full meal. Their excitement for the upcoming day was already in full swing, and I found myself catching it as well.
After breakfast, we returned to our rooms to change and prepare for the beach. I decided to stick with a shirt and swimming trunks again, with sunglasses, sunscreen, and a book as extras. As I was dressing, I realized—with some shame—that I was looking forward to what sort of outfits the girls would be wearing today.
They didn't disappoint.
Rachel, Cari, and Jasmine all wore bikinis just as alluring as the previous day. Cari with a dark blue set that emphasized her gentle paleness; Jasmine with a green set that brought out her hazel eyes. And then there was Rachel's frilly white set that emphasized the shapeliness of her curves. I tried not to stare at the trio, but Rachel noticed my eyes on her before I could look away. When I happened to glance in her direction shortly after, Rachel gave me a smile... and a wink. I was so caught off guard, I didn't know how to react. I quickly started a conversation with Alex to cover myself. I couldn't believe I'd been busted staring... or that Rachel seemed flattered by it. Alex would have been mortified if she'd known.
I was more careful on the walk to the beach, keeping my eyes everywhere but on the girls. Once we'd arrived, we found some chairs and settled in. For the first several minutes, we all did our own thing, enjoying the gentle breeze and the sound of the waves. It was incredibly relaxing, and I made good progress in my book.
I was brought out of my own world when a resort worker approached us.
"Hello, friends!" he greeted us warmly in his Jamaican accent. "Beautiful day today!"
"Yes, sir!" I responded. "It's our first full day and we're having a great time!"
"Wonderful!" the worker smiled. "Forgive me sir, but it appears you are a bit outnumbered. Are these your lovely daughters?"
"One of them is," I said, pointing to Alex. "The rest of them are her friends. It's their senior trip. I'm just here to supervise."
"Good man," the worker grinned. "You all look like you could use a drink. What shall I get you? Mojito for Dad? Piña coladas for the ladies?"
I laughed, thinking he was joking. "I could use a mojito... but the girls aren't old enough to drink."
"Ah, forgive me, sir. They're not eighteen?"
"Oh no, we're all eighteen," Cari cut in, answering for me.
"Ya mon, then here in Jamaica they are old enough to drink. Assuming that Dad is okay with it, that is," the worker added deferentially.
"Please, Mr. K!" the girls chorused, along with a "please, dad!" from Alex.
I considered it. Even if they weren't legally allowed to drink in the States yet, I wasn't naive enough to think they had never touched alcohol. And we were on a trip of a lifetime....
"Okay, sure. The girls can have some piña coladas. Or whatever else they'd like."
The girls exclaimed happily, ordering their alcohol a little too comfortably for my liking. Once he'd taken our orders, the worker excused himself and left us alone.
For the next several minutes, we all enjoyed the beach in our own ways. I read, while the girls lounged in the sun, talking about whatever eighteen-year-old girls talk about. Still, as superficial as their conversation was, it reflected the deeper bond they all had. Seeing Alex laughing with her friends, surrounded by a beautiful beach without a care in the world, made me happier than I can describe. In that moment, I was fully at peace.
Before long, our worker friend returned, carrying a tray full of drinks. He passed them out to us one by one, welcoming us again to the resort and urging us to enjoy our stay to the fullest. I assured him we would.
The girls sipped their drinks excitedly, not even bothering to pretend like drinking was a new experience for them. My own mojito was perfect; it had the right balance of mint to sweetness, with just enough kick from the rum to spice it up. Between that, the sun, and my book, I was in heaven.
The rest of our beach day was equally relaxing. We took a brief break for lunch—with some more alcoholic drinks—but went right back to our same spot as soon as we'd finished eating. I was a little hot by this point, so as the girls went to play in the ocean, I finally took off my t-shirt. As I did so, I noticed that Rachel, Cari, and Jasmine began eyeing me from across the beach, giggling conspiratorially. I pretended I didn't notice, but my ego began to swell. My hard work to stay in shape had paid off, it seemed.
But then I remembered these giggling women were just teenagers. What did I care about their admiration, if that's even what it was? I was a middle-aged dad, for crying out loud. I forced myself to get a grip. I stretched out and picked up my book again.
A few minutes later, a breeze brushed against my bare chest, and I realized how exposed I was now. It felt good, but if the wind could reach my skin, so could the sun's rays. With a sigh, I put my book down and reached for my sunscreen bottle. I was so focused on slathering myself that I didn't notice Rachel approach.
"Hey, Mr. K. Do you think I could borrow some of that too?"
"Oh shit, Rachel. You scared me," I said, startled enough that I almost dropped the bottle. As I recovered enough to pass it over, I noticed that Rachel was openly staring at my upper body. I'd never gone shirtless around the girls before, so I'm sure it was a novelty to see me now.
"Thanks," Rachel said appreciatively, squiring some of the white cream onto her hands.
As she began to rub it across her skin, she asked me the last question I expected.
"So, Mr. K. Do you think this bikini makes me look hot?" To emphasize her question, she turned her body back and forth, allowing my eyes to trace her curves.
I was speechless. There was no denying it now: Rachel was openly flirting with me.
I couldn't believe it.
I was over twice Rachel's age, but here she was, showing herself off to me anyway. I wasn't naive; I knew young women sometimes crushed on their friends' dads, especially if they were relatively in-shape like me. But Rachel wasn't just nurturing a secret attraction, she was openly seeking my gaze, asking me to notice her as a woman. What had gotten into her?
I considered. Maybe it was the alcohol in Rachel's system. Maybe it was being away on an exotic beach. Maybe it was the need for validation after being cheated on. Maybe all the above.
Whatever her reasons, though, Rachel was crossing a dangerous line.
And as the adult in the situation, I needed to be the one to set her straight.
"Rachel," I said quietly, "I don't think you should be asking me questions like that."
"Oh, c'mon, Mr. K," Rachel pouted. "Don't be that way. I just need to know if this bikini will make James jealous."
I sighed. "Rachel, you need to stop trying to make James jealous. You dumped him for good reason. He's not worth your time to think about. Besides, the best revenge is to live your life like he doesn't matter."
"So, is that a yes or a no?"
I shook my head. "C'mon, Rachel. I'm not answering that question. Just drop it and enjoy your vacation. Besides, you don't need affirmations from me or anyone else. You're young. You're beautiful. You don't need me or any other man to confirm it."
Apparently, this was just what Rachel needed. She beamed at me openly. "Thanks Mr. K. That's the nicest thing a man's ever said to me."
"If that's the nicest thing a man's ever said to you, you need better boyfriends," I sighed. Man, teenagers were exhausting.
Rachel, oblivious to my undertone, looked at me as if she was seeing me in a new light. "I hope I can find a guy like you one day, Mr. K."
"I'm sure you'll find someone better," I replied breezily. Rachel's fawning was flattering, but the whole situation made me uncomfortable. Her youth and immaturity were painfully obvious.
Still, young or not, there was no denying Rachel's attractiveness. Being so close to her, I could appreciate how flawless her tanned skin was, not to mention her other impressive... assets. The way she ran her hands over herself, rubbing her sunscreen in, stirred something dormant inside me. If I were younger and if she wasn't Alex's friend...
I squashed this line of thought. I was here to be the girls' chaperone, not their admirer.
"You all right, Mr. K?" Rachel asked, concerned about my sudden withdrawal.
"Yeah, I'm fine," I said, shaking myself back to reality. "Just thinking about how you and Alex aren't little girls anymore. You all have gone through so much together. It makes me happy that you're all here now. I just want to say, Rachel... thanks for being such a good friend to Alex. You and the other girls are basically her family now."
Rachel smiled as she finished her sunscreen layer. "Aw, that's sweet, Mr. K. We're happy to be her family. We love Alex."
"And she loves you." I needed to stop this heartfelt shit. I was going to make myself misty-eyed in a minute. "But don't let me keep you. Go have fun."
Rachel gave me a look that might have either been sympathy or appreciation, and then she was off, back to playing with her friends.
I returned to my book, but I made regular glances towards the girls as the afternoon passed by. I told myself it was to keep an eye on them, but there was no denying I had another reason to look too.
***
The rest of the afternoon trickled by like the flow of a lazy river. I was the most relaxed I'd been in years, and I suddenly regretted not making a trip like this long ago. My very soul seemed to flower under the bright Jamaican sun.
But eventually it was time for dinner—endless seafood!—followed by a night stroll back to our rooms. We'd all had a fantastic day, and we still had several more to look forward to. I knew this would be a trip we'd never forget.
After dinner, we all broke to our separate suites again. I planned to spend my time alone watching TV and reading—maybe some time on the balcony to listen to the waves crash onto the beach. After a shower, of course.
What I did not plan on was hearing a knock on my door shortly before I prepped for bed. It was soft and hesitant, almost like the knocker was afraid to disturb me.
Curious now, I went to the door and cracked it. It was Rachel.
I opened the door in a hurry.
"Rachel. Is everything okay?"
Rachel didn't answer, pushing past me into the suite without waiting for an invitation. I could see she was distressed, but she didn't seem to be physically hurt in any way. She was wearing a bulky bathrobe, though, so it was admittedly hard to tell.
Just as my concern reached a crescendo, Rachel spoke. "Mr. K, I'm so sorry. I just need someone to talk to. I'm falling apart inside, and the girls don't understand."
"The girls don't understand what?" I asked, but I suspected the answer.
"What it's like to lose the person you thought you'd be with forever," Rachel said, her voice cracking as the sobs she'd been suppressing broke out at last.
I sighed inwardly. Fucking teenagers, man.
"You're still thinking about James, aren't you?" I said, doing my best to put on a sympathetic front. I was never good at this type of shit.
"Yeahhh," Rachel said, her lip trembling, tears now openly streaming down her face.
"I thought you realized that you are much too good of a catch to worry about a loser like him." I pointed out.
"I mean, I know I am," Rachel said, sniffling, "but still... James was everything to me. I can't believe he'd go off and sleep with some random slut like he did. Like I meant nothing to him!"
I sighed outwardly now. It was too late for this nonsense. Still... I couldn't exactly run Rachel off while she was in this state. So, reluctantly, I accepted that I'd have to play therapist for a bit. But I was going to need some alcohol first.
"Okay, Rachel. I hear you. Why don't you take a seat and I'll get us both something to drink."
"Thanks, Mr. K. You're the best," she sniffled.
I shook my head and went to the mini-fridge. I pulled out some champagne and orange juice and poured myself a mimosa. Then, I thought about it, and poured a second.
I joined Rachel on the couch and handed her a glass. She sipped it absentmindedly at first, but then the taste of alcohol hit her.
"Mr. K, is this...?"
"Yes," I said, cutting her off. "I thought you might need it tonight. Besides, you're not underage here, remember?"
Rachel stared at me like she was seeing me in a new light. "Wow, thanks, Mr. K."
"You're welcome," I said, sipping some of my own drink. The bubbly sweetness mixed with the slight kick of the alcohol was a welcome reprieve from the angst I had waded into.
"So, I have to ask. Why come to me about James? Shouldn't you be talking to your friends?"
"I have," Rachel said exasperatedly. "But they just tell me to get over it and forget him. And I tried. But when I was laying in the dark, trying to sleep, I realized I couldn't. We had our whole future planned out. I know you went through a lot with... you know... Mrs. K. I figured you might understand better than them."
"I don't think James cheating is anything like my wife's passing," I said quietly. Rachel may have been Alex's best friend, but I wasn't going to let anyone diminish Emily's tragedy.
"I know," Rachel said quickly. "But I thought you might have some tricks for forgetting and moving on."



"There are no tricks," I replied, softening my tone again. "Not really. All you can do is push through, one day at a time."
"Oh," Rachel said, clearly disheartened.
Despite myself, I felt a wave of sympathy towards her. Her teenage boyfriend being a cheater was nothing compared to my wife's death, but it was likely the most traumatic relationship experience she'd had in her young life. It would be cruel to discount her pain.
"But you can make it easier. Keep talking with your friends. Let them cheer you up. Enjoy yourself. Get back into a hobby. Think of the things you can do now that you couldn't when you were with him."
"Like make out with other men?" Rachel said, perking up.
"Sure. Like making out with other men. Go wild," I replied. "The point is, stop dwelling on what you lost and start focusing on what you've gained. I won't pretend it's easy or that you won't have moments when you're sad, but those sad moments will become less and less. Before you know it, you're living your life again."
"Wow. Thanks, Mr. K. That really helps," Rachel said, her tears gone at last. She looked at me with what was almost wonder.
Fucking teenagers.
"Good," I said. "Now, why don't you head back to bed before Alex and Macy start to worry about you?"
"Oh, they're already dead asleep," Rachel said dismissively. "They don't even know I'm gone."
"Still, no sense worrying them if they wake up. Besides, some sleep will help you feel better too."
"Okay. Thanks for listening to me, Mr. K," Rachel said, suddenly scooting closer and pulling me into a hug.
Her body was surprisingly warm and delicate, and despite my better nature, I became painfully aware of how alone we were.
Seconds passed, the two of us locked in embrace, and Rachel didn't let go. I finally had to guide her away myself.
"You can let go now, Rachel," I said firmly, but good-naturedly.
"Sorry, Mr. K," she said. "I was just enjoying your hug. You make me feel safe. You're strong. And you smell good, too." I could swear she batted her eyelashes at me.
"Thanks. But I think it's time for you to leave," I replied, my wariness growing.
"I don't want to leave. I'm not ready for sleep yet. Besides, I haven't finished my drink," Rachel pouted.
Damn it, I thought to myself. I was trying to do the responsible thing here, but Rachel wasn't making it easy. I sighed.
Rachel must have interpreted my sigh as giving in, because she smiled and began to trace her hands over my forearm. "Mr. K, if I'm being honest, one of the hardest parts for me leaving James was going without his touch. He's a piece of shit, but he knew how to make me feel good. But maybe another man could make me feel good too. Maybe an older man, with experience."
Alarm bells sounded in my brain. I'd assumed Rachel's behavior towards me was motivated by a misguided, but ultimately innocent, crush. But it was rapidly becoming clear that her desires were far from innocent. I needed to reassert authority.
"Rachel," I said firmly, withdrawing my arm from her reach, "This isn't an appropriate conversation for us to have."
"I know it's probably not," Rachel agreed, "but I think we could help each other. I mean, I know it's probably been a while for you too, right?"
"That's none of your business," I said firmly.
"Oh c'mon, Mr. K. You don't have to treat me like a kid anymore. I'm eighteen, remember?"
"Your age has nothing to do with it," I shot back. "I'm your best friend's dad and I'm responsible for you on this trip."
"I know," Rachel said, as she reached for my arm again. "But that just makes it hotter. Please, Mr. K? You want to help me move on from James, don't you? This is exactly what I need: a real man like you to make me forget about a silly boy like him."
"Rachel..." I warned.
To those wondering why I continued to stubbornly resist this hot young woman's advances, keep in mind that I'd known her since she was a kid. Also, despite her grown body, Rachel was obviously immature mentally. There was almost nothing in life for us to connect on, other than Alex. And that was the biggest roadblock of all: my daughter would go ballistic if she discovered I'd hooked up with her best friend.
So, why didn't I just kick Rachel out? That was even simpler: I was a lonely middle-aged man facing an attractive and eager woman. Even the strongest-willed men would have struggled to say no.
Rachel ignored my warning and persisted. "Mr. K, I've seen you look at me. You do think I'm attractive, don't you?"
My resistance was weakening. I sighed. "Rachel, you are a very attractive young woman, yes. But I don't think Alex would be happy if she knew you were here right now."
"Oh, Alex would be fine. We all agreed that each other's dads were fair game."
Of all the possible replies I expected to come from Rachel, this was not one of them.
"What?" I said, unable to believe my ears.
"Yeah, we can fuck each other's dads. We all agreed," Rachel repeated brightly, as matter-of-factly as if she'd described the weather.
I stared. What the hell was I supposed to say to that?
"Oh, c'mon, Mr. K. Don't look at me like that. You're all hot. We started joking one day, and one thing led to another. Now, we all have a Hall-Pass. So, c'mon, Alex won't care. Please, Mr. K?"
Rachel stared at me seductively, her expression eager and hopeful. How the hell had we gotten here? Wasn't she crying about a breakup just a minute ago?
I felt myself reaching a tipping point. My better nature still fought to do the right thing: maintain my parental role and send Rachel to bed.
But my body wanted something else. And the wrongness of my desire only strengthened its power.
"Rachel, I want you to listen to me very carefully" I said quietly. "If you don't get out of my room now, we may do something we'll both regret. Do you understand?"
Rachel nodded silently, her brown eyes looking into mine expectantly.
"I want you to really think about this," I said, feeling my resolve faltering. "There are some lines that once crossed can never be uncrossed. Do you really want this?"
"Yes. Please, Mr. K," Rachel begged.
It was too much. The pleading in Rachel's tone destroyed what remained of my willpower.
I transformed.
In that instant, Father-Chaperone was gone, swept away by a raging torrent of lust and desire. I'd gone months without sex, and now my pent-up desires tore free—unleashed by the young maiden before me.
The next moment I loomed over Rachel, my lips pressing against hers. There was a sweetness on her lips, remnants of the mimosa I'd given her. I tasted her eagerly, my tongue invading her mouth. Rachel melted into me as she gave herself over, letting out a single soft moan.
Keeping up my oral assault, I tore open Rachel's robe, revealing how little she wore underneath: a baggy shirt—no bra—and panties. With a few strong jerks, I pulled the robe from her completely, tossing it to the floor beside us.
We continued to make out briefly, but then I broke away and stood, holding my hand out to Rachel. She looked at me, momentarily confused, but then accepted it. As soon as her hand was in mine, I pulled her off the couch into a standing position. The next second, her shirt was in my hands, coming off her head onto the floor. Her full tits hung openly in the air now, but I didn't stop to admire them.
My lips were already against hers, our passion reaching full swing. Soon, Rachel's own tongue was dueling with mine as she matched my intensity. We were both moaning now.
My hands ran over her upper body as I savored her perfectly smooth skin, but I was on a mission, and soon Rachel's panties were gone, sliding down her legs. Rachel, following my lead, tried to remove my shirt, but it became stuck around my head.
I broke off our kiss to help my shirt the rest of the way, and then slid my own shorts and underwear off, leaving us both totally naked.
Rather than restart our kisses, though, I instead swept Rachel up into my arms in a smooth motion, earning a squeal of excitement. From there, I carried her to my bed, tossing her down onto it.
Rachel wasn't bothered by my roughness.
"Wow, Mr. K, you're really strong," she said with wide-eyed lust as I climbed over her, my body spreading across hers.
Rachel's torso was on fire, but whether due to the Jamaican heat or her internal furnace, I couldn't be sure. Her skin was soft and supple; her body youthful and lithe. Rachel didn't understand what she'd been asking from me. I wasn't going to make love to her. I was going to dominate her. James and all other men would be fucked clean from Rachel's memory by the time I'd finished.
I adjusted slightly, allowing my swollen rod to fall between Rachel's legs. Her arousal was obvious: I could feel Rachel's wetness slickening the head of my cock as soon as it touched her. I knew then no foreplay was necessary; this would be a brutally efficient fuck, plain and simple.
I pressed forward slightly, my cock first spreading her vaginal lips apart, then reaching the opening underneath. Rachel's mouth fell open as I slowly penetrated her, filling her with my cock.
"You've got a nice pussy," I said grunted approvingly.
Rachel didn't respond but bit her lip tenderly as she adjusted to my girth. Her hands instinctively pressed against my chest, as if trying to keep my weight from smothering her.
"I hope you're still happy with this, Rachel," I whispered, "because I'm about to fuck the hell out of you."
Without waiting for a response, I began to roll my hips against Rachel's body, pulling my cock back and plunging in again. Her legs wrapped firmly around me, as if Rachel was afraid I'd pull out otherwise. She needn't have worried—I wasn't going anywhere.
As I worked myself in and out of Rachel, I began to truly appreciate how sexy she was. She was young, yes, but very developed. Her hips were perfectly curved, her stomach toned and fit.
And her boobs...
They were perfect: full, supple, and begging to be fondled. Even trapped between our bodies, they still bounced rhythmically with each of my thrusts. I watched them, hypnotized, until unable to resist any longer, I pulled back enough to reach them with my mouth. One by one, I licked them, savoring their perfect smoothness with my tongue, even as they continued to bounce freely over Rachel's frame.
I spared a glance up at Rachel's face to see the results of my attentions. She was utterly focused on me, her face contorted in an expression quite unwholesome for a woman so young. Locking eyes with her, I moved towards one of her swollen nipples and began to suck against it gently. It was too much for Rachel—her head fell back against the pillow as pleasure forced her to look away.
I continued to fuck Rachel steadily this whole time, my cock sending waves of pleasure through both of us with every thrust. We were both moaning now, openly sharing our ecstasy.
But that's when I heard the toilet flush from the suite next to us—a sharp reminder that even though Rachel and I were alone in my suite, Alex and Macy were just next door. And now one of them was awake.
I paused my thrusts into Rachel, my lust suddenly replaced by wariness. Rachel looked at me with confusion, so I put a finger to my lips in a shushing gesture and pointed to the suite next to us. I saw understanding dawn in her eyes, concern mixing with pleasure.
We both lay still for a few moments, listening intently for other signs of life. But there was nothing—just the sound of our own suppressed breaths.
Rachel let out a soft giggle. "Guess we got a little loud there."
"We did," I agreed. "But we're not done here yet."
I started my thrusts again slowly, Rachel's face immediately filling with desire again, but this time I placed one of my hands over her mouth, muffling any noise that came out of it. Rachel's eyes widened at my move, before her surprise turned to approval. She moaned softly against my hand, testing its effectiveness.
"That's right little lady, I gotta make sure you keep it down," I said with a wry smile.
Rachel's legs were still wrapped around my hips--she pulled me deeper inside her in response.
"Don't worry, I'm still gonna fuck the hell out of you," I reassured.
I kept my word.
In this new position—me completely covering Rachel's body with my own, staring down at her face, my hand over her mouth—we quickly found our rhythm once more. Soon Rachel was moaning freely against my hand, and despite my best efforts to keep myself quiet, I was grunting softly too.
Suddenly, Rachel gasped, her eyebrows contracting together, and I felt her whole body tense as she went over the edge. Her legs pulled me deep inside her, and then she was shuddering, her orgasm breaking over her body. Her pussy spasmed on my cock, even as I continued to thrust shallowly into her, sending me into my own orgasm.
"Fuck, Rachel," I groaned, feeling my balls release.
The next moment I was shooting my seed deep inside her, every pulse of my cock sending millions of sperm into her teen pussy.
The sensation was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. The sex was hot, oh yes, but the fact that it was my daughter's best friend that I was cumming in was a next-level mindfuck. Rachel seemed to be in a similar place, staring at me with lustful wonder as she the reality of what we'd done sunk in.
"Oh, Mr. K. You came inside me," she said softly.
"Yes, I did," I agreed. "You're on birth control, though, right?"
"Yeah," Rachel confirmed. "I've just never had a guy cum in me before. It was nice."
"Glad you liked it. But I think it's time we get you back to bed. Whoever was awake next door is probably wondering where you are."
"I was sleeping on the couch tonight, so they probably didn't even notice I was gone," Rachel said, but I could tell she wasn't fully convinced.
"Maybe. But you've been here long enough. Hall-Pass or not, I trust you know that you can't tell anyone about this, not even Cari or Jasmine."
"Don't worry, Mr. K. I won't tell anyone," Rachel promised.
"Good," I said, pulling myself off and out of Rachel at last.
My deflating cock slid from Rachel easily, covered in a mix of her vaginal secretions and my own ejaculate. I'll admit, even at eighteen, Rachel looked sexy as hell in that moment, lying spreadeagled on my bed, my cum visible at the entrance of her pussy. She may have been Alex's childhood friend, but now she was also one of my hottest fucks. I couldn't wrap my head around that idea.
I stepped from the bed and Rachel followed me shortly after, as we went to retrieve our clothes. I didn't bother putting mine on—I still needed to wipe my cock off first, if nothing else—but I watched Rachel admiringly as she redressed. As Rachel pulled her shirt back over her head, she saw me staring and shot me a flirty wink.
"Mr. K, I think this trip is just what I needed. I feel better about James already," she giggled, then downed the rest of her mimosa in a single chug.
"Happy to help," I said, "but let's get you out of here. If Alex or Macy noticed you've gone, we need to get you back before they decide to do something about it. We can talk more later."
"Oh, I'd love that. And hopefully we'll do more than just talk," Rachel said, shaking her hips provocatively.
I ignored this—as fun as a repeat of tonight might be, getting Rachel out was my main concern. "Don't forget to use the bathroom before you go to bed. You don't want a UTI."
"Whatever you say, Mr. K... Or should I call you Daddy?" Rachel grinned, as she finished pulling on her robe and headed to the door.
I'm not into daddy-talk, but now wasn't the time to complain. "Goodnight, Rachel. I'll see you with the other girls in the morning."
And then she was gone, leaving me alone in the suite to process what the hell had just happened.
***
When I awoke the next morning, I realized that Rachel had left behind a present for me: her panties on the floor, right where I'd removed them. Somehow, I'd missed them the previous night, but fortunately I spotted them before any of the other girls had visited me. That would have been one hell of an awkward conversation.
As it was, I was barely prepared for how to handle Rachel moving forward. I hoped she'd keep her promise to stay quiet about our fling, but I knew I couldn't count on it. Teenage girls weren't known for their discretion, after all. Nothing I could do about it either way, but I needed to have a plan in case one of the other girls—or God forbid, Alex—confronted me about it.
Fortunately, there were no confrontations that morning. Once the girls had woken and freshened up, they all gathered in my suite, preparing to head down to breakfast. Rachel surprisingly played it cool, although she did grin at me whenever our eyes locked.
Before we left, though, I had a surprise announcement for the girls.
"Hey everyone, listen up for a second. Yes, Cari, that means you too. I have something special planned for this afternoon. It's a surprise, but for now I'll say don't make any plans after lunch. You can still enjoy the beach this morning, but meet back in my room at 1pm. Got it?"
"Yes, Mr. K," the girls acknowledged, before they started prying for more info.
I kept tight-lipped, however, enjoying their anticipation. "You'll find out this afternoon, but not before. For now, let's just worry about breakfast."
We went as a group, and although Rachel did a good job hiding our new connection, she did 'accidentally' brush me a few times on the way. If she wasn't careful, I thought, I was going to drag her back to my suite and let her face the consequences of her teasing...
Rachel clearly had similar ideas, because she managed to get me alone as we circled the breakfast buffet.
"Mr. K, since we have the morning free, I was thinking maybe we could spend some more time together. I'm feeling sad about James again and need a strong man to cheer me up," she said, casually spooning eggs onto her plate.
I knew this was a dangerous game we were playing, but now that my cock had gotten a taste of Rachel, my desire outweighed my good sense.
"Well, we can't have you being sad here in Jamaica," I said, playing along. "Why don't you visit me in my room while the other girls go to the beach? You'll need a good excuse for staying behind, though."
"Don't you worry about that, Mr. K," Rachel smiled. "I can be pretty convincing when I want to be."
With that, she finished loading up on food and headed to her table.
I had to admire Rachel's confidence. She was very secure in her sexuality, especially for an eighteen-year-old. With a perfect little body like hers though, I shouldn't have been surprised.
Breakfast was uneventful—I ate with Macy and Alex, while Rachel sat with Cari and Jasmine. Conversation and laughter flowed freely from both tables, but soon we were all full and ready to start the day.
We split into our rooms long enough to shower and change, then met outside my room once more. All of the girls were dressed for the beach except Rachel, who was noticeably absent.
I decided to play dumb. "Where's Rachel?"
"She had a headache coming on, so she's gonna take a nap before she goes to the beach," Macy explained.
"Oh, that's too bad. Well... I hope Rachel feels better soon, but in the meantime, I hope the rest of you girls have fun. I'm actually going to stay inside for a bit too. I have a few last things to check on for the day's surprise, but I'll join you girls down later. Have fun without me, and be safe, okay?"
"Got it, Dad," Alex said, clearly impatient to get beach-time started.
I waved goodbye as the four girls made their way down the open-air hallway to the stairs. Once they were out of sight, I returned to my room, my anticipation for Rachel already in full swing.
Unsure of how long Rachel would wait before sneaking over, I decided to enjoy a drink on my balcony to kill time. I made myself another mimosa, stepped through the sliding glass doors at the back of my room, and took a seat on a balcony chair. It was gorgeous outside: sunny, warm, and perfected by the taste of salt flowing on a cool breeze.



A short time later, I heard the door to my room open, and then Rachel was coming through the sliding glass doors to join me outside. Like last night, she was wearing her robe, and I had to fight the urge to tear it off then and there.
"Mind if I have some of that?" Rachel asked, pointing to my half-full glass of mimosa.
I passed it over as she sat in the chair next to mine. "Take as much as you want."
Rachel did so, draining the glass in seconds.
"You're supposed to savor it," I said, shaking my head. "Sip, not chug."
"Oops," Rachel shrugged in exaggerated innocence. "I like swallowing things too much, I guess."
"Rachel, you're sexy as hell," I replied with a sigh. "But that line was pretty bad."
"Maybe," Rachel admitted. "But you liked my lines last night."
"Trust me, it wasn't your lines I liked," I said, deliberately adjusting my growing bulge underneath my shorts.
Rachel's eyes flickered downward to it. She paused for a moment before responding. "You know, Mr. K, I've always wondered what you taste like."
She didn't waste time, I thought.
I debated moving indoors before things got too heated, but even on the balcony, we were relatively secluded. The land below us was empty: a stretch of beach that was covered in brush and dirty sand. Sure, there were people further away who could see us, but not with any real detail. The only real place we could be spotted from was the other girls' balconies, and they had all left.
Weighing the risk, I decided to go for it. The thought of taking Rachel here in the open seemed too hot of an opportunity to pass up.
"Well then, Rachel, here's your chance to find out," I said, unzipping my pants and allowing my cock to spring free.
Rachel didn't need any more encouragement. She stood from her chair and walked towards me, stopping at my legs and sinking down to her knees.
Her face was now just above my cock.
"You've got a nice dick, Mr. K," she said, taking it into her hands.
She stroked me softly a couple times, her touch soft and warm. I could feel myself throbbing painfully between her fingers.
My lust was already overwhelming, but then Rachel leaned in and planted a single soft kiss on my cock head.
Just like that, I was in heaven. I gasped; Rachel's name escaping my mouth involuntarily.
Rachel smiled, clearly pleased. "You like that, Mr. K?"
"You're so fucking hot, Rachel," I replied, unable to say more.
"Mmmm," Rachel acknowledged as she began to lick over my shaft, running her tongue along my head and then down towards my balls.
Her eagerness to taste me was obvious; she hadn't been lying about her curiosity. A part of me knew that it was wrong to be doing this—I'd promised Rachel's parents to watch her responsibly, and yet here I was, letting her suck me off—but I was too far gone to care.
And so, I let Rachel work her magic.
After she finished licking along my shaft, Rachel returned to the head of my cock. She gave it a few more kisses, then pursed her lips open, taking my tip inside her mouth for the first time. I felt her tongue explore my opening, tasting the precum that had already begun to leak out.
"Salty," she observed, before opening her mouth wider and taking me fully inside.
I groaned in pleasure.
Even as Rachel used her mouth to tease me, she began to pump me with her hands, her fingers gripping firmly. Her enthusiasm was undeniable, but her technique wasn't quite perfected, stroking me faster than I liked.
Without saying a word, I took her hands in my own and slowed them down to the perfect pace. Rachel, understanding, restarted at this new rhythm.
"You're very good at that," I said, lust dripping from my voice. "Especially as young as you are. But let me give you a hint. Eye contact is everything in a blowjob. Not a constant stare, but just enough to take it to the next level."
"Gogg id," Rachel replied, her words muffled by my cock. But she clearly understood, as she took her gaze away from my shaft and turned it to my face. Her youthful brown eyes were full of desire, even though I was the one being serviced. I couldn't believe a woman so young could have a libido so strong.
"Good girl," I said, placing my hand behind her head and gently encouraging her further onto my cock.
Rachel allowed me to push her down, taking a couple inches into her mouth. Her tongue ran along the veins underneath my shaft, as she tried to keep from gagging. After a few seconds of this, I released the pressure on her head, and Rachel pulled back, releasing my cock with a wet gasp. Despite being more than she was ready to handle, though, Rachel had managed to stare into my eyes almost the whole time.
"Much better," I said approvingly. "Practice a bit more, and you'll be a fantastic cocksucker in no time."
Rachel beamed, flattered by my words.
I continued. "But you'll have to save that for later. I've got something else in mind for us now."
I stood from my chair and helped Rachel off her knees. Sparing a final look around to make sure we hadn't attracted any voyeurs, I reached for the knot on Rachel's robe and pulled. As it fell open onto the ground, I was shocked to see that Rachel was stark naked underneath; she hadn't even bothered with underwear this time.
I whistled appreciatively. "Your body is unreal. I don't know if I'll be able to keep my hands off you anymore."
"I don't want you to keep them off," Rachel replied breezily.
"Let me stop wasting time then."
I moved towards her and pulled her body against mine, her small yet curvy frame felt like heaven. We began to kiss passionately as I ran my hands down her back to her full ass, kneading her cheeks firmly in my grip. Rachel's hands were busy too—unbuttoning my shorts and sliding first them, then my underwear, onto the ground. My cock pressed against her toned but soft stomach, and I could feel myself leaving a trail of precum against her skin.
I ached to be inside her.
Still gripping Rachel's ass tightly, I began to guide her backwards to her chair, easing her onto it.
After sparing a moment to pull off my shirt, I reached for her ankles.
Rachel didn't resist as I guided her legs up and apart, moving her feet onto my shoulders and opening her body to me. I leaned over, placing my hands on either side of Rachel to support my weight, bringing my cock down to her level.
"Are you ready to get fucked again?" I asked softly.
Rachel nodded silently.
"Put me inside you then," I directed.
Rachel complied, reaching for my cock and guiding it down to her pussy. I had a second of pure anticipation and then Rachel's wetness was on me, my tip penetrating her entrance. Rachel stared at me hungrily, her eyes begging for me to take her as she urged my cock deeper.
I gave her what she wanted.
For the second time in as many days, I buried myself inside Rachel, her pussy gripping me tightly as I pushed forward. She let out a satisfied moan as I filled her; I groaned out my own pleasure as I sank into the bombshell teen.
Soon, we were fucking freely.
As we found a steady rhythm, I continued to press down over Rachel until our faces were almost touching. Her feet stayed against my shoulders, so I'd almost bent her in half by the time I reached a stable angle. Rachel's flexibility was impressive, but it highlighted her submissiveness. My need to dominate her became overpowering. Rachel didn't seem to mind though; instead, her desire openly increased as I took control of her young body.
I thrust into Rachel with abandon, most of my weight driving squarely against her every push. Microexpressions of disbelief and ecstasy flickered over Rachel's face. I doubted she had ever been manhandled so thoroughly before, and it was driving her wild. Her soft gasps quickly became cries of pleasure. Any lingering concerns I had for Rachel's dignity were long gone—I used her as selfishly as I would a sex doll. Only difference is this sex doll wanted to be used.
I still couldn't believe how goddamn hot Rachel was. She was much too young to enjoy fucking this much, yet here she was, begging me to fuck her harder. I would never have believed a teen girl could be so desperate for sex, especially sex with her friend's dad. But I was happy to be proven wrong.
My groans of pleasure joined Rachel's cries, concerns of being overheard long since gone for both of us. The air was filled with an endless stream of "ohhh, Mr. K!" and "fuck, Rachel!".
Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, Rachel crumbled first: her breath catching in her throat as she came. I went immediately after, forcing my lips onto hers while my cock began to pump sperm into her body once more. Seconds that lasted eternities passed as I emptied my balls inside Rachel.
But just as I was coming back to myself, something caught my eye. Instinctively, I looked up, and saw Cari two balconies away, staring wide-eyed at me.
"Oh fuck," I stammered, pulling out of Rachel as I rushed to cover myself.
Rachel, who was facing away from Cari, was startled by my sudden action. "What's wrong?" she asked, sitting upright and following my gaze behind her.
Cari, who had seemed frozen in place, came back to life and fled back inside her suite, out of view.
"Was that Cari?" Rachel asked in shock.
"Yeah, that was Cari," I confirmed, my mind already racing. I was fucked, and I knew it.
Rachel looked back at me, then down at her own naked body, realizing just how much Cari had seen. "What are you gonna do, Mr. K?"
"I need to talk to her," I said firmly, going into crisis-control mode. "Get dressed quick and go back to your room. I'm gonna see if I can catch her before she meets up with the other girls."
Without waiting for Rachel's acknowledgment, I threw on my shorts and raced out of my suite, heading to Cari's two spots down. I hadn't heard her door open yet, so I knew she was still inside. I knocked loudly.
There was no response, so I knocked again and spoke through the door, "C'mon, Cari, open up. You're not in trouble, I promise. I know you're probably confused right now, but we need to talk. Let's get it over with."
Silence for several more seconds.
Just when I prepared to knock again, the deadbolt slid open. Cari cracked the door slightly, pointedly avoiding my eyes.
"Mr. K, we really don't have to talk. I didn't see anything."
"We both know that's not true, Cari. Let me in."
"Okay," she said, opening the door fully.
I entered and walked past Cari, heading towards the suite couch. Cari and Jasmine had clearly made themselves at home, their luggage and belongings scattered freely around the room. Stepping over a random t-shirt, I sat down and motioned for Cari to join me in a nearby chair.
As she walked over, my eyes couldn't help but trace over her body. Cari may not have been quite as curvy as Rachel, but she was still well-shaped, with nice long legs and a respectable ass. She'd been dressed for the beach, and although she wore a t-shirt now, I could make out her blue bikini top underneath. And her bikini bottoms weren't covered at all, giving me a lot to appreciate on her lower half.
I knew I was a hypocrite ogling Cari while preparing to convince her I wasn't a creep, but I couldn't help myself. Only a few minutes had passed since I'd been railing Rachel, and my body was still in the after-stages of arousal.
I gave myself a mental slap. I needed to focus here—there was a lot at stake.
"Okay, Cari, I'm gonna dive right into it. You're an adult now, so I'll be blunt. I know you saw me and Rachel having sex, and I know you're probably confused about that."
"I'm not confused, Mr. K," Cari said. "I know Rachel's got a wild side. And I know you're single. It's not that surprising. We really don't have to talk about it."
I couldn't tell if Cari's indifference was real or for my benefit. Better to play it safe, I decided.
"It should be surprising, because it was surprising to me," I explained. "It's important to me that you understand that Rachel and I haven't had any physical contact before this trip. I've never even looked at her like that before Jamaica. And even here, she came on to me."
I described Rachel's late-night visit.
"I will admit that as the responsible parent, I should have shut her down, but I didn't. That was my mistake. But while I may be a bad dad, I am not a predator. I've never groomed Rachel or any of you girls."
"Yeah, I know, Mr. K.," Cari said. "Really, I get it. Rachel's been into you for a while, but she knew she didn't have a shot before she was eighteen."
"You're talking about the Hall-Pass, aren't you?" I said, reading between the lines.
"She told you about that?" Cari said, her eyes widening. A blush started to form on her face, and she glanced away, suddenly sheepish. I was momentarily confused—why was Cari embarrassed?—but then suspicion dawned in my brain.
I had to be wrong, of course, but now my curiosity forced me to dig deeper.
"Yeah, Rachel told me about the Hall-Pass. Something about how you girls decided the others' dads were hot and fair game, right?" I said, probing.
"Yeah, that's it," Cari said curtly, her entire face now a shade of pink.
In that moment, I understood. But I needed confirmation. It was too wild to be possible, wasn't it?
"Cari," I said quietly, "how long were you watching me with Rachel?"
Cari shook her head and kept silent, staring everywhere but at me.
"How long, Cari?" I repeated.
Cari's composure broke. She bent over, putting her face in her hands. "Oh my god, Mr. K. This is so embarrassing. Do I really have to answer?"
"I think you just did. You don't have to be embarrassed, though, Cari. It's normal to be curious."
Cari didn't respond beyond shaking her head into her hands.
"It's not very often that a girl your age hooks up with her friend's dad. Not in real life anyway. I'm sure that made it harder to look away too, right?"
"Please, Mr. K," Cari said. "You don't understand. None of us ever expected the Hall-Pass to be used. We were just messing around."
"And when you saw Rachel actually using it, it was a shock, wasn't it? It wasn't just a fun idea anymore, it was real."
"Yeah," Cari agreed, meeting my eyes again at last.
I felt a key moment was upon us. If my suspicions were right, this might be my chance to push for something incredible. Wrong, certainly, but incredible. And after Rachel, I was already on the path of wrong anyway. What was another step?
I just hoped I hadn't misread the situation.
"Would you want to use the Hall-Pass with me?" I asked quietly.
Cari's eyes widened, then she looked down at her feet, self-conscious again. "Um, Mr. K, I'm not sure how to answer that."
"Answer honestly. We're both adults, Cari. You don't have to be embarrassed. And it's a real question: do you want to?"
Cari seemed to struggle within herself—she was obviously uncomfortable, but I suspected it was because I'd recognized her hidden desire, rather than because she was feeling pressured. Still, she clearly wasn't ready to answer quite yet, so I decided to make it easy for her.
"You don't have to answer me now, Cari. I've embarrassed you enough for one afternoon. For now, let's just drop it and pretend like none of this happened."
I paused for a moment, then continued in a soft but serious voice. "But if you decide you are interested, you have an open invitation from me. Just come by my room at night, and that'll be good enough of an answer. You understand?"
I let my words hang in the air until Cari at last nodded her acknowledgment. "Good. I'll leave you alone, but I'll see you down at the beach soon. Thanks for talking things out with me, Cari. I'll trust you to keep all of this between us."
"You're welcome, Mr. K. And I will," Cari promised, but her response seemed automatic. I could tell I'd given her a lot to think about.
I returned to my suite, finished my overdue cleanup and post-sex bladder-release, then left again, this time going to Rachel's suite. I needed to update her.
Rachel opened the door as soon as I knocked, clearly anxious for news. I held my finger to my lip, signaling our need to be quiet with Cari still next door, then joined her inside.
Unlike Cari and Jasmine's room, the other girls' suite was almost spotless. I strode easily to the bathroom, Rachel behind me, before I closed us inside for some extra privacy.
"Cari and I talked it out," I began quietly, "and I think she's going to keep everything to herself. She was more embarrassed than anything. She was mortified that I knew about the Hall-Pass."
"I don't know why," Rachel said, shaking her head. "It was my idea, but she's the one who kept bringing it up. She made more jokes about it than any of us."
"Yeah, I think that's why she was embarrassed. It was just an innocent joke until suddenly it wasn't."
"Mm, that does sound something Cari would be embarrassed by," Rachel agreed. "But she's not upset or anything, is she?"
"I don't think so. Just surprised."
"That's a relief," Rachel said, before giggling. "And I bet she was surprised, seeing you fuck my brains out. Was she jealous?"
Rachel's remark was incredibly immature, but I suspected it was closer to the truth than she realized.
I considered. "Actually, I think you might be on to something. I don't think Cari was jealous, but I wonder if it did put an idea in her head. You clearly treated the Hall-Pass as real. What if it was? Not just for you, but for all of you?"
"I mean, I thought that was the whole point of it," Rachel shrugged.
"Yeah, but Cari didn't. At least not until now. But I did ask. I asked her if she wanted to use it with me too."
"What did she say?" Rachel asked, obviously intrigued.
"She didn't answer. I think she was too embarrassed. But I think she might want to. And it might be our best way to make sure she keeps our secret—by making her a part of it too."
"That makes sense. You're so smart, Mr. K." Rachel fawned.
Ugh, teens.
"I didn't want to pressure Cari though, so I told her she didn't have to give me an answer. Just to drop by at night if she wanted, and we'd go from there."
"That's such a good idea," Rachel said, continuing her unnecessary flattery.
"Do you really think so or are you just saying that? I don't want to cause any bad blood between you two," I prodded, unsure of how to read Rachel's bubbly reaction. We'd just started hooking up, and now here I was, already suggesting that I sleep with her friend too.
"No, I really hope she goes for it. I'm dying, keeping this to myself. If you get with Cari, I'll finally have someone to talk to about it."
Rachel's priorities shocked me, but I wasn't going to argue.
Still, I had to wonder. Did all girls these days have such a cavalier attitude towards sex? Back when I was Rachel's age, I didn't remember girls being like that. Maybe times had changed. Or maybe they hadn't, and I just didn't notice at the time.
Whatever the case, I was thankful for it now.
"Well, I've done what I can, but it's in her hands now," I shrugged. "In the meantime, we need to continue like normal. We've still got a vacation to enjoy, after all."
"Yeah," Rachel agreed. "And more sex to have."
Christ, she was relentless. What had I started?
***
Considering how wild the morning started, the rest of it passed unremarkably. I left Rachel's suite and headed to the beach, Rachel and Cari arriving separately soon after. We joined up with the rest of the group and enjoyed the next few hours by the ocean, relaxing and socializing. If any of the other girls suspected what the three of us had been up to, none of them showed any signs.
I greatly enjoyed the view—the ocean itself, of course, but also Cari and Rachel's bikini-clad bodies. Hell, even Jasmine was looking rather fine in a baby blue bikini, although I was more focused on the two girls who'd seen me getting down and dirty. Memories of Rachel were still fresh, yet now I began to daydream about Cari too. It might have been a longshot, but I hoped she'd take me up on my offer.



We broke for lunch, and then returned to our rooms for my big reveal. I gathered all the girls in my suite and shared my surprise.
"I know all of you wanted an excursion for this trip, and zip-lining was your first choice. Everyone besides Macy, anyway, due to her fear of heights. Macy told us not to worry about her and go anyway, but you all refused. You didn't want to leave Macy behind, so you decided on snorkeling instead. That was an incredibly selfless decision, and I admire all of you for it."
I let my compliment sink in before continuing. "But now none of you have to settle for second choice. Instead of snorkeling this afternoon, we are going zip-lining after all. There is a spot for Macy if she wants it, but I also have another option for her if she chooses: a three-hour spa reservation that includes mani-pedi, massage, and facial treatment. So, even if Macy chooses not to join us, she'll be having just as good of a time as we are."
The girls' response was electric, shouting excitedly as they processed my words. They'd been happy enough with snorkeling, but I knew it was a compromise decision. Now I'd found a way to give them what they really wanted. Still, I kept a close eye on Macy—she was the one who's reaction I was most uncertain of, but she seemed just as happy as the rest.
I motioned for silence. "We need to be at the resort entrance in an hour, so get ready, put on your best hiking outfits, and meet me back here in forty-five minutes, okay?"
"Okay!" the girls chorused excitedly, thanking me profusely as they started to file back outside.
"Macy, hang back just a second. I need to go over your spa plans with you," I said, motioning her back inside.
She complied, closing the door behind her.
Now that it was just the two of us, I prepared my second surprise. "So, was I right to assume you don't want to go zip-lining with us?"
"Yeah," she agreed in her soft-spoken voice. "I know it's a special opportunity, and I appreciate you setting it up, but I really don't think I could handle it. I really don't like heights."
"No worries. It's not your fault," I reassured. "Which is why I wanted to give you the spa option too. But here's the real secret: something tells me you might not really want to do that either. Am I right?"
Macy's expression flickered, and I knew I'd guessed correctly, despite what she said next. "Oh, no, Mr. K. I'd love to go to the spa. It's very sweet of you to set that up for me."
"You're a bad liar," I said, grinning slyly. "But that's okay. The real secret is that I got the spa reservation so the other girls wouldn't feel like you were being left out. But I had a feeling you'd prefer relaxing on your own. I know you haven't had a real moment to yourself this whole trip. Just say the word, and I'll cancel the spa reservation. Either way, you won't have to feel like you're holding the other girls back."
Macy looked at me, clearly touched by my consideration. "Mr. K, that's... that's very thoughtful of you," she finally stammered. "I'm sure the spa would be great, but you're right. I think I would prefer to just stay here, if that's okay."
"It's more than okay," I replied. "This is your vacation too. I'll cancel the reservation now. Go enjoy your relaxing afternoon, and we'll be back in a few hours, okay?"
"Okay, Mr. K. Thank you so much for understanding."
"Anytime, Macy. Anytime."
I may have been a bad dad, sleeping with one of Alex's friends and hoping to sleep with another, but I hoped what I'd just done for all of the girls—especially Macy—was enough to tip the karmic scales back in my favor.
***
As expected, zip-lining was a blast. All of us (minus Macy) had a fantastic time. Our Jamaican guides were polite, friendly, and unexpectedly hilarious, putting us all at ease from the moment we met them. It was good that Macy had stayed behind though: in addition to the cheek-clenching heights, there was also a part where we had to belay directly down the side of a tree, stepping off the platform into the void and praying that our ropes held during our descent. I had no problems on the rest of the course, but that part was a bit dicey.
The other notable moment came after Rachel careened across the longest section, screaming wildly as she reached the landing platform. Cari and I had gone before her, and Rachel, feeling frisky, had decided to say "That's the second loudest I've screamed today," before winking at me.
Our guide had missed the wink but heard the comment. "Did you go zip lining this morning too?"
"No," Rachel had responded simply, leaving our poor guide scratching his head.
Unlike our guide, Cari had caught both the comment and the wink. She pointedly avoided looking at either Rachel or me, but I saw the blush light up her face. I would have given anything to have read her thoughts in that moment.
By the time our excursion was finished, all five of us were tired but overwhelmingly happy. We returned to the resort in time for dinner and a magic show—after picking up Macy, of course—and then turned in for the night. As I bid Alex and her friends goodnight, I couldn't help but wonder if I'd be seeing Cari again soon. I knew there was a real chance I'd misjudged her interest. Even if I hadn't, she likely wouldn't show the first night.
But, to my surprise, she did.
***
The soft knock came a couple hours later, instantly setting my heart racing. Sure enough, there Cari was, dressed in a T-shirt and boyshorts, looking suddenly unsure of herself.
"Hello, Cari," I beamed, trying to put her at ease. "C'mon in."
"Mr. K, please don't be mad, but I couldn't keep it to myself," Cari said, still hesitating at the entrance.
Uh oh.
"What do you mean?" I asked, trying to keep my voice light.
"I told Jasmine," Cari admitted. "About everything. It was just too much to keep to myself. And then I couldn't decide what to do about the Hall-Pass, so I went to her for help."
"Okay," I acknowledged, sensing a bomb about to drop.
"She was the one who convinced me to come here tonight, so here I am. But she wanted to come too."
On cue, Jasmine stepped from out of view, sliding next to Cari. "Hey, Mr. K," she waved, guilty smile plastered on her face.
Time froze.
Stunned doesn't begin to describe my reaction. I was beyond stunned. I was comatose. No part of me had expected to see Jasmine outside my door—tonight or any night. I could scarcely believe it, even with her in front of me.
There's no way this was happening... right? I had to make sure.
"Wow," I finally managed to squeeze out. "Now, Cari, you do understand why I invited you over, right?"
"Yeah," Cari replied without hesitation.
"And Jasmine knows too, right?"
"Yeah, Mr. K, I know," Jasmine agreed, absentmindedly twirling her curly hair with her finger.
I was still in shock. Cari was a hoped-for longshot, but Cari and Jasmine both? It didn't seem possible. Surely, they misunderstood. If nothing else, I certainly wasn't prepared for two girls, either physically or mentally. But I already felt a growing certainty that if this was happening, I wasn't going to ruin it.
"I'll be honest, girls. I wasn't expecting this at all. I'm not sure I can handle both of you, at least not as much as I'd like."
"Oh, that's fine," Jasmine said. "I actually just wanted to watch, anyway."
Jasmine's casual attitude put me further off-balance. Either she didn't understand what was about to happen, or she was much more adventurous than I'd imagined.
"And you're okay with that, Cari?"
Cari nodded. "Yeah. I was too chicken to do this by myself."
"Well, in that case, come on in, ladies."
It seemed this was happening.
The two teens entered, and I closed the door behind them.
Despite my initial shock, I adapted quickly to this new situation. "Can I get you girls a drink?"
"No thanks," Cari said, right as Jasmine answered, "yes, please!"
The girls exchanged looks and giggled. I reconsidered the value of Jasmine's presence. I still wasn't entirely sure why she came (to watch? really?), but she seemed to be putting Cari at ease. But Cari still needed to be more relaxed before I'd make a move on her.
Like with Rachel last night, I poured up some mimosas, one for each of us, and offered them cheerfully.
"Drink up," I encouraged. "And grab a seat. Make yourselves at home."
Cari laughed nervously, but she sat down on the couch, Jasmine joining in next to her. I grabbed a nearby chair and pulled it near the pair. I took a moment to admire them.
Cari really was a pretty young thing, with blue eyes, dirty blond hair, thin but very feminine frame, and long, toned legs. Rachel may have been the knockout of the group, but Cari was very attractive in her own right. Her nervousness somehow made her seem even hotter too.
In many ways, Jasmine was a mirror to Cari. Like Cari, she looked dressed for a slumber party, with a t-shirt and baggy shorts. But their bodies were similar too: same thin frame, same shapely curves. But where Cari had cream-colored skin, Jasmine's was beautifully bronze, a gift of her mixed heritage. She had a striking gaze too—with hazel eyes that seemed unnaturally sharp against her tanned face. Still, despite Jasmine's objectively good looks, I'd never really considered her as a prospect. Until now.
I was rapidly coming around to the idea of fooling around with them both, even if Jasmine only did come to watch. But we weren't quite there yet. I needed to finish easing them into it.
"This is a new situation for you girls, isn't it?" I said, addressing the obvious. "Going to an older man's room for some late-night fun?"
"Yeah," Cari admitted, turning pink.
"It's exciting though," Jasmine added, exchanging a glance with Cari and giggling. "How's this gonna work, Mr. K? You just gonna come over here and start making out with Cari? Give her some tongue?"
"Jasmine!" Cari admonished, obviously mortified.
I laughed. "Maybe in a bit. But I get the feeling that Cari would rather ease into things slowly. Am I right, Cari?"
Cari nodded, but she kept staring daggers at Jasmine.
"Don't look at me like that!" Jasmine said defensively. "You're the one who couldn't shut up about how hot Mr. K was."
"That's enough, Jasmine," I said, sparing Cari further torment. Still, I was flattered that I'd made such an impression on her. "Cari, just ignore her. And for whatever it's worth, I think you're pretty hot too. Both of you."
I never would have come on so clumsily to women my age, but I had a feeling it was exactly what these girls needed to hear.
Their flattered smiles proved me right.
"Aw, thanks, Mr. K," Cari said, blushing, but sitting a little straighter.
I'd warmed the girls up, but now I needed them to relax.
"I'm sure you girls are a little nervous about all this. Don't be. I promise you'll never be as awkward as me as a teen."
I launched into a rather embarrassing personal story of my younger days. It was the story of how I'd pursued one of my pre-wife crushes as it went horribly wrong, full of misunderstandings and humiliation. As I shared the story, the girls sipped from their drinks, listening intently. As the alcohol and my story worked their magic, their self-consciousness faded away to nothing. Soon, they were openly laughing, reveling in my teenage misfortune.
It was time to seal the deal.
"And that's how I learned that when it comes to romance, sometimes you can't overthink it. When the time is right, you just gotta go for it."
I put my words into action, standing from my chair and moving to Cari on the couch. Before she could hesitate, I bent over and planted a kiss on her lips.
Cari held frozen for a moment, caught off-guard, but as I gently worked my lips on hers, she quickly warmed up again. Soon, she was kissing me back, slow yet eager.
Only then did I break it off. "And that's my lesson for tonight," I said, straightening.
The girls were silent, sensing the new tension in the air.
We were ready.
"Cari, why don't you stand up for me?" I directed softly.
Without a word, Cari did so. Her nervousness was long gone, replaced by an expression on her face I'd never seen before: desire.
"You're a very beautiful young woman, Cari," I said in a low voice. "Let me show you."
I leaned in once more, kissing Cari's soft lips again. Her gentle breath was against my face, her sweet taste on my mouth, and her scented lotion in my nose. Suddenly, I didn't just want Cari. I needed her. All of her.
My kisses intensified.
As our passion increased, I guided her body against mine, pressing her tightly against me. The sound of our lips smacking filled the air, and soon I was running my hands over her body, exploring her curves through her clothes. Cari, uncertainly at first, then with increasing confidence, began doing the same to me, focusing especially on my arms and shoulders.
Our explorations continued mindlessly for several moments, hands running over the other's body at random as we drank each other in. But then, I started a deliberate path, my right hand falling between us, tracing over Cari's stomach, then down to her boyshorts below.
When I reached their hem, I slipped my fingers inside and continued down. Soon, they'd found their prize.
Cari broke off our kiss and stared at me wide-eyed. I curved my fingers slightly, pressing gently against her womanhood. Ever so slowly, I ran my middle finger along her lips, spreading them apart and brushing against her clit in the process.
"Looks like I found a sensitive spot," I teased.
Not waiting for a reply, I repeated my finger stroke again, this time restricting the brush to her clit. Cari's breath caught sharply.
"Definitely a sensitive spot." I said, grin widening.
I repeated my motion a third time, then a fourth, Cari's wetness now freely leaking onto my fingers. I adjusted my position, stepping off-center to Cari's body, allowing my hand free reign on Cari's nether region. I began to rub her clit gently but steadily, and soon Cari was pushing back against my hand, her body aching for even more pleasure.
My hand began to tire, but I kept it up, determined to finish what I'd started. I began to whisper encouragingly into Cari's ear, dirty little phrases that I had no right saying to any eighteen-year-old, much less my daughter's friend. The effect was immediate, though, and soon, I could feel Cari approaching her finish.
Sure enough, she soon gasped, her legs clenching together as she came onto my hand. Watching Cari's expression as she rode out her orgasm was one of the hottest moments of my life. Her eyes closed, brows squished tightly together, mouth falling open in a look of pure pleasure. Pleasure that I had caused.
I withdrew my hand at last, giving her a chance to recover. When Cari opened her eyes again, she stared at me in bewildered satisfaction.
"My turn now," I said.
I stripped off my clothes in a hurry, my newly-freed cock stretching towards Cari, hard as a rock. Even as Cari worked to catch her breath, I pulled her against me, savoring her warm softness. I was kissing her again, my hands on her body, only this time I had another goal.
Cari's shirt went first, then her bra. Finally, I had my fingers hooked on her boyshorts, pulling them down around her legs. Our bare bodies touched at last.
I was about to fuck the second of Alex's friends, with zero shame. The situation was too hot for second-thoughts.
I guided Cari backwards to the couch, easing her gently onto it. It was only then that I remembered Jasmine's presence—she'd kept quiet on the couch the entire time, as focused on us as I was focused on Cari. Her hand was down her shorts—doing more than just watching, it seemed.
I gave Jasmine a slight jerk of my head, indicating she should move to the nearby chair. She did so without a word, clearly not wanting to interrupt what I was about to do. I made a mental note to check on her later.
But for now, I had another priority.
"Lay down for me, Cari," I directed. I still couldn't believe this was happening. Cari, mischievous but innocent Cari, was lying naked on my couch, ready to be taken.
I didn't hesitate. I climbed over Cari and moved between her legs, my hips settling down over hers. With a small adjustment, my cock lowered to her entrance, and then I was inside, pushing my full length into Cari's innermost depths.
The pleasure was immediate and incredible. Her pussy gripped me perfectly, as if my cock was made for her. It throbbed wildly, and I suspected Cari could feel my pulse through it.
"Holy fuck, Cari. Your body is amazing," I gasped.
"Mmmmm," Cari mumbled, unable to say more. Looking into her eyes, though, I saw my words had hit home. I wasn't just some boy her age, buttering her up for sex; I was a grown man she'd already submitted to. My words weren't mere flattery, but the absolute truth, proved by my hardness now resting inside her.
But I did not rest long.
I began to fuck Cari in earnest, watching lustfully as her small body shook with every thrust. I didn't dominate her as roughly as I had Rachel, but there was no question I was the one in control. Cari didn't even bother to wrap her legs around me, instead letting them hang limp, spreadeagled, as I repeatedly worked myself up her center.
Cari's blonde hair splayed around her head like a halo, her skin pale and unblemished. But as angelic as Cari may have looked otherwise, her lustful expression was far from pure. But it was her pussy, thoroughly wet and active, that revealed the true carnal nature of our union. There was no question: Cari was far from innocent.
She had cum once already, but I could feel the pleasure building in her body again. I just wasn't sure if I could last long enough for it to peak a second time.
In a desperate attempt to avoid my mental cliff, I tore my eyes away from the pleasure-racked blond below me, glancing instead towards Jasmine on the chair. She met my gaze evenly, biting her lip seductively as she pointedly rubbed herself under her shorts.
I knew instantly I'd made a terrible mistake. Seeing Cari give herself so utterly to me had been almost more than I could stand. Seeing Jasmine openly getting off to us broke me entirely.
Jasmine had always been a mystery to me, but now I understood her: she was a young woman who knew what she wanted... and wasn't afraid to take it.
My cock may have been buried in Cari, but it was Jasmine's impossibly sexy eyes I stared into as my orgasm slammed home.
"Fuck," I gasped. Then I was gone, emptying my cock into Cari and my soul into Jasmine.
I don't know how long I was lost in space, but when I came back, I was leaned over Cari, now staring into her blue eyes rather than Jasmine's hazel ones.
I kissed her deeply, then laughed in ecstatic disbelief. A week ago, I'd never had a sexual thought about these girls, then somehow, I'd fucked Rachel twice. Now here I was, my cum in a second girl and my soul in a third.
It was too insane to be true, but my now-softening cock inside Cari proved otherwise.
I had no words. I was utterly spent and utterly high at the same time. I wanted to fall asleep and keep fucking all at once.
Cari's words brought me back.
"Mr. K.... you came inside me," she said, in awed disbelief.
"Hot, isn't it?" I agreed, earning a nod from Cari.
I'd finished before Cari had reached her second orgasm, and I considered using my fingers to pick up where my cock had left off, but then I remembered: Jasmine was still untouched.
"Cari, I don't want to do this, but I'm gonna get off you now. Go use my bathroom and get cleaned up. I think it's time Jasmine had some fun too."
Cari nodded obediently, but Jasmine interjected. "You don't have to, Mr. K. I'm fine. Really."
I slid myself from Cari, then faced Jasmine directly. "If you're really fine, I'll drop it. But I think you want in. I know I do."



Jasmine's expression shifted, and I knew I'd seen right through her. "But you've already finished," she pointed out.
"My tongue still works," I replied matter-of-factly.
Jasmine considered. "I mean, if you're really up for it..." she finally relented.
I wasn't about to let this chance go, even as exhausted as I now was. "You have no idea."
I crawled from the couch over to Jasmine. It was extraordinarily unmanly, but I didn't care. Neither did I care about cleaning myself up yet. Cari could have the bathroom for now—I had another woman to please.
Jasmine had stopped playing with herself, but her shorts were still soaked anyway. I reached for them, and Jasmine straightened her legs, allowing me slide them off her body.
Jamine wore no panties—her pussy was fully exposed to me in all its glory. Her sex aroma flooded my nostrils, triggering the deep, primal part of my brain. I'd been exhausted, but now I was reinvigorated, overcome by the need to taste her.
Pausing long enough to pull Jasmine's hips to the edge of the seat, I dove between her legs, my tongue reaching for her slit. I made contact and was instantly in heaven. Jasmine's pussy was wet and warm; her juices saturated my tongue. Jasmine didn't have a true taste, just a general musk, but I savored her all the same. I knew I shouldn't—Jasmine was only eighteen, not to mention friends with my daughter—but the wrongness of eating her out only made it hotter.
Jasmine clearly felt the same, her eyes fixated on me as I began my work. I heard Cari slide off the couch behind me, but I ignored her, my attention fully on Jasmine's perfect pussy. She was incredibly well groomed, with no loose hairs and a landing strip just above her clit. I've always been happy to eat a woman out but exploring Jasmine's pussy was a true privilege.
I met her eyes and grinned, even as my tongue began to tease her clit. "Fuck, Mr. K," she moaned, head falling back.
I kept at it, beginning to suck gently on Jasmine's sensitive organ, my tongue still brushing back and forth over it. In response, Jasmine spread legs even further apart, opening completely to me. Inspired, I moved my hand underneath my head, slipping a finger inside her. It went in easily, Jasmine having already aroused herself plenty.
As I began to finger her, I glanced up—Jasmine was staring back down at me, clearly well back on her way into the stratosphere. Looking her dead in the eyes, I kept up my tongue and finger rhythm, then added two more fingers to her pussy.
Jasmine moaned in satisfaction, her vagina expanding to the new girth. As a final touch, I curved my fingers slightly, their tips brushing near her G-spot. Only then did I begin to thrust them slowly in and out, my fingers pleasuring Jasmine's insides while my mouth pleasured her outside.
Jasmine moaned again. She wasn't as vocal as Rachel, but she didn't hold back like Cari either. If Jasmine was feeling good, I'd know it. Unable to resist, still holding her gaze, I winked at her.
"Fuucccckkkk," Jasmine let out in a long hiss, as if my wink was the cherry on top of her pleasure sundae.
Jasmine's casual profanity was incredibly hot—I needed more. My second wind now fully engaged, I ate Jasmine out freely, looking her in the eyes so she could witness just how much I enjoyed her pussy.
Jasmine didn't last long like that. Soon, she gripped the back of my head with her hands, holding me against her pussy, and I knew her orgasm was imminent.
"Oh shit oh fuck oh shit oh fuck," she began to repeat, her words circling tighter and tighter until they merged into a single sound. A soft wail escaped from between Jasmine's clenched teeth, and she came, her body trembling as her neurons fired in rapid succession.
I rode out the storm, my face still buried in her pussy, completely surrounded by her soft warmth. At last, she fell limp, and I pulled away from her, breathing fresh air again.
"That was hot as hell," I said, catching my breath.
"Holy shit, you can say that again," Jasmine gasped, her own breath still coming heavy.
I stood, feeling thoroughly satisfied. I'd managed to make two teenage girls cum in a single session—not bad at all for a man in his forties, I thought.
Cari had returned to the couch at some point, apparently content to watch passively as I brought Jasmine to orgasm. She'd managed to re-dress in the meantime too, unfortunately shielding her body from my gaze.
"Well, is that how you girls expected tonight to go?" I asked. A stupid question, I knew, but in my exhaustion, I didn't care. I was running on fumes.
"That's the hottest thing I've ever done," Jasmine answered, then added, almost to herself. "I can't believe I got eaten out by Alex's dad."
"Next time we can do more than that," I couldn't resist saying. "I'll give you the full service, just like Cari got."
"So, you're saying we should come back tomorrow night?" Jasmine said, clearly excited by the idea.
"My door is open. For both of you," I confirmed, before turning to Cari. "Cari, you're quiet. You doing okay?"
Cari gave me a weak grin. "Yeah, I'm great, Mr. K. You just wore me out, is all."
"In a good way, I hope."
"Oh yeah," Cari said nodding enthusiastically, but I could tell the poor girl was ready to pass out. The late hour, alcohol, and physical exertion had taken their toll.
"Don't let me keep you. Go get some sleep, and we can talk more in the morning."
The girls put themselves back together, and then they were gone. My suite seemed eerily quiet now that I was alone, but I tried to ignore it. I cleaned myself up, and then I too went to bed.
I was out in an instant.
***
The next morning, I joined the girls at breakfast at our usual time. Despite my best efforts to hide my wild night, I was still half asleep when Rachel confronted me in the buffet.
"So, Mr. K. I'm dying to know, and Cari's playing dumb. You have any fun last night?" she asked, eager for the scoop.
"Yeah," I admitted. "I sure did."
I hadn't talked to Cari and Jasmine about keeping our night a secret, but I knew Rachel would find out sooner or later anyway. Besides, Cari had already blabbed to Jasmine about Rachel—how was this any different?
"How far did you get? First base? Third? All the way?" Rachel probed, obviously excited by the scandalous news.
"We went all the way," I confirmed.
"Good for Cari!" Rachel beamed. "I've tried to get her to loosen up for a while now. She kept her ex waiting for over a year before she slept with him, can you believe it? Actually, that's probably why they're not together anymore."
I cut Rachel off before she went further into Cari's sexual history. "Rachel. It wasn't just Cari who visited last night. Jasmine came too."
"Stop. You're lying to me, Mr. K," Rachel said loudly, her jaw dropping open. "No, she didn't."
"Shhhh," I hushed her, making sure the other girls still weren't watching us. "But yes. She did."
Rachel let out a squeal that drew an annoyed look from a nearby older couple. "Oh my god, Mr. K, I want all the details. Tell me everything. Was it a threesome? Or did you take turns?"
Rachel's eager intensity was over-the-top, but oddly endearing. I gave her a brief summary, feeling my libido spark as I relived the experience.
Rachel listened to me closely, her attention hanging on my every word. We'd soon finished loading our plates with food, though, so I cut her off.
"Here, let's go eat first. Don't want the other girls getting suspicious about how long we're taking. Whenever we have a chance later today, though, and I'll give you the full play-by-play."
"Oh, I'll get us that chance. One way or another," Rachel promised. "I can't wait to hear everything!"
We rejoined the other girls at their table, dropping our discussion for the moment. Alex was in the middle of telling Macy more about our zip-lining excursion, her attention elsewhere, but Cari and Jasmine's eyes flickered to Rachel and me. Rachel nodded at them knowingly, giving them a thumbs up and a very unsubtle grin.
Cari quickly looked away, embarrassed, but Jasmine met Rachel's gaze evenly, giving her own knowing nod back. Why did I suddenly feel like a piece of meat?
But unspoken innuendos soon drifted away, as we settled into the routine of eating and enjoying each other's company.
There were no planned excursions today, so another lazy beach day was on the horizon. After breakfast, the girls and I returned to our rooms, changed and grabbed our things, then secured our now-usual spot on the sand.
Rachel, Cari, and Jasmine were all wearing yet another set of eye-opening bikinis, which somehow were even hotter now that I'd seen what lay beneath them. I still couldn't believe I'd been intimate with all three of them. It would have seemed unrealistic even for porn... yet it had happened.
Despite the trip's overall wildness, the morning continued uneventfully. The girls relaxed with me on our chairs, alternating between laying underneath the oversized beach umbrella and tanning in the sun. I read for a while, but after a resort worker brought us all rounds of tropical drinks, I became restless.
"I'm gonna go for a walk," I announced. "You girls gonna be okay here for a bit?"
"Yeah, Dad," Alex replied. "We'll be fine. We'll only walk off with a stranger if he promises extra hard not to kidnap us first."
"I know you'll find this hard to believe, Little Goblin, but human traffickers tend to not keep promises," I shot back.
"Duh, Dad. We're not stupid." Alex said, rolling her eyes. "We're not going anywhere."
Rachel interjected. "Actually, can I come with you, Mr. K? I want to look for other photo spots on the beach."
I suppressed a grin. I knew Rachel just wanted to hear about my night with Cari and Jasmine. "Yeah, that's fine. Anyone else?" I said, hoping nobody accepted, but knowing that I needed to play it cool.
The other girls shook their heads. Perfect.
"Suit yourselves then. We won't be gone too long," I said, nodding for Rachel to grab her phone and follow me.
The two of us strolled along the beach quietly for a few moments, but as soon as we were out of the other girls' earshot, Rachel immediately began prodding me for details about my night.
"Okay, Mr. K. You have to tell me everything now. I'm dying."
I kept expecting jealousy from Rachel, so I initially described our sex as clinically as possible. But Rachel didn't want clinical. She wanted passion. The dirtier my descriptions became, the more engaged Rachel became. I eventually realized Rachel wasn't just hiding her jealousy—it truly didn't exist.
I didn't fully understand why. Maybe she felt like me sleeping with Cari and Jasmine secured her own place in the friend hierarchy—she had started this whole thing, after all. Or maybe she was such a horny young woman that even second-hand sex was too hot for jealousy. Or maybe something else entirely.
And yet, Rachel wasn't entirely selfless about this new dynamic. After I finished my retelling, Rachel sighed lustfully, clearly turned on. If we weren't out in the open, I sensed Rachel would have been masturbating. But now Rachel had a question:
"So, Mr. K, now that you've been with all three of us, who's been your favorite? It's me, right?"
"I don't have favorites," I replied smoothly. "You're all hot in your own ways."
"That's bullshit. Everyone has favorites," Rachel shot back with a sexy smile. "And I was the one who got with you first. That means it has to be me, right?"
Rachel was wrong—the three girls really were all hot in their own ways—but I knew just how to handle her.
"Well now, even if you were right, I couldn't tell you that. Can't have you girls getting jealous of one another."
"That's not cool, Mr. K.," Rachel pouted. "You can tell me. I won't brag to the other girls. I promise."
I'd had more sex in the past few days than I'd had in a long time, my libido fully satisfied. But Rachel's petulant attitude was reawakening my primal side. I found myself needing to assert myself over her, to demonstrate that such childishness wouldn't be tolerated.
Despite being out in the open, I considered the feasibility of reminding her who the real adult was. I looked around, considering.
We'd walked pretty far down the main beach, and although a few vacationers were visible, there was an overgrowth of brush just ahead that seemed isolated. With growing boldness, I kept walking, leading an unsuspecting Rachel to it.
"Rachel," I said sternly, "I'm not going to tell you that you're my favorite. It's not a competition, and I've already told you that you're sexy as fuck. That should be all you need."
"But..." Rachel began, but I didn't let her finish. We'd passed into the brush at last, and I made my move.
Pulling her suddenly against me, I cut off her words with a kiss. It wasn't forceful, but it was firm. I left my lips on hers for a full second before pulling away. Rachel looked back at me, eyes wide.
"Words are cheap, Rachel. But actions are another story. I won't tell you that you're my favorite. But maybe I can show you." I said softly.
Rachel looked around, her desire tempered by the uncertainty of our exposure. "Mr. K... what if someone sees?"
"Then they'll see a young woman being shown just how good sex can be," I replied.
To highlight my point, I pulled my swimming trunks off my body, my cock springing up instantly into the salty air.
"Oh my god, Mr. K," Rachel said, her eyes flickering to the organ aimed squarely at her. As if in a trance, she stepped closer to me, brushing her fingertips along my shaft. "Somehow it seems even bigger than last time."
"Everything's more intense when there's risk," I shrugged. "Risk of being seen. Risk of being heard. Risk that you'll get caught fucking an older man."
I tossed my swim trunks on the sand behind Rachel. "Set your phone down, take your bottoms off, and go sit on my trunks. Can't have you getting sand in your delicate areas," I directed.
Rachel continued tracing my cock for a few seconds, but then she nodded. Obediently, she pulled her bottoms down, then lowered herself down onto my swimsuit, using it as a makeshift blanket.
I gave a final glance around to ensure we were still unseen, then lowered down in front of Rachel, spreading her legs open to me. Once again, I found myself looking at the pussy of my daughter's teen friend. It was still one of the hottest pussies I'd ever seen, its youth only highlighting its desirability. Rachel's teenager status was no longer a barrier to my lust, it was an enhancer.
Rachel had sucked me off yesterday morning. Now it was time for me to return the favor.
Getting on all fours, I lowered my head down over Rachel's womanhood. Her musk was already strong, mixing with the smells of the surf. I spared a final glance up at Rachel's hungry face, then began.
I sucked at Rachel's pussy as eagerly as I had Jasmine's, savoring her insides like a man dying of thirst. Rachel held herself open to me, letting my tongue violate her as thoroughly as my cock had done twice already. From the expression on Rachel's face, I knew she'd never had oral like this before.
"You feel like my favorite yet?" I couldn't resist quipping, grinning up at Rachel. Rachel didn't respond verbally, but just nodded slightly, utterly transfixed by the view of me servicing her.
I returned my focus to Rachel's pussy, now introducing my fingers inside her for the first time. The effect on Rachel was immediate, who began wriggling her whole body against my face and hands. Sensing that the time for a steady rhythm had arrived, I began thrusting my fingers into her with one hand while I used my other to run over Rachel's soft stomach, feeling her abdominal muscles release and contract as she continued to squirm.
Rachel moaned deeply, and I knew I had her. Keeping my intense pace, I licked and finger-fucked Rachel as she crested into her orgasm. Her body contracted together, and even once I pulled away, little micro-tremors persisted for several seconds.
I waited patiently for Rachel's pleasure to subside. Once it did, Rachel opened her eyes, staring at me with a weak smile. "Wow, Mr. K. You're good at that," she breathed.
"It helps I've got such a hot young lady to motivate me," I shrugged. "But we're not done yet. Get on your knees."
Rachel did so without a word, watching me as I climbed to my own feet. Rachel, anticipating my move, reached out towards my cock that was now at her head-level, but I had something else in mind. Gently, I took her face in my hand.
"As much as I'd love to see you sucking my cock again, Rachel, there's something else I want to see even more. Stay there. Don't move."
Leaving Rachel staring up at me uncertainly, I walked behind Rachel until I was just behind her, facing the ocean just like her. Now it was my turn to kneel, pulling Rachel's body backwards against mine. Her warmth was incredible, as was the feeling of my cock nestling between her plump ass cheeks. I began running my hands over the front of her body, Rachel melting at my touch.
For several seconds I explored her young and fit frame, savoring the smooth skin of her stomach, her soft arms, the prickliness of her pubic hair, and as my final prize, her well-endowed chest. After caressing her breasts through her bikini top briefly, I slipped underneath the fabric and pulled it over her head, freeing her boobs at last. They hung gloriously in the open air, defying gravity's downward pull. I cupped each breast in a hand, marveling at their weight and size. No girl so young deserved tits so perfect, I thought. I spent a final few seconds playing with them, giving Rachel's nipples a playful tweak before releasing them at last.
It was time for my ultimate prize.
I released Rachel from my embrace and placed a hand on her upper back. Slowly, I urged her to drop forwards.
Rachel complied, falling to all fours. My cock, previously pressing against Rachel's ass, now ran along her taint. I could already feel the wetness of her pussy beginning to moisten part of my shaft.
But I wasn't satisfied with just a small kiss from Rachel's womanhood. I pulled back slightly, letting my cock spring horizontal again, my head falling into place right at Rachel's entrance. My tip spread her lips; then, with a small adjustment, I slipped inside.
Rachel was so wet at this point that even though I barely pushed forward, her pussy seemed to suck me in all on its own. Before I realized what was happening, I was pulled fully inside Rachel once more.
"Oh fuck, Rachel!" I gasped, stunned by the sheer pleasure I felt being inside her. Even though I'd fucked Rachel twice already, this new angle provided an entirely new thrill, my cock stretching her pussy walls at an angle they had experienced yet. As if Rachel's pussy wasn't enough, the softness of Rachel's ass cheeks pressing against my pelvis was yet another taste of heaven, one that I knew I had no business experiencing.
Rachel was equally enraptured. "Oh my god, Mr. K. You feel so big." She turned her face back in wonder, almost as if she hoped seeing me might explain the sensation of complete fullness she now felt.
Rachel looking back at me while my cock was buried deep inside her transformed my already-blazing desire into an unstoppable bonfire. Her young, teenaged face glowed in the tropical sun, dirty-blond hair framing her face in an irresistibly feminine way. Rachel might have looked like a model of purity, but her shameless expression of utter lust revealed the lie. Rachel was just eighteen, but her only concerns in that moment were unquestionably adult-oriented.
And I addressed those concerns as only a real adult could.
I fucked Rachel relentlessly, quickly working into a steady rhythm. Rachel lost herself to pleasure in no time, her moans soon filling the air, mixing with my own. I couldn't believe how hot Rachel looked as her body repeatedly smashed into mine, her ass cheeks and boobs bouncing freely with every thrust. Rachel may have started our forbidden trysts that night in my room, but now I owned her, taking complete control of her body. As further proof of my dominance, I pulled her hair into a tight grip, giving her no room to pull away from my repeated powerful thrusts.



Rachel relished her utter submission, gasping out "that's right, fuck me, Daddy K! Make me your slut!"
I'd never known a woman outside of porn to talk like that, but I was in no position to care. Forgetting my aversion to daddy-talk, I joined in, grunting, "You like how I fuck you, Rachel? You're such a bad girl. Wanting to fuck your friends' dads. You act like a good girl, but deep down you really are a slut, aren't you?"
"I'm such a slut," Rachel agreed between gasps. "Punish me."
Even mid-fuck, I knew how cliché this roleplay was, but I kept it going. Still maintaining my rhythm, I slapped Rachel's ass cheek, hard enough to sting. "Like that?"
"Oh fuck yesss," Rachel moaned in pleasure, so I repeated the slap, earning another moan.
"I want you to cum for me like the slut you are," I said, now fully into my role.
"Fuck, Daddy. I'm going to cum for you," Rachel echoed obediently.
"You want to cum on my cock?" I questioned.
"Fuck, yes, Daddy."
"I want to hear you say it," I commanded.
"I want to cum on your cock, Daddy," Rachel said with no reservation whatsoever.
"Then cum."
Seconds later, she did. As with her last orgasm, Rachel squirmed freely as she rode out it out, only this time it was on my cock rather than my face. With a deep moan of my own, I felt my balls release, shooting a fresh wave of sperm deep into Rachel's pussy. I had a burst of thankfulness that Rachel was on birth control—the thought of explaining to the world why this eighteen-year-old was carrying my child was too mortifying to bear. But as quickly as this odd thought came, it was gone again, buried beneath the pleasure I felt from Rachel's amazing pussy.
We took a few seconds to catch our breath, then I pulled out of Rachel at last.
"I don't know how, Rachel, but you get sexier every time I fuck you," I said, getting to my feet and pulling Rachel up after me.
Rachel laughed. "See? I knew I was your favorite."
I didn't respond to Rachel's assertion directly, but I did give her ass one last hearty smack. "C'mon, get your bikini back on. We don't want the other girls to worry about us. Plus, we'll need to find a bathroom soon."
We redressed, doing our best to avoid getting sand on the inside of our suits. I was ready to go within seconds, but Rachel had one last item on her agenda.
"Wait, Mr. K. I told the girls I wanted to find a photo spot out here. You should take a few of me to backup our excuse."
"Rachel..." I warned, afraid that 'a few' would quickly turn into 'several'.
"I'll be quick, Mr. K, I promise!" Rachel pleaded. "Here. I'm already getting into position."
Against my better judgment, I indulged her, snapping several quick photos. Rachel's hair had become a mess during our fuck and her cheeks still carried a reddish 'just-fucked' glow, but her disheveled appearance fit incredibly well with the ocean background. Rachel had the beach-bum look down pat.
Rachel approved of my shots. "Those are great, Mr. K. Let's get one last one of the two of us. I'm gonna want to remember this moment forever."
I sighed but played along, taking a final few shots of the two of us pressed together, smiling up at the camera. For the last photo, Rachel stuck her tongue out, licking my deltoid, looking up at my face with an unquestionably dirty expression.
"Okay, very funny, Rachel. You can keep the rest, but I'm deleting that one."
"No! That one's my favorite! You can't delete it. I promise I won't show it to anyone else," Rachel whined.
I sighed, reminded of my annoyance of teenage immaturity. I debated pressing the issue but decided to drop it. "Fine. But only if you promise."
"I promise," Rachel smiled. "Well, aside from Cari and Jasmine, but they don't count."
Ugh.
***
As we walked back to our spot on the beach, my mind replayed our spontaneous fuck: Rachel and me overlooking the ocean, its waves quietly crashing onto the shore as steadily as I pounded into my forbidden teenage sex queen. And the best part: Rachel's face of pure ecstasy as I fucked her brains out doggy-style. As long as I live, I'll always remember her expression of unholy bliss from that moment.
I wasn't sure exactly how long Rachel and I'd been gone, but none of the girls questioned it directly. Jasmine did give me a wry look and Macy, always perceptive, gave Rachel's now-roughened appearance an extended glance, but that was it.
Rachel and I excused ourselves to the bathroom, where we cleaned ourselves up—separately, of course. I could still smell Rachel's pussy on my cock; I suspected her musk would forever be lodged in my brain too.
The rest of the beach day was incredibly tame compared to my fling with Rachel. We read, we drank, we laughed, and we ate. It was a perfect vacation, even aside from the wild and entirely unexpected fucks I'd been having. I could tell all of us had needed this time away from the real world, more than we'd known.
Rachel continued to flirt with me the rest of the day, but she was careful to resist when either Alex or Macy were around. Still, later that afternoon, I overheard her telling Cari and Jasmine what we'd done on the beach, but her attitude while sharing the story was odd. Rachel didn't brag about sleeping with me, exactly, but described it more as 'here's what I did. You have to try it too'.
At last, I realized Rachel's angle. She didn't want me to herself; she wanted to be the trendsetter that everyone else emulated. It just so happened that fucking me was the trend in question.
Like I said, odd.
But I wasn't going to complain.
That night, on the way to dinner, I found a chance to speak to Cari and Jasmine alone, the other girls several steps ahead laughing amongst themselves. My sex drive had been pushed to its limits during this trip, but I found my thoughts drifting back to these two girls. I'd slept with Cari and given Jasmine oral, yes, but there was so much more I wanted to do. I decided to press for another encounter.
"So, you girls going to take me up on my offer of coming by tonight?" I asked.
The pair exchanged looks and giggled.
"We hadn't fully decided yet," Cari said, with a slight blush.
"No pressure either way," I shrugged. "And you don't both have to come either, for that matter, if one of you isn't feeling it."
"If we came, we'd do it together," Jasmine said. "But are you sure you'd be up for it, Mr. K? Rachel told us about what you two did this morning. Would you have the energy? You are kind of old and all."
Jasmine's words were harsh, but her tone was flirty and playful.
"Only one way to find out," I replied. "But only if it's not too late for you. I know it'll be past your girls' bedtime."
Cari laughed and stuck her finger in Jasmine's face. "Ohhhh, you walked into that one!"
Jasmine rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. "Okay, Mr. K. I see how it is. But jokes on you. We're not gonna tell you if we're coming by or not. You'll just have to wait and find out."
I pretended not to care. "Fine by me. I like surprises anyway."
***
Jasmine had been bluffing, of course. A couple hours after we'd all turned in, the expected knock finally came. I opened the door, ready for the pair, but only Jasmine was outside.
"Just you tonight?" I asked.
Jasmine smiled noncommittally, but didn't respond. I waited uncertainly a few seconds—did she not hear me?—but just as I was on the verge of repeating myself, Cari popped out of the shadows.
"Hey, Mr. K," she giggled. "We wanted to surprise you again."
I just shook my head. "That really wasn't necessary. C'mon in."
I motioned for the two teens to head inside. As they walked through, I couldn't help but take an extended stare at their figures. Jasmine was wearing the same baggy shorts from last night, but she had on a loose tank top that showed off her midriff. Those years of volleyball had paid off—her stomach was toned in all the right ways. Cari was looking equally eye-catching, back in a t-shirt and tight boyshorts that highlighted her athletic ass.
I couldn't believe I was about to fool around with these knockout teens for the second night in a row. I just hoped my body was up for the challenge.
"Guess you girls decided to push through your bedtime after all," I teased, closing the door behind me. "Want a drink?"
This time, both girls accepted my offer without hesitation. I encouraged them to make themselves at home, and they did so—Jasmine taking a seat on the couch and Cari taking the chair across from it. Once they settled, I quickly mixed up three mimosas, handing them off to the girls and saving one for myself. Only then did I join Jasmine on the couch.
"So, what are you girls wanting to do tonight? I had my fun last night. It's your turn now."
"Actually, Mr. K," Cari spoke up, "I'm just gonna watch tonight. I'm still sore from yesterday. I'm not used to someone as big as you."
"She means that her ex had a small dick," Jasmine clarified.
"I got it," I said, shaking my head. "No worries, Cari. What about you, Jasmine?"
"Oh, I'm game for anything, Mr. K," Jasmine smiled seductively, her perfect teeth lighting up her face.
"You'll have to be careful saying stuff like that to men like me," I replied. "One day, we might take you at your word."
"That's why I said it," Jasmine shrugged, without missing a beat.
"Hm, we'll see," I mused. "I assume you don't mind an audience?"
Jasmine glanced at Cari. "Not at all. Cari and I are a team. She may be on the bench tonight, but she's still part of the game."
"Fair enough," I acknowledged, impressed with Jasmine's quick metaphor. "Now, Jasmine, you strike me as the kind of young woman who's not afraid to go after what she wants. Am I right?"
"I know what I like," Jasmine shrugged.
"That's a great attitude to have. And I think it's a very hot look for you. Unfortunately, some people will take that as overbearing, so let me give you a secret. Soften your directness—just a bit—and you'll be surprised how far it might take you.
"Okay, Mr. K.," Jasmine said, but I could tell she didn't really understand my point.
"Take tonight as an example. We both know where this is headed between us. You easily could come over here, pull my dick out, and get to work. And I'd let you. But take that direct approach and soften it. Don't go all-out immediately. Maybe instead, you just come over and sit on my lap. Make yourself comfortable. Still direct, but not as forceful. Anticipation is the biggest turn-on there is, after all."
Jasmine nodded thoughtfully. "So what you're saying is... I need to do this."
Once the sentence had left her mouth, Jasmine scooted over to me and plopped herself down over my hips. She treated me like a seat, facing away from me and leaning back against my chest.
Jasmine was surprisingly warm—I especially enjoyed the feeling of her smooth legs against mine. I applauded myself for choosing to wear shorts that night.
"Yes, exactly," I replied to Jasmine's move. "Now, our cards are on the table already. But this could be a great move to use in less certain situations too."
I continued. "Say there's a cute guy you've got a crush on, but you're not sure if he feels the same way. You find yourself at the same party as him, but 'oh no, there's no good places for you to sit'... Casually ask to sit on him instead and judge how he reacts. Worst-case scenario, apologize and move on. But best-case scenario... you might have the night of your life."
"I get it, Mr. K," Jasmine said. "But I'm not just looking to sit around tonight."
"Me either. But let's enjoy the moment. Drink your mimosa," I directed. "You too, Cari."
All three of us sipped our drinks, the brief silence spicing up the tension in the room. I let it extend for a few seconds before moving to the next phase.
"Now, Jasmine. You've successfully gotten on your crush's lap. There's still other people in the room, so you can't go too wild yet. What do you do next?"
"Probably this," Jasmine said, beginning to shift her weight back and forth on my lap.
"Not bad," I agreed, trying not to enjoy Jasmine's ass shifting over my cock too much. "But there's a problem. Cari, what would you assume if you saw Jasmine doing this on a boy's lap?"
"That she's dry humping him," Cari said immediately.
"Exactly," I confirmed. "Which may be great in the right circumstances. But here, there's other people around. And you still don't know how your crush feels about the arrangement. Sure, he's obviously okay with you being in his lap, but maybe he's not ready for more. So, Jasmine, how do you push in that direction without overstepping?"
Jasmine stopped moving, considering my question. "I dunno, Mr. K. How?"
"You're on the right track. Just keep it subtle. Movement is good but keep it less obvious. Tie it in with other movements you would make naturally. Your friends won't be as uncomfortable, and it will keep your crush off-balance. He won't be able to decide if you're teasing him on purpose or if it's all perfectly innocent. And that will turn him on even more."
"Okay," Jasmine said, processing my advice. "So, something more like this then?"
Jasmine downed the rest of her mimosa and motioned for Cari to come grab the empty glass. Cari dutifully walked over, and Jasmine leaned forward to make the handoff. As Jasmine did so, her ass scooted back, putting a pleasant pressure against my now-stiffening manhood. And then, once Cari had taken the glass, Jasmine straightened, dragging her ass along my lap again.
She twisted her head to look back at me. "How was that?"
"Very good," I said, definitely turned-on now. I quickly downed the rest of my mimosa and set it off to the side. "If you kept this up another fifteen minutes, your crush would be eating out of your hand. But how do you seal the deal? Let's say everyone else in the room leaves. You no longer have to worry about their eyes, but you're still not sure where your crush's head is at."
"I know what I would do, but you're probably gonna tell me it's too direct." Jasmine said.
"Maybe" I laughed. "But there's levels of directness. You could go straight to reaching for my pants, sure, but try this instead. Turn around for me."
Jasmine did without question, climbing off my lap, facing me, then retaking her position over my hips. Despite the fact that we were still dressed, the compromising nature of this new position was immediately obvious.
"Good," I said, staring up at Jasmine. "Now, how do you feel?"
"Like I'm ready to get out of these clothes," Jasmine said.
"I'm about there too. But here's how to make that last step. You've teased your poor crush for a while, and now he can't take it anymore. You're at the point of no return. Do you stop? Or keep going? This tension is a good thing, though. Use it. Don't go straight to full speed; continue to go slow until you can't take it anymore. Only then should you let loose. I promise it'll be some of the hottest sex you've had."
"Hmmm," Jasmine murmured, clearly no longer interested in words. She wanted action.
"Here. Like this," I said, reaching a hand behind Jasmine's head and pulling her into a kiss.
The rest of the world fell away as Jasmine filled my senses.
Her lips were soft and tasted like oranges; the sweet smell of her shampoo teased my nostrils; her curly hair tickled my face. I had already tasted Jasmine's pussy, but now I needed all of her; this eighteen-year-old friend of my daughter was now the ultimate forbidden fruit.
We continued to kiss for several seconds, truly savoring one another for the first time. Soon, our tongues began to intertwine, dancing in each other's mouths. Jasmine, unable to restrain herself anymore, began to grind herself against me: her hips rocking over my lap. Taking that as my cue, I moved my hands back over her ass, gripping her cheeks appreciatively and assisting her movement.
Jasmine broke off our kiss first, and the look of utter desire and hunger I saw as she looked down at me was one of the sexiest expressions I'd ever seen. I let out an involuntary moan, which brought Jasmine back down to me, kissing wildly once more.
I'd had enough. These clothes had to go.
I moved my hands up from Jasmine's ass to her shoulders, pushing her away from me. "Stand up," I said, my voice thick with lust.
Jasmine did so instantly, driven by her own desperate need. We shed our clothes at lightning speed, and I had just enough time to admire Jasmine's slim but sexy body before I was back on the couch, this time lying down.
Jasmine didn't even wait for direction before climbing on top of me, straddling my hips. My now-erect cock became trapped between our bodies; my stiff rod pressing against Jasmine's pelvis. Instinctively, I bent my knees, pulling my feet in towards my ass and causing Jasmine to fall forward over me. Jasmine's body was incredibly soft and warm; I wrapped my arms around her torso, pulling her tightly against me and merging her heat with my own.
Jasmine took my head in her hands, kissing me hungrily, even as I began to push my hips off the couch. I wasn't inside Jasmine yet, but the motion caused my cock to slide forwards underneath Jasmine's pussy, stimulating us both. Even trapped between our bodies, I could still feel Jasmine's wetness beginning to coat my shaft.
Jasmine began moving her own hips over me, and soon my cock was sliding steadily back and forth between our bodies, moving from just above Jasmine's pussy at its lowest point to past her belly button at its apex. The sensation was incredible, yet the more I slid underneath Jasmine, the more aware I became of how close I was to my real prize. With just a few adjustments...
Without interrupting my rhythm, I began to slightly angle my hips a bit more with every thrust, bringing my cock down lower and lower along Jasmine's pelvis each time. Then, the pivotal thrust arrived: I'd angled just enough that my cock slid out from between our bodies entirely; when my hips went down again, my cock didn't press back between our bodies, but instead flipped further up, nestling against Jasmine's wet opening. Momentum them forced my head inside, but that was as far as I got.
"Oh fuck, you're big!" Jasmine gasped, eyes wide as she broke off her kisses.
Gravity urged Jasmine downwards further onto my shaft, but her pussy still needed a moment to adapt to my size. I could feel her vaginal walls swell around me until finally Jasmine slowly settled onto my full length.
The pleasure I felt was immense. Jasmine's pussy was perfectly warm and wet; cradling my cock firmly in its embrace. A part of me marveled that she'd managed to take the whole thing into her slim frame; I knew my cock had to be touching parts of her that had never been touched before.
"Fuck, Jasmine. Your pussy is amazing," I managed to grunt.
"Fuck!" was all Jasmine could say in response, her eyes now closed tightly as she soaked in the sensation of me filling her deepest recesses.
Giving Jasmine the time to adjust she needed, I began moving my hands along Jasmine's back, caressing her skin from her shoulders down to her ass. I couldn't believe how perfectly smooth she felt; at one point, her youth would have kept her off my radar entirely, but now I thought Jasmine was one of the sexiest women I'd ever slept with.
And we were just starting.
Satisfied that Jasmine had adjusted as best as she could, I began to move inside her: slow and gentle, yet also steady. Jasmine made a satisfied noise, somewhere between a heavy breath and a soft moan.
"You like that?" I teased.
"Fuck, Mr. K," Jasmine replied, her eyebrows pressing in tightly over her still-closed eyes.
Having gotten my answer, I continued my thrusts; the sound of Jasmine's pussy repeatedly squishing onto my cock filled the air.
Despite the incredible pleasure I felt, I didn't feel anywhere close to cumming. I'd drained myself thoroughly over the past few days, and it would take extra work to push more from my body. For now, though, that was a good thing—there's no way I would have lasted long with Jasmine otherwise.



I continued to slide into Jasmine for another minute or two before Jasmine finally seemed to regain control of herself. She opened her eyes, staring down at me with unrestricted pleasure. Her beautifully hazel eyes once again pierced my soul, and I felt myself merging with her on an almost supernatural level.
"I want to ride you," Jasmine whispered, almost too quietly for me to hear.
"What?" I said, still thrusting gently but steadily into her body.
"I want to ride you," Jasmine repeated, louder this time. Then, for emphasis, she sat upright, forcing me to halt my thrusts.
"Don't let me stop you," I said, surprised at Jasmine's assertiveness, but also turned on by it.
Jasmine took a moment to adjust and get her bearings. Once she'd settled, though, she picked up immediately where I'd left off, smoothly sliding herself up and down my shaft. A slight smile played across Jasmine's face as she used my cock to hit her in all the right places. I watched in awe as my cock repeatedly disappeared inside her only to reappear the next instant, like the world's most erotic magic trick.
I managed to tear my gaze away from Jasmine's pussy long enough to appreciate the rest of her body. Her bronze, toned stomach caught my eye first; her abs working overtime to keep her centered over me. But soon, Jasmine's tits had stolen my attention, bouncing freely on her frame. They were modestly sized, but very attractively shaped, with large areola and now-stiff nipples. I yearned to suck on them, but for the moment, they were out of reach. Instead, I turned my attention to Jasmine's hips and supple thighs—she wasn't quite as voluptuous as Rachel, but there was no doubt Jasmine was well built for childbearing.
It was these childbearing-hips that my hands went to, running my hands along Jasmine's curves even as she continued to bounce on my cock.
"Oh my god," Jasmine gasped, falling deeper into ecstasy.
Despite Jasmine's eagerness and athleticism, I could tell her body wasn't prepared to handle this extended exertion. Sure enough, a few moments later, when Jasmine lid back down my shaft, she didn't rise again.
Yet she wasn't done. Instead of moving up and down along my shaft, Jasmine began moving her hips back and forth over me, stimulating her clit as well as her vagina. It wasn't quite as pleasureful for me, but seeing how wild it drove Jasmine more than made up for it. There was no denying it—I was no longer fucking Jasmine; she was fucking me. Not that I minded in the least.
Movement to my right caught my eye; I looked over and saw Cari watching us intently. Her boyshorts were down around her thighs now; her hand steadily rubbing between her legs. Cari may have been too sore to participate, but she certainly wasn't too sore to enjoy our performance. I briefly made eye contact with her, but I couldn't maintain it, quickly distracted by Jasmine's increasingly vigorous cowgirl.
Jasmine rode me like a woman possessed, her hips sliding back and forth over me with the steady ferocity of a piston. It was a small wonder my cock didn't snap off inside her, but Jasmine was too far gone to be concerned about safety. Exclamations of pleasure poured from her mouth—oh god, oh god, oh fuck, oh god—and I knew nothing would stop her from reaching completion. Her entire body was working to drive herself over me, and when her orgasm finally hit, it was equally encompassing.
"Fuckkkkkk!" Jasmine squealed, trying to keep herself quiet but only partially succeeding. She stopped moving over me suddenly; her body quivering in a potent mix of exhaustion and ecstasy as pleasure flooded her veins. If my body hadn't been so depleted, I would have been cumming too, driven over the edge by seeing this eighteen-year-old writhe on top of my body.
Jasmine fell forward over me as her orgasm continued wracking her body; I moved my arms around her, clutching her tightly to me and riding it out with her.
With a final breathless gasp, Jasmine finally returned to earth, her eyes fluttering open and staring into mine.
We looked at each other wordlessly for a moment, understanding beyond words passing between us.
"I can't believe how sexy your eyes are," I said at last, breaking the spell.
Jasmine smiled. "Thanks, Mr. K," she said, before leaning down and planting a final kiss on my lips. As she pulled away, she bit my bottom lip gently, giving me one last look of lust.
"You're gonna be trouble for a lot of men over the next few years," I predicted, settling upwards onto my elbows.
Jasmine laughed. "I don't know about that," she said, as she lifted herself off fully me. My cock slid from Jasmine's pussy, thoroughly lubricated by her wetness, yet still just as stiff as when it had entered her.
Jasmine moved onto the floor before she noticed my erection still towering from my body. A look of surprise passed over her face.
"Did you not cum?" she asked in disbelief.
"I didn't, but trust me, you were nothing less than exceptional. I've just had more sex this week than I've had in a long time, and my body's a bit too overloaded to finish the job."
"Oh," Jasmine said. Despite my reassurance, she seemed to take my unfinished state as a reflection of her work. Nothing was further from the truth, of course.
Before I could reassure her further, though, Jasmine continued. "Well, you kept going last night on me even after you finished. I think it's only fair if I do the same now."
I admired Jasmine's dedication, but it wouldn't be fair to make her keep going if I wasn't confident that my body would cooperate. "It's fine, Jasmine, I promise. Trust me, you're sexy as hell and I've enjoyed myself plenty. It's not your fault my body is too overworked to finish properly."
"C'mon, Mr. K. I'm not asking because I feel like I have to. I'm asking because I want to. Besides, how is it any different than when you ate me out last night?" Jasmine put her hand stubbornly on her hip.
The absurdity of the situation sunk into my brain. Here was a hot young woman—one who'd just ridden me like a maniac—offering to suck me to completion. And rather than eagerly accept, I was arguing with her. What the fuck was wrong with me?
"Well, when you put it that way, you have a point," I admitted. "And I'd love to see you work. Just promise me if you get too tired, you won't feel forced to keep going."
"I promise," Jasmine agreed. "But I'll be fine. Compared to what we just did, this will be a breeze."
Still on unsteady legs, Jasmine kneeled down in front of me, bringing her face down to my cock level. My shaft seemed to strain towards her in anticipation.
"Wow, it looks even bigger up close like this," Jasmine said, assessing my cock with a scientific-like curiosity. "I can't believe this was inside me."
"Yeah, now you see why I'm sore," Cari chimed in from the couch, clearly herself now in a post-orgasm daze.
"Yeah, I do," Jasmine agreed, as she reached up towards me.
Taking me in her grasp, Jasmine directed the head of my cock down towards her lips. Staring into my eyes, she planted a slow kiss on my tip. Then a second one. Then a third. Each time, she pursed her lips open just a bit more, until by the fourth time, her lips had completely surrounded the tip of my cock. The velvety softness of Jasmine's mouth felt almost as good as her pussy—and it came with the added bonus of giving me the perfect view of her pretty face. Again, I was struck by the exoticness of Jasmine's eye/skin pairing. I wondered—was it still fetishizing if Jasmine's unique appearance was only part of the reason I found her so alluring?
But such abstract thoughts quickly faded as the teen began her work. After kissing me a few more times, Jasmine stuck her tongue out and swirled it around my head. She smiled as she did so, sensing—quite rightly—that she had me right where she wanted me.
As Jasmine skillfully teased my tip, she began to move her hands, sliding them slowly back-and-forth along my shaft. Her pace was smooth and steady, as if she was gently persuading my cock to release the cum it'd so far stubbornly refused to give up. I still wasn't sure if she'd be successful—my body still teetered on the verge of overstimulated exhaustion—but she was doing a fantastic job so far.
And then Jasmine went further. After tickling me with her tongue a final few seconds, she then moved back to my tip, extending her tongue to its fullest extent, as if she were catching snowflakes. She had something much less innocent in mind to catch though, and she used her hands to smack my cock against her tongue: slap, slap, slap. It wasn't especially pleasurable, exactly, but she certainly had my attention.
Once Jasmine was satisfied that I was sufficiently fixated on her, she went to work. She took my head entirely into her mouth, slowly bobbing up and down on me while her hands restarted their smooth strokes on my shaft. Her coordination was impeccable, hands and mouth working together in perfect unison to stimulate every inch of my cock. As if that wasn't hot enough, she maintained strong eye contact with me, her hazel eyes staring hungrily into my own. She clearly enjoyed going down on me just as much as I'd enjoyed going down on her.
The pleasure I felt staring down at my daughter's friend servicing me so freely was beyond description.
"Holy fuck, Jasmine! How are you so good at that?" I gasped.
Jasmine stopped bobbing on me long enough to respond.
"Practice. Also, Rachel passed on your tips about giving head," she grinned mischievously.
I realized then I'd created a monster. Nobody as young as Jasmine had any right to suck cock as well as she did. Any future men in Jasmine's life would be putty in her hands—at least once she'd gotten their cocks into her mouth.
But for now, the benefits were all mine.
Once Jasmine had answered my question, she quickly returned to gobbling my cock, determined to finish what she'd started. Her rhythm was perfect, and I felt my mental cliff drift closer and closer... yet still just out of reach.
Under normal circumstances, I would have cum twice-over now, but in my current condition, even Jasmine's phenomenal head wasn't quite enough to send me over. I was frustratingly close, but my sexed-out body still refused to cooperate. And despite Jasmine's commitment, I could tell she was losing steam. I prepared to accept the inevitable.
But Jasmine had one last surprise. She released my cock from her mouth and looked over towards Cari. "Hey, girl. I need a break. Let me tag you in."
Cari was caught equally off-guard. "But you're better at that than me. Besides, I don't want your pussy juice in my mouth."
Now that was a sentence I never expected to hear from Cari.
"Don't be a baby," Jasmine admonished. "Besides, if there was any 'pussy juice' left, I sucked it off a long time ago. And you don't want to leave Mr. K hanging like this, do you? We're a team, remember?"
I started to interject—to tell Cari that I was fine; that she didn't need to worry about me—but Cari moved first.
With a dramatic shake of her head, Cari climbed from the couch onto the floor, walking over to us. Taking her spot next to Jasmine, Cari kneeled down, bringing her face down to my waist-level. Once she was settled, Jasmine pushed my cock towards her. Cari, without hesitation, accepted my cock into her hand.
She shot a glance towards Jasmine. "Because we're a team. And because it's Mr. K."
The next moment, Cari had taken my cock into her mouth.
And just like that, I gained a second wind.
Cari didn't suck me quite as enthusiastically as Jasmine did, but she didn't need to. Her sweet face had no business being wrapped around a cock, especially not with the eager expression she now wore. I don't know how much she exaggerated her enjoyment for my sake, but Cari acted like she was sampling the best ice cream cone of her life—rather than her friend's dad's dick.
At first, Cari kept her mouth on the head of my cock, using her tongue to caress my tip while her hands slowly pumped my base. Her coordination was unexpectedly good—like Jasmine, she must have also taken Rachel's lessons to heart. But the real surprise came when Cari released me from her grip and slowly began working her mouth down my shaft.
Inch by inch, my cock disappeared deeper down Cari's throat until she'd almost taken me completely inside her. I could feel her gag reflex begin to kick in, but she maintained her position just long enough to glance up towards me. When her blue eyes met mine, I almost passed out from the pleasure. Only then did she pull back with a gasp.
"Oh my god, Cari. That was so fucking hot," I groaned.
Even though she'd just finished choking on my length, Cari still managed a pleased smile. Then she turned to her friend. "Here, Jasmine. Your turn."
Jasmine took my now-thoroughly-moistened cock, quickly rewrapping her lips over its tip. She didn't waste time, sliding her mouth halfway down my shaft before bobbing up again, her tongue teasing my undershaft the whole way. She repeated this a few times, until inspired by Cari, Jasmine also deep-throated me, taking me entirely into her mouth. And then, as if trying to outdo her partner, she kept herself in place for a few additional seconds, even as her throat spasmed around my cock. As I looked down at Jasmine, drool leaking from her mouth, I saw discomfort, but also lust and determination. Then, unable to take any more, Jasmine released me, leaning back with a deep gasp.
"Holy shit, I can't believe I pulled that off," she said, catching her breath.
Against all expectations, this had become the hottest blowjob of my life. Yet I didn't want the girls to puke themselves in a cock-sucking arms race.
"I can't either," I said, fully impressed. "But no more deep-throating. Stick to what you can handle."
The girls complied, returning to less extreme, but more intimate, sucking. Soon, their tag-team on my cock did what neither girl was able to do alone—I felt myself on the verge of cumming at last. There was just one question: was who was going to be the one to finish me off?
I had my answer shortly. Jasmine gave me a few final slurps, then passed me back to Cari. Cari didn't miss a beat, picking up immediately where her friend had left off. As I stared down at Cari's pretty young face, sucking me eagerly, my barrier finally gave way.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, just as my balls released.
Cari, sensing what was coming, quickly pulled off my cock, angling it away from her—and towards Jasmine. A second later, semen was shooting from my tip, catching the unexpecting Jasmine square in the face. She jerked involuntarily, but still caught my next few pulses of cum, leaving her splattered from her forehead down to her mouth.
For a moment, there was silence, all of us frozen in position. Then Cari giggled.
"Whoops," she said, as off-handedly as if she'd just spilled some water on her friend.
Jasmine still kneeled in open-mouthed shock, my cum all over her. In that moment, Jasmine looked hotter than ever: the whiteness of my sperm contrasted erotically with her brown skin and highlighted her sharply-colored eyes even further.
She let out a stunned half-gasp. "I can't believe you just did that, Cari. I'm a mess!"
Still in disbelief, Jasmine reached upwards to wipe herself off, scooping a glob of cum off her cheek. She stared at it for a second, wonderingly, then suddenly moved her hand towards Cari, intending to smear it on her.
"No!" Cari squealed, attempting to stand, but it was too late. Jasmine reached Cari's hip and rubbed the warm glob off onto her.
"Gross," Cari said, but she was laughing.
"Hey now girls," I said. "Let's not make a bigger mess. And Cari, you're lucky Jasmine didn't get more on you. You kind of deserved that."
"Yeah, Cari," Jasmine said, standing up carefully, trying not shake any cum loose. She was mostly successful, but a glob that had been resting above her upper lip slid free, down over her mouth.
Instinctively, Jasmine used her tongue to lick it away. Her tone became analytical. "Huh. It's sweeter than I expected."
"Really? Now I have to try it," Cari said, reaching for the glob smeared on her hip and bringing it to her mouth. "Wow. You're right."
This entire exchange was surreal, but I reminded myself that while I'd just finished cumming, Cari and Jasmine had orgasmed minutes ago—they'd already returned to their normal teenaged dynamics. It just so happened that in this case, their shared dynamic was bonding over my cum.
God, teenagers were weird.
"Okay girls, that's enough. Go get cleaned up," I said. "Jasmine, you first. Lord knows you need it more."
"Sure thing, Mr. K.!" Jasmine smiled at me brightly, my cum decorating her face like tinsel.
As Jasmine headed to the bathroom, I began to help Cari gather our discarded clothes.
"Cari, you sure you don't want any extra attention? I don't want you feeling left out," I offered.
"Nah, I'm okay, Mr. K. I knew coming over I'd be too sore for much more than watching. Besides, I took care of myself when you and Jasmine were together," Cari explained.
"Oh, I saw. Just wanted to make sure you didn't me to go down on you. Return the favor," I said.
"Nah, I'm okay. Giving you a blowjob was enough. I didn't realize sucking dick could be so fun," Cari said casually, as if she were describing a trip to the movies. "Especially since I was the one to make you cum. I'm never gonna let Jasmine hear the end of it. She always talks about how she gives the best blowjobs. Guess there's a new queen in town."
It took me a moment to formulate a response. I couldn't believe this was the same Cari who'd been too embarrassed to admit she'd seen Rachel and me fucking. She'd grown comfortable around me quickly, it seemed.
"Now, don't give Jasmine too hard of a time," I replied, picking up my underwear and pulling it back on. "You both were phenomenal. But I'm gonna need you to promise me one thing."
"What, Mr. K?" Cari said, turning her full attention towards me.
"No passing on blowjob tips to Alex. I'm a bad enough Dad sharing them with her friends," I said.
"Don't worry, Mr. K. I won't say a thing. Although I can't make promises for Jasmine or Rachel," Cari shrugged.
We finished redressing just as Jasmine came back out of the bathroom. She'd wiped her face clean, but she still looked just as sexy as she had immediately post-facial.
"I think I got it all," Jasmine announced. "Pass me my clothes, Cari?"
Cari did so. As Jasmine started to redress, she turned to me. "Mr. K, tonight's been super hot, but can I make a request?"
"Yeah, what is it, Jasmine?"
"Next time you cum on me, can you avoid my face?"
I couldn't help myself. I burst out laughing.
***
The pair left shortly after, leaving me alone in my own suite. As I finished preparing for bed, my exertions from the previous days caught up to me fully.
I hadn't had so much sex in decades, and even then, not with three different women. It was hot as hell, but also exhausting. I wasn't a young man anymore, and I needed time to recover.
That next morning, I passed on to my three teenage flings that I was declaring a time-out: a full 24-hour, sex-free reset. It wasn't what I wanted, I explained, but it was what I needed.
Cari and Jasmine took my announcement in stride, but Rachel pouted a bit before agreeing. I reassured them it was for their benefit as much as mine, and we'd pick up again on Friday. Besides, it's not like we didn't have plenty of other parts of the vacation to enjoy.
As much as I'd loved sleeping with the three teens, the break proved to be just what my body needed. We spent another lazy day on the beach, enjoying the surf, sipping alcohol, and stuffing ourselves with resort-food. By the time we finished with dinner, I felt like a new man. I wasn't completely recovered yet, but by the time the sex-break was done, I felt confident I'd be able to take on all three girls again. I just needed a solid night's rest.



But fate had other plans.
For the fourth night in a row, there was a knock on my door.
My first reaction was to be annoyed: hadn't I made it clear there was to be no sex today? But one of the girls was here anyway, blatantly ignoring my request. I should have been flattered that they couldn't even go 24 hours without sleeping with me, but I'd made my request for a reason.
I debated not moving from the bed at all but decided I should at least see who it was. Unfortunately, the door had no peephole, so I quietly cracked it instead.
I'd prepared to launch into a lecture on boundaries, but the words died in my mouth. It wasn't one of the expected trio out there.
"Macy?" I asked, thrown completely off-guard.
"Hey, Mr. K," she said, waving politely. "I know it's late, but can I come in?"
At a total loss, I'd just nodded and moved out of the way, closing the door behind her.
Macy walked to the middle of the room and looked around, as if it were the first time she'd seen it. She seemed unsure of herself.
"Everything okay, Macy?" I asked.
"Yeah, I'm fine," Macy said. "Can I sit down?"
I nodded and she plopped into a chair. She hesitated, seeming on the verge of saying something, but nothing quite made it out.
"Do you need something?" I prompted, still uncertain of why Macy was here.
Macy seemed to find her bearings, speaking at last, but what she said was the last thing I expected.
"I know you slept with Cari, Jasmine, and Rachel."
Her words took a moment to settle in my brain, but when they did, they sent a nervous shiver up my spine.
Oh shit.
"Wow. That's quite the claim. What makes you say that?" I said, trying to play dumb.
"I heard you with Rachel. On Monday night, I mean. I went to the bathroom and heard you two going at it through the walls. It took me a moment to realize it was Rachel, and not some other woman you'd met, but there was no mistaking her voice," Macy explained matter-of-factly. "Even hearing it myself, it was hard for me to believe, but then there were other clues. Jasmine and Cari giggling around you. You sneaking off with Rachel on the beach. And then, this morning I overheard the three of them talking about having sex with you. They were very... detailed."
As Macy talked, my mind raced. I debated denying everything outright, offering another explanation for everything Macy had heard. But I knew it would be useless. Denial might have worked on the other girls, but Macy was clever. She would have seen right through it.
So, I opted for damage control instead.
"Well, okay then." I sighed, then continued. "I won't lie to you, Macy. You're not wrong. I have slept with them. But you need to know how it happened, because it can be a bad look when a man my age sleeps with girls your age."
I gave a brief explanation of the past few days, wrapping up by saying, "I appreciate you coming to me about this. And I'm sure you can appreciate how important it is to keep this quiet around Alex. Not for my sake, but for hers."
"Oh, I know, Mr. K," Macy said, as if she'd considered this long ago. "And thanks for being honest with me."
"You're welcome," I said, feeling relieved that Macy understood my desire for secrecy. "We should probably get you back to your room before you're missed though."
"I won't be," Macy explained. "Alex and Rachel think I'm sleeping over with Cari and Jasmine."
"Why didn't you just tell them you were popping by to see me?" I asked, feeling I'd clearly missed something.
"I wasn't sure how long I'd be," Macy replied.
"We're done now, though, right? Or was there more?"
"There's more," Macy agreed. "I didn't come here tonight just to talk about what you did with the other girls. I came because I wanted to be part of it."
I should have seen this coming. I should have known the moment I saw Macy outside my door. But the thought that Macy, sweet little Macy, would have any interest whatsoever in what I'd been doing with the other girls seemed impossible. It was completely out of character for her. Hell, I'd never heard her talk about boys at all.
And so I asked: "Why?"
Macy sighed, her carefully controlled demeanor falling away at last. Suddenly she seemed both fragile and desperate, both strange looks for her.
When she replied, it was with the tone of a woman who was done pretending.
"I'm tired of feeling like an outsider, Mr. K. I'm so tired of it. Especially in my own friend group, which is the one place nobody should feel like one. I want to be part of this because I want the same connection they've had. I don't want to be left out anymore."
"Macy, we aren't leaving you out," I encouraged. "I certainly had no idea you'd even want something like this."
"Of course I want you, Mr. K. You're like the perfect man," Macy said matter-of-factly. "Not just because you're hot, which is all Rachel cares about. But you're a good person too. Smart. Funny. A great dad. You're basically my dream guy."
Macy may have been mature for her age, but this reeked of pure teenage desperation. I was flattered, but uncomfortable as hell, hearing Macy confess her intense crush for me. She'd hidden it well, but looking back I realized the signs were there. But what the hell was I supposed to say to that?
I decided to redirect the conversation, ignoring Macy's confession entirely.
"Macy," I sighed. "You really don't know what you're asking for. You've got the most potential of any of us, myself included. If you feel set apart at times, it's not because you're an outsider, it's because you're meant for more. You shouldn't want to sleep with me just to feel included. There are much better ways to do that. Ways that you won't have to risk regretting later. You should save sex for someone you really care about. Not your friend's old dad who you won't even remember in five years."
I expected that to be the end of it, but Macy didn't relent.
"With respect, Mr. K," Macy replied, "I don't think you get to tell me what I want. If you don't want to have sex with me, that's fine. But don't pretend you're doing it because it's what's best for me. I should get to decide that for myself."
"But Macy, you're still young," I explained. "You don't have enough experience to understand what's best for you yet."
"Then let me get experience." Macy stared at me firmly, a resolve in her eyes I'd never seen before. "I want this. Do you?"
Despite myself, I considered.
A week ago, I would have refused Macy in a heartbeat, shocked that she'd even expressed such a desire. But after everything I'd done with Rachel, Cari, and Jasmine, concerns of propriety were long gone. The question remained: did I want it?
Macy was the least physically arousing of the bunch, but she wasn't ugly. She was plain, yes, but in a cute and wholesome sort of way. Straight brown hair, big brown eyes, nice smile, pale and freckled skin. She wasn't a tomboy, but her curves were subtle—smooth and graceful rather than in-your-face sexy.
And yet I realized I did want Macy. I was curious what sex with such a gifted young woman would be like. Her innocent sincerity was oddly alluring too. And lastly, as stupid as it sounds, I realized that once I slept with Macy, I would have completed the full circuit of Alex's friends. A dubious achievement, to be sure, but an achievement nonetheless.
And so, I made my decision.
"If you really want this, Macy," I said firmly, "then so do I."
Relief flooded Macy's face. Relief that I wasn't going to deny her; relief that she hadn't poured her soul out for nothing. She nodded confidently, "I do."
"Okay," I agreed. "Then tell me: how do you want it? You want me to take control? Be rough? Or something softer? Ease you into it? Maybe let you lead?"
With the other girls, I'd been able to identify what kind of sex they wanted. But I was unsure about Macy. The fact that she'd asked to have sex with me at all was surprising enough—I couldn't begin to guess what she was into. I still didn't understand why sleeping with me was so important to her, but in any case, I wanted to give her a good experience. I wasn't too proud to ask her what she liked.
Macy's confidence wavered again. "Um, I'm not really sure. I've never been in this type of situation before. But I think you should lead. I wouldn't know what to do."
I laughed gently. "Well, the mechanics are simple enough. But I hear you. I'll lead. Why don't we start slow? Some kissing and then we'll go from there?"
"Okay," Macy nodded, her brown eyes meeting mine. I saw uncertainty in them, but also trust. Trust that I was going to take care of her. A wave of almost-paternal affection washed over me: I knew then that our sex wasn't going to be a mindless fuck. Macy deserved to experience true lovemaking.
I approached Macy slowly, meeting her expectant gaze. Tenderly, I raised my hand to the side of her face, stroking her cheek gently before running my fingers back through her long hair.
"You've got really pretty eyes," I said, sensing her need for a confidence boost.
"Thanks," she blushed, looking away.
"You're welcome. Your hair is really pretty too. You're gonna make quite the catch for some college boy in a year or two."
Macy blushed harder. I knew I'd embarrassed her, but I meant every word.
"Is it okay if I kiss you now?" I said, still treading carefully. I didn't want to rush Macy faster than what she was ready for.
Macy looked back up at me and nodded. Just a slight movement, but unquestionably clear.
With Macy's permission secured, I leaned in slowly, letting my lips brush against hers. I heard Macy's breath catch, and then I planted a single kiss against her delicate mouth. I felt her body freeze: the realization that her hoped-for moment was actually here.
I pulled away slightly, looking back into Macy's eyes. "You still want this?"
Macy nodded once more—it would be the last confirmation I'd need.
I pressed my lips back against Macy, this time pursing them gently against Macy's own. My kisses were tender and affectionate, little affirmations of desire for an under-appreciated young woman. Macy remained still as a statue at first, clearly uncertain of what to do next, but the more I kissed, the more I felt her loosen up. Eventually, she began kissing me back.
We kissed quietly for several seconds, enjoying the sensation of our faces pressing in on each other. I wanted more, but wary of escalating too quickly, I slowly caressed the back of Macy's head, subtly pressuring her back against me. I felt her smile against my lips; slowly but surely, I was warming Macy up.
"Why don't we take this to the bed?" I suggested softly.
"Okay," Macy agreed, slight breathiness in her voice. She looked at the bed, then back at me, as if she'd suddenly forgotten how to move. But then the spell was broken, and she clambered awkwardly onto the covers. I followed immediately after, lying down next to Macy, facing her. Macy remained face-up, though, so I had to turn her towards me to resume our kisses. Macy may have wanted this, but her inexperience was clear.
As we kissed, I began running my hand over Macy's body, starting with her back. I traced my fingertips over her shirt, feeling her warm skin underneath the cloth, encountering her bra strap, then down to the soft swell of her backside. I stopped short of touching her there, though, instead letting my hand move up and over her hips, savoring her gentle curve. Then I returned upwards, retracing the circuit I'd made.
Macy seemed unsure what to do with her hands, letting them hang awkwardly between us. After I'd retraced the path along Macy's back a few times, I decided to help guide her, taking her right hand in my left, and moving it against my abs.
"It's not fair if I'm the only one enjoying someone's body," I teased gently.
"Sorry," Macy blushed self-consciously, leaving her hand motionless where I'd left it.
Poor girl was too in her own head to enjoy herself. My instinct was to tell Macy to loosen up a little, but I suspected that would make her only more self-conscious. So, I went another route.
Pulling away from Macy momentarily, I climbed off the bed. In a few quick moves, I removed all my clothes, then slid back onto the bed—only this time, under the covers.
"Your turn," I said to Macy, her eyes wide at the sight of seeing me naked for the first time. "I'll even cover my eyes first."
True to my word, I covered my head with the comforter, waiting for Macy to join me under the sheets. There was a moment of silence, but then I felt Macy slide off the bed. More silence, then the sound of clothing hitting the floor. First one item, then another. The snap of a bra unclasping... and then a final couple soft drops.
At last, Macy rejoined me, sliding under the bedding. I uncovered my face and turned towards her, careful not to peek at her now-naked body hidden by the comforter.
"Bet you didn't expect to be naked in bed with me on this trip, did you?" I joked, hoping to lighten the atmosphere.
It worked. Macy giggled and shook her head. "Never."
"Well, since we're here," I continued, "might as well enjoy ourselves."
I took Macy's head in my hand again, pulling her into a kiss. But as our lips met, I used my other hand to reach to the small of her back and pull her body against mine. Macy's frame was slight, and she slid to me easily, her warmth suddenly against my skin. I was at half-mast by this point, and I felt my cock become trapped between us as I pulled Macy into me, my semi-hardness pressing against the softness of Macy's stomach.
Macy had no time to wonder at this sudden escalation, because I began kissing her steadily. I was gentle, but I wanted Macy to feel how much I wanted her. The only way she'd get out of her head was if I dragged her out. And so, I flooded her senses.
Touch was key. Even as our bodies pressed together, lips locked, I began running my free hand all over Macy's body, exploring every curve and trace of her skin, although I was still careful to avoid any truly sensitive areas. I began letting out soft noises of approval, letting Macy hear how much I was enjoying her body. My efforts paid off: Macy was soon melting against me.
It was time to make my next move. I stopped my hand's meanderings, returning to the center of Macy's back once more. But then I slowly and deliberately began to trace downwards, along her spine, until I'd reached her backside. Only this time, I didn't stop. I took one of Macy's soft cheeks in my hand and squeezed appreciatively. Macy's ass may not have been as impressive as Rachel's, but it was still well-shaped, even if understated.
My appreciative grope was the final kickstart Macy needed, and I felt her own hands began to move against me. Macy's touch was hesitant at first, running her fingertips on my shoulder, but as we continued to kiss—and I continued to squeeze her ass—she picked up confidence. Satisfied that Macy was now truly starting to enjoy herself, I returned to my own appreciation, now moving my hand between our bodies.
Unfortunately, I had to break off our kisses to get where I really wanted to go, but it was a small price to pay. Looking hungrily into Macy's eyes, I moved my hand upwards along Macy's stomach until I'd reached her modest breasts. With deliberate carefulness, I cupped them one at a time, gently teasing her nipples with my fingertips. Like her ass, Macy's breasts were small, but they fit her perfectly.
"You've got a nice body," I whispered.
Next to a knockout like Rachel, and to a lesser extent, Cari and Jasmine, I imagine Macy always felt overshadowed. I wanted her to feel just as sexy as them.
"Thanks," Macy said sheepishly, beginning to trace the muscles on my arm.
We explored each other silently for a few minutes, marveling at the other's bare body, united in mutual fascination. I deliberately avoided Macy's pelvic area, but the rest of her was fair game. Of the areas I could reach, I doubted there was an inch I didn't touch. She seemed especially sensitive as my fingers grazed her lower abdomen, although I couldn't tell if her quiver was from ticklishness or anticipation that I might keep moving lower.
Macy explored me just as thoroughly, although like me, she pointedly avoided my pelvis. My cock was still between us, but as we felt each other up, the gap between our bodies had widened enough that I was no longer pressing into her stomach. I knew Macy had to be aware of its proximity to her, but she seemed hesitant to touch it. She seemed to want me to make the next move.
So, I did.
Slowly and deliberately, I moved my hand up towards Macy's face, letting my index finger brush along her bottom lip. She looked confused, but I had her attention. Almost absent-mindedly, I then traced my finger down over her chin to her neck, then between her breasts to her belly-button. I circled it a few times, but then kept moving down, reaching her pelvic bone, then the slight coarseness of her pubes, and then, at last, my prize: Macy's most private area.
Macy inhaled sharply as my finger crept across her now-wet folds. Yes, I definitely had her attention now. I resisted the urge to slip my finger inside, but instead teasingly rubbed her labia, gently parting her lips with my fingertip.
I grinned. "This is what you wanted, right?"
Macy nodded, unable to offer more. Sensing that Macy was right where I wanted her, I extended two more fingers and moved upwards, brushing against Macy's clit. Slowly and deliberately, I began rubbing my fingers in smooth circles, watching realization settle into Macy's eyes. The next stage of our lovemaking had begun.
I kept my pace slow but steady, completely focused on the task at hand. I could have easily slipped myself inside Macy at this point, but I wasn't worried about getting myself off just yet. Macy had been brave coming to me tonight; she deserved to have the first part of our lovemaking be all about her. I was going to treat her like the prize she was.
Over the next several minutes, I focused myself entirely on Macy: my fingers steadily worked on her clit, my eyes meeting hers, my lips kissing her skin and whispering words of gentle intimacy. The young woman blossomed under my attention, her self-consciousness and doubts crumbling to nothingness, their foundations destroyed by flourishing pleasure.
I almost missed Macy's orgasm. It was subtle. Her breath caught slightly, she swallowed and closed her eyes, head tilting back... and then it was over. She squeezed her legs together, holding my fingers in place. They had finished their job.
I quietly let Macy soak in the ocean of after-pleasure still draining from her brain. After a few moments, Macy opened her eyes and looked at me. Awe and disbelief covered her face. Macy's cheeks were flushed; mouth locked in a gentle grin.
She laughed softly. "Wow. Just wow."
"You liked that then, huh?" I smiled back.
"I did. I never realized just how good that could feel." Macy's brown eyes stared at me with open wonder.
"Want to feel something even better?" I asked.
"I don't know if that's possible," Macy laughed again, her eyes tracing absent-mindedly around the room before returning to me.
"Why don't we find out?" I teased.
As soon as the words left my mouth, I was moving. I pushed myself up and over Macy, tilting her as I went, so that I lay on top of her. I was much larger than Macy—I had to be careful not to crush her small frame underneath me. But Macy never looked concerned. Despite being trapped under my bulk, she couldn't have been safer.
"Spread your legs for me," I said gently, holding myself up enough to give her space.
Macy complied wordlessly, and I slipped back down, lowering my pelvis onto hers. My cock pressed against her warm skin; its base becoming coated with her wetness. My earlier commitment to focusing solely on Macy's pleasure was gone. I needed to be inside her. I needed to see what Macy felt like.



"You ready for this?" I asked, knowing that once I'd started, there'd be no going back.
Macy nodded, and that was all I needed.
Grasping my cock in my hand, I adjusted my tip down towards her entrance. I savored the anticipation for only a moment, and then I moved, pressing myself forwards. I felt the head of my cock slip into Macy's warmth—just like that, I was in heaven.
"Oh my god, Macy. You feel amazing," I gasped as I continued to sink deeper inside her.
Macy barely acknowledged my comment, lost inside her own wave of sensations. She was staring up at me, but she was only half-present. I was reminded of the first time I'd discovered masturbation as a teen—Macy now wore the same awestruck expression. It was the expression of someone who'd discovered pleasure they'd never realized even existed. Pleasure that they would seek for the rest of their lives. Pleasure that promised nothing would be the same again.
Whatever Macy's sexual history, she'd clearly never experienced anything quite like this.
And I was just starting.
Slowly, deliberately, I withdrew ever so slightly from Macy, before pushing forward again. A single soft thrust, but it was enough to trigger a fresh wave of pleasure across both of us. Macy came back to herself, giggling awkwardly.
"Something funny?" I teased.
"No, Mr. K," Macy said, but she giggled again. "I just can't believe this is happening. You're inside me. I can actually feel you inside me."
"That's kind of the point, Macy," I smiled, as I moved one of my hands to cup her face. I brushed her cheek with my thumb and gave my hips another soft thrust.
Macy bit her bottom lip in response.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" I asked.
Macy simply nodded, her brown eyes now fully locked on mine. Whatever self-consciousness Macy had earlier was long gone by this point. She'd opened herself completely to me: mind, body, and soul. All that was left for me was to carry her through to the other side. I gave Macy one last tender kiss, and then our lovemaking truly began.
My initial thrusts remained slow and steady. Macy lost herself again, closing her eyes as I repeatedly stuffed myself into her innermost depths. I couldn't believe how warm and wet Macy was; that someone so young and sweet could be so turned on was hard for my brain to accept—especially knowing that I was the cause.
Time seemed to catch on itself. One moment, I was staring down at Macy, watching her every pleasured micro-expression as I slowly plunged into her. The next, my head was to her left, touching hers, as I kissed her soft, pale cheek... my cock by then steadily driving into her small body. And finally, the last moment that stretched to infinity: my forehead on Macy's, me staring into her wide brown eyes as our bodies released in unison.
I poured myself into Macy over the next several seconds, the rest of the world disappearing completely. My brain short-circuited, forcing me to close my eyes. For a brief instant, I ceased to exist.
And then it was over. I came back to myself, still reeling from what I'd just experienced.
When I opened my eyes, Macy was staring straight upwards, her eyes unfocused. Tears were streaming down her face.
Sudden concern flooded me. "Macy, what's wrong? I didn't hurt you, did I?"
Macy gave a weak chuckle through her tears as she looked at me. "No, Mr. K. I'm not hurt. I've just never felt so good before."
I'd heard about women crying after sex, but I'd never experienced it myself. "Yeah, orgasms can do that," I said, trying to keep the mood light.
Macy laughed again, an oddly wholesome sound. "I don't mean orgasms. I mean, yeah, those too, but not just that. I've never felt so right before. So full."
Instinctively, I looked down at where my cock was still buried in Macy's pussy. "I mean, probably a bit less full now that I'm going soft."
"You know that's not what I mean," Macy said, but she was grinning widely, her big brown eyes lighting up her whole face.
In that moment, I realized just how beautiful Macy was.
"I know. Just teasing," I said softly, as I ran my hand affectionately through her hair. "You really are going to be quite the catch for some lucky guy."
I'd hoped this would end Macy's tears, but instead it just brought on a fresh batch. She let out a soft sob as full drops poured from her eyes.
"I'm sorry, Mr. K. I never cry like this," she laughed weakly, using her hands to brush her tears away. "You must think I'm a mess. You just don't know how much this has meant to me."
Macy's words triggered something within me, and with a shock, I realized I felt the same way. "This has meant a lot for me too," I said softly.
And it did. After Emily's passing, I'd quietly lost hope of ever finding someone to connect with like I had with her. But now I felt that same sense of connection here with Macy. It wasn't identical—Macy was much too young for me—but nevertheless, I did feel a kindred spirit in her. And where there was one, there was bound to be another... one my age.
Macy smiled weakly but didn't respond.
Sensing that the time for words was at an end, I lowered myself onto Macy and hugged her tight. Macy returned my embrace, and we held each other for several seconds, silent, aside from Macy's occasional sniffle.
At last, I pushed away, giving her a single kiss on her forehead.
"I think it's time to clean up now. Can't keep you here all night, you know," I said, as I slid myself out of Macy, stepping to the floor.
"I'd be okay if you did," Macy replied, but I shook my head.
"Macy, this has been amazing, but it's the type of moment that only cheapens if it's dragged out. So, go on, use the bathroom, get dressed, and get some sleep... in your own bed. You've got your whole life ahead of you, Macy. This is just one small part of it."
"Yeah. But even small parts can mean a lot." Macy said with a heavy sigh. She climbed onto the floor next to me and collected her clothes. I watched her walk to the bathroom, baffled that I'd ever seen her as anything less than beautiful. Macy caught me staring as she went to close the door, earning me one last sheepish smile.
Macy spent the next several minutes cleaning herself up, and when she emerged, she looked like a new woman: all signs of sex and vulnerability were gone.
"Do I look okay?"
"More than okay," I agreed. "You look great. Nobody will suspect a thing."
"I'll probably come clean to the other girls about this," Macy admitted. "Except Alex, of course. I don't want them to think they have to keep you a secret anymore."
Macy stopped suddenly, looking down. Her voice went soft. "I know I'm not special, Mr. K. You choosing to sleep with me, I mean. I know you were with the other girls first. And you wouldn't have slept with me at all if I hadn't asked."
Macy turned her big brown eyes back to me, her voice stronger again. "But even it wasn't special for you, it was for me. You were my first, Mr. K."
Suddenly I understood. Macy's obvious inexperience. Her uncertainty. Her fragile emotional state. I hadn't just made her feel included... I had taken her virginity.
"Wow, Macy," I said, unsure how to respond. "I hope I made it good for you, then."
"You did," Macy smiled sweetly. "I just wanted you to know that I'll always remember tonight."
I didn't say what I was thinking. That Macy was putting too much importance on her first time. That a friend's dad was an awful choice for first lover. That she was the real catch here, not me. Instead, I simply smiled back and said, "I'm flattered. But you're wrong about one thing, Macy. You are special. In so many ways."
Macy didn't respond, clearly touched by my words. I half-expected her to cry again, but she didn't. Instead, she suddenly reached her arms around me and hugged me tight. "Thank you so much, Mr. K. For everything."
"No, thank you, Macy," I said, hugging her back. It had been a long time since I'd felt so large and so small, all at once.
We separated a few moments later, Macy leaving my room at last, sneaking back to her own suite.
After she'd gone, I cleaned myself up and laid back down on the bed. The sheets still smelled like Macy: her floral shampoo and the lingering smell of her sex. I laid still for a few moments, just soaking in her essence.
Macy had affected me much more deeply than I'd ever expected. I knew maybe it was her own feelings reflected back at me, but for the first time since Emily's passing, I felt truly whole.
Macy may not have realized it, but I would never forget my night with her either.
***
As meaningful as my encounter with Macy had been, it wasn't the climax of the trip. At least not in terms of sex.
That honor went to Friday, our last full day in Jamaica. All four girls and myself felt the end of our trysts looming, and we made the most of the time we had left. It was nothing less than a sex-fueled blur, seeing me sleep with all four in a single day.
Cari was first, before breakfast. Her soreness had faded at last, and I took full advantage, taking her in multiple positions before finishing her off in missionary; the memory of her pretty face and her innocent blue eyes locked onto mine would forever be burned in my brain.
Next came another wild fuck with Rachel after lunch; we snuck off into an open but semi-isolated jacuzzi, fucking each other's brains out in the open water, uncaring of who might see us. As it happened, a resort worker did happen to walk by, but quickly made himself scarce when he realized Rachel's cries were not of panic, but pleasure.
Then came Jasmine, who I brought to the same spot of beach I'd taken Rachel to earlier. She rode me into the sunset—to completion this time—while the other girls worked together to distract Alex from our absence.
Last was Macy, in yet another unexpectedly intimate encounter. Unlike our first time, I allowed her to stay in my suite after sex, and we strayed deep into the night talking and laughing quietly. Eventually, she fell asleep in my bed, cradled securely in my arms. I was out shortly after. Only in the early hours of the morning did Macy reluctantly slide from my embrace, sneaking back to her suite.
By that point, my balls had been utterly drained. Yet it gave me a twisted sense of pleasure knowing all four teens had my cum inside them simultaneously. What had started as a celebratory trip for my daughter and her friends had somehow turned into a week-long fuckfest, with her friends as my harem. It was beyond fucked-up, but I would have done it all again in a heartbeat.
Unfortunately, our fun was now at an end. With us scheduled to fly back tomorrow, I was under no illusions that any of our hookups would continue back home. Hell, I wasn't sure if I wanted them to. Sleeping with Alex's friends had been an experience exceeding my wildest fantasies, but I was ready for more mature women. With the possible exception of Macy, I knew the girls felt the same way: I was a vacation hookup, nothing more.
Still, I was one of the luckiest men alive, and I knew it.
The mood the next morning as we left the resort was oddly somber. The resort workers wished us a final cheerful farewell, and then we climbed on the airport-bound shuttle, our vacation now ended.
All of us, including Alex, agreed that we wished we could have spent longer in our Jamaican paradise. For a brief time, the usual worries and responsibilities of living had been put aside, but now we had to pick them up again. It was bittersweet.
Alex's friends began transitioning to their old dynamic with me too—gone were the flirty comments and suggestive glances, replaced by the usual distant respect a teen reserves for her friend's dad. It was almost like our trysts had never happened at all.
Perhaps unsurprisingly, it was Macy who maintained our new dynamic the most. On our flight back to the states, she sat between me and Alex, and we had an engaging conversation about her post-high-school plans. She was a very bright young lady, and I felt honored to know her... in every sense of the phrase. Alex drifted off at some point, leaving us in our own little world. As I listened to Macy describe her dreams, I was overcome with a tender affection for her, and I reached over, ran my hand through her hair, and kissed her on the forehead.
Macy took the moment in stride, glancing quickly back at Alex to make sure she hadn't seen, before smiling and stroking my forearm gently. And then she went back to discussing her dreams as if we'd just had the most natural exchange in the world.
We landed at our connecting airport in the US an hour later. After passing through customs, we found the gate for our final flight and set up camp, ready to kill a couple hours until we boarded.
All of us were thoroughly drained by then, and that no doubt contributed to the blowup that happened next.
It started innocently enough: the girls were talking about boys, specifically boys at college.
Then Rachel chimed in:
"Yeah, I used to think college boys were so mature, but now that I've been with a daddy like Mr. K, it's just not the same."
My blood froze, but Rachel kept talking, totally unaware of what she'd just revealed. She'd become so comfortable referencing our fling in front of the other girls that she didn't realize her mistake: Alex was here too.
For a brief second, I hoped Alex missed it, but that wasn't the case.
"Rachel, hold on. What did you just say?" Alex interrupted. "You didn't just say what I think you said, did you?"
"Hold on," I began to interject, but it was too late. Realization dawned on Rachel's face; she was already nodding sheepishly.
"Rachel!" Alex's tone was accusatory now. "You're lying. You didn't really...?"
Even now, I could have salvaged this. Unfortunately for me, though, Rachel was terrible at keeping secrets, and she broke down immediately. "I'm sorry, Alex! I couldn't help it!" Rachel said defensively, but Alex wasn't listening. She was now staring at me with open-mouthed shock.
"Dad...?"
Alex's look of betrayal almost broke me, but I knew there was no getting out of this now. I nodded slowly. "Alex, I'm sorry." A simple apology wouldn't stop the coming storm, but what else did I have?
Alex flipped her bewildered stare between Rachel and me, her brain apparently unable to grasp the pairing between her best friend and her dad.
Rachel broke in, "Alex, we agreed on this, remember? The Hall-Pass? Our dads were fair game. Besides, I wasn't the only one who slept with your dad." She shrugged, as if Alex was being the unreasonable one.
"You weren't the only.... you mean... another one of you...?" Alex was stammering now. She turned her accusing gaze to the other girls now. "Was it you, Cari? You, Jasmine?"
"It was all of us," Macy spoke up quietly. "Not at the same time though," she clarified, as if that mattered.
"I don't care if it was at the same time or not!" Alex said, throwing up her hands into the air. She glared at each of the girls, one-by-one, before coming to Macy again. "You're telling me that every one of you slept with my dad? All four of you? Rachel, I'm not super surprised by. Hell, even Cari and Jasmine I could see. But you, Macy? I thought you were asexual."
"Well, I'm not," Macy shrugged, as she met Alex's gaze sheepishly, but evenly.
Alex shook her head and looked back at me. "This is a joke right? You guys are pranking me right now, aren't you?"
I shook my head regretfully. "It's no joke, Little Goblin. I'm sorry. If it helps, none of us planned this. It started here on this trip. Jamaican heat got to all of us, I guess."
"Yeah. Yeah, I'd say it must have," Alex said in an oddly flat voice. "Well, I hope you all had a great time together, because you can spend the rest of the trip without me."
With that, Alex grabbed her backpack and began to storm away.
"Wait, don't leave, Alex! Let's talk about this!" Rachel shouted after her, but Alex didn't even look back. Rachel turned to me, panicked. "Mr. K, do something!"
I knew there was nothing I could do. Alex had just discovered her dad had slept with all four of her closest friends—of course she was going to be upset, Hall-Pass or not. She needed space and time to work through it. Still, the airport wasn't the best place to be alone.
"Macy, can you follow her? Make sure she stays safe?"
Macy nodded obediently, taking off after Alex, but keeping enough distance so Alex wouldn't notice she was being followed.
"Well, we all knew this might come out eventually, even if not so soon," I said to the remaining girls. "Alex'll be fine in the end, I think. She just needs time to process."
The girls nodded, but concern was plain on their faces.
***
Alex did finally return an hour later (shadowed by Macy), just before we were due to board our plane. She still looked annoyed, but it was an improvement over the open anger she'd displayed earlier. She looked at each of us pointedly.
"Don't think that just because I'm back that I've forgiven you guys. I just realized someone needs to make your flight hell."
"Aw, c'mon, Alex. You know we love you," Rachel said apologetically, but Alex wasn't having it.
"Yeah, that's why you all slept with my dad, huh?" she shot back.
She started to add another comment, but suddenly stopped to address me first. "Dad, cover your ears."
I wasn't sure where Alex was going with this, but I complied. Once she was satisfied that I couldn't hear her, she turned to her friends.
Despite my fingers over my ears, I could still make out the words she said next:
"But don't worry. This summer, I'm fucking all of your dads."
The girls were all silent for a moment, too stunned to speak. Cari was the first to react, saying simply, "Yeah, that's totally fair."
She then continued with a straight face, "You may want to reconsider mine, though. He's smelly."
An involuntary smile cracked across Alex's face. "Guess I'll hold my breath then."
Moments later, all the girls were laughing, the sharp tension dissolving at last.
I knew then that we would all be okay.
And we were—more or less. But that's another story.
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"Hey, when's the sequel coming?"
I have mixed feelings about publishing this. It's inherently pretentious, because it assumes people want to read more of what I write. But maybe worse, it also suggests that I care about my readers.
"But wait, isn't a good thing?" I can hear you ask. "Shouldn't authors care about their readers?"
Maybe. To an extent. But I believe caring too much about readers inevitably leads to authors taking fewer risks, showing less creativity, and ultimately, producing worse material.
My distancing from you all? While deliberate, it's nothing personal.
But I'm not just an author. I am also a reader. And I too get annoyed when authors take too long to finish a story. Or even worse, not finish at all. I'm still bummed that Confi's Going Too Far will never get a conclusion.
All of that to say is that I sympathize. I understand. And I want to provide some clarity on my writing process.
I write because I want to write. I don't do it for money, prestige, or to curate a following. My hope is that this means my writing stays unique and free from outside pressures, but on the flip side, I have no reason to write beyond satisfying my own creative urges.
And the way my creativity works, I may not feel an urge to return to a story for a long time—or even to write anything at all. This is one reason that I tend to jump between stories rather than finish any particular one: I write ideas as they interest me. And unfortunately, sometimes my interest ends before my story does.
But most of my stories I've left open are stories I do want to return to; I just need the right mindset to find me again. This isn't a baseless hope either: I finished my Fiancé Seduced By Roommate series roughly 9 months after I started it. Vacationing With Daughter's Friends took me over a year to write between several starts & stops.
So don't worry, Seducing My Friend's Mom will get its conclusion eventually. It just may not be soon.
Some of you may be thinking, "Okay, thanks for the explanation, but it doesn't seem worth the post. Save your writing for the actual stories."
Fair enough. But I do have a purpose for this publication, beyond just explaining myself.
As I mentioned, my writing is driven by my creative spark. I write for as long as it does. It recharges naturally over time, but reader Cloud 9 showed me another way to boost it: rediscovering my own stories.
Cloud 9 sent me a rather detailed message sharing their experience reading Vacationing With Daughter's Friends. Reading through it was the author-equivalent of sharing your favorite movie with someone who's never seen it before; I got to re-experience my own story through someone else's eyes. I had been in the midst of a writing-recharge, but the excitement I felt discovering VwDF all over again sent me on a writing frenzy. I've now got four stories I'm actively working on (yes, including Seducing My Friend's Mom)... some of them quite close to done.
This may sound like I'm asking for praise; to be clear, I'm not. It's not praise that charges my creativity, it's the fresh view of my story. Cloud 9 could have trashed VwDF completely, and it would have done the same thing... as long as they'd given me a new perspective. An engaged takedown of my writing would do more for my creativity than "your story is amazing!" ever could.
For those of you who are looking for a way to speed me along, this is your best shot. Yes, it does involve work on your part, but then again, writing these stories is work too. Sometimes the effort is worth it.
As a final note, my life circumstances are changing right now, and my writing pace isn't what it used to be. Unfortunately, it's likely to worsen, rather than improve, in the near future. I share this to let you know that while my publication-speed may decrease over the following months, I'm not planning on leaving.
Just so you know what to expect, here's what my plans are at the time of this writing:
Finish my 4 unfinished stories: Seducing My Friend's Mom + 3 standalone stories (ranging from moderate to long lengths).
Start a new story suggested by Cloud 9. I'm very excited about this one, but I'm forcing myself to finish at least one of my in-process stories before starting it.
In a perfect world, I'd have these all done within 6 months. But I don't know what life will bring, so I make no promises.
I know my slower pace may be frustrating, but I hope my transparency makes it a little better.
And if not, maybe you'll forgive me once I do finally publish your awaited-for sequel.
Happy reading,
—Scott
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Author's note: This is one of my shorter stories. The idea for it struck me while I was writing Seducing My Friend's Mom Part 3 (yes, I am writing it!), and it intrigued me so much I had to put it down ASAP. Keeping it brief was a deliberate choice: I wanted to highlight a particular aspect of cuckolding (yes, cuckolding; consider yourself warned) and felt more development was unnecessary. Also, I wanted to get back to writing my 'main' stories.
Unlike many of my other works, the 'seduction' happens entirely off-screen. I also don't explore its fallout, leaving the aftermath ambiguous. 'Blackmailed By My Student' is about power dynamics, plain and simple. If you prefer more developed stories, check out some of my other works instead.
There are no homosexual encounters in this story. The power-plays involved are psychological rather than physical. Don't expect 'sissification' of the protagonist, as is sometimes seen in other stories.
Also, in case it needs to be said, just because characters don't get the karma they deserve, that doesn't mean they're supposed to be sympathetic either. It's okay to dislike them and still enjoy the story.
Shoutout to reader Cerinthus for motivating me into this latest burst of productivity.
And the usual disclaimers: all characters are fictional, similarities to real-world people/events are purely coincidental, everyone involved is of legal consenting age, etc.
'I chose pharmacy because I enjoy finding and correcting the mistakes of others.'
I took a moment to reread the sentence, unable to believe the boldness of the statement. Yet it was only one of several like it; others included 'After school, I worked at my local CVS as a customer service associate, where I learned how much I dislike customer service.' and 'I have no notable accomplishments, I'm just happy to be passing my courses at this point'.
Such self-reflections would have been unprofessional for a front-end clerk, much less someone about to graduate pharmacy school.
I wondered if the originally-scheduled preceptor of this prodigal student really had moved out-of-state. Maybe, like me, she realized what kind of person Michael Day was; rather than be stuck a whole month with him, she lied her way out of it. Briefly, I imagined emailing the pharmacy school and claiming that I no longer had an opening for a student next month. Save myself while I still could.
I squashed that line of thinking. Unlike Michael 'too-good-for-others' Day, I was a professional. He may prove to be the worst student I'd ever precepted, but like everything else in my career, I would face it in stride. And who knew—maybe Michael would prove much more tolerable in-person than in-writing.
***
"Wow, you're right. He definitely sounds like a winner," my wife agreed, after reading Michael's online submissions.
Like me, my wife was a pharmacist. Kayla and I met in pharmacy school, got married soon after, and had been living the DINK-lifestyle since. Our combined salaries were very nice, but it wasn't all sunshine and roses. Working in a pharmacy could be stressful, but even worse, our schedules didn't align very well anymore. For the past couple years now, we didn't see each other much most days. But still, it could have been worse.
We were both in our mid-thirties, but Kayla looked just as good as the day I'd met her: straight brown hair with blue eyes, pretty face, a bubbly personality, and a sparkling laugh that brought a smile to anyone who heard it. She had a nice body too: larger than average tits, nice wide hips, and a full ass that looked killer in the tight jeans she always wore outside of work.
Sure, Kayla wasn't quite as slim as she'd been a decade ago, but who was? I thought my wife still looked fantastic, although she'd become self-conscious enough to start hitting the gym again. She'd promised herself to stick with it this time, although in my opinion, even if she dropped out in a week, her body would be doing just fine.
"Yeah, it should be an interesting month," I replied to her. "Although I've had a nice run of good students recently. I guess I'm overdue for a bad one."
I'd been a preceptor for years by now, taking students from the local pharmacy school under my wing for their rotations, a month at a time. Essentially, I was supposed to give students a taste of pharmacy outside of the classroom; show them the practical to the school's theoretical. Part of my responsibilities involved evaluating the students: knowledge, professionalism, etc. This wasn't just a feedback exercise either. My grades were part of the students' transcripts, counting towards their GPA and class ranking. Maybe more importantly, a student who couldn't pass their rotations wouldn't be allowed to graduate.
In practice, this almost never happened. The pharmacy school did a good job not sending out students who couldn't make it through the rotation cycle. I'd never once had to fail a student, although a few did require come-to-Jesus meetings.
I wondered if Michael Day would prove the first.
***
"Yeah, he looks like the kind of guy that would write those things."
My lead-tech, Kristy, had found Michael Day's social media profile. She turned her phone towards me, showing me his picture.
Kristy was right. Michael was a conventionally attractive young man: strong cheek and jaw, dirty blond hair, symmetrical face, lighter skin tone with striking grey-blue eyes, and a smirk that indicated Michael knew exactly how attractive he was. Yet—aside from the smirk—his appearance didn't immediately scream asshole either; his relative paleness softened him, making him seem more approachable.
I'd lived long enough to know that if anything, this approachability likely only made Michael more dangerous.
"Well, he starts next week, so prepare yourself, I guess," I shrugged.
"Oh, it gets even better. He's a gym-bro," Kristy said, flipping through some more pictures. I watched as she sorted through several shots of Michael working out, most of them shirtless. He wasn't ripped to the point of being over-muscled, but it was clear Michael was very proud of his fitness. I didn't blame him though—if I looked like that, I'd probably show off a bit too.
"You're definitely right about that. Let's hope he's one of the more easy-going bros, rather than a self-absorbed one. Nothing we can do about it either way, I guess. Who knows. Maybe he'll be a great student."
***
Michael was not a great student. His first day gave me hope otherwise—he'd been perfectly professional—but by day two, I knew he would be a challenge.
His first strike was being fifteen minutes late, with no call or text in advance (we'd exchanged cell numbers in case of this exact scenario). Strike two was wandering off into the over-the-counter aisles without telling anyone where he was going ("I was looking for patients to help"). The final strike came at lunch, when instead of the thirty minutes he was allotted, he was gone for an hour.
I'd politely but firmly reprimanded him for the first two infractions, but by the third, my patience was wearing thin. I warned my staff that once he did show up again, I was going to take a few minutes to talk with him in the breakroom. I was a big believer in instant feedback, and Michael was going to learn very fast that I wasn't going to put up with such blatant unprofessionalism.
As he finally strolled back into the pharmacy, zero concern about being late for the second time that day, I took him aside.
"Michael, come back to the breakroom with me, please," I said, nodding to lead-tech Kristy to hold down the fort.
I led us away from the pharmacy, then closed the door behind us for privacy.
"Hey, man, what's up? Did I do something wrong?" Michael asked, sounding oblivious.
I stared at Michael. His expression seemed sincere, but his attitude was too flippant. I suspected he knew exactly what was wrong.
"You're thirty minutes late coming back from lunch. That's twice in one day that you've been late. Not to mention you leaving the pharmacy without telling me first. It's only your second day, Michael. If I'm being honest, I'm a little stunned at how unprofessional you've been in such a short time."
"Oh, sorry, man," Michael said, not sounding sorry at all. "I didn't mean to offend you or anything. I thought we got an hour for lunch."
"We don't. It's thirty minutes, as I was very clear about yesterday during your orientation," I said, my annoyance steadily increasing. I took a deep breath to recenter myself. "Look, Michael, I'm telling you this not to chew you out. I'm telling you this because I want you to get better. I know these last rotations seem like a chore... just one more obstacle before you can graduate and start your career. But you have to at least pretend to want to be here."
A dark expression flickered over Michael's face, but then it was gone, replaced by a charming smile. "Okay, sir. I got it. I will do better."
I wasn't convinced, but I appreciated that Michael was willing to at least pay lip service to improving. But I had one other trick I'd learned over the years to help motivate students.
"Before we go back, Michael, I have to ask. You look like you're in good shape. Do you go to the gym a lot?"
"Yeah, you could say that," Michael said, looking wary of where I was headed.
"It's a great habit to get into. My wife actually just started going back herself, and she's already loving the routine of it. She's a pharmacist too and finds it to be a great stress-reliever."
"Oh, where does she go?" Michael interjected, before I could get to my point.
"The athletic club on Merchants," I said, fighting to maintain my patience.
Michael nodded his head approvingly. "That's a great one. Expensive, but you get what you pay for. At least, that's what I hear. Does she get to go much, even with being a pharmacist?"
"Yeah, she's been going four days a week. Mostly mornings to work around her schedule. It's tricky, but it can be done."
Michael seemed to consider this. He then shook his head. "Sorry, go ahead, sir. I didn't mean to interrupt."
"No worries," I replied, my annoyance somewhat mollified by his apology. "What I was going to say is that I'm sure that as a man who lifts weights, you can appreciate that to get what you want, you have to put in the work. And sometimes, that means doing work that you'd rather not. Making sure you don't miss leg day. Making sure you're not late to rotation. You see what I'm saying?"
"Yes, sir, I understand. I'll be better tomorrow," Michael promised.
"Good. I look forward to seeing it," I said, feeling my job was done. Now it would be up to Michael to follow through.
***
Michael improved dramatically over the next few days. It was like he turned a new leaf, transforming from one of my worst students to one of my best. He helped in workflow without prompting, ingratiated himself charmingly with my technicians, rang-up patients without complaint, and—most importantly--wasn't late again. I prided myself on being able to motivate my students to do better, but I'd never had one reform so dramatically before. A part of me suspected Michael was putting on an act rather than being driven by a true change-of-heart, but I didn't care. Fake-it-til-you-make-it is real.
I told Kayla about my precepting adventures with Michael that weekend.
"Good for you, honey, that's really impressive," Kayla said, although she seemed distracted by something on her phone.
"Yeah, I just hope he keeps it up for the next three weeks. His mid-term eval is next Friday, so we'll see what happens."
"Yeah, fingers crossed," Kayla smiled briefly at me before returning to the screen in her hands.
"Well, how was your week?" I said, trying to re-engage my wife.
Kayla finished typing away something, then set her phone down, finally looking at me. "It was good. Nothing crazy at work. Gym was fun. I enjoyed it so much, I think I might actually try and go more often next week."
"Wow, look at you!" I said, legitimately impressed. "Glad you're making use of your membership. Maybe I'll have to think about getting one for myself, and we could go together sometime."
"Yeah, maybe!" Kayla said.
But by then, she'd already picked up her phone again.
***
The following week, Michael was a disaster.
He was late again that morning, refused to do any work at all unless I specifically tasked him with something, and whenever he interacted with patients, he treated them like they were a chore.
I couldn't understand it. What had happened? He'd been doing so good, but now he'd reverted as quickly as he'd improved.
I tried to motivate Michael again, using all the tricks in my book, but he was utterly unresponsive. He interacted with me as little as possible, and even then, gave me minimal respect. Finally, at the end of my patience, I sent him home early on Thursday to reflect on his poor attitude, but when he returned Friday, he was no better.
So, I used the last card I had to play. After his lunch, I pulled Michael back into the break room, shutting us in for privacy.
"Michael, I don't know what else I can say to you that I haven't said already. I get that you don't care about this rotation. You've made that clear. But there are consequences for not meeting the expectations the school has for you. I'm going to submit your midterm eval this evening, and I'm going to put you down as failing at this point. Nobody wants that. Not you, not your school, not me. But I don't see how I have any other choice."
I went silent, letting Michael process my words.
I don't know what I expected. I hoped for an apology and assurances to improve, but by this point, I doubted I'd get it. I'd settle for at least an acknowledgement of the trouble that Michael had gotten himself in.
Michael nodded slowly, as if reflecting on his position. Finally, he spoke.
"You could do that, sir. But you're not going to."
I couldn't believe my ears. Michael's unprofessionalism was unquestioned, but this was too far, even for him.
"Oh, I'm not, am I?" I said, my tone hardening.
"No," Michael confirmed, pulling his phone out of his pocket. "And here's why. Take a look at this."
Michael moved over beside me, letting me see his screen. It was a video. He pressed play.
I quickly realized what kind of video was playing. "Michael, have you lost your mind? You're showing me porn? Turn that off. We're done here."
"No, you're missing the point. Look closer. Recognize anyone?"
Despite myself, I did take a closer look.
The video was shot POV-style from a man's perspective. He was standing, fully naked, with his well-endowed cock hanging stiffly in the air. But what caught my attention—and turned my blood to ice—was the woman in the shot.
At first, it was hard to see much of her. Her face was partially obscured by her brown hair, and she was looking down away from the camera... towards the cock she was busy sucking on. But then the man reached towards her, brushed her hair behind her ear, and revealed her face in its entirety.
It was Kayla.
I stood still, barely able to breathe, as I realized I was watching my wife suck off another man.
"Yeah, I thought you might recognize her," Michael said softly, letting the video continue to play. "In case you were wondering, that's me your wife is blowing, as you'll see in a moment."
Sure enough, the man holding the phone flipped the camera around, revealing Michael's smug, self-satisfied face, before he flipped back to the woman slobbering over his cock.
"This... this isn't real," I said, unable to accept the alternative. "This is some of that AI deep-fake stuff."
"It's not," Michael assured me. "Here, let me skip ahead some."
He pulled the phone back, sliding his finger across the screen until he'd progressed the video sufficiently forward.
"Here we go," he said, turning the phone back to me.
The video now showed the woman—my wife—lying spread-eagled on a bed, having opened herself completely to the cameraman. The POV drew closer to her, then panned down, revealing the thick cock poised to penetrate her pussy. It hesitated there for just a moment, then pressed forward, the large head spreading apart my wife's pussy lips and breaching the opening inside.
'Oh fuck, Kayla... you feel amazing,' came the voice from behind the camera, unmistakably Michael's, as his cock buried itself inch by inch into my wife.
I stared, transfixed, unable to believe what I was seeing.
Michael--the one next to me—spoke again. "So, tell me, sir... is that your wife's body or not? AI can deepfake faces onto bodies, but it can't deepfake a body it's never seen before."
I wanted to deny it, to reject this nightmare I'd been pulled into, but I couldn't. The woman's body was Kayla's, no question. I knew every inch of her body, even if I clearly didn't know her heart as well as I'd believed.
"I thought so," Michael smirked, my silence answering his question.
"How...?" I managed to mutter, eyes still locked onto the screen.
"Actually, I have you to thank for that," Michael said, continuing to hold the phone up to me. "Telling me when and where I could accidentally run into her at the gym made it too easy. And, you know, I expected it to take me all month to seduce your wife, but she lasted just a week. A meet-cute at the gym, some light flirting, a couple of coffee dates... By the time I invited her back to my place, she didn't even hesitate."
Michael shook his head wistfully. "Kayla must have been feeling all sorts of neglected to give it up to me so quickly. Maybe you should have spent more time focused on her and less time power-tripping here. Not that I'm complaining now, of course. I was going to fuck your wife even if she was an uggo, but she's a real hottie. Going balls-deep inside her was a pleasure, even aside from needing it for this rotation."
I couldn't process this. It was all too much. So, I latched on to the one thing that I could still understand and control.
"I'm gonna report you to the school for this. You're not just gonna fail this rotation, you're gonna be expelled!" I said.
"No, I'm not," Michael said calmly. "You're not going to say anything to the school. You're also going to give me an A on this rotation. Because if you don't, I'm going to share this video with everyone you know. I'll start with your coworkers here. Then your friends. Then your family. Hell, I might upload it to the Internet after that, so everyone can see that Mr. Always-Professional is nothing more than a cuck. You'll have to quit your job. Probably get divorced and move to some small town where nobody knows you. Live the rest of your life there. Unless you want to forever be known as the pharmacist who let one of his students get with his wife."
I was struck dumb. What the hell was happening?
"You clearly need some time to think things over, so I'm gonna head back out to the pharmacy and finish my day. Just so you know, I'll probably have to leave early. And I'll be in late the rest of the month too."
Despite the situation, something about this struck me as darkly funny.
"After all this, why even bother coming in at all?" I asked bitterly. "It's not like it would make a difference anymore."
"Because, sir," Michael answered as if it were obvious. "I value my education."
***
By the time I made it home, I was a shell. Kayla was gone, midway through her own shift, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I tried to rationalize the video, imagine if there was any way Michael could have faked it. But the woman in the video didn't just look like Kayla... she sounded like Kayla. She acted like Kayla. Or at least the way Kayla had acted towards the start of our relationship.
There was no disputing it: Michael had indeed fucked my wife. And all because he was too much of a bitch to put the actual work into his rotation. He wasn't just a narcissist... he was a psychopath.



Knowing that didn't help me, though. In fact, knowing the lengths Michael would go to get what he wanted was bad news. Even if I figured out a way past his blackmail as it stood, force him to face some real consequences, it would only piss him off. And who knew what a psychopath might do if angry enough?
I didn't like it--I hated it with every fiber of my being—but there was nothing I could do. The only possible silver lining is maybe this would be a wakeup call, inspiring me to work on my marriage. I wanted to blame Kayla for giving in to Michael, but I couldn't. Because Michael had been right. I had been neglectful. Besides, despite her obvious infidelity, I still loved Kayla. I wasn't ready to give her up. I just needed whatever thrill she'd gotten from Michael to wear off, then I could rebuild our relationship anew.
The only problem was, I didn't know if I could look at my wife again without remembering Michael pushing between her legs.
***
The rest of the month went by in a blur. Kayla didn't reveal any sign of her fling, and if anything, seemed more bubbly than normal.
Michael finished his rotation with the same poor attitude he'd had for most of it, except he now didn't even pay lip service to professionalism. He showed up late, left early, barely did any work, and whenever he did engage with me, he worked in as many hidden barbs about fucking Kayla as he could.
It was bad enough that even lead-tech Kristy asked me why I still allowed him to come back into the pharmacy. I'd just lied and said it was the arrangement that the school and I had come to. Her disappointment was obvious, but what else could I do?
Finally, Michael's last day arrived, and with it, the time to submit his final eval. I called him into the breakroom once more, showing him what I'd prepared. As requested, I'd given him all As.
"Hmmm, this is good," Michael acknowledged, before continuing, "But I think you should add something in the spot for additional feedback. Talk about how I've been one of your favorite students. Say I really made you value being a preceptor."
I didn't argue. I knew doing so would only make him increase his demands. I typed the words, even as I hated myself for doing so.
"Looks great, sir," Michael confirmed. "I know you may not feel the same way, but I think it's been a stellar month. I've had a lot of fun. You know, I was worried at first, having you as a preceptor. Most of my preceptors have been female, and I wasn't sure I'd have the same... rapport... with you as I've had with them. But it worked out. You've taught me a lot."
"Glad I could help," I said as tone-neutral as I could manage.
"I'm sure you are," Michael mused. "Well, I think I'll head out now. It's been a real pleasure, sir."
And then he was gone, off to bigger and better things.
***
As dark of a chapter as Michael had been in my life, I comforted myself with the knowledge that it was over. Life continued much the same as before, although Kayla at last began showing signs of distance from me. As disheartening as that was, it at least gave me an excuse to address it directly. And then, hopefully, work to change it. Sure, Kayla was still denying anything was wrong, but I knew she couldn't pretend forever.
But then, about a month after Michael had left, I got a text from an anonymous number while I was at work. Curious, I opened it.
It was a link to what appeared to be a streaming site. I almost deleted it, but then I saw the caption: "Michael wants you to watch LIVE".
A pit formed in my stomach, but I knew what I had to do. I excused myself, telling lead-tech Kristy I was taking an early lunch, and isolated myself in the breakroom.
I pressed the link.
I was taken to a livestream of what appeared to be an apartment, the feed centered over a bed. There was nobody in the shot, or movement of any kind, and I began to wonder if I'd gotten the link by accident.
But then Michael appeared from off-screen, climbing onto the bed and moving to the camera.
"Well, hello there, sir. I was wondering if you were going to join my stream today. I know you're at work and all. Curiosity must have gotten the better of you."
Michael paused, as if listening to something. "Don't worry, if you're talking to me, I can't hear you. This thing only goes one way. Your timing is great though. My guest just got here. Give her a minute, and you'll see for yourself. A couple words of warning though—don't bother trying to call, I trained her early to keep her phone on silent when we're together. Also, she knows me as 'Steve'. I figured you might have talked about me and didn't want her to put two-and-two together by giving my real name."
As if on cue, a knock came at the door.
Michael grinned. "Well, she's here. I probably won't get to talk to you directly until we're done. Hope you enjoy the show."
My former student stepped off the bed, heading to the door. It was just out of view, but I heard Michael greet the person on the other side.
"Wow, hey there, sexy. I swear, you look better every time I see you."
The guest said something intelligible, then came the sound of the door closing and footsteps coming to the bedroom.
I knew who it would be already, but the sight of Kayla returning to Michael's apartment was like a jackhammer to the heart.
The two of them were embraced, kissing passionately, as they slowly walked their way back to the bed. Michael had already gotten Kayla's shirt off, her bra not lasting much longer. Tossing it to the floor, Michael took a moment to kiss her newly-freed nipples before returning to her mouth.
For her part, Kayla couldn't seem to get Michael's pants off fast enough, fingers yanking at his fastenings with frantic desire until she'd freed her prize. The instant Michael's rigid cock was free, she began stroking him, even as she continued to pour herself into his mouth. Whatever spell Michael had cast over Kayla had done its work; she didn't show the slightest regard for either me or her marital vows. All that existed for her was the chiseled young man leading her back to his bed.
Noises of lust and pleasure escaped both of them as they kissed and caressed one another, the last few items of clothing being pulled from their bodies. Freed from his coverings, Michael reached around Kayla, lifted her up, and tossed her roughly onto the bed. Kayla squealed her approval, watching eagerly as Michael walked around the corner of the bed, joining her on it.
"Scoot back for me," Michael directed.
Kayla obeyed instantly, looking up at him with an open-faced lust quite unsuited to a woman of her age or professional standing. They were facing perpendicular to the camera now, but even in side-profile, their mutual arousal was obvious.
I expected Michael to crawl between her legs then, but he didn't. Instead, he leaned in, bringing his mouth in towards her center. Gazing pointedly into Kayla's eyes, he extended his tongue until it reached her forbidden organ; by this taste, their unholy union was sealed.
"Oh fuck," Kayla gasped, her head falling back as she was momentarily overwhelmed. She didn't look away for long... as soon as the pleasure-wave had passed, she re-met Michael's gaze as he began steadily eating her out.
I couldn't see everything from my angle, but I saw enough. I saw Michael eagerly slurp my wife's nectar while she trembled, her whole body a bundle of sensitized nerves. I saw his fingers introduced inside her, eliciting more satisfied moans from my bride. I saw Kayla move her hands to the back of Michael's head, curling into his hair and holding him in place, as if she were afraid he might pull away.
And worst of all, I saw Kayla's expression as she began to orgasm around Michael's face. In that moment, she submitted completely, staring at my blackmailer with a mix of lust, wonder, disbelief, and—above all—overwhelming ecstasy.
"Ohhhhhh fuckkkkkkkk!!"
Kayla's scream filled the air, extending to a high-pitched squeal before fading to a nonsensical gasp. My wife had never been shy in the bedroom, but in Michael's bed, she'd become completely uninhibited.
Michael continued his work as long as possible, even as Kayla locked his head into a death grip with her legs, reflexively pushing him away with their spasms.
At last, Kayla's pleasure convulsions stopped, and she looked back at Michael, breathing deep. "Oh my God... your tongue... your fingers..." she said between gulps of air.
"Guess I'm learning your favorite spots more and more each time," Michael shrugged, before looking directly at the camera and winking.
Rage flared inside me, but what could I do while trapped at work? I didn't even know where Michael lived.
As if reading my thoughts, Michael grinned, then turned back to Kayla, her too busy swimming in her after-pleasure to have noticed her lover's distraction.
"We're not done yet," he said, pulling away from Kayla. "Get on all fours. Face the wall."
Kayla complied wordlessly, following Michael's command like he was her boss, rather than a fresh-faced youth her junior by a decade.
Kayla faced directly towards the camera, although she seemed unaware of its existence... or at least its active transmission.
"There's a good little slut," Michael said approvingly, as he moved in behind her.
I couldn't see Michael penetrate my wife directly, but her face revealed the moment anyway... eyes closing, mouth pressing into a line, eyebrows raising almost questioningly, as Michael's thickness filled her to the brim. Neither of them had even suggested a condom; they wanted it raw.
"Fuck, your pussy feels amazing," Michael said huskily, savoring the moment as much as Kayla had.
My wife mumbled her agreement, but it seemed she was too fixated on Michael's cock stretching her insides to offer more.
The two of them remained frozen like that for a few seconds, adjusting to each other's body. Like the calm before the storm, they were completely silent. And then, in the midst of this momentary reprieve, Michael slowly began to thrust.
"Ohhhhh," Kayla moaned softly. She sounded near-mournful, as if realizing all other pleasure was a shadow of what she now felt. And it was only beginning.
"Mmmmm," Michael murmured in response, maintaining their dialogue even without words.
His thrusts became stronger; not overwhelming, but steady. Kayla's boobs began to bounce freely, in sync with Michael's rhythm, leaving me in a state of sexed-up hypnosis.
Even with Michael steadily feeding himself back into my wife, it seemed she wanted more; Kayla began pushing back against him as much as he pushed forward into her.
"Oh, that's it. Throw it back on me. Just like that," Michael encouraged, his voice full of lust.
Urged on by his words, Kayla increased her intensity, pressing herself back onto Michael's shaft over and over again.
"Fuck, that's it. Take my cock. There's a good girl," Michael breathed heavily.
I wasn't sure what was more degrading: Michael's crude pillow talk or Kayla's aroused responses to it. In the end, it didn't matter; the degradation persisted either way.
The perverseness of the scene was too much for me. In any other setting, Kayla would have been Michael's superior. She was older, she was more accomplished... hell, like me, she was an actual pharmacist, while Michael was just a student. But somehow, Michael had reduced my wife to her basest instincts... so focused on pleasure that she'd allowed herself to submit entirely to him. It was a complete corruption of the natural order.
Amidst these thoughts, Kayla and Michael's tryst progressed. They fucked intensely, the two thrusting into and onto each other with abandon. Both let out moans and sounds of satisfaction, Michael slapping Kayla on the ass a few times for emphasis.
Even this compromising position wasn't enough for Michael; he pressed down on Kayla's back, pinning her body against the bed while he continued plunging into her from behind. Without interrupting his rhythm, he shifted his weight forward onto his hands, posting above Kayla in a powerful prone-bone position. His thick cock was now clearly visible to me as it plunged repeatedly between Kayla's ass cheeks, into her pussy below.
Michael tore his gaze away from Kayla long enough to smirk at the camera triumphantly; his message was clear: your wife is mine.
Kayla remained oblivious to all of this. Her entire world was centered around Michael and his cock as they pushed the bounds of any pleasure she'd ever known.
"Ohhhh, that's it. Fuck me, Steve. Fuck me, please, just fuck me!" Kayla cried, her voice muffled by the mattress.
Michael gave my wife what she asked for, continuing to thrust powerfully into her deepest recesses. But even this utter domination wasn't enough. My humiliation was not yet finished.
"You like how I fuck you?" he asked between ragged breaths.
"Yes," Kayla gasped.
"Do I fuck you better than your husband?" Michael pressed, now looking directly at the camera.
"Yes," Kayla answered without hesitation, still unable to manage more than a monosyllable.
"And you'll never be able to fuck him again without wishing it was me." Michael concluded, managing to grin at me even as he continued to pant heavily.
"Nooo.... I won'tttt!" Kayla choked out her agreement, now on the verge of incoherence.
"Good. Your pussy is mine," Michael declared firmly, looking back down at my wife. "It's time to cum again."
And as he commanded, Kayla did.
"FUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKK," came her cry, loud enough for Michael's neighbors to hear. Kayla gripped the sheets tightly in her fists; her body withdrawing on itself, unable to cope with the sheer force of ecstasy coursing through it.
Michael let my wife writhe beneath him for several seconds as he slowed—but didn't stop—his thrusts into her. I'd never seen Kayla—or any woman—orgasm so powerfully. My heart despaired; Michael's hostile takeover of my wife had been complete.
Despite its power, Kayla's orgasm did fade eventually. Once she'd returned to Earth, Michael shifted his weight off her, allowing my wife to come up onto all fours again.
But Michael was not done. Despite Kayla's twin orgasms, he was still unfinished. It was his turn now.
Reaching his arm around Kayla's neck, almost in a chokehold, he guided her up so that her back pressed against his muscled chest. His cock was still inside her, only now he was coming up at Kayla from below as well as behind.
As he resumed his thrusts, I realized I could see Kayla's pussy lips gripping him firmly with each pass; his cock was girthy enough that her lips couldn't help but cling to it as it passed by. I doubted Kayla had ever taken anything like it before.
Their new position stabilized, Michael moved his arm from around Kayla's neck down to her breasts, beginning to fondle them along with his other hand. Her nipples were swollen from arousal, finding themselves tweaked between Michael's fingers as he teased them.
Michael's nipple play seemed to give Kayla a second wind; she turned her face back towards him, seeking him out. Michael craned his neck to meet her, and the two kissed hungrily while his cock continued its steady violation of her body.
But then Michael had enough of this play at sensitive lovemaking; it was time to fuck again. He broke off their kisses and pushed Kayla back down onto all-fours. This wasn't a return to their doggystyle from before, though; Michael took a bundle of Kayla's brown hair into his fist, pulling her head upwards so that her face was forced towards the camera. Again, she didn't seem to recognize the camera for what it was, but to me, it felt like our eyes had locked.
As I peered into her beautiful blues, I realized my wife was no longer there. All that remained was what Michael had reduced her to: his chosen slut.
Keeping his grip on Kayla's hair, Michael moved his other hand over Kayla's ass, holding her firmly in place as he began to thrust into her. It was clear that Michael no longer cared about anything other than his own pleasure, fucking Kayla like she was a sex doll. Shockingly, Kayla didn't seem to mind in the least; her eyes closing and mouth falling open as Michael helped himself to her body.
Having established full control over my wife, Michael at last allowed himself the same ecstasy he'd given Kayla twice already. Breath quickly becoming deeper, then turning into a low groan, Michael gave one final thrust, burying himself fully into Kayla's pussy. Head tilted back, muscles tensing in unison, Michael flooded my wife's pussy with his cum.
Kayla, feeling the sudden release against her cervix, cried out, and then she too was cumming... for an unprecedented third time. I had a front row seat to Kayla's expression contorting in ways I'd never seen before, her mind apparently broken by pleasure.
The conjoined pair came down from their highs over the next several seconds, breaths slowly returning to normal.
Kayla broke the silence first.
"Holy fuck, Steve. I've never felt anything like that before," she said, looking back towards him.
Michael grinned, sparing a quick glance up towards the camera. "That's because you haven't been with the right man before."
I expected Kayla to roll her eyes at such a self-absorbed comment, but instead she smiled playfully. "I guess not," she admitted.
Michael grinned wider. "Go clean yourself up. Don't want you to be late for work, after all. Your husband might get suspicious. Don't want him interfering when our fun together's just started."
"Mmmm," Kayla murmured in thoughtful agreement, sliding herself off Michael's cock and moving onto the floor.
She made her way over to Michael's bathroom; his whiteness leaking from her pussy as she walked. She closed the door behind her.
Now alone, Michael crept up towards the camera, his softening cock visibly saturated by Kayla's juices.
Keeping his voice low so my wife couldn't hear, Michael spoke directly to me.
"Hello again, sir. I hope you stayed to watch the whole thing. Your wife put on quite the show, didn't she? Turns out she's quite the sex fiend... when properly motivated, at least. She just needed someone like me to show her what she'd been missing."
He paused, then continued. "You know, I hadn't even planned on getting back with Kayla after I had the video I needed. She was hot, sure, but I don't like making things messier than I have to. But then she reached out to me, asking for more. How could I say no?"
Michael smiled ironically. "But it's a win-win, I'd say. Kayla gets the kind of fucking she deserves, and I get to make my ex-preceptor's wife my own personal slut. I mean, I guess you don't get anything, but that's karma, I suppose. Maybe don't be such a power-tripping dick to your students and things like this wouldn't happen."
A toilet flushed in the background.
"Well, sir, that's my sign to wrap this up. Hope you enjoyed all of this as much as I have. A word of advice though—maybe don't try and stop Kayla from seeing me. She's so cock-hungry these days that I'm not sure that's a fight you'd win. I'll tire of her eventually. Probably."
Michael's expression turned sincere. "And just so you know, sir, you really have been my favorite preceptor. I've taken more away from you than from any of my other ones. Thank you for your dedication to my development."
And with a final smirk, Michael cut the feed.
I stared at my phone, my mind an utter blank. While watching the livestream, my emotions had cycled through helplessness, frustration, black rage, and despair. But now I felt nothing. My body was simply too exhausted from holding on to so many strong feelings in such a short time.
Realizing that my thirty minutes was up, I did the only thing I could do. I prepared to go back to work.
I just needed my erection to go away first.
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Sapiosexual.
What a fucking pretentious word.
It's a word wannabe-intellectuals use to describe themselves to seem more sophisticated: 'Oh, I barely even notice what someone looks like. What I'm really attracted to is their intelligence.'
Yeah, sure, buddy. That's why you're at the bar, talking up the hot young woman who's got massive tits but no high school diploma. Or why your online dating profile says your ideal woman can both cook and swallow... preferably at the same time. Or why you'd rather pick up women at clubs instead of literally any other venue.
But now I'm the one veering into pretentiousness. I think you get the idea.
I am not sapiosexual. Like most straight men, I love myself some tits and ass. In fact, I love them so much, I couldn't even declare having a preference: I know ass-men and boob-men exist, but for me it's all about appreciating a woman for what she's got. Why restrict myself to one aspect when there's so much about women's bodies to enjoy?
I realize this makes me sound like a horndog, but I'm not... at least, not anymore. I'm a near-middle-aged man with a wife and kids. But I still like to admire the scenery from time to time. And as a college professor, I'm never lacking for scenery...
I know it's a trope for college professors to sleep with their students, but I never have and never will. Don't get me wrong, I've had some hotties in my class—some who would have gladly slept their way to an A—but looking is the most I'd ever do. Besides the obvious moral problems, I'm just not attracted to college students in that way. I can recognize that they're physically attractive... but they're barely adults. Sleeping with them would make me feel like a near-pedophile. I know that probably puts me in the minority, but it's how I feel.
All of that to say is that I never expected to face temptation at my job... and certainly not because I was attracted to a woman's intelligence.
Selena changed everything.
Selena was one of my professor colleagues. We both were in the Social Sciences/Humanities department, but she taught literature whereas I focused on English. Still, we saw each other semi-regularly during department meetings or passing by each other's offices.
The first time I met Selena (when I was hired into the department) I was intimidated by her, but it was hard to pinpoint why. She wasn't mean or even stern, although she was distant. I felt like an unwelcome intrusion into her life—one she tolerated out of politeness. Initially, I worried I'd somehow offended her, but I eventually learned Selena was like that to just about everyone.
Other faculty's opinions on Selena were mixed. One administrative assistant referred to her exclusively as 'S.U.B.' (Selena's initials, but as the assistant observed, could also stand for 'stuck-up bitch'). In another instance, an adjunct refused to communicate with Selena anymore after they'd exchanged testy emails. But others loved her, highlighting her sense of humor, clever insights, and strong independence. Still, while the department staff generally respected Selena, most didn't see her as someone to be friends with.
Student reviews were equally mixed. Most declared her an average professor: brilliant and organized, but boring and distant. Some hated her, calling her unfair and hostile, or my personal favorite: a student-hating tyrant ("who the hell wrote that one? I just want to talk," she'd vented to me later). But a few said Selena was the best professor they'd ever had, citing her complete dedication to both them and the class.
Selena was a puzzle to me, and that's part of the reason I found myself growing increasingly fascinated by her. Deep down, who was Selena?
Despite her initial distance, Selena and I eventually clicked. I think it was our shared sense of humor that did it, but I think she also appreciated I never forced our interactions. Small talk annoyed her.
Whatever the case, over the next few years, Selena warmed to me. And as she opened up, I began to understand why some select few loved her so much.
Yes, Selena could be a bitch, but I don't think she ever intended to be. I think she just had a strong sense of professionalism, and if she felt someone was lacking, she would put them back on track. Not to be mean or judgmental, but to help them... even if it meant coming off as a bitch.
I later learned that Selena was aware of her reputation—and being seen as a bitch did bother her—yet she continued to push her exacting standards anyway. Whether it was from stubbornness, pride, or commitment to excellence, Selena didn't waver.
The more I learned about Selena, the more I admired her. She was funny. She was fierce. She was well-rounded. She was smart. She was professional.
Despite being happily married—and Selena having her own husband and kids—I began to wonder what my life would have been like had the two of us met under different circumstances. Would we have been more than just colleagues?
And then I began to wonder further: what would Selena be like in bed?
At first, it was just a casual curiosity. Does a woman like Selena even have sex? She had two kids, so clearly the answer was yes. But was it sterilized sex? Sex for purely reproductive purposes and nothing else? Or was Selena secretly a closet freak? When she wasn't playing the consummate professional, was Selena a frenzied wildcat who loved to fuck?
Both of these extremes seemed impossible... yet somehow plausible at the same time. I knew odds were that Selena was somewhere in the middle, like most people are, but being 'normal' didn't fit her either. She was a mystery.
Part of my problem was that I had no evidence to work with. I'd never seen a hint of sexuality from Selena, but I couldn't decide if that meant she had none or if it was on total lockdown. Again, both seemed possible.
I should admit here that I've not shared anything about Selena's appearance. That's no accident. I became curious about Selena based on her personality and intelligence alone; the rest was window-dressing.
Don't get me wrong. Selena isn't unattractive, but she dressed and carried herself in a way that attractiveness wasn't relevant. She always wore black pants and muted shirts that were just loose enough to hide any curves. If that wasn't enough, Selena usually wore a sweater or other layer that not only hid her upper body, but usually covered most of her ass as well. The few vaguely curious glances I did shoot at Selena's backside suggested that she wasn't hiding much.
Still, there were a few things I did know. Selena's about five years older than me—old enough for me to respect, yet young enough that we're in the same generation. She's got shoulder-length hair, perfectly straightened and parted down the middle in a style I describe as 'professional Karen'. I suspect she's had a few white hairs, but it's hard to tell with her hair dye. Despite its obvious artificiality, Selena's so-dark-it's-almost-black hair contrasts well against her pale face—and further highlights her green eyes. Her makeup both softens and accents her natural features, and while I'm not normally a fan of blatantly-visible makeup, I had to admit it worked on Selena.
Selena's got a nice smile too, with perfect teeth... even though she doesn't show it often.
All of this left me with the impression that Selena was professionally attractive. In other words, she was easy on the eyes, but only in the way that reception-room pictures are. Pleasant, but not worth an extended stare.
Yet, despite this, I was attracted to Selena anyway. I still imagined what sex with her might be like, and wondered how a man might seduce a woman like her in the first place.
Even later, when I discovered that Selena had much more going for her physically than I first suspected, it was mere icing on the cake.
It was hard to tell with her loose shirts, but Selena was somewhat flat-chested—a B-cup at best. And from what little I'd managed to see, her ass seemed equally underwhelming.
I still vividly remember the moment I realized I was mistaken on that second point. Selena was talking to one of her few faculty friends, Valerie, commiserating about the difficulty in buying well-fitting clothes as a woman. Valerie complained that because of her own flat body, most pants that fit her waist were super loose in the hip/ass area. Selena shook her head sympathetically, exclaiming that she understood but had the opposite problem: she had too much curve to fit into her waist-fitted pants.
I'd mostly been ignoring their conversation, but at Selena's line, I scoffed internally. Selena? Having too much ass to stuff in her pants? That couldn't be right.
But then Selena stood, lifted her sweater, and revealed her ass for emphasis. I instinctively glanced towards it, eager for another piece of the Selena-puzzle.
What I saw shocked me: Selena didn't just have an ass—she had the fullest natural one I'd ever seen. I don't know how she managed the illusion, but with the magic of her clothes, she'd hid it perfectly. I'd gone years without suspecting her ass's true proportions, and I'm sure I wasn't alone.
That was enough for me. My casual fascination with Selene became an active curiosity. I began engaging with her more frequently at work, and even started exchanging texts with her at home. Our conversations were perfectly appropriate, mostly sharing the latest nonsense our kids had gotten into or funny videos we'd stumbled upon. Acquaintance-level texts, nothing more.
Yet, slowly but surely, I found myself becoming infatuated with Selena. The more I learned about her, the more I wanted to know. And she seemed curious about me too.
Still, I never planned to make a move on her. I'm sure she felt the same.
But fate had other plans.
One day, our department head announced the two of us had been selected to attend the annual National Humanities Conference that year. All expenses would be covered, including flight, hotel, and food. I tend to be ambivalent about conferences, but once I realized Selena and I were both attending, I accepted without hesitation. This was my chance to solve the mystery—who was Selena, deep-down and after-hours?
Surprisingly, Selena seemed equally pleased with our pairing: "Thank God you're the one I'm going with. I was terrified they were gonna stick me with Dr. Byrne. Excuse my language, but he's such a prick."
"Well, now I have to ask him to switch with me," I teased.
"Don't you dare," Selena shot back. "I'd never forgive you." Then she laughed.
***
Somehow the department bungled our travel plans, resulting in Selena and me being placed on different outgoing flights. I was disappointed, but I'd grown to expect such casual incompetence from the administrators. By the time I arrived at the hotel, Selena was preparing for bed. We agreed to meet in the lobby the following morning.
A part of me hoped Selena would dress less conservatively off the university grounds, but that proved not to be the case. When I found her the next day, she was wearing the same professionally modest clothes she always did. Still, Selena was in an unusually peppy mood, and we shared several laughs together as we signed in for the multi-day conference.
Our friendly banter continued throughout the rest of the day; a bright spot in an otherwise tedious event.
Ostensibly, we were at the conference to network, in addition to following the latest trends in collegiate humanities. But Selena was not a networker, letting me take the lead, despite her seniority. She contributed to these networking conversations, but her reliance on me was obvious. Yet the few moments we were alone, she opened right back up again. We talked about everything: the usual professor struggles, student shenanigans, and even a little about our home life.
It was the most Selena had ever engaged me, and I loved every minute of it. She had much more depth than I'd given her credit for.
When we finished the day's conference activities, we had a few hours left before bedtime. Some of the other conference-goers invited us out to dinner with them, but Selena's reluctance was clear. I politely declined.
Once they'd left, I asked Selena if she'd like to grab dinner with me instead. She accepted with an eager "yes, please."
I found an Italian restaurant within walking distance, and we made our way over together. The restaurant had a romantic atmosphere, complete with mood lighting and gentle music. If Selena was bothered by my choice, though, she kept it to herself.
A short time later, we were seated.
"Thank God we're finally done for the day," Selena groaned, sinking into her chair. "If I have to hear one more proposal on 'Navigating Change', I'm gonna Anna-Karenina myself."
"And leave me to face the conference alone? I don't think so. If I have to suffer through it, then you do too. Don't forget I could have switched with Dr. Byrne," I countered.
"Ugh, fine," Selena relented. "Although I still think we should just be sick the rest of the trip. 'Sorry, Dean! We both got food poisoning on Day 1. Awful luck!'"
"You say that like she would care. She'd expect us to be at every lecture even if it meant wearing barf bags and adult diapers throughout."
Selena sighed. "Yeah. You're right. But let's talk about something else. I'm done thinking about the conference."
"We could talk about the menu," I offered. "This wine list looks especially impressive."
"A man after my own heart," Selena laughed. "Let's see what they've got..."
We spent the next several minutes discussing wines and appetizers. It was only after we'd placed our orders with the waiter that the conversation hit a lull.
Selena broke the silence first.
"So, I have to ask, John, what's your secret?"
Selena was smiling, her green-eyed gaze playful and curious.
"What are you talking about?" I replied, having no idea where she was headed.
"How do you get your students to love you so much? I've seen the online reviews."
I was not expecting that. I laughed. "Honestly, I stopped looking at student reviews a long time ago. I learned fast you're asking to be humbled. Some students are ruthless."
"Yours aren't. Sure, you've got a few lukewarm reviews, but the consensus seems to be any student would be lucky to have you as a professor. So, I'll ask again. What's your secret?"
I considered. Sure, I knew my students seemed to enjoy my classes, but I never dug deeper into the why of it.
"I'm not sure. Far as I know, there's nothing special that I do. But if I had to guess, I think maybe it's because I'm very open with them. I connect with them individually."
"There's gotta be more to it though. Whenever I'm open with people, I just get called a bitch," Selena observed dryly.
"I don't know if there is more... at least not that I'm aware of," I said, considering. "And you're not a bitch. I think maybe people just aren't sure how to handle your high expectations. I know you don't mean anything malicious by it, but it can be intimidating. I know you intimidated me, at first."
Selena's mouth dropped open in exaggerated offense. "Ouch, John. And here I thought we were getting along so well."
"We are!" I quickly backtracked. "But back then, you seemed closed-off to me. I assumed it was because you weren't particularly friendly. You kind of scared me, if I'm being honest. But now I know better."
"And what do you know now?" Selena asked, eyebrow arched.
"That you're very friendly... to the right people."
"The introvert's curse," Selena nodded sagely. "The best people you'll ever meet, if you can only get them to open up first."
"Exactly." I agreed. "That's you."
"Well, thanks for thinking I'm one of the best, but fuck you for calling me scary," Selena teased.
"Gotta take the good with the bad, I guess," I shrugged, playing along.
Then, a thought occurred to me. "Wait, you brought up my student reviews. What do yours say?"
Selena grimaced. "Oh, nothing good. I read them anyway, though, because some of them are hilarious. Here, I've saved some of the better ones."
Selena proceeded to read several particularly nasty student reviews, including the 'student-hating tyrant' one I'd alluded to earlier. It was my favorite, but there were other golden ones too:
'Dr. Baker is a vampire, feeding on the souls of every student who enters her classroom' and 'This class was a worse experience than the time I almost died of sepsis'.
The last one was elegant in its simplicity: 'Fuck Dr. Baker'.
"Wow. Those are almost impressive. No wonder you've held on to them." I chuckled.
"Thank God for tenure, is all I have to say," Selena sighed.
"I'm sure you're a great professor," I offered. "Even if you're not always appreciated at the time, I bet most of those bad reviews are from students who faced accountability for the first time in their lives."
"Maybe," Selena admitted. "But here are some of yours."
She cleared her throat dramatically. "'Dr. Wheeler is the best professor I've ever had. I'm sad I can't take more of his classes'; 'Dr. Wheeler made me actually care about English, the most boring subject on the planet.'; and then 'Funny and a great teacher!'"
"Huh," I said, considering. "Maybe I should have been keeping up with my reviews after all."
"Oh, and in case you were wondering, you seem to have made an extra impression on some of your lady students. I won't read them, but some of the reviews are rather... forward."
I sighed. This unfortunately wasn't news to me. "Some of my students really lean in to the hot-for-professor trope. They have no idea how uninterested I am. I prefer women my age. Ones with fully developed brains and personalities. Not young adults who've barely lived."
"I'm sure your wife appreciates that attitude," Selena smiled.
"She does. But what about your husband? Does he ever get jealous of any of your students?"
"No. Cliff knows I've got the same attitude as you. I'll take a grown man who can hold a conversation over a muscled idiot any day."
"How'd you and your husband meet, by the way? I don't think you've told me."
"Cliff and I met through mutual friends. They thought we'd get along well and arranged a meeting. I was skeptical at first, but Cliff won me over. Something about the way he talked and thought about the world sucked me in. I know that doesn't sound especially romantic, but I was head-over-heels in no time. But what about you and your wife? How did you meet?"
"You're gonna laugh, but it was at a poetry reading in undergrad. Sarah and I clicked, and we've been inseparable ever since."
"That's disgustingly cute," Selena cringed, then smiled again. "Your wife's a lucky woman."
"As is your husband. And us, too, for having them."
"I'll toast to that," Selena said, raising her wine glass to mine.
We clinked our glasses and sipped.
As if on cue, our waiter arrived moments later with our appetizers. Selena and I thanked him, and dug in. As we snacked, I realized that I'd never seen Selena as unguarded as she was now—she was obviously having a great time. As was I.



We dined and talked freely over the next hour. Once again, I found myself wondering how my life might have gone if I'd met Selena earlier in life, before Sarah. My compatibility with Selena seemed undeniable, but would it have lasted? Would we have dated? Gotten married? Had kids? No way to know of course, but I couldn't shake the feeling that in another life, Selena and I would have been very happy together. It was like déjà vu, except for a life only imagined, never lived.
But these thoughts were interrupted by the check.
"You've been such fun company, Selena, dinner's on me tonight," I declared boldly.
Selena laughed. "Okay, mister. I hope you don't break the bank charging it to the school account."
"Shhhh, you're not supposed to point that out," I said in a dramatic whisper, passing the bill back to the waiter.
As we waited for him to return, I turned the conversation to the future.
"So, what are you up to the rest of the night?"
"I brought a book to read. Not the most exciting answer, but I'm really looking forward to finishing it on this trip," Selena said, sounding embarrassed by her blandness.
"Oh yeah? Anything good?"
"I think so. It's the Revelation quadrilogy by Keith Miller. I'm on the second book."
"Hmmm. I'm not familiar with it. Is it new?" I asked, racking my brain if I'd encountered it before.
"Relatively. It's not a best-seller or anything. A friend recommended it, so I gave it a shot. It's turned out much better than I'd expected. The author's no Hemingway, but something about the story is oddly compelling. The characters are rich and well-developed. If I didn't know better, I'd suspect the author lived it himself."
"Maybe he did," I offered.
"Oh, I doubt that," Selena chuckled. "The story is a weird blend of fantasy and sci-fi. So unless the author is a time-traveling wizard, I think he just has a powerful imagination."
"That's a fair point. I'm glad you're enjoying it though."
"You want to read it? I brought the first book, The Venetian Sea, with me, just in case. I know that sounds odd, but the series is full of subtle connections and call-backs that fly under the radar. I wanted to have the first book as a reference. But I'd be happy to let you borrow my copy if you want. Just come back with me to my room and I'll grab it for you."
"Sure. I'd love to check it out."
"Good. I need more people to talk about it with," Selena said approvingly. "Read fast though. I'm not sure how long I can keep some of the twists to myself."
"I'll do my best," I promised.
***
A short time later, I found myself in Selena's hotel room.
Selena was rooting inside her suitcase for the book, while I stood near the door, watching her search.
Something about the casual intimacy of the situation triggered my brain, and I was struck by the odd déjà vu once more: Selena-as-partner-in-an-unlived-life.
When Selena finally located the book and handed it to me, our eyes locked. A powerful urge gripped me in that moment, and before I knew what I was doing, I planted a kiss on Selena's lips. I held it for a moment, my brain trying to comprehend what my body had done of its own accord. I was brought back to reality as the book in Selena's hand came loose and crashed onto the floor.
I pulled away from Selena, shocked at my own lack of control. "I'm so sorry, Selena. I don't know why I did that."
Selena's expression was a mask. She too had been caught off-guard by my sudden move.
"I'm really sorry," I apologized again. "I should go."
As I started to leave, Selena's voice caught me. "Wait, John. Don't apologize. You just surprised me. But it was nice."
Unable to believe my ears, I turned back to Selena. "What?"
Selena looked sheepish at her admission, but then she smiled again. "Your kiss. It was nice."
I was stunned. I'd never imagined Selena would say those words to me. "Selena, I'm glad you're not bothered, but I'm clearly not in my right mind. If I don't leave now, I might not be able to stop."
Selena closed the distance between us, keeping her eyes locked on mine. Then she whispered the words that sealed our fate: "Maybe I don't want you to stop."
That was all it took.
The next moment, I was kissing Selena once more, my longstanding mental curiosity now transformed into a blazing physical one. There was no inhibition this time; I needed to experience Selena—all of Selena. Even as I tasted her lips, my hands worked to shed her clothes. First went her sweater, then her dress shirt. I struggled a bit more with her bra, but then that too was gone.
Our bodies mashed together, separating just long enough to make room for the clothes flying off. My own clothes were being removed too—I felt Selena's hands unbuckle my belt and unzip my pants—and before I knew it, we were both naked in front of each other.
Selena was beautiful in her nakedness. Not because of her physical beauty—although she was indeed physically beautiful—but because I was seeing a side of Selena very few had.
"Wow," was all I could manage.
Selena smiled, flattered by my admiration. "You're not so bad yourself."
"Want to take this to the bed, then?" I offered.
"I'd love to," Selena agreed.
Selena climbed in first, crawling under the covers. I followed after, the two of us cocooning ourselves in our own little world. We both lay on our sides, staring at each other, basking in our blossoming connection. I restarted our kisses slowly, relishing the way Selena's lips pressed against mine. As we kissed, I let my hand roam over her body, exploring every curve and bend within reach. No wonder Selena hid herself so thoroughly, I thought. No man would be able to resist her otherwise.
Selena smiled as I caressed her skin. Her body was a gift, and she knew it.
As my fingers reached the inside of her thighs, I realized how wet Selena already was.
"Huh. You really meant it—not wanting me to stop."
"You have no idea," Selena said, moving her own hand at last. I felt her fingers grasp my manhood, directing it towards her center. Her upper leg raised slightly, and the next thing I knew, Selena had enveloped me.
Pleasure exploded in my brain.
"Fuck. You feel amazing," I groaned.
It was true. Selena was perfectly warm, soft, wet, and tight, all at once. It was a far cry from my initial impression of Selena as a frigid, distant woman. I could not have been more wrong.
I pushed myself further into Selena's core, determined to experience every part of her. Her vaginal walls parted freely, inviting me to penetrate her to the fullest. I did, gladly.
A sharp breath escaped from Selena's mouth, drawing my attention back to her face.
Selena's eyebrows knitted together as she processed the sensation of me filling her up. Emotions flooded over her face in rapid succession: longing, satisfaction, disbelief, ecstasy, and desire. It was the most expressive I'd ever seen her. Having a woman as thoroughly professional as Selena be so openly sexual was one of the hottest moments of my life.
And I was ready for more.
I inched back out of Selena, then slowly pushed forward again, once more to the hilt. I repeated this small move over and over, until I had established a measured, but steady, rhythm.
Unfortunately, lying on my side made it hard to get the right leverage. To assist, Selena wrapped her upper leg over mine and began thrusting herself onto me as much as I thrusted into her. By instinct, I put my hand on her ass to align us even further. Selena's glute contracted repeatedly under my palm as she ground herself on my manhood; her desperate need mirrored my own.
Selena opened her eyes briefly, seeing me stare at her. She smiled, then closed her eyes once more, lost to pleasure again.
I don't know how long we kept at it, but my ecstasy was so great, I barely noticed my orgasm when it arrived. One second, I was thrusting steadily into Selena; the next I was emptying myself inside her.
The moment my seed hit her cervix, Selena was pushed into her own orgasm; the two of us tumbling over the cliff together. Our bodies trembled as one, united by ecstasy. For the briefest of seconds, our pleasure seemed like it would be everlasting... and then it was gone. Our bodies stilled at last, aside from our chests heaving for air.
Selena opened her eyes once more—those perfect green eyes, staring into mine—looking utterly satisfied.
"You are so beautiful," I said, staring back, as I ran my hand through her black hair.
A powerful expression passed over Selena's face, and for a moment, it looked like she might cry. But then, as fast as the expression had come, it vanished.
"You have no idea how much I needed that," Selena said softly.
"Sex?" I asked, my playful nature returning.
"Sex. Dinner. You. All of it," Selena replied fervently.
We fell silent again, our bodies still intertwined. I managed to remain inside Selena, despite softening again. I knew I should pull away, but I didn't want to leave her warmth. We lay together like that for several seconds, hands slowly caressing one another and staring into each other's eyes. We were like lovers on honeymoon.
But it couldn't last forever.
Selena ended the moment first, sighing regretfully and unwrapping her leg from mine. I took the cue to pull out, but it wasn't easy. The sudden absence of Selena's heat was almost painful.
"You need the bathroom?" I offered, as we separated fully.
"Go ahead. I'll use it when you're done," Selena said, her professional demeanor reasserting itself.
She watched me as I climbed from the bed, her face once again unreadable. I shot her a smile anyway, and then closed the bathroom door behind me.
As I relieved myself, I processed what I'd just done. I'd had no intention of ever making a move on Selena, but yet, here I was, in her hotel room, my penis covered in her vaginal fluid.
I really hoped I wouldn't come to regret my actions. Not because of my wife (I admittedly hadn't even thought about her yet), but because I didn't want to complicate my relationship with Selena. Especially not day one of the conference. We still had a lot of time together.
I exited the bathroom to find Selena waiting on the other side, ready for her turn. I let her pass without a word, and as she made use of it, I gathered my clothes.
When she came out again, I was sitting on a nearby chair, fully-dressed.
"Leaving already?" Selena asked, her surprise not fully suppressed.
"I didn't want to make any assumptions about how long I was welcome," I said.
"Uh huh," Selena replied, eyebrow raised skeptically. "In all seriousness though, I'd love it if you could stay longer. We have a lot to talk about, I'm sure."
Selena paused, her tone turning regretful. "Unfortunately, I told Cliff I'd video chat with the family tonight. I hate to send you running, but I need to catch them soon. It's almost the kids' bedtime back home."
"Hey, no worries at all. Do whatever you need to do. We'll have plenty of time to talk later."
Selena smiled. "Thanks for understanding, John. I know it's weird to have sex with you and then kick you out so I can talk with my husband and kids. I'm sorry."
"Don't apologize. I don't think either of us expected to have sex tonight. It just kind of... happened. You don't owe me anything," I explained, and then added, "It was amazing, though, just so you know. Being with you, I mean."
Selena looked away, either from embarrassment or shame. "Thanks. I agree. It was unexpected... but, yes, amazing too. But we'll talk later, I promise. Have a good night, John."
"You too, Selena."
As I walked to the door, Selena's voice came for me once more:
"John?"
"Yes?"
"Don't forget your book."
I looked back, seeing The Venetian Sea still on the floor where it had fallen from Selena's hand. I retrieved it, wondering that such a minor thing had led to Selena and me becoming intimate.
"Thanks. I'll take good care of it," I promised.
And just like that, I was back in the hotel hallway, overwhelmed by a sense of liminal emptiness.
In a trance, I returned to my room, a couple floors above.
When I entered, I realized just how quiet it was. It was just me; no wife, no kids, no... Selena. Desperate for noise, I turned on the TV and picked a channel at random.
I began to settle in for the night. Undressing and showering. Brushing my teeth and flossing.
But after all of that, it was still too early for sleep.
I texted Sarah, asking if she'd like me to check in with her and the kids, but after five minutes with no response, I moved on.
With nothing better to do, I opened Selena's book.
My heart wasn't in it at first, but the more I read, the more invested I became. Selena was right. The prose was adequate, nothing extraordinary, yet the story drew me in anyway. I lived it, alongside the characters, exploring their new world with awe, worrying over their challenges, celebrating their victories.
By the time I looked at the clock again, three hours had passed. In that time, I'd missed several texts from both Sarah and Selena—my phone had entered its auto sleep-mode long ago.
Sarah:
Hey, sorry just now seeing your text. Was busy trying to put the kids to bed. I'm free now if you want to call!
(later)
Must have missed you. We'll talk tomorrow? Love you.
And then Selena:
Finished with the family. Are you busy?
(later)
I really hope you're not giving me the cold shoulder now, John. I thought I was the one who was supposed to be closed off (followed by a winking emoji)
(later)
So.... I'm gonna tell myself you're not responding because you've gone to sleep already. Until I know for sure though, I'm gonna greet you tomorrow like tonight never happened. Don't want to make you feel uncomfortable.
Shit. I felt like an idiot character in a sitcom, creating problems through his own incompetence. Stupid engrossing book. I needed to make this right.
I knew Sarah was likely asleep by now, but maybe Selena was still up.
I texted her immediately.
I'm so sorry. I started reading The Venetian Sea and got sucked into it. And my phone went to its scheduled sleep mode, so I didn't see your texts until just now. I promise I wasn't ignoring you. Don't worry... you're still the only closed-off one.
For a couple minutes, I thought Selena must have passed out already, but then I received a reply:
I better be. No way you'd out-close-off me anyway.
Then, immediately after:
I am about to fall asleep though, so we should probably talk tomorrow. We could use some excitement during the conference anyway.
And don't worry. I'm not gonna go weird on you. Just maybe pretend I didn't send those texts earlier (followed by a grinning emoji)
I shook my head and laughed. Lightheartedness aside, there was no denying that Selena was embarrassed by her earlier texts. I savored the moment--she was showing all sorts of new sides tonight.
I replied: Too late. I've already screenshotted them. You think they'd go well on a shirt?
Selena: You asshole. I'm gonna spoil the end of your book if you don't stop messing with me. You'll never believe what happens with Renikos.
Me: Okay, fine, fine. I take it back. You'll get no more sass from me, I promise. Until I finish the series, at least.
Selena: Thin ice, Dr. Wheeler. Thin ice. I'll see you tomorrow, bright and early.
Me: (grinning emoji) Goodnight, Selena.
Selena: Goodnight, John.
Even as I drifted off, I was smiling.
***
As promised, I met Selena down in the hotel lobby after breakfast, ready for day two of the conference. She carried herself as professionally as ever, all signs of last night's intimacy carefully hidden once more. For a moment, words failed me. Had I mischaracterized our entire connection?
But then Selena smiled wryly at my speechlessness.
"Wow, look at Dr. Wheeler, unsure of himself for the first time in his life. You're not gonna make this awkward now are you, John?"
"I'm not sure what you're talking about, Dr. Baker," I replied, mirroring her formal tone. "There's nothing awkward about a professor inviting a colleague over for a book handoff. Even if it was to their hotel room. At night. Alone."
"I seem to remember doing more than just sharing a book..." Selena teased, as we began walking.
"I guess there was more, wasn't there? My memory's kind of fuzzy though. You must have hypnotized me with those striking green eyes of yours."
"Ugh. Really John? 'Striking green eyes'? I expected more from you," Selena gagged, but then smiled anyway. "You're lucky this conference has me prepared to handle even the worst clichés. Speaking of which, I can't wait to hear more about how we can 'Navigate Change' today. No doubt it will be just as exhilarating as yesterday's panels."
"No doubt," I agreed with an ironic shake of my head. "I am very glad you're with me though. It's comforting to know that no matter how miserable I might get, you'll be feeling even worse."
"You're a real gentleman, Dr. Wheeler," Selena said, rolling her eyes, as we reached the conference room.
"I'm aware," I replied with a grin.
As expected, the second day of the conference was just as tedious as the first. There were some legitimately great speakers, but unfortunately, for every great one, there were three mediocre ones, and by the time we finished, both Selena and I were mentally drained.
Still, even as bland as the conference itself was, Selena was an unquestionable bright spot. We maintained our playful banter throughout, finding ways to communicate even in the middle of speeches. A raised eyebrow here. A nod there. Light touches back and forth, professional and under the guise of catching the other's attention, but also frequent and eager.
During our lunch break, we ate with the same group of professors that had invited us out the first night. Selena engaged with them surprisingly well, but she kept returning her attention to me. It took a conscious effort on my part to keep the conversation from devolving into a one-on-one. The spark Selena and I had was growing stronger.
Once we finished the day's activities, our new conference-friends invited us out with them again. I thanked them for their consideration, but declined once more, explaining that Selena and I had another engagement.
Once they left, Selena looked at me curiously. "Other plans, huh?"
"Yeah, I've got a dinner date with this other professor. She's a bit scary, but in like a super attractive way."
"Hmmm, is that right?" Selena asked skeptically. "I'm sure she'd love to hear you describe her like that. Oddly enough, I've got similar plans. Except my dinner date is this male professor who's kind of fun, but only half as clever as he thinks he is."
"Sounds like you might be selling him short," I shrugged.
"He'd certainly like to think so," Selena replied, without missing a beat.
We found another restaurant within walking distance, this time a casual All-American diner. The atmosphere was much less romantic than yesterday's Italian, yet my infatuation with Selena had grown to the point that even a fast-food date with her would have been a pleasure.
Despite our day-long teasing, Selena and I had yet to openly address last night's encounter. Our discretion was mostly driven by the fun of leaving it unspoken. But I suspected another motivation too: if we acknowledged our connection, we'd have to address what it would mean for us in the future. And that wasn't a conversation either of us seemed ready for.
Still, our flirting continued, lasting all the way through dinner. Our conversation wasn't just surface-level though—we talked about our families, our childhoods, and our dreams. Selena seemed to be in a similar mindset as me: we were happy enough with our lives, but middle-age had brought a sense of pervasive restlessness. I resisted pointing out the obvious: us sleeping together was a classic midlife crisis.



As we wrapped up with dinner, Selena addressed the lingering question:
"So, John. Now that we're done eating, what are our plans for the rest of the night?"
"I do have this rather interesting book to finish, but I might be persuaded to delay it for the right person."
"Mmmm, how romantic. Did you have someone in mind?" Selena asked, her green eyes twinkling playfully.
"Well, there was this one woman I connected with last night. I'd really like to spend some more time with her, but I'm not sure if she's available."
"Well, I have it on good authority she is," Selena said conspiratorially.
"Well, in that case... Selena, would you like to join me back at the hotel? My room this time?"
"I'd love to," Selena agreed. "And I've got no family responsibilities or video dates, so I'm all yours tonight."
Déjà vu struck me once more. I felt like I was in my twenties, connecting with the love of my life for the first time.
I wasn't, of course. I was a forty-ish married man, inviting another married woman back to my room. I should have felt guilty, but I didn't. I felt free.
"You know, we could have just skipped the conference today. Gone straight to this," I shook my head ruefully.
"Maybe. But the anticipation is half the fun," Selena smiled.
"You might be right." I conceded. "But actual fun is the other half. Let's get out of here."
We settled our bill and left the restaurant. As we walked, I reached an arm around Selena and pulled her in next to me. I barely even noticed what I'd done until Selena turned her face up towards me and laughed.
"So, are we pretending to be a real couple now, John?"
Selena's tone was playful, but she'd broached the unspoken topic at last: what were we? Coworkers, friends, lovers... mutual one-night-stands? Selena was no longer the enigma she'd once been... but who was she to me now?
I wasn't ready to confront that question yet. And so, I took the coward's way out.
"I'm just making sure an esteemed colleague doesn't become too chilled after a full meal. Can't be selfish and keep all my body heat to myself, right?"
"Hmmm," Selena murmured thoughtfully, as if sensing my unvoiced thoughts. But she didn't press further. "Well, that's very kind of you, John. I'd be an idiot to turn down such a generous offer."
She wrapped her own arm around me, and we proceeded to walk side-by-side back to the hotel. We barely spoke, too busy enjoying the feel of our bodies pressing together. It was a sweet moment, ruined only by the fact that we were promised to other people.
But sweetness wasn't all I felt. The longer I held Selena next to me, the more my body remembered our encounter from the previous night. My inner lust began to reawaken, its sharp spice mingling with the saccharine from our flirting. Selena had already agreed to return to my room, and now that the moment was imminent, my desire was erupting into a bonfire. A consummate-professional like Selena being so willing to climb into my bed was an incredible turn-on.
My mind raced with everything I wanted to do to her... we couldn't get back fast enough.
But somehow, I contained myself. Even during the elevator ride up to my floor, with just the two of us, I managed to keep my hands to myself, even though I wanted nothing more than to tear Selena's business attire from her body.
Still, by the time I unlocked my room, ushering us both in, my body was shaking with anticipation.
Selena seemed oblivious to my struggle as she stepped into my room, setting her purse down on the floor next to her. Straightening, she then glanced around, surveying the area.
"Wow. I really love what you've done with the place," Selena said in mock awe. "The mass-produced American-style furniture is a great commentary on our soulless consumer culture, but it's the O'Keefe-knockoff on the wall that really elevates the experience."
"I'm glad you picked up on that," I laughed. "Not to brag, but people often use the word 'prodigy' when seeing my decoration choices."
"Maybe don't quit your day job," Selena laughed back, poking me playfully in the chest.
It was a small gesture, but now that we were alone, it was enough. My barely-contained lust blazed out of control.
Selena sensed the sudden change in atmosphere. "Wow," she said softly. "I didn't realize interior art got you so excited."
"We both know it's not the art that's got me excited," I replied.
"Hmmm," Selena murmured. "You know, John, even after all our years working together, I'm still learning things about you. But it's nice. I like seeing this side of you."
"What, the side of me that's acting like a college kid who's snuck a girl into his room?"
"Yeah. That side," Selena said, stepping closer to me. "Sure, you seem like an idiot. But in a flattering way."
"Glad you like it," I said, my voice shaking with lust, as Selena finally came within kissing distance. I leaned down towards her face, but Selena pulled back, an amused smile playing over her face.
"Mmm... down, tiger. You took the lead last night. Only seems fair that you let me lead this time. Why don't you lay on the bed for me?"
For a moment, I was off-balance. I'd never had a woman openly ask to take the lead before. But I had to admit: it was hot.
And so on to the bed I went.
Once I was settled, Selena made eye contact with me and smiled. Ever so casually, she removed her outer jacket, placing it neatly on a nearby chair. Still holding my gaze, her hands went to her dress shirt, and began to undo the buttons on it one-by-one. As each popped open, more of Selena's skin was revealed: first her chest, then her bra, and finally her stomach. Selena's smile widened at my rapt fascination.
"Don't let me be the only one getting down to business," Selena said, pointing to my fully-clothed body.
I didn't need to be told twice. I unbuttoned my own shirt just enough to pull it over my head, followed shortly by my undershirt. As soon as my chest was clear, I removed my socks, then my pants, leaving me in just my underwear.
Selena had moved quickly too—her bra and slacks were also gone, but she wasn't done yet. With a final push, she removed her panties too. I didn't have long to admire her bare body, though, as she quickly climbed onto the bed. Selena centered her body over me, her face above mine. I saw my own desperate desire mirrored in her expression, and the next thing I knew, we were kissing passionately.
Words can't describe how deep my need was for Selena in that moment. My body yearned for hers, yes, but my mind was even more desperate to reestablish the connection we'd formed last night. I needed her, all of her. Even as I tasted Selena's lips, my hands roamed her naked body, exploring every inch of her exposed skin. Selena responded accordingly, beginning to grind herself against the hardness between my legs. She moaned softly into my mouth, and I groaned my pleasure back.
As we continued to kiss, Selena's hand probed down towards my center, grasping my manhood and pulling it free from my underwear. I felt wetness against my head, and then all-consuming warmth. Selena exhaled as I penetrated her, slowly lowering herself further onto me until she'd taken me in completely.
"Holy shit," I moaned, surprised by how quickly Selena had escalated our encounter. "Guess that means we're skipping the foreplay."
"What do you think we've been doing all day?" Selena asked pointedly, as she settled her hips down over mine.
I didn't have a response to that.
Ignoring my silence, Selena leaned over me, her dark hair falling in front of her pale face. I was struck by her Snow-White-esque beauty, baffled that I'd ever seen Selena as anything less than enchanting. But then her lips were on mine, driving all other thoughts away.
Selena let her kiss linger on me for a few seconds, drawing out our physical connection. Between the kiss and the warmth surrounding my manhood, I felt myself melting into Selena; the two of us re-merging into one. Once conjoined, Selena broke our kiss, sitting up and placing her hands against my chest. Now properly braced, Selena slowly slid herself off me... then allowed her body to sink back down, sending a fresh wave of pleasure into my brain. I exhaled deeply.
Selena smiled, clearly enjoying the effect she was having on me. Her expression was almost smug, as if she'd beaten me at a game I hadn't realized we were playing.
"Don't look too proud of yourself," I couldn't resist saying. "Bedding your professor colleague isn't that impressive of an accomplishment when you've got so many unfair advantages."
"Oh yeah?" Selena asked playfully. "What advantages are those?"
Then, oh-so-innocently, Selena allowed herself to rise and sink onto me once more.
"Mmmmm," I hummed through tightly-closed lips, refusing to give the Selena the satisfaction of a real groan. Once this newest pleasure-wave passed, I steadied my voice to reply. "I mean, I could talk about how stunning you are or your sens..."
Selena took that moment to bounce herself again, her grin widening as she gazed down into my eyes.
"Fuck," I said, trying to hold myself together. I continued. "Or your sense of humor. Or how wicked sma... fuck!"
Another bounce.
"... smart you are," I forced out, determined to not be derailed. "But really, what makes you truly irresistible is that you dislike Dr. Byrne even more than me."
"Oh, say more, John," Selena teased, now slowly but persistently riding me. "Talk dirty to me."
"The way you challenged Dr. Bryne at the last department meeting, without him even realizing it? That was a work of genius. It was probably the hottest thing I've seen in my life," I said, trying my best not to lose myself in Selena's bottomless green eyes.
"Even hotter than this?" Selena questioned, her pace and breathing both quickening steadily.
I tried my best to keep our banter going, but the pure pleasure I felt from Selena riding me made it nearly impossible. "Okay, the second hottest thing I've seen in my life," I finally managed to gasp.
Selena at last ended our exchange, turning her full attention to grinding herself on me. Her hips and thighs went into overdrive, Selena moving over my pelvis with the vigor of a woman half her age. She broke our eye contact as her head tilted upwards, and then suddenly she stopped. For a moment, I thought she'd somehow hurt herself with how abruptly her movements ended. But then Selena looked back down at me and smiled wide.
"Sorry, I just came," she apologized. "Guess your dirty talk worked pretty well. Although now I'm never going to be able to look at Dr. Byrne the same way again."
"You're welcome... I think?" I said, still savoring Selena's warmth on me.
Selena just laughed softly. "Well, I had my fun. I think it's your turn now."
Taking Selena at her word, I leaned up slightly, wrapped my arms around her, then pulled her down against me. I kissed her slowly for several seconds, running my hands along her bare back, her generous hips, then back up to her head. I was still buried fully inside Selena, and as our bodies worked into our kisses, the pleasured friction against my manhood returned.
I was overcome by a powerful need—a need to show Selena just how far my newfound appreciation of her went. I didn't want to make love, I didn't want to fuck... I wanted to dedicate a masterpiece to her. Only instead of paint or ink, this masterpiece would be written by our bodies.
Inspiration secured, I wrapped Selena in an embrace, flipping us over so that I was now on top, and began my opus.
I lost myself, pouring all I had into my work. There was not a single part of Selena I didn't acclaim with my touch. Her breasts and hips were the obvious highlights, but the rest of her body provided the necessary subtlety and depth. Selena's arms, thighs, shoulders, and even her fingers were all included in my rapt attentions; they were all blessed with desirability simply by sharing Selena's person.
My work had its intended effect. Selena opened herself utterly to me, her body and mind begging for more.
I obliged.
Time passed, the two of us manifesting the sexual equivalent of War and Peace onto the hotel bed. The great tragedy was that our masterpiece would remain unknown to the greater world; the great miracle was that it was known to us. Saturated by pleasured magnificence, our souls united.
My work was almost complete, but it still needed its conclusion.
Our bodies teetering on the verge of eternity, I pressed my forehead against Selena's, staring into her spectacular eyes. We shared everything in that moment: hopes and dreams; fears and failures; what we had been and what we would be. The oeuvres of our lives were laid bare, imparted to each other through our linked gaze.
And then the fullness of release found us. I died, was reborn, and died again.
When I came back to myself, Selena was looking at me with open wonder.
"John... that was...," Selena finally whispered, her words faltering. "I want to say incredible, but even that doesn't do it justice."
I smiled. "Sometimes even the best words aren't enough."
"You might be right," Selena admitted, tilting her head to the side thoughtfully.
I joined her in silence, the two of us using our eyes and our touch to communicate what words could not. We were bonded now, this afterplay the first exploration of our new reality.
Words were insufficient, that was true. But I thought Selena had missed the better descriptor.
Our sex hadn't just been incredible, it was life-changing.
The only uncertainty was to what degree.
***
Selena and I eventually separated, making our trips to freshen up in the bathroom. Once rejoined on the bed, we bantered a bit more before an incoming text illuminated my phone.
"It's Sarah," I said, after checking it. "She wants a video call."
Selena didn't hesitate. "Talk to your wife, John. I'm gonna get dressed and head down to my room. Let me know when you're done though, and I'll come back."
"Are you asking to spend the night with me?" I grinned.
"Oh, come on, John. We both knew that was happening from the moment I walked into your room." Selena said with a wry smile.
"And here I thought you were just using me for sex," I replied, my grin widening.
Selena rolled her eyes. "See you soon."
***
"Hey, hon! How's the conference?"
My wife's eager face filled my phone screen, our living room in the background.
"It's not the most exciting thing," I admitted, "but free travel and free food is nice."
"Oh, that's good at least. You getting some good networking in?"
I laughed. "Something like that. How are you? How are the kids?"
"You know how it goes. Daddy's gone so that means no rules," Sarah said with mild annoyance. As if it had been scripted, she then faced off-camera and shouted. "Ben, you better cut that out! Come say hi to daddy!"
"No!" came the defiant cry from the background.
"Here, let me talk to him," I offered.
"If I can chase the little shit down," Sarah said just loud enough for me to hear.
Several seconds later, she finally managed to drag my elder son onto the screen.
"Ben, are you misbehaving while I'm gone?" I said, my tone stern.
"Yeah," Ben admitted sheepishly.
"Well, you need to stop. It's not nice. I'll be back in a couple of days, and I better hear you were a little angel when I get back. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Dad," Ben nodded, suddenly looking like the model of obedience.
"You having fun at day camp?"
"Yeah. We're learning music," Ben said, his focus now only half on the phone.
"Oh yeah? What kind?" I prodded, but Ben was done with the conversation.
Ignoring my question, he responded, "Here's Mom," and passed the phone over.
"I guess that's all he had," Sarah said laughing. "Thanks for calming him down. I swear, dad-voice is magic."
"No problem," I smiled. "Where's Andrew?"
"Oh, he's asleep already. For now at least. If you want to see him, we can try again tomorrow?"
"No, that's okay. I'll be back soon anyway," I said. "But how are you? How's work?"
Sarah sighed, then launched into her latest challenges.
As I listened, I felt a wave of marital affection for her. My new connection with Selena notwithstanding, I loved my wife. I knew I was a hypocrite, playing the loving husband on the phone after I'd just finished having sex with another married woman, but I didn't feel guilty at all.
I knew I should. If Sarah discovered what I'd done, it would have ruined both her and our family. Likely Selena's family too. But I still felt no guilt. And I wasn't sure why.
Maybe it was because my bond with Selena felt different. Sleeping with Selena didn't feel like cheating; it seemed as natural as breathing. Maybe this was self-justification to avoid facing my moral failures, but I didn't think so. At the end of the day, I knew Selena was no threat to Sarah. I loved my wife. I loved my kids. Whatever Selena and I were, it wouldn't change my dedication to my family. And I knew Selena felt the same way about her own family.
Sarah and I talked for a few more minutes, before wrapping it up for the night. We exchanged 'I-love-yous' and 'see-you-soons', then cut the connection. I took another moment to wonder about the disconnect between my love for my wife and my appreciation for Selena, but making no headway, I put it aside.
I texted Selena: all done.
Her reply came a few minutes later: be there soon.
Shortly after, the expected knock on my door arrived. I opened it to find Selena on the other side, still looking professional, but also at-ease and excited. It was an unusual look for her, but I loved seeing it.
"Hey there, beautiful," I couldn't resist greeting.
"You do realize you don't need to butter me up at this point, right? I've already agreed to spend the night with you," Selena said, but she was smiling.
"Guess that's proof I'm not just buttering you up then, eh?" I replied, gesturing for Selena to enter.
As she crossed the threshold, I realized she'd brought a carry-on bag with her. Selena, noticing my questioning look, addressed it.
"If I'm spending the night, I'm bringing everything I need with me so I don't have to go back to my room in the morning," she explained. "No teasing me about needing a carry-on for all of it. Us women need more stuff than men to be presentable."
I wasn't sure I agreed, but I was also smart enough not to argue. "Fine by me. Make yourself at home."
Selena did so, putting her carry-on off to the side, then unpacking it. Clothes went in the closet, cosmetics bag in the bathroom, and finally, the second Keith Miller book, The Mercurial Flight, on the bed.
"Looks like you're making good progress on that," I observed.
"Yeah, I'm about halfway through. Somehow, I'm enjoying it even more than the first book," Selena said. "Speaking of which, how far have you made it through?"
I went to the bedside table and picked up the book Selena had loaned me. "About two-thirds, I'd say?"
Selena looked suitably impressed. "Fast reader, I see. I'm surprised you were able to put it down. Have they left Morovianstine yet?"
"Yeah, I got to that part," I confirmed.
A sly smile played over Selena's face. "Did you have plans for us tonight?"
Sensing that Selena was manipulating me, but unsure how, I answered warily, "Not specifically, no. Why?"
"Because I've got an assignment for you. I want you to finish The Venetian Sea."
"What, now? With you here? Isn't that gonna be boring for you?" I asked with surprise.
"Not at all. Especially not once you get near the end. I can't wait to hear your thoughts on it," Selena said eagerly. "I hardly know anyone else in real life who's read it, remember?"
"I mean, it's a good book, don't get me wrong," I acknowledged. "But I don't want to waste the opportunity to enjoy your company either."



"You won't be," Selena reassured. "I'll be right next to you. As you said, sometimes words are overrated, right? We don't have to be talking to enjoy each other's company."
"Okay, fair enough," I agreed. "Although just to be clear, I do enjoy talking to you."
"Likewise," Selena smiled. "But I'm gonna go ahead and shower and get ready for bed. If you want to get a head start on reading, I'll join you when I'm back out. You probably won't have made it to any of the really crazy parts by then."
"Sounds like a plan to me," I said, amused by the unexpected intensity of Selena's excitement.
In spite of my amusement, I followed Selena's plan. I'd need to shower myself at some point, but for now, I stripped to my underwear, climbed under the covers, and returned to The Venetian Sea.
The book quickly pulled me in. I realized quickly why Selena had been so curious about my progress, because shortly after restarting, a major twist in the plot revealed itself. The twist itself wasn't totally unexpected, but the degree and suddenness of it was enough to make my mouth drop. I debated rushing into the bathroom where Selena was now actively showering, to share my shock. But I couldn't tear myself away from the story for even a moment, so I kept reading.
Unfortunately, a few minutes later, I realized my most pressing questions weren't going to be immediately answered, so I sat the book down, needing to process what I'd read.
The timing was good, because Selena had just finished up in the bathroom. She opened the door—wearing nothing but panties and a T-shirt—turned off the light, and hurried to the bed. Her speed suggested a desire to avoid being seen too closely.
Selena noticed my gaze on her as she crawled into bed beside me.
"Sorry, this is the first time you've ever seen me without makeup. I'm sure you're like 'who's this strange woman who's about 10 years behind on sleep? Surely, it's not the same woman I called beautiful a few minutes ago.'"
Selena must have feared that without her thick layer of cosmetics, I'd see her beauty as just artificial; a façade. And Selena's face did look noticeably different without its usual powdered mask: every small blemish, every freckle, every wrinkle that she'd always so carefully hidden was now visible. But what I was most struck by was something I never expected from Selena. She looked vulnerable.
And she couldn't have been more beautiful.
I knew then: if Selena and I had met under different circumstances, I would have fallen for her utterly.
"You're right. I think I might have said that prematurely," I said, unable to look away from Selena's natural face.
For a moment, Selena's expression flattened. But then I finished my thought. "Because now—right now—you're more stunning than ever."
I expected a snarky jibe in retaliation for my misdirection, but Selena said nothing. Instead, she smiled larger and more genuinely than I'd ever seen before. Selena had always been an enduring mystery... but at last I understood her.
Stripped of her unrelenting competence and consummate professionalism, Selena was just a woman. A woman who wanted to be loved for who she was... and was afraid that she wouldn't be. Yet I was one of the fortunate few who'd been given the chance to see the real Selena. And now that I'd seen her, truly seen her, I loved her all the more for it. I felt simultaneously humbled and blessed beyond measure.
"Thank you," Selena said, breaking the silence, her words woefully inadequate to capture the real intimacy of the moment. But then, unable to bear her vulnerability any longer, she changed the subject. "So, what's going on in the book?"
***
I finished The Venetian Sea that night. As Selena had promised, it was a wild finish; one that left me wanting more. I took a brief moment to shower, then I crawled back into bed with her, spending the next several minutes talking about the book. I was amazed how aligned we seemed to be in our perspectives, yet Selena had still noticed parts I hadn't and vice versa.
Sex with Selena had been fantastic, but the shared experience of reading The Venetian Sea was its own kind of intimacy. As arousing as Selena's body was, seeing how her mind engaged with the story was just as much of a turn-on for me. Pre-Selena, I never would have believed that hearing a woman talk about a book could get me hard, especially after I'd already had sex with her just hours before.
But the stiffening in my loins proved otherwise.
Our bodies pressed together like they were, Selena couldn't help but notice my affliction.
She grinned. "Well, John, I guess you enjoyed that story even more than I thought."
"I'm not so sure it was the story that did that," I pointed out.
"Hmmm," Selena mused. "I guess ultimately it doesn't matter. The only real question is what are we gonna do about it now?"
"Don't tease me, Selena," I warned. "I'm not sure I could take it."
"Who said anything about teasing?" Selena asked, before pulling me into a kiss.
The day's second round, while not as mind-blowing as the first, was nevertheless still some of the most satisfying sex I'd ever had.
By the time we finished, cleaned ourselves up, and returned to bed, we fell asleep almost instantly, wrapped in each other's arms.
***
"You know, I can't believe we've worked together for so long and never connected like this before," I said, shaking some pepper onto my scrambled eggs.
Selena and I were starting the final full day of our conference strong: continental breakfast near the hotel lobby.
"Well, I don't sleep with someone just because I've known them a while," Selena replied, eyebrow arching pointedly.
"That's not what I meant," I shook my head. "This trip with you has been amazing. I haven't connected with anyone so strongly in a long time. Since Sarah, actually. It's even wilder to me when I compare our initial dynamic—when I was scared of you—to whatever this is between us now."
"What do you think this is, John?" Selena asked quietly, setting down her coffee. "Between us, I mean."
I let her question hang in the air momentarily. We'd made it this long without defining our connection, but that ambiguity had apparently reached its end. What I said next could have life-altering consequences.
"I'm not really sure," I finally replied. "I've never been in a situation like this before. To be honest, I've been just taking it day by day. What do you think?"
Selena sipped from her cup for a moment before responding. "I've been wrestling with this since our first night together. After I sent you those texts and you left me hanging—your phone's sleep-mode or whatever—I took a good honest look at what we'd done. I knew I should have felt terrible. Sleeping with a man other than my husband? A man who had a wife and kids of his own? There's no way around it, that makes me a cheater. I've always hated cheaters... thought they were selfish pieces of trash who didn't care who they hurt. And now I am one."
She paused, shaking her head ruefully, then continued.
"But you know what, John? This doesn't feel like cheating. I don't know why. There's no forbidden thrill about it for me. In fact, it's the opposite. Being with you feels like the most natural thing in the world. More than that, even. It feels right, somehow."
Selena's confession passed through my brain, her words mirroring my own thoughts so perfectly they could have originated from me.
"I feel the same way," I admitted. "And I'm not sure what to do about that."
Selena's uneasy frown turned into a soft smile. "I wasn't sure at first either. But I think I have an idea."
"Oh yeah?" I asked, uncertain but intrigued nonetheless.
"No matter how right this feels, and no matter how amazing it's been, the truth is our connection here is almost done. Sure, we could keep seeing each other back home, make it a real affair. And in my wildest moments of fantasy, maybe we even run off together, leave everything else behind so we can keep living this dream."
Selena paused, and I knew she was actively imagining such an ending for us. "But John, we know that's not how it would work. We have families, spouses and children, who we love more than anything else in this world. We're not going to abandon them. Besides, as incredible as our time together has been, it's only been a few days. We're both well-read enough that we know how affairs like ours end. I don't want us to become another Hester and Dimmesdale."
I processed Selena's words carefully. Deep down, I knew she was right, but this also sounded like the prelude to a breakup, a total severing of connection. Such a drastic cutoff might have been the right decision... but I wasn't ready for it. Not now, if ever.
"What are you suggesting?" I prodded, fearing the worst. "We pretend like this conference never happened?"
Selena laughed ruefully. "I don't think either one of us could do that. No... I had something else in mind. As I thought about all the stories out there between people like us, I realized that if nothing else, I wanted to make my own path. I don't know what the best thing to do is, but I don't want to be a cliché either. Sleeping with my colleague at a work conference is bad enough. I refuse to fall victim to the usual endings."
"Fair enough," I acknowledged, somewhat warily. "What did you have in mind?"
Selena turned her green eyes towards me and smiled. "Let's do something new, John. Let's write our own ending."
***
Selena explained what she had in mind while we finished breakfast.
As she talked, I found myself surprised by her idea... and not a little intrigued. I had to admit, I never fully shook my skepticism, but her idea could work. It just might. At the very least, it didn't involve ghosting each other... or abandoning our families. But would it really play out the way Selena envisioned? It seemed to involve at least a little wishful thinking.
"I have to admit, I'm not completely convinced that we could do it long term," I started. "But it's better than anything I could come up with. Do you have a name for this type of pairing? Your 'new ending'?"
"Yeah, I do," Selena confirmed, although she looked a little sheepish saying so. "Platonic lovers."
"Hmmm," I said, turning the phrase over in my mind. "Maybe a bit on-the-nose, but I do love its oxymoronic flair."
"I thought you might. And you're right. It may not work. We're only human, after all. But even if it doesn't work out, at least it's new, right? No clichés for us," Selena shrugged.
"It is new," I agreed. "If nothing else, at least there's that."
A momentary silence fell between us. Unable to resist, I put on my most serious face. "Well, if we're committed, then I guess I need to make it official."
I reached across the table and took each of Selena's hands into my own. "Selena Baker..." I started solemnly, staring into her eyes "...will you take me to be your platonic lover?"
Selena burst out laughing. "Jesus, John, that was awful."
I grinned. "If you say so... you are laughing, though."
Selena quietened herself, then shook her head. "You're lucky you didn't try a line like that on me before this conference. I'd have been calling human resources."
"Glad I waited, then," I shrugged. "You didn't answer the question though."
"Hm, you're right," Selena acknowledged. She took a moment to compose herself, and then with a formality equaling my own, she intoned confidently, "Johnathan Wheeler, I would love to take you as my platonic lover."
But then a mischievous grin broke across her face. "After the conference is over, that is. We still have the rest of the day before the 'platonic' part takes effect."
My blood ignited inside my veins. Even as intimate as we'd been, I still wasn't used to Selena expressing her desire so openly.
"Don't tempt me," I warned. "I'm one tease away from hauling you back to my room and finishing the conference there."
"And miss out on a whole day's worth of foreplay?" Selena grinned. "C'mon, John, I thought you were enjoying our conference-time together."
"Oh, I am," I reassured her. "I'm just saying it might be even better behind closed doors..."
Selena laughed but then shook her head. "I'm sure it would, but I don't think either one of us want the Dean taking a closer look at how we spent our time here. We'll have all evening free. If it's gonna be our last night together, nothing wrong with letting anticipation build first."
"Just so long as it's not all anticipation," I clarified.
***
Like the day before, Selena and I spent the conference flirting. As we touched and teased each other, I marveled at how far our relationship had developed in such a short time. I knew that connections that burned hot tended to be gone in a flash, but there was something different about Selena. Our connection, hot as it had been, seemed sustainable. Almost as if our sexual encounters were just the initiation into something deeper.
I'd never experienced anything like it before. What is a fling once it becomes long-term... yet also not an ongoing affair or standard relationship?
As the final day of the conference wound down, the fellow academics who'd invited Selena and me out for dinner extended their offer once more. I was prepared to decline a third time—ready to get Selena alone at last—but Selena shocked me and accepted.
Taking her aside, I expressed my disbelief. "Selena, you hate networking."
But Selena smiled her sly smile and replied simply, "I'm not networking. I'm extending our foreplay."
***
Dinner was surprisingly engaging. Our newfound friends had fantastic stories and shared struggles to regale us with, and I found myself warming up to them quickly. Not a huge fan of networking myself, I was surprised when I offered them my contact info and promises to stay in touch.
But Selena was my real highlight. As long as I'd known her, she was always distant in larger groups. Not anti-social, exactly, but certainly self-contained.
At this dinner, though, Selena shined. She engaged with everyone, delighting us all with her wit and wry humor. She was sarcastic; she was quick; she was nothing short of radiant. I'd never seen Selena so open with strangers, and it was oddly one of the hottest moments I'd seen from her yet. I was both proud and aroused, as odd as that combination was.
Best of all were the moments that highlighted our connection. As much as she'd charmed the others at the table, she made no secret of her affinity towards me. We played off one another, very much in sync, entertaining our new friends endlessly.
During a rare pause in the revelry, one of them even asked: "So, are you two married? Did I miss that?"
Selena took the question in stride, answering smoothly, "Yeah, we are. Not to each other, mind you. But yes, we are in fact married people."
Seeing the uncertain look in the questioner's eye, Selena then further elaborated, "John and I just have a lot of shared workplace trauma."
As the others chuckled knowingly, Selena squeezed my thigh under the table.
Our foreplay was almost done.
***
As we entered the elevator to head back to our rooms, I pressed Selena's floor by instinct.
"Why'd you pick my floor?" Selena asked, seemingly surprised by my choice.
"I just assumed we were switching back tonight," I explained. "Only seems fair."
"Hmm, how thoughtful," Selena murmured with a slight smile. "But your room's more exciting, I think. Plus, a lot of my stuff is still there. I'll grab some fresh clothes and rejoin you soon... lover."
Selena let the last word linger sensually in the air, the 'platonic' portion of the phrase pointedly absent.
It seemed Selena was of the same mind as me: if this was to be our last night together, we would make it one to remember.
I returned to my room alone, preparing myself for the conference's big finale.
A short time later, a knock sounded on the door. I invited Selena in, and we began.
Our kisses were hungry yet soft, our touches deliberate but unhurried. Our desire was potent, yes, but it was also tempered by the knowledge that this was our end. There was no need to rush.
We unwrapped one another slowly, clothes dropping to the floor in measured cadence. Despite having appreciated Selena's body to completion twice already, I still found myself awed by her form. It was almost unfair that a woman with such a brilliant mind had been blessed physically as well. Not that I was complaining.
I ran my hands over every curve and swell, exploring Selena as reverently as I had in our previous encounters, still amazed that such a remarkable woman had bared herself so completely to me.
Selena basked in my attention, allowing me to caress her for several seconds, body shifting pleasurably at my touch. Then, at some internal signal, Selena wordlessly placed her hands over mine and guided them back to my sides.
I looked at her questioningly, but Selena just smiled, dropping to her knees in front of me. I realized what was coming an instant before it did. In disbelief, I watched Selena remove my last garment, taking my rigidity into her hands. For an inexplicably long second, Selena stared at the hardness in her grip, regarding it almost scientifically. Then, she opened her mouth and cushioned me between her lips.
I'd been given head multiple times over the years. Some good. Some bad. Head from Selena was like nothing I'd ever experienced before.
Selena's technique was straightforward. Using both her mouth and her hands, Selena began to pleasure me in a manner that was almost casual. Hands slowly pumping, mouth gently sucking, lips sealing tight. Occasionally Selena swirled her tongue or adjusted her grip, but she otherwise maintained her slow, steady pace. From any other woman, the blowjob would have been nice but unremarkable.
But from Selena, it was otherworldly. The physical pleasure was adequate, but our mental connection was unparalleled. As I gazed down at Selena, still in shock, she stared back utterly shamelessly. Her green eyes sparkled with lustful amusement, mouth shaped around my hardness in a knowing smile. I had no idea that Selena was open to giving oral, but there was no denying her eagerness.
I still had more to learn about my black-haired lover, it seemed.
Selena continued her work for a minute, then two. Rather than lose enthusiasm over time, Selena seemed to gain it, her enjoyment rising in sync with my pleasure. Finally, it was too much, and I pulled away.
"I won't last much longer like that," I gasped breathlessly.
"Smart. We wouldn't want any premature celebrations tonight, would we, John?" Selena teased, still looking up at me from her knees.
"No," I agreed. "Which is why we're flipping this around. Let's see if you can take as well as you can give."
I helped Selena up to her feet, then guided her back onto the bed. We kissed briefly before I broke away.
"Lean back for me," I said softly.
Selena did so without a word; as soon as her legs were in the air, I kneeled down by the edge of the bed. Sliding my hands between her thighs, I slowly eased her open, revealing her perfection once more.
My lover thus exposed, I moved in, showing Selena just how deep my appreciation ran.
It was now Selena's turn to watch in disbelief as I returned her oral favor. Matching the same level of eye contact she'd given me, I teased Selena's forbidden fruit with my tongue... slowly at first, then with gradually increasing urgency. Selena's expression hovered somewhere between arousal and disbelief, shifting towards the former the more that I worked. Knowing I was the cause of her open desire was an unparalleled turn-on; giving Selena head was somehow even hotter that receiving it.
Seeing her rising ecstasy, I introduced a finger to assist my tongue. But this proved to be a step too far, because Selena sat up suddenly, sliding her hips away from my face.



"John, that's enough. It's time," Selena urged, frantic undertone clear.
Not needing further encouragement, I climbed up onto the bed over her, reuniting us fully.
As I sank into Selena, pleasure beyond sense overwhelmed me. For a moment, I was gone. By the time I regained my bearings, I realized that Selena was spasming underneath me.
Our hours-long foreplay had done its work; Selena had begun to orgasm the moment I'd penetrated her.
Briefly off-balance, I remained motionless as Selena worked through her pleasure. Several seconds passed before she opened her eyes again.
"Wow, I didn't even really do anything yet," I offered, unable to resist.
"John, you've been working me up all day. Don't pretend like this isn't your fault," Selena pouted. Her words were accusatory, but her tone was playful.
"Actually, you were the one who invited me back to your room that first night. So, whose fault is it really?" I replied with a shrug.
"Yeah, I invited you back... to give you my book. You were the one who started everything else."
"Okay, fine, I guess you got me there," I admitted. "But can you blame me? With a woman like you, what chance did I have?"
Selena's expression flattened in feigned annoyance.
"Tell you what," I continued. "I'll accept responsibility. But now you're gonna have to let me make it up to you."
"Oh yeah? How are you gonna do that?" Selena asked.
I showed her.
Sleeping with Selena this third and final night was one of those moments that both lasted forever and was gone in a flash. Much of it was a blur, but I remembered snippets.
Selena's face contorting, overwhelmed by desperate need. Her legs wrapping around my hips, urging me even deeper inside her. The two of us kissing as our pelvises pressed together. Selena dangling her arms around my shoulders, trying to hold me close.
And, of course, our big finish.
As I stared into Selena's eyes, connected to her on every possible level, I found myself flooded with a sense of wonder and awe. It seemed the universe itself had opened to me; my life; my place; my purpose... I understood it all. And in the center, there was Selena, shining like a beacon. Her light illuminating me just as I illuminated her.
The next thing I knew, we were clasping each other tight, breathing heavy, as we floated across an endless dream-sea.
And then our eternity was over. Reality reasserted itself, leaving us back in the hotel room.
We held each other wordlessly.
"John, I don't ever want to get up," Selena finally whispered, "But I'm afraid that my bladder is going to cause problems if I don't cooperate."
"Betrayed by your own organs," I chuckled softly. "Worst kind of betrayal there is."
"Inconvenient, at the very least," Selena agreed.
I slid myself off Selena, allowing her to climb onto the floor. As she relieved herself in the bathroom, I lay flat on the bed, staring up at the ceiling.
I had no words for how I felt, but I was certain that I'd reached one of the great transitional points of my life. There was pre-Selena John and post-Selena John: two different people that happened to share a history.
And to think that a few short days ago, I'd thought of Selena as just another colleague.
Adrift in these thoughts, I spent the rest of the night with my now-platonic lover. We laughed, we cuddled, we shared. I felt a great sorrow knowing this would be our last night of intimacy, yet a great joy that our relationship would continue, even if in different form. We fell asleep in each other's arms, mutual spooning that did not lend itself to physical comfort, yet was unsurpassed in every other way.
My last conscious thought was that I was the luckiest man alive.
***
The next morning, Selena and I shared a ride to the airport. Our return flight had thankfully been secured with us in adjoining seats; no separate planes this time. Making our way through security, we arrived at our gate with plenty of time to spare.
And then, we waited.
"It feels weird, doesn't it?" Selena asked, after we'd settled into a comfortable silence.
She didn't have to elaborate. Our entire time together at the conference had been widely unexpected, but now that it was ending, I wasn't sure how I felt. There was sadness at leaving our physical intimacy behind, yet also peace and hope in the bond we'd built.
"It does," I agreed, neither of us needing to say more.
The conversation turned to more mundane topics: Selena's plans with her family once she returned. My plans for work and the upcoming semester. Keith Miller and his books. We weren't as flirty as before, yet I enjoyed engaging with Selena all the same.
Before I knew it, it was time to board the plane.
Shortly after takeoff, Selena grew drowsy, rested her head on my shoulder, and drifted off to sleep.
***
Surprisingly, remaining platonic lovers with Selena proved easier than I'd expected. The return to my usual environment did a lot for that, as did the fact that I was never alone with Selena in a private area again. We stayed in regular contact, both at the university and by text, but I never felt tempted to push for another sexual encounter. To the best of my knowledge, Selena didn't either.
We were close, very close. But it was the bond forged between people who'd been through a life-defining moment together, rather than the bond between active lovers. There were no secrets between Selena and me, and outside of our spouses, we were each other's closest confidants. And in some ways, we were even closer than our spouses, able to share thoughts and feelings that were unsuited to them.
Some might call this a textbook emotional affair, but it wasn't. Not only were we uninterested in making our relationship physical (again), but Selena actively supported my marriage with Sarah, helping me work through marital issues from an outsider's perspective. And I did the same for her and Cliff.
No, Selena wasn't my mistress, but something new: a best friend, ex-paramour, and mentor, all in one. Selena's new way—platonic lovers—was working.
Despite my return to faithfulness, I never told Sarah about my connection with Selena. Even though Selena was no threat to her, I knew nothing good could come of divulging the exact nature of our relationship. Sarah was aware of Selena, certainly, but she assumed we were professional acquaintances... nothing more.
If there was an epilogue to our story, it would be the faculty party that our dean hosted at summer's end. It was the first—and only—time that my wife and Selena met in person. After introductions, Selena began the small talk.
"It's so nice to finally meet you, Sarah. John's always bragging on you to the department. You sound like a wonderful woman."
"Oh, that's sweet. Thank you for saying that," Sarah replied warmly. "Now, Selena... you're the professor that introduced John to Keith Miller, right? He won't stop raving about those books these days."
I interjected, feigning offense. "Hey, I just need other people to appreciate some of the crazy stuff that man has done with his stories. It's unprecedented."
"Whatever you say, dear," Sarah said, patting my arm affectionately. "Selena, I'm sorry for John. I really hope he doesn't talk your ear off about the books as much as he does mine."
"Oh, he does," Selena laughed. "But I don't mind. They really are exceptional stories, even if not to everyone's tastes."
"You're more patient than me, then," Sarah said. "But what about your husband, Selena, is he here?"
"No, Cliff was called into work. Another emergency. You know how it goes. I don't mind coming by myself though. I know just about everyone else here," Selena said, gesturing around her.
"That's good. I'm not sure I would have been as brave as you, if I were in your shoes. These sorts of functions can be a lot to put up with, especially flying solo."
Selena laughed. "Oh, I agree, absolutely. Still, it's easier the more you do them. And the people here are nice. Most of them, anyway."
As if on cue, another professor, the infamous Dr. Byrne, strolled towards us, interrupting our conversation. "I'm so sorry to bother you all, but Selena, can I borrow you for a moment? A gentleman over here is claiming that my innovative connections between Faulkner and Thoreau are 'utter nonsense', and I'd very much appreciate it if you could help me set him straight."
Selena shot me a look of annoyance, before replacing it with a winning, but fake, smile. "Of course, Gerald, I will be right there. Sarah, it was so nice to meet you. John, I'll see you at the university. Have a good night, you two."
And with that, Selena departed, following Dr. Byrne and his bruised ego.
"Wow, she's really pretty," Sarah said lightly, but I sensed the hidden edge in her tone. "I shouldn't be worried about her, should I?
I couldn't help myself. I laughed.
"Don't laugh!" Sarah admonished. "It's a real question!"
"Sorry," I quickly apologized. "I'm just not used to hearing you be jealous of another woman. But no, you've got nothing to worry about. You're the only woman I want to be with."
And despite my bond with Selena, I meant it.
Sarah hugged me playfully. "Thanks. I better be."
Later, as we were leaving the party, I caught Selena's eye from across the yard. Sarah was looking elsewhere, so she missed Selena point to her and give a thumbs-up. The message was clear: "I like her."
I returned the thumbs-up: "Me too."
This exchange was brief, but it captured our new dynamic perfectly. As I gave Selena my unspoken mental thanks, I realized there was something I needed to do for her.
Once Sarah and I'd gotten tucked away in bed for the night, I waited until my wife was sleeping soundly. Confident in my privacy, I pulled out my phone.
I went to the professor-rating website that Selena had shown me earlier, locating her page. Dr. Selena Baker—aka 'Stuck-Up Bitch'—was sitting at a pitiful 3.2/5 rating. I felt a momentary pang of sadness... not for Selena, but for the students who'd missed how exceptional she was. Shaking my head, I returned to my mission. Starting an anonymous review, I began to write:
"Dr. Baker is my all-time favorite professor. She terrified me at first, and I'd heard from other people about how tough she could be. But eventually I realized Dr. Baker cares way more for her students than most professors do, and that's why her standards are so high. She doesn't want us to fail or be miserable... she wants us to be great. So, sure, if you want an easy class, take someone else. But if you want a professor who will make you a better person? Take Dr. Baker. She's the best there is."
I reread what I'd typed a few times. It was good, although woefully inadequate compared to how I really felt about Selena. But it would do the job. Nodding to myself, I clicked the submit button.
I couldn't change how people viewed Selena. She was who she was, and people would either love or hate or for it.
But I could influence how she saw herself... and a woman as remarkable as Selena deserved a little praise. Sure, I knew Selena's self-esteem was likely doing just fine—she'd gotten this far without me, after all—but I still couldn't resist the gesture.
After all, what are platonic lovers for?
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"I think this vacation will be just what we needed."
Despite my initial skepticism, I had to admit that my wife may have been right. When she'd first suggested a tropical excursion, I wasn't opposed, but when she showed me the resorts she'd been eyeing, I balked. We were far from loaded, yet Allie's choices suggested otherwise: high-end, all-inclusive resorts with plenty of frills and luxuries.
"Allie, we can't afford these," I'd said, but my wife wasn't dissuaded.
"Oh c'mon, Tyler. It's been so long since we've treated ourselves. Our credit cards are all paid off--it's the perfect time!"
"You know how hard we worked for that! And now you want to put more back on them?" I asked incredulously. "No way!"
But like was usually the case, Allie got her way in the end.
***
The resort Allie ultimately picked was admittedly beautiful. Located on the coast of the Dominican Republic (or simply, 'the DR' for those in the know), it was everything one could hope for in an ocean-facing paradise. Radiant weather, cool breeze, and an array of restaurants and bars to explore. The budget-induced chest tightness I'd felt upon booking began to rapidly fade.
Check-in was hassle-free. We were greeted warmly with beaming smiles and strong drinks. Busboys relieved us of our bags, whisking them off to our suite in advance of our arrival. I presented a credit card for incidentals, signed a few forms, and then our resort adventure officially began.
***
"And this here is your room," our butler, Julio, said, stopping theatrically in front of one of the doors along the open-air causeway. "Twenty thirty-six. That's 2-0-3-6. You'll want to remember that--all of the restaurants will ask you for your room number when you dine in."
As if Allie's high-class tastes weren't harmful enough to our financial security, she'd also opted for the upgraded rooms that came with a butler. I didn't understand why the hell we'd need one, but Allie's mind was made up. So, a butler we got.
Julio was a very friendly and charming man, somewhere in his late thirties or early forties. Although I was still unconvinced of his necessity, I had to admit he was good at his job. He was dressed impeccably, uniform pressed and without blemish. Likewise, his manner was confident, yet deferential, making him seem simultaneously capable and unthreatening. Like the rest of the resort workers, Julio was Dominican, but his English was near perfect.
As we entered our room for the first time, Julio showed off our room with a modest theatrical elegance, highlighting the extravagance of our quarters. He saved the best for last, pulling back the curtains to reveal our outdoor balcony: a large private deck complete with beach chairs, umbrella, massive outdoor daybed, and a personal pool, all facing a spectacular ocean view.
"Not bad, eh?" Julio grinned, amused by our awestruck expressions.
"See, babe? I told you it would be worth it!" Allie said, hugging my arm tight.
"And that's just your room. There's plenty more to enjoy on the rest of the resort. You already have my WhatsApp and the resort app, right?"
"Yes, sir," I responded.
"Excellent. Please don't hesitate to contact me if you need anything at all. Reservations, golf cart transportation to the restaurants, extra fan for the bed... whatever you need."
"Thank you very much, Julio. I think we are all set."
"Amazing. Please then, rest up from your travels. And whenever you are ready, the resort is yours to explore. Goodbye, sir and madam. I will check in on you later this evening."
With a slight bow, Julio departed, leaving us to consider the opulent opportunities that awaited.
***
Allie and I took a few moments to change and freshen up. Excitement had already claimed Allie; her brain rapidly flashed through which option to experience first. I was still too overwhelmed to make a decision; ultimately telling Allie I'd be happy doing whatever she wanted.
And so, we did a bit of everything: strolling along the resort sidewalks, browsing shops, savoring some piña coladas at one of the nearby bars, peaking out at the beach, and catching the tail-end of a magic show.
Hours passed, and at last the vacation bug that had bitten Allie claimed me too. All of the food and alcohol we could want was ours for the taking. Expense aside, all-inclusivity had its perks. The only limit now was our bodies' tolerances.
By the time we finished dinner, both Allie and I were satisfyingly full... and thoroughly sloshed. I hadn't realized how much the drinks had affected me until we stood to go back to the room. I wasn't fully drunk, but I was on my way there. Allie seemed to be in a similar state, giggling incessantly and having trouble with her footing.
As we began the long walk back to our room, I began to wonder if we'd make it back on our own. By myself, I could have managed, but Allie seemed increasingly reliant on me to walk, leaning on me for support. As off-balance as I was already, having to manage two bodies was a real challenge.
We'd stumbled only a quarter of the way back when unexpected help arrived.
"Want a ride?" Julio smiled cheerfully at the two of us, pulling up beside us on a 4-seater golf cart. One of the back seats was occupied by a large box, but the two remaining seats were free.
"Perfect timing," I laughed. "Yes, I think we could definitely use it! Had a bit too much cerveza!"
"Ah yes, the cerveza. Great for dinner, not so great for walking. But climb on! I'll take you back to your room," Julio said, waving us onto the vehicle.
"You get the back, babe," Allie said slurring her words slightly. "I want shotgun."
Ever the gentleman, I allowed Allie her preferred seat, taking the open spot in the back. Even seated, though Allie could barely maintain her balance; as the golf cart took off, she fell over onto Julio, supporting herself on his shoulders.
"Sorry," she mumbled apologetically. "I can't seem to hold myself up."
"It's okay, let me help," Julio said, doing his best to guide her back upright while keeping his main focus on driving. Unfortunately, his efforts were unsuccessful: every time he seemed to get Allie stable, she'd manage to remain upright for only moments before inevitably falling onto his shoulders again.
Finally, Julio stopped trying. "It's okay. Just rest there. We will get you back soon."
Despite a very tipsy Allie now clinging onto him, Julio still did a fine job navigating the narrow walkways with his cart, clearing both pedestrians and tight curves with relative ease. From my seat just behind them, I noticed that the top of Allie's dress was pushed open in such a way that if Julio looked down at her chest, he'd get quite an eyeful. But either he didn't notice or was too professional to sneak a peek.
As we approached the final stretch, though, Julio's skillful driving slipped at last. Rounding a 90-degree turn a bit too quickly, one of the golf cart tires slipped momentarily off the path, jolting us all sideways. Julio recovered quickly, returning all four tires to solid ground, but the bounce had knocked Allie off her semi-secure spot around Julio's shoulders. Instinctively, she caught herself from falling forwards--unfortunately that meant that she'd put her hands in the most stable place beneath her: Julio's lap.
Despite the ride returning to its earlier smoothness, Allie held herself awkwardly in this new position: her left arm wrapped over Julio's shoulders while her right hand remained pressed onto the middle of Julio's crotch. She seemed at a loss on how to deal with this new predicament; I wasn't sure what her bigger concern was: getting back upright or recovering from the social transgression of feeling-up our butler.
"Oh," Allie finally managed to say, doing her best to pull herself back up onto Julio's shoulders. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to fall all over you like this."
"No, I'm sorry. It's my fault. I took us on a bit of a tumble. Please, do not apologize," Julio said, as professional as ever.
"I didn't hurt you, did I?" Allie asked, concern in her voice. Then, drunkenly, she moved her hand back to Julio's lap, patting it like she was trying to comfort a bruised shin.
"No, I'm not hurt at all. You're fine. Look, we are almost back." Julio said, somehow maintaining his composure even as Allie finished violating his personal space.
Sure enough, our room was just ahead. Julio parked the cart, and guided Allie off him, back into her seat. She started to tip over again, but by then, I'd climbed off the cart and pulled her over to me instead.
"Thanks for the ride," I said, managing to reach into a pocket for a tip while simultaneously holding onto Allie.
"You're welcome, sir," Julio said, graciously accepting the offered bills. "Please, drink some water and get some rest tonight. And let me know if there's anything else you need, okay?"
I promised I would, waving farewell, then turned my attention to getting Allie back inside.
I expected Allie to be ready for bed, but once we were indoors, she assaulted me, kissing my lips fiercely. I was surprised by Allie's unexpected intensity, but quickly matched it, her eagerness inflaming my own desires. After our lips pressed together for several seconds, I pulled away for air.
"Wow, what's gotten into you?" I asked in amazement.
"I'm really horny," Allie said, almost purring.
"Yeah, I see that. You getting handsy with the butler was that big of a turn on huh?" I teased.
"I wasn't getting handsy with him, I just slipped," Allie said, pouting at the implication that she was anything less than faithful.
"Sure," I grinned. "So was he big? Is that what got your motor going?"
"I don't know! He wasn't hard!" Allie said, oblivious to my deliberate baiting.
"Ah, so you do admit to groping our butler. Naughty girl," I couldn't resist adding.
Allie recognized my game at last. "You're a jerk," she huffed.
I laughed. "Oh c'mon babe, I'm just messing with you. I know you weren't doing anything on purpose. Hell, Julio's so good at his job, I bet you could give him a full striptease, and he wouldn't even bat an eye. He'd just ask if you needed him to pick up the clothes you left behind."
"Babe, you're so bad," Allie said, giggling at the image I'd painted for her.
I cut her giggles short by pulling her into a tight embrace. "I sure am. And now that we're in the privacy of our own room, maybe I'll show you just how bad I am..."
We fucked fiercely that night. Allie's orgasms wouldn't stop coming; my own so powerful that I almost blacked out.
My last thought before sleep was that we should have taken this trip a long time ago.
***
The next morning, Julio messaged us asking if we'd like another ride down to the breakfast buffet. I'd accepted, reasoning that while we were more than capable of making the walk now that we were sober, what was the point of having a butler unless one took advantage?
And so, a short time later, Julio was carting us through the resort... only this time, there was room for Allie to join me in the back.
Julio chatted casually on the ride over, no mention of Allie's handsiness the previous night. We reached the buffet without incident, and we waved him a cheerful goodbye.
"Not quite as exciting as last night's ride, huh, babe?" I said, with a wink.
"One drunken tumble, and now I'll never hear the end of it, is that what this is?" Allie said with a sigh.
"Oh, it was more than just a tumble," I laughed. "That was bad enough that you caught yourself on his lap, but then you had to go and pat his penis like it was a pet you'd accidentally kicked!"
"I was afraid I'd hurt him! It's a sensitive area!" Allie said defensively.
"I know, I'm just teasing, babe," I said, recognizing that I was starting to push too far. "Although considering how good the sex was after, I'm starting to think we might need to tease our poor butler a bit more often."
"Jesus, you're unbelievable," Allie said, shaking her head as we entered the restaurant at last.
But as one of the Dominican hostesses led us to our table, the thought wouldn't leave my mind: maybe teasing our butler would be a fun way for some extra spice. Allie could show off a bit, just enough for a thrill, and then we'd send Julio off on his merry way while I reaped the rewards.
Normally, the thought of Allie sexually teasing another man would make me angry and jealous--there'd be no way in hell I'd support such a move--but something about Julio being the intended target seemed different. Maybe it was because he was so deferential. Maybe it was because his shorter stature made him seem less-threatening. Or maybe, as bad as it makes me sound, it was the fact that he was Dominican, and I'd never seen Allie express any interest in Hispanic men before.
Whatever the reason, I surprised myself by imagining just what kind of teasing I could get Allie into.
I had my first chance much sooner than I expected. After a delicious breakfast--I'd tried mashed plantains for the first time--Allie and I returned to our room, ready to enjoy some sunshine on our private balcony. Not long after we'd changed into our bathing suits, there was a knock at the door: Julio had brought us some fresh waters.
I took the bottles, thanking Julio for the courtesy, but before he could leave, I stopped him.
"Hey, Allie, can you come here for a second? I've got a question I want Julio to answer."
Allie had been applying sunscreen in the bathroom, but she heeded my call, waltzing over to the door in nothing other than her bikini.
My wife's exceptional body was on full display, but Julio maintained his professionalism, his eyes not lingering on Allie in the slightest.
"Yeah, what's up, babe?" Allie asked looking back and forth between Julio and me.
I grinned. "Julio, I want you to be honest. This bikini makes my wife look very hot, yes? If we went out like this, I'd be making all the other men jealous?"
"Jesus, Tyler, don't mess with Julio like that. It's mean, and he's been nothing but helpful."
"I'm not being mean," I said quickly. "It's an honest question. I want to know if other men will be jealous. I mean, I know I'd be jealous of me, but I'm biased. I need another opinion. Go on, Julio, it's okay. What do you think?"
Julio at last allowed his eyes to flicker over Allie's body, but his expression revealed nothing of his true thoughts.
"I think the two of you are the most beautiful and most handsome couple on the resort," Julio said diplomatically.
"Oh, Julio, you're no fun," I sighed. "But I get it. You have to be professional."
"It's not being professional to tell the truth," Julio replied calmly.
"Aw, thanks, Julio, that's very nice of you!" Allie gushed, taking the butler's comment at face value.
I also appreciated Julio's compliment, but I was mildly annoyed at his stubborn refusal to drop his mask. I wasn't sure how to push further though, so I dropped it... for the moment, at least.
I thanked Julio for the waters, sending him on his way, after I'd shared a small tip for his service.
Allie and I spent the afternoon enjoying the sun, relaxing, and enjoying more resort food and drinks. Neither of us reached the same state of inebriation as that first night, but we drank enough to maintain a steady buzz.
Allie and I flirted consistently, and I knew that we were building up to some more fun later on, but I wanted it to be just as good as that first night. I think showing Allie's body off to Julio had given us both a good kickstart, but I wanted more.
And if I was being honest, I was starting to take it as a personal challenge that Julio maintained his diplomatic facade, even after I'd encouraged him to be more forthcoming. Sure, I wanted Julio to stay in his lane and realize Allie was mine, but where was the fun in showing Allie off if Julio's appreciation was bland to the point of unbelievability? I wanted more than Julio's acknowledgement of Allie's attractiveness... I wanted him to be jealous too. I wanted him to drool over Allie... and then I wanted to swoop in and take her in front of him.
As dinner approached, I had the perfect idea of how to test Julio's self-control once more. I messaged him, arranging a time for him to pick us up from the restaurant. Julio accepted; my trap was set.
Allie herself couldn't have made it any easier for me, dressing in a sexy red dress that emphasized her chest and shapely legs. Even better, Allie indulged her exhibitionist side and went without a bra. She was technically decent, but only just.
Allie and I enjoyed ourselves fully at dinner once more, although this time we toned the alcohol down. Still, there was enough electric touching between us that it was clear we'd be tearing our clothes off once we returned to our room. My blood raced enough as it was, but considering what I had planned for Julio, my imminent fuck with Allie would be one to remember.
As we walked out of the restaurant, Julio awaited, ready to whisk us back to our room. I debated asking Allie to sit up front with Julio again, but ultimately resisted, deciding not to push my luck too much yet. Instead, I watched Julio closely, waiting for him to eye up Allie in her revealing dress. But to my disappointment, he never did.
Still, my real challenge for Julio was yet to come.
Once we made it back to the room, Julio prepared to drive away, but I stopped him, inviting him inside. Both he and Allie looked confused, but neither objected. I asked them to wait for a moment while I went to retrieve some cash. I passed it over to Julio, who accepted graciously as always. But I wasn't done.
"Julio, before you go, would you mind helping my wife out of her dress for me?"
Allie's head whipped around towards me, disbelief plain on her face. Julio, though, as always, maintained his composure.
"I'd be happy to do whatever you need, of course. But isn't that something you'd prefer to do yourself?" Julio asked politely.
"I always struggle with that stupid clasp, and that's when I'm sober. I want to save myself the embarrassment," I lied. "You'd be helping me out a lot."
Julio seemed to consider. I counted this as a minor victory--sure, he wasn't ogling Allie yet, but I'd put him off-balance. That was progress.
"Miss? You want my help?" Julio finally asked, turning to Allie for rescue from the awkward situation I'd put him in.



Allie looked at me, scrutinizing my expression, sensing I had a secret angle. A small grin crossed her face.
"Yes, Julio, that would be great," she said, wiping her grin away as she turned back towards him. "Just so you know, though, I'm not wearing a bra. Not that I mind--I'm a very comfortable person. I just don't want that to surprise you."
"Ah, I see. Thanks for your consideration," Julio replied, as if this was a perfectly normal exchange. "Turn around for me then?"
Allie complied, pulling her long hair over her shoulder to give Julio access to the dress's clasp at her back. Julio, to his credit, didn't hesitate, reaching for the mechanism with the calm focus of a surgeon. He grasped the pieces gently but firmly, then with a single deliberate motion, separated them smoothly.
"There you go. All done," Julio said, starting to step away again.
But now Allie stopped him. "While you're back there, can you unzip me too? I can't wait to get out of this thing."
Unseen by Julio, Allie looked at me and winked--she obviously understood my game.
Julio paused, his uncertainty once more briefly visible, before he smiled. "Of course, miss."
His agreement given, Julio reached again for Allie's dress, his hands now going to the small zipper at her upper back. He grasped it and pulled downwards; Allie's dress parted to reveal her perfectly smooth skin underneath. The dress now hung to her body from the shoulder straps alone.
This would have been enough for me. Sure, Julio hadn't openly drooled over Allie yet, but I'd made him uncomfortable; his perfect-subservient mask faltering... even if just momentarily.
But now Allie was the one to push further. Shooting me a mischievous smile, she reached towards her shoulder straps and casually pushed them off, one at a time.
Her dress fell around her body, crumpling to the floor.
"Ah, that's much better," Allie said, with a relaxed sigh.
I stared in disbelief. Allie was now totally naked, aside from her panties, her impressive rack hanging freely in the air. Sure, she was facing towards me and away from Julio, but even from behind, Julio was getting more than an eyeful. Allie's boobs were big enough that they extended out past her frame--if nothing else, our butler was getting a clear glimpse of her side-boobs. Not to mention a spectacular view of her ass.
But Allie wasn't done. She moved her arms to her chest, covering herself with her hands. The move shielded Allie's nipples and areola, but it also pressed her boobs against her chest, making them seem even larger as they spilled out from underneath her palms.
Now technically covered, even if by the narrowest definition, Allie turned to face Julio.
"Thanks, Julio. You've been very helpful tonight," Allie said sweetly.
At last Julio's composure slipped, ever so slightly. His eyes flickered down over Allie's mostly-naked body, pausing for a split second at her chest, before meeting her eyes again.
Then the mask returned. "Of course, miss. I hope you two have a good night."
And then before we could say anything to stop him, Julio left.
I didn't wait to marvel at what we'd just done--as soon as the door had closed behind Julio, I closed the distance to Allie, taking her firmly in my arms and turning her towards me. We kissed fiercely. Soon our passionate kissing became passionate fucking.
Who knew having a butler was the key to wild marital sex?
***
By the next morning, I was already considering what to do next with Julio. Teasing our butler had taken sex with Allie to another level--fantastic by itself--but I still was unsatisfied by Julio's lack of open admiration of Allie. I knew it was just his role holding him back, rather than any true lack of interest, but that just made me want to break his mask even more. I wanted him to desire Allie so much he couldn't take it... that even as our butler he'd no longer be able to hide how much he wanted her. And then, once I'd broken his mask, I'd reel Allie back out of his reach. It was the ultimate power play. Julio may have been our butler by circumstance, but I wanted to display my superiority in a much more concrete way.
I made my next move that night.
Once again, I secured Julio's transport after dinner. And once again, I invited him inside. I hadn't told Allie of my specific plans, but she knew I had more fun planned for us. She was excited as I was to see what I had in store.
I tipped Julio once again for the ride... then made my offer.
"Julio, do you dance?"
Julio looked at me quizzically. "Yes, I dance. Are you looking for recommendations on somewhere to go?"
I exchanged a loaded look with Allie. "Not exactly. I'm not much of a dancer myself, but my wife is. We were wondering if you might be able teach her some Dominican moves."
"Ah, I see. I would be happy to do so, of course, but I am afraid I am not a very good teacher."
"Don't be modest, Julio. I'm sure you'd be a great teacher. You agree, don't you, Allie?" I said, turning to my wife.
She nodded. "C'mon, Julio, dance with me. Show me how to do it here in the D.R."
Julio was silent for a moment. After Allie's display for him yesterday, it was clear he was wary of being maneuvered into another inappropriate situation that would test his professionalism. So, I increased the pressure.
"You wouldn't say no to a sweet woman like Allie... would you, Julio?"
"Of course not," Julio responded. "But I'm just afraid I wouldn't give you guys the experience you deserve. We have more talented dancers than me on staff. If you'll allow me, I can find one of them to dance with Miss Allie instead."
"That sounds like a no to me," I pointed out. "If you're worried about the time commitment, I can make it worth your while."
For emphasis, I pulled a few crisp bills from my pocket, almost equal to the total amount we'd tipped the entire trip.
I saw Julio's mind race. My trap was obvious, but would it be worth the risk?
On the one hand, it would mean allowing himself to be used for our twisted entertainment. But on the other hand, was it really that much worse than other things guests asked butlers to do? And then there was the money...
"Okay, okay." Julio finally said with a disarming laugh. "I see this is very important to you two. I will show you the merengue, Ms. Allie."
With an overdramatic flourish, Julio pulled out his phone. A few seconds later, salsa-style music filled the air, loud enough to hear the beat yet soft enough to be spoken over. The scene set, Julio placed his phone on a nearby table, ready to begin his lesson.
Allie listened to Julio's instruction closely, committed to learning his steps. The merengue at its core was relatively simple, essentially a rapid and rhythmic switching of weights between the right and left legs in time with the music. But that was merely the foundation; once Allie mastered the basics, Julio began to show her additional flourishes she could incorporate.
Allie, natural dancer that she was, followed his examples with ease. She'd only been learning for a matter of minutes, but she picked it up quickly.
Julio looked suitably impressed, and offering another quick note of encouragement, began dancing next to her, just off to her side. They weren't touching, but it was close. My heart began to race with excitement.
As a new tension filled the air, Allie and Julio let their bodies flow, sinking fully into the rhythm of the music. The merengue wasn't overtly sexual, but the way Allie moved her hips back and forth was arousingly hypnotic. I knew that behind Julio's mask, he must have been drooling over her. I suppressed a grin.
"This is a lot of fun!" Allie smiled wide, without breaking her rhythm. "Now is the merengue a solo dance or can you do it with a partner?"
"Both!" Julio replied, dancing in sync with Allie. "You've got the solo part down, but if you'd like, I can show you what it's like with someone else?"
I smiled openly now. Was this an attempt by Julio to openly flirt with Allie? Was he about to break at last?
Allie looked back at me, questioningly. I nodded slightly.
"I'd love that!" Allie exclaimed, turning back to our butler.
"Excellent. So, first, hold your hands out like this," Julio said, demonstrating with his own.
Allie followed his example, extending her arms out like she was offering a hug. Julio then moved in, moving his right arm under her left, placing his hand on her mid-back.
"Now rest your arm on my shoulder," Julio directed. "And place your other hand against mine."
Again, Allie complied, leaving the two of them looking like they were about to waltz. There was a foot of space separating their torsos, but the linking was just intimate enough to be borderline inappropriate--especially since it was between a married woman and her butler.
I wondered if Julio had embraced his role as our unofficial fluffer yet or if he held out hope that he could be something more. As much as I'd enjoy his acknowledgment of his lesser position, a part of me wished that Julio still believed he had a chance with Allie. That would make his inevitable disappointment that much sweeter. Still, I knew Julio wasn't likely to have such lofty ambitions. After all, he was just a smaller-stature Dominican butler while I was a tall, all-American stud. Surely, he knew he didn't have a shot.
But Julio and Allie were moving again, pulling me from my internal gloating.
Julio explained how to adjust the merengue with a partner. "The core part of the dance is the same. Keep your legs shifting back and forth just like before. Only now, move around with your partner too. Here, I'll lead."
The two of them restarted their rhythm from before, hips shifting back and forth steadily. But now, Julio began to turn in a circle, gently guiding Allie along with him.
"This is fun!" Allie exclaimed, clearly enjoying the chance to show her moves off. "Thanks for teaching me, Julio."
Julio smiled modestly, but it was clear he'd taken Allie's appreciation to heart. "You're welcome, Ms. Allie, but the pleasure is all mine."
The two continued to dance for a few more minutes; Julio occasionally twirling Allie out and pulling her back in, while Allie increasingly settled into the dance, looking utterly irresistible. She looked like a goddess the way her hips rocked back and forth, just begging to be caressed. If I'd been in Julio's position, I would have been tearing Allie's dress off then and there.
But Julio was not me, he was our butler. And so, eventually, he released Allie and stepped away.
"And that's the merengue. I don't think there's anything left to teach you. You look like a natural Dominican now," Julio said proudly.
"Thanks again, Julio. You were a great teacher," Allie smiled at him warmly before turning to me. "Babe, I think he definitely earned that extra tip."
Catching the hint, I walked over and passed my previously-offered bills to Julio. He accepted quietly but politely, tucking the bills away inside his pocket.
"Thank you, sir. I hope you two have a great night," Julio said, excusing himself.
Once he was gone, I looked at Allie. "You know, I half-expected you to tease him some more after the lesson. Maybe show him how we dance down and dirty back in America. You'd have blown his mind."
Allie laughed. "I thought about it, but I'm not sure the poor guy would have been able to handle me grinding up against him. Hell, I think I'd have gotten myself so worked up, I probably would have jumped you before Julio even had a chance to leave."
"Is that right?" I chuckled quietly, pulling Allie's body against mine. "You would have made that poor guy watch while we screwed each other's brains out?"
"Don't pretend like you wouldn't enjoy it," Allie said, running her finger teasingly across my chest. "You love showing off."
I grinned. "I do. Maybe next time, I'll see if I can keep him around a bit longer."
"You bad boy," Allie whispered seductively.
Shortly after, I showed Allie just how right she was.
***
The next day, I couldn't get the thought out of my head: how hot would it be if I did fuck Allie in front of Julio? Up to this point, my game had been to tease Julio with Allie and then send him away empty-handed, but to actually fuck Allie in front of him, while he could do nothing but watch? It was the classic alpha/beta setup, where Julio's sole purpose was to highlight my own superiority.
The more I considered the idea, the more I liked it. Sure, I'd have to give Julio an opportunity I'd never give another man--seeing Allie get fucked--but Julio was so non-threatening, I wasn't concerned at all. He may technically have had the right equipment, but I would be the only real man in the room.
As fun as imagining the scenario was, though, I doubted Julio's professionalism would allow him to cooperate. He'd find a way to politely excuse himself, and then my fun would be over. If only there was a way to convince him to stay...
Suddenly, I had an idea.
***
I didn't share the specifics of my plan with Allie, but over dinner, I did tell her I had some more fun in mind for Julio that night. Then, I'd lowered my voice and added conspiratorially that it would be the dirtiest thing we'd done with him yet.
Allie looked intrigued, but when she asked me to elaborate, I played coy:
"No spoiling. Just follow my lead. If you thought our sex last night was mind-blowing, you'll be in for a real surprise tonight."
Allie grinned excitedly, but asked no further questions, content to let the mystery stand.
We finished dinner soon afterwards, messaging Julio to come get us. Soon we'd be on our way back to the room, and the real fun would begin.
Julio arrived on his golf cart a few minutes later, utterly oblivious to my plan to take advantage of him. Poor guy had no idea how wild his evening was about to get. The anticipation alone left me hardening; I had to fight to calm my cock down to an appropriate level of decency.
When we arrived at the room, I once again invited Julio inside. For the briefest of moments, I thought he might think better of it, but then he smiled politely and entered. I closed the door behind him--there would be no escaping tonight.
"What can I do for you, sir?" Julio asked, perfectly masking whatever unease he may have felt.
"Allie and I have an unusual request, and normally we wouldn't ask..." I started, choosing my words carefully. "But you've been so helpful on our trip, and this isn't something we can do on our own."
"Happy to be of service, as always," Julio replied smoothly. "What do you need?"
I smiled. "It might be better if I show you. We'll have to go outside to the balcony."
Not even Julio could fully hide his uncertainty, but he recovered quickly, nodding. "Of course. After you, sir."
I walked to our sliding glass doors, nodding at Allie for her to come with us. Julio followed closely behind, all three of us stepping outside. The sun had set, so I flipped the balcony lights on--I wanted Julio to clearly see what I was about to offer.
The moment of truth had arrived. I still didn't know if my plan would work, but it was the best chance I'd have.
Heart pounding, I reached into my pocket and pulled out a few larger-denomination bills. It was a decent sum even in America, but for someone living in the Dominican Republic, it was a windfall.
"Julio, you see this? This can be yours. All we need is for you to just lie down there for a few minutes." I said, pointing to the large daybed on the balcony.
Julio looked at me warily. "You just need me to lie down? You don't need me to do anything else?"
"Nope, just lie down," I confirmed. "That's it. Stay there until I ask you to get up again, and the tip is yours."
Julio's gaze flickered from me down to the cash I had in-hand. I could sense he wanted to ask more, but asking questions might lead to me withdrawing the offer. Even worse, I might complain to the resort that Julio had refused us service, which could threaten his job security. It was obvious Julio wasn't thrilled about the situation, but his alternatives weren't great. My trap was set.
And so, Julio made the only real choice available to him. He accepted my offer.
"Whatever you need, sir," Julio said smoothly, moving over to the day bed and lying face-up on it.
I couldn't fully hide the smirk that crept across my face before I turned to Allie.
"Well, babe, I think it's time. Why don't we show Julio what we've been practicing these past few nights?"
Allie realizing my game, smiled wickedly. "It would be selfish to keep it to ourselves, wouldn't it?"
"Very selfish," I agreed. "Julio, I want you to watch closely. I'm about to show you how we satisfy women back in America."
Without waiting for a response, I took Allie into my arms, staring deep into her eyes. Her excitement was obvious, barely eclipsed by my own.
"You ready for this, babe?" I said in a low voice.
"Ready if you are," Allie responded, biting her tongue seductively.
That was all I needed. I leaned in, planting a kiss on her full lips. Allie smiled against me, her hands moving to my head as she pulled me into a second kiss, then a third. My lust for Allie raged. Having an audience was such a huge turn-on that I lost all other concerns. All that existed was my need to openly mark Allie as mine; to confirm my superior masculinity to our butler, who could only dream of being in my shoes.
Allie and I began to make out heavily, our hands relentlessly exploring each other. I caressed every part of Allie that I could reach, emphasizing my claim over her body--but even that wasn't enough. I broke off my kisses with Allie long enough to turn to Julio, who was watching us with an unreadable expression.
"See how hot she is, Julio?" I couldn't resist asking.
"Yes, sir, very hot," Julio agreed politely.
I was annoyed by his lukewarm response, but I didn't let it distract me. Julio's professionalism may have been holding for the moment, but I was going to break him in the end.
"You haven't seen anything yet. She's about to get a lot hotter," I said, preparing myself for the next stage.
I separated from Allie, my hands going to my belt. With a quick motion, I unbuckled it and pulled it from around my pants, tossing it carelessly on the ground beside me.
"Why don't you help me the rest of the way, babe?" I said, looking down pointedly to my groin.
Allie grinned, moving her hands to the clasp of my pants, but I stopped her. "No, do it from your knees."
"Oh, you ARE a bad boy," Allie whispered, but she complied, dropping down in front of me. She spared a glance over to Julio, but then her attention was back on me, her fingers unbuttoning my pants. Once the clasp popped free, Allie moved to my zipper, opening it with a slow pace that was equal parts frustrating and arousing. Finally, she'd lowered it enough that my pants slid free, bunching up around my feet.
But Allie wasn't done. Hooking her fingers into the elastic of my underwear, she pulled that down too. My stiff cock, newly freed, swung into the air. It almost smacked Allie in the face on its way up, coming to rest just in front of her nose. Her mouth dropped open in exaggerated surprise, then licked her lips at me enticingly.
I was more than ready for the next step, but first I had to rub my enviable position in Julio's face again. "It's your lucky day, Julio. Allie's quite the cocksucker. Normally nobody else would get to see her talent, but we thought you'd appreciate the show."
"That's very thoughtful of you," Julio said, maintaining his even tone. But I thought I could detect a hint of excitement underneath it... the first crack in his armor.
I turned back to Allie. "Well, babe, let's show Julio what you got."
Allie didn't need to be told twice. She took my shaft in her hand, bringing my head down towards her mouth. Gently, she placed it between her lips and began to kiss, teasing me with her warmth. Just when I thought I couldn't take more, Allie opened her mouth wider, welcoming my entire head inside. The next moment, her tongue greeted me, swirling around my tip like it was soft-serve. By the time Allie glanced from my cock up to my face, our eyes making contact, I was halfway to cumming already.



But Allie was just warming up.
Satisfied that she had me right where she wanted me, Allie released my shaft from her hand, keeping my cock in place with her mouth alone. She swallowed another inch of my length, her tongue still working steadily to pleasure me. I was in heaven already, but then Allie took a second inch... then a third. At last, she'd had her fill and pulled back to my cockhead... but this retreat was temporary. She moved forward again, faster this time, sliding up even further up my shaft before falling away again.
Allie had found her rhythm; she began to bob steadily on my cock, slurping loudly as she went.
"Oh fuck, babe!" I gasped, blown away by Allie's enthusiasm. Having an audience hadn't shaken her confidence at all. In fact, Julio's presence only seemed to heighten Allie's eagerness to suck me. "You're so fucking hot when you're showing off."
Allie grinned, or at least tried to... it was difficult with my cock halfway down her throat.
As phenomenal as Allie's work was, though, she still had one final surprise for me. Just when I'd become used to her steady bob, Allie pushed beyond her usual point, taking me even further down her throat. Inch by inch my length disappeared into her mouth until her lips reached my pelvis.
Allie had deep-throated my entire length. Somehow, she maintained her position long enough to look up at me, her gag-reflex fully triggering. Her throat muscles clutched me tightly, trying to force me back out, but the spasming brought me to heights of pleasure I hadn't known were possible.
But at last, Allie had had enough, and she pulled off me completely with a deep gasp. After taking a second to catch her breath, Allie looked up at me and smiled.
I was speechless. Allie had never been shy about giving head, but this was the first time she'd ever deep-throated me. Apparently, I should have found a butler to watch us a long time ago. But now I wondered: what else could Julio improve?
"Babe, that was the hottest thing I've ever seen you do," I said, my words returning at last.
Allie smiled wider and did a cute little 'who me?' shrug. That was the final straw for me. I was going to take Allie, and I was going to take her now.
I extended my hand down towards my wife, offering it to her. She grasped it, allowing me to pull her into a standing position. Without a word, I then guided her over to the daybed, both of us facing our butler.
"Julio, I want you to take a good look at Allie. There's a good chance this will be the only time you get to see a woman as hot as her in action. I want you to appreciate what you're about to be a part of."
Julio nodded but said nothing. I couldn't decide if his silence was from arousal or from discomfort, but I was past the point of caring either way.
"Allie, I want you to get on the bed. All fours. Dead-center over Julio. I want him to have a front-row seat for what I'm about to do to you," I directed.
Allie didn't hesitate. She climbed up, first next to Julio, then swinging a leg over his torso to bring herself into a doggy-style position, hovering directly over him. Allie was still fully clothed, but it was incredibly erotic all the same. A few small adjustments, and she'd be straddling our butler's lap. But Julio wasn't the lucky one here; I was.
It was almost time for my final move, but there was one more step left. Bending over the bed towards Allie, I reached for the bottom of her dress, pulling it up over her hips so that her panty-clad ass was now exposed. But even that modest covering didn't last long; I hooked my fingers into her underwear and slid it down her thighs. Allie pulled her legs together slightly and lifted her knees, allowing me to slip the underwear off entirely. At last, the path to Allie's pussy was clear.
I threw Allie's panties off to the side, then climbed onto the bed myself, directly behind Allie. I had to squeeze in carefully--there wasn't much room between Julio's closed legs and Allie's spread ones--but I managed. As I adjusted, my cock bounced stiffly in the air, but once I steadied, it aligned perfectly with Allie's opening.
I pushed forward.
Allie's wet lips met the head of my cock, then engulfed it, as I fed myself inside her. The pleasure of Allie's pussy was incredible, heightened even further by taking her so closely above Julio. It was the same adrenaline rush a zoo visitor might feel, knocking loudly on the glass of a lion's exhibit. Julio was hardly a lion, but the gesture was the same: 'You're so close to your ultimate prize, but you'll never get it. I'm in control; you're not. And there's nothing you can do about it'.
I couldn't see Julio's face anymore, but I could imagine his frustration clearly.
My alpha-status secured, I began to fuck Allie freely. It was time to rub my superiority in Julio's face.
Allie lost herself quickly to the fuck; she looked backwards over her shoulder towards me, her face cycling through endless variations of pleasure. It was all too perfect: Allie's submission to me, the ecstasy I felt thrusting inside her, Julio's utterly subservient presence beneath us.
But then I realized I could tighten the screw just a bit more.
I paused my thrusting and pulled out of Allie entirely. Allie's eyes flew open, unhappy that I'd suddenly deprived her of her pleasure, but I offered her my reassurance.
"Don't worry, babe. I'm not finished yet. I just want an even better angle. Scoot up for me," I said.
Allie hovered above Julio, but she wasn't quite aligned with him; she was closer to the end of the bed than he was. It was a perfectly workable position, but I wanted more. I wanted Allie to encompass Julio's entire view. I wanted him unable to look away, forced to passively watch as I pleasured her, knowing he'd never get to do so himself. There'd be no staring up at the ceiling for him.
Still looking back at me, Allie followed my instruction, inching forwards to place herself directly above Julio. As she moved, I noticed something solid take shape underneath Allie's dress where it hung below her waist. The fabric first caught on it, then stretched taut as the dress moved forward with Allie's body. It almost looked like a pipe...
But then the dress pulled free, revealing what it had been hiding. At first, I couldn't make sense of what I was seeing, the mystery object popping upright like a spring-loaded catapult arm. Even when it smacked against my cock, pushing it out of alignment with Allie's pussy, I still didn't understand.
It was only when I saw the broad brown glans that had become wedged between Allie's pink lips did realization dawn on me. There was a thick cock poised to enter my wife's pussy... and it wasn't mine.
In a fraction of a second, I understood what must have happened. Sometime after Allie had climbed over him, Julio had unzipped his pants, releasing his cock into the open. But it had become trapped underneath Allie's dress, unnoticed by either of us. Unnoticed, that is, until I'd directed Allie to move up, freeing Julio's cock at last.
It was a shockingly bold move by Julio, completely out-of-character for him. In my wildest imaginings, I never expected our butler to exhibit any sexuality. Hell, even now, I still couldn't understand what he'd hoped to achieve; surely Julio hadn't thought we'd let him get involved.
But regardless of plans, fate had other ideas. As Julio's cock sprung free, my own cock had been perfectly positioned to halt its momentum. Instead of flipping vertical, Julio's cock was held at an angle, directed squarely at Allie's opening by my own rod. It was the unlikely equivalent of a full-court basketball shot, in the worst possible way.
Unfortunately, fate was about to become even crueler.
Allie, feeling the warm organ at her entrance, instinctively pushed back against it. With horror, I watched as the head of Julio's cock slipped into my wife's pussy. Allie, still staring back at me, let out a satisfied moan, chilling my blood. Julio must have taken it as encouragement, because he pushed his hips upward, sliding another inch or so into my wife. The angle was bad, and with both of us over him, Julio had no leverage to push himself further... but it was enough. He was so thick that even the couple inches he'd managed to work into Allie made her eyes close in pleasure; her pussy walls stretching to accommodate this new girth.
If I'd had time to think about it, I would have reached down and pulled Julio's cock out myself. But I had no time; Allie sank further onto Julio's cock as fast as her slowly-expanding pussy would allow.
"Allie, stop," I said, finally finding my words again.
But Allie did not stop; she kept slowly inching further onto our butler's sizeable organ.
"Allie, stop," I repeated, louder this time. "That's not me!"
Finally, Allie paused, her eyes opening again and meeting mine.
"Huh?" she said, still clearly deep in her pleasure haze.
Panicking now, I leapt off the bed and moved over to her right side. I gestured dramatically at my own cock then at the cock still impaling her on the bed. "That's not me!" I reiterated.
At last, Allie understood. Her mouth dropped open in surprise, her gaze shifting from me down to Julio.
"Oh god," she said, shock clear in her voice.
I fully expected Allie to leap off the bed as quickly as I had once she'd realized who was inside her. And maybe she would have, if she'd hadn't been halfway to a climax. But her orgasm beckoned... and Julio took full advantage of that fact.
His legs now unrestricted, Julio folded them closer to his body, giving himself better leverage. At the same time, he moved his hands from his sides up to Allie's ass, gently guiding her further onto his cock. She'd finally had enough time to adjust to his size, and she sank the rest of the way down, taking Julio inside her completely.
"Oh god," Allie said again, but this time her tone carried more pleasure than disbelief. She'd just been filled out beyond anything she'd experienced before.
Julio, sensing Allie's tipping point, slowly slid himself out before thrusting upwards again; a little extra emphasis to highlight the pleasure he offered.
"Oh god," Allie breathed a third time, voice now fully dripping with awed delight.
I stood motionless by the bed, in utter disbelief at what I was witnessing. What the fuck was happening here?
"Allie, what the hell are you doing? Get off him!" I shouted, my desperation obvious.
Allie looked up at me, her expression momentarily shocked and apologetic, as if she couldn't believe her own inaction either. But as Julio continued to slowly thrust up into her, her expression was replaced by open lust.
"I'm sorry, babe... I can't," she half-gasped, mouth hanging open at the sensation of Julio repeatedly stuffing her. "It feels too good."
I was speechless. This couldn't be happening. My wife was actively choosing to let our butler fuck her, right in front of me... despite me specifically asking her to stop. When I'd started this game with Julio, I'd felt utterly powerful and in-control. But now, the situation had cruelly inverted.
As a last-ditch effort, I addressed Julio, who was by now softly but steadily pounding Allie from below.
"Julio, stop. You're our butler. You don't get to fuck my wife."
Julio didn't even look at me, too busy locking eyes with Allie. "Sorry, sir, but I think your wife disagrees. You don't want me to stop, do you, Ms. Allie?"
"Fuck no. I need this dick," Allie responded between heavy breaths. "Babe, don't ruin this. Just shut up and watch."
I was on the verge of complete helplessness, but I had one last card to play.
"Julio, if you don't stop immediately, I'm not giving you any more tips this entire trip. And I'm reporting you to the resort," I said, with more confidence than I felt.
"Babe, drop it," Allie interjected, annoyance breaking through her lust. "You're not going to report anyone. You had your fun with Julio. Now let me have mine."
Seeing that I was suitably chastened, Allie returned her attention to Julio, putting me out of her mind.
Fully defeated, I accepted the inevitable. Moving to a nearby beach chair, I sat down and watched as my wife began to fuck our butler in earnest.
Julio had been steadily thrusting into Allie's pussy this entire time, but now Allie matched his energy, gyrating her hips onto his cock.
"Oh fuck," Julio sighed, enjoying the sensation as much as Allie did.
Emboldened by Allie's dismissal of me, Julio moved his hands off Allie's ass up to the zipper on the back of her dress. Allie, getting the hint, shifted back and straightened her arms out for Julio's next move. One unzip later, Julio slid the dress off Allie's body in a single motion, tossing it to the side.
Her bra didn't last much longer; Julio worked quickly to remove it, even as Allie began unbuttoning his shirt and pants. Soon, Allie was completely naked, still impaled on Julio's impressive cock, while Julio had extracted himself from the upper half of his uniform.
Their clothes now--mostly--out of the way, Julio began sliding his hands over Allie's bare body, caressing her in all of the places that should have been mine. Allie melted at Julio's touch, falling back over him and planting a kiss against his lips. She moaned openly into his mouth, not bothering to hide her satisfaction in the slightest.
Julio, sensing that Allie had given herself over entirely, wrapped his arms around her torso, pulling her tight against his body. They began to kiss fiercely, while Julio increased the pace of his thrusts up into her. Even though Allie was on top, it was clear that Julio had taken control. Our butler had been unleashed.
Their pleasured moans filled the air, Allie's musky arousal swirling in my nostrils. Such sensations only highlighted the surrealness of the situation. Allie had never been shy when it came to sex, but she was completely uninhibited now, carnal babbles tumbling from her mouth in an endless stream. If there were other resort guests in the adjoining rooms, they too now knew my wife was experiencing the fuck of a lifetime.
For his part, Julio was utterly focused on Allie, repeatedly feeding his thick cock into her pussy while he savored the resulting ecstasy play across her face.
"Yeah, Mamita, that's it, dámelo" he said, his voice low but encouraging. "Let yourself go."
"Fuck, Julio, you're gonna make me cum," Allie hissed between clenched teeth.
"Cum for me, Mamita," Julio said, in the same gentle yet firm tone. "Cum on my cock."
"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my godddddddd..." Allie's voice tightened into a soft squeal, mirroring her body's muscles as they tightened in on themselves.
Then, right as Allie's orgasm crashed home, Julio pulled her down, kissing her fiercely on the lips. Pushing off his heels, he thrust into Allie's deepest center, feeding her everything he had. I watched in horror as my wife writhed on Julio, taking him at both ends... unprecedented levels of pleasure racking her body. A deep primal thrum filled the air; it took me a moment to realize that the noise was coming from my wife--it sounded like her very soul was being fucked from her body.
At last, Julio's body finally reached its own limit. His groan escaped their still-locked lips... the moan merging with Allie's as he began to release inside my wife. Her pussy, which had encountered no sperm other than mine our entire relationship, was now saturated with Julio's seed. Allie was on birth control, but did a mere pill stand a chance against the onslaught it now faced? It didn't seem possible.
"Holy fuck!" Allie finally gasped, collapsing on top of Julio.
Panting heavily, the two of them lay intertwined on the daybed while I was still rooted to my chair beside them. Having finished releasing inside Allie, Julio ran his fingertips over her back in an affectionate gesture.
"Not bad, Mamita," he whispered. "Not bad at all."
Hearing Julio speak so intimately to my woman--mine!--shook me from my paralysis.
"Get the fuck out," I growled softly.
Allie and Julio both whipped their heads towards me, as if they'd forgotten I was still there.
"Babe..." Allie started, but I wasn't having it.
"I said, get the fuck out, Julio," I repeated, my voice raising.
"C'mon, babe, don't be like this," Allie offered reassuringly. She pulled herself off Julio's manhood, crawling over towards me. Some of Julio's cum escaped her center in the process, dripping onto the daybed surface.
"Don't tell me what to be like," I said, temper rising steadily now. I welcomed it wholeheartedly. Anger was much preferred to paralysis.
Allie frowned, then turned back to Julio. "Julio, I think he's right. I think you should go. Don't worry, I'll make sure you get the tip we promised."
"The fuck he will," I replied immediately, starting to stand.
"No, no, please don't worry about it, Ms. Allie," Julio said, quickly reassembling his uniform, not even bothering to wipe himself off first. "Mr. Tyler, accept my apologies. I saw your wife was in need, and I merely offered my assistance. I had no intention of upsetting you."
Anger turned to fury. How dare this little man be snarky with me.
Allie sensed the inferno that had begun to rage. "Julio, just leave. Babe, come to the balcony with me."
If Julio had said even one more word, I am not sure what I would have done. But he kept his mouth shut, quickly gathering himself and escaping back through our suite. Meanwhile, Allie had moved over to me, leading me towards the ocean.
"Babe, look, I know you're upset," Allie said softly. "But this whole thing was your idea. You can't blame me for having some fun too."
"That was more than just fun." My tone was ice. "You fucked our butler."
Allie studied me. "Look babe, forget Julio. Let me finish you off, and you'll feel better."
I'd gone soft but was still naked... Allie grasped me with her hands and began pumping.
Despite my fury, I found myself getting aroused again. A few minutes later, Allie had taken me back in her mouth. I didn't last much longer after that.
We cleaned up and went to bed. I went through the motions in a daze, unable to believe what had taken place.
Allie acted like everything was fine, but every time I closed my eyes, I saw Julio's shaft pounding deep into my wife's pussy... their mutual moans reverberating in my brain.
***
I awoke off-balance. While dulled, anger still throbbed in my veins, and I was in a foul mood. Leaving Allie alone in our bed, I dressed and stepped into the morning air. Maybe some hair-of-the-dog would give me peace.
I made my way to the central resort building, then beelined for the coffee shop inside. I ordered two Irish coffees--room 2036, please--and found a comfortable chair off-center in the lobby.
I'd almost finished the second cup when a familiar voice spoke from behind me.
"Beautiful morning, isn't it, sir?"
I turned around to find Julio standing behind me. In a flash, I was out of the chair.
My simmering rage boiled over, and before I knew what I was doing, I threw a hook at Julio's jaw. It connected with a satisfying thunk, whipping his face sideways... the sudden force knocking him out instantly.
Julio crumpled onto the ground. For a moment, I felt a twisted satisfaction.
"¡Dios!" cried a nearby receptionist, racing over to check on her fallen coworker. "Carlos, Carlos... ¿Estás bien?" Confirming he was just unconscious, she whipped her head towards me. "Why? What did he do to you?"
Carlos? What?
I took a closer look at the man I'd beaten down. Horror filled my mind as I realized that it was not Julio on the ground. My anger and alcohol-addled mind had warped my perception--I'd attacked an innocent man.
The receptionist didn't wait for me to respond, speaking quickly into a walkie-talkie. In a daze, I collapsed back into the chair I'd been relaxing in moments before. What had I done?



I was still in shock when two resort security guards came to retrieve me. By then, there was a crowd of workers surrounding us, providing Carlos medical attention... and ensuring I'd commit no further violence.
I went peacefully with security, accepting whatever consequences were in store for me. But then I remembered, Allie was still back in our suite. She'd have no idea what happened to me.
"Wait, can someone tell my wife what's going on? She should be in our suite. Room 2036."
The security team stopped. One of them walked over to the receptionist; they began whispering quickly in Spanish. The receptionist went to her desk and mumbled something into her walkie-talkie. There was a reply, then some back-and-forth. At last, the receptionist spoke again with the guard, who finally came back to me.
"Okay, sir, we've got it handled. We spoke with Julio, your butler, and explained the situation. He wanted me to assure you that your wife was in good hands. That he'd pay her special attention until we get this all sorted out."
My rage returned with renewed vigor, but it was black ice rather than white-hot.
There was no doubt what Julio had meant.
And there was nothing I could do to stop him.
As security led me away to my fate, my vision became filled with images of Allie spreadeagled on our bed... deep in the throes of ecstasy... moaning wildly... screaming her new lover's name.
And then there was Julio... thrusting steadily between Allie's legs... his cock penetrating to her innermost depths... mouth gaping in pleasure as he finished inside her yet again...
And then, worst of all: after he'd finished pouring himself my wife, he'd lean over to her ear and whisper:
"I'll check on you again tonight."
And she'd say:
"Please."
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The doorbell rang, startling my wife and me... as well as my visiting parents. We weren't expecting additional company--who was intruding on our lazy Sunday afternoon? We never had solicitors or unexpected guests.
After exchanging a glance with my wife, I stood from the couch and approached the door. Curious, I looked through the peephole.
Charlie, our elderly neighbor, was on the other side.
I opened it.
"She's trying to kill me!" Charlie exclaimed, by way of greeting.
My curiosity turned to confusion.
"She's trying to kill you? Who's trying to kill you?" I asked, unsure if Charlie was being funny... or if someone was really trying to kill him.
"The lady! She's in my house! She's trying to kill me!" Charlie repeated, rather unhelpfully.
By this point, my wife had joined me at the door. She'd known Charlie for much longer than me, so I let her take the lead in engaging him.
After some more back-and-forth, we were no closer to understanding the situation. Thinking quickly, my wife decided to give Charlie's son a call, hoping he had answers, while I assured my parents I'd be right back and stepped outside with Charlie.
Charlie had calmed down slightly but was still visibly upset. "Thanks for answering the door. I'm sorry to bother you all, but I don't know what would have happened if you weren't here. She's still in there, waiting for me to come back!"
Charlie gestured towards his house.
I tried again to get some answers. "Who is 'she'? How did she get in your house?"
"I've never seen the woman in my life! And I don't know how she got in. I walked out of my kitchen and there she was! Had some contraption in her hand. I stabbed her with my rake and got out as fast as I could."
At this point, I didn't even question why Charlie might have had a rake within arm's reach while indoors. Very little of the situation made any sense, but Charlie had always been level-headed in the few years that I'd known him. And he seemed lucid enough now. I didn't know what had happened, but I began to wonder: was there really a homicidal woman in our neighbor's house?
"I think I'm gonna go take a quick look, if that's okay," I said. "Will you be okay on your own for a second? My wife's right inside."
"Yeah, I'm fine now that I'm outside," Charlie said, calming down some more. "She won't come after me here. But be careful. She might get you if you go in."
"Don't worry, Charlie," I reassured him. "I'm not gonna get that close."
I left the porch and crossed our small yard, cautiously approaching Charlie's house. Nothing seemed out of place, and I couldn't hear anything coming from inside. I debated inching closer, but before I could move, the door to our own house opened. My wife stepped out.
"Everything's okay," she said. "You can come inside, Charlie. Go on in and make yourself comfortable. I called Brian. He's on his way to get you."
Charlie, mellowed by news of his son's imminent arrival, accepted this. "Yeah, okay. Thanks for helping me out. You're good people."
Charlie went inside, saw my parents there in the living room, and struck up a conversation with them as if he hadn't just been the target of a murder attempt.
I drew closer to my wife. "What did Brian say? Does he know what's going on?"
My wife shook her head, exasperated. "Yeah, he knows. Apparently, he just got a call from Charlie's home-health nurse. She'd been with him all day when out-of-the-blue, he attacked her. Clawed her arm up something good with a rake. She's still in the house and hysterical. Brian was already headed over when I called him."
"Oh shit," I said. "Is she okay?"
"Yeah, she'll be okay. More traumatized mentally than physically. Probably gonna need a tetanus shot."
I exhaled deeply. "Wow. I bet she's done taking care of him after this. Does Charlie have dementia? I didn't think he did."
My wife shrugged. "No idea. But I guess this is Brian's problem now. I hate that your parents' visit got interrupted by all of this. I know they drove a long way."
"Yeah. I think they were planning on heading out soon anyway," I said. "Speaking of, let's make sure Charlie's not spooking them."
My wife and I returned inside. We tended Charlie and my parents as smoothly as we could until Brian arrived. He apologized profusely and thanked us for our help. Taking his dad's arm, Brian escorted him out to his truck, and they departed. With the pair gone, my wife and I brought my parents up to speed. After answering their questions, they decided to leave as well... beginning the four-hour trip back to their own home.
Once I said my goodbyes, locking the door behind them, I was more than ready to relax the rest of the evening away.
But as I turned to the couch, my gaze fell onto my wife.
Her eyes were wide, bottom lip quivering. Tears were streaming down her face.
I was instantly flooded with concern. "Hey, what's wrong? Are you okay?"
"No," she sobbed.
***
I had met Julie almost a decade earlier during my sophomore year--her freshman year--of college. We were both members of the on-campus running club: a relatively small, but tight-knit group. Including students from every background and major, the vast majority of us became friends, hanging out even outside of running times.
I wasn't attracted to Julie at first. I'm still not quite sure why... although I have my suspicions these days. But Julie was objectively cute, with gentle facial features, nice smile, shoulder-length brown hair, and pretty brown eyes. Her smaller 5'2" stature and playful nature enhanced her cuteness further... which ironically made it easier to overlook that Julie was quite physically blessed. On another woman, Julie's curves would have been overtly sexy. But on her, they seemed somehow... irrelevant. It was an odd effect, but one that was undeniable.
Julie and I got along fine that first year, but our connection was friendly, nothing more.
Destiny, however, would not be denied.
The following year, Julie was gifted two free tickets to a home game for our local NFL team. She was very excited to go, despite not being a pro-football fan. But there was a problem: Julie didn't have anyone else to go with. She was single, and her closest friends were even less interested in professional football than she was.
And so, she opened the extra space to the running club.
There was one guy in the club who loved football... but his dad had gotten them season tickets months ago. I considered it, but between my extracurriculars and classwork (I'd taken an extra class on top of the standard courseload), I wasn't sure I could spare the time or energy. Like the rest of the club, I declined.
And that was that.
Except it wasn't.
Later that night, I reconsidered. It was an opportunity I wasn't likely to encounter again... and despite the downsides, it would be a nice break from school. I wasn't sure how I felt about hanging out with Julie one-on-one for several hours, but decided what-the-hell, and went for it.
I texted her, telling her I'd changed my mind... if the ticket was still available.
It was, and a few weeks later, I attended my first NFL game with Julie.
The experience was... surprisingly good. Besides the novelty of the game itself, I found myself greatly enjoying Julie's company. Despite my concerns, it wasn't awkward at all hanging out with her away from the running club crew... and in fact, she was a genuine bright spot of my day. Julie was easy-going, cheerful, and funny.
By the time I went to bed that night, I realized something unexpected: I'd developed a crush on Julie.
Fast forward a couple weeks. My crush on Julie grew quickly, until finally, I acted on it. After we wrapped up another run with the running club, I asked her out on a date.
To my great excitement, she accepted.
We ate at TGI Fridays, having a great time, although I was too chicken to offer a goodnight kiss at the date's conclusion.
There were further plans, lots of texts... and plenty of ribbing from our running club friends.
It had become an ongoing joke amongst the club to poke fun at my sexual orientation. I'm unwaveringly straight, but the year prior, I had gone to a theater friend's birthday party at a local gay bar. I attracted the attention of one of her gay friends there, and he spent the next hour flirting extensively with me. I tolerated it good-naturedly, although I made it clear I had zero interest in guys.
Still, when I recounted the event later to the running club, they were thoroughly entertained. Always up for a good joke--even as the butt of it--I leaned into it. Soon enough, my... questionable... sexuality became a recurring gag amongst the club.
When news broke that Julie and I had gone on a date, many of the club immediately jumped on the idea that Julie was my cover... my 'beard'.
The joke would last until we got married... and even popped up occasionally beyond that.
But jokes aside, my interest in Julie was completely genuine. After a couple more dates, we made our status official... just after the conclusion of a ten-mile race we ran together. As she put it, 'if I can go through that with you, and still like you by the end, I think it's time we did this for real'. Her post-race text confirming our new status as boyfriend and girlfriend was sent 11:14 am on 11/14. It seemed an auspicious sign.
Julie and I grew close quickly, although our physical connection lagged a bit: it took me another two weeks to finally kiss her for the first time. Julie was my first bona-fide girlfriend, and I was afraid to push beyond what she was comfortable with. She was religious, and although her particular denomination was quite liberal, she had expressed that she was a save-sex-for-marriage kind of girl. Julie did later admit that she wasn't a virgin, but she'd been pressured into her first-time by a high school boyfriend who dumped her soon after.
All of which was fine by me. Sure, I would have liked to do more than kiss and hold hands, but as a virgin myself, I never felt like I was missing out. Besides, there was plenty more about our relationship to enjoy.
Julie and I began spending a lot of time together. Studying, relaxing at my on-campus apartment, exploring the city... it wasn't long before she had become one of the most important people in my life. By the end of the following spring semester, it was clear that we were something long-term.
Unfortunately, summer break meant that Julie and I would be separated for a few months. I grew up less than an hour away from the university, but Julie's family lived three hours from the school in the opposite direction. It didn't help that we both had significant commitments in our respective cities: me working full-time and her being active in her local church's summer programs.
But still, we did manage to meet up a few times... including when my parents let me borrow their car to drive the four hours to visit her.
As excited as I was to see Julie, I was also nervous as hell: I would be meeting her family for the first time. Like many young boyfriends, I was terrified that her parents wouldn't like me... and then what? Julie was very close to her parents... if they disapproved of our relationship, who knew if it would survive.
Fortunately, her parents seemed to like me just fine. Her dad, Tom, was an unexpected delight; to this day he's amongst the most charmingly funny people I've met. He was both successful and wealthy; a former executive of a billion-dollar company and current founder of a new one. Yet, like me, Tom had humble origins; I think he saw some of himself in me.
Regardless, I had their acceptance: Julie's parents approved of me dating their daughter. I met Julie's older brother David briefly too--although he was quiet and we didn't talk much.
This summer also marked the proliferation of 'novels' between Julie and me. While short text messages were great for casual contact, they were no substitute for the deep, soul-baring conversations we'd grown accustomed to during the semester. Our novels were a way around that: massive messages, maybe 1-2k words long, about whatever was on our mind. We drank each other in through these novels, and while we used them less frequently after we reunited, they were a recurring feature of our relationship.
Between these novels, and a couple other road trips, Julie and I made it through the summer even closer than when we'd begun.
***
By the start of the fall semester, our relationship had hit several classic milestones: we had pet names for each other ("Boyfriend! I missed you!" or "Girlfriend! Good morning!"), a couple song ('Til Kingdom Come' by Coldplay), and our first 'I love you's.
Julie and I also grew much closer physically. Regular kisses became make-out sessions became horizontal kissing with wandering hands. Our progression was slow but natural. I don't remember the first time I touched Julie's chest, or openly fondled her breasts through her shirt, or squeezed her ass through her jeans. I just remember that they were steps I hadn't taken yet... until one day I had.
I do remember our first genital contact though. Julie and I were lying in bed, making out, when I began tracing my hand over her stomach. That wasn't unusual by this point, but something prompted me to move my hand lower... my fingertips slipping underneath Julie's panties... and then lower still... until at last my fingers encountered something new:
Wetness.
Inexperienced as I was, I faltered. Had I taken things too far with Julie? We weren't having penetrative sex... but this was certainly a kind of sex. I didn't want to be like Julie's ex who'd taken advantage of her in high school.
But Julie didn't seem to mind at all.
In fact, as my hand carefully explored this new area of Julie. she began kissing me deeper. I'm not sure if she orgasmed during this encounter... but she certainly enjoyed herself. And after I'd finished playing with her, Julie returned the favor... putting her own hand down my underwear. Finding her prize, she began to stroke me.
Our physical connection had entered a new stage.
As the months passed, Julie and I had more encounters. Our handjobs continued... but then Julie escalated things further. She'd lie on top of me, and then as we kissed, she'd begin to work her hips against mine, grinding herself on me. We remained clothed, and while the motion didn't do much for me physically, Julie's initiative was incredibly hot.
Our clothing seemed to shed more with each session. Pants went first, because dry-humping through jeans is uncomfortable. Another day, shirts vanished. Then Julie's bra became expendable. And eventually, underwear disappeared too. It was a new line we'd crossed, and one that pushed the limits of Julle's no-sex-until-marriage commitment. But I think she told herself if there was no penetration, her commitment was still valid.
Still... our non-penetrative hookups were unquestionably sexual. We found ourselves a rhythm... we'd make out, climb into bed, shed our clothes... Julie would climb on top of me and begin grinding her bare hips on mine... my cock would inevitably find its way between her thighs and Julie would stroke me with her legs until we both completed--me always careful to pull away before orgasming.
Even short of full sex, the position was incredibly pleasurable... between Julie's wetness inevitably lubricating my shaft, her toned thighs gripping me tightly, and our mutual thrusting against each other, it almost felt like I was inside her.
And then one day, I realized... I was.
I don't know when it happened first. I'm probably one of the few people in the world who doesn't know when they lost their virginity. But during one of our hookups, I realized that my cock couldn't possibly be thrusting at the angle it was... unless I was thrusting into Julie, rather than underneath her. The moment of realization was too hot for me to bear, and I had to withdraw almost immediately before emptying myself onto the bed... but even then, the knowledge remained: I'd had sex with Julie.
Oddly, we never really talked about it. I think Julie might have been ashamed that her desire had fully won out over her self-imposed chastity. Or maybe she felt it wasn't relevant anymore, since I wasn't going to abandon her after getting sex. For my part, I didn't want to embarrass her needlessly. And, of course, I wasn't even sure how long we'd even been having sex.
Regardless, our new sexually-active status quietly became our new normal. Julie and I kept the extent of our physical connection secret from our friends and roommates... maintaining the façade of waiting-til-marriage. But despite rarely having moments alone, we still managed to hook up every couple weeks or so.
The peak of these encounters came during the following spring semester. My roommate had left for the weekend to visit family, so Julie and I took full advantage. While she didn't spend the night (her own roommate expected her back), we had sex multiple times during our time together. But it seemed Mother Nature was as fired up as we were, as she released a torrential level of rain that had not been seen in the area in decades. Flooding was everywhere, and we later learned that not only had countless houses been lost, but several people died in the deluge too.
But safely tucked away as we were, Julie and I remained oblivious to the greater destruction. If anything, the heavy rain only connected us further--the downpour carving my apartment away from the greater world... leaving Julie and I sheltered in our own little slice of reality.
I still vividly remember how cute and sexy Julie looked as she bravely ventured out onto my covered apartment landing, watching the rain pour down around us; her knee-high rain boots, running shorts, and hooded rain jacket a much hotter combo than they had any right to be. I wanted to hug Julie close to keep her safe... and to tear off her gear, throw her in bed, and unleash a tempest of my own.
***
As fun as our physical encounters were, they were only part of our greater connection. Julie and I made endless memories during my senior year. Eating out around the city. Movies in bed. Attending a university trip in Anaheim, complete with Disneyland detour. Her cheering me on as I finished a marathon.
It was everything I could have ever hoped for in a relationship.
But a problem loomed: I was about to graduate.
Julie and I had never conclusively talked about what would happen after I finished college. In vague terms, we had similar long-term goals. Establish a career. Get married. Have kids. But there was so much uncertainty for what our futures held that we couldn't make concrete plans beyond that.



We both aimed for grad school. I was bound for a four-year doctoral degree. Julie planned to attend a three-year physical therapy program (also a doctorate). As it happened, our university offered both.
But there were complications. As great as our undergrad experience was, there were issues with both our university's grad programs. Mine was a new college--I'd be in the fourth-ever graduating class--with all the risks that entailed. The most concerning was that if my program failed to become accredited, my degree would be near-worthless. Julie's, on the other hand, was well-established... but also known for mid-level quality despite its hefty tuition.
Staying at our university for grad school might allow our relationship to flourish... but it wouldn't be the best career-minded choice.
Even so, it was an easy pick for me. I applied early-decision to our university's grad school, being accepted the day after I interviewed. My logic was simple: Careers were replaceable; Julie was not.
Besides, if nothing else, I'd bought an extra year of time with Julie. When I walked at graduation, I did so without worry.
But before Julie and I could begin our third year together, we had another summer to survive.
***
The second summer proved easier than the first. By then, our relationship had a solid foundation, and we never doubted that we'd be able to make it a few months apart. Also, I managed to see Julie an extra time or two in those months, having saved enough for multiple Greyhound bus trips. Sure, the buses were a bit sketchy, but the price couldn't be beat. Even after state troopers pulled us over to search for an escaped convict, I didn't complain.
During my first Julie-trip, I brought a surprise with me. I'd hand-written fourteen 'novels' for her, folding the paper into small squares. Over the weekend, I managed to hide those novels throughout her house, in places that would be unnoticed by either Julie or her parents. It was always painful to leave Julie, but this time, I'd be leaving part of me behind with her.
A couple days later, I revealed the first novel location to Julie. She was delighted with the surprise, fawning over my note... but she remained unaware that it was only the first of many. After another few days, I revealed the second note. Julie loved this one as well... and then had the foresight to ask: "wait... are there more?"
I told her she'd just have to wait and find out.
By the time she'd read them all, it was almost time for the semester to start. Julie and I would have at least one more year together... even if we were technically in different schools.
***
Grad school was hard. Just as college was a challenge compared to high school, grad school required a level of discipline beyond anything I'd experienced before. Much of my time was spent studying... and while Julie and I were together often, it was often a physically-close, mentally-apart situation. Even with an occupied mind, though, I valued her presence immensely. And in the rare moments I wasn't focused on school, I gave Julie my full attention.
It wasn't an ideal situation... but having another year with Julie was priceless.
Unfortunately, Julie soon had her own decision to make about grad school. I secretly hoped she'd make the same choice as me, choosing to stay at our university despite its disadvantages.
But Julie was practical. She committed to a PT program at a college two hours away... although she made it clear that it was with great reluctance.
Objectively, I knew Julie had made a smart career decision. The other school's program was better... in addition to being half the price. But what would it mean for our relationship? Julie and I had become very serious... but three years apart was a long time. Even the strongest relationships would weaken during a separation of that magnitude.
But I was committed to making it work. I couldn't imagine not having Julie in my life.
And so I asked Julie: was she open to making it work too?
Julie answered affirmatively... but her answer lacked assurance. Like me, she was under no illusions what our separation might mean.
By the time Julie graduated, I couldn't help but wonder: was our relationship nearing its end? It was hard not to fear the worst.
***
The summer after Julie's graduation wasn't so bad. In many ways, it was easy to pretend it was just a third summer apart... rather than the beginning of a three-year separation. But when the fall semester started, all illusions of a short separation vanished.
Julie settled into her new city quickly. She leased a new apartment (no roommate), pinpointed a few favorite hangout spots, and connected with a local church group. The first time I visited after the semester-start, she'd become quite close with them.
Despite having known Julie way longer than her new friends, I hoped to make a good impression on them. Sure, I was ostensibly one of the most important people in Julie's life... but I was also the distant boyfriend. Over three years, their opinion of me might make the difference between Julie and I staying strong... or breaking up.
Fortunately, we got along great. I was initially worried by her closeness to some of the men in the group... but as it turned out, they were mostly gay. And the group's two straight guys were in happy relationships.
That potential obstacle failed to manifest, but the biggest obstacle of all remained: how would Julie and I balance school with maintaining our relationship? Fortunately, a two-hour drive, while far from ideal, wasn't the worst commute in the world. By then, I had my own car too, which meant I could skip the Greyhounds.
Ultimately, Julie and I agreed to each make the trip once a month... which effectively let us see each other every other weekend. It wasn't much... but we hoped it would be enough.
***
Shockingly... it was. School kept us both so busy that the weeks flew by. Every time I felt myself beginning to deeply miss Julie... I saw her again. My life became measured in two-week increments.
Every visit was an adventure. Julie and I made the most of our limited time together, studying when we had to, but otherwise enjoying each other's company out on the town. I went on several runs with Julie along her new city's riverfront. She introduced me to her favorite local restaurants. I hung out with Julie's new friends, swapping stories and sharing laughs. And, of course, there was the sex. Having Julie's apartment to ourselves meant no risk of being interrupted... which was a nice perk. Our hookups were limited, but they were great when they happened.
Months passed... then a year. By the time we hit the halfway point--winter break after her second year of PT school--I knew that Julie and I would make it.
When I visited Julie at her parents' home that December, I came with a secret agenda. Catching her parents after Julie had gone to bed, I confessed that I planned on proposing to Julie that spring... and asked for their blessing to do so.
They gave it without hesitation, happy for the both of us.
Over the next few months, I prepared. I found a ring. I bought materials. I recruited Julie's new-city BFF, Sarah, to help execute my plan.
Then, during one of my Julie-trips, I put the plan into action.
Over our years together, Julie had hinted that she didn't want a public proposal. So, I developed an alternative. I arranged a trip for us to a local attraction; a place we'd both wanted to see but never followed-through on. Unbeknownst to Julie, I gave Sarah a key to her apartment... as well as the materials necessary for the proposal itself. While Julie and I were out having fun... Sarah set the scene I'd envisioned.
By the time we returned to Julie's apartment, Sarah was long gone. As Julie unlocked her front door, no doubt expecting a relaxing night, I stopped her.
"Cover your eyes," I directed.
Julie was caught off guard, but she complied. Hands over her face, I led her into the apartment, then back to her bedroom. Setting up my camera off to the side, I positioned Julie so that she faced my newly decorated wall.
Her eyes still covered, I launched into my prepared speech. I talked about how four years ago, I'd unexpectedly developed a crush on this girl from running club. I talked about asking her out, then becoming official. I talked about everything we'd done over the next few years together. I talked about how afraid I was to lose her once she moved away. I talked about how happy as I was to have made it through... and how I never wanted to be apart like that again.
At last, I concluded. "Open your eyes."
Julie did, tears already pouring onto her face, seeing the surprise I'd left for her. Several large wooden letters hung from the wall, each with a picture of us pressed onto it. I'd hand-applied the pictures using a technique called 'decoupage'... and they were all carefully chosen to represent us over our years together.
The letters, of course, spelled out W-I-L-L Y-O-U M-A-R-R-Y M-E.
Julie, through her tears, nodded emphatically.
"Yes".
***
Our friends and family were overjoyed at the news that Julie and I were engaged. To our running club friends I observed wryly, "Guess this proves I'm straight after all. Sorry to ruin the fun."
My future best man, Michael, immediately deadpanned: "Don't worry. The jury's still out."
Over the next several months, Julie and I kept our usual biweekly-visit schedule in addition to planning our wedding. Her bridesmaids would be a mix of undergrad friends and new-city friends. My groomsmen were running club guys (including best-man Michael), my grad school roommate, and Julie's brother.
We selected venues and decorations; colors and songs; caterers and cakes. I found a suit. Julie picked a dress. We created a guest list. We set a date (the upcoming December). We updated our pet names, 'Boyfriend' and 'Girlfriend' replaced by 'Fiancé(e)'.
There was another bright spot as well: both of our colleges allowed our final semester to be done away from the school itself; after our wedding, Julie and I could live together immediately. We even had a house reserved for us. Julie's grandmother passed earlier that year; Julie's dad saved her house for our future occupation.
Before we knew it, December arrived. I moved to Julie's home city as soon as my fall semester had ended, settling into what would soon be our house. Julie stayed with her parents for the time being... they didn't want us living together until after marriage. Which was fine by me--I'd survived over two years living hours away from Julie... a ten-minute drive was nothing.
The wedding itself was magnificent. Funded completely by Julie's parents, it was a respectable affair, with over two-hundred guests attending. The ceremony took place at Julie's home church; the reception held a short drive away at a high-class--but not overly ostentatious--venue downtown. The decorations in both locations were perfect. White flowers, evergreen boughs, red ornaments, intricate wreaths, candles glowing in gently-frosted glass containers... It was a fairytale setting for our fairytale marriage.
Between the surroundings and the guests and the new ring on my finger, I felt like the happiest man alive.
And then it was time for our first dance. As I took Julie's hand in mine, the rest of the world suddenly fell away. All I saw was her.
Our song began to play, and we moved with it... the first steps of our newly conjoined lives.
Hold my head inside your hands
I need someone who understands
I need someone, someone who hears
For you, I've waited all these years
Staring into Julie's eyes as the verse ended, I was struck by how miraculous it was that we were sharing this moment: here, together, now. The girl from running club... who'd been gifted an extra NFL ticket... a ticket I almost turned down... the girl who became my first girlfriend, my first sexual partner, and my first love... the girl who I'd been separated from, first by summers, then by years... the girl who had lived through and endured it all with me... that girl was now my wife.
From this moment forward, there would be no more separations. We were together for good.
I had found my person.
The chorus played... taking root deep in my mind, where it continued long after our dance had ended:
For you I'd wait 'til kingdom come
Until my day, my day is done
And say you'll come and set me free
Just say you'll wait, you'll wait for me
***
Our honeymoon was the fantastical epilogue to our wonderland wedding. We booked a week at an all-inclusive resort in the Caribbean. My first time out of the country, it was an adventure that I'll remember for the rest of my life: delicious drinks, exotic foods, pristine beaches, fun excursions... experienced with my new wife by my side. Julie and I spent Christmas on the sand, sipping gin & tonics, watching a Santa-dressed resort worker attend our fellow guests.
Also on the trip, we upgraded our pet names for each other. Julie wasn't a fan of 'Husband' or 'Hubby', choosing to go with 'Hubbles' instead. I kept the same style; Julie became 'Wifles'. Overly-cutesy, to be sure, but since we only used the names when we were alone, nobody else could judge us.
As amazing as our honeymoon was, I didn't mind returning to the real world when it was over. Being married to Julie wasn't the culmination of our relationship... it was just the beginning of a lifetime of adventures.
We finished school, found jobs, and settled into our new home. Months passed, and while the thrill of being newly-married gradually faded, the peace, security, and gentle warmth of our new life together more than made up for it.
We both took to the mundane responsibilities of household management well. She cooked, I cleaned. She ran laundry, I folded the clothes and put them away. She set up our bill autopayments, I handled the long-term finances and planning.
We relaxed and adventured together too: watching TV while cuddled on the couch, visiting nearby attractions, playing board games together, and so on. We still ran together occasionally too, although it had become more often a solo activity for me after Julie joined a local fitness club.
But while our married life was mostly everything I hoped it would be, there was one notable absence: our sex life had become almost non-existent.
Julie never initiated with me, and the times I tried to initiate with her, I was gently rebuffed for one reason or another.
At first, I didn't mind--or even really notice, my days filled with all of the other fantastic aspects of our marriage--but as weeks passed without any sort of sexual contact... and then months... I realized something was wrong.
It would have been different if our relationship had been low-physicality from the get-go, but this was new... at least compared to the spice of our early years. I wondered if somehow Julie had lost her attraction to me... or maybe the years we had spent long-distance had dulled her sex-drive into irrelevancy. Or maybe something else was going on....
I was wary of pressuring Julie into sex against her will, but as our sexless streak continued to extend, I finally accepted this wasn't an issue that would self-resolve. One day, I tentatively broached the subject.
Julie... handled it well. She acknowledged my concerns and apologized for her lack of interest. It bothered her that she had lost her early spark as well, and while she didn't know for sure, she suspected her antidepressants and birth control were to blame. She assured me that I had nothing to worry about with respect to more serious causes... she still loved me and found me attractive. She promised to give me the connection I craved as soon as her libido returned.
It wasn't a restoration of our sex life, but it was the next best thing: reassurance that whatever was going on was temporary and could be fixed. As our song proclaimed: for Julie, I would wait 'til kingdom come. If that meant going without physical intimacy for a time, then so be it.
But Julie went beyond making promises; in the months following our conversation, we did have sex again. It wasn't frequent and was usually combined with an exotic setting (a hotel room after a friend's wedding, in a private hot tub at a hot-springs resort, and so on), but the hookups did occur. More importantly, we matched the same level of passion we had shared at the beginning of our relationship.
It may not have been quite as much as I wanted... but it was enough. More than enough. And I was mature enough to realize that no couples were ever 100% compatible on 100% of issues 100% of the time.
But even though our sex life was restored to a partial degree, I soon gained another concern: Julie's depression worsened not long after our first anniversary.
Depression can manifest in a myriad of ways, but for Julie it primarily showed in the form of disconnection and random emotional breakdowns. When she was stable, Julie loved connecting with me every way possible (with an asterisk next to sex), but when she had a depressive episode, she'd withdraw, cutting herself off from both me and the rest of the world. Occasionally she'd have a random sob episode too, usually triggered by something concrete and understandable... but the severity and length of her crying were out-of-proportion to the trigger itself.
I did my best to comfort and reassure her during these episodes. My reassurances helped, but they were never enough on their own. Invariably, Julie would have to work through the episodes herself, and only then would return to normal.
We did a lot to find fixes for Julie's depression. Different medicines, adjusting support systems, and adding on therapy. Julie downloaded an app that let her communicate with a therapist directly, which had the advantage of giving Julie an outlet 24/7... even if the therapist couldn't respond right away.
These all helped somewhat... but not dramatically. Julie's episodes continued.
And then she broke her leg, and everything went to hell.
***
Julie had been working as a physical therapist at a nearby hospital for over a year when the accident happened. A morbidly obese patient she'd been assisting suddenly his lost balance and was on his way to the floor when Julie's training kicked in. Despite her small stature, physical therapy techniques allowed Julie to punch greatly above her weight; under normal circumstances, she could maneuver a person that outweighed her by hundreds of pounds.
But the suddenness of the man's fall prevented careful leveraging. In the moment, Julie just reacted.
She did break the man's fall successfully, but in the process, he collapsed awkwardly over her leg, fracturing it. I don't remember the exact details of the break, but it was significant enough that Julie would be unable to walk on it for weeks... and she'd require an equally long period of physical therapy to return to normal.
This devastated her. Between the pain, the leave from work, the prospect of a slow recovery, and the blow to her independence, Julie spiraled.
I did everything I could to help. Sacrificing my own time, effort, and desires, I did everything for Julie the first few weeks after her accident. I handled all chores. I helped her get around the house (although she had crutches that allowed her a small amount of mobility). I helped her shower. I listened when she cried and comforted her as I could. It was a burden, yes, but nothing like the burden of what Julie must have felt going through it.
I would have done it again in a heartbeat.
And, as weeks passed, Julie did improve. She started PT. She regained independence. She returned to work. She seemed optimistic about her life again.



But the distance that had formed between us remained.
It was subtle, at first. I was used to Julie withdrawing into herself during depressive episodes, so that itself wasn't unusual. But this time, the withdrawal persisted. Days turned to weeks turned to months, and Julie kept herself closed-off to me. I sensed nothing malicious about it, and Julie still went through the usual motions, but they seemed done out of habit rather than with any real love. I would have chalked it up to an extended depressive episode... but there was one key difference this time.
Julie seemed to act just fine with her new friends from work.
Soon after Julie started her job at the hospital, she was befriended by a group of physical therapists and PT assistants. While they had the occasional floater, the core group was composed of Jordan, Brittany, Sam, Valerie, and Julie herself. Jordan was our age, and the first single guy in Julie's orbit since undergrad, but he was so genuine I never felt uncomfortable with his closeness to Julie. Brittany was just a bit younger than us, chipper but ditzy, and madly in love with her boyfriend Nick... who she hoped to be engaged to soon. Sam (short for Samantha) was a 'soft butch' lesbian who was an avid rugby player. And lastly, Valerie was a middle-aged wife and mother of two. Despite her age gap and different stage of life, Valerie fit in naturally with the rest of the group.
I liked all of Julie's new friends fine, but the way they interacted with me seemed off. Unlike Julie's PT-school-era friends, these new friends didn't seem especially interested in my presence. Which was fine--after all, I didn't work with them. But it suggested that Julie never conveyed my importance to her; her friends treated me more like Julie's roommate than Julie's husband. My "hey guys, welcome to our house! We're excited to have you over!" was invariably met with "Yeah, cool. So, where's Julie?".
I'm exaggerating, but not by much.
This dynamic, combined with Julie's enduring distance from me, left me feeling like a stranger in my own home.
Yet, just when I was on the verge of having a serious heart-to-heart with Julie about my growing sense of neglect, she surprised me again: she opened up.
Through her friend group, Julie had been hearing about Machu Picchu, the centuries-old Incan compound located deep in the Peruvian mountains. Tourism to the site was restricted; a precaution designed to limit degradation via excessive human contact. But it was possible to apply to various tour groups and secure a spot that way.
Julie asked if I'd be interested in going with her.
I accepted in a heartbeat.
A few months later, we were on a plane to Peru.
***
We had a small overnight layover in Lima. We didn't explore the city at all though, not wanting to exhaust ourselves before the expedition itself. It promised to be physically brutal: a four-day, 26-mile hike through the unforgiving Andes mountains. Besides the sheer physicality required by the hike, the high altitude would cause its own problems: the trail was so elevated that its atmosphere contained significantly less oxygen than we were used to.
Despite not leaving our hotel room in Lima, I managed to make our own fun. Soon after we had checked in, I began kissing Julie. For the first time in months, she didn't put me off. A short time later, as I entered her, I was unable to resist highlighting the moment. "Welcome to Peru," I declared.
That earned me the first genuine laugh I'd heard from Julie in ages.
The next morning, we flew from Lima to what would be our home base in the mountains: Cusco. It was a rather large city, with roughly half-a-million residents, yet it looked nothing like what I'd expect from a similar-sized city in the States. There were no skyscrapers; in fact, there were barely any buildings that exceeded three stories. Instead, Cusco was a dense, sprawling city built up of what looked like townhomes arranged into blocks, the even geometry broken occasionally by mountain ridges or grassy quads.
The city's altitude was far beyond anything I'd ever experienced: over two miles above sea-level, the air was thin enough to cause my body problems. I developed a headache almost immediately; it would persist until we returned to Lima a week later. The only time I escaped it was while I slept; medicine or even the locally-touted coca tea barely helped. Julie and I had started a course of acetazolamide to counter altitude sickness before we'd left, but if it made a difference, I couldn't tell.
Still, Cusco was a legitimately enjoyable city. I loved its history and culture... both more unique than any other place I'd visited. Alpacas were everywhere, as were street vendors, small cafes, and museums. Julie and I spent two days exploring; we could have easily spent twice that and not grown bored.
But best of all, Julie seemed to return to her old self during this time. She grew cheerful and excited to experience Cusco with me. I vividly remember our first breakfast in-city: we'd been seated at a semi-private second-story balcony overlooking the cobblestone street below, sipping coffee and nibbling on our peppered omelets, enjoying the breezy morning air as we chatted for nearly an hour. For the first time in months, I felt connected with my wife again.
But Cusco was merely the staging grounds for the real purpose of our Peruvian trip: the Machu Picchu hike.
Bright and early our third day in Cusco, we met at the rendezvous point for our group's bus. There were maybe ten of us who'd signed on, mostly young American professionals, but there were three college-age Australians and an older married couple as well. We all instantly bonded, sharing in the excitement of the upcoming experience. I still remember many of the conversations we had over the next few days... including when Julie was declared an honorary Aussie for her stellar use of the word 'cunt'.
Our primary tour guide, Russell, joined us there as well. Fluent in English, Spanish, German, and Quechua, he was a phenomenal leader. Far beyond a mere guide, Russell acted as a coach, a comedian, a logistician, and a historian. His love for his ancestral Incas was so genuinely passionate that his fellow Peruvians had bestowed on Russell the title of 'The Last Incan'.
I couldn't have picked a better group of people to hike with.
Unfortunately, the hike itself was utterly miserable.
For starters, the altitude was even more oppressive than it had been in Cusco. While the hike started lower, its peak far exceeded what we'd experienced in the city. I have a picture of Julie and me standing next to the trail marker indicating the highest point on the trail: 4215m... or over 2.5 miles above sea-level. It was bad enough that one of our fellow Americans had to be given supplemental oxygen... carried along by the porters in case of an emergency. It was a stark reminder that altitude sickness wasn't just unpleasant; it could be fatal.
In addition to the altitude problems, most of us began suffering from diarrhea too. The cause wasn't entirely clear... was it related to the food? A viral illness? Something else? Regardless, the result was wretched. We were constantly dehydrated and uncomfortable... and our portable toilet invariably ran out of toilet paper well before each day ended. It didn't help there was no bathing or sanitizing during the trip either. The best we got was a small bowl of warm water and a washcloth to wipe our faces at the end of the day... which barely touched the grimy mixture of sweat, sunscreen, and dirt that continuously accumulated on our skin.
And then there were the physical demands of the hike itself. Julie and I handled the trail the best of the foreigners; our years of running had paid off. But even we struggled, especially the second day of the hike that saw us claw our way ten miles over rugged mountain terrain, complete with a net elevation gain of 3000 feet. To this day, it's one of the hardest physical exertions I've experienced. I remember joking bitterly to our tour-mates that the only reason the hike had such glowing reviews is because there was no phone service during the hike itself. It wasn't until hikers had returned to civilization and their misery was replaced by the thrill of completion that they could share their experiences online.
But as miserable as the hike was... it had its highlights too. The views were unquestionably spectacular. Much of the trail was located above the clouds themselves, offering profoundly beautiful scenery that almost made me forget how exhausted and gross I felt. The camaraderie was a bright spot as well... our shared misery bonding us together for life... even if we never saw each other again. And then there was the primary purpose of the hike itself: seeing Incan ruins first-hand. There were several Incan sites scattered throughout the trail, and while Machu Picchu was the crown of the experience, even the smaller sites were fascinating in their own way. What the Incans had manage to build in such inhospitable terrain, and with such limited technology, was a true marvel to behold. The feat of Incan engineering I found most impressive was the sheer precision of their stone-shaping. The giant stones they used to construct their buildings were so perfectly stacked on one another that they didn't require any binding agent (like mortar) at all. The multi-ton carved stones were fit so precisely that not even a sheet of paper could slide between them.
The best part, though, was that the hike restored Julie and me to our old dynamic. We were mutually supportive and affectionate, just like we'd always been. It seemed so natural and right that I could forget we'd ever been anything else.
Even with the constant headache, chronic diarrhea, grime-encrusted skin, and exhausted muscles, I would have been content to stay on the trail the rest of my life if it meant that I could have old-Julie back.
But such dreams, of course, were mere fantasy. Our fourth day in the mountains, we finally made it to Machu Picchu. It was everything I hoped it would be, but even as I marveled at the ancient structures, I began to wonder: was my revitalized connection to Julie nearing its end?
After we returned to our hotel in Cusco, I enjoyed the best hot shower of my life. But my fear of losing Julie remained.
The next day, we returned to the States... and my fear proved well-founded. Julie quickly withdrew into herself again, and while she continued to play her role as my wife, it felt hollow. Like an act performed out of politeness.
Maybe worst of all, Julie denied anything was wrong at all, assuring me that everything was fine. If she seemed different, it was just her depression acting up. I might have believed her if she didn't seem to enjoy hanging out with her PT circle so much... spending increasingly large amounts of time with them.
She also started showing signs of impulsivity: buying a new Subaru Forrester. Chopping off her hair into a pixie cut. Taking an impromptu road trip with her PT friends to watch Sam compete in a rugby tournament. To be fair, she never made these decisions unilaterally, always consulting with me first, but the desires themselves were out-of-character.
And lastly, there was the camping trip. A couple weeks after the rugby tournament, Julie asked if I'd be okay with her going with her PT friends on a three-day camping trip in a neighboring state. Apparently, Brittany had caught her boyfriend cheating on her; the man she'd hoped to be her future-husband was now her biggest betrayer. To help take her mind off it, the PT-group decided they'd step up and offer a distraction.
It was admittedly a sweet gesture, but I still wasn't thrilled with the idea. By this point, Julie was spending more time with her friends than she was with me, but I was sympathetic to Brittany's position. And, if I'm being honest, I was looking forward to going a few days without Julie... where I could pretend everything was still okay between us.
And so, I gave my blessing.
Julie was incredibly appreciative of my understanding, encouraging me to enjoy my solo-time to the fullest, only asking that I make sure her garden stayed watered while she was gone. With the summer heat, her plants were at extra risk of being scorched.
I did as she asked: diving headfirst into my hobbies and keeping her plants well-hydrated.
But I made a mistake: I missed a tomato plant.
Julie, coming back from the trip to find her tomatoes withered and dying, was not happy with me.
I understood her frustration. It was my fault, and I accepted full responsibility, apologizing and offering to replace the plant. But that wasn't enough. Julie wanted more... a higher degree of contrition, maybe? A deeper acknowledgment that I had failed to take the task as seriously as she did? I never did get an answer.
Whatever the case, Julie hit me with the line I should have suggested long before:
"I think we need to see a marriage counselor."
***
Couples therapy was an unexpected godsend. Our therapist was fantastic, helping us make real progress on some issues we'd papered over. We touched on our childhoods, our time together in college, how our relationship started and evolved, and then our more recent struggles. While Julie and I weren't back to normal, I was optimistic that with enough time and guidance, we'd find our spark again.
But that's not what happened.
Because that's when one of the most pivotal days of my life arrived... starting with Charlie's attack on his home-health nurse.
Returning to that evening, we had wrapped up with Charlie and his son, bidding farewell to my parents.
Preparing to relax, my gaze fell onto Julie.
Her eyes were wide, bottom lip quivering. Tears were streaming down her face.
I was instantly flooded with concern. "Hey, what's wrong? Are you okay?"
"No," she sobbed.
I quickly sat beside her on the couch, moving to hold her, but Julie leaned away from me.
"Check your messages," she said, managing to squeeze the words out just before an even more intense bout of sobs racked her.
The severity and suddenness of Julie's breakdown had me fearing the worst. Did something happen to her parents? Her brother? A close friend?
I quickly pulled up my phone. There, from Julie, was an unread message that she must have sent the moment my parents left.
A pit in my stomach, I began to read.
***
Hubbles,
I figured since we're working on our communication, I would try something we used to do when we had something on our minds- writing you a novel!
I really appreciate your willingness to do counseling with me. I think it will help us grow immensely. Especially as I battle the depression I have, I think being open about it makes it less scary. One of the biggest battles I've had was what we ended our last session on- how much do I hold on to and sort through myself, and how much do I open up to you- knowing that words I say can never be taken back?
That said, secrets in a relationship can be toxic. The past few weeks, I've been so torn up about Brittany finding out about nick cheating on her. I never want that to be us. Brittany is a wonderful person, and deserves way better than nick. Thinking about the root cause of infidelity, I guess it's from one persons needs not being met, or a desire for something adventurous, I don't know. All I know is that I am losing a dear friend to Indiana or Hawaii or wherever she decides to go because her boyfriend cheated. She won't get the closure she deserves because, well, nick is a butthead, but still. It breaks my heart.
I bring that up as an example of the extremes people go to when they're unhappy, not because I'm cheating on you, just in case you were worried on where this was going. trust and loyalty has always been number one to us.
The past year or so (I think that's how long it's been since I decided to go back on meds) I have been chalking up my anxiety and depression up to a chemical imbalance that can be fixed with meds. And I have no doubt that's a lot of it.
I thought maybe it was the newly wed phase wearing off. Maybe the meds were making me blah. Maybe it was the fact that my leg was broken and I was feeling isolated. I know during that time it was hard for us to connect. And you know that feeling connected is important to me. That's why I've always had close relationships with friends- Megan, Leslie, Kindall, sarah, Catherine... they make me feel validated and safe. They are always wonderful listeners, empathetic, and caring. It's good to have a network of people like this.
When I broke my leg, I made another friend. An ortho PT named Tanya. Because she has more experience in orthopedics, I asked her to help me rehab my leg. It being workmans comp, I thought it would be better to have a more objective opinion of the exercises I should be doing and it would be good to have someone skilled supervising me. Tanya stayed after work with me helping with rehab 3 times a week to help me get back to work. We talked a lot about PT, our families (she has a husband and 2 daughters), music, religion, you name it. But at some point, my feelings for her turned semi romantic, and that scared and shocked me. I didn't even want to risk it being a phase.
I got to the point that even though I needed PT, I had to do it in my own. Aside the fact that she was a co-worker, having an emotional affair is still infidelity. So I've pretty much been cordial to her but not interacting with her more than necessary, and it's been good. It was a part of the brain I had to shut down.
And shutting down those feelings worked for a while (I use feelings here in the general sense, not in regards to Tanya. There are no feelings there) - Those feelings were very confusing to me. Because they were so very foreign yet so natural. I have always loved the wisdom, understanding, and empathy I've found in women, whether it be a best friend or someone I just met. And while I didn't let feelings for Tanya evolve into anything, it's still troubling. Because I look at those qualities in other women and desire and admire them. Apart from the emotional side, I have always found women beautiful, but I thought everyone did. All women compare and admire others, right? But it was more than that. It was realizing that I see them in a sexual way. Without getting graphic, the softness and curves of a woman's body was/is something I wanted to experience.
I guess I found a certain amount of peace in admitting that to myself that I find the same gender attractive. It's the twenty-first century. No one is going to kill me or stone me. Especially if I keep it a secret. I can google stuff from the privacy of my home and find out if this is normal.
Except you know what happens when I get inside my head too much. It's like going to web MD for a headache and finding out you have brain cancer.
So, against my personal therapists advice, I'm going ahead and opening up to you. Keeping it all to myself is eating away at my sanity and it ended up being all I could think about.
From all the googling I've done, I've come up with some things you initially might be wondering.
1. No, I have not always known that I liked women. I think I've always had tendencies, but as far as the self realization/actualization, that is very recent.
2. No, you don't have to worry about the female friends I hang out with. Even Sam. I hope that by the story I told you, you can continue to trust that I have self control and honor/respect our marriage
3. I haven't told anyone except you and my online therapist. She wanted me to wait until I was "absolutely sure" to tell you and didn't know if I was ready. I felt like you had a right to know.



4. There is nothing you have done to cause this, nor do I think there is anything you could have done to prevent it.
I know this is a huge shock. I have had close to a year to sort through my feelings and accept them. I wanted to tell you sooner but there was just never a good time. Even now doesn't seem like the best, but with a turning point coming in our counseling I thought it's now or never. I didn't want to chicken out again, so I'm letting the dam break loose. I can only imagine what you are feeling and I know it's probably overwhelming. I'm still your wife. I still love you dearly.
***
As I finished reading, I sat on the couch and stared.
Julie, seeing that I'd finished reading, began sobbing even harder.
Despite what I'd just read, Julie, the most important person in my life, was having the lowest moment of hers.
I put my phone down, leaned over, and hugged her close.
"I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry," she began to repeat, over and over, as if it were a spell that could undo everything that led her to this moment.
I just sat there and held her, my own mind a blank.
As the minutes passed, me continuing to cradle her, Julie's tears slowed... then stopped entirely. She had no more left to spare... her eyes had emptied themselves fully onto our shirts.
I disengaged myself from Julie, and said what was likely the last thing she expected:
"If you're okay, I'm going to go play my new video game. I realize how that sounds. I don't want you to think I'm not taking this seriously. I am. But I need time to process this."
"Okay," Julie said, starting to put herself back together.
And so, I left to conquer the galaxy.
***
The next few days were a blur. How does one respond to a revelation as earth-shattering as the one I'd received? I went through just about every iteration one could imagine. Disbelief. Anger. Sadness. Shock.
The most important person in my life. The woman I'd met nearly a decade before. The woman who I'd been married to nearly three years... and had dated five years before that. The woman I was supposed to spend the rest of my life with.
That woman had confessed that she didn't love me the way I loved her... and likely never had.
The past ten years of my life had been a lie. And my future? Nothing but dust.
I was sympathetic to Julie. I knew that this couldn't be easy for her either. But at least she had control over her disclosure. I didn't even have that.
I dove deep, trying to understand what had happened to me. I asked Julie questions. So many questions. Few of them provided closure, but I did get some answers.
The most helpful answer came after I asked Julie to rank herself on the Kinsey Scale. A new discovery for me, the Kinsey Scale is a model of sexual attraction that goes beyond a simplistic 'straight, bi, or gay'. It ranked orientation on a spectrum: exclusively heterosexual to exclusively homosexual with various gradients in-between. I was a 0: 'exclusively heterosexual'. Julie identified herself as a 5: 'predominantly homosexual, only incidentally heterosexual'.
This was a mixed bag for me. On the one hand, it suggested that Julie certainly preferred women... but if she'd been 'incidentally' attracted to me once... couldn't she stay attracted to me for the long-term? Maybe Julie's 'coming out' didn't have to be marriage-ending.
But my questions revealed another bombshell too: Julie admitted that her camping trip wasn't quite what she led me to believe it was. While it had started as a trip for Brittany, everyone (including Brittany herself) dropped out for one reason or another... except her lesbian friend Sam. But the two of them had been so excited for the trip by that point, they went anyway... just them.
Obviously, I was suspicious about this, but Julie assured me that nothing happened. Despite everything, and as forthcoming as Julie had been about other things, I gave her the benefit of the doubt.
In addition to talking to Julie, I looked online, trying to see if anyone else had gone through what I did. As it turned out... quite a few people had. As homosexuality became normalized in society, more and more same-sex-attracted people who'd been pressured into hetero-marriages came out... creating a burst of martial disclosures within the past few decades.
In fact, there were so many spouses of previously-closeted partners that they had their own support group: StraightSpouses (since rebranded to OurPath).
Some of the stories I read from this group were truly heartbreaking. Women whose husbands carried on decades-long gay affairs. Years of gaslighting that left spouses doubting their own reality. Incurable STDs. Suicides. Families torn apart. Despite everything, I felt thankful that my situation was relatively benign by comparison. Julie and I had no kids. There was no abuse. And even though our relationship had lasted almost a decade... some of the other couples faced disclosure after 30-40 years of marriage.
It was comforting to know that I wasn't alone... and that as bad as my experience had been, it could have been worse.
And in a twisted way, it was also comforting to know that the distance I'd felt from Julie over the past year wasn't my fault: it was hers.
***
Julie and I continued our marital counseling. Our first session post-disclosure was extremely beneficial for me. We finally addressed the big open question: now that Julie had come out, what did we do now?
There were three options: separation/divorce, open-marriage, or maintain the status-quo.
We eliminated the middle one immediately. We both agreed it would be a prolonged, tortuous route that would only end in misery. A part of me held out hope that the third option might be viable, but the speed that Julie expressed her dislike of that option ruined it for me as well.
Which left divorce.
A tragic end to what had once been a magical relationship.
But at least it promised an end. I could work on moving on.
Our therapist agreed it sounded like it might be the best fit for us... but cautioned me to not avoid my feelings over the upcoming weeks. "Men," she explained, "are especially prone to enter crisis-management mode, where they focus exclusively on things external to them. Things they can control. Which is fine. But it's important not to neglect your internal state too."
I took her advice to heart, and with Julie's permission, I began to reach out to my support network, to explain my situation. Friends, family, and even my coworkers.
I contacted Michael first. As the best man at our wedding, he was intimately familiar with our relationship, even though I hadn't talked to him about anything substantial in months.
But when I called him, he had news of his own.
"So... I'm transgender."
I wanted to laugh. The coincidence was so insanely unlikely that it was absurd. My wife was gay and my best man was trans? If I'd written such a scenario in a fictional story, no amount of suspension of disbelief could have accepted it. But this was no joke. This was my life.
We spent the next several minutes talking about the implications of Michael's transition. He... well, now she... was just starting to come out to friends and family. Her spouse knew, as did her parents and in-laws, but I was the first friend to be notified. It was a major change, and a bit scary, but she was excited to explore her new authentic self. Makeup-use and wardrobe-overhauls were already in-progress... HRT was next on the list. But maybe most critically, Michael had already adopted a new name: Mica.
By the end of this conversation, I realized that as close as Mica and I had been... I'd be better served talking to Mica's wife. Our situations were remarkably similar; like me, she'd married expecting her partner to be one thing... and discovered they were something else entirely.
But first, I told Mica what had happened with Julie.
Mica was very sympathetic to me, but after I shared my opinion that we'd be better served talking to each others' spouses for support, she agreed. I began regular contact with Mica's wife, as Mica began regular contact with Julie... and I think all of us were the better for it. Mica's wife understood what I was going through more than anyone else, just as I understood her own situation. It proved maybe the most comforting fact of all: we were not alone.
Over the next few weeks, I repeated my story over and over again to other friends; each listened attentively and offered their support. Even just letting me talk was extraordinarily therapeutic, but my favorite response came from my college-friend Andy.
While I'd befriended Andy first, he was friends with Julie too, still keeping in semi-regular contact with her via social media. But Andy was on the autism-spectrum and very outspoken about certain things. When I told him I was fine if he wanted to continue his friendship with Julie, he dismissed me out of hand: "I don't stay friends with oathbreakers".
I still love him for that.
My running club friends were godsends as well. Their connection to Julie was more blessing than curse, because they understood how deep my bond with her had run... and how unexpected her bombshell was. I claimed that Julie's disclosure was the biggest plot twist of the decade: the jokes about our lavender relationship had indeed proved accurate... only I wasn't the gay one, Julie was!
As I tried to make sense of my post-disclosure life--including working out the specifics of a divorce--Julie and I maintained our happily-married front. Julie was concerned how coming-out would be received by her friends and family... and so, for the time, stayed closeted.
Unfortunately, this led to a number of awkward encounters. Two weeks post-disclosure, we attended the wedding of Julie's former maid of honor, Megan. Julie was one of Megan's bridesmaids, and while they were off doing wedding party stuff, I was left with the other wedding party plus-ones. With one exception, all of them were lesbians... and as Julie later admitted to me, one of them was even a former crush of bride-to-be Megan herself. I briefly considered warning Megan's new husband about her fluid attraction... but ultimately thought better of it.
But what hit the hardest were comments that came from Julie's parents. They'd been invited to Megan's wedding as well, and kept talking about how handsome/beautiful Julie and I looked together... and how they hoped Megan and her husband would be as good for each other as Julie and I were.
Julie and I faked smiles and played along... before returning to our AirBnB to sleep in separate beds.
***
I did a lot of soul-searching during this time. Who was I without Julie? Was I now damned to be eternally alone? My plans to have a family, were they gone forever? Were the past ten years of my life a total waste?
They were tough questions... and ones without clear answers. But there was nothing else to do but keep going. So I did.
But one day, the weight of my experience exceeded what I could bear. I was walking through the house when it struck me... my life there was over.
Bowled over by emotions, I went to the master bedroom and found Julie relaxing in the bed. I climbed onto it with her, my tears beginning to flow. Julie, seeing my distraught state, took me into her arms, and held me as I wept soundlessly.
I wept for the old me that had died. I wept for the woman I'd thought I married. I wept for everything I was about to lose. I wept for the future that should have been ours.
In our decade-long time together, it was the only time Julie ever saw me cry.
Neither of us said a word as I emptied myself. Finally, I had nothing left inside. I squeezed Julie's hand, stood, and walked out of the room.
***
Shortly after this, Julie decided she was ready to come out to the larger world.
First was her family. It did not go well.
Julie's family was on the conservative side, but not fanatically so. They had no problems with Julie having openly-gay friends. But Julie herself being gay? That couldn't be right. Surely, she was just confused.
To their credit, Julie was never at risk of being disowned. But news that their only daughter was a lesbian was a tough pill for them to swallow. They instantly took what they assumed was my side; that this was just a phase Julie was going through... a martial issue to work through like any other.
Her dad, during a one-on-one conversation with me, offered his best encouragement: "In a football game, when it's halftime and your team is down, it's easy to get discouraged. But it's important to remember the game's not over. Now's not the time to quit. Now's the time to rally, get back on the field, and walk away with the win."
I appreciated the sentiment but felt there was a flaw in his metaphor. "Sure, but what if the game is over and you're still on the field after the clock's ran down? Trying to score long after everyone else has gone home?"
He didn't have a satisfactory answer for that.
But Tom later touched on something else that resonated with me. Despite Julie's reassurances that she'd never done anything with her lesbian friend, Sam, I didn't believe that Sam had no part in Julie's outing. Neither did Julie's dad.
"I really hate that girl," he confessed bitterly.
It was the strongest emotion I'd ever heard him express. And while I didn't hate Sam, I understood where Julie's dad was coming from. I couldn't help but feel like she was partially responsible for stealing Julie away from me... even if objectively, I knew it was more complicated.
Julie herself pretended like she had no interest in Sam: "I'm still figuring out what I'm attracted to in a woman." But considering Sam was the next person she came out to, after me and her family, I wasn't buying it.
But ultimately, it didn't matter.
I'd already consulted a divorce lawyer.
***
Our divorce would not be contested. Despite everything, Julie and I still loved each other... even if not in the way I'd once believed. Sure, I could make the divorce a dragged-out, no-holds-barred affair, but why? I'd already lost what I cared about most. I just wanted to be done.
The legal separation would be simple: I'd keep everything that was mine, and Julie would keep everything that was hers. Technically, that meant she'd keep the house, and I'd have to find my own place to live, but that was fine by me. It had been Julie's grandmother's house before it had been ours, so I felt no claim to it. Besides, we'd been living off Julie's salary since she graduated, while I put my own salary totally towards my student loans... so it seemed like a fair exchange. She'd have a house, and I'd have my loans paid off.
I found an apartment a couple miles away that I liked. It was small, but adequate. Besides, I planned on only staying there temporarily.
Once I secured the lease, Julie helped me move in. I didn't have much, not even a bed, but I appreciated her gesture all the same. Even if it was just to get me out of the house.
It was the first time I'd ever lived alone. But it wasn't as bad as it sounded. I started to realize that losing everything was its own sort of freedom. I could do whatever I wanted now.
And what I wanted was to build a new life.
I ordered a bed. I adopted a cat. I signed up for a weekly meal kit. Against my better sense, I created a dating profile online. And then what I was most excited about: I booked a trip to see my friend Matt down in Florida.
Matt and I had been friends since my freshman year of undergrad, which meant I'd known him pre-Julie. I saw him semi-regularly while Julie and I were dating, but he dropped out of college our junior year for health reasons, so our visits were sporadic after that. Catching up with him in-person for the first time in years was exciting enough, but I had another selfish reason for choosing him to visit: Julie wasn't particularly fond of Matt. It seemed like the perfect way to start building my post-Julie life.
But before my Matt visit, I had an unexpected development.
I started to get matches on my dating profile.
***
When I created my profile, I did it because it was something concrete I could do to establish post-Julie connections. I was very clear in my profile that I was 'separated' and 'looking for something long-term'... which are not two statuses that typically go well together. I'd assumed I might go weeks without any real matches. But I assumed wrong.
To be clear, my initial matches didn't go anywhere. But as unfulfilling as the chats were, they did convince me of a critical point: there was hope for me.
Over the next few weeks, as I settled into my new bachelor lifestyle, I continued to engage with different women online. Objectively, I knew that I likely wasn't ready to date--I was only six weeks post-disclosure--but I felt oddly at peace with Julie by then. I hadn't realized it at the time, but my marriage to Julie had started dying the previous year; her distance slowly choking the life from it. It was a subtle, prolonged death... one that dragged on until she finally put it out of its misery.
I'd been mourning the loss of our relationship while I was experiencing it; by the time it was dead and buried, I'd had months to cope. My breakdown in Julie's arms wasn't the start of my grieving period; it was its climax.
And so, while wary of the dangers of moving too quickly into a relationship, I promised myself I wouldn't sabotage a good thing just because it was 'too soon'. Time could be a useful measure, but ultimately, it was my mental state that really mattered. And by then, I felt free.
A few days later, I created another profile on a different site, spreading my net wider. Within minutes of completing this profile, I received a message from a woman that said simply "hey, how are you?".
I regarded the message skeptically. Sent so soon after I completed my profile? A generic message like that? Had to be a bot account. My suspicions deepened as I looked through the woman's pictures. She was pretty, with dark brown hair and pale blue eyes. Girl-next-door rather than runway model. Exactly the kind of attractive yet unassuming woman a bot would use.
But before I disregarded her message and moved on, I glanced through the rest of her profile. It sounded... surprisingly human.
Uncertain but curious, I messaged her back.
"You're a bot, aren't you?"
As it turned out, she wasn't. But these were the first messages of what would quickly become an ongoing conversation between myself and the woman I'll name 'Blue Eyes'.
Blue Eyes was interested in my profile but was understandably wary of my 'separated' status. I gave her a brief but honest rundown of my situation, explaining that while I'd only moved out weeks ago, I'd been mentally moving on for over a year. Blue Eyes seemed to accept this but warned she would take things slow as a result. She had no interest in being a rebound.
Which was perfectly fine with me. But I had a follow-up question of my own:
"While we're on the topic, because I apparently have to confirm this now... you're not secretly a lesbian are you?"
Blue Eyes messaged back with laughter and assured me she was not.
***
A few weeks passed. By then, my divorce from Julie was pending in the court system. It would remain in a mandatory hold for a couple months, but my lawyer expected the judge to sign off once that elapsed. I barely talked to Julie at all by this point; our occasional exchanges were related to practical issues: updates on divorce status, how to return the odd item or two I'd forgotten at the house, and so on.
But as Julie faded from my life, Blue Eyes' presence grew stronger. I learned more about her: she was a pharmacy student; she had a cat named Lilly; she loved well-written TV shows (later introducing me to both Black Mirror and The OA).



But what stood out most to me about Blue Eyes was her sense of humor. Blue Eyes had a razor wit, making biting observations on the fly... yet she wielded it to build others up, rather than tear them down. Julie had been funny too... but Julie's humor was self-limiting. Blue Eyes' humor was energetic and dynamic; a beating heart that enlivened everything it touched.
Despite our growing connection, Blue Eyes kept her promise to move slowly, only giving me her phone number after weeks of messaging. I was wary of being catfished but was otherwise fine with our leisurely pace. There was no need to hurry.
Soon after receiving Blue Eyes' number, I flew out to visit Matt in Florida. Despite being a simple affair--our itinerary was hanging out in coffee shops, visiting his favorite diners, and watching movies at his house--it proved one of the most memorable trips of my life. Coming as it did during my great transitional period, the entire week was surreal and vibrant. Every conversation, no matter how mundane, was weighted with significance. Every sip of coffee was a delightful jolt to the mind. Each movie we watched was a masterpiece of its genre.
And then there was the music.
One of the staples of Matt's and my friendship was the exchange of music. While our tastes weren't identical, there was enough overlap that we consistently broadened each other's musical horizons... finding overlooked gems, sharing new discoveries, or re-experiencing old favorites.
Matt's current band of choice was (the) Gorillaz. I was familiar with their popular songs but had never listened to their extended discography. Matt wanted to rectify that, and so they became our de-facto band for the trip. Over our week together, we listened through all their albums, some multiple times. While there were several songs I liked, there was a clear standout: On Melancholy Hill.
As its name suggests, On Melancholy Hill is an understated and contemplative song; its soft electronic melody simultaneously wistful and optimistic. It captured my post-Julie mind perfectly, instantly securing its spot as the theme song for this period of my life.
Amidst our other activities, Matt and I talked about Julie. During our first coffee hangout, Matt broached the subject, asking how I was holding up.
I spent the next several minutes sharing the story of Julie's disclosure; Matt listened without interruption, slowly sipping from his cup. I explained that while Julie's coming-out was unexpected and earth-shattering... I felt surprisingly okay about it all. I was no longer trapped in a marriage that seemed to be failing without explanation.
Matt expressed he was glad... and then, sensing my peace of mind, prodded carefully:
"So, is it too soon for me to joke about it?"
"Nah," I replied, drinking my latte. "Honestly, I could use a little more black humor about the whole thing."
"Good," Matt laughed. "Because I'm dying over here trying to keep it in."
"Yeah, I'm sure you are. Bitch," I said, flipping him off.
"To start with the obvious, I guess this means you're such a bad lover you made Julie give up on men entirely, huh?"
"See, I'd say it's the opposite," I mused. "I'd argue I'm such an amazing lover that I can even keep a lesbian interested for a decade."
"Hmmm, maybe... maybe," Matt said, pretending to consider. "But how'd you go so long without noticing Julie was into women anyway? The Subaru and pixie cut and love of camping didn't clue you in?"
"Jesus, when you put it like that..." I said, shaking my head. "But in my defense, I didn't realize that when we got married I needed to be like... hey, you are into men, right?"
"Yeah, that's where they get you," Matt grinned. "One more, and I promise I'll be done. How does it feel that your marriage was literally a sitcom plot?"
"What?" I asked, no longer following.
"I forget you've never seen Friends," Matt sighed. "When the show starts, one of the main characters is recently divorced after his wife came out as a lesbian. You know, your usual funny sitcom hijinks."
"Yeah, it's really fucking hilarious when that happens," I said, raising an eyebrow.
"I'm just saying it was a thing," Matt shrugged. "And who knows, maybe one day you'll think it was funny too."
"That's probably a stretch," I said.
But as it turned out, Matt was right.
***
Even while visiting with Matt, I kept talking with Blue Eyes. A few days into my trip, Blue Eyes surprised me: she was ready for a phone call if I was.
After I'd ended the day with Matt, I finally reached out. Blue Eyes answered... and our first phone connection was underway. The conversation wasn't terribly long--Blue Eyes had exams to study for--but it was fulfilling; we clicked as naturally with spoken words as we did with written ones.
A couple days later, Blue Eyes asked for a repeat: this time with a video call. It... went well. We had our first face-to-face conversation (sort of). I got a tour of her apartment. I met her cat Lilly. And most importantly, I confirmed Blue Eyes was exactly who she said she was.
By the time our call was done, I realized I could see this going somewhere.
Matt was entertained, although understandably skeptical, of my new connection. "You do realize you're technically still married, right? Like you've not even been living on your own long enough for your divorce to process."
He wasn't wrong. And I knew there was a real chance that pursuing Blue Eyes was just another coping mechanism. But I didn't think it was. Even when I wasn't talking with Blue Eyes, I felt stable. I felt okay. I didn't want to sabotage a real connection out of an abundance of caution. I was mindful of the risk, but I didn't weight it too heavily either.
And so, when Blue-Eyes told me she was finally ready to meet in-person, I asked if she'd like to grab lunch at a local restaurant. She accepted; our date was set for the weekend after I returned from visiting Matt.
But fate had one last obstacle for me first.
I had visited Matt during hurricane season. There were tropical storms swirling in the Caribbean almost constantly during this time, but I chanced the visit anyway. Unfortunately, one of those storms had strengthened into a Category 5 hurricane... and had aimed itself squarely at Matt's house. My departing flight was canceled two days before I was supposed to leave.
I scrambled for an alternative. While driving home was technically an option, the thought of paying for such a long-distance rental was painful... as was the knowledge I'd be fighting through hordes of other hurricane escapees to get out. But there were barely any flights available either. Many had been cancelled, and the few that remained cost a premium.
Matt offered to let me stay in their hurricane-readied home and extend my trip even longer... but me missing work would be its own nightmare.
And so, I bit the bullet, buying a first-class airplane ticket. The one-way trip cost twice as much as my original round-trip had.
The day I was supposed to leave, I left six hours early, despite the airport only being an hour away.
It was a good decision on my part.
My first challenge was finding gas. To avoid an extra fee, I needed to ensure my rental car had a full tank when I returned it. Unfortunately, the impending hurricane had caused a run on gas. One after another, every station I went to had signs up indicating they were completely out. I was on the verge of giving up and eating the extra fee, when I saw a station that had swarms of cars around it.
For the moment, at least, it still had gas.
I joined the line, sure that I would discover that this station too had been sucked dry before I could use it myself... but my luck turned. I finally inched to the pump, found it working, and filled my rental.
One less thing to worry about, I headed straight for the airport.
I expected heavy traffic, but the roads were surprisingly light. I pulled into the rental return, in slight disbelief that I had made it... and with a few hours to spare.
But my extra precaution proved well-founded. As I was checking my car back in, I heard the decision come down amongst the rental company employees: there would be no more returns that day. They would finish up their current work, then they'd be sent home to shelter from the hurricane.
If I'd arrived ten minutes later, I would have been stuck with a rental car with no way to return it.
The surrealness of my Florida trip deepened.
I confirmed my flight was still scheduled, passed through security, and found my gate.
At last, I could relax, killing time until my plane boarded.
I spent the next few hours reading, texting with Blue Eyes, and playing on my phone. I grabbed lunch at Wendy's, taking it out to the nearby outdoor balcony, finding an isolated table. As I munched on Frosty-dipped French fries, I stared out at the horizon. Despite the looming hurricane that would make landfall later that evening, the sky was surprisingly clear and bright. There may have been some darkness at the edges, but that was all.
It matched my mood perfectly. Despite everything I'd been through, and how recently my world had been torn apart... I felt at peace.
***
The rest of my Florida adventure was uneventful. My plane took off as scheduled, and while my wallet still stung, I was more than happy to escape the potentially-deadly hurricane. To this day, it's the only time I've ever flown first class.
I kept my date with Blue Eyes. On the drive to the restaurant, I played 'On Melancholy Hill' on repeat.
As I listened to the lyrics, anxious and excited to go on my first date in ten years, I realized that no matter how the afternoon went, one thing would remain true.
I could see a future again.
***
Author's Endnote: I realize the end is sudden; that was a deliberate choice. Life goes on... it doesn't lend itself well to conclusive endings.
That said, I am happy to answer any lingering questions readers may have. Normally, I don't respond to comments on my stories (for a variety of reasons). But I will make an exception for this story. I'm aware there were many threads I left unresolved... and I'm happy to sate readers' curiosity. And maybe I'll share some of the other bizarre coincidences that didn't make the publication (cut for the sake of preserving the overall narrative).
Thanks for going on my journey with me; I hope you found something meaningful in it.
And, lastly, for those who are wondering: the title of this story is a reference to a song by Empire of the Sun by the same name.
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I used to think torture just meant physical pain. Razor blades, pulling toenails, shit like that.
I was wrong. Torture can also be mental: give someone a taste of their wildest fantasy, then yank it away just as they've begun to savor it. Close enough to drool over, yet still firmly out of reach.
I was being tortured. There was no other word for it.
It had been two weeks since my explosive encounter with Mrs. Carson, and we hadn't done so much as kiss since. I didn't understand: why was Mrs. Carson keeping me at arm's length again? Sure, I was her son's best friend, but after I slept with her, that shouldn't have mattered anymore.
The memory of that day was burned deep in my mind. I'd fantasized about Mrs. Carson for years, but once I turned eighteen, I worked to make it a reality. With some help from her closest friend, Mrs. Hartsell, I began my seduction. It seemed fruitless at first, with Mrs. Carson consistently shutting down my advances. Even moving in with the Carsons didn't seem to make a difference. Weeks passed, and I grew worried that my chance would never come.
But then, unexpectedly, my luck turned. After securing an afternoon alone with Mrs. Carson, I convinced her to join me in their family pool. One thing led to another, and the next thing I knew, my face was buried in Mrs. Carson's pussy, my tongue exploring her inner sweetness. Shortly after, she repaid the favor. Then came the big finale: me railing her steadily on her bathroom countertop.
Against the odds, I'd done it. I'd fucked my best friend's mom.
And it was better than I'd ever imagined.
Physically, Mrs. Carson was pure-MILF material, with full breasts, perfect ass, and long legs, even as a forty-plus mom of two. But she didn't just have the body, she knew how to use it too, her pre-housewife wild side showing itself once more. Sex with Mrs. Carson was the hottest sex of my life--hotter even than it'd been with Mrs. Hartsell.
Afterwards, Mrs. Carson hinted that we'd have sex again, as long as I could keep our fling to myself. And I did--Mr. Carson, Drew, and Drew's sister were all oblivious about what I'd done with their wife/mom. Sure, I updated Mrs. Hartsell, but she was already fully involved with the situation.
And yet, despite Mrs. Carson's suggestive hints... here I was, two weeks later, with nothing. I should have been having wild sex with Mrs. Carson daily. But instead, it was like we'd never had sex at all.
The dry spell certainly wasn't due to lack of trying. In the rare moments I found myself alone with Mrs. Carson, I'd touch her... brushing her boobs, smacking her ass, rubbing her shoulder... But Mrs. Carson always put me off: 'not now, Luke', 'it's not a good time, Luke', and 'Luke, just be patient'. After a few days of this, I pressed further: if not now, then when?
But Mrs. Carson just gave a slight smile and said 'later'.
Always later.
It was driving me crazy.
Mrs. Hartsell didn't have any special insight into Mrs. Carson's renewed chastity either.
"I'm surprised at Sydney," she'd said during one of our late-night video calls. "I would have thought she'd be all over you. Such a hot situation you've got going on. I'd certainly be taking advantage. But maybe Sydney's just being careful. You are living there with the rest of her family, after all."
Mrs. Hartsell thought for a moment, then continued. "Or maybe she's had her period. Or maybe she's just waiting for the right mood. There's a lot of women who need to be in the right mindset before they're ready for sex. I know that sounds crazy to a constantly-horny young man like you, but it's true."
"Is there anything I can do to get her in the right mindset? I'm dying here." I said.
"No, not directly. Like she told you, just be patient. Whatever you do, don't force anything. Nothing's a bigger turnoff than pushiness." Mrs. Hartsell warned. "She'll come around eventually. If this wasn't just temporary, she would have told you."
I was skeptical. "What if Mrs. Carson's just stringing me along to make sure I don't tell anyone?"
"That's not Sydney's style. I don't know why she's waiting, but I'm sure she has a reason. But while you're waiting, I'd be more than happy to take care of you in the meantime," Mrs. Hartsell grinned seductively.
Video sex is no substitute for the real thing, but that night, Mrs. Hartsell showed me just how good it can be.
***
Despite Mrs. Hartsell's counsel of patience, the relentless desire I felt for Mrs. Carson eventually reached its breaking point. If I couldn't get with her again soon, I'd have to write her off entirely. This in-between stage of unfulfilled lust was killing me. Even Drew began to comment on my moodiness: "Bro, what the hell's your problem? You've been grumpy as shit these past couple days."
"Nothing. I'm fine," I reassured him, trying to hold myself together. "I just need to get laid."
Drew laughed and nodded understandingly. "I feel you there. I've actually got my eye on Mackenzie right now. You know the one."
For emphasis, he moved his hands through the air, miming exaggerated curves.
Despite myself, I laughed too. "Oh, yeah. I know Mackenzie."
Drew nodded cockily. "Give me a little time, and I'll really know her. If you stop being a little bitch, maybe I'll even tell you about it. Just in case you needed a little extra motivation to seal the deal yourself. You got a girl in mind?"
"I sure do. Just waiting for the right moment," I confirmed, daydreaming about Mrs. Carson's naked body bouncing rhythmically underneath me.
"Wanna tell me who it is? Maybe I can help. You know I'm a great wingman," Drew said, clapping me on the back.
I couldn't help the ironic grin that spread across my face. "I know you are. But I'm not sure you'd help me much on this one."
"Way to not have faith in me. But whatever, suit yourself," Drew shrugged. "Whoever she is, she can't be as hot as Mackenzie, but hopefully she's close."
"Something like that," I said, fighting the urge to tell my best friend I was halfway to being his new stepdad.
***
By the end of the school week, I was so desperate for another intimate moment with Mrs. Carson that I would have done just about anything for it. As it was, I couldn't keep my eyes off her, my gaze roaming over her fully-developed body every chance I got. No woman had any right to look so good, especially not someone in their forties. I knew that Drew would be furious if he noticed my obsession, but how could he blame me? His mom was fucking hot.
That's why, after dinner and a relaxing evening, when Mrs. Carson asked Drew and me if we'd like to stay up late and watch one of her favorite movies with her, my choice was immediate.
"The Thomas Crown Affair?" Drew asked with a mix of incredulity and disgust. "Mom, why would we want to watch that old romance movie with you?"
"It's not that old!" Mrs. Carson said defensively. "The original is, sure, but this one is the remake! And it's not a romance movie. It's a heist movie. Yeah, it's got romance in it, but that's only part of it. Even your dad liked it."
"Get him to watch it with you then," Drew said disdainfully.
"He's already winding down for the night upstairs. C'mon, guys, it'll be fun," Mrs. Carson said, still upbeat. "You're not too cool to hang out with me, are you?"
"Mom, I'm sorry, but we've got better things to do," Drew said, obviously exasperated.
At last, I spoke up. I wasn't going to let Drew ruin my chance to spend some quality time with his mom. "Actually, Mrs. Carson, I'm up for it. I like heist movies."
Mrs. Carson beamed at me while Drew stared like I'd lost my mind.
"Bro, you do realize that movie's boring as heck, right? You can say no, it's fine," Drew reassured me. "Don't let Mom guilt you."
"Hey, if Luke wants to watch it, let him," Mrs. Carson said, touching me affectionately on my shoulder and causing my blood to race. "And if you don't want to feel left out, dear, you can stay and watch too."
Drew's face wrinkled in disgust. "Just because Luke's being a suck-up doesn't mean I am gonna suffer through it too. You're gonna regret this, dude, trust me. Mom never picks good movies."
I shrugged. "Guess I'll find out."
Drew stared at me suspiciously, as if sensing my ulterior motive. But he didn't press it. "Fine, your choice, man. I'm gonna head up to my room. I'll see you in the morning."
"Cool, see ya then. Night, man."
"Night," Drew said, heading towards the stairs.
I was now alone with Mrs. Carson.
My lust immediately began to go into overdrive, but before I could make a move, she was already in motion.
"Well, Luke, guess it's just you and me, then. Go get yourself a drink if you want it. I'll get the movie set up."
With that, Mrs. Carson about-faced and walked towards the couch, her ass looking phenomenal in plaid pajama pants. She looked back at me, catching my open-mouthed stare.
"Hey, Luke. Your brain shut off on you? Stop drooling and go grab your drink. Actually, while you're at it, bring me a glass and that box of wine too."
Mrs. Carson's words shook me back to attention, and I rushed to the kitchen to follow her instructions. A few minutes later, I joined Mrs. Carson on the couch, passing over her drink, setting my own on the corner table next to me.
It was a three-person couch, but Mrs. Carson had taken the middle seat, so I had no choice but to sit next to her. Not that I minded at all, of course. It did take a tremendous amount of willpower, though, to keep my hands off her.
If Mrs. Carson was aware of my internal struggle, she didn't address it. Instead, as I settled in, she just shot me a small smile, her eyes crinkling slightly with amusement.
"I know Drew says it's boring, but I think you're gonna enjoy the movie plenty. Here, you can share my blanket," she said, passing on a section of the oversized blanket she'd covered herself with.
As I took it and pulled it over my own body, Mrs. Carson hit play.
It quickly became apparent that despite Mrs. Carson's claims, The Thomas Crown Affair was obviously old. Even worse, it was unquestionably a romance. Sure, there was a museum theft, but it was hardly a heist. If I'd been watching the movie on my own, I would have stopped ten minutes after starting.
But I didn't care about the movie. I was sitting next to Mrs. Carson... the hottest MILF of all time... sharing a blanket with her... alone.
I was rock-hard in seconds, with so much adrenaline in my veins that I felt like I was on the verge of passing out.
But now that I was here, I suddenly found myself paralyzed.
I wanted more than anything to take Mrs. Carson and fuck her brains out, right there on the couch. But I knew that if she stopped my advance, I wouldn't be able to take it. Once I unleashed my lust, there'd be no stopping until I finished. Either that, or I'd die. At least, that's how it felt.
And so, I watched the movie with Mrs. Carson... barely able to contain myself.
Mrs. Carson made small comments about the characters--a rich old guy and a lady who worked with the police?--to which I could do nothing but grunt softly in acknowledgement. Fifteen minutes passed, then thirty... my body a raging inferno that threatened to burn me out if I didn't release it soon.
Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. Under the blanket, I moved my hand off my lap and over to Mrs. Carson's thigh. Ever so gently, I let my palm settle over the fabric of her pajamas.
While the movie continued to play, I held my breath, waiting for Mrs. Carson to shut me down, just like she had every other time, save one.
Mrs. Carson, feeling my touch, turned towards me. "Hey, Luke," she said softly. "I'm not sure if you noticed, but your hand is on my leg."
I froze. Deer in headlights. It had been so easy to push my luck with Mrs. Carson when I'd been working to seduce her--what did I have to lose?--but if I made the wrong move here, I might never have a chance with her again. What was it that Mrs. Hartsell had said about pushiness? My problem was now that I'd seen how good sex with Mrs. Carson could be, I was terrified that I'd ruin my chance at a repeat experience.
Mrs. Carson regarded me thoughtfully. "You know, Luke, considering how eager you were before, you're acting awfully shy right now."
Fuck. Was I blowing this already? My mind raced.
"I, uh.." I stammered, unable to cope with the mix of panic and overwhelming lust. "Um, I wasn't sure if anyone else was still awake."
Mrs. Carson's expression became amused. "I guess that just means we'll have to keep quiet then."
My heart skipped a beat. Mrs. Carson wasn't suggesting what it sounded like, was she?
I swallowed heavily. My body urged me to give in, unleash the beast that was so violently thrashing against its restraints. But I couldn't. Not yet. Not until I was sure.
"You're not just teasing me, are you, Mrs. Carson? I don't think I can take any more teasing," I said quietly, every ounce of my willpower straining to keep myself contained.
Mrs. Carson's wry smile faded, replaced by an expression I couldn't decipher. Rather than answer me immediately, she placed her hand over mine, then guided it to her center... and the wet fabric that awaited there.
"You feel that, Luke?" she said softly, now using her hand to rub my fingers along herself. "Does that feel like I'm just teasing you?"
"Oh fuck," I moaned, losing control at last.
A quick smile flitted across Mrs. Carson's face, but then it was gone, replaced by a hungered stare. She released my hand, moving her own under the blanket towards my lap, until she encountered my hardness.
"You weren't kidding," Mrs. Carson observed, gently tracing my cock through my gym shorts with her fingers.
"Fuck," I repeated, hardly able to believe this was happening a second time. I began to rub Mrs. Carson's pussy through her pajamas; the already-damp fabric was soon soaked.
The two of us stroked each other silently as we stared at one another, our motions becoming firmer and steadier. My fire blazed; as hot as this was, I needed more.
I ripped the blanket off to the side and moved my hand from Mrs. Carson's wetness up to her waistband. I tugged on it a bit, trying to pull her pajamas off, but with her seated in them, I got nowhere.
"Here, let me make that easier for you," Mrs. Carson said, standing up from the couch.
I tugged again, and this time Mrs. Carson's panties and pajamas slid off easily. Kicking them off her feet onto the floor, Mrs. Carson then finished the job by pulling her shirt over her head, unclasping her bra, and adding them to the pile.
Just like that, my perfect MILF was naked in front of me once more. I stared in lustful awe, my mind still unable to accept how sexy Mrs. Carson was. Despite her age, Mrs. Carson's body was amazingly fit, with just enough cushion to accent her femininity. Full breasts, thick hips and ass, long, toned legs... Her regular swimming had done wonders for her body, aging her to perfection. Sure, her belly had clearly carried children and her skin was beginning to show wrinkles, but rather than detracting from her sexiness, these attributes only highlighted how much of a real woman Mrs. Carson was.
But even with this delightfully sexy body, it was Mrs. Carson's face that held my attention. Her big brown eyes were full of lust, framed perfectly by her long black hair on either side. I stared, utterly transfixed. Having a mature woman like Mrs. Carson eye me as hungrily as I eyed her was the sexual miracle of a lifetime.
My body burned. My weeks of anticipation demanded satisfaction.
But Mrs. Carson moved first.
Shifting back onto the couch next to me, now utterly naked, she brought both hands over to my shorts, working to free my pulsing cock from its confines. Slipping out from my waistband, it sprung into the air, begging for her attention.
Mrs. Carson shot me a look and winked. "Wow, Luke, you're lucky I'm here to help you out. Looks like this is really bothering you."
I knew Mrs. Carson was playing up the situation for her own amusement, but I didn't care. It was simply too fucking hot. She may have been the perfect housewife these days, but it was clear she'd learned some lessons well from her younger years.
"You have no idea," I responded breathlessly.
Mrs. Carson, seeing my desperate expression, laughed softly. "Let's get you some relief then."
With that, Mrs. Carson shifted, climbing onto all fours on the couch next to me. She took a moment to flip her hair back behind her head, then oriented herself so that her face was inches away from my cock.
I ached for her to close the distance with her mouth, but she didn't. Instead, Mrs. Carson made herself comfortable, wrapped her fingers around my shaft, and began to pump.
"Oh shit..." I moaned softly, giving myself over to pleasure.
Mrs. Carson's touch was warm and gentle, yet also firm. She didn't stroke quickly, but rather slow and deliberate, as if wanting me to savor every pass her hand made. If that was her goal, she succeeded; I felt myself melting into her, desperately wanting more.
Mrs. Carson stared at me as she worked, clearly enjoying the effect she was having on me. I looked away from my cock long enough to meet her eyes, instantly finding myself lost in them.
Having me exactly where she wanted, Mrs. Carson leaned over a bit more, bringing her mouth down to my manhood... holding my gaze the whole way.
I didn't even manage words this time; a long grunt escaping my mouth as Mrs. Carson's lips wrapped around my sensitive head.
Mrs. Carson didn't let my noises distract her; she became fixated on pleasuring me with her mouth, using her tongue to tease me while her lips and hands continued to caress my shaft. The sensation was incredible; it was almost more than I could bear. Despite having just started, I doubted my ability to last much longer.
But then a door opened upstairs.
Mrs. Carson and I both jumped, instantly panicking. I reflexively reached for my shorts but gave them up once I'd remembered that Mrs. Carson was stark naked. There'd be no way for her to get decent by the time someone got to the stairs.
Changing tactics, I pulled the blanket over her, then grabbed a nearby pillow and placed it over her head... pressing it down against my lap. Her discarded clothes were still visible on the floor, so in a last desperate move, I kicked the blanket off just enough to hide most of the pile. I had only a moment to assess my work--good enough?--and then footsteps reached the stair landing.
Heart pounding, I tried to play it cool and return my attention to The Thomas Crown Affair still playing on the TV.
"You watching this by yourself?" came a feminine voice from the stairs. Drew's sister. Shit.
"Uh, yeah," I said casually.
"Really?" the sister said, walking closer. "Isn't that The Thomas Crown Affair?"


"Yeah, it is," I confirmed, sparing one last glance down to make sure Mrs. Carson wasn't poking out from underneath the blanket. She wasn't--and while it wasn't immediately obvious there were two people on the couch, an extended stare would arouse suspicion.
The sister walked right up behind the couch, leaning her elbows over the middle seat, but her eyes were focused on the TV. "Isn't this a girly movie?"
"Yeah, it kind of is," I admitted, desperately willing her to move further away. "Your mom talked me into giving it a chance. And once I started, I felt like I needed to see it finish. But now I'm thinking about going back to bed. It's getting late."
"You should wait it out. There's a cool scene towards the end that you'll probably like. Even as a guy."
I didn't like where this was headed at all. If I wasn't careful, the sister was going to invite herself to watch too, and if she tried to sit down on the couch... I was all too aware of Mrs. Carson's head pressed against my lap, hidden by the pillow... barely.
"Eh, we'll see," I said noncommittally before changing the subject. "But what about you? Why are you up?"
"I needed a snack," the sister said, pulling back off the couch at last. "I'll let you get back to it. Mom's made me watch this enough already."
As she headed off towards the kitchen, I let out a sigh of relief. I wasn't out of the woods yet, but the immediate danger had passed.
Mrs. Carson must have heard her daughter's departure too, because she took the opportunity to adjust herself, apparently finding a more comfortable position. But then I felt a hand grip my still-stiff manhood... followed shortly by wetness re-enveloping its tip.
It was only then I realized that Mrs. Carson didn't have comfort in mind at all; she'd adjusted herself to get a better angle on my cock.
"Oh fuckkk," I groaned softly, unable to believe the turn of events.
As hot as it'd been watching Mrs. Carson suck me off, her doing it while hidden was somehow even hotter. Deprived of direct vision, it seemed my sense of touch went into overdrive; my brain registered every brush of Mrs. Carson's lips, tongue, and fingers along my cock.
My lust returned with a vengeance, flushing away all traces of panic. I still didn't want Drew's sister to catch us, but only because it would interrupt the hottest moment of my life.
I sat utterly motionless for several seconds, savoring Mrs. Carson's work on me. My cock had never been serviced so expertly; the coordination between Mrs. Carson's hands pumping and her mouth sucking was nothing short of perfection. Very faint slurping sounds rose from underneath the pillow; Mrs. Carson was sucking me so vigorously that not even the pillow's cushion could muffle the noise completely.
My brain shut off at that point. Reduced to animalistic instincts, my hips began to thrust gently forward, urging my cock further into Mrs. Carson's mouth. She complied, and her lips worked further and further up my shaft. I couldn't see it, of course, but it felt like she'd taken almost my entire cock down her throat.
I was overwhelmed by ecstasy; the sheer physical pleasure was immense, but the fact that it was my best friend's mom doing it catapulted me into the stratosphere. I had a moment of pure clarity: the unobtainable woman I'd fantasized about for years--a wife and mom twice my age--was actively sucking my soul from my body.
All with her daughter in the next room.
"I'm not gonna last..." I managed to wheeze quietly, right as I realized Drew's sister was making her way back to the living room.
That realization was the final straw; I felt my balls release, and then I was gone, swept away by pleasure. I tried my best to stay silent, but my mouth dropped open involuntarily, a low groan escaping from my core. I flooded Mrs. Carson's mouth with my cum, but buried in her warm wetness, I couldn't tell if she was swallowing or letting it dribble back out.
My eyes closed for several seconds as I rode out my orgasm, wave after wave of stockpiled semen crashing into the back of my best friend's mom's throat.
By the time I came back to myself, the sister was just five feet to my right, snacks in-hand, staring at me.
"Hey, you okay there? You made a weird noise."
Brain still adrift in my post-nut state, I responded with the first thing that came to mind. "Yeah. Yeah, I'm fine. I'm great, actually. I think... I think I just started to fall asleep and caught myself at the last second."
The sister regarded me uncertainly. "Okay then. If you say so," she said after a moment, apparently unconvinced but not bothered enough to press it. But then something caught her eye; I saw her stare shift somewhere behind me.
"Jesus, Mom."
My blood ran cold. I turned to follow the sister's gaze, suddenly sure that Mrs. Carson had somehow slipped out from the blanket. But there was nothing. I looked back at the sister.
The sister answered my un-asked question: "Sorry, Mom just always gets on to Drew and me for not putting our dishes up. But there's her wine glass just sitting on the table. If it wouldn't wake Dad up too, I'd go put it on her nightstand upstairs...." she said, trailing off.
I didn't have a response to that.
"Never mind. I'm not dealing with that now. Have a good night," the sister said, leaving the living room at last.
I waited several more seconds until I was sure she was out of earshot, then hurriedly tossed aside the pillow and blanket.
Mrs. Carson, head on my lap, was staring at me with a self-satisfied grin. Erratic strands of hair had fallen over her face, and what seemed to be a trace of cum had leaked from the corner of her mouth. But despite her messiness, she looked radiant. She'd given her all, chasing a thrill; the high from her successful hunt lit her entire face.
"Holy fuck, Mrs. Carson," I said, utterly bewildered.
"I haven't had that much fun sucking someone off in years," she said, sitting up and brushing her hair back behind her ears.
I just stared at her as she climbed out from under the blanket, reaching for the clothes she'd discarded earlier.
As Mrs. Carson pulled her panties and pajama pants back on, I realized that our carnal moment was ending.
"Wait," I said, not ready to be done, despite my now-emptied cock. "Is that it?"
Mrs. Carson tilted her head quizzically at me. "What... you mean that wasn't enough? Your penis seems to think otherwise," she said, eyes flickering pointedly between my legs.
"I just need a quick break, and we can keep going," I said, much more confidently than I felt. Mrs. Carson had drained me so completely it felt like I wouldn't be ready again for days... but the thought of repeating my weeks-long dry spell was unbearable.
And as amazing as Mrs. Carson's blowjob had been, I hadn't even made it inside her this time. I couldn't give up now. Not when there was so much more I wanted to do.
But Mrs. Carson shook her head.
"Sorry, Luke, I think we've risked enough tonight. Go back to bed... I'm not gonna make you watch the rest of the movie. But don't worry. We'll pick this up again soon. And I promise you won't have to wait quite so long this time."
I wanted to keep pushing, but something in Mrs. Carson's tone held me back. So, I sighed and accepted it. "Okay, fine. Just so you know, though, I might die if I have to go another month without you."
Mrs. Carson's expression turned amused as she slipped her bra back over her breasts. "So dramatic, Luke. I promise you nobody's ever died because they had to wait for sex."
"There's a first for everything," I shrugged. "And besides, most people haven't been with the World's Sexiest Mom. They don't know what they're missing."
Mrs. Carson laughed. "Okay, Luke, you got me there. But you'll be fine, I promise. Just trust me on this."
I wasn't sure I did, but I gave my okay. What else could I do?
***
I reached out to Mrs. Hartsell the next night to give her the latest update on Mrs. Carson. Careful to make sure nobody else in the house could hear me, I started the video call.
"See, what did I tell you?" Mrs. Hartsell said smugly, after I'd broke the news. "She just needed time."
"Yeah, but it took her almost a month. And then we didn't even get to have sex," I groused, then explained what had happened on the couch the previous night.
"Wow, look at Sydney taking risks," Mrs. Hartsell whistled approvingly. "I knew she still had it in her. You're in for a fun time now, Luke. My guess is you're gonna see a side of Sydney you've never seen before. There's a reason she was so popular in college."
"Yeah, but..." I started to reply, but Mrs. Hartsell cut me off.
"Don't give me any buts. Yeah, you didn't get to go all the way last night. So what? Sounds like you had a damn hot time to me. And it's not like that was your only chance. You're with the Carsons until you graduate, right?"
"Yeah, I guess," I admitted.
"Then quit your whining. I know you're only eighteen, but if you want to keep having your fun with Mrs. Carson, you're gonna need to grow up a bit."
"Hey now, I was plenty grown up for you back at the hotel," I said defensively.
"Physically, sure," Mrs. Hartsell agreed, before continuing. "Look, Luke. I'm not trying to insult you, just giving you the truth. I'm glad my best friend's got some fun back in her life, and I don't want you to mess that up. You understand what I'm saying?"
I was still irritated, but with a deep sigh, I let it go. "Yeah, fine. I get it. I'll be patient."
"Good. Now that that's settled, I have something else to tell you. This will probably be the last time we talk for a while. I'm the kind of woman who likes to keep things fresh. As much as I've enjoyed our chats, I think it's time for me to move on."
"What?" I said, suddenly off-balance. Sure, my sex with Mrs. Hartsell had been restricted to video-sex since our night at the hotel, but it was practically the only thing keeping me sane while I waited for another chance with Drew's mom. Then my concern turned to fear: was I about to lose my inside-woman on Mrs. Carson?
"It's nothing personal, Luke," Mrs. Hartsell shrugged. "You've kept me interested longer than most guys. You should be proud of yourself."
My mind raced... surely there was something I could do to keep Mrs. Hartsell around.
"What if I had a way to keep things exciting?"
"Oh yeah, what would that be?" Mrs. Hartsell asked, raising her eyebrow.
As she stared at me pointedly, I panicked and said the first thing that came to mind.
"What about a threesome with me and Mrs. Carson?"
Unfortunately, I didn't get the reaction I hoped for.
Mrs. Hartsell laughed at me.
"A threesome with Sydney? Sorry, Luke, that's not gonna happen. Pussy doesn't do anything for me. And if I'm getting dick, I don't like to share. Besides, threesomes are just disappointments waiting to happen. Someone always feels left out. Trust me, foursomes are much better."
"Maybe we could have a foursome then?" I said, grasping at any straw I could.
"A foursome, huh? Where are you gonna find a fourth?" Mrs. Hartsell asked skeptically. After I had no response, she shook her head. "Listen, Luke. You don't need me anymore. You're doing just fine with Sydney on your own. Just play it cool and don't do anything stupid. Remember, she's enjoying this as much as you. Well... maybe almost as much as you."
"Considering the most we've done in a month is a blowjob, it doesn't feel like it," I grumbled. But then I saw Mrs. Hartsell's expression and quickly backtracked. "Sorry, I know. I'm whining again."
Mrs. Hartsell shook her head. "At least you're learning. I'm gonna say goodnight, Luke. You can keep texting me updates if you want, but I probably won't respond. Keep Sydney's life interesting for me, will you?"
"I'll do my best," I said, trying not to sound as defeated as I felt.
We exchanged final goodbyes; just like that, my regular chats with Mrs. Hartsell were over.
***
As it turned out, though, Mrs. Hartsell was right. I did see a new side of Mrs. Carson, and much sooner than I'd expected.
That very next night, as I was getting ready for bed, a knock came at the door.
It was her.
"Good, you're not asleep yet," Mrs. Carson said, poking her head inside my room.
"Nope," I agreed. "Especially now that you're here."
Mrs. Carson smiled briefly then shook her head.
"I'm not coming in, Luke," she whispered. "I just wanted to pop by and tell you that I think you're getting sick. You might need to stay home from school tomorrow."
"What? I feel fi...," I started, before realizing what Mrs. Carson was getting at. "Oh. Yeah, I think I got something real bad. I probably won't be able to make it in."
"Hmmm, that's too bad," Mrs. Carson said, tone turning over-the-top sympathetic. "I guess you'll have to stay here then. Maybe I can nurse you back to health."
Holy shit--was Mrs. Carson being for real? It felt too easy, but I wasn't going to question it.
"Mrs. Carson, I'm pretty sure I could be in a coffin, and you'd still be able to bring me back," I said emphatically.
She laughed. "Considering your earlier dramatics about dying, maybe I'll be able to test that. Goodnight, Luke. I'm really sorry you're sick."
"Me too," I agreed, faking a cough into my hand.
Then she was gone, leaving me almost too excited to sleep.
***
The next morning, I put on my best sick face. I'd pulled it off once already when the rest of the family went to the fair... surely, I could do it again.
But Drew wasn't buying it.
"You don't look sick to me," he said suspiciously, staring at me from the door as I lay in bed.
"Trust me, I am," I said, as convincingly as I could. "I feel like shit. I had a rough night."
Drew studied me, still skeptical. "Look man, if you wanna play hooky and stay home from school, you don't have to fake anything. You know I won't rat you out... and my parents don't care. Hell, I'll stay home too. We can spend the day hanging out. Forget school."
Drew may have been my best friend, but that was the last thing I wanted. I needed him out of the house, along with his sister and dad.
"I'm not faking," I repeated, even more firmly. "If you stay home, I'm warning you now that you'll be just hanging out by yourself. I'm gonna be passing out as soon as you leave."
Drew stared at me a bit longer. Just as I feared he was going to announce he was staying home too, he huffed.
"Whatever you say, man. I hope there's a fight at school today. And I won't give you any details about it."
And then Drew shut the door behind him, a bit rougher than necessary.
But I didn't care. I'd convinced him to leave.
One-by-one, the Carsons left the house until only Mrs. Carson remained. I still hadn't seen her that morning--I'd kept to my room to play up my sickness--but once I was sure nobody else was home, I prepared to go find her. Our all-day fuckfest awaited.
But Mrs. Carson beat me to it.
Just as I was ready to jump from the bed, a soft knock rapped on the door... then she entered.
Mrs. Carson was wearing a fuzzy white robe that covered her whole body. I was suddenly reminded of my night with Mrs. Hartsell... I hoped Mrs. Carson followed her friend's style and wore nothing underneath.
"I hear you're a little under the weather this morning," Mrs. Carson said, sounding concerned.
"Yeah, it hit me out of nowhere," I agreed, repeating my fake cough from the previous night.
"That's too bad," Mrs. Carson said, frowning. "But I think I might have just the thing to make you better."
I knew Mrs. Carson was playing up her MILF-act, but I didn't care. Exaggerated or not, it was working. I'd never been so horny in my life.
"Oh yeah, what's that?" I said, unable to resist playing along.
Mrs. Carson smiled. "Close your eyes and you'll find out. But you have to promise me you'll keep them closed until I tell you."
"Right now, I'll promise anything you want," I said, maybe a little too eagerly.
Mrs. Carson's smile gained a wry twist. "Sounds to me like you're feeling better already. But c'mon now, Luke. Close 'em. Oh, and scoot down so you're flat on the bed, too."
I followed Mrs. Carson's directions without hesitation. As much as I wanted to see whatever Mrs. Carson was about to do, I wasn't going to do anything to derail it.
Mrs. Carson paused for a moment, satisfying herself that I wasn't peeking. Then came the sound of fabric sliding against skin... and crumpling onto the floor. My imagination went into overdrive: I could picture Mrs. Carson's perfect MILF body, totally exposed and just waiting for me to take advantage of it.
But I kept my promise. My eyes stayed shut.
I felt Mrs. Carson climb onto the bed with me, then crawl her way up towards my head. Where was she going? Was she going to climb under the covers next to me? Was she about to straddle my hips? Blind, and with nothing but my anticipation to guide me, my lust reached a new height.
But Mrs. Carson had something else in mind. I felt warmth approach my chin, then weight press onto the bed on either side of my head. A distinct yet familiar musk reached my nose; suddenly I realized that Mrs. Carson had indeed straddled me... but over my head, not my pelvis.
"Okay, Luke, you can open your eyes," came Mrs. Carson's soft voice from above.
I did.
Mrs. Carson's bare pussy hovered inches above my face.
"Oh my god," I whispered.
"What do you think?" Mrs. Carson asked, clearly enjoying how dumbstruck she'd left me. "Think this might help you feel better?"
I couldn't answer. I was still struggling to process how impossibly sexy the view was. Every detail of Mrs. Carson's perfect pussy was on display; my eyes kept tracing over it, as if trying to confirm its reality.
"I'll take that as a yes," Mrs. Carson said, as she shifted her position once more.
She'd been kneeling directly over my face, facing the wall behind me, but now Mrs. Carson scooted backwards, tucking her calves underneath my torso so that the back of her thighs pressed onto my shoulders.
Base secured, she leaned backwards onto her arms, bringing her pussy from above my eyes to just in front of my mouth. While this took away my close-up, Mrs. Carson's body towered above me, her jaw-dropping curves on full display. More importantly, her pussy hovered at my mouth. It was a more than fair trade.
"Well, Luke, you just gonna stare?" Mrs. Carson said, smiling down her torso at me.
I didn't need to be prodded twice. Sticking my tongue out, I craned my neck forward. I made contact, parting her lips slightly... for a second time, I found myself tasting my dream MILF.
"That's more like it," Mrs. Carson whispered approvingly.
That broke me. I'd already been horny to the point of bursting, but hearing my dream MILF egg me on? While my tongue was on her clit? It was too much. I lost myself, becoming nothing more than a pussy-eating fiend.
I went after Mrs. Carson's sweetness like it was life-saving nectar. Sucking against her clit... tongue teasing up and down... hands reaching from behind Mrs. Carson's legs to guide them further apart.
She watched me quietly as I worked, mouth open but expression oddly flat, as if she were only half-present. At first, she whispered directions: "tuck your pillow behind you for better support", "just a bit slower", "don't move so much", and then "oooh that's it." But then she went almost totally silent, aside from the sound of her light panting. Soon after, her head began to loll around slowly, falling to one side, then back behind her, before raising up again. As she rolled, her long hair brushed my pelvis, teasing my cock with their strands. If I wasn't careful, I was about to be the first guy in history to cum from hair-contact alone.
But soon, I had another focus.
Driven by her ragged breaths, Mrs. Carson's breasts began to bounce slightly, hypnotizing me with their movements. Unable to resist, I moved my hands upwards, kneading them between my fingers and palms, even as I continued to work Mrs. Carson's pussy with my mouth. Her nipples eventually fell between my thumbs and pointer fingers; instinctively, I began to pinch them.


Mrs. Carson's breaths became sharper; her head fell back once more, leaving her staring up at the ceiling. I could see her ab muscles begin to twitch, even as her whole body slowly stiffened.
I kept my tongue and hands working steadily; soon, Mrs. Carson began to shudder, small but sharp gasps escaping from her open mouth. Suddenly, the muscles in her torso seemed to tighten at once, then begin to quiver uncontrollably.
My best friend's mom was cumming on my face.
But then her orgasm just kept going. Soon, it wasn't just her stomach quivering, but her entire body. Boobs, thighs, and arms... all shaking erratically. With jerky movements, Mrs. Carson managed to bring her head up long enough to see me still going at her pussy... but then her back arched so strongly it forced her gaze to the ceiling again, leaving her looking like a contortionist trying to fold herself in half.
Her sharp gasps became deeper, sounding almost like whimpering... and then it was done. Mrs. Carson's body stilled once more, aside from her gasps of air.
Finally, I stilled my mouth and looked up at Mrs. Carson. She returned my gaze, looking winded but very satisfied.
"Whoooo," she exhaled deeply. "You're a quick learner, Luke. Not bad at all."
I'd murmured my thanks, but I was already looking forward to what was coming next. I was not going to miss my chance this time.
Mrs. Carson untangled her legs from underneath me, then gracefully swung herself off the bed onto the floor. I held my breath, dying to see what was coming next, but Mrs. Carson did not rejoin me. Instead, she went to her discarded robe and pulled it back over her body.
It took me a moment to understand what was happening. Surely this was more teasing. There's no way we were done for good... I hadn't even been touched yet!
"Mrs. Carson, what are you doing?" I asked, hoping for reassurance that my worst fear wasn't coming true.
But Mrs. Carson had none to give.
"Redressing, Luke," she replied simply.
"But... we were just getting started! I'm still hard!" I said incredulously, sitting upright and pointing at my untouched cock.
"I see that," Mrs. Carson said, sounding amused.
"Then why are we stopping?"
Mrs. Carson finished tying the knot on her robe then looked back at me. "Well, Luke, part of me being a stay-at-home mom means that I take care of the house while everyone's gone. And there's always lots to do. You should know this. You've helped often enough."
Mrs. Carson shot me a look before continuing. "But now I'm off to a late start. I need to make up for lost time. Although... if you helped me get through it all quickly, maybe I'll have enough time left over to take care of you too..."
I couldn't believe it. I'd just gotten Mrs. Carson off and now she was done? Just like that? Sure, Mrs. Carson made it sound like we'd pick back up again later, but I didn't understand why we had to wait. What difference did it make if we kept going now rather than after chores were done?
"Seems like I'm getting the short end of the stick," I said gruffly. "You got to cum already."
"Oh, don't be such a grumpy-pants," Mrs. Carson said. "Besides, helping me will be fun. Did I mention I'll be working in just my underwear?"
Suddenly, helping Mrs. Carson around the house didn't seem so bad after all.
"Okay, fine," I sighed. "But we're gonna be setting records on how fast these chores get finished."
Mrs. Carson laughed. "That's more like it. And you do kind of owe me, Luke. I did bring you breakfast in bed, after all."
***
Before I'd succeeded in seducing Mrs. Carson, cleaning with her had been a dream. It gave me the perfect excuse to be around her and watch her MILF-body move in all kinds of fun ways. Not to mention the chance to flirt with her constantly. But after I'd gotten into her pants, sharing chores didn't seem necessary anymore, and I stopped.
Now, I began to regret that decision... I didn't realize what I'd been missing out on.
As promised, Mrs. Carson changed from her robe into underwear... and nothing else. It wasn't lingerie like I'd hoped, but her bra was a very sexy hot-pink that drove me wild from the color alone. It supported her boobs very well too--making them look even fuller than they were already.
Her panties matched in color--grabbing my attention like a matador's rag--and they were hipster-style, showing off a good portion of her rear cheeks. Normally, hipsters weren't my favorite style of panties, but damn if Mrs. Carson wasn't making a convert out of me. She looked so fucking hot... my biggest challenge to finishing the chores would be keeping my hands off her body.
As promised, I spent the next few hours helping Mrs. Carson work through her chore-list: cleaning bathrooms, dusting baseboards, laundry, and then starting on dinner. I was horny-as-hell the entire time, and while I did break a few times to start something early, Mrs. Carson quickly refocused me, reminding that we'd have plenty of time for fun once we were done.
They were the sexiest chores of my life.
By that afternoon, we'd finished almost everything with time to spare. The only task left was to wash the dishes we'd dirtied.
Mrs. Carson and I made a good team. I'd hand her dirty bowls and plates; she'd wash them, then return them to me to dry. We made short work of most of the pile, but then our system hit a snag.
As I finished drying another bowl, I walked back next to Mrs. Carson at the sink. My lust had been at a constant simmer for a while, but it suddenly boiled over. I found myself leaning over Mrs. Carson's shoulder from behind, kissing her along the base of her neck.
Mrs. Carson chuckled softly as my lips pressed against her skin, "Okay, Luke, I get it. You're ready to be done. We're almost there."
But I didn't stop. I couldn't. The more I kissed, the hotter I got. I stepped in closer behind Mrs. Carson, pressing my body against hers. My hands went to her front, underneath her boobs, where I began fondling them through her bra. And I kept kissing... my lips tracing their way up to under Mrs. Carson's ear.
I heard Mrs. Carson drop the dish she'd been cleaning, pulling her hands out of the soapy water. "Luke..." she murmured. "We're not done yet."
Her words went unheeded. The inferno in my core blazed. There was only one way it could be quenched.
My hands moved from Mrs. Carson's breasts up to her shoulders, pushing her bra-straps off, one after the other. I tried to remove the clasp at her back next, but my hands shook so much it took me several tries to finally unhook it. But at last, I succeeded; Mrs. Carson's bra began to slide down her arms.
Not waiting to remove it fully, I returned to Mrs. Carson's breasts, kneading them gently... savoring their warm softness in my palms.
Mrs. Carson must have sensed there'd be no putting me off this time--she slid her bra off the rest of the way, allowing me free access to her chest. The pink underwear fell off to the side, forgotten.
"Okay, Luke, you like my boobs. I got it. But you've had your fun. Let's finish up here now. We're almost done."
Obediently, I released the mounds in my hands. But I wasn't quitting. I slowly slid my palms down Mrs. Carson's torso, passing over her abdomen, reaching her hips, and then, at last, slipping a hand underneath her panties. As my fingertips brushed her womanhood, Mrs. Carson hummed slightly.
"Luke..."
Hearing my best friend's mom softly moan my name was more than I could bear. I was locked-in before; now I was obsessed.
I began to rub along Mrs. Carson's slit gently, my fingers quickly becoming saturated with her wetness. With my other hand, I began to tug her panties downwards... they clung tightly to her hips, but finally I removed them entirely. Like her bra moments earlier, her panties fell to the ground, no longer needed.
As I continued to play with Mrs. Carson's pussy, she spread her legs, giving me better access. Instinctively, I began to grind my hips against her, my cock straining to be released from the confines of my underwear. It could sense how close it was to its prize.
I managed to resist only moments more--just long enough for Mrs. Carson to thoughtfully turn off the still-running faucet--before I gave in completely. One hand now knuckle-deep inside Mrs. Carson's pussy, I used the other to pull my underwear off, freeing myself at last. I immediately pushed my hips forward again, sliding my cock along Mrs. Carson's taint.
The sensation was incredible. I wasn't even inside her, yet her warm thighs gripped me so warmly and so softly that it felt almost as good. Hell, I could even feel her pussy begin to moisten the tip of my cock as it brushed past.
I began to thrust slowly back and forth, savoring the combined contact against Mrs. Carson's ass cheeks, her thighs, and the wetness leaking from her pussy. I quickly realized that the more I fingered her, the more lubricated my cock became.
If this wasn't hot enough, Mrs. Carson then brought her own hand between her legs, fingers finding my cock. She began to push up against my head, as if trying to guide me inside her. The angle made it impossible at first... but then she began to slowly bend forward at her hips. Not only did this smash her full ass pleasantly against my pelvis, but my cock went from sliding underneath her pussy to sliding along it... and then to spreading her lips... then brushing her opening...
And then, at last, pushing inside.
It was done. After weeks of waiting, my cock had returned to Mrs. Carson's pussy.
"Fuck," I gasped, as I slipped deeper and deeper into my friend's mom.
Mrs. Carson had bent over the sink at a steep angle, supporting herself with her elbows against the counter. As compromised a position as she was in, though, she still managed to turn back towards me and smile.
"Told you that your patience would be worth it," she said seductively. And then, to emphasize her point, she pushed herself back against me, impaling herself on my cock.
I almost fainted. The pleasure was unbearable. The warm grip of Mrs. Carson's pussy on my shaft. Her ass cushioning my hips. And most intense of all... the hunger in her stare as she looked back at me.
It was too much. I broke. My brain couldn't accept the reality that my best friend's mom and this ultra-MILF were the same person.
My instincts taking over, I began to thrust. At first, I worked slowly, savoring the feel of Mrs. Carson's pussy on my shaft. With each thrust I pressed deeper and deeper... soon I was sliding into her very core. Mrs. Carson moved with me, spreading her legs wider and angling her body over the sink, guiding me further inside her body.
My pace increased... purified bliss was buried inside Mrs. Carson, and my cock would keep pounding into her until I'd taken it all. I didn't care that she was twice my age. I didn't care that she was a wife. I didn't care that she was Drew's mom. All that mattered was that I had never felt pleasure like this; pleasure so intense, I knew I would never find it anywhere else.
My glutes worked harder than they'd ever worked in their life... pressing my hips so tightly against Mrs. Carson's ass that my heels came off the ground with every thrust.
"Fucckkkkkkk," I groaned, a deep growl that tore its way from the depths of my lungs.
I bent over Mrs. Carson's body, taking her breasts into my hands... using them to pull her against me even as I continued to pound from behind. Mrs. Carson gave herself over to my control, her own pleasure rising in sync with my own.
"Ohhhh, Luke..." she moaned softly. "That's it. That's it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me, baby."
Mrs. Carson had been staring down into the sink as she spoke, but with her last words, she craned her head back towards me. Her black hair partially obscured her face, but one of her brown eyes managed to meet mine. "Fuck me," she mouthed.
It was too much. With a final thrust, I pushed as deep into Mrs. Carson as the angle allowed... a moment later, cum erupted from my cock. Unleashed at last, my balls began to pulse... delivering wave after wave of semen against Mrs. Carson's cervix. I didn't think about birth control; even if I had, the risk of giving Drew another sibling still wouldn't have stopped me from cumming inside his mom.
While I inseminated her, Mrs. Carson kept pushing herself against me. I had stopped thrusting during my orgasm, but Mrs. Carson was too close herself to quit now.
"Keep going," she breathed heavily.
Despite emptying, my cock still maintained most of its hardness... I knew it wouldn't last much longer though, so I quickly jumped back into action.
Despite my ecstasy having peaked, I still felt pleasure thrusting into Mrs. Carson's pussy... knowing that I was close to getting her off too was more than enough to keep me going.
Sure enough, in less than a minute, Mrs. Carson's body tightened up.... a soft 'oh' escaping her mouth. Then she too came... her pussy spasming along my shaft as her entire body was wracked by small twitches. I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed her tight against me as I rode out her orgasm with her, my head pressed against the soft mat of her hair.
At last, she was done.
"Fuck, Luke," she laughed breathlessly, as she gently untangled herself from my arms.
My cock now rapidly shrinking back down, I slid out of Mrs. Carson. Some of my cum escaped along with me, splatting onto the floor between her legs.
Mrs. Carson, newly freed, straightened and turned to face me. She looked winded yet utterly satisfied. Some of her hairs had strayed across her face; by instinct, I reached for them, brushing them back behind her ear.
Mrs. Carson brightened at my gesture, and I realized that despite her age, she had the most beautiful face of any woman I'd ever seen... wrinkles and all. Unable to resist, I leaned in and kissed her softly.
I felt the end of her lips turn upwards into a smile; she pressed against me, kissing me back.
Our kiss continued for several long seconds until, at last, Mrs. Carson broke away. But I still stared, awestruck on what we'd just done.
"Mrs. Carson..." I stammered. "I think I'm in love with you."
Mrs. Carson laughed. "You're adorable, Luke."
"I mean it," I said, frowning. "You're perfect."
"I appreciate you saying so. More than you know," Mrs. Carson smiled back at me, a look in her eye I couldn't quite place. "And you're not so bad yourself. But we've made ourselves a little mess here. Help me clean up, and then we can talk more later."
***
I was a zombie for the rest of the afternoon. I barely remember helping Mrs. Carson clean up. Or her talking about where things went between us next.
Mrs. Carson had worn me out so thoroughly that after I'd showered, I climbed into my bed and fell asleep instantly. I napped all the way until Drew came to retrieve me for dinner... him apologizing for doubting my illness.
"Damn dude, you were out. I thought I was going to have to drag you out of bed. Guess you really were sick."
I felt my energy returning as I ate, and I did my best to listen to Drew's stories about what I'd missed in school. But my gaze kept returning to Mrs. Carson. I couldn't keep my eyes off her. I'd found her sexy as long as I could remember, but now that I'd gotten a real taste? I was obsessed.
Eventually, she caught my eyes lingering on her... earning me a sharp look back. 'Tone it down' was the clear message.
I complied, very much unhappily. I couldn't get enough of Mrs. Carson.
Fortunately, none of the rest of the family seemed to notice my fixation. We finished dinner without incident.
As I went to bed that night, my post-sex conversation with Mrs. Carson floated to the forefront of my mind.
"So, Luke, was that worth the wait?"
"Yes. That was the best sex I've ever had. Or ever will have. You're so fucking hot, Mrs. Carson."
Laughter. "Glad you enjoyed yourself. I did too. You should be proud of yourself, Luke. You're a quick learner."
"Does that mean we can do this again? Soon?"
"Maybe not quite like this. It would look suspicious if I'm alone with you too often. But I'll work on setting up at least one more time. And I'll see if I can take care of you in smaller ways in the meantime. Sound good?"
"That sounds amazing."
Bright smile.
***
Several weeks passed. As promised, Mrs. Carson did take care of me when she could. Handjobs under a blanket. A blowjob in the shower. We even managed a quickie or two--spontaneous fucks that were hot as hell, even if they were over in minutes. But these encounters weren't all one-sided. For as many times as Mrs. Carson pleasured me, we had an equal amount focused on her. Fingering sessions. Me eating her out. Even non-sexual pleasure like me rubbing her neck or playing with her hair. Mrs. Carson showed me exactly how she liked to be touched, and I memorized every last detail.
I couldn't get enough.
Still, I did my best to hide my fixation when the rest of her family was around. I succeeded (mostly), although Drew seemed increasingly suspicious that I was hiding something. Fortunately for me, though, he soon had an obsession of his own to distract him.
Mackenzie, the girl whose pants he was trying to get into, finally gave him an opening. Drew had spent weeks trying to interest her, his attempts culminating in an invitation to go with him to prom. She accepted... but with a major condition. She would only go with Drew if her best-friend Melia had a date too.
At this, Drew despaired.
"Melia's never going to find a date," he groused to me. "Which means I'm gonna lose my one chance to get with Mackenzie."
"What are you talking about? Melia's pretty. She'll find someone easy," I said.
"Yeah, she looks good, but her parents won't let her do any after-prom stuff. No dinner. No hanging out. No sex! That cuts out half the guys in our class right there! And the other half already have dates or they're guys she wouldn't want to go with!"
"C'mon, man, it's not that bad."
"It is that bad, Luke! She's turned down five guys already! And the one guy she asked said no. Prom's in a couple weeks! How am I gonna find a guy she'll go with in two weeks?"
"You'll find someone," I said, laying a comforting hand on his shoulder. "You just gotta start asking people."
Drew pouted for a moment, his face sour. But then he brightened.
"Wait... do you have a date to prom?"
I stared, realizing for the first time I'd never seriously thought about prom. My brain had room for little else, consumed as it was with Drew's mom.
"Look man, I know you've got your secret girl. And if you don't want to tell me who she is, that's fine. But at least tell me if you're taking her to prom or not."
"I... haven't asked her yet," I replied, but now the idea was in my head: could I convince Mrs. Carson to go to prom with me?
"You haven't asked her yet? What are you waiting for?" Drew said, before shaking his head. "Look, it doesn't matter. Forget your mystery girl. Help me out, man. Ask Melia so I can take Mackenzie. Besides, you owe me."
"Owe you? For what?" I said, sounding more annoyed than I meant to.
"For everything? For letting you live with me? For being your best friend? For hanging out with you even if you won't even tell me who your mystery girl is?"
"I don't owe you for that, that's just what best friends do!" I huffed.
"Exactly! We're best friends!" Drew shot back. "And you know what else best friends do? Help each other get laid. C'mon dude, I'm not asking for much. Besides, you said yourself Melia's pretty. Just ask her out for me. You can leave your mystery woman for one night."
I may have loved Drew like a brother, but I wasn't going to take a girl to prom just because he wanted me to. Especially if there was a chance I could take his mom instead.


"Don't put this on me, man," I huffed. "It's not my fault you can't get Mackenzie to hook up with you."
Drew's face darkened. "Fuck you, man. Get out."
I did, gladly, slamming his bedroom door behind me.
***
Drew and I were prickly the rest of the afternoon. We barely spoke, and when we did, it was in flat, robotic tones. I kept waiting for him to apologize, but Drew stubbornly refused to engage. It was almost like he was waiting for an apology himself... which was ridiculous. I had done nothing wrong. I wasn't the one pressuring him into a prom date.
When we went to bed that night, we still weren't on speaking terms.
Shortly after, Mrs. Carson slipped into my room--on her way to bed herself--but not even she could fully sweep away my irritation.
"What's going on with you and Drew? Are you two fighting? Please tell me he doesn't know about..." Mrs. Carson trailed off.
"No, he doesn't, don't worry," I groused.
"What's it about then?" Mrs. Carson pressed.
I sighed. "Drew wants to take this girl, Mackenzie, out to prom. But Mackenzie won't agree unless her best friend Melia's got a date too. So Drew wants me to ask out Melia myself."
"Okay, seems simple enough. What's the problem? Do you not like Melia?"
"She's fine, I guess," I shrugged. "But I was kinda hoping to ask someone else to go with me."
"Who?"
I felt a sudden wave of nervousness. It was stupid, I knew... I'd already slept with Mrs. Carson multiple times, what was there to be nervous about now? But still, I had to force the next words out.
"Well... I wanted to ask you," I finally managed.
Hearing the words out loud didn't make them better. I waited for Mrs. Carson to laugh at me.
But she didn't.
Instead, she simply shook her head and smiled. "Luke, that's really sweet, but we both know I can't go to prom with you."
"Why not?"
"Well, for one, Drew would be extremely upset. Two, I'm not in high school, and I haven't been in a long time. Women my age don't go to proms unless they're chaperoning. And certainly not partnered with a high schooler."
"I don't see what the problem is. I'm eighteen. I'm an adult, just like you," I pointed out. "And Drew might be upset for a bit, but he'd get over it. C'mon, Mrs. Carson. It would be fun. You'd make my whole year."
Mrs. Carson was silent, studying me with an unreadable expression. Finally, she sighed. "Luke, I'm not going to prom with you, and that's that. You need to enjoy it with people your own age."
I started to interject, but Mrs. Carson kept going. "Now, before you argue, I have another option I think you'll like. Go to prom without me. Take Melia, if you want. Then when it's over, you and I will get a hotel room together. I'll give you the full after-prom experience."
My blood raced. It's not quite what I'd hoped for, but in some ways, it was even better. Getting a whole night alone with Mrs. Carson? It was a dream come true.
"But there's a catch," Mrs. Carson added, seeing my excitement. "That will be our last time together. You've been a fun surprise, Luke. One I never expected. But it's time we wrap it up before anyone else catches on. I know you think you've been careful, but trust me, your interest is starting to become obvious. So. One last night together, but I'll make sure it's a night you'll never forget. Think you can agree to that?"
"I'd agree to just about anything for that," I said with complete sincerity. "But how are you gonna pull it off? Won't Mr. Carson notice?"
Mrs. Carson smiled. "You let me worry about the details. Now, go apologize to Drew. He's still awake."
Suddenly, an apology didn't seem too hard after all.
***
Drew accepted my apology readily, doubly so when I agreed to ask Melia to prom. He apologized back, admitting he'd been an asshole about the whole thing.
The next school day, I caught Melia in the hallway between classes. Normally, I would have been too nervous to ask a girl I barely knew to prom... but my upcoming night with Mrs. Carson emboldened me more than any amount of courage could have.
"Hey, Melia," I said, diving right in. "Do you have a date to prom yet?"
"Oh, hey, Luke." Melia closed her locker, then turned towards me. "Uh, do I have a date? Not really, I guess. Mackenzie and I were gonna take each other as friends... but that's not set in stone. Why?"
"Would you like to go with me?" I asked.
Melia was silent for a moment, studying my expression. "Are you just asking me so Drew can take Mackenzie?"
I couldn't help myself. I laughed. Melia was sharp.
"He thinks so," I said. "But no. I'm doing this because I want to. So, what do you say?"
"Yeah, okay then, sure," Melia said with a shrug. "I'll go to prom with you, Luke. But you do know I have to go straight home once it's over, right?"
"Yeah, I know. And trust me, I don't mind at all. Just prom is plenty for me," I said, smile on my face and dreams of Mrs. Carson in my head.
***
Prom was surprisingly fun.
Mackenzie was a jaw-dropper, flaunting a red strapless gown that fit so perfectly, it seemed poured onto her frame. Drew couldn't keep his eyes--or his hands--off of her. And based on how Mackenzie welcomed his touch... his dream of getting into her pants seemed to be manifesting.
By comparison, Melia was downright tame, although her body-hugging green dress was an eye magnet in its own right. Sure, she wasn't dripping sexiness like Mackenzie was, but I found her the more attractive of the pair anyway. Mackenzie had no mystery. But Melia? There was something about her I couldn't place, and it captivated me. If my mind wasn't already occupied by Mrs. Carson, it's likely Melia would have filled it instead.
The four of us danced, laughed, and partied until our allotted time had ended. As Melia had warned, her parents arrived on cue to whisk her back to the safety of her house. With a hug, I wished her goodnight and thanked her for being my date. Drew and Mackenzie climbed into Drew's car, bound for a secret place--Drew shooting me a grin and a thumbs-up as he drove away.
Now alone, I went to my own car, firing off one last text.
Prom's done. I'm coming over.
The response came before I'd even pulled out of my parking spot.
I'll be here.
***
As I walked the hotel hallway to where Mrs. Carson awaited, my sense of déjà vu became so heavy that the air itself was thick with it. It seemed only yesterday that Mrs. Hartsell had invited me to spend the night with her in a hotel much like this one. And now Mrs. Carson was doing the same? Two of the hottest MILFs I'd ever met, and both ended with hotel hookups. My seduction had gone better than I'd hoped for, even in my wildest fantasies.
I arrived at the arranged room and knocked. A moment later, the door opened... and there she was.
Mrs. Carson was wearing a black dress; relatively tight, but surprisingly conservative otherwise. The tiniest tease of her boobs was visible at the top but most of her legs were hidden by the dress's length. Her outfit seemed more appropriate for a school meeting than a sexy getaway. But then I noticed: the dress had a surprise. Just above Mrs. Carson's hips, twin gaps opened on either side that extended up to her chest, revealing a glimpse of her torso underneath. Small spaghetti straps crisscrossed the gaps, but rather than hide Mrs. Carson's curves, the straps emphasized them. It was all I could do to keep from tracing between the straps with my fingers.
"You like my dress?"
I nodded, wide-eyed and speechless.
Mrs. Carson laughed. "Well, c'mon in, Luke. Don't stand in the hallway like an idiot."
I did so, closing the door behind me.
"So, how was prom?" Mrs. Carson asked, her brown eyes twinkling with innocent curiosity.
If we had been at Drew's house, I wouldn't have given her question a second thought; just a mom making conversation with her son's friend.
But we weren't at the family home. We were in a hotel. That Mrs. Carson had reserved for just us. With her promised after-prom experience awaiting.
The casual question sent my blood racing.
"It was fun. I guess," I said, my anticipation rising too quickly for me to say more.
"You guess?" Mrs. Carson teased. "What, did you not have fun with your date?"
She placed a hand on her hip and shifted her weight to one side, the gap on the side of her dress pulling taut against her skin. She seemed oblivious to the effect the move had on me.
"I mean, yeah, Melia was fine," I said, my eyes fixated on Mrs. Carson's exposed side-torso. "But she's not you."
"Oh, don't sound so disappointed, Luke," Mrs. Carson said. "I'm sure you had a great time. Did you two dance?"
"Yeah, we danced," I agreed, my eyes sliding down Mrs. Carson's body towards the curve of her hip.
Mrs. Carson smiled. "Why don't you show me how you danced?"
Taking a moment to start playing music from her phone, Mrs. Carson extended her arms towards me, beckoning me closer.
In a daze, I went. Before I knew what was happening, Mrs. Carson had drawn me into a slow-dance position; her arms around my shoulders, our bodies barely separate.
"Don't be shy, Luke," Mrs. Carson laughed gently. "Put your hands on my hips."
Feeling exceptionally dumb, I did so, putting them directly over her dress's side gaps. I shivered slightly as my fingers brushed her exposed skin.
"There we go," Mrs. Carson encouraged. "Now, dance with me."
As the room became filled with the rhythm of a slow, romantic song, we spun together. I did my best to lead, Mrs. Carson dutifully following along.
I couldn't stop staring at Mrs. Carson as we moved. Her brown eyes pulled me in, a gentle but relentless current that I was unable to resist. An amused smile broke across her face, but then she turned away, resting her head gently against my shoulder.
We spun on.
When the song ended, Mrs. Carson raised her head again. Our eyes locked, and then my lips were against hers, all rational thoughts driven from my mind.
Mrs. Carson pressed back briefly, but as I intensified our kiss, she broke away.
"Don't rush it, Luke. We have all night," she whispered gently into my ear. And then she stepped out of my embrace.
My body was on fire. "Mrs. Carson, I can't wait all night."
Mrs. Carson laughed. "I hear you, Luke. Just try and enjoy things as they come. You'll have more fun that way, I promise."
I shook my head skeptically, but Mrs. Carson continued. "Look, now that we've had a nice dance, I'm feeling a bit restricted by this dress. I know it's a big ask, but would you mind helping me out of it? My skin needs to breathe."
I knew Mrs. Carson was just playing with me now, but I didn't mind. Wordlessly, I moved behind her, already reaching for the zipper at her back. With shaking hands, I guided it down, the teeth separating silently.
"Thanks, Luke," Mrs. Carson said, turning around to face me. "You're so helpful."
Without breaking eye contact, Mrs. Carson then reached up for the straps on her shoulders, sliding them off one at a time... then she pulled the upper half of her dress off entirely. As it slid off her arms, Mrs. Carson's chest came into view.
Her respectable tits were more impressive than normal, pushed up by a decorative black bra to even greater prominence. Mrs. Carson smiled as she watched my awestruck expression, but she wasn't done. Reaching behind herself, she tugged downward on the dress some more... with a couple hip wiggles, she guided the dress over her ass, where it at last slid off entirely... ending its journey as a crumpled mess around her feet.
As my eyes swept over Mrs. Carson's newly exposed body, I realized her panties weren't solid like her bra... but rather sheer black mesh.
I could just make out her pussy underneath.
"Holy shit," I breathed.
"Ah, that's much better," Mrs. Carson sighed dramatically. After gently draping her discarded dress over a nearby chair, she stretched into the air, the move causing her boobs to dangle tantalizingly. As she finished reaching, she looked back at me as if just remembering I was there.
"Well, Luke, I don't know about you, but I'm feeling kind of worn out from the evening. You want to lay down in bed with me? Maybe put something on the TV?"
"Mrs. Carson, I've never wanted to do anything more in my life."
Mrs. Carson laughed. "Well, get undressed then. You wouldn't want to wrinkle that tux, would you?"
I didn't need to be told twice. In a blink of an eye, I'd stripped down to my underwear, joining Mrs. Carson underneath the covers. My heart was pounding.
But Mrs. Carson seemed unhurried. As she settled in, she reached for the remote, turning on the TV. She seemed to pick a channel at random.
"This look good to you?" she asked, turning towards me.
I glanced at the TV. It was a history documentary of some kind.
"Um? It looks great?"
"Good answer. We won't be watching it anyway," Mrs. Carson grinned.
With that, she rolled towards me, placing her hand gently onto my bare chest. For a moment, she stared at me, playful smile lighting up her face. Then she turned serious, a whispered suggestion escaping her mouth.
"I think you should kiss me now."
With those words, Mrs. Carson broke me.
The next moment, my face was on hers, mouth gasping hungrily as if she was oxygen itself. Mrs. Carson matched my intensity, moving her hand behind my head and pulling me deeply against her. My pleasure and excitement spiked so intensely, my heart felt on the verge of stopping mid-beat.
I groaned involuntarily. But this just spurned Mrs. Carson on further; she flipped on top of me, pressing her body down over mine. And still, our kisses continued.
My hands were as overwhelmed as my brain; I needed the entirety of Mrs. Carson's body... all at once. I needed the fine strands of her hair as they slid between my fingers. I needed the swell of her breasts, fondled gently in my palms. I needed the curve of her waist, caressed by my touch. I needed the fullness of her ass, squeezed until my brain could finally register its perfection.
Unable to choose which to settle on, I sampled them all.
While I did my best to experience all of Mrs. Carson's body simultaneously, she focused her attentions on me more narrowly. She swirled her tongue in my mouth, teasing my own until it returned her vigor. But while doing this, she began to grind her hips onto mine, the thin fabric of our underwear doing little to dampen the pleasured friction of the motion.
I felt wetness saturate the cloth containing my cock--by then, it was swollen with rigidity that seemed hard enough to cut diamond.
Involuntarily, I began to thrust back against Mrs. Carson, too focused on her body to notice what mine was doing in return.
While I was busy kneading Mrs. Carson's ass like my life depended on it, she suddenly leaned upright, reaching behind her back. With a deft move, she unsnapped her bra, sliding it off her arms then tossing it off the bed, all the while continuing to grind on me.
I stared up at her newly-exposed breasts as they swayed in the air, utterly hypnotized. Without conscious thought, my hands left Mrs. Carson's ass, moving to her front, where I took one of her boobs in each hand, savoring their weight.
As I began fondling Mrs. Carson's chest, she lowered her hands down to my hips, lifting up just enough to slip the upper part of my underwear over my cock. Even though my body prevented her from sliding the underwear down further, she'd done enough: my cockhead now pressed against her pussy... separated only by the thin fabric of her panties.
I barely noticed what was going on at my hips, though--I'd already moved on to guiding Mrs. Carson's tits to my mouth, where I began to suck on her nipples, one after the other... taking their swollen stiffness between my lips and teasing them my tongue.
It was only after Mrs. Carson gently pushed the bottom of her panties to the side, letting her pussy settle over my cock, that my attention was diverted. I had just a moment to realize my cock was pressing against her entrance, and then Mrs. Carson took me inside... slowly impaling herself on my cock until she'd taken me in entirely.
I almost came right there.
Mrs. Carson's pussy felt better than ever. She fit me perfectly--her soft warmth cradling my cock as if made for it.
Overwhelmed by pleasure, I released Mrs. Carson's boobs, head collapsing back against my pillow.
"Oh my god," I gasped.
"Mmmm," Mrs. Carson murmured in agreement. She stared down at me, biting her bottom lip.
"You feel so good," I said. "You really are the World's Sexiest Mom."
Mrs. Carson smiled slyly. "You haven't seen anything yet."
With that, Mrs. Carson adjusted herself, bringing her arms and legs into a better position. Then, properly braced, she began to ride me.
She moved slow at first, slipping herself unhurriedly off my cock before sinking gently back along my shaft. The deliberate precision of her movement drove me wild... each pulse of her body brought new waves of pleasure, but they were coming too slow. I needed more.
Mrs. Carson sensed my rapid unraveling.
"What's the matter, Luke? Is this too much for you?"
Her voice was weighted with faux concern, but Mrs. Carson didn't stop riding me. Instead, she increased her pace.
"Mrs. Carson... I'm not gonna last...," I wheezed.
But my warning went unheeded. Mrs. Carson kept sliding herself onto me, each bounce pushing my pleasure to greater heights. And just when I thought I couldn't take any more, I looked up to find Mrs. Carson staring at me, her eyes twinkling with lustful amusement.
She was doing this on purpose.
Unfortunately, that realization was the last straw. My body gave way.
"Oh fuckkkkk...." I groaned, and then I was gone.
My body went rigid as I pulled Mrs. Carson against me, thrusting as deep into her pussy as the angle allowed. My cock released, pumping her womb with wave after wave of my cum. My orgasm seemed endless... I spent an eternity releasing myself into the ultra-MILF.
When I came back to myself, Mrs. Carson had pulled out of my grasp and was quietly rocking herself over my hips... one last tease for my rapidly-deflating cock.
"Wow, Mrs. Carson..." I stammered, my brain trying to restart itself. "Just.. wow."
Mrs. Carson didn't respond, just continued staring down at me with her bemused grin... her hips still grinding playfully against mine.
"Did you...?" I asked.
"No, but trust me, I still had plenty of fun," Mrs. Carson said, swinging herself off me at last.
As she moved, my cock slid from her pussy, splatting against my body. It had been utterly saturated by our union.
"Stay there, Luke. I'll grab you a towel. Then we'll get everything cleaned up."
I complied. I barely felt like moving anyway. My entire body felt winded.
Mrs. Carson had drained me in more ways than one.
***
I wasn't sure what I expected to happen after Mrs. Carson and I finished fucking. Sure, I'd spent the night with Mrs. Hartsell, but did Mrs. Carson want me to leave after we'd finished? We'd never talked about it.
And so, as we cleaned ourselves, I asked: "Do I need to go home now?"
Mrs. Carson had turned to face me, eyebrow raised. "Do you want to go home?"
It was the last thing I wanted, and I said as much.
Mrs. Carson laughed.
"Seems like that's settled then. I told you I'd give you the full after-prom experience, Luke, and I meant it. Speaking of which... would you like to shower off with me?"
I very much did.
***
Unlike our first shower-experience at her house, Mrs. Carson and I didn't fool around this time. No handjobs under the pouring water. No blowjobs in the steamy air. But I was far from disappointed. Being so fresh off my orgasm, I was able to experience Mrs. Carson's body in a new light. I could appreciate her curves on my own time, without being rushed by my rising lust.


Mrs. Carson let me soap her body head-to-toe, watching me with amused silence as I ran my hands over her--in some places with triple thoroughness. She rinsed off, then repaid the favor... rubbing her own soaped-hands over my body, paying special focus to my shoulders and abs.
But even after I rinsed, Mrs. Carson wasn't done.
"Spin around. I'll get your shampoo too."
That seemed unnecessary, but once Mrs. Carson started working the shampoo into my hair, I quickly reconsidered. Her fingers worked slowly and deliberately, tracing along my scalp with the tips of her nails. It was such a simple thing, but the sensation sent chills up my spine.
After much too short of a time, Mrs. Carson announced, "Okay, I think we're done. Get me next?"
I missed Mrs. Carson's touch immediately, but I did as she asked. We swapped places, and after she wetted her hair, I repaid the favor. Mrs. Carson melted against me, her breasts pressing satisfyingly against my chest... I enjoyed the feeling so much, I kept working my hands through Mrs. Carson's hair much longer than she had with me. Eventually, Mrs. Carson herself had to break away and wash the shampoo off.
We wrapped up the shower, then toweled off. Brushed our teeth. Went through our wind-down routines.
"What now?" I asked, after we finished.
"Well, Luke... now we go to bed."
I didn't know what I expected, but this seemed... disappointing.
Mrs. Carson noted my deflated expression.
"Don't look so glum, Luke. I just said we go to bed. I didn't say we sleep."
That perked me up.
***
By the time we crawled underneath the covers, turning off all the lights aside from the one next to the bed, I'd found a second wind. Mrs. Carson and I both had gone commando for the night, and as I scooted over next to her, pressing my body against hers, my cock twitched with life.
"That didn't take long," Mrs. Carson mused, feeling my renewed hardness against her skin.
"I mean, you are the World's Sexiest Mom..." I pointed out.
Mrs. Carson chuckled, before turning serious. "Well, I'm flattered, but I feel like I still haven't earned that title yet. But maybe we could change that."
My blood raced. What was Mrs. Carson suggesting?
"How?"
Mrs. Carson smiled. "For the rest of the night, we can do whatever you want. You pick the positions, the dynamic, the pace... it's all yours to choose. You tell me what you want, and I'll make it happen, no questions asked. Since this is our last night together, you better get everything out of your system. Make it everything you ever dreamed."
I ignored the 'last night' portion of Mrs. Carson's comment, choosing to focus on the rest.
"Whatever I want?"
"Whatever you want." Mrs. Carson confirmed.
My mind raced with possibilities. There was so much I wanted to do... how could I possibly choose where to start?
Mrs. Carson sensed my dilemma.
"Here, let me help you out," she said, her smile widening. "What would you regret not doing the most?"
"Doggystyle," I replied without hesitation.
Mrs. Carson laughed. "Such a guy. Okay, then, Luke. Get me warmed up, and we'll make it happen."
Then, as a seemingly random afterthought, she added, "want me to add some dirty talk too?"
"Oh my god," I said, even the thought of my best friend's mom talking dirty to me too much for me to handle.
"I'll take that as a yes," Mrs. Carson said with bemusement.
"Yes. Very much so, yes," I confirmed.
"Well, okay then big boy... why don't you show me everything you want to do?"
***
Mrs. Carson and I spent the next hour fucking. My earlier finish proved a blessing in disguise, because I was able to last much longer for our second round.
As promised, Mrs. Carson deferred completely to my desires... letting me take her every way I wanted. After mutual handjobs, I kicked things off with my sought-after doggystyle... me pounding into Mrs. Carson from behind... her ass bouncing hypnotically with every thrust... my hands moving from grabbing her tits to taking her long hair into a fist to gripping her ass for even better leverage.
Meanwhile, Mrs. Carson fulfilled her tease... talking increasingly dirty to me, saying things that no mom should ever say... much less to her son's best friend: "your cock feels sooo good inside me"; "harder, Luke, give it to me"; "ooooh, right there".
And then, Mrs. Carson turned her head to look back at me, offering the line that almost finished me off: "you like me being your little slut, Luke?"
Upon hearing that, I tore myself out of Mrs. Carson immediately. The alternative would have been a second premature finish.
Mrs. Carson seemed disappointed by my withdrawal. But I wasn't done... just needed a break. I flipped onto my back and slid my face under Mrs. Carson's hips. Pulling her pussy down towards me, my mouth picked up where my cock had left off.
She quickly got the idea, adjusting to give me even better access. A few minutes later, she was orgasming on my face.
Mrs. Carson had taught me well.
We went through several other positions after that. Missionary. Spooning. Prone bone. A few that I didn't know the names of.
Interrupting our rhythm to change positions was annoying... but I wanted to make the most of our last time together. Mrs. Carson went along with me, never once complaining when I switched things up. On the contrary, her enthusiasm maintained its fullness... as did her dirty talk.
But at last... my body had had enough. It was time to end it.
We re-entered missionary once more. Mrs. Carson seemed to sense that this would be our final position, and she gave herself over entirely... using her remaining endurance to assist my thrusts with her legs.
I'll never forget those last moments. I stared down into Mrs. Carson's brown eyes... her black hair by then a giant mess... her face mature and aged to perfection, yet utterly consumed with hunger for me, the teenaged best friend of her son... my cock steadily pounding into her pussy as her own hand worked her clit... her legs gripped tightly around my hips, using me for her own pleasure as much as I used her... then her whispered "Luke, I'm gonna cum..." followed by her whole-body stiffening...
The moment Mrs. Carson's eyes rolled back, I lost myself as well. One final thrust, and I was swept away... plunging along the same rapids that had taken Mrs. Carson. For several seconds, we were under... until the raging current was finally spent.
We came to, gasping for air.
Mrs. Carson stared up at me and did the last thing I expected.
She giggled.
"I haven't felt that young in years."
I tried to smile back, but I lacked the energy for even that, my grin more of a grimace. I pulled away from Mrs. Carson, the weight of impending sleep pressing down on me.
"So, Luke, did you do everything you wanted?" Mrs. Carson asked as she folded her legs together and sat upright.
I nodded. "I'm gonna go to the bathroom, then pass out. You wore me out, Mrs. Carson."
"Guess I still got it," she said, tossing her hair back over her shoulder. "Go take care of yourself, Luke. Then we'll get some sleep."
I did just that.
***
I slept deep that night, my exhausted body falling into a near-coma after its exertions. When I awoke, bright sunlight was already fighting its away around our blackout curtains. Mrs. Carson was draped over my body, her head on my chest.
She sensed me stir, turning to look at me.
"Sleep well, Luke?"
I nodded.
"Your prom experience everything you wanted?"
I nodded again. "And more."
Mrs. Carson laughed. "Good."
We lay there for a few minutes, silent.
"I don't want to leave," I whispered.
Mrs. Carson rolled over, looking at me again.
"I know, Luke," she frowned.
I reached for her head, letting my fingers parse through her hair.
"We could keep doing this."
Mrs. Carson sat up, pulling out of my grasp.
"Let's get dressed, Luke. Get some breakfast. I'm hungry."
And then, she climbed out of the bed entirely.
***
We ate in the hotel dining area, plates loaded full of the continental breakfast's offerings. Eggs, bacon, toast, muffins. It was a genuine feast.
Unfortunately, it also marked the end of my time with Mrs. Carson.
We didn't talk much about our hookups... either from the previous night or the times before that. Whenever I tried to steer the conversation to us continuing our connection, Mrs. Carson deftly turned it away again.
Eventually, I gave up. I knew this was coming... but it didn't make it easier. Mrs. Carson had become one of the brightest spots of my year. With her fading back from MILF to Drew's mom, I wasn't sure what I would do with myself.
I held out hope for one final hookup that morning, but it wasn't to be. Once we returned to the room, I tried to reach for Mrs. Carson, but she gently held me at bay.
"Luke, you should get back home."
"What about you?" I asked, realizing Mrs. Carson never did tell me how she managed to escape her family.
"I'm off to go visit Lori... er, Mrs. Hartsell. She says 'hi', by the way," Mrs. Carson said, twinkle in her eyes.
Mrs. Hartsell... did she know...?
But I didn't get the chance to inquire further, as Mrs. Carson leaned in and planted a long soft kiss on my lips. Once she broke away, my train of thought had been hopelessly derailed.
"Goodbye, Luke. Get your stuff. I'll see you at home."
And that was our end.
***
If I'd died on prom night, I would have died happy. But I didn't, and life rolled on.
A few weeks later, I graduated. Mrs. Carson was there, along with the rest of her family, celebrating Drew and me. My own parents were God-knew-where, but I didn't mind. The people that mattered were present.
Unfortunately, graduation meant that I had to move back out of the Carsons' house, per Mr. Carson's stipulation. It was tough--I'd become used to living in a nice house where electricity was always a given. Not to mention regular contact with my best friend and his dream-MILF mom.
Because college housing wasn't available until I started in the fall, my only real alternative was to move back in with my parents. Not ideal, but I'd done it for eighteen years. I could handle a few more months.
The bigger blow was that Drew had a pre-college program he was attending in another city. A couple weeks after graduation, he left, depriving me not only of his presence, but also my excuse to visit the Carsons. I still swung by a couple times --for one made-up reason or another--but the visits weren't especially exciting. For the most part, Mrs. Carson treated me just like she had before our hookups: I was nothing more than her son's friend. But in the rare moments nobody else was looking, Mrs. Carson would offer a knowing smile.
But the summer did bring an unexpected surprise: I kept seeing Melia. She texted me soon after prom, thanking me again for taking her out, and then not pressuring her to stay after. She wanted to treat me to ice cream as a show of thanks. I was surprised at first but ultimately accepted the offer. What did I have to lose?
I enjoyed Melia's company a lot more than I'd expected... and asked her to hang out again the following weekend.
By summer, we were going steady.
It turned out Mrs. Carson was right: I had underestimated Melia.
I still think about Mrs. Carson from time to time, occasionally masturbating to memories of her MILF-body bouncing underneath mine. Even though our time together was over, I'd done everything I'd ever fantasized about, and more. Younger me would have been proud.
And if that wasn't good enough, I'd gotten a girlfriend out of it too.
Who knew fucking your best friend's mom was the key to happiness?
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I never planned for any of this to happen. Some might call it a twist of cruel fate, but I think the answer is much closer to home: there's something broken in me.
I'd been given plenty of warnings, even from the very beginning, but I overlooked them all. Every chance I was given, I refused to take. What else could explain it other than brokenness?
For most of my life, my brokenness wasn't immediately clear. I'd led a happy life, met a wonderful woman, even married her. We built a life together, and although looking back, I only see foreshadowing of the tragedy to come, at the time I believed I was happy.
I don't know how my life would have turned out if Nathan hadn't come back into it. Would I have broken another way, another time? I used to think I wouldn't have broken at all, but now I'm not so sure.
But enough self-pity. Here's what happened:
Nathan Moore was my best friend from high school. He was a ladies' man even before he was truly a man, constantly flirting and making new conquests among our female classmates, yet rarely with a steady girlfriend. I couldn't have been more different: I was awkward and nerdy; book-smart but lacking in self-confidence. The two of us had almost nothing in common.
I'm still not sure why Nathan took me under his wing. Maybe he pitied me. Maybe he'd alienated the other popular guys with his relentless womanizing, and I was one of the few boys left that didn't feel threatened by him. Or maybe Nathan had a more selfish aim--using me to soften his own image, like a man adopting a puppy to attract chicks.
Regardless of his initial reasons, by the time we graduated, Nathan and I had become best friends. We spent many weekends at each other's houses, and even when he invited girls over (during one of his parents' frequent absences) he allowed me to stay, playing video games in the other room while he added another notch to his bedpost.
We went our separate ways after high school, keeping in touch at first but eventually drifting apart. Yet even then, Nathan's influence continued in my life: from the years I spent under his guidance, I'd managed to gain at least a veneer of confidence... which is how I landed a woman well out of my league in college.
Abby was my dream woman. She was very pretty, with blond hair and bright blue eyes, a heartwarming smile, and a welcoming demeanor that was simultaneously friendly and sexy. Her body was amazing too--she was petite with smaller breasts, but had curvy hips that didn't seem to fit the rest of her frame. As objectively mismatched as Abby's wide hips and slimmer legs were, though, it gave her the hottest thigh gap I'd ever seen. Generally, I prefer thick thighs on my women, but Abby's thigh gap was too perfect to lament. I couldn't stop imagining pushing myself into it... and eventually, I did.
Against the odds, I managed to secure a date with Abby. Then a second. And a third. Next thing I knew, we were dating regularly. By the time we graduated college, we were engaged.
We found a house just outside the city limits and moved in together. The next six years were some of the happiest of my life--even if it proved to be false happiness in the end. I lucked into an incredibly well-paying job, joining a startup business venture just before it took off. Abby kept working, but with my new means, we quickly decided that when the time came to have kids, it made the most sense to have her transition to be a stay-at-home mom. Just after Abby turned 27, we decided it was time to grow our family, and Abby stopped taking her birth control.
Our sex life was adequate, nothing exceptional. I liked sex just fine, but it was never a priority for me. Despite the confidence I'd gained in other areas of my life, sex remained a continuous source of uncertainty. Even with a woman as hot and loving as Abby, I felt that sex with me was a chore, not something to seek. Abby, of course, did her best to assuage my doubts, saying she enjoyed sex with me just fine, but this only worsened my insecurity. 'To damn with faint praise', and all that.
It was around this time that Nathan reached out to me. We hadn't spoken in years by this point, but when I got his 'hey, man! What's up?' text, I responded immediately. We caught up for a bit--I told Nathan about my fancy new job, nice house, and hot wife--before Nathan hit me with the text that changed everything.
"Sound great, man! Super jealous. But hey--you cool if I crash with you for a bit? I'm between apartments, and you're not far from me."
If I'd been single, I would have agreed in a heartbeat. I knew a lot of my current success was due to Nathan and how he'd molded me during my developmental years. Now I had a chance to repay the favor. But I didn't want to impose on Abby.
I texted back: "That's probably fine, but let me clear it with the wife first."
Abby was surprisingly okay with the arrangement, especially after I explained that I credited Nathan with gaining the courage to ask her out in the first place. "Yeah, Joey, that's fine if he stays with us until his new apartment opens up. We'll just let him stay in the guest bed. I know you want to help out your best friend."
Not long after, Nathan arrived at my house.
He didn't bring much in the way of possessions, just a laptop and a duffel bag stuffed with clothes and other essentials. The rest of his stuff was in storage, he explained, while he waited for his new apartment to be available.
I invited Nathan inside; it was then that he met Abby for the first time. They exchanged introductions, and true to form, Nathan was unable to resist his flirtatious nature.
"Damn, Joseph! You told me your wife was hot, but you didn't tell me she was this hot! Good job, man! I didn't think you had it in you!" Nathan said, patting me approvingly on my back.
Abby blushed, momentarily thrown off-guard by Nathan's forwardness, but she recovered well. "I've still got that post-marriage glow, being married to a wonderful man like Joey."
"Joey, eh?" Nathan said, looking at me with curious amusement. "You really have changed, huh, Joseph?"
I shrugged, flattered by Nathan's approval. "Guess we've all grown since high school."
"Yeah, maybe so. Maybe so," Nathan said, a thoughtful look in his eye. But then it was gone. "So, don't let me keep us standing here awkwardly. Where should I put my stuff down?"
"Here, let me show you the guest room," I said, leading Nathan up the stairs, Abby following behind.
As we walked, Nathan whistled approvingly at the house. "Nice big house too, man. You weren't lying about your fancy job. You must be making the big bucks."
"Yeah, I do all right," I said, trying to be modest.
"What do you do, Nathan?" Abby asked politely.
"A bit of everything really," Nathan shrugged. "Right now, I'm working with a company that services medical equipment for hospitals and doctor's offices. It pays well enough, but not as much as whatever the hell Joseph is doing."
"Oh, you left that HVAC company behind?" I asked, surprised.
"Yeah, I did," Nathan responded with a sad shake of his head. "Turns out they weren't very good people to work with."
"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," Abby said, sincere concern on her face as we stopped in front of the guest room.
"It worked out for the best," Nathan shrugged. "Because it eventually led me here, back to my best friend and his gorgeous lady. Is this my room then?"
"Yep, this is it, dude!" I said, pushing the door open for him. "Make yourself at home."
"Thanks, man. I will." Nathan grinned.
***
"He's very flirty," Abby observed.
It was nighttime by then, my wife and I relaxing in our king-sized bed as we unwound from the day.
"Yeah, he's been that way as long as I've known him. Don't read too much into it though, that's just how Nathan is. I don't think he could stop being flirty, even with a gun to his head," I explained.
"Just so long as he remembers whose woman I am, I guess I can put up with it," Abby said, kissing me on the cheek.
"I think that ring on your finger is a pretty good indicator," I teased back. It was a smaller ring, purchased back when I was still a student; its sentimental value greatly exceeded its financial worth. I hadn't told Abby yet, but I'd been saving up to buy her a newer, larger ring now that we could afford it.
"That's a fair point," Abby agreed. "But you know what else would make it clear whose woman I am?"
"What?" I asked.
"A baby," Abby said, giving me a playfully seductive look.
I turned my full attention towards her. "Well, let's see if we can make that happen."
As we made love, I forgot entirely about the extra guest in our house.
But he hadn't forgotten us.
***
"Sounded like you had fun last night," Nathan teased, pouring himself some coffee.
"What?" I asked, confused by Nathan's words.
"You and that hot wife of yours. The whole house was shaking it seemed like," Nathan explained, his eyes glinting mischievously.
I felt my cheeks burn. "Oh yeah. Shit, my bad dude. I didn't mean to disturb you. I kinda forgot you were here."
"No worries, man," Nathan said evenly. "Is she as good in bed as she sounded?"
"She's pretty good," I agreed, slightly uncomfortable to be discussing my wife so crudely, but Nathan being blunt about sex was nothing new. Lord knew I'd heard plenty about his earlier conquests.
"How does she like it? Is she a love-making woman or someone who likes it a bit rough? Lady-on-the-streets-but-freak-in-the-sheets kinda thing?" Nathan pressed, grinning impishly.
I considered. "I don't think Abby's into roughness much. But when she gets going, she definitely gets going. Although I guess you heard that for yourself."
"Yeah, I sure did," Nathan agreed. "Hey, I don't suppose you have any pictures of her you'd like to share with me, do you?"
"Jesus, man," I said laughing. "That's my wife you're talking about. Even if I did have pictures like that, they're my-eyes-only."
Nathan stared at me silently for a bit, then winked. "I got you, dude. You really thought I was serious."
"You asshole," I said, flipping Nathan the bird right as Abby joined us in the kitchen.
"What are you guys talking about so bright and early?" she asked cheerfully.
"Photography," Nathan replied instantly.
***
Nathan spent the next week with us, even as Abby and I continued our usual routine of work and relaxing at home. As far as I could tell, Nathan didn't leave the house at all during that time, which struck me as odd, but I didn't understand how his job worked either. Parts of it seemed to be on-demand, and I wondered if it was partly remote too. That would explain the laptop.
As predicted, Nathan's flirting with Abby didn't stop. If anything, it seemed to increase the longer that he was around her. I could tell it made Abby uncomfortable, but Nathan never crossed any serious lines. Still, Abby did ask me if I could have Nathan at least tone it down. I promised to try but admitted I didn't have high expectations for success. Abby looked slightly annoyed by my response, pointing out simply that we were the ones doing him a favor.
The second week, things escalated further.
"Joey, you have to talk with Nathan," Abby said, closing our bedroom door behind her, newly acquired drinking glass in-hand.
"About what?" I said from the bed, setting my book down.
"I just went to get some water, and Nathan was down in the kitchen in nothing but a towel," Abby explained.
"Well, we did tell him to make himself at home," I shrugged.
"Yeah, but he's still our guest. He should understand that he can't prance around our house half-naked like that. Especially not with me around. And that's not the worst of it. Once he saw me in the kitchen too, he brushed against part of his towel, causing it to unravel. I didn't see anything I shouldn't have, and Nathan claimed it was an accident, but I don't think it was."
"What are you saying?" I said, somewhat defensively.
Abby sighed. "Nothing. I just want you to talk to Nathan and ask him to stay decent around the house."
"I mean I can, but if anything, he's probably more embarrassed than you."
***
"Sorry man, I'm so embarrassed," Nathan apologized. "I can never get those stupid towels to stay on right. They always come undone at the worst time."
"Hey, it's fine dude. Just... do me a favor and keep yourself presentable? At least when Abby's home. I know you're just used to the single-life and didn't mean anything by it, but it would save me a lot of headache."
"Yeah, sure man. Not a problem," Nathan agreed. "Your house, your rules."
***
One week of Nathan staying with us turned into two. I still hadn't seen him go to work, but he did help out around the house, doing small chores like taking out the trash and vacuuming the floors. I enjoyed hanging out with him when I was off, and I found myself reliving our old high school days... just now with Abby too.
Despite my efforts, Abby's discomfort around Nathan persisted. There were no more towel incidents, but the flirting continued unabated. And Nathan began to get touchy with Abby... nothing inappropriate, but brushes across the arm, a quick hand-to-hand grasp, casual touches on her shoulder... that sort of thing.
Abby again had asked me to intervene, but I equivocated, explaining that it wasn't fair to ask Nathan to change his entire personality just for our temporary comfort. This truly made Abby mad, and we fought. Abby threatened to kick Nathan out herself if he didn't straighten up... and then she wondered... how much longer before his apartment was ready anyway?
When I asked Nathan about that later, he turned sheepish. "Hey, man. I didn't want to say anything, because I've burdened you enough as it is. But I was recently let go by the medical company, so my apartment complex deferred my application until I can show proof of employment. I know it's a lot to ask, but can I keep crashing here until I get that straightened out?"
"Of course," I'd responded immediately. "You're my best friend."
"Thanks. And don't tell Abby yet. I don't think she likes me very much right now."
"I won't," I reassured him. "Your secret is safe with me."
***
By the end of the first month of Nathan living with us, Abby was at her wit's end. She seemed to think I was prioritizing this random guy over her, becoming increasingly resentful over my good deed. But Nathan wasn't just some random guy, he was my best friend--and besides, like I'd explained to her before, without him, I wouldn't have had the confidence to ask her out in the first place. In a way, he was half the reason we ended up married at all. I wanted the house back to ourselves, too, but I wasn't going to leave Nathan out in the cold either.
That was the atmosphere in the house when the first major incident occurred.
It was late Saturday night. The three of us were watching TV downstairs, relaxing and drinking ourselves into a healthy stupor. The alcohol did its work, leaving us all happily buzzed; Abby even seemed to temporarily forget her dislike of Nathan, laughing along with several of his jokes. Inhibitions were down; for now, there was peace.
But the moment didn't last. Eventually, Nathan announced he'd had enough fun and headed up to his room. Once he was gone, I felt my arousal, already simmered by the alcohol, begin to boil. Despite our fights, Abby and I were still trying for a baby... and so, I made my move.
I turned towards my wife, kissing her softly on the cheek... my intentions clear.
"Not here, Joey," Abby said, pushing me away slightly with a giggle. "What if Nathan comes back down?"
"He won't," I said reassuringly, returning to my kisses.
Abby froze, and for a second, I thought she'd deny me again, but instead she shook her head. "Fine. You know what? Fuck it. If you're so unconcerned about your best friend maybe walking in on us, Joey, then I don't care either. In fact, I hope he does. Maybe that way you'll finally understand how much you've let him get away with."
I grinned at her. "You're hot when you're mad."
"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself," Abby said, sounding annoyed, but eventually she met my kisses. Soon, we were making out heavily.
It wasn't long before our clothes were flying off, Abby's annoyance transforming into an intensity of desire I'd never seen from her before. By the time I'd pulled myself on top of her, both of us now fully naked, she was already grabbing for my cock, trying to force it inside.
Only after I'd entered her did I realize that we were no longer alone.
Sure enough, as if manifested by Abby's words, Nathan stood at the bottom of the stairs, looking directly at us. Abby couldn't see him from beneath me, but he was directly in my view, dressed in pajama bottoms and nothing else. We made eye contact and Nathan grinned, making a 'shhh' gesture with his fingers and then pointing down at Abby. His message was clear: let me watch.
If I wasn't mid-fuck, I might have had the sense to shoo Nathan away. But in that moment, my only concern was getting off. So, I just gave a single nod to Nathan: okay.
Unfortunately, Abby noticed my signal. "What's wrong, Joey?" she asked, her voice a mix of lust and concern.
The words escaped me before I realized what I was saying. "Nathan's watching."
"What? What the fuck?" Abby said, straightening and attempting to turn, but with my weight on her, all she did was move her pussy satisfyingly along my cock.
"Shh, it's okay," I said. "He's already headed back upstairs."
That last sentence was a complete fib, and Nathan looked at me frowning, head cocked: 'I'm not going anywhere', his expression said.
Unwilling to break-off mid-sex to force the issue, I tried to forget about Nathan, returning my full attention back to Abby.
"Well, I told you this would happen," Abby said, sounding annoyed again. "You ready to admit I was right, yet?"
"Hey, it's fine. We're alone again," I lied. "Let's just keep going. We were on to something good."
To emphasize my point, I started to slide myself in and out of Abby again.
"Okay," Abby conceded. "But we're gonna talk about this later."
"That's fine," I agreed, but I would have agreed to anything at that point, as long as it allowed me to keep my cock moving.
We restarted our fuck, moving past the temporary interruption. I did my best to forget about Nathan, but I couldn't shake the weight of his gaze settling over me. After I'd been thrusting inside Abby for a minute or two, I risked a glance back up towards the stairs. As I'd suspected, Nathan was still there, staring boldly at us... but now his cock was out too. It towered stiffly out of his pajamas, his hand steadily stroking along its shaft.


I was so shocked that my thrusts came to an immediate standstill. My shock was partly due to Nathan's boldness, yes, but also because of the sheer size of his cock. I'd seen a glimpse or two of it back in the day, but I never realized just how large he was. Nathan wasn't a monster or anything, but he was certainly above average. No wonder his women seemed so satisfied.
"What's wrong now?" Abby asked, her annoyance plain after yet another interruption.
"Sorry... it's nothing," I tried to say, but Abby wasn't fooled.
"Nathan's still watching isn't he? Christ, Joey! What's wrong with you?" Abby said, her voice transitioning from annoyance to anger. "Have you been letting him watch this whole time?"
"I'm sorry!" I immediately apologized, but it was too late. Abby was furious.
"Nathan, I know you're back there," she yelled. "Why don't you come grab a chair in the living room with us? Get a front row seat to the show? Apparently, my husband has no problem with it."
My face burned. "Abby, I'm sorry. You've made your point. I fucked up. I get it."
"Really? I don't think you do. C'mon, Nathan. We're waiting."
I looked up at Nathan, eyes pleading for him to not add to my torment, but he simply shrugged. 'Sorry man, I'm not rocking the boat on this one', was his unspoken message.
"Coming," Nathan said obediently, not even bothering to tuck his cock back inside his pajamas first.
He strode over, cock swaying stiffly in the air like a python hanging off a branch. Obediently, he took his spot on a nearby chair, giving him an up-close view of Abby and me. Abby's eyes tracked Nathan as he approached, but if she was surprised by his visible erection, she didn't show it. Once he'd sat down, Abby returned her attention to me.
"This is what you wanted, right, Joey?" Abby said cheerfully, but with a razor-sharp tone underneath. "Well, don't just lay there. You wanted to give your friend a show. Here's your chance."
"Abby..." I started, but there was no soothing Abby's indignation at this point.
"Don't 'Abby' me," she said. "You started this. Keep going."
Under normal circumstances, Abby would never have allowed this to play out, but it seemed her annoyance and the alcohol in her blood had shifted her priorities. If letting Nathan watch meant that she'd finally get through to me, then so be it.
Not knowing what else to do, I gave in. Despite Nathan's uncomfortable proximity and Abby's contemptuous gaze, I restarted my thrusts. There was only one way out now, it seemed, and that was forward.
Unfortunately, my shame was too great, overriding even the pleasure of Abby's pussy. I felt myself begin to soften, and during one of my backwards thrusts, I slipped out entirely. Erection failing, I couldn't even make it back inside--my cock pressed against her opening, but it no longer had the strength to penetrate.
Abby knew immediately what had happened. "Oh, that's too bad, Joey. I guess maybe having your friend watch us be intimate wasn't a good idea after all. Too much pressure, huh?"
I'd never known Abby to be cruel, but I knew I'd deserved it. After all, she was right. I'd brought this on myself.
I shifted backwards, pulling away from Abby entirely, soaking in my failure.
"Hey, man," Nathan spoke at last. "Don't be too hard on yourself. Happens to the best of us."
"Don't encourage him," Abby said, turning her annoyed look on Nathan.
"I'm just saying he shouldn't give up yet. Just because Little Joseph has called it quits doesn't mean the night's over. I get you're trying to prove a point here, Abby, but why cut off your own fun? Just make Joseph use his hands instead. You still get off, and he's on the hook a bit longer."
Abby started to reply, no doubt to tell Nathan to get lost, but then she stopped, considering. "You know, Joey, your friend has a point. You're the one who pushed for this. Only seems fair that you finish what you started."
I looked back and forth between Abby's cold stare and Nathan's encouraging nod. It seemed my penance wasn't over yet. How the hell had I gotten myself here?
Reluctantly, I leaned forward again, placing my hand on Abby's pelvis and reorienting myself. I reached towards her pussy, slipping two fingers inside. Somehow, Abby seemed even wetter now than she did when we were mid-fuck. I began to finger my wife, doing my best to keep my rhythm steady, but my concentration kept faltering.
Part of it was Abby's hard stare, but the heavier blow came when I glanced up towards Nathan. In his eyes, there was lust, yes, but also pity. Pity for me and my awful performance. I felt more humiliated than I'd ever felt in my life.
It didn't help that Nathan had quietly pulled his pajama bottoms off entirely by this point, his rock-hard cock towering imposingly in the air as he stroked it. I'm not small, but compared to Nathan's impressive specimen, I felt woefully inadequate.
I tried to return my focus to fingering Abby, but it was a struggle.
After a minute or so of my mediocre fingering, Nathan spoke. "Joseph, man. Don't keep resetting your position. You're working against yourself."
I didn't reply, already aware of my shortcomings. I kept pushing through, hoping that I'd find my rhythm again, and then this nightmare would be over. But deep in my mind, I already knew there was no saving this. With a fresh swell of humiliation, I finally slipped my fingers out of Abby's pussy, giving up for good.
"Hey, that was a good try," Nathan said, his voice soft and encouraging. "You just needed a few changes, and you would have been golden. Here, let me show you. Switch places with me."
Nathan stood from the chair, and before I realized what I was doing, I took his spot, freeing up my former spot between my wife's legs.
But Nathan didn't move in right away. He looked down at my wife, his cock still very visibly erect. "Do you mind?" he asked politely.
Abby suddenly seemed off-balance. She'd been so focused on punishing me that she'd lost all concern about Nathan's presence. But now the dynamic was shifting--Nathan was no longer a passive agent.
Abby regarded Nathan for a moment before she spoke. "Nathan, you've been a nuisance almost from the moment you got here. Joey should have kicked you out weeks ago, just like he should have kicked you out as soon as he saw you watching us tonight. But he didn't."
She continued. "Now here you are, asking to touch me. And you know what, Nathan? I'm tempted to let you. My asshole husband certainly would deserve it. Unless maybe he wants to apologize for being a massive fuckup."
My temper flared at this. "I already apologized! Multiple times! What more do you want from me?"
"You say you're sorry, but what have you done to actually fix it? Maybe your apologies by themselves aren't worth as much as you think they are," Abby replied evenly.
I'm not proud of it, but my heart darkened completely in that moment. Abby had emasculated me utterly that night, and in front of my best friend too. Yeah, I had messed up, but now she'd gone too far.
"Go fuck yourself," I whispered.
Abby flinched as if she'd been slapped. I saw hurt in her eyes briefly, but then it was gone, replaced by cold steel. She turned to Nathan. "Well, you heard Joey. I guess this means it's your lucky day, Nathan. So go ahead. Touch me. If my husband doesn't want to be a husband, then he can see what the consequences are."
At last, I realized how far I'd pushed things with Abby. Not just tonight, but all last month. She wasn't just annoyed. She was furious. My constant dismissals had pushed her to her breaking point. And now I was facing the results.
For his part, Nathan seemed to miss the underlying tension behind Abby's words. He simply accepted Abby's permission with a casual shrug. But as he began to move towards her, Abby seemed to hesitate at last.
"Just to be clear, Nathan, keep it to hands-only. I'm proving a point to my husband, not cheating."
"Hands-only, got it," Nathan agreed, as he took his place on the couch.
"C'mon, Nathan. Don't do this," I pleaded, heart sinking. "That's my wife."
But Nathan was already moving, climbing between Abby's legs. His cock now hovered over Abby's pelvis, mere inches above her skin. He looked towards me. "Hey man, don't sound so hurt. I'm doing this for you. You guys will be square after this. No more fighting. Besides, you can use what I'm about to show you for years to come."
He continued, glancing down towards Abby. "Here, Joseph, watch what I do."
Nathan placed his hands on Abby's knees, adjusting himself briefly, before sliding both hands slowly upwards along the inside of Abby's thighs. Watching my best friend caress such an intimate part of my wife sent a cold wave across my body, leaving me frozen. Nathan's fingers slid steadily further and further up Abby's legs until they reached her thigh gap that I loved so much. Nathan paused here momentarily, rubbing circles in the slight divot of skin, as appreciative of Abby's unique leg/hip shape as I was.
But then Nathan kept going. His hands reached the top of Abby's legs, and without pausing, began to trace inwards, moving closer towards her center. The next moment, both his hands were pressing against Abby's most private area.
"Wow, Joseph, you definitely got her going. She's soaked! It's really too bad that you gave up when you did. I think you were close to finishing the job. I got it from here, though."
I'd been unable to tear my eyes away from Nathan's moves, but now I did, looking up at Abby. I expected her to be just as locked onto Nathan as I'd been, but she wasn't. She was staring dead at me, her seriousness plain; 'Do you understand yet?' her expression read.
I quickly returned my attention to Nathan, unable to bear Abby's stare. He was now spreading Abby's pussy lips with his fingers, exposing her clit to his eye. With a gentle move, he pressed a couple fingers against it and wiggled slightly.
"How's that feel, Abby?" he asked.
"Great," Abby said flatly, her eyes still boring into me.
"See, Joseph? Communication is everything. Don't be afraid to ask Abby what she likes. Even after years of marriage, you might learn something," Nathan explained, taking Abby's feedback at face value. "How many fingers do you want, Abby? One? Two?"
"Three," Abby said, still not sparing Nathan a glance.
"Three it is," Nathan agreed, holding his hand up for me to see his three upright fingers. Once he was satisfied I was watching, he then lowered his hand down to Abby's entrance. The next thing I knew, he'd slipped his fingers inside.
Another cold wave passed over my body. How the fuck had I gotten here? I hadn't even spoken to Nathan in years, and now here he was, knuckle-deep in my wife... and right in front of me! What the fuck was happening?
For Nathan's part, he didn't seem phased by the situation at all, treating it as completely natural to finish off my wife after I'd failed to do so.
My only comfort was that I knew that Nathan was himself nothing special--he was merely the tool Abby had weaponized against me.
That comfort seemed incredibly fragile, though, as Nathan began to finger fuck my wife in earnest.
Despite myself, I had to admit that Nathan's technique and coordination was impeccable. He hadn't exaggerated his skill at all. As if it were nothing, Nathan steadily rubbed Abby's clit with one hand while using the other to pleasure her pussy internally. It wasn't long before a moan escaped Abby's mouth, but when my eyes flickered to her, she was still staring at me. I felt a moment of small reassurance--Abby wasn't really enjoying Nathan's fingers... she was still trying to punish me.
Nathan had ignored Abby's unbroken focus on me thus far, but it soon became clear he wanted more than to serve as her weapon. After he'd fingered Abby for a few minutes, Nathan suddenly stopped, withdrawing his fingers from her now-soaked pussy. The hand on her clit, though, kept up its work: slow but steady.
"Here's another pointer for you, Joseph. I can see that your wife still isn't fully focused on what I'm doing to her, so it's time to step up my game. Normally, I'd replace my fingers with something a bit thicker... but Abby's asked for hands-only. I can respect that choice, but I think there might be room for compromise."
Nathan paused for effect. "Abby, I know you're wanting to avoid full intercourse, but what if I just used the tip of my penis? Enough to spice things up without going all the way."
If Nathan's intent was to steal Abby's attention from me, he succeeded.
"Just the tip? Really, Nathan? How dumb do you think I am?" she said, voice heavy with sarcasm.
I had to admit, it was a relief to hear Abby's anger directed at someone other than me, even if just for a moment.
"I'm not trying to pull a fast one on you, Abby. I mean it. Just the tip, nothing more. Swear on my life. And what better way to show Joseph just how far he's pushed you tonight? It's not sex, but close enough that I guarantee he'll be on his best behavior for the rest of your marriage."
I interjected, finding my voice once again. "What the fuck, Nathan? You can't really be serious right now. Fingering my wife in front of me isn't enough?" If I hadn't already been so defeated, I might have done more than complain. But in that moment, I felt too powerless to do anything more than offer a weak protest.
"Like I said, Joseph, this is for your own good. You'll thank me later. I haven't led you astray before, have I? Trust me on this," Nathan reassured.
I didn't respond, but that was an answer in and of itself.
Nathan turned back to Abby. He hadn't stopped caressing her clit this entire time. "Joseph's on board. What do you say, Abby?"
Abby looked from Nathan to me, then back to Nathan. "If my husband still doesn't care enough to stop you, then why the hell should I? And maybe you're right. Maybe this is just what Joey needs to get his act together. He told me to go fuck myself--so I will. And if I use your tip to do it, Nathan, that's on him. Just your tip, though. No more. Unlike my husband, I actually care about my marriage."
Nathan didn't hesitate. The hand he'd been using to finger Abby now went to his cock, directing it downwards to my wife's pussy. I had the perfect viewing angle to watch as his thick head pushed between Abby's pussy lips... down into her awaiting entrance.
"Mmmm," Nathan moaned softly. "That's nice."
Despite Nathan's assurances, I knew his promise to stick to 'just-the-tip' was bullshit. Any moment, he'd find a way to 'accidentally' slip forward, and then that would be the whole ballgame.
But Nathan surprised me. There were no accidents. True to his word, Nathan kept just the tip of his cock inside Abby--and even then not fully. I could still see the edge of his head poking out from between Abby's folds. His self-control must have been enormous--there's no way I could have resisted the sheer temptation Nathan must have felt.
Abby seemed surprised too. She'd at last stopped glaring at me, now focused entirely on Nathan and his thick rod poised to ram up her center.
"Here's another pointer for you, Joseph. Now that I've got a free hand, I can work to pleasure your wife in other ways. Watch."
Keeping his cock in place just like he'd promised--and without interrupting his attention on Abby's clit--Nathan used his newly-freed hand to trace over Abby pelvis and lower abdomen. He used a light touch, barely brushing along her skin, sensitizing her nether regions. From there, he moved upwards, towards her belly button and soft stomach.
Nathan's enjoyment of my wife's body was obvious; he savored every inch of skin under his fingertips. Concerningly, the more Nathan explored Abby, the more her expression towards him seemed to soften. And, even more tellingly, the further her legs spread apart for him.
Nathan had worn out his welcome as a houseguest long ago, but as far his touch was concerned, Abby had become downright inviting. The fact that Nathan had been steadily playing with her clit for several minutes suddenly seemed significant.
Nathan, sensing Abby's shifting attitude, pressed his luck further.
"Abby," he said softly. "I want to show your husband another pointer I learned, but I'm afraid if I reach much further up, I'll push deeper into you. I'm a man of my word though--can you keep me honest and hold me in place with your hands?"
Abby just nodded, reaching down between her legs and taking Nathan's thick member into her grip. Watching my wife's fingers curl around my best friend's superior cock sent a cocktail of emotions flooding into my brain. There was jealousy, despair, and anger... but underneath it all: lust. Despite myself, I felt life returning to my manhood.
Once Nathan was satisfied that Abby held his cock firmly in place, he leaned forward slightly, sliding his free hand along Abby's stomach up to her chest. Still using a light touch, he began to trace around her breasts, his fingers following along her gentle swells. Then, with firmer pressure, he began to kneed Abby's breasts gently, one at a time.
"Joseph, you see how deliberate I'm being with my hand? How I'm managing to fondle Abby's breast and nipple at the same time?" Nathan said, looking towards me. His eyes briefly flickered down to my now-resurrected hardness that I'd unconsciously begun to stroke. I saw a flash of triumph on his face, but then it was gone, replaced by a more academic expression. "I may only have one free hand, but there's a lot I can do with it."
I'd merely nodded, only half-present by this point.
His lesson imparted, Nathan refocused on my wife, returning to her breasts. It was only then that I'd realized just how clever Nathan had been.
During his explorations of Abby's body, Nathan had subtlety increased his speed against her clit; its continuous stimulation had inevitably turned Abby on, far beyond what she'd expected. She'd allowed Nathan to touch her out of spite towards me, but now her body had its own needs. Needs that wouldn't be ignored.
Back when Abby had first taken Nathan's cock into her hands, she'd held it firmly in place, preventing more than his head from entering her. But as Nathan continued to play with her clit and explore her body, Abby's grip gradually loosened. She still held Nathan, but she lost focus on barring further entry.
And then, as Nathan worked his way up her body, Abby began to squeeze Nathan's cock. I doubted she even realized she was doing it, but it wasn't long before her repeated squeezes became small strokes. Then, as Nathan continued to stimulate both her clit and nipples, Abby's small strokes became tugs, her hand pulling on Nathan's cock--slowly at first, but then with rapidly increasing urgency.
Realization crashed home: my wife was actively trying to guide Nathan deeper into herself.
As divided as Nathan's attention was, Abby was initially successful in pulling his cock further inside her. I saw the edge of Nathan's head slip between her folds, then perhaps another inch beyond.
But Nathan's willpower was stronger than Abby's desire, and even with her continuous tugs, Nathan withdrew to just his tip again. He'd taken his promise seriously it seemed.
But that didn't mean he was done.
"Joseph," Nathan spoke quietly, turning his attention back to me. "I know you don't want to fight with Abby. You're a good person, and I know you want the best for her. But you did fuck up, and the truth is, she's right. You do owe her. But you've got a chance to make it right. She wants something now, and you have the power to give it to her. What do you say? You want a fresh start?"
I knew what Nathan was suggesting, but I needed to hear him say it. "How?"
"Look at Abby's hand," Nathan said, glancing down as it continued to tug on his cock. "Poor girl desperately needs release. Let me give it to her."


I don't know if I felt trapped by a sense of inevitability or was a slave to my own twisted arousal, but my mouth was moving before I'd even had a real chance to consider the enormity of Nathan's request.
"Okay," I said simply.
Nathan nodded, as if he'd expected nothing different. He turned back to my wife. "Well, Abby, it's up to you now. I've kept my promise this long... want to call it fulfilled?"
Abby's whispered words would have been unthinkable even minutes ago, but they proved how perfectly Nathan had played his hand: "Just don't cum in me."
"I won't," Nathan promised, and then he did what his cock had been primed to do for several minutes now.
Nathan buried himself fully into my wife's pussy.
Abby moaned immediately, Nathan filling her out in a way I knew she'd never been filled before. Nathan moaned in unison with her, feeling my wife's pussy walls grip his entire shaft, rather than just his head.
"Fuck... you feel good," Nathan gasped.
"Mmmmm," Abby echoed, her face contorted in a mix of disbelief and ecstasy. She was staring up at Nathan with the most uninhibited look of desire I'd ever seen, any lingering concerns of fidelity long since gone.
His ultimate prize secured, Nathan stopped playing with Abby's clit and shifted his weight forward over her, using his arms to support himself. Then, with a steady foundation, he began to show my wife just how good his thick cock could be.
It wasn't long before Nathan was sliding his cock in and out of Abby's pussy steadily, withdrawing almost completely before stuffing her again and again. His cock glistened, quickly saturated by Abby's juices, and the ease that he managed to push into Abby's pussy only highlighted my earlier failure to penetrate her.
Abby lost herself completely to pleasure, literally humming with it, as if she'd forgotten that I'd even existed. I didn't kid myself; in that moment, she likely had.
Nathan's smooth demeanor began to unravel slightly too. Sparing me a quick glance, he gasped, "Goddamn dude! Your wife can FUCK!" And then he'd re-fixated on Abby, giving her the best dick of her life.
The full gravity of the situation hit me at last.
Less than an hour ago, I started an intimate session with my wife in the comfort of my own home. But now, my best friend was screwing her brains out, fucking her better than I'd ever had. Abby and I had been monogamous for over six years, yet it had only taken minutes for Nathan to obliterate our vows of faithfulness. What the hell had happened?
I thought about each step that led us here. The transitions happened so naturally that I'd never noticed how dangerous the situation was becoming. The fact that there was no single instigator further obscured the escalations--all three of us had played our part to bring this about.
But in the end, it didn't really matter how it happened. The stark reality was that my best friend was railing my wife in front of me, and I'd done nothing to stop it. Even worse, I'd given Nathan my explicit permission. And most damning of all, I was still masturbating to them.
Abby's moans reached a crescendo, interrupting my moment of clarity. "Fuuuuuuucckkkkk," she hissed, grasping the couch cushions tightly in her hands as Nathan gave my wife the orgasm I'd failed to provide earlier. I knew my wife, and the mind-shattering climax that spread over her body was unfiltered, not exaggerated or faked in the least.
In the moment Abby went shooting off her cliff, Nathan stopped his steady thrusts, plunging as deeply into Abby's pussy as he could, flattening himself over her. As Abby began to writhe underneath him, Nathan planted a firm kiss against her lips, stealing her sharp breaths as they escaped her mouth. Her pleasure, her body, and now her very air was his.
The two of them lay intertwined like that for several more seconds, joined at both ends, until at last I saw Abby slowly come back to herself. Her eyes suddenly went wide, panic entering them.
"You didn't cum in me, did you?" Abby asked, her fear obvious.
"No. I promised I wouldn't, remember?" Nathan said, grinning. "But now that you've finished, it's my turn."
True to his word, Nathan withdrew himself from Abby, stiff as ever, glistening with even more of Abby's juices. He leaned back upright, letting his cock fall against Abby's pelvis. It was surreal--I couldn't comprehend how he'd managed to fit such a large object inside my wife; hell, the head of his cock stretched over Abby's belly button. The only explanation was that Nathan had rearranged Abby's guts more than just metaphorically.
"Jack me off," Nathan said to Abby, his words pulling me out of my bewildered fascination.
Obediently, Abby moved her hands towards Nathan's cock, taking him once again into her grip. Without hesitation, she began to stroke him, slowly at first, but then with increasing confidence. She used both hands simultaneously, but even then, her fingers didn't cover his shaft completely.
"That's it. There's a good little wife," Nathan whispered, falling back into the same pleasure he'd shown while thrusting inside her.
Abby looked back and forth between Nathan's face and his cock while she continued to pump him. Her face looked awestruck, as if she was surprised by how openly Nathan enjoyed her touch. Somehow I'd avoid cumming myself so far, but it was Abby's expression of innocence-lost that pushed me to the edge. I groaned involuntarily.
Abby suddenly looked over at me, my noise interrupting her spell. For a moment, her awareness seemed to crystalize, and she recognized the utterly taboo nature of her actions. She hesitated, but I was so close. I couldn't stop now.
"Keep going," I urged.
My words gave Abby renewed purpose, and she turned back to Nathan, continuing to jack him off steadily.
"Fuck, that's it," Nathan grunted, and I could tell he was close himself. "Let me see those pretty eyes of yours."
Abby complied, staring up to meet Nathan's gaze. Sure enough, that was the last push he needed. Within seconds, he gasped deeply, and cum began rocketing out of his cock. The first few splatters landed between Abby's breasts; subsequent pulses trailed further down along her stomach, until at last, Nathan had finished emptying himself over my wife. The last few dribbles slid from his cock onto Abby's belly button as she worked to squeeze every drop from his shaft.
I came then too. It was the most inexplicable orgasm of my life, brought on not from my own direct pleasure, but from watching my wife being ravaged by another man--my best friend, no less. And despite its fucked-up origins, it hit me hard. Cum sprayed from the end of my cock, but I'd neglected to cover myself first, leaving me covered in my own sticky mess.
The three of us were utterly still for a moment. Silence reigned.
Nathan broke it first. "Joseph, hand me your shirt. I need to clean your wife up. I made a bit of a mess on her."
I passed it over, still basking in my afterglow. I watched Joseph smear my shirt over my wife's naked body, soaking his cum into its fabric until he'd gotten every drop. With a smile, he passed it back to me. "You might want to use that on yourself too."
I looked down at myself dumbly. My cock and pelvis were covered with goopy whiteness. Beyond the point of caring that Nathan's own cum was already covering my shirt, I began to wipe myself off with it.
As I worked, Nathan stepped down from the couch. "Well, I think we've all learned a lot about ourselves tonight. I know you two probably need some time to talk. I'll leave you to it. Goodnight, and see you in the morning."
And then, Nathan was gone, vanished back up the stairs like a ghost.
***
Despite Nathan's assumption, Abby and I did not have much to say to one another. What was there to discuss? Abby had fucked my best friend, and I'd let her do it. It was very black and white.
Yet ulterior motive or not, Nathan was right about one thing: Abby and I had no desire to argue anymore. When we went to bed shortly after, we'd set our 'I-love-yous' as smoothly as if we hadn't fought at all. Sure, they sounded automatic, but that was to be expected as worn out as were.
Still, one thing did continue to bother me about the whole encounter, and that was Nathan himself. Promising myself to confront him in the morning about it, I let the sweet embrace of sleep take me.
***
"Oh shit, dude. I'm so sorry. I completely misread that situation."
I wasn't sure how I expected Nathan to respond to my confrontation, but this wasn't it.
Last night, it had occurred to me that while Nathan was not the sole instigator of the incident, he had certainly pushed it further than either Abby or me. Sure, Nathan had secured our permission every step of the way, but his willingness to be intimate with Abby was almost disrespectful. What kind of man pushes so hard to sleep with his best friend's wife?
And so, I'd asked Nathan this. A denial wouldn't have surprised me, but a forthright apology did. All my planned responses and counter-responses immediately melted away.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"God, I feel like such a fuckup right now," Nathan said, giving a wry laugh. "See, I definitely thought you and Abby must have been one of those swinging couples. When I came down the stairs last night, I hadn't planned on getting involved with you guys at all. I just wanted to watch. I realize that's fucked up by itself, but Abby's so hot, surely you can't blame me for wanting a peek."
I nodded slightly, conceding that point, as Nathan continued. "But then it sounded like you guys were fighting. At first, I was worried, but then I was like, no, there's no way this fight is real. Joseph has the perfect marriage. Then when Abby insisted that I join you by the couch, it occurred to me: this must have been your guys' roleplay. To be honest, I was extremely flattered and more than a little turned-on that you wanted to bring me in. I never second-guessed that, and things went from there."
Nathan shook his head, looking ashamed. "I'm so sorry, bro. I had no idea you guys were actually fighting."
I'd been prepared for a heated back-and-forth with Nathan, but his apology took the wind completely from my sails.
"It's fine," I said, even if it wasn't. "It's just Abby and I've been in a rough patch since you started crashing with us. You're my best friend and I want to do right by you, but it's been hard on us. Especially Abby, who doesn't know you like I do. She just wants her house back, I think."
"Shit, I didn't realize I was causing so much trouble. If I had another option, I would take it in a heartbeat. The last thing I want to do is impose on my best friend," Nathan said, looking downcast. "Listen, I need to make this right. Let me take Abby out for lunch today, my treat, and I'll explain everything to her. The misunderstanding about last night. Me needing a job before my apartment will take me. Everything. Please, let me fix this."
Nathan sounded so sincerely apologetic that I found myself feeling for the guy. Sure, he'd fucked my wife, but if he'd truly believed that's what Abby and I had wanted... he must be feeling awful about himself now that he knew the truth. I debated asking to go with him, but ultimately decided against it. Abby and I were in uncharted territory, and I didn't want to muddle Nathan's attempt at reconciliation.
"Okay, man. I appreciate your willingness to help. I don't know if it will make everything better, but it couldn't hurt. I think some clearing of the air might be what we all need right now."
***
When I told Abby that Nathan wanted to take her out for an apology lunch, she was initially skeptical, but I eventually convinced her to give him a chance. They were gone for a couple hours, which I'd hoped was a sign that it was going well. I wasn't sure I could handle anymore conflict about Nathan's extended stay.
When they returned, both Abby and Nathan seemed to be in a good mood.
"How'd it go?" I asked.
Abby looked thoughtful for a moment, then nodded. "It was good. I think you were right, Joey, that some solid communication was what we all needed. I may have been too harsh on you about Nathan, and I'm sorry about that. Here, I got you some ice cream as an apology."
Abby passed over the to-go container she'd been carrying. I looked inside--vanilla bean. My favorite.
"Thanks," I said, happy with the ice cream, but even more pleasantly surprised by Abby's apology. "And I'm sorry for being an asshole about all this. I just don't like feeling torn between my best friend and my wife."
"I can understand that," Abby replied. "But I've agreed that I'm okay with letting Nathan stay here until he can get his job and apartment situation figured out. I know it's rough out there."
"Wow," I said, floored by Abby's new outlook. The lunch had done its work; Nathan must have given one hell of an apology. "I don't know what to say, babe. That's very big of you."
"You can say, 'you're welcome, dear'," Abby smiled.
"You're welcome, dear," I said, grateful that our relationship seemed back to normal again.
"I did have an idea that might help all of us, though," Abby continued.
"Oh yeah? What's that?" I asked, suddenly curious.
"What if you try to get Nathan hired-on at your work?"
***
Abby's newfound tolerance of Nathan was more than just show. She truly seemed to have accepted Nathan after their lunch; no more complaints about his presence, no more passive-aggressive remarks about overstaying his welcome, and most importantly, no more fights with me.
I also followed Abby's suggestion about finding Nathan a job at my company. I didn't really expect it to pan out, but surprisingly, the CEO agreed to hire him on as a marketer. He'd be working almost completely off commission, but I suspected Nathan wouldn't have to worry about a low salary. He did have a way of talking people around to his point of view, after all.
If all went well, it wouldn't be long before Nathan had enough money to get himself his own place. Abby and I could return to our normal lives. The future was bright.
And yet, something still bothered me. Nathan had apologized for sleeping with Abby, but even after the apology, he continued to flirt with her. I wasn't sure if Nathan even realized he was flirting--it coming to him as naturally as breathing--but regardless, it was there. And with Abby's newfound toleration of Nathan, she suddenly seemed open to it in a way that she'd hadn't before.
I knew it was likely my own insecurities talking, so I never addressed it, but still... it did bother me.
It didn't help my uneasiness when Nathan later went into more detail about his lunch with Abby:
"I see why you call Abby your dream girl now. At first, I thought she was too standoffish to be wife material, even with her hot body. But she's actually really cool. No wonder you're so eager to knock her up."
"What?" I'd said, surprised by Nathan's knowledge of our plans. "Abby told you we're trying for kids?"
"Yeah, she did. Baby fever has bitten her hard. I know she's your wife, but if you ever need a surrogate, I'd be willing to help you out."
"Fuck off, man," I'd said, punching him lightly in the arm. "Fat chance of that ever happening."
Nathan grinned but didn't reply.
***
Another few weeks passed, and our new dynamic settled into place. Nathan transitioned from barely-tolerated houseguest to semi-permanent roommate, with all the changes that implied. Abby and I were used to spending a good chuck of our free time relaxing with one another at home, and it was easy enough to include Nathan in that. We ate dinner together, watched movies together, and lounged around on our phones together. It was actually kind of nice, having my best friend and wife both under the same roof as me. I didn't even have to leave home for some quality socializing. The fact that Abby now seemed to enjoy Nathan's company as much as me was an added bonus.
Life seemed stable again.
***
"So, Joseph, you going to the reunion next month?"
"The reunion?"
"Yeah, dude. Our 10-year high school reunion? Have you missed all the posts on social media?"
"What social media? Abby and I deleted our social media years ago."
"Shit, that's right. I vaguely remember you saying you were getting rid of yours. In my defense, though, you never posted much to begin with. It was kinda hard to notice when you left."
"Made cutting it out easier, that's for sure," I agreed.
"Well, now that I've told you about it, do you want to go? I'm planning on it. I want to see what everyone looks like these days. Which girls got better with age and which let themselves go."
I considered. On the one hand, it might be fun to show off how well I'd done for myself since my nerdy high school days... but on the other, having to socialize with my high school classmates sounded like torture. Nathan was the only person I still considered a friend, and I didn't need to go to the reunion to see him.
"Probably not, man. If you really want me to go with you, I will, but it wouldn't be my first choice."
As I finished talking, Abby walked into the room, plopping down beside me.
Nathan openly followed her with his eyes as she passed by, but he managed to offer a distracted "Nah, it's cool, man. I'll go without you."
"Go where?" Abby chimed in, looking between the two of us. "Planning a trip?"
"Our high school reunion is in a month," I explained. "Nathan was asking if I'd go with him."
"Oh, we should totally go, babe! I'd love to meet your high school friends." Abby said cheerfully.
I laughed. "You already have. He's living with us."
"I mean your other friends, silly. I know Nathan can't be your only one."
I shifted uncomfortably. "Well... he's the only one I'm still in touch with. Trust me, my classmates aren't as exciting as you think they are."
"Oh c'mon, don't be like that. We should go, Joey. It would be fun! Besides, I want to see where you came from."
I sighed internally. I really didn't want to go, but I didn't want to be a jerk about it either. But then Nathan came to my rescue.
"Oh let him be, Abby. If Joseph doesn't want to go, he doesn't to go. And hey, if you want to go so bad, you can always tag along with me. I won't pressure Joseph, but company would be nice."
Abby considered. "I mean, I'd love to go... But I feel like it's weird to attend my husband's reunion... without my husband."
"It's only weird if you think it's weird," Nathan shrugged. "If it helps, you'd be going as my guest, not Joseph's. And Joseph wouldn't mind, right, man?"
Nathan looked at me for confirmation.
On the one hand, I felt a little uneasy with the idea of Abby spending an evening with Nathan without me... but on the other hand, it would spare me from having to go. Or ruin Abby's excitement.
"No, I don't mind," I finally replied. "I mean, I don't understand why you'd want to socialize with a bunch of strangers, but if you need a night out, then sure. You can go with Nathan."
"That's sweet of you, babe," Abby smiled, then turned to my best friend. "Count me in, I guess. Although I'm only planning on it because I think I'll be able to talk Joey around to coming too."
I wasn't so sure of that, but I didn't argue.
Besides, the reunion was far enough away that I suspected Abby might forget about it entirely by the time it arrived. A lot could happen in a month.
Unfortunately, I was about to discover how true that was.
***
A couple weeks later, there was another disruption.
Nathan, Abby, and I were in the middle of a lazy Saturday, lounging in our bonus room watching Internet videos on our massive TV. Some of the videos focused on shared hobbies, but the vast majority were comedic: prank videos, standup clips, and so on. All three of us had squeezed onto the same couch. Nathan and I at either end, with Abby in the middle.


We'd been rolling in laughter for over an hour by this point, our endorphins only intensifying the effect of all the alcohol we'd been drinking. I counted ten discarded cans of Coors and Lime-A-Ritas, which was substantial for occasional drinkers like us.
It was in the middle of this revelry that Nathan asked the question that altered the course of the afternoon:
"Abby, did Joseph ever tell you about the porn flicks we watched together back in high school?"
"Wait, what? Did you say porn flicks? Like the naked banging kind?" Abby said, clearly believing she'd misheard.
"Yeah. That kind. Is there any other?" Nathan laughed before continuing. "So... did Joseph ever tell you about those?"
"Noooo," Abby said slowly, looking at me with a scandalized grin. "He certainly did not."
"It's not as gay as it sounds, I promise," I quickly clarified. "There was no masturbation going on. We weren't watching for the banging."
"Yeah, okay," Abby said, rolling her eyes. "Let me guess, you watched for the plot?"
"Kind of, actually, yeah," Nathan answered for me. "Listen, I know there's lots of opinions on porn, but there's a huge chunk that is objectively hilarious. Some of the best vids were even funnier than the comedy shit we've been watching tonight. Joseph, you remember Biscuits, Buns, and Boobs, right?"
"Oh my god, yes!" I exclaimed, the memory of the over-the-top porn resurfacing for the first time in years. The 'plot' was paper thin, even for porn, but essentially revolved around a delivery man getting hot and heavy with a bakery woman after a package drop-off. But what really made the video next-level funny was the endless stream of baking-related innuendos the actors provided.
I took a moment to recall some of the better lines. "I could never decide which part was the funniest. There's 'I'm a baker, so I know a thing or two about making things rise', but then there's also 'Oh no! I forgot the most important ingredient! Quick, give me your boy batter!'"
"Whoa. You've got to be shitting me," Abby said. "There's no way this is real."
"It's one hundred percent real," Nathan confirmed. "My personal favorite line though has to be 'Cocks are like loaves of French bread. You want them long and rigid, but they gotta taste good too'.
"Stop it," Abby said, starting to laugh hysterically. "You're telling me that not only did they convince a woman to have sex on camera, but to say these awful lines too? This poor woman!"
"Oh, don't worry, she looks like she's having a great time," Nathan said, laughing too. "Hold on. I think I can still find it."
Nathan began fiddling on his phone, casting his screen onto the TV. Sure enough, within seconds, Biscuits, Buns, and Boobs was playing across our flatscreen.
It was even worse than I remembered. Not only were the baking sex-puns rampant, but the quality of the filming itself had also aged poorly, pushing Biscuits, Buns, and Boobs into top-tier so-bad-its-good territory.
We didn't watch the entire vid, but we did hit the highlights. By the time we finished, we were all doubled-over in laughter.
Once Abby had managed to collect herself to breathe, she turned to me. "So, this wasn't a one-off? You guys had a whole collection of these that you used to watch back in the day?"
"You better believe it," I nodded. "Nathan, think you can find Putting the TIT in AccounTITng?"
"Yeah, give me a sec!" Nathan said, as Abby tried to decipher the title.
"That doesn't even make sense! There is no 'tit' in 'accounting'!", Abby said, thoroughly baffled.
"There is when it's porn," I shrugged.
Putting the TIT in AccounTITng wasn't quite as funny as Biscuits, Buns, and Boobs, but it was close. As promised by its title, the vid focused on a female accountant getting seduced, then railed, by her male boss. Finance puns flowed as freely as the boss's cum in the final money shot.
We watched a few more of our old classics like this, Nathan and I giving Abby a glimpse into one of our favorite high-school pastimes.
It wasn't long before I felt myself becoming laughed-out, but Nathan had one last video to show us: Tutor Teaches Teens To Threeway.
The not-quite-alliterate title may have been unwieldy, but it captured the essence of the vid perfectly. Two eighteen-year-old boys are provided with a tutor to improve their grades, but the tutor's lessons are not exactly academic, to put it mildly. Porn shenanigans ensue, and it's not long before the teen boys are slamming the buxom tutor from both ends.
"Jesus, those boys look way too young to be going at their tutor like that. Plus, their penises are too large. No eighteen-year-olds should have penises that size," Abby said skeptically, but her eyes were glued onto the scene.
"I mean, I was eighteen once," Nathan shrugged, leaving the rest of the implication unsaid.
Abby didn't respond, but I noted the slight flush that formed in her cheeks.
Nathan ignored Abby's lack of response and turned to me. "Hey, Joseph--let me guess. You've never had a threesome, have you?"
"My sex life isn't nearly as adventurous as yours," I said, rolling my eyes. "Of course not."
"You want to have one?" Nathan continued. "We could. Right here. Right now."
The atmosphere in the room suddenly changed.
"... what?"
I heard Nathan's words perfectly, but I couldn't believe how casually they'd been offered.
"Don't play dumb with me, Joseph. You used to tell me all the time how you would kill to be in a threesome. Well, here's your chance. There's three of us right here."
I looked back and forth between Nathan and Abby. Was Nathan just fucking with me, trying to get a rise? Or was he serious?
"Don't look at me," Abby said, holding up her hands in a leave-me-out-of-it gesture. "He's your friend."
After a few seconds, I found my words again. "Nathan, I'm married. Threesomes are for single people."
"Well, that's definitely not true," Nathan replied, grinning. "A couple bringing in a third is one of the most common ways to get a threesome. And if we're all being honest here, it's not like bringing me in would be breaking new boundaries. It's really the perfect chance for you, man, if you think about it. High-school-Joseph would be leaping at the opportunity."
Despite my better instincts, I had to admit that Nathan had a point. We'd come very close to a threesome already... would it really be that big of a deal to have an official one now? Still, I was wary of giving Nathan permission to be intimate with Abby a second time. It sounded harmless enough, and the first time had benefitted me in the end, but still... alarm bells rang in my mind.
"I see what you're doing," I finally replied. "You just want an excuse to get with Abby again."
I expected an immediate denial, but Nathan surprised me. He laughed. "You're not wrong. Abby's hot as fuck. Of course I want to be with her again. But that doesn't mean it's not a good idea. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for you."
I had a strong buzz going at this point, and my inhibitions were much lower than they would have been otherwise. I don't know if I would have refused if I'd been sober, but in the end it didn't matter. I wasn't sober.
"You make some solid points," I conceded, "but it's not just up to me. It's Abby's call too."
Abby looked at me, her expression almost nonchalant. "I mean, I don't understand the obsession men seem to have with threesomes, but if it's what you want, babe, I'll play along. That's what marriage is all about, right? Compromise?"
Abby's willingness surprised me, and I found my reservations fading away. But there was still one major factor. "But you're not on birth control. The first time with Nathan was risky enough. Is it worth it?"
Abby shrugged. "I was fine last time. Nathan pulled out plenty early. Besides, there's always Plan B if we need it."
I didn't have an answer for that.
"Well, then," Nathan said cheerfully. "Sounds like everyone's on board. I really am the best friend that a guy could ask for, aren't I?"
I ignored Nathan's rhetorical question. "So, how would this work, exactly?"
Nathan answered immediately, as if he'd been anticipating the question. "Let's make it easy. You two start your thing and pretend I'm not even here. Then, once you guys are going strong, I'll hop in. Simple as that. And to keep you from getting self-conscious, I won't even watch at first. I'll keep my attention on the TV until it's time for me to join."
"That sounds... good to me," I said, my brain trying to keep up with how quickly this situation had evolved.
"Me too," Abby agreed. "Guess this means you need to start working your magic on me, dear husband. Help me out of these clothes."
I was still half-stunned by what I'd just agreed to, but I obeyed Abby's command.
Turning towards her, I reached for her shirt, pulling it over her head. Throwing it off to the side, I went for her bra next, but Abby shooed me away.
"I'll save you the trouble," she said, standing from the couch and unfastening the bra herself. In a smooth move, she slid the straps down her arms, then dropped the bra off onto her discarded shirt. "You can get my pants though."
As I worked to remove her bottom layers, I noticed that Nathan had changed the video on the TV. Gone was Tutor Teaches Teens to Threeway replaced by what seemed a much more serious porn, complete with sharp picture and atmospheric intro music. By the time I'd gotten my wife completely naked, the porn's premise became clear: it was about a married couple who'd invited the husband's best friend to stay with them a few days.
The parallel was obvious.
But then it was my turn to get naked, forcing my attention away.
As a sign of how comfortable Abby and I had become around Nathan, neither of us hesitated in the least stripping down around him. I never expected to be so casual in my nakedness around another man, but since we'd all already seen each other's good bits, it seemed entirely natural now. Nathan must have felt the same way, because he was stripping down too, although he kept his attention on the TV, as promised.
Abby and I climbed back on the couch, now stark-naked and ready to start our fun.
"Sit down and lean back for me, babe," Abby said, desire starting to enter her voice.
I did so without question, my cock angling stiffly towards her. Abby adjusted herself so that she was on all fours facing me, her ass pointed back towards Nathan. If Nathan was tempted to sneak a peek at the eye candy Abby had offered, though, he managed to resist.
Abby looked up at me with a mischievous smile, then she leaned down and took me into her mouth.
Abby didn't give me head often, preferring to save it for special occasions, but there was no denying she was good at it. Some women have faces entirely too innocent to be wrapped around a cock... Abby being one of them. That very forbiddenness, though, only made it that much hotter when it happened.
"Oh god," I gasped, pleasure flooding me even though Abby had just started.
Abby bobbed on me eagerly, clearly pleased at my reaction. The sight was too much--or at least too early--so I looked away towards the TV for a moment of respite. In the porn, the best friend had just met the wife, and the pair exchanged a mutually appraising glance, unnoticed by the oblivious husband. I had to wonder: had Nathan chosen this particular vid on purpose? Or had it been random?
But then the sounds of Abby slurping on my cock drew me back to her.
My wife put her years-long knowledge of my body to fantastic effect, hitting all my favorite spots and in my favorite ways. It's rare that I can cum from head alone, but Abby put me to the test, using every trick in her playbook. When Abby turned her bright blue eyes up towards me, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock, I began to worry that I might finish before we'd even really begun.
I don't know if Nathan sensed my struggle or just felt Abby and I'd been going long enough. Either way, he switched his focus to us at last, letting the porn continue to play in the background. Nathan spared an appreciative glance down towards Abby's backside, before meeting my gaze.
"Good lord, Joseph. No wonder you wanted to lock Abby down fast," Nathan said, whistling. "She's got a mouth like a goddamn vacuum."
Abby smiled, her lips curling around my cock; Nathan's compliment only spurned her to suck harder.
Now fully engaged, Nathan climbed onto the couch, his thick cock swinging very close to Abby's hips. He brought his hands up, placing them on either side of Abby's ass to steady himself, before moving one hand down towards her center.
"Shit, Joseph. Your wife's so wet she's practically dripping. Girl must love to suck cock."
I nodded dumbly, Abby's mouth sending increasing waves of pleasure up my manhood. Nathan knee-walked forward a bit more, and I realized that he was positioning himself to enter Abby.
"Hey, hold on a sec, man," I said, temporarily brought out of my pleasure-haze. "Abby's my wife. I should get first dibs."
Nathan started to back off, but Abby spoke first, releasing my cock from her mouth to do so. "Babe, it's fine. Let him go first. You've never been able to pull out in time. Nathan's got a perfect record."
Confronted with Abby's gentle logic, I felt myself giving in, although I still wasn't entirely happy about it. "Yeah, I guess you're right," I replied.
Seeing that I'd backed down, Nathan resumed his positioning.
I didn't see his cock enter Abby, but I felt the hum of involuntary pleasure she gave as Nathan's thickness entered her for a second time. Abby had started to suck me again, but as Nathan pushed deeper into her torso, she was forced to pause, working through this new wave of sensations. At last, Nathan bottomed out, and Abby resumed.
My alcohol-muddled brain took a second to marvel at the scene before me. Abby's lips were tightly wrapped around my cock, her cheeks slightly concave from the suction against my head. Meanwhile, Nathan was at her other end, his own cock fully buried in my wife's unprotected pussy. The sheer recklessness of the situation only turned me on further.
Our threesome had officially begun.
The three of us worked in unison for the next few minutes; Abby giving me the blowjob of a lifetime while Nathan began to pick up the pace at her back end. Soon, small noises of approval were escaping from all of us, prompting Nathan to hold a hand up in the air for a high-five. I felt like an idiot, but I gave it to him, to which he declared triumphantly, "Now, that's how you make an Eiffel Tower!"
If I hadn't been halfway to the stratosphere already, I would have rolled my eyes. But I was barely holding on.
As Abby stared up at me hungrily, her body rocking steadily from Nathan's thrusts, I realized with sudden horror that my orgasm was imminent. The next moment, that horror was replaced by ecstasy, pleasure exploding in my brain. I felt cum begin to jet from my cock, hitting Abby in the back of her throat. Somehow, she managed to force it down, riding out the deluge until I was utterly spent. By the time my balls had emptied, Abby had swallowed my entire load.
With a smile, she released me from her mouth, making sure to wipe away the last few exiting dribbles with her tongue.
"Holy shit," I gasped. "I was not prepared for that."
A shit-eating grin passed over Abby's face, but it soon faded, replaced by the pleasure provided by Nathan's cock.
"Oh, man that sucks," Nathan said, seeing my premature exit. His words were sympathetic, but his tone was self-satisfied. "Well, shit Abby, I guess it's just you and me now. Might as well give Joseph a good show."
Abby murmured a reply, but with her lips locked together, it came out as a moan.
With me now on the sidelines, Nathan took full possession of Abby, running his hands along her back and ass, kneading her cheeks as she bounced against him. "That's it, Abby. Take my cock," he whispered encouragingly.
Abby did so, beginning to rock backwards, meeting Nathan's thrusts halfway as if wanting to force him even deeper into her body. She reached for my legs and gripped them tightly. Through clenched teeth she moaned, "Fuck, babe, it feels so good."
"I know," I replied. Abby's unfiltered enjoyment of Nathan's cock instantly ignited my jealousy. That wasn't surprising. What was surprising is that her words also turned me on. Somehow Abby's pleasure was passing to me, creating a confusing mix of emotions that I couldn't process. A part of me wanted to sucker punch Nathan then and there, while another part yearned for him to go even further and take Abby completely. In the end, I did nothing, just sat and watched as Nathan continued to relentlessly rail my wife.
Moans from the TV temporarily stole my attention, and I realized that the porn-wife was now getting railed by the husband's best friend too. The woman's cries of pleasure filled the room, seeming to further heighten Abby's own pleasure.
Nathan, sensing Abby's growing submission to him, moved his arms up to her shoulders and guided her up, pulling her away from me. Abby offered no resistance, arching backwards until she pressed against Nathan's chest in an upright doggy position. Nathan continued to pound into Abby, but now from below as much as behind. Because of Abby's distinctive thigh gap, I had an unrestricted view of Nathan's cock sliding up into Abby's pussy--again, my jealously flared. Nathan looked so thick pushing up between Abby's legs, it seemed like he might split her in half.
Nathan noted my envious gaze with a smug smile. He lowered his head next to Abby's ear and spoke softly, barely loud enough for me to hear, "Joseph can't take his eyes off you. How does it make you feel, Abby, knowing your husband is watching you get fucked by another man?"
"Dirty," Abby replied without hesitation, her eyes locked on mine.
"But you don't mind that, do you, Abby? You like getting a little dirty?" Nathan prodded, his cock steadily working into her pussy.
"Mmmm, yes," Abby agreed.
"Good thing I'm here then. I'll show you how good getting dirty can be," Nathan said, talking to Abby but grinning at me.
I didn't respond, too paralyzed to interfere with the scene unfolding before me.
Nathan appeared satisfied with this exchange, but he had one more thing to say. Lowering his volume too low for me to hear, he whispered into Abby's ear, causing a lustful smile to spread across her face. "Yes," she answered breathlessly, as Nathan's grin widened. I didn't know what he'd whispered, but it was clear Abby approved.
But the time for talk was over. Nathan increased the pace of his thrusts into Abby, sending fresh waves of pleasure over her body. Abby didn't try and hide her enjoyment at all, letting her lust play openly across her face. Even if I hadn't been able to see Nathan's cock, I would have been able to pinpoint each moment he'd bottomed out from her expression alone.
As if Nathan wasn't already pleasing my wife enough, he then reached his arms over her frame, pulling her tightly against him. Abby was now locked in place, helplessly trapped and unable to pull away from Nathan's relentless pounding below--not that she had any desire to. I'd never seen Abby so submissive; in that moment, Nathan was in total control.
It wasn't long before Abby came. Her orgasm was almost explosive, but Nathan rode out its entirety; his cock stayed buried deep in my wife as she quivered around it. For a second, I assumed he was cumming too, but as he began to withdraw himself, I realized the truth: Nathan was hard as ever. I didn't understand how Nathan could manage such control. It was superhuman.
Abby was equally surprised, her mouth dropping open as Nathan slowly resumed his thrusts inside her. It looked like Nathan wasn't going to be satisfied with a handjob finish this time. But neither was he satisfied with keeping their same position.


Unwrapping his arms from around Abby's torso, Nathan released her. Abby fell onto all fours again, but now Nathan placed his hand against her back, pressuring her even further downwards. Abby's doggystyle became prone-bone, the compromising position highlighting Nathan's dominance. He kept his weight on Abby's back, forcing her face to turn sideways to avoid suffocating herself against the couch cushion. In that moment, we all could sense it; this next round of fucking was going to be intense.
Confirming my suspicions, Nathan looked at me briefly. "Sorry man, but I'm about to fuck the hell out of your wife."
Without waiting for a response, he began to thrust.
I felt my soul leave my body. I seemed to float upwards, hovering above the scene--an impartial observer, disconnected from the people below. Without emotion, I watched as Nathan's hips rolled smoothly, sending his cock in and out of Abby with the precision of a machine. He'd shifted into a plank position, giving him the ideal leverage for thrusting into my wife; she lay defenseless against such a relentless onslaught.
And yet, Abby's utter submission only seemed to turn her on further. Her face was scrunched together in an expression so ecstatic that it was comical. Unfortunately for me, the silliness of Abby's expression only proved its authenticity.
The cold truth hit me. I'd been married to Abby for over six years, yet in just his second hookup, my best friend was fucking her better than I ever had. It was a soul-crushing realization, yet there was no denying it. I could spend decades learning all of Abby's preferences, and I'd never manage to please her as thoroughly as Nathan was now. Any future sex I had with Abby would only be a weak imitation. As far as sex was concerned, I'd forevermore be second place, at best.
On the TV, porn-wife was having an equally life-shattering revelation, screaming out repeatedly how good porn-best-friend's cock was. It was over-the-top, yet perfectly fit the earthshattering sex that Nathan and Abby were having.
Nathan's sexual domination of my wife was humiliating enough as-is, but then he hit me with another blow. Still thrusting steadily into Abby, he stared at me, then down at her.
"Abby. Look at Joseph. Show him how good you feel," Nathan commanded.
Abby obeyed meekly, tilting her head up and staring at me. Despite our eye contact, I felt no connection. Abby simply wasn't there. Her soul had been fucked from her body, and it wouldn't return until Nathan was done.
Nathan started to say something else, but Abby cut him off.
"Shut up, Nathan. Just fuck me," she groaned.
Nathan shot a glance at me that said 'what's a guy supposed to do?', but he complied with Abby's request, picking up the pace of his thrusts.
I don't know how much longer they fucked like that, but it felt like an eternity. Nathan fucked Abby so thoroughly and so naturally that if someone had walked in on us, they would have assumed Nathan and Abby were the married couple... with me as the voyeuristic third.
Eventually, Abby's second orgasm of the afternoon became imminent. With Nathan steadily thrusting into her from behind, Abby began to moan continuously.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck..." her voice twisting higher and higher until it had become a squeal.
Nathan finally reached his tipping point too, gasping "fuck, Abby, you're gonna make me cum!"
The next instant, Nathan had thrust himself fully into Abby, and it was clear they were climaxing together, both bodies trembling as they released as one.
Nathan may have pulled out perfectly with Abby before, but he failed to do so now. I couldn't see it, but I knew Nathan's balls were emptying themselves deep into my wife, millions of his sperm flooding her womb.
Abby, of course, was too busy riding out her own climax to care about her potential fertilization. Mere inches in front of me, her face contorted in pleasure beyond anything I'd seen before.
Nathan and Abby rode out their orgasms together, bodies mashing with such force they seemed to be merging into one. What had started as threesome had ended as something much different: a carnal pairing where I'd been reduced to mere spectator.
Finally, the pleasure storm subsided. Nathan lowered from his hands down to his elbows, his body pressing firmly over Abby's. His head hovered just above hers; with a slight turn, he kissed her firmly on the cheek. In my envy-driven mindset, it seemed like Nathan was marking Abby as his own.
"Holy fuck, Abby. You wore me out," he gasped.
Abby laughed weakly, earning another kiss from Nathan. He gently thrust a couple more times inside Abby, giving his semen a final push past Abby's cervix.
Nathan's move seemed to finally hammer home the reality to Abby's mind: he had cum inside her.
"Nathan!" she gasped, seeming to come alive again. "Goddamn it, you didn't pull out!"
Nathan, as if just now realizing what he'd done, jerked backwards, pulling himself up and out of Abby. His softening cock glistened in the light, covered in a mix of Abby's wetness and his own semen. "Shit. My bad."
"What part of me not being on birth control didn't you understand?" Abby said, flipping herself over and looking down at the whiteness that had started to leak from inside her.
Nathan shrugged apologetically. "I'm sorry. You just felt too good. But as you said, there's Plan B, right?"
Abby looked like she was going to say more, but instead she shook her head and looked at me. "Next time, Joey, you get to go first."
I just nodded, not saying what I was thinking: was Abby already thinking about a next time with Nathan?
"Fuck!" Abby said, standing from the couch and gathering her clothes. "Well, I'm gonna go clean up and swing by the pharmacy, I guess. Nathan, you're an asshole. Joey... congrats on your threesome."
And then she was gone, leaving Nathan and me alone.
"I'm gonna go clean up too," Nathan said. "But bro, your wife's got to be one of my all-time favorite fucks. I don't know how you ever keep your hands off her."
And then he was gone too.
I became aware of the porn on the TV again. The porn-wife lay spreadeagled on her marital bed, porn-best-friend pulling out of her to reveal the sperm he'd deposited inside her body. The mimicry was surreal.
Porn-wife scooped some of the whiteness from her, examining it with exaggerated satisfaction. "Hope you brought an extra suitcase," she said seductively. "Because looks like you're gonna be staying a bit longer."
The porn-best-friend stared blankly, clearly not understanding.
Porn-wife then clarified: "I'm not giving up your cock anytime soon."
***
Abby took her Plan B without incident, thankfully preventing any permanent consequences of Nathan's slip-up. With that out of the way, I should have been happy with how the afternoon had gone. I'd gotten the threesome I'd wanted, I'd gotten a phenomenal blowjob-to-completion, and I'd ensured Abby wouldn't be complaining about Nathan anytime soon.
But that last factor revealed the problem: in the aftermath of their second hookup, Abby and Nathan seemed to grow almost too comfortable. Not that long ago, they were strangers, yet now they bantered and laughed together like old friends... or lovers. Nathan's incessant flirting continued too, and not only did Abby tolerate it, she began to encourage it. A wink here. A casual 'you're bad' there. And so on.
At first, I kept my discomfort to myself, but eventually it built to the point I could no longer contain it.
When I confronted Nathan about his over-familiarity with Abby, he was dismissive: "What are you talking about, man? Abby's cool and all, but I'm just the roommate here. You're the husband. Listen, if this is about our threesome, that was just some afternoon fun. Don't make a big deal out of it. Besides, that was for you, remember? Lifelong dream, and all that?"
Abby, on the other hand, seemed sympathetic to my concerns, reassuring me that while she no longer wanted Nathan gone immediately, she didn't want him around forever. Yeah, they'd slept together twice, but he'd essentially been a human dildo: nice physically, but that was all. In any case, she added, she preferred me anyway.
Those conversations helped ease my discomfort, but they never went away entirely. With time, I may have made my peace. Unfortunately, time was not on my side.
***
"Don't forget it's your reunion tomorrow, babe. I know you're not going, but I'd still like to. Chance to get out of the house and all that. Plus, it'll give me a chance to get to know your past."
Abby was right--I wasn't planning on going. But I had a sneaking suspicion that she wasn't being fully transparent about her own reasons for attending.
"You still going with Nathan, then?" I asked, as nonchalantly as I could manage.
"Yeah, figured we might as well ride together if we're going to the same place," Abby shrugged. "You don't mind, do you, Joey?"
I knew the response Abby expected: 'No, Abby, I don't mind at all. Please, go to my ten-year reunion without me. Go with my best friend instead. My attractive and well-endowed best friend. My best friend who you seem increasingly attached to. My best friend who you've fucked twice."
These were bitter thoughts, but I couldn't help them. Deep down, I knew I was just as much to blame for our current situation as Abby was: either passively accepting her encounters with Nathan... or outright okaying them.
But no more.
"Actually," I began, feigning a cheerful thoughtfulness, "I changed my mind. I'd like to go too. Might be fun to show everyone how much I've changed since graduation."
Seeing Abby's expression flicker in shock, I grinned internally. She had not expected that at all.
"Oh. Well, okay then. I guess we'll all be going together," she shrugged. Hesitating briefly, she continued. "Also, please don't be mad but I let Nathan RSVP us as a couple. He was really self-conscious about being single, and I just felt so bad for him I couldn't say no. I figured you wouldn't mind since you weren't going. And I wasn't sure they'd let me attend if I was just some random guest instead of a plus-one."
My jealousy flared. Don't be mad? How could I not be mad? What kind of married woman agrees to be another guy's date at a public event? Especially without asking her husband first?
I took a deep breath. It wouldn't do any good to blow up. I needed to fix this first--I could be upset later.
"I'll be honest, Abby, that's kind of fucked up that you'd agree to that," I said, my tone as light as I could manage. "But it's fine. We'll just say it was an accident on the reservation process and get it fixed."
Abby looked relieved. "Yeah. Yeah, that works. You should probably tell Nathan, though. I think he was really looking forward to proving he wasn't destined to be single his whole life."
"Don't worry, I'll talk to him," I reassured her.
***
"Oh damn, dude," Nathan sighed. "I guess Abby told you then, huh?"
I'd caught him coming out from the bathroom. Not the best place for a discussion, but I wasn't going to put this off.
Nathan's face turned sympathetic. "Look, I get it. I know it's weird for me to have asked Abby to be my date. I promise I wasn't trying to pull a fast one... it's just..."
For a split second, Nathan's voice cracked--was he about to cry? "You don't know how hard it is for me to show up at this reunion. I'm single. I'm crashing at my best friend's house because I don't have anywhere else to stay. And let's not forget, I only have a job because of that same best friend. When I asked Abby to be my date, it was because I couldn't bear the shame of going without her. She's my proof to everyone that I'm not a total fuckup."
I couldn't help it. In the face of Nathan's extreme vulnerability, my anger dissipated. I didn't fully agree with his logic, but I couldn't fault his motives. Nathan had been legendary--or at least notorious--in high school; it would have been soul-crushing to face his former classmates as a couch-surfing, still-single, 28-year-old.
But still...
"Why even go at all then?" I asked. "Or why not lie about that stuff? It's not like anyone would know the difference."
"I thought about not going," Nathan admitted. "It's just a reunion, right? Except for me... it's not. Everyone always assumed I wouldn't go anywhere in life. Too busy chasing women to ever build something long-term. This was going to be my chance to prove everyone wrong. Sure, I know I'm just a faker. A fraud. But, for one single evening, I could pretend otherwise. And Abby, sweetheart that she is, agreed to help me pull it off."
Nathan sighed, then continued. "I get it, Joseph. I should have asked your permission first. But I was just too ashamed, you know? You've done so much for me already. My pride couldn't take asking for more. Besides, I figured where was the harm? At the end of the day, Abby's wearing your ring."
He paused again, seemingly deep in thought. "Yeah, Abby and I have had our fun, but that's all it is. Fun. You two are married. Like, legally-binding, til-death-do-us-part, married. Her pretending to be my date for a few hours isn't gonna change that."
Hearing Nathan pour his heart out, I slowly realized that I'd overreacted. In the end, my own insecurities were what had upset me, not anything that Nathan or Abby had done. Besides, he was right: Abby was mine. If letting Nathan pretend otherwise for a short time was the one thing that made him feel alright for an evening, what was the harm in that?
Looking downtrodden, Nathan wrapped up his thoughts. "If you want to take Abby back as your date for the reunion, I get it. She's yours to take. I'll still go either way. And I guess it's only fair. Abby is your success. I can't blame you for wanting to show off."
Nathan had always been so self-confident. So capable. Of the two of us, he was the one supposed to strike it big in life. Not me. Seeing him so utterly defeated was more than my empathy could take.
Nathan had done so much for me when we were kids. And now I had a chance to repay the favor. So what if he pretended that Abby was his date for a bit? I didn't care about my former classmates. I didn't need to show off to them. But it would mean the world to Nathan.
The last traces of my jealousy were replaced by assurance. I was going to do right by my best friend.
"No, that's fine, dude. Abby can pretend to be your date," I acquiesced. "I just got in my head about it. But it's cool. I remember what it feels like to be the focus of everyone's judgment. It sucks. Sucks big time. So, yeah. I'll help you out."
Nathan broke out into a half-smile, but still appeared downcast. "Thanks, man. It really means a lot. You're a great friend. Like seriously."
"Yeah, no problem, man. Happy to help," I shrugged, feeling self-conscious now. "Sorry I kinda jumped you about it."
"No worries, man," Nathan said, patting me good-naturedly on the back. "I'm just happy you cleared the air. Now we can look forward to the reunion without anything else hanging over our heads."
***
The three of us rode to the reunion in the same car. Nathan driving, Abby riding shotgun, and me in the back. Abby had offered to let me sit up front with Nathan, but Nathan pointed out that letting her take the seat was the gentlemanly thing to do. I had no problem agreeing; he was right, after all.
On the forty-five minute ride to the venue, I found myself becoming increasingly nervous. I was never the most social person to begin with, but mingling with a group of people who I hadn't seen in a decade sent my anxiety spiraling. It didn't help that during school, most of my former classmates had treated me with either indifference or disdain. Nathan had ended people's open shunning when he took me under his wing... but I was never popular.
Sure, I'd done well in my time away from high school, but as the reunion loomed, my old insecurities reemerged.
By the time we'd arrived. I was barely holding myself together. Why had I agreed to go again?
Fortunately, Nathan came to my rescue. Seeing my unsettled state as we exited the car, he shot me a reassuring grin.
"You got this, man," he said, clapping me on the back.
I took a deep breath and steeled myself.
Nathan was right. I did have this. I didn't have to be the same timid kid I was ten years ago.
Besides, what's the worst that could happen?
***
"Wow, Nathan Moore. It's been a while! So glad you could make it!"
Our senior class president, Kelley, greeted us with a big smile. Her eyes flickered to Abby. "And this must be your lovely wife?"
"Sure is," Nathan beamed. "Abby, meet Kelley. Kelley, this is Abby... my dream wife."
Abby shot a sharp glance at Nathan but quickly recovered. "It's nice to meet you, Kelley. I'm so excited to be here."
"And we're happy to have you, Abby. But please, don't let me hold you up. Grab a name tag. Go mingle and have fun. There are drinks towards the back. Once everyone's here, I'll find you all again. I can't wait to hear about your guys' story!"
"Oh, it's a good one," Nathan said, flashing his trademark grin.
And then we were moving on, off to the name-tag table.
"'Wife'?" I emphasized, as we picked out our respective tags. "Nathan, you said you'd RSVP'd Abby as your date. You didn't say anything about putting her down as your wife! Abby, did you know about this?"
Abby shook her head, looking at Nathan with an indecipherable expression.
Nathan grimaced. "Sorry, guys. I thought I'd mentioned that. It was the only way to really sell that I'd done okay for myself romantically. Anyone can find a date for a single night. But a wife? That's respectable. Either way, it doesn't change anything. It's all just a performance, right?"
I wasn't sure I agreed, but I wasn't in a place mentally to fight this out now. I just needed to get through this event.
"Fine, I get it," I answered begrudgingly. "Sure, you guys can be married. Just... keep it toned down. We're doing you a big favor, remember?"
"You sure are," Nathan smiled appreciatively. "I won't forget it."
***
Nathan and I had different ideas of what toned-down meant. As we made the circuit of meeting everyone, Nathan made a point of showing off his feigned connection to Abby. Beyond the given of introducing her over-and-over as his wife, he also was very physically possessive of Abby, draping his arm over her shoulder, pulling her body snug against his, and planting the occasional kiss on her cheek.
His charm reached new heights in the process too, telling everyone how lucky he was to have met Abby, how she had shown him what true love was all about, and so on. Coming from anyone else, it would have been insufferable, but Nathan made it endearing... wielding modesty and self-deprecation to great effect.
For her part, Abby seemed uncomfortable with their 'performance' at first, but as time went on, she fell into the role seamlessly. Nathan would explain how they'd met (through me), he'd stare affectionately down at Abby, she'd blush... and then elaborate that while she'd found Nathan off-putting at first, he'd won her over in the end.
Everyone loved the story. Who wouldn't? It was the classic tale of a bad boy being tamed by a woman with a heart of gold. Even those former classmates who had reason to dislike Nathan were intrigued by their connection.
It made me sick to my stomach. Besides the whole thing being bullshit, it bothered me how easily Nathan and Abby played their parts... and how thoroughly our audience bought it. I was barely noticed during these engagements... and while I appreciated not being the center of attention, I didn't like the reason: my best friend's fairy-tale relationship with my wife had stolen the spotlight.
Finally, after yet another round of Nathan parading Abby around to our former classmates, I'd had enough. I excused myself to the bathroom, desperately needing a break from this social nightmare.


***
"So, did you talk to him yet?"
"Not yet. I'm not sure what I'd say. 'Hey, Nathan, remember me? I'm that girl you ate out in the bathroom back in eleventh grade.' Yeah, I'm sure his wife would love to hear that."
The first woman, Ashley, laughed. "You've got a point there. Honestly, I'm still shocked he found a girl to settle down with at all. I figured he'd be a playboy forever."
"I know, right? I wonder if she knows about his history. Is she clueless? Or does she know and just not care?"
Now it was the other woman, Laura's turn to laugh. "Maybe she was the one who finally beat Nathan at his little driving game. I could see the girl who pulled that off locking him down for life."
"Maybe you're right. You should ask her."
"Yeah, I'm not..." Laura broke off suddenly, noticing me.
"Sorry, I was just looking for the bathroom," I said, pretending like I hadn't been listening in on their conversation.
Laura and Ashley exchanged glances. They knew who I was--Nathan's human puppy. I was no more threatening to them now than I was in high school. They giggled conspiratorially.
As I made my way past them to the men's room, I heard Laura whisper, "you think Nathan still lets him sleep over while he's fucking?"
***
By the time the reunion fizzled out in the late afternoon, I was utterly worn down.
I'd been fine with Nathan pretending that Abby was his date... but his wife? That was more than I'd bargained for. On top of that, he'd insisted on showing off their chemistry in front of everyone.
I wasn't sure which was worse: how well Abby had played Nathan's wife... or how passively I'd gone along with it.
And then the encounter with Ashley and Lauren had left my already-fragile confidence in tatters.
I just wanted to go home and put the whole fucked-up event behind me.
Nathan and Abby, however, had seemed energized by the reunion.
"So, Joseph, do you think everyone bought it?"
"Yeah, I think so," I replied, doing my best to sound chipper.
"Hell, yeah, Abby!" Nathan exclaimed, taking a hand off the wheel to high-five her triumphantly. "Told you that you make a great Mrs. Moore!"
"What can I say? I guess I'm quite the actress," Abby smiled, fanning herself dramatically before looking back towards me. "Thanks for letting me tag along tonight, Joey. Going undercover and meeting all your classmates was a blast! You really think I had people fooled?"
"Oh definitely," I said, continuing my brave face. "In fact, I heard two girls by the bathroom guessing how you managed to tame Nathan. Not sure if you've heard, but he was quite the womanizer back in the day."
I'd hoped this would remind Abby that despite the fun she had playing Nathan's wife, he would be a terrible prospect in real life.
But Abby didn't seem put off. She seemed intrigued. "Oh, so you were a bad boy," she said, looking at Nathan and laughing.
"A bit of one, sure," Nathan shrugged casually, before flicking his eyes to me in the rearview. "So, Joseph, what theories did they have on how Abby 'tamed' me?"
I rolled my eyes. "They joked she must have beaten you at the car game."
Nathan laughed. "The car game, huh? Now there's something I haven't thought about in years."
"Wait, what's the car game?" Abby asked, staring at Nathan with open curiosity.
Nathan chuckled. "Well, it's simple enough. More of a challenge really. As you know by now, I'm pretty good at controlling my body while I'm... excited. Well, one day, some girls in school were arguing about who gave better blowjobs. I couldn't resist and bet none of them could finish me during the drive between school and my house. I won, word got out about my stamina, other girls tested their luck... Next thing you know, it became a real challenge at our school. A challenge I never lost."
"I don't believe you," Abby said skeptically. "I don't believe you convinced all these girls to give you head... and I definitely don't believe that none of them finished you."
"Believe what you want, it's true," Nathan shrugged. "Joseph can vouch for me."
Abby looked back at me for confirmation; I gave her a he's-not-wrong shrug back.
Abby had been skeptical; now she was intrigued. "Were they all just that bad at giving head?"
"Actually, some were pretty good. I was just better at resisting," Nathan said matter-of-factly. "Although if you're considering giving the challenge a try yourself, I think you'd have a good shot. I've seen what your mouth can do."
"You're awful," Abby laughed. "Joey was nice enough to let me pretend to be your date at the reunion. I don't think he'd appreciate you repaying the favor by trying to get me to blow you."
Nathan just shrugged. He looked at me in the rearview mirror again. "Joseph doesn't mind. He knows I'm just stating facts. Although if you did play the game, Abby, it would give Joseph a chance at redemption. Maybe his premature finish during our threesome wasn't his fault. Maybe your head-game is just that good."
"I mean I already know my head-game is that good," Abby replied confidently. "I don't need to prove myself."
"Maybe. Or maybe you're just afraid that you'll lose. And that I'd never let you hear the end of it," Nathan replied, grinning mischievously.
"You're awfully confident for someone who couldn't even bring his own date to his reunion," Abby shot back.
"I did bring my own date. You."
"I agreed to PRETEND to be your date so you wouldn't be embarrassed! Don't spin it like I wanted to be your date for real," Abby huffed.
"Hey, tell yourself whatever you want. You said yourself you had a great time. But now you're changing the subject to back out of the challenge. And don't try using Joseph as an excuse either. You want to see her go for it, don't you, man?"
"You're so annoying sometimes," Abby said, rolling her eyes. "My husband doesn't want to see me blow another guy."
"I mean, technically speaking, we're not back from the reunion yet," Nathan observed. "So I'm still on the clock as your husband. But c'mon, Joseph, tell her. Tell Abby you want to redeem your quick finish by having her to do the same to me."
As smooth as he thought he was, Nathan's persuasions were utterly transparent. Did he really think I'd roll over so Abby could pleasure him yet another time? I'd begrudgingly let him play the husband for the reunion. Even Nathan had to realize this was pushing his luck too far.
But just as I was about to shut Nathan down, I had an epiphany. He didn't really care what happened here. Sure, he'd enjoy road-head from Abby, but even if I stopped it, Nathan would just try again later. And odds were that Nathan's persistence would win out in the end. Just like it always seemed to.
But what if there was a way to end his influence for good? Inspiration bloomed in my mind.
"Actually, Nathan, you have a point. I would like redemption. Abby, it's your call, but for what it's worth, my vote is that you give it a shot. Prove to Nathan he's human just like the rest of us."
Abby looked back at me with surprise. She scrutinized my face, no doubt searching for a sign that I was testing her. "For real, Joey? Do you really want that? Or are you just saying it because Nathan is?"
"I really want it," I replied firmly.
Abby studied me some more before at last accepting my sincerity.
"Well, okay then," Abby acknowledged. "You hear that, Nathan? Better get ready because you're about to be humbled."
"We'll see about that," Nathan smirked. "We're about fifteen minutes away from home. You should start soon if you want to have a chance."
Abby huffed. "Oh, I'll have more time than I need. Just you wait."
With that, Abby started to undo her seatbelt, ready to dive in. With my permission given, she no longer had any reservations about putting Nathan to the test. I knew Abby was driven by her competitive side, but I wondered if some small part of her was turned on by the situation.
Either way, it didn't matter. It was time to spring my trap and end Nathan's influence for good.
"Hold on just a sec," I said. "Let's make this a real challenge. Put some stakes on it. Nathan, if Abby wins, you have to look for another place to stay."
Nathan met my eyes in the mirror. He studied me silently, and for a moment, I thought I might have finally called his bluff. But then he replied.
"Fair enough. But if I win, you have to let me spend a night with Abby, no strings attached."
Abby's eyebrow raised. "What, do I not get a say in this?"
"Of course you do," Nathan reassured. "You can say no if you want. But when the time comes, you won't want to. This is just for Joseph's permission."
"Wow, you really are full of yourself tonight, aren't you, Nathan?" Abby said, shaking her head.
"I'm just a man who knows what he wants," Nathan shrugged. "So, do we have a deal, Joseph?"
If I wasn't so confident in Abby's abilities, I would have hesitated. Nathan was good at controlling himself, that was true, but I doubted even he could resist Abby once she committed. This was my chance to get Nathan out of the house without having to risk a confrontation I wouldn't have the courage to see through.
"You're on. Good luck," I said confidently, before addressing Abby. "Babe, don't hold back on my account. Give it everything you got. Whatever it takes."
"Don't worry, Joey," Abby reassured me. "I'm not losing."
"Clock's ticking," Nathan grinned, returning his full attention to the road. "We'll be home before you know it."
Abby looked back at me one more time, shaking her head as if she couldn't believe she was actually going through with this. Then, with an exaggerated sigh, she removed her seatbelt and leaned over the center console.
"I just want you to know, Nathan... you're not as slick as you think you are," Abby said with a wry smile. "And now, I'm gonna prove it."
Proclamation given, Abby moved her hands down towards Nathan's waist. It was out of my view, but I heard the telltale sound of his belt being unbuckled... then his zipper slowly being pulled down.
"Hard already, Nathan? You're making this easy for me," Abby said, sounding thoroughly unimpressed as she worked her hands inside my best friend's pants.
"Just giving you a fighting chance is all," Nathan replied evenly, keeping his eyes on the road.
There was silence for a moment, but I knew Abby wasn't resting idle. I could imagine her fingers reaching around Nathan's hardness... grasping it gently... guiding it into the open air. Some gentle strokes along his shaft... and then perhaps a single kiss, planted delicately at the tip.
"Okay... so I will admit you do have a nice cock," Abby murmured.
I knew Abby was just committing to the challenge--'whatever it takes'--but hearing her compliment Nathan's intimate organ spiked my jealousy and arousal in equal measure.
"Thanks. Just so you know, you have an open invitation to appreciate it whenever you want."
"Let's just focus on right now," Abby replied, adjusting herself again.
Her head was still shielded from my view, but a few moments later, Nathan sighed deeply. My wife had taken him inside her mouth.
Unable to resist any longer, I unbuckled my seat belt and scooted forward, desperate for even a glimpse of what was happening in the driver's seat. It occurred to me that if Nathan were to lose control of the car, Abby and I were dangerously unsecured.
But such concerns vanished as my gaze fell upon Abby. She was folded completely over Nathan's lap, her mouth aimed squarely at his pelvis. Her head was sliding up and down slowly but evenly, servicing Nathan with erotic thoroughness.
For his part, Nathan was locked-in to driving, clearly doing his best to ignore everything that Abby was doing to his cock. But she wasn't making it easy.
The longer she sucked, the more into it she became: head bobbing faster... faint slurping noises escaping from her mouth. Eventually Nathan's stoic armor began to crack, his hips beginning to push involuntarily against Abby's parted lips.
"Mmmmm," Abby moaned encouragingly, pushing Nathan ever closer to the edge.
"Fuck, you're good at that," Nathan whispered through clenched teeth. "And somehow Joseph was the one to pull you? Talk about settling. A woman like you deserves better."
"Ouch. I'm right here," I said, frowning. "And you're not doing any better holding on than I did."
"Oh I'm holding on just fine," Nathan replied, but he was unable to resist a glance down at Abby. "Holy shit, she's making it hard though."
Abby, sensing weakness, broke away. "What's the matter, Nathan? Worried you might lose?"
"Not at all," Nathan said, returning his eyes to the road. "Just saying you make a damn good wife."
"Yeah I do," Abby replied as she retuned her mouth to Nathan's shaft.
Picking up where she left off, Abby was soon sucking Nathan steadily, slurping his cockhead while her hand stroked his shaft smoothly.
I had to give Nathan credit. He'd held out impressively long against Abby's pleasure. But we weren't far from home now. He only needed to last a few more minutes.
But just as I began to worry that Nathan might actually win, fate intervened.
The highway leading to our neighborhood was crossed by a set of train tracks. Trains rarely passed during active road hours, but it appeared that today was Nathan's unlucky day.
As we approached, the oncoming-train lights began to flash; the barrier arms lowered across the road.
"Are you kidding me?" Nathan said, throwing a hand into the air. For a moment, I thought he was going to try and beat the train, but at last he hit the brakes, bringing us to a stop.
Abby, however, didn't even pause.
Nathan's frustration at being denied his imminent victory was soon buried underneath Abby's continued pleasure. She slurped steadily, letting the velvet bliss of her mouth bring Nathan ever closer to his untapped ecstasy.
Not even he could last much longer now. My gamble was going to work!
But just then, a truck pulled in beside us in the second lane. It was a landscaping truck, with three men in the cab. As they braked to a stop, the man in the passenger seat casually looked over towards us.
His eyes widened as he realized what was going on.
"Shit," I said. "We... uh, we've got company."
Nathan glanced to his left. "Hey, Abby, you might want to stop. The guy in the truck next to us is watching."
Under normal circumstances, Abby would have been mortified. Realizing a stranger was watching her give head would have sent her scrambling for cover, embarrassed to her core.
But Abby was on the verge of victory. Not even an audience would stop her now.
She kept sucking.
"Abby, he's getting his buddies to look now. They can see everything," Nathan observed.
But Abby just kept going.
A desperate note entered Nathan's voice now. "Abby, if you don't stop, they're gonna see me cum all over you."
Finally, Abby broke away. She looked up at Nathan and grinned.
"That's the plan."
And then she retuned to his cock.
"Ohhh fuckkkkkkk," Nathan groaned. "Abby, you dirty girl--ughhh!"
The next moment, a deep moan escaped from Nathan's throat, his body suddenly stiffening.
"Fuckkkkkkkkk!!" Nathan groaned again just as Abby jerked upwards. Only now did I see Nathan's cock clearly as it began to spew cum into the air. Some of it splattered against Abby's face, but most of it spilled onto Abby's hand as she milked him dry. Only after several seconds did Nathan's balls finally empty, one last glob escaping his shaft.
The men in the truck began to clap and holler. Abby ignored them, lowering her head to Nathan's now deflating cock as she began to lick his shaft clean. She couldn't get all of the mess--a lot of Nathan's cum had already soaked into his pants--but she managed to remove most of what was left.
At last, having obtained total victory, Abby seemed to come back to herself. She looked up at the men in the truck who still were cheering.
Blushing deeply, she climbed back into her seat and stared out the opposite window, refusing to even glance in the truck's direction.
Perfectly timed, the passing train came to an end, and the barriers returned to their original position.
Only when Nathan began to drive away, leaving the truck behind, did Abby speak.
"I told you I'd win."
***
Unfortunately, beating Nathan in the bet didn't work out the way I'd hoped. Over the next several days, Nathan acted like the bet hadn't happened at all, and I was too hesitant to force the issue. Besides being reluctant to send my best friend onto the streets, I wasn't fully confident that I could stick to my guns if I did confront Nathan directly about it.
Occasionally I'd remind Nathan that part of the condition of his loss was looking for another place to stay. But each time, Nathan would reply that he was looking... but nothing was working out. He'd begun pulling in big money in his new marketing role at my company, but having only been employed for a short time, lenders and landlords were wary of his long-term solvency. And for the ones that weren't, even I had to admit they were either predatory or a one-way-trip to slum-living.
Maybe Nathan could have found a workaround, but it became clear: bet or no, Nathan had no intentions of leaving anytime soon.
Worst of all, Nathan and Abby seemed to reach a new level of connection after the reunion. I first noticed it while Abby and I were laying in bed, winding down the for the night. She kept giggling at something on her phone, and finally I found it distracting enough to ask what she found so funny.
"Oh, Nathan keeps sending me these little videos," she replied off-handedly.
Abby's casual delivery was not enough to prevent my jealousy from bubbling up.
"Why is Nathan messaging you outside our group chat?" I asked.
"Oh, it's not a big deal, babe, look," Abby said, turning her phone towards me. "See? You don't even like these types of videos."
"I didn't think you did either," I said.
"Some of them are kind of funny," Abby shrugged, reclaiming her phone and giggling quietly some more.
I dropped it for the time being, but the situation only worsened.
Over the next several weeks, Nathan and Abby continued to engage with each other. By text. Face-to-face. In front of me or away from me. Soon, it had become clear they'd even developed their own inside jokes.
This was the dynamic in the house when Abby made the comment that started my downward spiral.
Fittingly, her comment came during sex.
We were in our bed at night, having just started missionary. Despite my best efforts, I could tell Abby simply wasn't responding to my touch like she normally did. At first, I assumed she just wasn't feeling it, but I kept at it as best I could. Maybe things would turn around.
Unfortunately, not long after, my dick failed me entirely. I pushed forward to find myself too soft to penetrate Abby. For the second time since Nathan's arrival, I'd failed to perform.
Abby, of course, was as far away from finishing as I was.
"Is everything okay?" she asked.
"I'm sorry, babe," I said. "I don't know what my problem is. Maybe I'm just too tired. Give me five minutes, and I'll see if I can get things back on track."
"Don't worry about it, babe," Abby said reassuringly. "We can try again later. It'll be fine, I promise."
"I just don't understand why this keeps happening. I've never had a problem before," I sighed, pulling myself off Abby. "Of course, it's right when we're trying to have a baby that my body decides it's not gonna cooperate."
"Hey now. There's no hurry," Abby replied with a sympathetic smile. "You're probably just tired from all the extra time you've put in at work. I'm gonna run downstairs for a snack and a drink. Get some sleep. We can try again tomorrow night."
Abby then left, leaving me alone with my frustrations.


For the next several minutes, I soaked in my failure. Why couldn't I stay hard? What had changed? I knew the obvious answer was Nathan, but that seemed like a cop-out. Sure, he'd been part of the reason I'd gone soft that first time, but he wasn't here now. As nice as it might feel to blame him, tonight was nobody's fault but my own. In the end, my frustration boiled down to one question: why couldn't I be better?
I debated just going to sleep and starting fresh in the morning. But Abby's promise that we could try again tugged at me. Only, I didn't want to wait until tomorrow for redemption. I wanted to try again tonight. But there was one problem: Abby still hadn't come back.
I waited a bit longer, but finally I exhausted my patience and decided to track her down. I climbed from the bed and exited our room.
Once I reached the stairs, I realized I could see the lights from the TV flickering off the walls... but its sound was barely audible: the volume had been drastically reduced. I descended the steps quietly, not wanting to risk disturbing Abby if she'd fallen asleep downstairs.
But Abby wasn't asleep. She was wide-awake on the couch. And she wasn't alone.
Nathan was sitting next to her.
Thankfully, they were decent--fully clothed and not touching--but the way they were quietly engaging with each other still caused my jealousy to flair. Suddenly desperate to listen in on their conversation, I began to sneak down the steps, settling down near the bottom. I hoped the stairs' darkness would hide my presence.
I drew close enough to hear them clearly.
"So that's my most embarrassing story," Nathan said with a wry grin. "What's yours?"
"Hey now, just because you chose to share doesn't mean I have to. I never agreed, remember?" Abby replied, tipsy-smile plastered across her face.
"Well, that's not very fair, is it?" Nathan replied. "I share my most vulnerable moment with you, and you're just like 'wow, that's funny'? You hurt me, Abby. I thought we were closer than that. C'mon, let's hear yours."
"Okay, fineeeee," Abby said, dragging out the last syllable. "You're lucky I took those shots."
She sighed and took a moment to gather herself before continuing. "So, this one time back in college..."
I listened quietly as Abby launched into her story. It was one I'd heard before, about an unfortunate series of encounters Abby had with another student that was as mortifying as it was long. It was embarrassing enough that Abby hadn't even shared the story with me until we'd been dating for months. But now here she was, sharing it with Nathan as if they'd known each other for years.
As Abby finished her retelling, she looked at Nathan expectantly, awaiting his reaction.
"Yikes..." Nathan said, looking uncomfortable to an exaggerated degree. "Now you've got me questioning if I should hang around you anymore. I might die of second-hand embarrassment."
"You asshole," Abby said, giving Nathan a playful shove.
Nathan burst into laughter, unable to maintain his deadpan demeanor any longer. "I'm sorry," he said, grinning. "I couldn't resist. But yeah, I think your story beats mine. I didn't think that was possible. Well done, Abby."
"Thank you," Abby said, accepting Nathan's compliment proudly.
"You're welcome," Nathan said. He looked at Abby for a moment, as if weighing whether he should share what he wanted to say next.
"You know, Abby," Nathan said, with a slight sigh. "You're a whole lot cooler than I thought you were at first. I misjudged you."
"Thanks," Abby replied, smile on her face. "I guess I misjudged you too. You're only an asshole part of the time."
Nathan laughed. "I guess I deserve that. But I mean it. Joseph's one hell of a lucky guy to have you in his life. I'm extremely jealous."
"You should pass that on to him. A girl always likes to be appreciated," Abby said.
"I doubt Joseph needs the reminder. Any man fortunate enough to be with you should be praising his luck every day. I know I would," Nathan said. "Hell, I doubt I could keep my hands off you."
He paused, seeming to consider Abby's presence for the first time. "Speaking of, why aren't you in bed with him now? Aren't you still trying for a kid?"
Abby flushed slightly. "Well... as a matter of fact, we were... but Joey had a slight body malfunction. I came down here to give him some space... but he's probably gone to sleep by now."
Nathan looked shocked. "Wait... you were trying to have sex with Joey... and he couldn't keep it up? Is he dying?"
"No, he's not," Abby laughed. "To be honest, I'm not sure what's going on with him. I can't help but wonder if I'm the problem. What if Joey just doesn't find me attractive anymore?"
Nathan was quiet for a moment, his face a mask as he took this new information in. "If he doesn't find you attractive anymore, Abby, he's the biggest idiot on the planet. I know I probably shouldn't be saying this to my best friend's wife, but you're the hottest woman I've ever met."
Abby's flush deepened. "Thanks. That does make me feel better."
"Good," Nathan nodded. "So, if Joseph quit the fun early, I'm guessing you're still a bit worked up. Is that anything I can help with? Asking as a friend, of course."
Abby giggled. "You're bad. I didn't think bros were supposed to joke about 'helping out' their friend's wife."
"I mean, considering how much we've already done together, it doesn't seem like a big deal at this point," Nathan shrugged.
"Yeah, but those times were different," Abby pointed out. "Joey was there for those and gave his permission. You're talking about getting physical with no Joey. Just us."
"I guess I am," Nathan admitted. "But if Joseph can't give you what you need, it only seems right that I step in as backup. Joseph would want you taken care of."
Abby stared at Nathan. "You're serious about this."
"I sure am," Nathan agreed.
Abby looked away, suddenly uncertain. "I mean, I'm flattered you want to, Nathan. If I were single..." she trailed off before continuing. "But I'm married. What kind of wife would I be if I hooked up with my husband's best friend?"
"The kind of wife who's being kept from her potential," Nathan replied evenly. "Besides, in a way, you'd actually be benefitting Joseph. Think how bitter you might become if your needs stay unmet. It wouldn't do anything good for your marriage, that's for sure. So, let me help instead. It's what friends are for, right? Keeping marriages healthy?"
Abby stared at Nathan for a moment, then shook her head. "You're lucky you're on my good side now, Nathan, because that was a stretch."
"Maybe. But you're still here, though," Nathan pointed out.
"I'm still here," Abby echoed softly, sounding surprised by the fact.
"So, what do you think happens next?" Nathan said, scooting closer to Abby.
"I don't know," Abby said, but she made no move to back away from Nathan. Her mind may have been uncertain, but her body was rigid with anticipation.
"I think you do know," Nathan murmured, moving his hand under Abby's chin and tilting her face up towards his. "And I think you want it. So tell me, Abby. Tell me you want it."
Abby's mouth worked soundlessly for a moment, her desire to be a faithful wife clashing with the desire of her body. I could almost see the battle in Abby's mind: giving into Nathan here was wrong, likely the most wrong thing she had ever done... but her urges were too powerful to be denied by something as abstract as morality. The alcohol in Abby's blood, combined with her own arousal, had decimated her inhibitions. It would be so easy to just give in.
I could sense Abby consider further: besides, what if Nathan was right? I had failed to satisfy her; would it really be so bad if she accepted his help, just this once? Besides, it wasn't like they hadn't been intimate before. And as she'd pointed out to me earlier, Nathan would just be serving as a human dildo... nothing more.
Put that way, the decision made itself. Looking up at Nathan, Abby uttered the words she should have never said to another man: "I want it."
That was all Nathan needed. He grinned triumphantly then brought his face to Abby's, planting his lips against hers. Abby returned the kiss softly at first, then eagerly; soon the two were making out steadily. Despite the growing intensity of their passion, there remained an undercurrent of tenderness between the pair, hinting at a hidden truth: this was more than a mere hookup.
Their kisses continued steadily, and soon their hands began to move over one another. It wasn't long before clothes were flying off: shirts, pants, and underwear removed in quick succession. Within seconds, Abby and Nathan were naked, their eyes eagerly drinking in the other. This visual exchange only lasted moments, and then the pair's hands returned to their earlier explorations--now over bare skin rather than fabric.
Nathan venerated my wife's body, running his hands over every inch of her softness. Abby's breasts, her smooth stomach, her wide hips, and her slender legs were all open to him, and Abby melted further with each new area Nathan claimed for his own. For her part, Abby couldn't seem to get enough of Nathan's arms and shoulders, savoring his muscled body.
I watched all of this unfold silently, unable to cope with the sheer volume of emotions racing through my brain. I felt betrayal, jealousy, anger, and bitterness, but also curiosity, anticipation, excitement, and lust. Abby was actively cheating on me with my best friend, yet I felt no desire to intervene. Part of it was a sense of inevitability. Yes, I could storm in and ruin their fun, but the betrayal itself had already happened. But another part of my hesitation came from my need to see the scene play out. Interrupting them now would be like walking out of a horror movie halfway; sure, maybe I'd spare myself additional trauma, but then I'd forever stuck not knowing how the story ended. And I needed an ending.
Oblivious to my presence or struggle, Abby and Nathan continued their illicit hookup.
Once Nathan had completed his circuit of Abby's body, he moved his hand upwards, reaching underneath Abby's hair and cupping her head. Gently, Nathan then pulled her towards him, their lips joining in a soft kiss.
But this was just a temporary detour--breaking away, Nathan then continued to press down against Abby's head, guiding her towards his awaiting cock.
Abby got the hint. Wrapping her fingers around the base of Nathan's shaft, she held him in place as she slowly enveloped his head between her lips. Nathan let out a satisfied groan, the forbidden pleasure of Abby's mouth already working its magic.
From my angle, I couldn't see Abby sucking Nathan very clearly, but her movements left little to the imagination. She started slow, savoring Nathan's manhood, but it wasn't long before she was bobbing freely on his shaft. Nathan let out a soft 'oh fuck' once Abby had gotten underway, which seemed to only spur her on further. She sucked Nathan vigorously; any lingering concerns about marital fidelity had evaporated. For the moment, my wife only cared about giving Nathan the best blowjob of his life--and she seemed to be succeeding.
So much for Abby not being a fan of blowing Nathan, I thought bitterly, sparking another flash of jealousy. Again, I felt the urge to intervene, but before I could act, the urge faded as quickly as it had come. Whatever good sense I had left was vaporized by the sheer eroticism of the scene before me.
Without even realizing what I was doing, I unzipped my pants, taking my cock into my hands. My attention remained fully on the couch as I began to stroke.
Nathan had kept his hand on the back of Abby's head this whole time, keeping her hair out of the way and guiding her pace as she sucked on him. He'd been staring intently at Abby's face, no doubt marveling at how eagerly my wife slobbered over his shaft. But my movement had caught Nathan's eye, and his gaze suddenly flickered upwards to me.
I saw astonishment register on his face, followed by an amused consideration. Without acknowledging me at all, Nathan looked back down at Abby, who was still bobbing steadily on him.
"Abby, I'm going to tell you something surprising, but I don't want you to stop. Understand?"
Abby mumbled a response, but with Nathan's cock in her mouth, the words were jumbled.
Nathan, interpreting her noise as agreement, continued. "Joseph is watching us."
Despite Nathan's warning, Abby started to pull away from him, needing to confirm my presence with her own eyes. But Nathan kept his hand against the back of Abby's head, holding her in place.
"Hey, what did I just say about not stopping?" Nathan admonished gently. "Don't worry about Joseph. He's not going to bother us. He's too busy jacking off."
Abby froze, no longer trying to pull away, but also not resuming the blowjob either.
Nathan encouraged further. "I'm as surprised as you, Abby. But it seems our dear Joseph has a cuckold fetish. He's halfway-to-orgasm just from watching us. You wouldn't want to spoil his fun now, would you?"
Abby still seemed unsure, although she began slowly sucking Nathan again, by reflex if nothing else.
"That's it, Abby. There's a good little wife," Nathan said approvingly. "Let's give your husband the show he wants."
Nathan then turned his attention to me. "Joseph, why don't you come closer? No sense in hiding on the stairs now. Besides, you're gonna want a better view."
As if in a trance, I silently followed Nathan's suggestion. Leaving my pants behind, I approached the couch, my arousal obvious. By the time I sat down in the nearby chair, Abby had returned to steadily sucking Nathan.
She didn't acknowledge me at all, apparently unbothered that I'd just caught her red-handed with my best friend. Under normal circumstances, I would have suspected Abby's indifference was an act, but now I wasn't so sure. As far along as she'd gotten with Nathan, maybe her lust had just taken over. Besides, if I didn't care enough to stop Abby from gobbling another man's cock, why should she?
In any case, now that I was closer, I had a clear view of just how good a cock-gobbler Abby could be.
She sucked Nathan with the confidence of a pornstar, her mouth sliding up and down his shaft smoothly. I wasn't sure how Abby managed Nathan's girth, but she did, her lips spread wide as she took him repeatedly into her mouth. She gave Nathan several smaller sucks, pulling off enough to lick the underside of his head seductively, before going down deep over his shaft, taking three-quarters of Nathan's length down her throat. Abby's cheeks caved inwards, the negative pressure of her mouth pulling them tight. I was struck by the absurd notion that Abby was treating Nathan's cock like a straw--I half-expected her to suction Nathan's sperm directly out of his balls.
Even Nathan seemed shocked by Abby's vigor.
"Holy fuck, Abby, no wonder you beat me in the car-game," he said breathlessly. "That's the kind of head that gets you wifed up."
Even with Nathan's cock in her mouth, I could see Abby smile, clearly pleased by the compliment. Her smile confirmed what I'd already begun to suspect: here, in this moment, the most important man in Abby's world wasn't me. It was Nathan.
And based on the smirk across Nathan's face, he knew it.
Now that he'd fully enraptured my wife, I expected Nathan to sit back and enjoy himself... but he wasn't settling for just a blowjob tonight.
Without saying another word, Nathan pulled Abby off his cock, guiding her into a seated position. Abby didn't resist, following his direction. Once Abby was upright, Nathan shifted, turning towards her.
"Lay back, Abby," he commanded softly.
Abby obeyed, pulling her legs onto the couch as she moved to lie flat along the cushions. Nathan shot me a grin; I couldn't tell if it was an appreciative 'thanks for letting me do this' or a triumphant 'look how much your wife wants this'. Regardless, I was too overwhelmed with lust to care--I kept pumping myself steadily.
Once Abby was in position, Nathan took his spot between her legs, his thick cock hovering just above her stomach. It still didn't seem possible that such a large organ could fit inside my wife's smaller frame, but Nathan had managed it twice already. Now he was about to complete the hat trick.
My breath in my throat, I watched Nathan maneuver his hips backwards, bringing his impressive member down to Abby's entrance. Even in the dim light, I could see Abby's saliva still coating his shaft... lingering proof of how thoroughly she'd serviced him. And Nathan was about to violate her further.
Nathan pushed his cock against Abby's opening, gently nestling his head inside her folds. He paused, savoring the significance of this moment: he was on the verge of taking Abby in the truest sense. Not as part of a threesome or as a weaponized tool, but a real partner. Sure, I was nearby, but the simple truth was that this was Nathan and Abby's fuck--I was just a tolerated extra. All Nathan needed to do was push forward slightly, and his position as Abby's lover would be secured.
Nathan, seeming to read my mind, looked at me. "Watch closely, Joseph," he said softly. "I'm about to show you how it's done."
With those words, Nathan pushed forward at last, slowly sinking deep into my wife. His cock disappeared into Abby's pussy inch-by-inch, spreading her walls with his rigidity. Eventually, Nathan buried himself entirely inside Abby--I knew he filled her more than I ever had.
"Fuck, Abby, your pussy feels even better than before," Nathan groaned.
Abby didn't respond, too focused on the pleasure of being stuffed to the brim. But Nathan wasn't going to allow himself to go unanswered.
"How does it feel, Abby, having me inside you?" Nathan asked.
"Good," Abby murmured, only half-present.
"Just good?" Nathan pressed further.
"Great," Abby amended. "You feel great."
Satisfied with her answer for the moment, Nathan began to do exactly what he'd promised: showing me what pleasing Abby was all about.
I could hardly believe my own eyes as Nathan began to fuck my wife on a level I hadn't realized was possible. He wasn't rough, like when he'd dominated Abby during our threesome encounter, but maintained a semi-tender assertiveness. Yes, Nathan was clearly in control, but he wielded that control for Abby's pleasure as much as his own, using every part of his body to stimulate her further. Hands, fingers, tongue, and cock, all worked together to give Abby the fuck of a lifetime. It wasn't long before she gave herself over to Nathan's pleasure entirely.
As his thrusts reached a steady pace, Nathan lowered, bringing his face to Abby's. They began to kiss softly, quiet moans escaping both of them. Nathan and Abby's physical connection was obvious, but their gentle kisses suggested something deeper: a genuine emotional bond.
There was no denying it, my best friend and my wife weren't just fucking anymore, they were making love. I should have been horrified, but I just sat and watched, too horny to care.
Abby's first orgasm arrived suddenly, her body stiffening against Nathan's as she released. She'd managed to gasp a soft "oh fuck,"... then she was gripping Nathan tightly with her legs, holding him deep inside her as she came onto his cock. Nathan stilled himself as Abby trembled beneath him, moving only enough to kiss her forehead... her face scrunching in pure ecstasy.
Once she'd finished riding out her orgasm, Abby reopened her eyes, staring up at Nathan with disbelieving wonder.
"Not bad, huh?" Nathan grinned, clearly pleased with his performance. "You ever have an orgasm like that before?"
"Not in a long time," Abby replied, still slightly breathless.
"What, you're saying Joseph doesn't make you feel like this?" Nathan teased, tilting his head towards me.


Abby glanced over, as if suddenly remembering my presence. Her just-fucked expression vanished, replaced with an unreadable mask.
"It's okay, Abby, you can be honest with him. It's part of the cuckold experience," Nathan encouraged.
"He used to," Abby finally said, still staring straight at me.
"See, Joseph, this is why you need me here," Nathan said, now looking at me too. "I know you've been with Abby for years, but time doesn't mean anything unless you use it well. Sometimes you need a guy like me to come in and stir things up."
I'd simply nodded. I knew my years of marriage to Abby shouldn't be so easily dismissible, but how could I argue? Sure, Nathan was only a dot on Abby's timeline, but look what he'd done with it. He'd gone from Abby's unwanted houseguest to fuck-buddy in a matter of months. Nathan was right: he'd used his time with Abby much better than I had.
Nathan's grin widened as he sensed my acceptance. "Don't be too hard on yourself, Joseph. You did well getting this far."
With that, Nathan returned his attention to my wife. "Abby, as Joseph's best friend, let me apologize for him. It's not your fault that he's been off lately. I think deep down Joseph knows he doesn't deserve you, and that's why he's been having... issues. But it's gonna be okay now. I'll make it up to you on his behalf."
Abby didn't respond, her attention still on me. She seemed to be waiting for me to say something, but I stayed silent, returning her stare questioningly. Finally, Abby broke our eye contact and turned back to Nathan.
"Okay."
Just a single word, but I felt its weight. In that moment, something in our dynamic shifted. Even in my aroused state, I sensed it, although I didn't fully appreciate its significance until much later.
"Okay," Nathan echoed, confirming Abby's response.
Then he resumed their fuck.
Soon the air was filled with their moans and smacking of their lips. But Abby no longer passively enjoyed Nathan's touch. Like a switch had been flipped, she came alive, caressing every inch of Nathan's body within reach. She explored hungrily, tracing over muscle and skin. There was no more pretending that Nathan was just a human dildo: Abby wanted him in his entirety.
As Abby's submission to Nathan reached a new depth, Nathan broke off their kisses, grinning down at her.
"There's my eager girl," he whispered.
Abby didn't respond, just tried to pull Nathan into another kiss.
But Nathan had other plans. Not only did he resist Abby's guiding movements, he stopped thrusting... then backed out of her completely.
I barely noticed the unexpected interruption, fixated instead on Nathan's now-visible cock. He was still rock-hard, large as ever. But what really caught my attention was how thoroughly Abby's juices had saturated him. I couldn't decide what was more mind-boggling: the extent of Abby's wetness or the fact that she'd managed to take Nathan's girth completely inside her.
As Nathan shifted away from Abby, her enraptured expression faltered; she was clearly disappointed by his withdrawal.
"Don't worry," Nathan reassured her. "Just changing it up a bit. Let's give Joseph a better view. He needs a close-up of the kind of attention you deserve."
Nathan took Abby's far leg and moved it around his body, causing Abby to roll onto her side, facing me. This opened up a space behind Abby big enough for Nathan to settle into, and he did, spooning my wife. But there was one last move to make. Nathan gently nudged Abby's leg upwards, giving his cock enough room to slip in... and then penetrate her from behind.
With Abby facing me, I had the perfect angle to watch the resulting excitation spread over her body. Even the simple act of Nathan sliding back inside her was overwhelming enough that Abby bit her lip to contain herself. Her face filled with satisfied pleasure; it was the same expression one might have stepping into a hot tub on a frigid day.
Nathan savored the reconnection as much as Abby, the forbidden pleasure of her pussy enough to make his mouth gape. But even returning to Abby's most intimate area wasn't enough; Nathan needed more. His hands roamed over Abby's frame, caressing from her shoulders down to her thighs... and everywhere between.
And still, I did nothing--just passively watched as another man staked his claim to my wife's body, one inch at a time.
Abby, of course, was long past the point of caring about something as abstract as fidelity. The more Nathan explored her, the more Abby blossomed, opening herself completely to his touch. She turned her head backwards, seeking his lips; Nathan leaned over and met her. The pair kissed softly for several seconds, their mouths pressed firmly together as they poured themselves into each other. Now connected at both ends, Nathan finally began to slide in and out of Abby; their lovemaking resuming at last.
Despite myself, I felt awed by Nathan's focus. I couldn't even stay hard for Abby anymore, yet here he was rhythmically sliding into Abby's pussy, fondling her breasts, and French-kissing her, all at once. How could I compete with such a performance? No wonder Abby had turned to him for release.
Jealous regret flared, but I still couldn't tear my eyes away. Abby being so thoroughly taken by Nathan was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. The way her face contorted in ecstasy; the way she pressed back against his body, trying to force him deeper; the way her thigh gap was just wide enough to allow his cock access to her pussy... it was sex perfected. A part of me recognized the damage that was being done to my marriage... but I didn't care. All I felt was my looming climax.
Abby's own climax also neared, as she broke off her kisses with Nathan and faced forwards again. She began moaning steadily, a stream of profanities leaking from her mouth, even as she met my gaze. Despite looking squarely at me, there was no shame in Abby's eyes, only pleasure.
"That's right, Abby. Let it out. Let Joseph hear how good I'm fucking you," Nathan encouraged, his words coming out between his own pants.
Abby complied, the volume of her desperate cries rising accordingly. "Yes, that's it. That's it. Fuck me. Oh please, don't stop..."
"Beg for it, Abby. Say my name," Nathan commanded with a gasp, his careful control starting to slip at last.
"Nathannnnn, pleaseee," Abby wailed, barely able to hold herself together.
Hearing my wife moan his name was more than Nathan could take, and his will broke at last. "Fuck Abby, I'm gonna cum!" he hissed.
Nathan didn't even bother trying to pull out; instead, he pulled Abby tightly against him, holding her in place as he thrust deep inside her. His whole body stiffened as he released, his cock visibly pulsing as it delivered wave after wave of his cum into Abby's innermost depths.
The act of being inseminated was the last straw for Abby. Her own orgasm smashed home, her head tilting back, mouth falling open, as pleasure overwhelmed her mind. Wrapped tightly within Nathan's arms, Abby's whole body shivered, her pelvis tilting back to pull Nathan even deeper inside her.
Seeing my wife force Nathan's orgasming cock further inwards was too much for me. My mind released as sperm began to shoot from my own manhood. I'd had enough foresight to grab Abby's discarded panties earlier; I came heavily into them now.
By the time I returned to myself and opened my eyes, Nathan and Abby remained intertwined, Nathan kissing gently along Abby's neck.
"Wow," I said dumbly, unable to process what had just happened.
My voice stole Nathan's attention away from Abby. "Wow is right," he agreed. "No wonder you wanted to lock Abby down. Although I guess that didn't quite work out like you expected."
I laughed half-heartedly. Nathan's words bothered me, even if they were technically the truth.
Nathan continued. "Joseph, man. I'm glad you enjoyed watching, but do you mind heading back upstairs now? Get yourself cleaned up?"
"What?" I said, unable to believe my ears.
"Let me finish up with Abby. I was nice enough to let you watch--it's only fair you give us some privacy now."
"But I'm her husband..." I pointed out dumbly.
"I know, and she'll rejoin you soon," Joseph said reassuringly. "But for now, let's not complicate things with you here."
The future flashed in front of me. I saw myself standing from my chair, telling Joseph to fuck off; shouting that I wasn't leaving my wife alone with another man at all, much less one who still had his semen-covered cock inside her. And in fact, Nathan was lucky I'd agreed to take him into our house at all. If he wasn't careful, I was going to rescind that offer. Immediately, if necessary.
But, of course, none of that happened. The vision faded, and I was left with nothing more than Abby's cum-spattered panties and a non-existent spine. In the end, I said nothing to Nathan, just meekly stood from the chair and slowly trudged away.
Abby watched this exchange silently, but I noticed her blue eyes follow me impassively as I made my way to the stairs. I told myself Abby was still simply too mind-blown to realize how Nathan had disrespected me in my own house, but deep down I feared the truth was much worse: she just didn't care.
A short time later, I found myself in my bed, my mind an absolute mess. I tried to fall asleep, to tell myself that everything would make sense in the morning, but my body wouldn't cooperate.
It wasn't until Abby finally came in sometime later, crawling onto the other side of the bed, that the sweet oblivion of sleep took me.
***
The next morning, I decided to confront Abby. Hot as her sex with Nathan may have been--and as much as I'd enjoyed watching it--the fact was that she had slept with another man... without asking me first. I needed her to understand why this bothered me so much.
Unfortunately, I didn't quite get the response I'd hoped for.
"Oh, c'mon, babe. I was just having some fun. Don't make more of it than it was," Abby responded, after I'd finished sharing my concerns. "Besides, if it bothered you so much, why didn't you stop it? Seems to me, you couldn't have been that concerned, seeing as you jacked off the whole time."
But then Abby saw my expression, and her tone softened. "Look, babe, I'm sorry. I'd had a couple shots by that point, and I was feeling down about myself. You've never experienced it, so you don't know... but when a guy goes soft on you, it's hard not to take it personally. I needed to feel wanted again. And I was afraid to try again with you... when Nathan made his suggestion, it seemed like a harmless fix. After all, it's not like we were doing anything we hadn't already."
Abby sighed. "But again, I'm sorry. I should have asked you first, Joey. If it helps, Nathan was nothing more than temporary excitement. You're my husband. Last night doesn't change that."
Abby's apology, despite its half-hearted start, did seem sincere. I felt my discomfort begin to melt away, staring into my wife's open eyes. But something still nagged at me.
"Thanks for saying that," I finally replied. "I needed to hear it. I guess I was just bothered by how... tender... you seemed to be with him. I get wanting to use Nathan to help yourself feel better--human dildo and all that--but it just seemed like it was... more."
"Oh babe," Abby said, hugging me tight. "There's nothing like that between me and Nathan. I've just gotten to the point where I can stand him, remember? You've got nothing to worry about."
And despite everything, I found myself wanting to believe her.
And so, I did.
***
The next incident came less than a week later.
The workweek passed without issue, and I was finally starting to feel at ease again. The weekend began innocently enough too; Abby and I shared a lazy morning... sleeping in, late breakfast, lounging around.
By the afternoon, I was very excited to watch some football. My college was playing their rival in the must-see game of the season. I invited Abby--and reluctantly, Nathan--to watch with me, but they turned me down.
Abby declined first. "Actually, Joey, I was thinking about making some cupcakes. You should join me. It's been a while since we've cooked together. It'll be fun."
"Any other day, and I would agree, babe. But this is the game I've been looking forward to all season. You know how much I hate the team we're playing," I said.
"Is watching football really more important than quality time with your wife?" Abby questioned, but her tone was flirty.
"Any other day of the year, no," I explained. "But I can't miss this matchup. If you wait until tomorrow, I'll make cupcakes with you then, I promise."
Abby started to reply, but Nathan interjected. "C'mon, Abby. Let Joseph have his game. He's had a long week at work. I'd say he's earned the right to some football. If you need a hand, though, I'd be happy to help instead."
Abby looked to me, then back to Nathan. Finally, she shrugged. "Well, if you're volunteering, Nathan, I won't say no. Guess I don't need you after all, Joey. Enjoy your game."
With that, Abby walked off towards the kitchen.
I shot Nathan a raised eyebrow. "You? Turning down football to make cupcakes? You don't know a thing about baking."
Nathan shrugged. "Perfect time to learn, I guess."
"Jesus, you're such a suck-up," I said, disgusted. "And what happened to bros-first? That was practically our slogan back in the day."
"Way to look a gift-horse in the mouth, man," Nathan replied. "I volunteered FOR you. Now you get to watch football, guilt-free."
I shook my head. "Whatever, man. Just remember, that's my wife in there. Behave yourself."
"I make no promises," Nathan grinned, then followed after Abby before I could respond.
***
A short time later, I was on the couch, half watching the game and half listening to the voices from the kitchen. Nathan hadn't tried to make any more moves on Abby since last week, but that didn't mean I trusted him either.
Still, nothing seemed amiss at first. In fact, Nathan's cockiness quickly turned to regret when he realized that Abby wasn't just making a quick box-cupcake recipe, but rather a multi-batch, made-from-scratch set. Served him right, I thought to myself.
"This is going to take forever!" Nathan had exclaimed.
"Hey, you're the one who volunteered," Abby retorted. "Not my fault you didn't ask for specifics first."
Then later, another disbelieving outburst from Nathan. "How is there so much math for making cupcakes? How the hell am I supposed to know what three times one-and-three-eighths is?"
"Oh, c'mon, it's not that bad," Abby replied. "That's the hardest conversion there is in the whole recipe. And you can round--just call it a bit over four teaspoons."
There was silence for a moment, then Nathan's awed response. "Holy shit, you're right. It's 4.125. How'd you do that so fast?"
"Some of us didn't sleep through math class," Abby teased.
"Don't get me wrong, I'm very impressed," Nathan said. "But I figured cupcakes would be a bit more exciting than high school algebra. Biscuits, Buns, and Boobs lied to me."
"Biscuits, Bun... wait," Abby said, the reference sparking her memory. "You mean that stupid porno you showed us?"
"That AMAZING porno," Nathan clarified. "But yes. The actors in that made baking look like a blast. I bet they didn't have to do math."
"That's because they were too busy fucking," Abby responded with a laugh.
"Maybe they were on to something. We should give it a try," Nathan said casually.
Despite not wanting to miss any football, my attention was fully on their conversation now.
"Nice try buddy," Abby said back. "But you're not getting out of helping with these cupcakes that easy."
"Okay, fine," Nathan huffed dramatically. "But we could at least get naked while we bake. Now that would make it exciting."
"You're such a man," Abby sighed. "I'm not risking getting sugar on my good bits."
"Oh, c'mon. I know you guys have cooking aprons around here somewhere. We can lose our clothes and put those on to protect our delicate parts. Trust me, it'll be fun. Besides, you'd look hot as hell wearing an apron with nothing underneath."
The Abby that I married would have never considered such an idea, and likely would have kicked Nathan out of the house for suggesting it. But Abby was no longer that same woman. Slowly but surely, Nathan was transforming her, and now I witnessed another sign of just how successful he'd been.
Not only did Abby pause, considering the idea, but then came her answer.
"Okay, mister, I'll play your game. But in exchange, I want you to promise no more complaints. And you'll help with these cupcakes until they're finished. Deal?"
"Deal. And you should know by now, Abby--I'll always help you finish."
I had no trouble imagining the eyeroll that earned Nathan. A part of me hoped it had been a step too far and would bring Abby back to her senses. But that proved a vain hope.
Deal made, Nathan and Abby's conversation now ceased. I heard footsteps towards the pantry--Abby retrieving the cooking aprons, no doubt--and then shortly after, the telltale sounds of clothing being shed. Despite hearing it for myself, I could hardly believe my ears: my wife was getting naked in front of Nathan yet again... and with me only a couple rooms away. Did she think I wouldn't notice? Or did she just not care if I did?
Either way, the implications were chilling.
I completely forgot my football game at that point, standing from the couch and telling myself that I was going to march straight to the kitchen and verbally tear into the both of them. Abby was mine, not Nathan's, and they had no right to disrespect me so thoroughly in my own home.
But once I peeked around the corner into the kitchen, my single-minded focus evaporated away.
Nathan and Abby hadn't noticed my presence, too invested in their baking... and stealing glances at each other's bodies. Sure enough, they were wearing cooking aprons and nothing else, looking like they'd stepped straight out of the baking porno we'd all laughed at earlier.
The aprons were a his-and-hers set Abby and I had been gifted from our wedding registry. They were cute, reading 'I love cooking with my husband' and 'I love cooking with my wife'. Seeing Abby wear hers while Nathan wore mine seemed a bit too on-the-nose. I wondered if they even noticed the irony.
Regardless, the casual eroticism of the scene was so unexpectedly hot that my mind blanked. I forgot why I came to the kitchen in the first place, and now the only thing I cared about was watching what happened next.
I had to admit, Nathan was right. Abby did look hot as hell wearing just an apron. From the front, she looked respectable enough, although her boobs did overhang from the sides slightly. Whenever Abby turned around, though, she revealed her true indecency. Her entire backside was exposed, the apron only accentuating the roundness of her ass and the width of her hips.
In many ways, Abby-in-apron was the ultimate all-American housewife: a blond, blue-eyed beauty. But there was just one problem: the near-naked man next to her was not her husband.
Still, despite Abby's overt sexiness, Nathan stayed true to his word. He made no major moves on Abby, instead diligently working with her to finish the cupcakes. To be sure, he flirted with her plenty, touching her exposed body in several small ways, but always in the context of the baking process itself.
Not to say he was completely decent, however. The longer he spent around Abby, the more noticeably excited he became. Soon it became quite clear that Nathan was fully erect, his apron tenting out suggestively from his body. Abby ignored Nathan's arousal, though, and soon the first set of cupcakes were baking away in the oven.
"So, does that mean we're finished?" Nathan asked, clearly hoping to be done.


"Not quite," Abby admonished. "We've got to make the frosting too."
Surprisingly, she let Nathan take the lead, guiding him through the nuances of how to create frosting with a perfect, smooth consistency. Their tone turned extremely flirty, and even from my limited view peeking around the corner, the pair's chemistry was obvious. I was struck by déjà vu, reminded of Abby's demeanor towards me back when we were dating.
Yet as concerning as Abby's blossoming connection to Nathan was, I found myself disappointed that they were still just baking. It seemed I'd given up watching the biggest football game of the season to watch two people make cupcakes. Was this really as far as it would get? The anticipation I felt had become unbearable.
I debated returning to the living room, but I was too afraid of what I might miss out on. And so, I continued to watch, still hiding around the corner.
Oblivious to my struggle, Abby and Nathan finished up the cupcakes. The frosting was complete, and soon the first cupcakes came out of the oven. While they cooled, Abby started a fresh set baking again while Nathan began cleaning. There was more flirting, more touching, and finally, frosting the cupcakes.
The two of them worked together to slather the sugary sweetness onto the cakes, facing each other and standing so close that Nathan's apron-covered erection kept brushing against Abby. I half-expected Nathan to drop everything and ravage her right there, but he kept his attention on the cupcakes. At last, the first batch was done.
"Look at that. Finished, just like I promised," Nathan said proudly.
"Well, we still have more in the oven," Abby pointed out. "But yeah, we're as finished as we can be right now. Just have to wait for the rest to finish baking."
A sly look passed over Nathan's face. "Well, while we're waiting, it looks like there's some more cleanup to do."
Abby looked around at the now-spotless island countertop. "Where?"
Without missing a beat, Nathan scooped some frosting onto his fingertips then quickly wiped them against Abby's apron, just below her stomach.
"Nathan, what the fuck," Abby said, but her tone was playful rather than annoyed.
"Oops," Nathan said, grinning wide. "Don't worry. I'll get that for you."
Still visibly sporting an erection, Nathan grasped Abby's waist and lifted her gently back onto the island, her legs dangling over the edge. Looking up at Abby, Nathan leaned over, bringing his face down to her apron. Then, ever so carefully, he began to lick the smeared frosting off the fabric.
The atmosphere in the kitchen changed immediately. Abby stared at Nathan intently as he licked, sensing how volatile the situation had become. If she was going to put a stop to things, she'd need to act fast. But the question remained: did she want it to stop?
Nathan finished licking off the frosting and stared up at Abby pointedly. My heart was pounding in my chest.
"I think you missed a spot," Abby said softly, breaking the silence at last.
Still meeting Nathan's gaze, Abby slowly slid her apron upwards while simultaneously spreading her legs wide, exposing herself completely. Her decision was made; the invitation clear.
Nathan did not refuse.
With a satisfied grin, Nathan leaned in and buried his head between Abby's legs. He'd already violated my wife with his fingers and cock; his tongue now completed the set. It was official: Nathan had experienced Abby's pussy in every way that I had.
I couldn't see Nathan's expression, but Abby's face revealed enough. Despite just starting, she was already halfway to the stratosphere.
Over the next few minutes, Nathan sucked against Abby with relish, savoring the flavors of her most intimate area. His movements were methodical, but his underlying passion remained obvious.
"Oh fuck, Nathan," Abby gasped. "That's it. Oh, right there."
Abby reinforced her words by placing her hand firmly against Nathan's head, holding him in place against her pussy. Nathan continued steadily, sensing Abby's imminent release.
"Fuck, Nathannnnnn.... Fuckkkkkkkkk!" Abby's breathless exclamation turned into a squeal as she began to cum onto Nathan's face.
Nathan's head kept moving as Abby released, continuing to pleasure her even as Abby's nerves fired uncontrollably throughout her body. I couldn't believe how quickly Abby had cum. I don't think I ever managed it so quickly--even on my best days.
But Nathan was just starting. Before Abby had a chance to recover, Nathan was moving, standing upright and untying the knot at his waist. Next came the knot behind his head. Thus released, the apron fell from Nathan's body, revealing his erection in all its glory. Abby had just enough time for her eyes to widen, before Nathan pushed his cock against her opening, slipping inside.
Abby let out a satisfied moan as Nathan plunged forward, filling her completely with his girth.
"Your pussy really does get better every time," Nathan said, voice straining with pleasure.
Abby gave a half-smile, too overwhelmed for more.
"One thing's for sure, Abby," Nathan added. "I'll always appreciate you."
With that, Nathan leaned in and planted a kiss against Abby's lips. Abby met him hungrily, weaving her arms under Nathan's biceps and pulling him in tight. Nathan returned the embrace, their bodies fully conjoined, as he began to slowly thrust into Abby's center.
Their connection became total, the two pouring themselves into each other at both ends. Abby moaned softly but freely into Nathan's mouth, her cries of pleasure sounding like whimpers.
Nathan kept his pace steady, his cock slipping in and out of Abby from below while continuing to tease her tongue with his own. There were no explorations of each other's bodies now; Abby and Nathan were too locked in, unable to do anything beyond soak in the ecstasy of their total union.
My pants were undone by this point, and I was masturbating steadily as Abby reached her second orgasm of the afternoon.
Engulfed by pleasure yet again, Abby's head fell backwards, her mouth dropping open. Nathan stared down at her with his own pleasured determination, thrusting steadily even as Abby tried to pull away, unable to handle the continued stimulation.
"Oh FUCK!" she finally managed to gasp, air returning to her lungs at last. "Nathan, stop. Wait. I need a moment."
At last, Nathan's thrusts came to a standstill, but he kept himself buried in Abby. "Don't take too long. I'm not sure I can resist you forever."
"Don't worry, you won't have to," Abby smiled weakly. "Just give me..."
Abby's words were interrupted by the oven timer going off. The second batch of cupcakes were done.
"Shit, rotten timing," Abby said.
"Not really," Nathan replied. "Watch this."
Tilting his head towards the ceiling, Nathan raised his voice, "Hey! Joseph!"
Panicked by Nathan's unexpected outreach, I quickly pulled back behind the wall, unsure what to do.
Nathan's shout came again, louder this time. "HEY JOSEPH! WE NEED YOU IN THE KITCHEN!"
"Okay, I'll be right there!" I replied, trying to throw my voice so it sounded like I was still in the living room.
My mind raced, wondering what the hell I was going to say when I walked in. Nathan must have realized I was about to catch him balls-deep in my wife--what was he expecting me to do?
Completely off-balance, I quietly redid my pants and then slowly strolled into the kitchen.
Now expecting me, Nathan and Abby were looking my way as soon as I crossed the threshold. I did my best to appear shocked, but Nathan disregarded my expression entirely.
"Hey, thanks for coming, man," Nathan said casually, as if his cock wasn't fully buried inside my wife. "As you can see, Abby and I are a little tied up. Could you get those cupcakes out of the oven for us and put them onto the cooling racks?"
Nathan's nonchalant demeanor left me dumb, but I still managed the start of a weak protest. "You and Abby... you're..."
"Yes, we're having sex," Nathan said dismissively. "C'mon, Joseph, this isn't anything new at this point. Don't sound so surprised. But hurry up, the cupcakes will burn."
I shifted my gaze away from Nathan, towards Abby, hoping that the sight of me would trigger a reaction in her. Shame, embarrassment, anything. But she simply stared at me indifferently, as if there was nothing unusual about Nathan being pressed to the hilt between her legs.
The surrealness of the situation was too much for me to handle. And so, I followed the only path of normalcy available to me: removing the cupcakes.
My path to the oven took me right by the island, but even as I passed within a hands-breadth of the pair, they stayed silent. They didn't even begin fucking again, just quietly watched me as I walked by.
I silenced the timer, pulled out the pan, and began moving the cupcakes to the cooling rack, one-by-one. As I reached the end, Nathan spoke again.
"Thanks again, Joseph. Last favor, could you put the final set in for us and reset the timer? Twenty-two minutes should do it."
As if in a trance, I did so, the oven beeping as I programmed the countdown.
"Awesome, you're a real bro," Nathan said approvingly. "We should be able to get the last set, if you want to get back to your game. Or, you know, you could watch the show here instead."
This last bit was added casually, with the same tone as if Nathan had invited me to watch a different game on TV.
I had so many swirling thoughts and emotions that I found myself immobilized, completely unable to act at all.
Nathan raised an eyebrow at my silence, but he pressed forward anyway. "Well, since you're not moving, Joseph, I'm assuming you're staying. You should get comfortable--Abby and I were just about to go for round three. Unless she needs a longer break, that is."
"No, I'm ready," Abby spoke up, staring up at Nathan with a lustful smile.
The situation was bizarre enough already, but the continued casual dialogue was so out-of-place that it seemed nonsensical. Either I'd lost my mind, or Nathan and Abby were so sex-drunk that they'd made themselves stupid.
"That's my girl," Nathan said, bringing his head down towards Abby's for another kiss--one she returned eagerly.
Their kisses started slow, but quickly picked up speed as Nathan began moving his cock inside Abby again. I was now close enough to smell their sex in the air, the musk intermingling with the sweetness from the cupcakes. The potent combo triggered my animal brain; all my uncertainty and anxiety drained away, replaced completely by lust.
As I dropped my pants and began to stroke myself, Nathan broke away from Abby, staring down at her body appreciatively. She was half nude by this point, but her cooking apron still covered most her tits and stomach. Nathan now rectified that, reaching around her neck and untying the upper strings. With a final move, he pulled it down, the apron bunching together just above Abby's waist. Her tits were now as exposed as her lower half.
I watched on with lustful envy as Nathan began to caress Abby's boobs, his appreciative touch suggesting that they were the most perfect boobs he'd ever encountered. I knew Nathan had been with dozens of other women by this point, yet he still savored Abby's body like it was his first. For her part, Abby stared at Nathan hungrily, encouraging his fondling while his cock continued to slide into her pussy.
Abby had clearly submitted to Nathan utterly... but now he pushed even further.
"Abby," Nathan addressed her, even as he continued to thrust, "you know, Joseph's been a good sport about all this. I think we ought to return the favor. You up for a bit of roleplay?"
Abby looked at Nathan questioningly, so he continued. "Don't worry, it won't take much effort on your part. Just follow my lead. We're about to take Joseph's cuckold experience to the next level."
"Okay," Abby agreed, although it was clear she would have agreed to anything that kept Nathan fucking her.
Nathan turned his attention back to me. "Joseph, I bet when you married Abby you never imagined one day I'd be fucking her, did you?"
I shook my head, the truth behind Nathan's words turning me on even further. What was wrong with me?
"But you like it, don't you? Seeing me screw her brains out?"
I nodded, knowing it was too late to pretend otherwise.
Satisfied with my answer, Nathan turned back to Abby. "What about you, Abby? You like how I fuck you?"
Abby mirrored my own response and nodded.
"I fuck you better than Joseph does, don't I?" Nathan pressed, still thrusting steadily.
Abby nodded again, but that wasn't good enough for Nathan.
"Say it. Out loud," he commanded.
"You fuck me better," Abby said, arousal clear in her tone.
"Tell Joseph."
Abby turned towards me, looking me square in the eyes. "He fucks me better than you. Nathan fucks me better."
"Atta girl," Nathan said, moving one of his hands down to Abby's clit and rewarding her with yet more pleasure. "And you're gonna keep fucking me, aren't you?"
"Yessss," Abby hissed, her teeth clenching as she adapted to Nathan's new stimulation.
"Even if it means keeping me in the house? Forget finding my own place... I'll just stay here so we can keep fucking over and over? Is that what you want, Abby?"
"Yes, that's what I want," Abby confirmed, fully committed to Nathan's roleplay. "I want you to stay and fuck me over and over."
"Don't worry, I will," Nathan promised. "But what about Joseph? As much as we're gonna be fucking, there won't be any room left for him. Are you okay with that?"
Abby nodded without hesitation.
"Break the bad news to him," Nathan said, keeping his full attention on Abby. "Tell him you're mine now."
"I'm sorry, Joey," Abby said, facing me again. "Nathan's right. He's got me hooked."
"Say the words, Abby. Say them like you mean them."
Abby kept her eyes locked on mine. "I'm his, Joey. I'm Nathan's girl now."
Roleplay or not, Abby's words burned in my mind, but Nathan kept going before I could process them further.
"Don't worry, Joseph, we'll still let you watch from time to time. You can jack off while I screw Abby's brains out. Again and again. Just like we're doing here."
I said nothing, just kept stroking myself, earning a triumphant smile from Nathan. "Well, Abby, I think that's enough roleplay for Joseph. Let's forget about him. This is about us now."
Abby didn't need to be told twice. She re-fixated her attention entirely on Nathan as he returned to fucking her in earnest. Abby had barely been able to contain her pleasure during Nathan's roleplay, and now that it was done, she let loose. A constant stream of explicit phrases began to leak from her mouth, an outlet for her growing ecstasy: 'oh fuck, right there, that's it, keep going, fuck me Nathan, oh fuck me, c'mon Nathan, fuck me!' and so on. In all our years of marriage, I'd never known my wife to talk so dirty; it was yet more proof of how Nathan had transformed her.
But Abby's lustful babble wasn't the only sound in the air. Nathan joined in, offering his own explicit encouragement--fuck Abby, your pussy's so good; that's it, take my cock, there's a good little wife--as the pair drove each other closer to a mutual climax.
Abby suddenly wrapped her legs around Nathan's hips, forcing him to remain deep inside her. Her pussy stuffed full, Abby moaned loudly as an unprecedented third orgasm crested over her body. Nathan let himself go simultaneously, but with Abby's legs wound tightly around him, he would have been unable to pull out even if he'd wanted. Instead, he released into the core of Abby's body, flooding her unprotected womb with his seed.
Abby's orgasm didn't stop, the sensation of Nathan's virile sperm shooting against her cervix pushing her ecstasy beyond anything she'd experienced before. Abby may have just been going along with Nathan's roleplay before, but pleasure like this made her words sound prophetic rather than feigned. Regardless of what she told herself, Abby's comment rang true: sexually-speaking, she had submitted utterly to Nathan.
With this realization, my own twisted pleasure reached a crescendo, and I too came--spraying my own cum messily onto the kitchen floor. By the time I returned to earth, Nathan and Abby were kissing tenderly in mutual afterglow. Nathan's now-soft cock had fallen out of Abby, its job done. A glob of Nathan's semen pooled at Abby's entrance, hinting at more left inside. But Abby seemed completely unconcerned with her third non-marital insemination, her wide smile visible between kisses.
As passionate as her fuck with Nathan had been, though, it was now drawing to a close. Sharing one final kiss, Nathan wrapped his arms around Abby, lifting her off the island back onto the ground. They said nothing, but the intimate look they exchanged spoke volumes: things would be different now.
Nathan shook his head and chuckled, turning to me. "Joseph, I can't believe you turned this down for football. Abby, I'm gonna run to the bathroom real fast. Don't worry, I'll be back to finish frosting those cupcakes. And Joseph, man, clean up your mess. I just finished wiping the kitchen."
I looked down at my cum splattered on the floor, inches away from where Abby now stood. As I went to grab a paper towel, the glob of Nathan's cum that had leaked from Abby's pussy fell free, splatting on the floor next to mine. Abby looked down dumbly, as if just now noticing the sticky present Nathan had left inside her.
"Shit, I need to get to a bathroom myself. Can you clean that up for me too, babe?"
Abby didn't bother waiting for an answer. She followed Nathan out of the room, leaving me alone with a second trail of cum to clean up.
***
I was in a weird mood the rest of the day. That was to be expected, considering that my best friend had just finished giving more orgasms to my wife in a single session than I ever had, but knowing the source of my restlessness didn't make it easier.
Abby and Nathan, on the other hand, seemed to go about the rest of their day just fine. They flirted constantly, and while they didn't ignore me, it was clear their primary interest was each other. After dinner, I'd had enough. I excused myself to the bedroom, desperate for some time alone with my thoughts. Leaving Abby and Nathan alone might have been dumb, but what else could they do that hadn't already been done? Besides, it's not like me being around stopped them from fucking anyway.
I didn't even wait for Abby to join me in bed before falling asleep. But as I faded away for the night, I realized a final irony: I still didn't know who won the football game.
***
The next couple weeks were some of the strangest weeks of my life. If I'd expected the cupcake-fuck to sate Abby and Nathan's mutual lust, I couldn't have been more wrong. Rather than serve as an encore to their flings, it seemed to merely be an end to the prelude.
Because now, Abby and Nathan began fucking regularly.
Weekdays still seemed almost normal. I would wake up in bed with Abby, go downstairs for breakfast and get ready for work. Nathan invariably slept in, so mornings proved the most peaceful part of my day, where I could pretend my life was still normal and uncomplicated. Abby usually came down at some point, and our conversations were mostly the same conversations we'd always had. The only noticeable difference is when I left for work, and we exchanged I-love-yous, Abby never quite seemed able to look me in the eye.
Work itself remained unchanged, which was an unexpected blessing in a rapidly less-certain home life. I found myself feeling relieved whenever I walked through the business doors and dread whenever I left.
Evenings and weekends brought the greatest change. I'll never forget that first Tuesday post-cupcake-fuck. After the three of us had eaten dinner, we were watching TV in the bonus room. Abby was in her usual spot between Nathan and me on the couch, when Nathan suggested that they rearrange, allowing them both to lay down.


Nathan then scooted himself back, shifted horizontal, and indicated that Abby should lay in front of him.
Without waiting for input from me, Abby did so, aligning her body with Nathan's and squeezing back against him to fit onto the cushions. They were now spooning, completely unbothered that I was at the end of the couch, right by their feet.
And they didn't stop there. Nathan began moving his hand over Abby's body, obviously trying to start something with her. Abby allowed it, even when his hand disappeared down into her shorts. I'd accepted that Abby and Nathan's continued hookups were inevitable, but the level of shamelessness required to give herself to him without even acknowledging me was unexpected.
After some brief foreplay, Nathan and Abby proceeded to the next stage. Nathan unzipped his own shorts, pulling his and her bottoms down slightly, one after the other. The next moment, he was working his stiff cock between Abby's legs.
The rest was academic. Abby came, I came (on myself), Abby came again, and at last, Nathan came, his seed shooting somewhere deep inside Abby.
This sequence played out multiple times over the next few evenings and weekends, with small variations. Abby and Nathan experimented with different positions, different locations, and different activities. Sometimes they hooked up in front of me and sometimes they hooked up when I was nowhere around. I came home once from a grocery-store run to find Nathan prone-boning Abby into the next dimension. They were already close to finished; if I'd been ten minutes later, I wouldn't have realized they'd been fucking at all.
My presence was completely irrelevant to them, which was somehow both devastating and yet the hottest thing I'd ever experienced. I'd never had any interest whatsoever in the cuckold lifestyle pre-Nathan, but I could no longer deny that I'd accepted the role, even if by barely perceptible steps. Abby may have been my wife, but when it came to sex, Nathan was in control.
I didn't like it, but I comforted myself by saying that at least it was just fucking, nothing serious. Sure, Nathan seemed extremely cavalier about cumming in my unprotected wife's pussy, finishing inside her almost every time, but Abby reassured me she always had Plan B on hand. I asked her why didn't she just go back on birth control--it would be a hell of a lot cheaper--but she just smiled and said she still wanted to have a baby. When I pointed out that we hadn't had sex in weeks, she just shrugged and said she wanted to be ready when the time came.
I even suggested to Nathan once that he start wearing condoms. He'd merely laughed at me, asking if I wore noise-cancelling headphones to my favorite band's concerts. And that was that.
I liked this reckless disregard of pregnancy risk even less than I liked Abby reserving sex for Nathan, but I felt powerless to stop it. Nathan had ingratiated himself too long and too thoroughly to be easily removed. Besides, Abby had her Plan B, so everything should be fine.
I wondered: how had I let the situation progress this far?
And then I worried: how would this all end? Would Abby and Nathan continue to fuck until they finally grew bored of one another? Had I been utterly replaced as a sexual partner? Was Nathan destined to live with us forever?
If I wanted Nathan gone, it was time for drastic action. I didn't have the backbone for a direct confrontation with him--or even Abby--but I still had one trick up my sleeve.
***
"Let's do it. Let's make a baby. Now. Tonight. I'm ready."
I told Abby this one night as we wound down for bed.
Abby seemed surprised at first, but after a moment, she agreed to go along.
As we began making love, I began to dream about the future: Abby would become pregnant, we'd finally have a baby of our own, and with a newborn in the house, Abby would have no time for Nathan. Hell, Nathan might be so put off that he'd choose to voluntarily leave himself. All my troubles would be solved.
But I quickly encountered a problem.
I couldn't stay hard.
To my horror, I was reliving the night where Abby and Nathan had hooked up for the first time. Abby seemed to sense it too, reassuring me that I was doing fine and she wasn't going anywhere.
But despite her reassurances and me urging my cock to cooperate with every ounce of my will... I remained soft.
"It's okay, babe. We'll try again tomorrow."
***
I had no better luck the next night. Or the night after that. Or at all that week.
It was only when Nathan took his turn with Abby that weekend that my erection returned. As I watched my best friend penetrate my wife yet again, my cock at last regained its lost steel.
After the two of them had finished, Abby noticed the washcloth I'd emptied into.
"You stayed hard enough to finish?"
I nodded.
Abby didn't say anything else, but she didn't have to.
Apparently, the only way I could get hard now was by watching her hook up with Nathan.
I tried other methods. Watching porn first. Pre-game masturbation. Hell, even fantasizing about Abby with Nathan. And while I could get myself hard, when it came time for the actual act, my cock would inevitably fall limp like a punctured balloon.
There was no way around it. In order to impregnate my wife, I'd need Nathan's help.
***
"Yeah, sure, man. I'd be happy to help you out," Nathan agreed easily. "What are best friends for?"
When I shared my idea with Abby later, though, she was a bit more hesitant.
"I can't believe you're seriously suggesting this, Joey. You know there's a real risk, right? Even if Nathan pulls out in time, there can be semen even in pre-cum. Why don't we give it some more time first? Try some more things?"
But I didn't want to wait. Waiting just meant more time for Nathan to embed himself even further into our lives. I couldn't afford to delay.
"No. No more putting this off, Abby. I need this. And I need you to understand that. I've let you get away with a lot. It only seems fair you let me have this."
Abby studied me, a strange expression on her face. At first, I wasn't sure she'd fully heard me, but then she shook her head. "Okay, Joey. We'll do it. But whatever happens as a result, I want you to remember... you asked for this."
Her reply was snarkier than it needed to be, but I didn't care. I'd secured her agreement.
It was time to start Nathan's eviction.
***
Our first attempt was the next night. It started as a standard Nathan/Abby hookup: Nathan went down on her... she sucked him for a bit... then onto missionary... Nathan stuffing her center as Abby molded herself around him.
As planned, I was rock hard.
I left my chair, climbing onto the bed next to them. My erection held.
"Okay, I'm ready."
Nathan gave a few final thrusts, then pulled out as Abby lay spreadeagled. His stiff cock was soaked.
Not wanting to miss my chance, I quickly took Nathan's place, shoving my cock into Abby's pussy while I still could.
For the first time in ages, I managed to penetrate her again.
"There you go, babe. Good job!" Abby said brightly.
I offered a brief smile, then began thrusting as if I had only seconds available to me. My rhythm was terrible, but I wasn't going to miss my chance.
But as good as Abby felt... something seemed off. And sure enough, a short time later, I felt my blood flowing away from my cock again. I slipped out.
"Here, let me jump back in," Nathan offered.
Defeated, I let Nathan retake his place. His hardness hadn't wavered at all; he slid himself back inside Abby easily... restarting exactly where he'd left off.
Abby murmured approvingly. Nathan, thrusting smoothly into her, whispered, "yeah, that's it, baby. Don't worry. I'm back."
I watched the two of them go at it for a bit--Nathan leaning in, sharing a passionate kiss with Abby--until my erection returned once more.
"Okay, I'm ready again."
But Nathan shook his head. "Just one second, Joseph. Abby's about to cum."
I stared at Abby incredulously, and sure enough, she was utterly fixated on Nathan... watching him as he carried her over the edge.
A moment later, she went.
As Abby returned to herself, she and Nathan kissed some more... their mutual affection plain.
Finally, Nathan pulled away, smiling down at Abby as he spoke to me.
"Okay, Joseph. You can go now."
Again, he withdrew, letting me back in. I restarted my jilted rhythm.
After flailing my hips for a few seconds, I began to fear the worst again, but Nathan intervened.
"Abby, don't watch Joseph. You're putting too much pressure on him. Look at me instead."
Without waiting for input from me, Abby did so. I may have been the man inside her, but Nathan was the one who held her gaze. I had become the dildo.
But Nathan's suggestion turned out to be just what the situation needed. As I lay thrusting into my wife, her ignoring me in favor of my best friend, I finally reached my peak. I released... my sperm entering Abby at last.
I had done it.
As I collapsed back onto my usual chair, Abby finished Nathan off with her mouth... until half of his cum was running down her chin; the other half swallowed down her throat.
It was far from the ideal situation... but the job had been done.
All that was left was to wait. Wait and see if my seed could establish roots.
***
We repeated this scenario multiple times over the following weeks. With Nathan's help, I inseminated Abby again and again... although there were complications.
A few times Nathan was slow pulling out of Abby; even though he deposited on her stomach, I could swear he lingered just long enough to leave a couple pulses of cum inside her first. He always claimed he didn't, and Abby reassured me she didn't feel anything on her end, but my suspicions remained. I debated asking Abby to take Plan B after these incidents, but ultimately decided not to give into my paranoia. I didn't want to sabotage my own chances at a successful pregnancy.
The other complication was that Abby and Nathan's dynamic transformed further during this time. Despite Abby's repeated claims that their bond was solely sexual, it became clear they were connecting much more seriously than just a physical level.
Once, as I kissed Abby goodbye before leaving for work, Nathan jokingly asked, "Wait, where's mine?"
Abby had giggled, and without hesitation, went over and kissed him on the lips as well.
I was stunned. "Abby, what the hell are you doing?"
But before Abby could be shamed, Nathan jumped to her rescue. "Oh, c'mon, Joseph. After everything the three of us have done together, you can't be upset about a kiss. Abby's just being friendly. C'mon, Abby. One more for the road?"
Without waiting for input from me, Nathan planted a lingering kiss against Abby... a kiss that left her smiling once he pulled away.
Nathan began to bring Abby small gifts too. Flowers on the way home from work. Slices of cheesecake. Hand-written notes cataloguing how special of a woman she was.
This last one I confronted Abby about. "You really taking this shit seriously? 'Abby. You're one of the kindest, most genuine people I've ever met. I'm so lucky to have met you.' There's no way Nathan wrote this. He doesn't care about anything beyond the physical. He never has."
But Abby had frowned and pulled the note back from me. "Maybe you don't know him as well as you thought. People change, Joey."
"Not Nathan," I'd replied, but Abby had already moved on.
***
More months passed, and my bitterness grew deeper. Yes, Abby and I kept trying for a kid, but even with our attempts, Nathan was unquestionably her primary lover. They fucked regularly without me, further deepening their bond. Even when I was inside Abby, she remained fixated on him. All under the guise of not putting pressure on me, but the result was the same: our intimacy had become nonexistent.
Even worse, Nathan began taking Abby on bona fide dates. By then, I often stayed late at work... taking care of things that needed to be done, yes, but also to avoid returning to the home I recognized less every day. Abby, growing tired of waiting aimlessly for me, had sent me a text:
"Hey, babe. Since you're gonna be a while again, do you mind if Nathan and I go out for food? I really don't feel like cooking tonight."
I minded quite a bit, but I didn't have the energy to force the issue.
"Whatever you want."
That was the only time Abby asked for permission. Soon she and Nathan were going out to dinner regularly. Then movies. Then dancing.
That last one hit hard for me--I'd never had the confidence for dancing, and so we'd never gone.
But Nathan did... and Abby loved it.
Abby's transformation, under way for some time by then, approached completion. As her connection with Nathan solidified, she blossomed. She was still the same Abby I'd married, but she also became more. Brighter. Happier. More fulfilled.
I watched it all silently, feeling powerless to stop any of it, knowing that she was falling for my best friend even while she was married to me.
My only hope was that having a baby would somehow reset the clock. Fix everything. Nathan would leave and Abby would be mine once more.
But like every other one of my hopes, it was not to be.
***
I was the last person in our house to learn of Abby's pregnancy. Abby was first, of course, but since I didn't get home until late, Nathan heard the news before I did. I expected him to be devastated, but he was as excited as Abby.
"We're gonna have a baby, dude, can you believe it?"
"We? Don't you mean 'you're'? As in, Abby and me?" I replied bitterly.
"Hey, you never know," Nathan grinned, ignoring my tone.
"Stop it, Nathan, don't tease him," Abby said, playfully swatting him on the shoulder. "But yeah, isn't that exciting, Joey?"
"It would be more exciting if I knew that I was the dad," I muttered.
Abby's face dropped as if I'd doused her in ice water.
The room went silent.
"Dude, what the hell?" Nathan finally said.
I didn't respond, abruptly heading upstairs. I went to our bathroom, shutting myself inside.
Shortly after, a knock rapped at the door.
I ignored it, but then came Abby's soft voice.
"Joey, open the door."
At last, at long last, Abby had come crawling back to me to apologize.
Feeling vindication for the first time in months, I let her in.
But Abby wasn't there to apologize at all.
"Joey, what the fuck is wrong with you?"
I stared at Abby. Me? What was wrong with me? I was the one who should have been asking her that!
Abby paused, waiting for me to reply. Heavy seconds passed, and I kept my mouth shut, unable to express the maelstrom of thoughts swirling inside my head.
"Joey. What the fuck."
I just shook my head... the anger, jealousy, despair, self-pity, and helplessness I'd been suppressing for months flooding my body in an unstoppable deluge.
"Joey. Joseph. I don't know what's going on with you anymore, but I need you to say something. Anything."
"What do you want me to say?" I finally managed. "Do you want me to call you out? Say what a terrible wife you've been? Fucking my best friend in my own house? Going on dates with him? Giving him googly-eyes all the goddamn time? Do you want me to pretend to be excited that you're pregnant when for all I know it's not even mine?"
Abby stared at me, her expression hard, as I unloaded on her. I kept my volume civil, but my tone was acid. Once I finished speaking, Abby replied immediately.
"Wow. All that anger, and absolutely zero self-reflection," Abby laughed bitterly. "I shouldn't be surprised. I guess part of me hoped that the thoughtful man I married was still in there, deep down. But maybe that was just a fantasy."
"Self-reflection?" I repeated incredulously. "What self-reflection? What could I possibly have to self-reflect about?"
Abby shook her head in disbelief, then sighed. "Joey, I want you to take a good long look about why you're so angry. You're mad that I've been fucking Nathan? You started that. And then you pushed for it again. And again. And again. And then you couldn't stop watching... getting off to us over and over until now you can't even get off otherwise. Don't pretend like you're somehow morally superior to Nathan and me when it comes to sex."
I heard Abby's words, but they rang hollow. That first encounter between her and Nathan was burned into my memory.
I reminded her.
"Oh, yeah, Abby? You're the one who let him fuck you that first night. You could have asked him to stop and you didn't. And after you got a taste of his cock, you couldn't get enough. I just wasn't good enough for you anymore, was I? And don't think I forgot: you and Nathan were gone off to lunch for a while after that first hookup.. and all of a sudden, when you came back Nathan was suddenly your BFF. It wasn't just lunch, that afternoon was it? I bet you two started fucking behind my back right away."
Abby threw up her hands in exasperation. "Jesus. Joseph, You're such a fucking idiot. That's not what happened at all. First of all, Nathan and I just had lunch. That was it. We talked out our issues, because that's what adults do. And guess what. That made things better. See, unlike you, Nathan is able to express how he's feeling. And more importantly, he listens to me when I respond. Like actually listens."
Abby paused for emphasis, then continued. "And yes, I could have asked Nathan to stop that first night, but he was only there in the first place because of you. You lied and told me he'd gone back upstairs. Everything else that happened after was because of that lie. But you know what? You're right. I could have stopped him, but I was so angry at you--and you seemed so clueless about it--that letting things play out was the only way I felt like I could get to you. And it worked. We were fine afterwards."
She softened her tone.
"Look. I will apologize for the first time Nathan and I hooked up, when you were upstairs... the night your erection troubles started. I could blame the alcohol or say you'd gotten me so horny I would have jumped just about anyone... but in the end, I shouldn't have fooled around with Nathan without you. That one is on me. Even if you did get off to it. But other than that? Everything else that happened? It's on you as much as me... if not more."
Abby went silent again, waiting to see how I'd react.
I felt it in my core that Abby was wrong, but I was too unfocused to find the holes in her logic. And so, I shifted angles.
"What about all your dates you've gone on? Even if the sex wasn't totally on you--which I'm not convinced of, by the way--how are the dates anything other than cheating, plain and simple? What, you get some good dick, and you think the guy's your soul mate?"
Abby gave another sharp incredulous laugh. "You really are clueless, aren't you, Joseph?"
I didn't respond, so Abby elaborated. "I've been going out with Nathan because I've gotten tired of waiting for you. I barely even see you anymore, and whenever I try to talk about how neglected I've been feeling, you shut down and refuse to talk about it. So yeah. After months of trying to make it work with you, I decided I'm putting myself first. You may not care about me anymore, but I'm not gonna wait forever in the off-chance you change your mind. I know you think Nathan only cares about sex, but that's just not true. He checks in on me. He asks how I'm doing. He makes sure I'm taken care of. And yeah, he's gives good dick... but that's just a bonus. It's not what I really want from a man."
"Oh, so Nathan's your man now," I interjected.
Abby sighed and shook her head. "Look, Joseph. I don't know what happened to you. I don't know what happened to the man I fell in love with. The man I married. But you're not him. And if you're not the man for me, there's one out there who is. Maybe it's Nathan, maybe it's not. But whoever it is, I'm not gonna avoid him for the sake of someone who doesn't even want me."


"So, is this it then? Are you telling me you're done? Our marriage? Our life together? Our baby, assuming it is ours? All of it? You're tossing it away?" I asked spitefully.
"No, I'm not saying that," Abby said calmly. "I'm saying that whoever wants to be with me will show it. If you want to be that man, be that man. It's that simple. Because I'm done waiting."
With that, Abby spun around and walked out of the room.
***
I shut down the rest of the day, not talking to either Abby or Nathan. Avoiding Abby was easy... she stayed downstairs with her boyfriend, no doubt celebrating their potential bastard baby...
Nathan was a bit harder, because he came upstairs to check on me, but I simply ignored his "you all right, man?" as if he hadn't spoken at all. He repeated himself with the same result, before finally giving up and leaving me to sulk alone.
I went to bed early, not waiting for Abby to come up. And then, in the morning, I left without acknowledging her at all.
The next night, Abby went to Nathan's bed instead of ours. Sure enough, several minutes later, I heard the telltale sound of a mattress squeaking rhythmically. 'But sure, Abby,' I thought to myself, 'Nathan wants you for more than sex. Whatever you say.'
I took some small satisfaction in this, knowing that Abby was so oblivious to how she was being used. She wanted to be with Nathan? Fine. She'd soon learn that Nathan was nowhere near boyfriend-material--much less dad-material--and after he bailed, I wasn't going to swoop in and save her. Not without some major apologizing on her side first.
I went to sleep bitter but confident in my rightness.
***
Abby didn't come back to our bed that night. Or the night after that. It was only a few days later I realized she had started moving her stuff out of our bedroom into Nathan's... she'd given up all pretense of not cheating on me, it seemed.
Nathan, oddly, continued to interact with me as if everything was normal... never put off by my cold demeanor. He joked with me in the mornings or the rare times I saw him at work. He invited me to watch TV with him. He reminisced about our high school adventures.
Initially, I gave him the same silent treatment I gave Abby... but then, I had an epiphany:
As bitter as I'd been that Nathan had hoodwinked my wife, I wasn't really mad at him. Nathan was, and always had been, a sex fiend. Despite Abby's claims otherwise, sex was all he really wanted from her. If he had to pretend to care about her to get it, he would... but it was all for show.
My anger towards Abby was justified because she should have known better. But at the end of the day, I knew Nathan couldn't really help himself. He was a dog chasing a squirrel. It was his nature.
I still wasn't happy with Nathan, but I decided I could talk with him, at least. Besides, as much as I didn't want to admit it, without Abby, I didn't have anyone else.
And so, when Nathan joined me in the kitchen one day, pulling out some brownies to bake for Abby, I finally spoke to him.
"Gotta keep Abby emotionally hooked to keep fucking her, eh, Nathan?" I'd said sarcastically.
Nathan didn't seem surprised by my sudden talkativeness.
"Not at all, man," he responded breezily. "She's busy making another human being. The least I can do is bring her a sweet treat now and then."
I just shook my head. "I don't know how the hell Abby doesn't see through your act, man. It's so obvious."
"Maybe because it's not an act?" Nathan shrugged.
"Yeah, whatever you say, man. I get why you pretend with her, but please cut the bullshit when you're around me. It's really not necessary."
I walked away, Nathan staring at me wordlessly.
***
A couple months passed; the three of us settling into our new roles. Nathan and Abby as the newly-in-love couple... me as the distant, rarely-present roommate.
I kept waiting for Nathan to grow bored of Abby, like he had with every other woman he'd been with, but he never did. And I wasn't sure why. Was it because he didn't have anywhere else to go? Was being with Abby more exciting because she was married? I couldn't decide.
Even more bizarrely, Nathan started attending all of Abby's prenatal appointments with her, claiming--as I'd later learn--that he was Abby's boyfriend.
Eventually, I realized there was another possible explanation for Nathan's odd behavior: maybe he really believed Abby's child was his.
This theory gained more credibility after I passed their room one night. The two of them were fucking again, of course... door closed but not latched.
Overcome by morbid curiosity, I gently pushed it open, peeking inside. Abby was on top of Nathan, lying flat along his body and facing the ceiling. Nathan was supporting her from below while his cock thrust upwards into her pussy. Abby's belly was starting to show at this point, highlighting her femininity even further. I wondered again--whose baby was it? The way Nathan's cock was filling her so thoroughly, there seemed only one answer.
I watched for a few moments, mesmerized, as Abby's pleasure rapidly reached a crescendo. She moaned in ecstasy; uninhibited yet unexaggerated. Nathan came a few seconds later, his thick cock buried as far into Abby as it could go. The two of them remained connected even after they'd finished, Nathan running his hands tenderly over Abby's growing stomach.
"I hope it's yours," she whispered.
"It will be," Nathan whispered back. "No matter its DNA."
I felt like I'd just plunged into arctic waters. My entire body went numb; I had goosebumps on my skin.
I knew Abby and I weren't in the best place anymore, but telling Nathan she hoped she was having his kid? Abby was even further gone than I'd thought. Whatever Nathan's angle was, Abby had fallen for it, hook, line, and sinker.
I quietly closed the bedroom door again, retreating back to my room. I brainstormed how I might turn this around; a grand gesture that would remind Abby that even though she was Nathan's current plaything, I was her husband. But it was difficult for me to concentrate; my mind kept returning to what I'd seen in the bedroom. Accepting the inevitable, I recalled the scene of my pregnant wife on top of my best friend, taking him deep... and I began to masturbate.
Once I'd finished, I returned to brainstorming.
***
A couple weeks later, I'd put a plan in motion. Abby wanted to be wanted? Fine. I'd give her the ultimate sign of being wanted: an engagement ring.
Sure, she had my first one, but it was such a tiny thing... now that I'd become successful, I could provide something much more appropriate. And what better way of starting fresh? It would be the ultimate vow renewal.
The ring I bought was expensive--of course--but beautiful. Naturally-sourced and massive, it cost me heavily... but it would be worth every dollar if it brought back my old, uncomplicated life.
That weekend, I caught Abby alone in the living room. I hadn't spoken more than a few words to her in weeks, but I launched into my prepared speech smoothly.
I talked about how we'd lost sight of what really mattered. How we'd both made mistakes and shared regrets. How we'd lost our old connection.
But then I focused on the future. We could be happy again. We could reset the clock. We could have a family.
I ended by asking the key question: "Abby, will you marry me? Again?"
I lowered to one knee, pulling out the ring.
Abby stared at me, indecipherable expression on her face. She remained silent for several seconds... to the point that I thought I'd somehow given her a stroke.
But, at last, she spoke.
"Joseph. I want a divorce."
***
I debated contesting the divorce. A lawyer I hired advised me that I'd likely have a strong case, but I just didn't have the will for it. The terms that Abby'd had drawn up were odd--she wanted the house, total custody of her unborn child, and most of our mutual belongings. In exchange, she'd let me keep my undisputed possessions and release me from any child or spousal support. But as odd as the terms were, they didn't seem one-sided. In fact, aside from parental rights, the arrangement likely favored me considering how much more I out-earned Abby. She'd come out ahead initially, but I'd come out better in the end.
The judge didn't see it that way, though. Despite my resigned acceptance of Abby's terms, the judge was concerned about the unborn child's welfare. She asked us to modify our separation agreement to include child support. I could afford it, easily, but the thought of potentially paying for a kid who wasn't mine was unbearable. Through my lawyer, I expressed my reluctance; justifiable reluctance considering I might not even be the child's father.
Ultimately, the judge agreed with my concerns. Our divorce would be granted in one form or another... but only after the baby's true parentage determined. A DNA test was ordered. Nathan and I both provided cheek swabs.
While our case moved through the court system, I moved out of the house. I'd found a small apartment on the other side of the city and settled in with my meager possessions. Nathan helped me move, him acting like a sympathetic best friend rather than the man who'd stolen my wife out from under me. It was more bizarre behavior from him, but I was too mentally broken to care. It was easier just to fall into old habits.
The DNA results arrived a couple weeks later. They didn't surprise me at all: I was not the father of Abby's child.
Nathan's usurpation of my wife was complete.
***
I lived the next several months in a permanent daze. I barely noticed the changing of the days... each bleeding into the next in an endless stream of purgatorial emptiness.
My productivity at work halted completely... and after a few come-to-Jesus meetings with the CEO, I was let go. I was given a nice severance package... enough to ensure I wouldn't have to work again as long as I kept living modestly. Still... it was yet another sad loss, although the silver lining was I no longer had to worry about running into Nathan at work.
I never heard from Abby, not even once. She dropped out of my life completely.
Nathan, on the other hand, continued to text me. I never responded, but I did continue to read his messages. He'd ask me how I was doing. Texted me updates about Abby's pregnancy. Told me he understood that I needed time to think things over, but he'd be there for me whenever I was ready.
Then, one day, came a selfie of him and Abby in a hospital room... healthy baby boy in her arms.
"Joseph... say hello to Simon!"
***
Three years passed. And yet, my life remained frozen. I filled with my days with empty distractions. Mindless computer surfing. Binging TV. Books that I read and retained nothing from.
Nathan continued to text me updates about his new family. Nathan was promoted to head of marketing with my old company. Abby quit her job to take care of their son... and to work on her burgeoning writing career: an agent had shown interest in one of her manuscripts.
There was a proposal... then a wedding. A few months after that... they were expecting. A daughter, this time. They planned to name her 'Ellie'.
Mixed in with the endless updates of Nathan's family bliss, I received several pictures of Abby. Her smiling wide at the camera. Typing away on her laptop. Reading to Simon in bed. She was nothing short of radiant.
And every so often, Nathan would send snippets of their more intimate moments as well. Abby in lingerie. Abby standing naked in the doorway, looking back at the camera seductively. A POV shot of Abby's lips wrapped around Nathan's cock... her blond hair framing her face perfectly... her bright blue eyes staring hungrily upwards. Even a POV video of Nathan thrusting between Abby's perfect thigh gap in some of the hottest missionary I'd ever seen... Abby gently moaning his name.
Occasionally, Nathan would invite me over... telling me that Abby & the kids would be out for one reason or another if I wanted to hang out.
I read all of these texts, but never responded.
Until one day, Nathan sent a picture of Abby holding something in her hand... as she looked down at it with a mixture of discomfort and disgust.
It was our old engagement ring.
Something inside me shifted, and for the first time since the divorce, I sent Nathan a response.
"When can I come over?"
***
I arrived at my old house on a breezy Saturday afternoon. Nathan had promised we'd have the place to ourselves... the rest of his family were out on an extended playdate.
Memories began to seep through like trickles from an overloaded dam.
I rang the doorbell.
Footsteps, then a greeting.
"Hey, Joseph."
Nathan looked better in person than he did in his photos. He looked healthy. He looked alive. He looked... whole.
"C'mon in. But leave your shoes by the door. My house, my rules. You know how it goes."
I entered the house. Shoes off to the side. The memory-trickles multiplied.
The family portrait on the wall caught my eye. Abby and Nathan, hugging each other, smiling wide. Simon and Ellie between them, looking equally perfect.
I remembered when there was a desk here. A small photo of Abby and me from one of our early dates. She'd looked happy then. Now I understood that her happiness had been imperfect and temporary. A placeholder.
"So, man, what have you been up to?"
Nathan's question refocused me.
I stared at him and found myself unable to answer.
There was silence for a moment. Until at long last, I managed the question that had haunted me all this time.
"Why?"
Nathan frowned. He knew what I meant. Of course he did--how could he not?
"Let me get you a drink," Nathan sighed, leading me back to what was once my kitchen.
Scotch poured. Expensive. I knew--I had bought the bottle years ago.
Tears in my eyes. Harsh burning in my throat. I took my first sip. The whisky was smooth.
I asked again. "Why?"
"Because, Joseph, you didn't know what you had. And I wanted it more."
Nathan's answer, while no doubt true, was no answer at all.
"Did you plan this? From the very beginning? From the moment you showed up at my door?"
Nathan laughed, then shook his head. "I had nothing. No job. No savings. I was on the verge of being evicted. I didn't understand. I'd had everything I'd wanted in high school. But nothing worked out the way it was supposed to. I was ready to give up completely. Call it quits. But then I thought of you."
Bitterness flooded my mind.
Nathan continued.
"Even though you didn't have social media, I was able to track down what you'd been up to since graduation. I was shocked to see that my little Joseph had done so well. Found out where you lived. Saw how much you bought the house for. Thought to myself, if Joseph can afford this, surely he can help me. So, I reached out. You invited me in. And that's when I met Abby."
Nathan smiled, recalling the moment. "I'd seen your wedding photos by then. You looked cute together. Mismatched, of course--we both know Abby was out of your league--but cute. But photos don't do her justice. They don't capture the way her personality shines through her smile. Or the way her eyes latch on to yours and make you feel like the only person alive."
"Seeing Abby in-person, I knew immediately I had to have her. It was perfect, really. You'd always been a great wingman--and what better wingman than a guy who delivers the perfect woman directly to you? Cares for her and keeps other guys away until she's ready to be yours?"
"At first, I'd just planned to stay with you long enough to figure out my next move. But after meeting Abby, I understood why destiny had led me back to you. You were saving her for me."
"Abby resisted it at first. I'm sure you remember how annoyed she got with me those first weeks. Despite my charm, she stuck to her guns and wouldn't let me make any inroads. I didn't fault her for that. My dream woman would be loyal after all--Abby just needed to realize that I was the one who deserved her loyalty, not you."
"But then we had our late-night encounter. You let us be intimate, giving me the chance I needed. I knew then... Abby would be mine. The rest was just a matter of time."
"I kept expecting you to put up a fuss. Try and fight it, even if it was inevitable. But you never did. Not until it was way too late, of course. I guess some part of you knew Abby belonged with me, too."
Nathan tilted his head, looking at me with a mixture of pity and affection. "But even Abby wasn't enough. The longer I stayed here, I realized it wasn't just your wife you had saved for me... it was your entire life. Your cushy job. Your house. Your whole lifestyle. And you were so happy to let me have it. Maybe the pressure was just too much to handle. Maybe, deep down, you knew it was too good to be true. Regardless, I wasn't going to turn you down. It's exactly what I'd been waiting for."
"And if we're being honest, Joseph, I deserved it more than you, anyway. I've always looked after you. You were nobody in school, and if it wasn't for me, you wouldn't have had any of it in the first place. You've said so yourself."
"So, in a sense this life was always mine. I just let you have a taste. If you're not convinced, just look how well we're doing. Your former company is getting tons of new business. Abby's happier than ever. We've brought two beautiful kids into the world. All of this... because of me."
I remained silent. What was there to say?
Nathan sighed. "But look, man, don't let that get you down. You did a great job prepping for me, but now I'm back in control. We don't need to dwell on the past. I want to talk about the future."
"The future," I repeated tonelessly.
"Yes, the future," Nathan agreed. "I still care about you, dude. I don't like seeing you so down on yourself. I get it, the transition is hard. But it's a good thing. Because now everything's been restored to how it should be. I'll be able to care for all of this way better than you could... and that includes taking care of you too. Remember how much better things were once I befriended you back in high school?"
I remembered.
"Yeah, I see you do. Well, I think it's time to bring that back. I want you as my sidekick again."
Nathan's sidekick. Was that all I was ever destined to be?
Had I not given enough?
Quietly, I spoke.
"Nathan, you took everything from me. You took my wife. My job. My house. My accomplishments. You took it all. Why even bother with me now? Why not just let me go? Why can't you just let me fade away into the darkness?"
Nathan stared at me as if I were insane.
"Because, Joseph. You're my best friend."
***
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My wife and I were quietly winding down for bed when she broke the silence.
"Damn it, Grace is back with Daniel again."
"Please tell me you're joking."
"Nope. Look."
My wife flipped her phone around, showing me Grace's social media profile. Grace's beaming face greeted my eyes. Her on-again, off-again husband hugged-up next to her, complete with trademark smirk.
"Well, shit," I said.
Grace was my wife's best friend... and had been since elementary school. Grace and Sophia. Sophia and Grace. Where one was, the other would be. They'd maintained their friendship for decades: growing up together, graduating together, and even now, despite living an hour apart, daily chats on the phone together.
Unfortunately, their post-graduation lives went very different directions.
My wife had done well for herself. She was a dental hygienist, with a secure job and strong pay. We shared a nice house. She had a retirement account. Kids were on the horizon. Life had been kind to her.
Grace had always planned on following the same path as Sophia, but her life hit a roadblock that diverted onto a much darker bypass. That roadblock was named Daniel.
Grace and Daniel started dating when they were in high school. To hear my wife tell it, Daniel was pretty cool at first. He was sweet and sensitive... with a latent handsomeness that promised to blossom over time. But he hung out with a bad crowd, and while he resisted their worst impulses at first, eventually he accepted the entirety of their lifestyle. Drugs. Petty thefts. Typical lowlife behavior.
But even as Daniel began what would become a lifetime of bad choices, he maintained his devotion to Grace. Despite Sophia's pleas to find someone better, Grace stuck by him. Sophia told me that while Grace never admitted it outright, she was convinced Grace believed she could 'save' Daniel. That he had become her responsibility; if Grace abandoned him, she would be personally liable for his end.
Escaping Daniel became much harder when he knocked Grace up their senior year of high school. Sophia was livid ("why weren't you using protection!?"), but the act was done. Grace and Daniel had a rushed wedding, leaving them married just in time for Grace to deliver a son.
Thus began the different paths for Sophia and Grace.
With a newborn to take care of--and a technically present, but not especially helpful father--Grace was unable to follow Sophia to dental hygienist school. Instead, she landed a job as a receptionist at a medical office, diving straight into the 9 to 5 world. The pay wasn't great, but fortunately Grace's mom was able to help substantially... providing childcare while Grace and Daniel were at work... and letting them live in Grace's childhood home (mom had moved into another house up the street by then).
I still remember the first time I met Grace, soon after I'd started dating Sophia. She was unassuming but pretty. Shorter than Sophia... maybe 5'4". Long brown hair and blue eyes. Chubby, but she carried it well (I later learned Grace cycled periods of intense dieting/workouts and periods of Daniel-induced stress-eating/sedentarism).
But in truth, I barely registered Grace's physical appearance. No, Grace's most notable feature was her demeanor.
Even with her circumstances, Grace was a ray of sunshine. Her cheerful personality radiated outward effortlessly, warming everyone in her presence. She was outgoing and sweet yet never overbearing or attention-hungry. Her beautiful laughter and bright smile were drops of joy; they poured from her in a never-ending stream.
Even at our first meeting, I sensed how authentic and selfless Grace was. No wonder Sophia had nurtured their bond over the years... Grace was wonderful.
I couldn't believe it when Sophia shared all the shit Daniel had done over the years... frequent legal trouble for misdemeanor drug possessions. A DUI. A stint in jail after a gun-standoff with local police ("that was all just a huge misunderstanding," Grace explained). By then, Daniel and Grace had welcomed a second son to their family... and Sophia had long ago accepted that Grace would not easily leave Daniel.
I was baffled. Who could be so careless in how their actions hurt someone as sweet as Grace? And how could she put up with it?
Sophia's theory was there were just enough good times with Daniel that it kept Grace going. Daniel had his preferred substances, but it seemed Grace had her own addiction too... only Grace's drug of choice was her husband. And to Daniel's credit--little that it was--Sophia was confident that he was never abusive to Grace, either verbally or physically. No... Daniel's mistreatment of Grace was more insidious: neglectfulness and chronic instability.
But even Grace had enough when Daniel got into meth. His first taste, he didn't return home for days. Even worse, once he did come slinking back, he confessed to Grace that he'd cheated on her... sleeping with one of the women in his drug-buddy-circle. Grace was furious, kicking him out of the house... Despite the terrible betrayal Grace felt, Sophia hoped it would finally be the wakeup call she needed.
And at first, it seemed to be. For a few days after Grace had sent Daniel packing, she would talk to Sophia excitedly about how good she felt without him in her life. Sophia was overjoyed and began helping Grace plan for a Daniel-free future.
A week later, Daniel was back in the house as if he'd never left.
Sophia couldn't wrap her mind around it. "But Grace... he cheated on you."
To which the response came, "I mean, yeah, technically he did, but he wasn't in his right mind. And Daniel knows how bad he fucked up and knows he can never do meth again."
Needless to say, Daniel did meth again, starting an endless cycle of betrayal, eviction, forgiveness, and return.
This went on for years. While Sophia and I put down roots, getting married and starting a life together, Grace was stuck in purgatory... raising two kids while working full time and dealing with a meth-addicted husband. Yet no matter what Daniel did or Sophia said to get Grace to see the light, Grace always welcomed Daniel back... even when he began fathering kids with other women.
"Grace, you have to see how messed up this is, right? He's got more kids with other women than he does with you! The child support he's having to pay is insane! And what about STD risk? What about your safety? What about your own kids, for heaven's sake?"
And Grace would always acknowledge Sophia had a point. "Yeah, I know, I know. But Daniel's in a new rehab program now. He was clean for a while this last time. Maybe this new program is the boost he needs to stay clean for good."
And Daniel would often stay clean for months... just long enough to make Grace think it would stick... only for Daniel to inevitably fall off the wagon soon after.
The most tragic part, in my view, is what this toxic cycle did to Grace's kids. Her oldest, Jackson, was a bright kid... but had increasing behavior problems in class. Her youngest, Samuel, had also begun showing effects, repeatedly shouting in class one day, "my dad's an addict!", ignoring the teacher's requests to quieten down.
Sophia watched all of this with horror, feeling increasingly helpless to save her best friend from her husband... or her own codependency.
During Daniel's latest return to jail, Grace had found drug paraphernalia hidden around their house. Daniel had always sworn that he would never bring substances home with him, for the sake of the kids... but even this sacred promise had been violated. In a fury, Grace had tossed it all out, as well as some of Daniel's favorite non-drug possessions, promising to Sophia that this time she meant it. Daniel wasn't coming back.
Which made it all the more disheartening--even if not surprising--when Sophia found Grace's online accounts had been updated to show them as an item again. Even while Daniel was still in jail, they had reconciled.
"Josh, I don't know what I'm going to do. I love Grace. I love her so much. But I can't take this anymore. I can't take seeing her finally move past Daniel only to forgive him and take him back. Again and again. It's been, what, ten years of this shit now? It's too much."
I offered what comfort I could, and Sophia eventually calmed back down again.
But Sophia hadn't just been venting. She'd been problem-solving.
And soon, I learned the type of solution she had in mind.
***
A few days later, as we relaxed together on our couch, Sophia casually opened the conversation.
"You know how they make Suboxone for drug addicts?"
I looked at Sophia, perplexed. Where the hell had this come from?
"Yes...? Daniel was on it, right?"
"Yeah, back when he was doing heroin. But I guess it's not as helpful with meth, so it's been a while since he's used it."
"Okay, sure," I shrugged, waiting for Sophia to continue.
"Well, I was thinking maybe Grace needed something like that."
"What, like Suboxone for codependency?" I laughed. "Wouldn't that just be finding a new partner?"
"Maybe," Sophia agreed. "Or at least someone to connect with long enough to disrupt the cycle."
Very familiar with my wife's way of thinking, I followed her train of thought to its conclusion. "You're gonna try and set Grace up with someone, aren't you?"
But Sophia shook her head. "Grace would never agree to see other men. Daniel's a piece of shit, but he's still her husband. She feels she owes him loyalty, even though he hasn't shown a shred of it to her. Believe me, I've tried to get her in the dating pool whenever she and Daniel are estranged, but she never goes for it."
"Well... okay then. What did you have in mind?"
Sophia suddenly faltered. She glanced away, going silent for several seconds. When she spoke again, it sounded like she'd changed the subject.
"Babe, you know how much I love you. I love you more than anyone else in the world. But I love Grace too. And I'd do just about anything to help get her out of this."
Another pause.
"What I'm about to say is going to sound crazy. It probably is crazy. But it's not a joke. I just don't know what else I can do, and I'm desperate."
My wariness began to rise. "Sophia... what are you getting at?"
My wife hesitated a moment more before finding her assurance again.
"I want you to take Grace out on a date."
I laughed. I couldn't help it. I laughed partially because I was expecting something way worse, but I also laughed because the idea itself was ridiculous.
But Sophia wasn't amused at all. "Don't laugh, babe. I'm being serious."
"Sorry," I quickly apologized. "I just wasn't expecting that. I mean, I'd be glad to hang out with Grace for an evening. She's great. But I don't know how that's supposed to help anything."
"I don't mean a hangout," Sophia clarified. "I mean a date. A real date. Dressing up. Nice dinner. Maybe a movie at home after."
I resisted the urge to laugh again. The whole idea was absurd, for a variety of reasons. What the hell was Sophia thinking? But I could tell she had spent a lot of time on this idea... there was clearly something I was missing.
"Okay, you're asking if I'll take Grace out on a date. I hear you. And I'll refrain from offering my initial thoughts. But I have to ask... why? What are you hoping to accomplish?"
But rather than answer immediately, Sophia grabbed her phone and started flipping through it.
I waited patiently.
Finally, Sophia found what she'd been looking for. She turned her screen to me, showing me a picture from early in our relationship. It was the two of us at a restaurant. Maybe our third date. A photographer had been rounding the tables, offering to take pictures of couples. Riding high off the date, I'd paid the man. In return, we received a few surprisingly high-quality shots of us together. They were the first professional photos of us as a couple.
"You remember these, right? Look how happy I am. You would have no idea that just a month earlier, I was so broken-hearted I was on the verge of leaving town completely."
"Prince Charming's got nothing on me," I said, brushing off my shoulders dramatically. "Although your ex set the bar so low, I could have lived in a sewer and still been an upgrade."
"That might be stretching it," Sophia laughed. "But you see my point. Even on such an early date, you energized me. I went from broken mess to shit-together-Sophia. You made me excited about life again."
I shifted uncomfortably. "I mean, that's sweet, but I think you're giving me credit that you should give yourself. You just needed time."
"Exactly. Time and a distraction," Sophia confirmed. "You were the perfect distraction. Which is why I think you might be able to do the same for Grace. Be her distraction."
I frowned. "It wouldn't be the same though. I'm not interested in Grace like I was interested in you. And as you said yourself, Grace isn't interested in men who aren't Daniel."
Sophia nodded. "I had the same thoughts at first. But that's why you could do what no other man could. She'd see you taking her out as just a friendly gesture."
"I mean, that's exactly what it would be."
Sophia shook her head. "No. This would go beyond just friendly. I want you to really connect with her. Tell jokes. Listen to her. Flirt with her. Make Grace feel seen. Attractive. Desirable. Worthy of real love. Like you did with me."
I tried to wrap my mind around what Sophia was asking. It seemed... absurd.
"Just so I get this right... you're asking me to take your best friend out on a date... and romance her."
Sophia nodded. "Yes. Exactly. To break her from her cycle with Daniel."
Despite Sophia staring at me with complete sincerity, I found myself on the verge of laughter again.
I resisted, but barely.
"Okay, nice try, Sophia. But I'm not falling for this one. You're the only woman I want to romance. This is just a new version of 'do you think my friend's hot?'. You'll have to try something better than that."
But Sophia didn't break. "Josh, listen to me. This isn't a test or a joke. I am one hundred percent serious about this. I've tried so hard to get Grace to leave Daniel, but nothing I do ever sticks. I know how crazy this sounds, but I've run out of options. You're my Hail Mary attempt to help her. Please."
The persistent pleading in Sophia's voice convinced me. She really was serious about this. But in a way, that was even more problematic.
"This isn't a good idea."
But Sophia wasn't going to let it go that easy.
I pointed out all her idea's potential problems. Maybe Grace wouldn't agree. Maybe I couldn't bring myself to treat it as a real date. Maybe Grace wouldn't be into it. Maybe Grace would realize she was being set up and leave. Maybe she'd be pissed at Sophia for trying to sabotage her marriage (what was left of it, anyway).
Or, potentially worse, maybe the idea would work. Maybe Grace and I found a real spark. Maybe she did end up leaving Daniel because of it. But then, maybe one date with me wasn't enough. Maybe Grace wanted another date bad enough that it ruined her friendship with Sophia. Or worst of all, maybe Sophia would resent me for the date... causing our own marriage to suffer. The potential complications were endless.
Even best-case scenario, the dynamics between the three of us would never be the same again.
Yet none of this put Sophia off. She'd considered all this long ago, ultimately deciding the chance to save her friend was worth the risks.
Finally, I told Sophia I'd think on it.
Accepting it was the most she'd get from me at that moment, Sophia finally let the issue drop.
***
Not even a week after Grace was back on with Daniel, they fell apart again.
She'd called Sophia in tears that evening--one of Daniel's baby mamas, Charlotte, had forwarded a whole stream of texts to Grace. They were private messages between her and Daniel, where Daniel confessed his undying love for her. He had promised he would break things off with Grace, then leave her for Charlotte and their mutual child... just as soon as he had a stable job lined up.
Charlotte's intent was malicious: she hoped the shock of the messages would be enough to get Grace to leave Daniel voluntarily... and in the short-term, it worked. Grace's social media profiles were scrubbed of Daniel's presence yet again.
But upon hearing all of this, Sophia noted these messages had been sent the previous year. If Daniel truly was planning on leaving Grace, he'd had ample opportunity to do so.
Despite what Daniel had told Charlotte, he'd clearly lacked follow-through. Sophia believed that Daniel would always return to Grace--as long as she'd take him, anyway--because she was the sole source of stability in his life. Not to mention she was a way better catch than his alternatives.
Surprising myself, I considered Sophia's proposal again. I couldn't imagine being in her shoes... watching my best friend let themselves--and their kids!--be destroyed a bit more each year... and just passively taking it. It was a slow, tortuous path that brought only misery to all involved.
No wonder Sophia had been thinking outside the box.
I still didn't love her idea, but I began to wonder... might it actually work? What if a simple moment of connection really was all it took to kick Grace out of her Daniel-cycle? It was one of the few things left that hadn't been tried.
I still had my reservations, but I hated what was happening to Grace... and how deeply it affected Sophia. If there was a chance I could help, I had to take it. For Sophia's sake, if nothing else.
And so, I told Sophia I would do it.
I would take Grace out on a date.
***
I'd expected Grace to push back against the idea, but she accepted instantly when Sophia proposed it.
As Sophia had suggested earlier, she framed it to Grace as a friendly gesture: she'd take Grace's kids for the evening, giving her a break from them... and I'd take Grace out for dinner, giving her some friendly male company while Daniel was unable to.
The obvious question was why didn't Sophia take Grace out herself--or at least come with us--but Sophia spun it as a chance to give Grace the date-experience without actually being a date. After all, I was just a friend, right?
The secret twist, of course, was that Sophia intended me to be much more than that.
But that was not the only secret that Sophia had kept.
The afternoon of the planned date, as we made the drive to Grace's house, Sophia revealed her full intentions.
"I'm so proud of you for agreeing to do this," she'd started.
"Anything for you, babe," I replied breezily, feeling rather dapper in my crisply-ironed, button-down shirt and sharp-looking slacks. Dressed to impress, for sure.
"You're gonna charm the pants right off her."
"Metaphorically-speaking, of course," I agreed, laughing.
But Sophia didn't laugh back.
As the silence stretched out, I turned towards her.
"Metaphorically-speaking... right, babe?" I repeated, thinking Sophia just hadn't heard.
But she had. With a sharp inhale, she finally replied.
"Maybe not just metaphorically-speaking," Sophia confessed.
It was my turn to fall silent, unable to believe my ears.
Sophia filled the gap. "Assuming that's how it plays out, of course. I'm not saying you have to."
"Please tell me you're joking," I finally managed. Surely, I'd misunderstood. Surely, my wife wasn't seriously suggesting I should hook up with her best friend.


But Sophia just shrugged. "You said you were up for giving Grace an evening of romance. It only seems natural you'd offer the full experience."
"Full experience? You're not really saying we should..." I broke off, unable to even say the words.
"Saying you should what? Kiss? Hold hands? Have sex? We're adults, Josh, we can say the words," Sophia said calmly. "And yes, I'm saying you should do that. Any of that. All of that. Assuming that's how the evening goes. Why do you think I offered to take her kids back to our house instead of just watching them there?"
I'd been married to Sophia for years at this point. I thought I knew my wife inside and out... but never, not in my wildest fever dreams, did I imagine she'd suggest I should sleep with another woman... much less her best friend.
I struggled to process it.
Sophia, sensing my struggle, softened her suggestion.
"Look. I'm not pressuring you. If you don't want to or if it doesn't work out that way, that's fine. This is all a longshot anyway. But if it works out, I want you to go for it. Like I said, I want you to make Grace feel special. In every way possible."
"Yeah, but there's a huge difference between dinner and sex. Grace is great, but you're the only woman I want to have sex with. Ever."
Sophia smiled at me. "I know. And that's why I trust you to do this. Why I want you to do this. Assuming you do too."
What could I say to that?
As I pondered the moral issues of Sophia's request, I realized it had practical issues too.
"What about pregnancy risk? I don't have any condoms on me. And what about STDs? Lord knows Daniel is probably a walking petri dish at this point. Who knows what Grace might have picked up from him."
But Sophia was completely unfazed. "I'm way ahead of you on that, babe. Grace has been on birth control for years--she's done having kids. And I know she's clean too... I convinced her to get tested after Daniel went to jail this last time."
Well, that was reassuring,... but still. What Sophia was asking was insane.
She must have realized she wasn't gonna get anything more out of me on the topic, because she concluded.
"Look, we don't have to talk about it anymore. Like I said, I'm not pressuring you. But just know you've got my full permission. Remember: our goal is to get Grace to move on from Daniel. If being intimate is what does it, then I support it, one-hundred-percent."
Thoroughly uncomfortable now, I ended the conversation as tactfully as I could. "Well, nobody could ever accuse you of not being willing to take care of your friends."
Sophia laughed.
***
We arrived at Grace's house a short time later.
Climbing out of the car, we knocked at her door. We heard Grace before we saw her.
"Jackson! You better cut that out! Aunt Soph is here and you better be on your best behavior for her!"
Her muffled yells carried through the closed door... followed shortly after by a loud crash.
"JACKSON!!"
"Oops. Sorry, Mom!"
A few moments later, a slightly-frazzled Grace opened the door.
"Hey guys. Sorry. We're having a bit of outburst trouble at the moment," Grace apologized. "I'm so glad you're here though!"
Grace quickly invited us inside, where we all exchanged hugs. I could still hear chaos coming from the back of her house.
"You sure you're still up for this, Soph?" Grace asked. "My little angels are little maniacs right now."
"Oh, don't worry about me. I know just how to handle them."
Raising her voice, Sophia yelled down the hall. "Hey Jackson! Hey Samuel! If you both straighten up and meet me at your mom's car in five minutes, I'll get you ice cream on the way over to my house!"
The chaos abruptly ended.
"Hell yes, Aunt Soph! You got it!" came the cheer from down the hall.
Grace instantly responded by yelling back, "JACKSON! LANGUAGE!"
But the outbursts had ended. The kids went scurrying off to the garage.
"You're a lifesaver, as always, Soph," Grace said, looking both exhausted and grateful.
"Of course. Now, forget about the kids. I've got this. You just worry about your fun night tonight, okay? Promise me you'll let Josh take care of you. No worrying about anything else. Tonight's about you."
"I promise. Tonight's about me. I got it," Grace confirmed with a laugh.
"Atta girl," Sophia beamed. "And hey, if you need Josh to take care of you in some other ways tonight too, just know you've got my full approval. He's handy in more ways than one, if you know what I mean."
Like me, Grace had not expected this from Sophia.
"Soph, what the fuck. I can't believe you'd joke about something like that," Grace giggled uncomfortably, blush forming on her cheeks.
"Oh, I'm not joking. I'm dead serious. You should take advantage tonight while you've got the chance," Sophia replied. "But let me have your car keys, and I'll take off with the kids. You all just text me when you're ready for me to head back. No matter how late it is."
Grace's confusion deepened. "I assumed you'd be taking the kids in your car?"
"Nah, Josh is gonna keep it. If tonight's about you, that means he's driving you too. You're not worrying about a thing tonight."
"Well... okay then. Just promise me you won't judge me for the mess my car is in."
"Wouldn't dream of it, Gracie."
***
A short time later, we all departed. My wife with Grace's kids, making the drive back to our house; me with Grace, off to the restaurant.
It was strange at first, being in the car with just Grace. While we'd hung out together several times over the years, we'd never been alone. Just the two of us without Sophia was a new experience.
The oddity went even deeper, though, because I wasn't just keeping Grace company. I'd been given a mission. Mission Make-Grace-Feel-Special. Despite my initial reservations, I was committed now.
And so, I dove in.
"You look pretty tonight, by the way," I said, looking away from the road long enough to glance at Grace. "Your dress looks great."
"Thanks. It's been a while since I've gone out, so I decided to make the most of it. Especially knowing that there won't be any kids around to get stuff on me. I haven't dressed up like this in years," Grace laughed.
"Well, I'd say your efforts paid off. Not that they were strictly necessary, though. As Sophia says, you've got that natural beauty down pat."
"That's sweet, Josh, but I don't know about that. I'm a mess. I'm fat. I'm barely wearing makeup. You're lucky I remembered deodorant today."
"Hey, I'm just calling it like I see it," I shrugged. "And what I see is a beautiful woman on her way to a nice restaurant to have a nice time."
"Well, I appreciate it," Grace smiled. "And you're looking rather handsome yourself. You'll have to tell Sophia she did a great job with your outfit."
"Nuh uh, I'm not telling Sophia shit. This was all me," I said, feigning offense. "I mean, sure, I only picked it because Sophia's spent years telling me what I look good in, but still... I'm taking credit for this one."
Grace laughed again; the ice had been broken.
Our 'date' was off to a good start.
***
By the time we pulled up to the restaurant, Grace and I were both in good spirits. Despite my concerns, hanging out with just Grace wasn't awkward at all. It made sense, considering our mutual compatibility with Sophia, but still... I didn't take it for granted.
After parking, we walked up to the entrance, me casually resting my hand against Grace's back as we approached. Grace went along with it, leaving us looking like a bona fide couple as we crossed the lot.
Moments later, we were inside.
I greeted the hostess.
"Hello, we had a reservation for two, please. Should be under Josh."
The hostess took a moment to confirm. "Let's see... Josh... yep, I've got you all right here. Follow me."
Grace and I fell in behind the hostess, making our way through the aisles. The restaurant was very romantic... quiet classical music playing over the speakers, dim floor lighting, flowers and candles on the tables... I was surprised to see the candles were real; their dancing flames casting playful shadows onto their surroundings.
We reached our table. An isolated one off to the side. The hostess pulled the chair back for Grace, seating her, then repeated the gesture for me.
I sat.
"All right, here you go. Your server, Marissa, will be with you shortly. I hope you two have a great night."
"Thanks, you too," Grace and I said simultaneously, before exchanging an amused glance.
The hostess departed, leaving Grace and I alone. For a moment, both of us were quiet... grabbing the menus that had been left for us and reviewing the selections.
Grace broke the silence first.
"So, this is weird as hell, right?"
I lowered my menu, meeting her gaze.
"Are you talking about us being here? Or are you talking about the rabbit-rattlesnake sausage appetizer...?"
Grace laughed. "The first. Although I do have questions about the second."
"I'm not sure why you think us being here is weird. I mean, I'm just a married man taking his wife's married best friend out to a fancy restaurant. I'd say that's normal Saturday night stuff, Grace."
"Your life must be way more interesting than mine." Another laugh.
"Well, considering you're here too, I'd have to disagree with that."
"Fair point," Grace admitted. "But seriously. I let Soph talk me into coming tonight, but then she had to go and make it weird. Why would she even joke like that?"
"You mean the whole 'my husband is handy in more ways than one' thing?"
"Yeah. That."
I sighed. "I really don't think she was joking. She said something similar to me on the way over too. I think Sophia just really loves you and wants you to be happy... her logic being if I make her happy, then why not share?"
"Maybe because you're a person and not an object? You're her husband. Not a slow cooker."
It was my turn to laugh. "I couldn't have said it better myself. And you're completely right, of course. But really, I think Sophia was wanting to make it clear she wanted you to have fun tonight... with no limits."
"Yeah, except sometimes limits are a good thing. No-limits is how you end up puking onto your high school teacher's shoes after you decided pregaming class was a good idea....Not that I've ever done that."
I laughed again. "Oh man, Sophia hasn't shared this one before. You're gonna have to tell the full story now."
Before Grace could reply, though, our server arrived. Realizing neither of us had even begun to decide on food, we ordered a bottle of wine and asked for another five minutes.
After settling on our selections--elk sliders with blueberry jam to split, diver scallops with risotto for Grace, and Montana bison ribeye for me--we returned to our conversation.
Grace shared her pregaming-high-school story. The punchline had already been delivered, but I loved the anecdote anyway. Listening to Grace's teenage logic ("I couldn't believe I'd never thought of it before. What's the one thing that could make school exciting? Alcohol!"), the dawning realization that she had made a major mistake, the ultimate messy conclusion, and then the aftermath ("the best part was, they believed me when I said I was sick, so I got sent home the rest of the day! Too bad I was too 'sick' to enjoy it.")
Grace finished the story just in time for our server's return. We placed our orders, then began sipping from our freshly-poured wine.
"Mmmm, I'm not normally a wine person, but this is good," I murmured.
"Well, I normally am a wine person. And I agree! This is good!" Grace confirmed with a smile.
As Grace stared at me, beaming widely, I was struck by how legitimately pretty she was. Her earlier self-deprecations aside, Grace truly was a pleasure to look at. Her skin was flawless... her pearl earrings and necklace highlighting the natural symmetry of her face... her long brown hair falling over her shoulders down across her chest... her smile brightening her eyes...
Sophia was right. Grace absolutely deserved someone who could appreciate everything she had to offer. And if I could help her see that...
"I'm gonna be laughing about that one for some time," I said, pulling myself back together. "But you got any other fun high school stories? Ones that Sophia may have forgotten to share?"
Grace did indeed. I heard about the time she and Sophia made over a thousand little paper boats, flooding one of the women's bathrooms with them. There was the year they realized they could break into the school supply closets using just a credit card... which led to Sophia getting caught making out with a boy by the janitorial staff. And maybe best of all--the time one of their guy friends broke open a glow stick and rubbed the juice over his penis as a joke. Unfortunately for him, glow-stick-juice is caustic... the poor guy was howling in misery for the next half-hour, although he thankfully avoided any lasting damage.
I was in tears by this point. "Yeah, I think you definitely can't claim to lead a less-interesting life than me," I chuckled as I wiped my eyes.
"I mean, I've settled down since having kids. Now the most exciting thing in my life is when I get a couple hours to myself."
"That's fair. But at least you've got two wonderful kids to show for it."
"Yeah. Wonderful. Uh huh," Grace said with an ironic smile.
"Well, if nothing else, you've given Sophia and me a glimpse into what we can expect when the time comes for us."
"Aw, that makes me happy. I think you two will make great parents."
"Thanks. Frankly, I'm not sure if I'm ready for it. I mean, don't get me wrong, I want kids. I just feel so unprepared."
"You're talking to the woman who had her first kid at eighteen," Grace laughed. "Trust me, I understand."
"How'd you do it?"
"It's crazy what you can do when you don't have any other choice," Grace shrugged. "It's hard, but you do get used to it."
"Well... that's reassuring, I guess?"
"Hey, it is what it is. But I think you'll do great. You and Sophia make a great team."
"Thanks. I really lucked out with her," I agreed.
"Yeah, Sophia's great," Grace nodded. "But I've got a question for you, Josh. When was it that you knew she was the one? The one you wanted to spend the rest of your life with?"
I considered. "Hmm, that's a good question. I used to think 'the one' was whoever made you the happiest. And Sophia definitely makes me happy. But I think what might be even more important is that 'the one' doesn't drag you down."
I paused to reflect, then continued.
"So, for me? The moment I knew Sophia was the one came while we were house-hunting. It should have been stressful as hell with all the moving parts: credit checks, realtor-coordinating, finance decisions, blah blah blah. But with Sophia? She made it all a breeze. I remember thinking, 'yeah, with this woman by my side, I could get through anything'. Which is a pretty boring answer, but maybe we're just boring people."
"I don't think you're boring at all," Grace smiled. "And I get what you're saying. A partner who makes things easy is a dream. But life's always changing. People are always changing. Sometimes even your dream partner has bad moments. Like, if Sophia ever came down with a crippling illness, you'd take care of her, right? Even if it was frustrating? Even if it was hard? Even if it went on for years?"
"Yeah. Yeah, I would," I admitted.
"See, that's how I feel about Daniel. One of the first things I learned about addiction is that it's a disease. It literally rewires your brain on a chemical level to prioritize your addiction over anything else. More than friends. More than family. Sometimes even over food or water. Sure, there was choice involved at the beginning, maybe, but many diseases work like that. We don't say we should abandon diabetics just because they made bad food choices."
"Hey, I'm not here to judge," I said, putting my hands up. "It's your marriage."
"I'm sorry, that was a bit heavy for dinner, wasn't it?" Grace said, grimacing. "Can you tell I'm enjoying my wine?"
"It's all good. I'm enjoying our conversation a lot. Even with a little heaviness."
"Thanks. And I'm enjoying tonight too," Grace agreed. "It's nice to feel normal, for a change."
I sensed the conversation was at a crossroads. There was an opportunity here... an opportunity for Grace to realize that she could have normal, if that's what she wanted. But I'd have to be careful not to overstep.
Tentatively, I pressed forward.
"It's probably a bad sign when going on a date with your best friend's husband feels 'normal'," I observed.
Grace laughed. "Honestly, my standards have been so fucked up, I'm not sure I know what normal is anymore. For example, you know what my reaction was when I learned Daniel was going to jail this last time?"
"What?"
"Relief. How terrible is that? I was relieved my husband was going to jail."
"Because it meant you'd have some peace back in your life?"
"Yeah, partly," Grace confirmed. "But also because it meant that I knew where he was. I didn't have to worry if he was out doing meth. Or fucking some drugged-up slut. Or getting yet another girl pregnant. When he's in jail, I don't have to worry about any of that."
I went silent, processing Grace's words.
Grace misinterpreted my silence as judgment. "I realize how fucked-up that sounds. It's probably not good that's how I feel. And I know Sophia would tell me that if my husband being in jail is when I'm happiest, I should leave him. But I can't. I just can't."
"Hey, you don't have to convince me," I said. "I think you should do what's best for you, and only you can decide what that is. If that's leaving Daniel, fine. If that's sticking with Daniel to the bitter end, then so be it. It's your life."
It was Grace's turn to fall silent. She stared past me, no doubt rehashing her many internal conversations about Daniel.
I decided to redirect the conversation.
"I will say, though, as much as you've done for him over the years, it seems to me that you're overdue to treat yourself."
Grace's eyes came back into focus. "What do you mean?"
"If Daniel's out there sowing his seed every which way, maybe you should find some hot guy to give you some love too. You work with doctors right? Aren't they notoriously horny?"
Grace laughed. "Oh my god, I'm not gonna sleep with one of my doctors. That's just asking for trouble."
I shrugged. "Maybe one of your hot patients then. Just casually slip them your number when they're checking out."
"Okay, that's a violation of like every regulation there is," Grace said sternly, but she was smiling. "Although, I'm not gonna lie... I have been tempted on occasion. We've got some men who came through that have had me like... 'man, if I wasn't married...'"
I stared at Grace, eyebrow raised pointedly.
"Oh my god, I can't believe I just told you that," Grace said, her cheeks flushing. "Let's forget this whole conversation."
"Not a chance," I grinned. "But in all seriousness, I absolutely think you should explore a little bit. It doesn't seem fair to hold yourself to a standard that Daniel abandoned years ago. Besides, you're young and hot enough that I think you could have your pick of guys to have fun with."
Grace's flush deepened. "Thanks. But I don't think I'm gonna have the guys lining out the door anytime soon. After two kids and enough stress for a lifetime, I'm not exactly prime material."
"Hey, tell yourself whatever you want, I'm just calling it like I see it," I shrugged. "But in all seriousness, I think regardless of what you do with Daniel, you absolutely should take care of your needs. All of them."
"Jesus, you're as bad as Soph," Grace said, shaking her head. "Next thing I know, you're gonna be offering to help me out yourself."



"I mean, it would make a certain kind of sense," I deadpanned, before laughing. "But no, I'm just talking generally. You can't be the best mom or the best wife or the best whatever if you're not practicing self-care."
"Yeah, yeah, I know," Grace said. "Maybe I should try flirting with one of the doctors after all..."
"What's the worst that could happen? Besides a trip to HR?"
"Shh, don't ruin my dreams with your realism," Grace laughed. "And just for the record, as fun as this conversation has been, none of this flirting-with-men stuff is me talking, it's the wine."
"You keep blaming the wine, but I'm starting to think it's just you," I teased. "At least, I hope it is, because I'm loving it."
Before Grace could respond to my barb, our food arrived. The servers divided it up between us, then departed, leaving us to enjoy our feast.
As Grace and I ate our way through the courses--the food even more delicious than I'd expected--we continued to engage. There were some other heavy moments, but most of the conversation was light-hearted and fun. Between the food and the wine and my blossoming connection with Grace, I was having a phenomenal time. As was she.
We began to flirt openly with each other too... carrying the unspoken acknowledgement that Sophia had not just allowed, but encouraged, such behavior. Grace and I teased, complimented, and even ventured some light touches with one another. Nothing too risqué, but certainly behavior that would have raised eyebrows from those that knew us.
Unfortunately, the arrival of the check signaled the end of our fun. After we skipped dessert and had our leftovers boxed-up, I covered the bill.
"Thanks for the food," Grace smiled warmly. "And the company."
"Trust me, the pleasure was all mine," I replied.
I helped Grace up from the table, and we made our return trip to the car. This time, rather than place my hand on Grace's back, I stepped in close beside her, resting my hand just above her opposite hip. Grace looked up at me with surprise... but then smiled and rested her head against my shoulder. We walked like that, side-by-side, across the parking lot.
Just before we started the drive back to Grace's house, I texted Sophia: we're leaving now if you want to head back our way.
And then we were off.
***
By the time I pulled into Grace's driveway, the two of us had become giddy to the point of near incoherence. The wine was only partly to blame--most of our good spirits came from our unexpectedly energetic connection. I'd always enjoyed Grace's company whenever Sophia brought us together, but one-on-one? Grace shined. There was no other word for it.
As I exited the car, my phone buzzed. A reply from Sophia.
I'll give it another hour before we head back. Which means you'll have about two hours alone with Grace. Plenty of time to make tonight truly special for her, if you know what I mean.
Christ, Sophia. If I didn't know better, I'd suspect she was pushing this not for Grace's sake but for her own benefit.
Shoving my wife's suggestive text to the back of my mind, I returned my attention to Grace. She was struggling to balance her purse and the to-go boxes.
"Here, let me help you out with those," I said, quickly rushing to her side.
"Thanks," Grace smiled as she handed off the food. "Don't worry, I'm not drunk, just clumsy."
"Hey, whatever keeps food off the ground, right?" I said, as I followed Grace into her house.
She led me to the kitchen, helpfully opening the fridge. I made room for the boxes, securing them at last.
Grace looked up at me.
"So, what next? Did you tell Soph we're back?"
"Yeah. She said she'd be here in a couple hours. I guess she and the kids are caught up doing something," I lied.
"Oh, well, okay then. So... what do we do now?" Grace asked, her eyes searching mine.
"Well, before anything else, I want to thank you for dinner tonight," I said, stepping closer.
"What are you talking about?" Grace laughed. "You paid."
"Yeah, but you made it a great experience. So, again, thank you."
Then, before I realized what I was doing, I took Grace's head into my hands... planting a solitary kiss on her forehead.
It was perfectly friendly... but as I pulled away, my eyes met Grace's again. Suddenly caught in their blue depths, I forgot everything else.
Hypnotized, I pressed forward. My lips found hers.
We kissed.
For a moment, time froze. Everything about that moment flashed into my memory. The texture of Grace's hair intertwined between my fingers. The way her body melted against mine. The subtle floral scent that radiated from Grace's skin. The warm softness of her lips. The undefinable need that suddenly emanated from us both... abstract, yet tangible enough that it thickened the air.
It was just a kiss... but that kiss was everything.
The veil fell from my eyes. Grace was no longer my wife's best friend; she became beauty incarnate. Beauty in desperate need of veneration.
I offered it gladly.
Our first kiss lingered for an eternity, but then I followed it up with a second kiss... then a third. Our lips pressing together slowly... exploring... tasting... savoring... The soft sounds of our connection trickled into the air.
Continuing to kiss Grace, I slid my hands down her neck... then towards her shoulders, slowly massaging her skin as I went. My fingertips searched for stress-spots hidden within her muscles, releasing them as I passed over.
But just as I was on the verge of progressing further, Grace pulled away.
I stared in surprise, but Grace was suddenly unable to meet my eyes.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
Grace faced me but kept her gaze cast downward. A complex swirl of emotions flickered across her face. "Yeah. I'm okay. You don't have to do this, you know."
"Do you not want to?"
"No, I do... I really, really do. But I know you're only going along because Soph asked you to," she said softly.
In a flash, I understood Grace's hesitation. But as understandable as her belief was, she was dead wrong.
I weighted my voice with the truth.
"Sophia didn't ask me to. She said I could if I wanted to. And I do. More than you know."
Grace finally met my gaze, her blue eyes staring pleadingly. Begging me to stop. Begging me to continue.
"But why? You've got Sophia. She's perfect. And I'm... just not. I'm not model material. I haven't been fit in years. I don't have gorgeous blond hair. I'm basically the opposite of her."
I stared at Grace, baffled. How could she not see what I could? How could she not see just how beautiful she was? How magnetic? How desirable?
"You're right," I finally replied. "Sophia is the most beautiful woman in the world. But you, Grace? You're a very close second."
I placed my hand against Grace's cheek, gently taking her head into my grasp. Her eyes bored into mine, scrutinizing me for any hint of insincerity. But there was none to find. I'd meant every word.
"Okay..." Grace exhaled slowly. "But what about you and Sophia? I don't want to cause problems for you two."
"You won't," I reassured. "Sophia's my wife and she always will be. But she wanted tonight to be about you. Remember?"
Grace nodded.
"Good. So, let's make it about you."
I leaned forward, my lips finding Grace's once more.
As we restarted our kisses, Grace came alive. Freed from her hesitation and doubt, all that remained was passion. Grace surrendered to it.
She poured herself into me... her lips and tongue seeking mine... her hands tracing my shoulders up to my neck... and then gripping me, pulling me tightly against her. Grace's latent desire had morphed into blazing physical need.
I explored Grace just as hungrily. My hands roamed from her upper back down to her waist... and then still further... caressing her ass and squeezing it appreciatively.
As I admired her body, I felt Grace smile through our kisses. Feeling emboldened, I moved one hand upwards again... until I'd found the zipper at the top of her dress. Without hesitation, I tugged it down in a single smooth motion.
Feeling her dress loosen, Grace broke off our kisses. Her cheeks were thoroughly flushed, expression rapidly cycling between excitement and desperation.
"Here, let me get out of this," she said breathlessly.
I stepped away, allowing Grace to slide the dress off her body and dangle it gently over the nearby countertop.
I whistled appreciatively as Grace's half-naked body came into view. "Wow."
Grace's flush deepened even further. She glanced away sheepishly, suddenly too self-conscious to meet my eyes.
I stepped forward, hooking Grace's chin with my fingers... forcing her gaze back onto me.
"Grace. I need you to hear this. Really hear it," I said, peering into her blue eyes. "You. Are. Stunning."
Then, without waiting for a response, I planted one more kiss against her lips.
A soft moan escaped from Grace's mouth... and then we were both gone.
Clothes began flying off. My button-up and undershirt vanished in seconds, followed shortly by my belt and pants. Grace's hand found its way into my underwear, searching urgently for my hardness. Meanwhile, I unhooked Grace's bra, kneading her newly-freed breasts between my palms. Frantic sounds of urgency escaped us both as we raced to get the other naked. Yet we were too distracted by each other's body to cross the finish line.
At last, Grace's fingers found my manhood; she began tugging at me while her other hand removed my underwear.
Realizing I'd fallen behind, I released Grace's breasts... moving down to her hips and stripping away her panties. With my underwear gone, Grace returned her free hand to my hardness, using both to stroke me in tandem. The angle was awkward for her, but she persisted anyway; Grace's desire had rendered her incapable of releasing me even for a moment.
As Grace stroked me, I slipped my hands between her thighs; my fingers were instantly saturated by her wetness. Reflexively, Grace spread her legs, pressing herself against my cupped hand. My fingertips spread her labia and brushed her clit... the contact eliciting a soft moan from Grace.
We played with each other only a few moments more; our mutual arousal had spiraled out of control. Unable to delay any more, I moved a hand to Grace's shoulder, guiding her backwards.
The two of us moved in jilted unison until I'd backed Grace against her kitchen table. The resulting bump knocked over a pepper grinder, but we were too far gone to care. Withdrawing my hand from between Grace's legs, I lifted her onto the table's surface. Her legs dangled over the edge, but only temporarily--the next moment, I'd grabbed her ankles, flipping her horizontal.
Grace stared at me with open hunger, as eager for the next step as I was.
My cock, newly freed from Grace's grip, hung stiffly in the air... aimed squarely up her center. Making some small adjustments, I brought it down to Grace's pussy... my head tracing along her wet labia before finding her opening. My tip slipped inside; my full thickness soon followed... pleasure exploding as I slowly sank into Grace's depths.
"Oh fuck," I groaned.
I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to bear the ecstasy I felt.
"Fuck!"
Shaking my head, I brought myself back to attention, opening my eyes to find Grace staring past me... lip bitten to keep her pleasure contained.
Words couldn't express how sexy Grace looked in that moment... full breasts, thick hips, curvaceous belly... But as hot as her body was, it was Grace's beautifully rounded face that enthralled me. Her pretty features... her utterly sensual expression... the way her pearl earrings and necklace highlighted her naked femininity...
Quite simply, Grace was the most desirable woman in existence.
And in that moment, she was mine.
Placing my hand on her hips, I began my rhythm. Slow and sensual to start... sliding out of Grace only to bury myself inside her again. I savored the steady motion... feeling Grace's body cushion me with every forward thrust.
But soon, this drawn-out pleasure wasn't enough. I began to thrust more firmly into Grace, her boobs freely bouncing back and forth with my increased pace. They hypnotized me with their movement, and I was unable to resist taking them into my hands... fondling them as they flowed over Grace's body like twin water balloons.
Despite my distraction, I maintained my measured rhythm into Grace... the new momentum quickly pushing us towards greater ecstasy.
I began to grunt softly, barely able to maintain my focus. Grace was in a similar state, shifting her gaze from my face to my cock, up to the ceiling, and then back again. It was all too much.
"Oh my god. Grace... you're--fuck!--you're so fucking hot," I gasped.
Grace stared at me, her eyebrows contracting as she tried to reply.
"Mmm... uhhh... feel... mmm... so goo... uhh... ood."
It was all she could manage, her words turning into a steady stream of soft moans. A moment later, her body began to tighten on itself, the occasional spasm hitting first one muscle group, then another, as her neurons released in rapid-fire.
Our rhythm reached its apex; Grace's mouth gaped, her head tilted back. She placed her hands against my torso, as if to push me away... but it was futile. The pleasure that linked us would not be stopped.
A moment later, Grace was gone--her head pulling forward involuntarily as one wave of ecstasy after another crashed home.
Watching Grace writhe beneath me pushed me over my own edge; the sweet, authentic woman I'd known for years had transformed into a being of shining sexual splendor...
Defenseless against her radiance, I ignited.
***
An eternity later, I found myself restored from the ashes.
Grace was staring up at me, wide smile plastered across her face. Noticing my resurrected awareness, she shook her head in satisfied disbelief.
"I'm so mad at Soph right now."
"What?" I asked dumbly, my brain operating at only quarter-performance.
Grace laughed at my confusion. "Your wife. I'm mad at her. She kept telling me that I didn't know what I was missing out on in my sex life, and I kept responding that I was doing just fine. Well... thanks to you, I'm realizing just how wrong I was."
Barely in a state for conversation, I settled for withdrawing from Grace instead. My now soft cock was covered in semen; I could only imagine how much I'd left behind.
I offered Grace a hand, helping her off the table. As she steadied herself on wobbly legs, I finally processed her words.
"So, I love a compliment as much as the next guy," I slowly replied, "And I'm glad you enjoyed yourself. But I feel like I didn't really do much. Hell, we skipped the foreplay entirely."
Grace grinned. "Sure, but you took your time to connect with me first. Huge improvement over the 'Hey, I'm horny. Let's fuck' that I'm used to. And you understand pacing. You didn't go straight to 100. Your rhythm was on-point too. So yeah, thanks for ruining my expectations about sex. Appreciate that."
I chuckled softly; it was all I could manage.
"You're welcome, I guess?"
"Yeah, yeah. So, like I said, be sure and tell Soph I'm mad at her."
I promised I would, then worked to regain my bearings. My eyes caught the clock on Grace's stove, widening in surprise.
"How have we only been back for twenty minutes?"
"Crazy, right? Best twenty minutes of my life," Grace laughed, as she retrieved her clothes. "But I'm gonna go get cleaned up. Can't have Mom looking like she spent an afternoon riding roller coasters. Help yourself to the guest bathroom."
I nodded, watching Grace appreciatively as she walked away. I loved my wife's body above all others, but damn... Grace's thickness was its own kind of special.
It took me another minute to recover before I made my way to the bathroom. As I took care of business, an idea occurred to me. Our fun didn't have to be over yet.
Freshly cleaned, I made my way back through the house to Grace's bedroom. She was standing in front of her mirror, working to put her hair back in place. She saw me approach.
"Yeah, I know it's a lost cause. I'm just hoping to tame it enough that I don't have to explain what 'just-fucked hair' is to Jackson."
I laughed. "Yeah, probably wouldn't be a fun conversation. But before you work too hard on that, I wanted to point out... we still have well over an hour before Sophia gets back."
Grace faced me and raised an eyebrow. Like her, I was still naked. "You can't be telling me that you're ready for a second round. I mean, I wouldn't say no... but don't guys need time to recharge?"
I shrugged. "Penis-wise, sure. But I've still got a mouth and hands that work just fine."
Grace stared at me silently for a second, then shook her head. "Sorry. I've just never had a guy ask for a second round after he got off."
She inhaled, then continued. "So, I'm extremely flattered... but I don't really like oral. At least not getting it. Having a guy go down on me just seems... gross, somehow? I'm probably weird for that, but it's how I feel. I appreciate your offer though. I really do."
"Hey, no need to apologize. And that still leaves hands as an option... but I've got another idea too. Do you have a vibrator?"
"Yes...?"
"You up for a little toy play?" I grinned.
Grace was truly baffled now. "I mean yeah, sure. But you know you don't have to right? Like you've already made me cum."
"What else are we gonna do for an hour?"
"I dunno... watch TV or something?"
"Yeah, I think my vibrator idea sounds a lot more fun. Why don't you go grab it and we'll see what happens?"
Grace gave me one more incredulous look, but then nodded. "Okay, sure. I've never had someone else use it on me though. Promise you won't be bothered if I end up not feelin' it?"
"Are you kidding? I'm just grateful for the practice. I'll have one hell of a surprise for Sophia later. I hope you enjoy yourself, of course, but this will be great no matter what happens."
Grace shook her head, then went to her bedroom drawer. After sifting through some clothes, she pulled out what looked like an oversized electric toothbrush.
"That's the strangest looking vibrator I've ever seen."
"That's because it's a clit stimulator. It doesn't go inside me."
Grace, noticing my intrigued look, continued. "Don't get me wrong, I liked my regular vibrator, but after I tried one of these I was like, yep, no going back now."
I laughed. "I'll take your word for it. So how does it work?"
Grace demonstrated. It was easy enough. What I thought of as the "brush" had an open circle that fit over the clit. Moistening the circle caused it to form a tight seal, and then air pressure would stimulate the clit directly. Grace's model had 11 pressure levels, although she admitted she rarely went above the mid-range: "they're plenty for me". Then, almost as an aside, she pointed out the vibration button.
"You ready to try it out?" I asked, once I'd mastered the basics.
"Yeah. I still can't believe this is happening. When I agreed to go out to dinner with you, I never expected the evening would end with you using my clit stimulator on me."
"But sex was a possibility?" I laughed.
Grace shrugged innocently, then giggled.
"Okay, Grace," I laughed again. "But why don't you go lay down now. Let me try this out."
Grace complied, stretching out flat on the bed. As she made herself comfortable, I laid next to her, bringing the stimulator between her legs. I glanced down at Grace to find her staring back expectantly.
With a grin, I secured the toy over her pussy and pushed to the first speed.
The stimulator was surprisingly quiet. I could tell it had activated, but it was discrete enough that if I'd heard it in the background, I wouldn't have given it a second thought.
"How's that?" I asked.


"Honestly, this probably won't take long at all. I'm still worked up from earlier."
"Well, let's not end your fun too quickly."
I took it slow at first. A little tickle of air. Enough to catch Grace's attention.
Then, another level. A bit more intense. A subtle but pleasurable sensation that brought a slight smile to Grace's face. I adjusted, bringing my free hand to the top of her head.
Level three. The stimulator was noticeably active now, although still quiet. I began to move it slightly against Grace... playing with the angle and pressure against her body. Grace bit her lip appreciatively. I traced her scalp with my fingertips.
Four. Grace was visibly responding to the stimulator. Her legs and hips gently moving on the bed, her head turning towards me as her eyes closed... mouth beginning to work wordlessly. I activated the vibration; the addition broke Grace's momentum, but not her pleasure. I'd edged her out of her second orgasm.
Still four.
It didn't take long for Grace's pleasure to rise again. Her body, having been denied once, hurtled even faster towards its cliff. She began moaning softly, body slowly writhing under me, head pushing against my chest as I cradled her.
And then, at last, five.
Grace's lower body began to spasm. Her breaths were sharp, eyes squeezed shut, a drawn out 'oh fuckkkk', escaping from her lips. Her hips lifted off the bed, but still I maintained the stimulator's contact against her pussy...
Grace's orgasm kept going... her head pulling forward, falling back, and forward again... teeth clenching, whole body shaking, breasts, belly, and legs quivering as she lost herself over and over.
It was the most intense orgasm I'd ever seen in my life.
At last, Grace pushed the stimulator away herself, unable to take any more.
I turned it off.
We lay there for a few minutes, silent--aside from Grace's still-labored breathing.
At last, Grace exhaled deeply, opening her eyes.
"Woooo. Holy shit. That was way hotter than I'd expected. Fuck me."
I laughed. "Glad I could surprise you. Although I should point out... we still probably have an hour left."
Grace quickly closed her legs and slid away from me. "Nuh uh. No. My body can't take anymore tonight. No more."
"Fair enough," I grinned. "And I guess we should probably get dressed at some point. But it's still your night. Let's take five and make ourselves presentable... then meet me on your couch?"
Grace shot me a suspicious look, but she didn't press further. "Okay. Sure. But just so you know, I mean it. I can't handle any more fun tonight. There won't be any second winds."
"Don't worry, I've got something totally different in mind."
***
As I dressed, I checked my phone. An unread message from Sophia.
We're on our way. You've got about an hour to wrap things up. Don't worry, I won't let the kids enter until I've scoped the house out first.
I sent my reply: Don't worry, Grace and I are decent. Well, we are now, anyway.
I grinned. That should send Sophia for a loop.
Putting my phone away, I made my way to Grace's couch. She joined me a minute later.
"So, what now?"
"Like I said, something super easy. Just lay down next to me. Put your head on my lap."
Grace looked at me questioningly, but she complied. She climbed onto the couch long-ways and made herself comfortable, using my lap as her pillow.
Once she settled, I placed a hand on the back of her neck and began to rub.
Grace turned her head sideways to look up at me. Her expression was almost... sad.
"You okay?" I asked.
Grace didn't respond right away; she seemed to be staring past me. "Is this what it's like for you and Sophia? You go out on date nights? Come home and have amazing sex? Then give each other massages after?"
Something in Grace's tone vaporized my joking response before it even formed.
"Most of the time? No," I answered honestly. "Most days we just go about our routines. Work. Home. Relax. Bed. Don't get me wrong, Sophia and I engage plenty, but we're not having mind-blowing sex every single night either. It happens, but it's not constant."
"Still... it must be nice. Having that support always be there."
"Yeah, it is," I agreed.
Grace was silent. I followed her example, keeping quiet as I played with her hair.
"Josh, what the fuck am I doing with my life?" she finally asked.
I didn't answer, unsure of what to say. But Grace wasn't asking rhetorically; she turned her eyes towards mine, seeking my response.
I frowned thoughtfully... then replied with a question of my own.
"What would you want to do? If there was no Daniel, I mean. No kids. What would you want to do if it was just you?"
Grace considered... then opened up a side of herself I'd never seen before.
Over the next half-hour, Grace shared her dreams with me. She talked about how she wanted to go back to school. Get a degree or a license. How she wanted to travel. Visit England and France. Fly down to South America. Explore Patagonia and the Amazon. Hop over to the other side of the globe to see Australia, New Zealand, and Japan.
She wanted a life partner. A real life partner, not a parasite. Someone who offered as much as they took. Someone reliable. Someone she could count on. Someone who loved her... and someone who showed it.
The more Grace talked, the more energized she became. Her words weren't idle dreams, but something more concrete. They represented the future that Grace could have, the future that was within reach... if only she made the effort to grasp it.
I listened to her quietly, running my fingers over her scalp, until at last, a car pulled into the driveway.
My phone buzzed. Sophia.
Grace jumped off me, straightening herself as I answered the call.
"Hey. You guys are back, I'm guessing?"
"Yep! We're ready to head in whenever you are!"
"Everything's good here. Come on inside!"
Grace's kids had been thoroughly worn out from the evening's adventure and were surprisingly tame as they re-entered the house.
"You guys have fun with Aunt Soph tonight?" Grace asked.
"Yeahhhh..." came the tired replies.
"Well, why don't you get ready for bed. Go get started and I'll be in to read to you in a bit, okay?"
"Okay, Mom."
As they trudged away, an idea occurred to me.
"Hey, Grace, if you want to spend some time with Sophia for a bit, I can help the kids wind down. Give you two a chance to talk about how tonight went."
Sophia looked at Grace questioningly as Grace blushed.
"Yeah, there's a lot to tell, I guess. Thanks, Josh."
I nodded, then followed after Jackson and Samuel.
I spent the next several minutes helping the kids through their nightly routine, then reading their favorite bedtime stories, until Sophia and Grace made their way into the room as well.
Both of their eyes were red and puffy; Grace was actively sniffling. And yet neither seemed able to stop smiling.
"Hey guys. I can take over now," Grace said, motioning for me to pass over the kids' book.
I did so, but then Grace overwhelmed me with an enormous hug.
"Thank you so much for tonight. For all of it," she whispered.
She gave me one last squeeze then joined her kids on the bed.
"Have a safe drive back, you two. I love you both, so so much," she said, voice still full of emotion.
Sophia and I left, offering our final farewells to Grace and her kids.
Once we were on the road again, I broached the evening's events.
"So, Grace filled you in on everything, I'm guessing?"
"Yeah. You really made tonight special for her. More than you probably realize. I'm so proud of you."
"You don't feel weird about it? No regrets? I wouldn't blame you if you did."
Sophia didn't hesitate in her answer. "Not at all. If I went back in time, I'd do it all over again exactly the same way. But what about you? Do you have regrets?"
"No. No, I don't," I replied, then added. "I still think this whole idea is insane... but I have to admit, it just might work. I think Grace might actually be reconsidering some of her life choices."
"I think so too," Sophia agreed. "I guess now we'll wait and see. But no matter how it plays out, I really appreciate you giving it your all tonight. I love you even more for it."
I couldn't help but notice the irony in Sophia's words. How many husbands could take their wife's best friend out for a night of romance, sleep with her, and have his wife approve so completely?
It was absurd... but I wasn't going to complain.
Instead I replied simply, "I love you too."
***
As momentous as my date with Grace had felt at the time, all three of us fell back into our normal routines quickly. A week passed. Then two. Aside from the date night itself, an outside observer wouldn't have realized anything unusual had occurred in our lives at all.
Sophia and I barely even discussed it afterwards, although she did make the occasional oblique reference... complete with amused smile or arched eyebrow.
But the date, subtle as its effects were at first, had a much more profound impact on Grace than I'd suspected. The first signs weren't especially noteworthy. Grace returned to her workouts, began eating better, and started taking care of herself again. Positive changes, but changes that had been made--and abandoned--before.
But this time, Grace stuck with it. And then kept going. From Sophia, I learned that Grace began looking into dental hygienist school again. There were some surprisingly flexible programs available... and for the first time ever, Grace enrolled in one.
That was momentous enough. Yet Grace had just started finding her stride.
I almost fell out of my chair when Sophia dropped her next Grace-update.
"Guess what. Grace served Daniel papers today," she grinned.
It took me a moment to process what my wife had just said.
"Like divorce papers? No fucking way. No she didn't. You're shitting me," I replied, my voice rising in volume with each line.
"I'm dead serious. Grace did it. She finally fucking did it. There's gonna be challenges ahead, sure, but my Gracie finally had enough. It's happening. Daniel's on his way out."
"I'm so proud of her," I said, grabbing Sophia and pulling her into a celebratory hug. We kissed excitedly before breaking apart again.
"Looks like your date night did a lot more than you thought," Sophia murmured, her smile widening.
I frowned. "I mean, I barely did anything. For all we know, Grace would have gotten her shit together anyway."
"Maybe," Sophia admitted. "But give yourself credit. Sure, it was only one night, but even a single night can change a person forever. Grace may have climbed out of her Daniel-hole herself, but you were the one who threw her the rope."
"The rope that you handed me in the first place."
Sophia laughed. "Well, I never said I didn't deserve credit too."
The two of us were quiet for a moment; we stood motionless, holding onto each other.
"You really think Grace will go through with it? Actually let it happen?" I finally asked.
"We'll see. But yes. I think this time is real."
***
Two years later, Sophia's optimistic outlook had been vindicated.
Grace's divorce was granted. Daniel had been released from jail briefly before finding himself back in lockup just a few weeks later for another drug-related offense. Surprisingly, he hadn't tried to contact Grace at all during his release... too focused on returning to his substances to bother with something as boring as ex-family. Needless to say, Grace was granted full custody of their children.
Despite continuing to work part-time and being a newly-single mom, Grace made it through dental hygienist school. She lucked into a fantastic job at an independent dentist's office, making more than double what she'd made as a medical receptionist. Her kids' lives began to improve too... Jackson's behavior problems dwindled; Samuel's uncontrollable outbursts subsided. Both were doing well in school.
But maybe most significantly, Grace started dating again.
She'd been with her boyfriend, Mark, for a few months by then. By all accounts, they were a good fit for each other. Mark was our age, divorced (cheating wife), and childfree. He seemed to adore Grace's kids though... and could see Grace for the catch that she was. They still lived in separate houses, but Sophia expected him to move in with her soon.
Sophia and I were doing well too... having welcomed our first child, Max, into the world.
Sometimes I still think about my night with Grace. How perfectly beautiful she'd looked... how radiant she'd been. I loved Sophia with my whole heart, but Grace would forevermore be special to me too. Not as a lover, but something almost as intimate: a twin soul who'd seen me unmasked... and had utterly bared themselves in return. The bond we formed that night would forever endure.
Sophia's wild suggestion to take her best friend out for a date shouldn't have worked... but the results spoke for themselves.
It was proof that life can take unexpected turns. Proof that a little human connection, at just the right moment, can transform a person forever.
It was one of the most important truths I'd ever learn.
***
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I perfectly remember the call that would change my life. Every word, every emotion, every hesitation. It started with tears. My lifelong best friend, Kendra, on the other end of the line, sobbing incomprehensibly.
"Hey, hey, what's wrong? Slow down, babe," I'd broke in.
"He cheated on me!" came the wailed response. "Ethan cheated on me!"
Ethan. Kendra's long-term boyfriend. I'd never been crazy about him, but even aside from the obvious reasons for me to dislike him, he'd always seemed... wrong. On a surface level, he was perfect, but I couldn't shake my discomfort. He was a Picasso masterpiece in human form, but one permanently tilted just off-square.
Apparently my reservations had been justified.
Kendra filled me in on the details. There were workplace hookups with a coworker. Messages going back months. Gaslighting galore. The worst part was she'd just booked a three-day couples trip for them to the mountains. A cabin rental somewhere quiet and intimate. The perfect romantic spot... but now her romance had been revealed as an empty lie.
My heart ached for Kendra. She was the last person who deserved to be cheated on.
I loved Kendra. In all the ways a best friend should... but also in the ways they shouldn't. I'd once confessed my feelings for Kendra during a drunken college night... but she just laughed me off.
"Jamie. My dearest James. That's sweet, but we both know that's just the alcohol talking. Besides, I'm not a lesbian like you. I do love you though! Just not like that."
Kendra's dismissal of my heartfelt confession hurt me more deeply than I could admit at the time, but I swore that I'd never make the same mistake again. As much as I yearned for Kendra, I couldn't lose her as my best friend. I shoved my feelings into a coffin, padlocked it shut, and jettisoned the whole thing into the dark spaces of my mind.
Shortly after, Ethan entered her life, and I did my best to move on.
In the following months, I went on dates. I hooked up with other girls. But these experiences always left me feeling flat and empty; they were nothing more than fumbling attempts to fill the Kendra-shaped hole in my heart.
But as time passed, my ache faded and I began to see Kendra as just my best friend again.
Yet when Kendra told me Ethan was history, a light flickered on somewhere deep inside me. Faint, but undeniably there.
Then, towards the end of the call, after I'd helped soothe Kendra's wounded psyche, she asked me the question that would change everything:
"Will you come with me to the cabin instead?"
***
"Wow, this is big!" I said as I walked up the front steps, just behind Kendra. Despite my best intentions, I couldn't help but notice the way her jeans and shirt clung to her curves as she walked.
The weather was surprisingly warm, with mid-sixties temperatures predicted through the long weekend. The leaves in the area had just started to turn, leaving us surrounded by an arboreal ocean of yellows, reds, and oranges. The air was sharp and invigorating in the way that only mountain air can be.
"Think you brought enough to read?" Kendra asked as she keyed open the cabin door, using the code we'd been provided.
I looked down at one of my bags. It was filled with books, including the Revelation quadrilogy I'd been assured was a must-read.
"Hopefully for one night, at least," I laughed.
"I know keeping you entertained can be a challenge, but ouch, James. I'm offended you think I'm gonna let you alone long enough to read those."
"Don't threaten me with a good time," I teased back.
A little joke between friends, that was all.
"I don't threaten, I just promise," Kendra smiled.
We entered the cabin and unburdened ourselves. Kendra looked around the large open-concept floor approvingly. "Yeah, I think this will be just what I needed. A girls trip, with just the two of us. Just like old times, eh?"
"Just like old times," I agreed, doing my best to ignore the flame growing somewhere inside my chest.
We settled in, unloaded our car, then explored the rest of the cabin. As I'd observed earlier, it was quite large for two people, with three floors. The main floor held a kitchen, common area, bathroom, and connecting sunroom complete with hot tub. The second floor had a bedroom suite and balcony overlooking the first-floor common area. The bottom floor was comprised of a game room and an in-home theater.
"Oh yeah, we'll have plenty to do here," Kendra confirmed. "Hope you remembered your swimsuit!"
I had, but there was a more pressing issue on my mind. I sat down on the main floor couch, testing it's comfort.
It was perfect.
"Forget my sleeping bag, I'm crashing on this tonight!" I exclaimed as I snuggled into the soft fabric.
"What are you talking about? You're sleeping with me tonight," Kendra said. "You weren't seriously going to make me sleep alone after what I've been through, are you?"
Her words were accusatory, but her tone was playful.
"I just thought... I mean..."
"No, if we're doing a sleepover, we're doing it right. You're using the bed too and that's final. Don't make me play the broken-hearted-girl card."
There was a time I'd have wanted nothing more than to go to sleep with Kendra... and awake the next morning to find her lying next to me. But that was a road long-abandoned; retreading it would only bring pain.
"Okay fine," I said, reluctantly accepting Kendra's request, then changed the subject. "So, what now?"
Kendra grinned. "You ever been hustled at pool? Let me run to the bathroom real quick, then I'll meet you at the table upstairs. Hope you're ready to lose the shirt off your back!"
I just shook my head. "You can't hustle me if you've already told me it's coming!"
***
Kendra and I spent the rest of the day together: laughing, talking, and teasing. There were tears and hugs too, especially as we talked about Ethan. I hadn't realized it, but Kendra had sensed something was off for a while with him. By the time she found the smoking gun in his messages, she'd already prepared herself for the worst.
"Why didn't you tell me you were worried about Ethan? I could have helped you get proof sooner," I said.
"Because I didn't want to believe it myself," Kendra admitted.
Hours passed, the sun meandering down to the horizon; at last, Kendra broke into the wine bottle she'd brought for us to enjoy. We set up on the main floor's couch, just in front of the empty fireplace. By then, we'd moved on from Ethan, instead reminiscing over old times and old dreams.
"Life was simpler back then," Kendra sighed, sipping from her glass.
"I know it feels that way now, but parts of high school were hell," I pointed out. "You remember what I went through when word started going around that I was into women. And what you went through when you stuck up for me."
Kendra hummed, then tilted her head. "Yeah, you're right. But a part of me wishes my biggest problem was just other kids being bullies. I'd take a little social shunning over a cheating boyfriend any day."
"Fair. Although I've always thought men were overrated," I replied, keeping a straight face.
Kendra stared at me, then burst out laughing. "I love you, James, I really do. You know, sometimes I feel like my life would be a lot easier if I were into women."
My heart skipped a beat. "You say that, but I promise you it's got its own challenges. You've never had to play the game of 'do I like this girl, do I want to be friends with this girl, or do I want to BE this girl?'. Plus when lesbian breakups do happen, they can be messy as hell... especially if there are mutual friends involved."
"I could see that," Kendra agreed. "But still. It's so much easier engaging with women than men. Lower risk of running into creeps too. If I didn't like dick so much, I'd have considered playing for the other team long ago."
I don't know what came over me then. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was reconnecting with a newly-single Kendra. Maybe it was a result of trying to bury my feelings so deep that they'd become a permanent part of my foundation.
Whatever the case, I asked the question that would have been unthinkable even an hour before.
"Have you ever tried?"
Kendra laughed. "You mean have I ever messed around with another girl? Of course not, James. If I had, you're the one it would have been with."
I felt it then. The fire that had been quietly burning inside my chest reached its flashpoint, erupting into an uncontrolled blaze.
I was unable to hold back the words that leapt into my mouth.
"It seems to me that if you only prefer men because of what they offer physically, you should probably confirm a woman couldn't offer the same benefits. As you said, women are easier."
Realizing what I'd just suggested, I hastily added, "Speaking as a friend, of course."
But Kendra wasn't put off by my suggestion at all.
"I mean, I know I like men. Physically, at least. There's no doubt in my mind there," she laughed.
"Okay, sure, but bi people exist too. And probably more than we realize, considering how conditioned to heterosexuality the world is. Have you ever thought another woman was pretty before? Or that she looked good in her clothes?"
"Well, yeah, but straight people do that too. Hell, I'm pretty sure straight men are more likely to admire a male bodybuilder than straight women are."
"There's a difference between noticing and NOTICING, though. When you see a pretty woman, do you just think, 'oh she's pretty,' and move on? Or does your gaze linger? Maybe trace over her hips for a second or two?"
Kendra frowned. "I mean, I feel like it's just human nature to take someone in like that. It doesn't have to mean something more."
"No, it doesn't have to," I agreed. "But it might. Especially if it happens a lot. Look, here's a scenario that can shed some light on things. You've got two incredibly hot people standing a short distance in front of you: one man and one woman. Who do you look at first?"
"The man," Kendra said without hesitation.
"Okay, fair. But what if the woman walks in front of the man, blocking him from your view? Where do you look then?"
"Well, at the woman, I guess. Because she's there."
I smiled. "See, if you'd asked me this question, just switching up the genders to match my own preferences, I would have told you I'd have looked around the man to see the woman. He would have just been in my way."
"That's not fair! You tricked me!" Kendra pouted before laughing.
"It's not a trick," I shrugged. "Just helping you reconsider your attractions from a different perspective."
Kendra gave me a sly look. "I'm on to you, James. You think that just because I'm a bottle of wine deep and lonely as hell that you're gonna trick your way into my pants. Well, jokes on you because if that's what you wanted, all you had to do was ask. I'm not a lesbian, but I'm always willing to help out my best friend."
I just shook my head. "No tricks here, I'm afraid. Just trying to expand your horizons a bit."
But then I was unable to resist adding, "Besides, I wouldn't go straight to getting in your pants. I'd suggest a makeout session first to test your straightness."
Kendra pointed at me triumphantly. "I knew it! You are a tricky little lesbian."
"Please... never say that again," I gagged.
"Oh, don't be so uptight. Here, give me a hug. You know you still love me."
With an eyeroll, I complied.
As we embraced, Kendra sighed, her mirth evaporating. "You know, James. You might have a point. I don't think I would look around the woman in your scenario. At least at first. What does that say about me?"
I released Kendra, then took her hand in mine. "I mean, only you can answer that."
Kendra was silent for a moment, then giggled. "You know, maybe I should test it out for myself. Just a quick kiss with another woman so I can rule out my attraction for sure. Here, lean back in."
I knew Kendra's bravado was likely just her wine speaking... but the atmosphere in the room suddenly felt charged.
Before I knew what was happening, my beautiful brown-eyed best friend brought her hands to my face, cupping my cheeks in her palms, staring longingly into my eyes...
But just as I began to purse my lips, Kendra let go of me with a laugh.
"Sorry, James, it's just not the same."
My vision flickered. Long-suppressed feelings for Kendra broke containment and surged outward, flooding my body and my brain. In rapid succession, I felt disappointment, anger, sadness, and frustration at Kendra's new denial. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry. I wanted to crawl inside a hole and never come out again. Why had I thought this had any other possible ending? Why hadn't I learned my lesson the first time?
I felt a warm pinprick at the corner of my eye.
Kendra noticed my change in mood immediately. "Oh, no, I'm sorry, James. That was awful of me. I didn't mean..."
"No, it's okay, I get it," I said, wiping my eye with my hand. "You like what you like. You don't have to apologize for that."
"No, I do. It was cruel of me to make a game out of it. I should have realized how it would have felt for you. Look, let me give you an apology hug."
I nodded weakly, allowing Kendra to embrace me.
As she held me, my heart split in two, torn between gratitude that I had such a caring best friend and devastation that it was all she would ever be to me.
But Kendra wasn't done cheering me up.
"You know, I didn't say it was bad. Just that it wasn't the same," she whispered into my ear.
I immediately pulled away again.
"Kendra..."
"I mean it. Let me try. For real this time, okay? Just one kiss. A friendly kiss. If you're okay with it, I mean."
I wanted to agree. More than anything. But I wasn't sure I could take it. The thought that our kiss would be 'just' friendly, nothing more. I'd only be torturing myself, not to mention putting Kendra in an unfair position.
Kendra sensed my indecision. "Never mind, forget I even..."
"No. A friendly kiss, let's do it," I said, knowing that even if it led to my destruction, I'd always regret not taking this chance while I had it.
"You sure?"
"Yeah. It's really fine," I confirmed. "What's a little kiss between friends?"
"Well, okay then."
Kendra looked at me, her eyes taking on a different light than before, as she moved her hands to the back of my head.
She moved closer and closer... a slight smile spreading across her face... and then her lips were on mine.
I melted instantly.
Kendra's kiss was so soft. So tender. It felt like pressing my lips against cotton candy... and tasted just as sweet.
Then she pulled away, stealing a bit of my breath in the process.
But she didn't pull far.
"Huh," she said.
"That's it? That's your response?"
"Sorry, it's just, I'm surprised. That... wasn't bad."
My heart skipped a beat.
But then it almost stopped entirely at Kendra's next words.
"Maybe we should test that again. A bit longer this time."
My obvious fear was that this was all just an extended apology from Kendra. A way to make up for her unintentional teasing. But while I'd have loved nothing more than to kiss Kendra again, I knew it would break me when she inevitably did call off her experiment.
But I couldn't say no.
"Okay."
Kendra leaned forward again, our lips reuniting. This time, Kendra didn't simply hold her lips against mine, she worked herself into the kiss, gently and slowly. The resulting smacking sounds unlocked something within my core; my internal fire moved lower.
I felt Kendra smile against me just before she pulled away again.
I stared at her, half-winded.
"You know, that was actually pretty fun," Kendra admitted. "But I don't know if that really proves much. I mean, with my eyes closed it wasn't all that different from kissing a man."
"Ouch, that cuts deep," I said, but I was too distracted for true offense.
Kendra saw straight through my faux-anger. "I'm just saying, if I'm trying to prove I'm not into women, that wasn't a very good test. Let's do it again, but let me focus on more than just how it feels. Maybe let's go a bit longer too."
I no longer understood what was happening. This didn't seem like something Kendra was doing solely for my benefit anymore. But was she just having some alcohol-fueled fun? A little distraction from her recent betrayal? Or was she truly testing the waters?
Against my better instincts, my hopes began to multiply.
Kendra placed her hand behind my head again, letting her fingertips comb through my hair. She stared at me with a detached thoughtfulness, then slowly leaned in.
This time, she maintained eye contact with me as she moved, deepening our connection, until our mouths met once more.
Our kisses restarted where we'd left off, but Kendra didn't remain pressed against me. She'd plant a kiss against my lips, pull away to look me in the eye, and then kiss me again. Kendra repeated this cycle over and over, each time leaving me increasingly untethered.
Finally, I could take it no more. I pulled Kendra against me, preventing her from pulling away again. Kendra's smile widened, and then she was pouring herself into me, her tongue sliding between my lips, finding my own, then retreating quickly, prompting me to follow. I did, and a new game had started.
We continued like this for several seconds, our intensity increasing steadily. Someone moaned--was that me or her?--while hands were sliding over faces, running through hair, caressing necks. Just when I thought couldn't take any more, Kendra broke off again.
"Well, shit, James," she said, still panting quietly. "Now I don't know what to believe. Maybe I'm more into women than I thought? But how am I just now realizing this?"
"You wouldn't be the first girl who was a late-bloomer," I said. "Repression's a hell of a thing."
"Yeah. Yeah, maybe. But how do I know it's real? What if I'm just really into physical connection in general, not necessarily women?"
Making out with Kendra had left me feeling invincible. In that moment, I decided to risk it all. "Let's test it some more then. But we should make it as feminine as possible."
Kendra laughed. "How are we gonna do that?"
"By getting naked, duh," I said with a smile.
Kendra stared in surprise, then smiled shrewdly. "You naughty girl. You just want an eyeful. I'm on to you, James."
"Remember, this whole thing was your idea," I retorted. "I'm just helping you answer the question you brought up."
Kendra laughed again. "You got me there. Fine. We'll try it your way. For science."
"For science," I agreed, just before removing my shirt.
Kendra didn't lag far behind. With exaggeratedly suggestive whistles and glances, the two of us slowly undressed until we were both naked and back on the couch.
I'd seen Kendra naked before, but never like this. She was femininity perfected: her long brown hair... her big brown eyes... her modest yet perfectly rounded breasts... her smooth skin... her flared hips and graceful legs... and through it all shone her sparking personality.


My best friend. My lifelong crush. And now, perhaps, something more.
"Well, are we gonna get back to it, or are you just gonna gawk?" Kendra asked with a smile.
"I didn't want to move too fast. I know this is a new experience for you. I'm afraid it'll be more than you can handle."
Kendra stared at me with raised eyebrow. "Please."
Ignoring her sarcastic tone, I pretended to take Kendra's comment at face value. "Well, since you asked nicely."
I leaned in, quickly stealing a kiss of my own. Kendra laughed as our lips touched, her amusement vibrating against my mouth.
Her mirth was short-lived, however. Sensing an opening, I pulled my legs under me and pushed forward, guiding Kendra down onto her back. She shifted fully onto the couch as we moved, leaving us both horizontal, my body on top of hers.
Kendra's eyes widened in surprise. "Oh. Someone's taken charge."
"Gotta make sure you're in the proper position. The test won't work otherwise," I explained matter-of-factly.
"I see. Well, what comes next?"
"Let's get a baseline. How do you feel, having a naked woman on top of you?" I asked, committing to the bit.
"It's nice. You're warm. Makes me feel all cozy."
"Just cozy? Hmmm. Let's try something else then," I murmured, before planting a gentle kiss against Kendra's lips.
She met me eagerly. Our kissing quickly increased in intensity; it wasn't long before we'd reached the same level of passion as before... and then pushed beyond. I no longer restricted my hands to Kendra's head and neck... As we poured ourselves into each other's mouths, I traced down her naked body, letting my nails graze over her collarbone, down the side of her torso, and over her hip. Meanwhile, Kendra's own hands were busy exploring my arms and back.
I was on fire; every inch of my body yearned for Kendra's touch... but the game still needed to be played. Forcing myself to pause, I sensually bit Kendra's bottom lip, then pulled away, giving her a love-tug with my teeth.
"So, how are you feeling now?" I asked, putting on my most academic voice.
"A bit more than just cozy," Kendra admitted. "I think I'm starting to feel something else too. An ache of some kind."
"An ache? Well, that doesn't sound good. Does it get better when I do this?"
I shifted, moving my hands to Kendra's chest. I swirled my fingers absentmindedly over her breasts and sternum, occasionally brushing her hardened nipples ever so gently.
"I think that makes it worse," Kendra said.
"Hmmm. Maybe I should try something else then," I murmured, moving my face down towards one of Kendra's breasts. "Maybe this?"
I stuck my tongue out and teased Kendra's nipples with it... first her right one, then her left. Meanwhile, I continued to trace her body with my fingers.
"Nope, that definitely makes the ache worse," Kendra said, her voice drawing tighter.
"Huh," I said, considering. "Well, Kendra, I hate to say this, but I think you might be into women after all. Although I guess it's still not one-hundred-percent conclusive."
"I like certainty."
"Well, there is another test we could try, but it's a bit more... invasive."
"Sounds great to me."
"But I haven't even told you what it was yet," I teased.
Kendra met my gaze evenly. "I trust you, James. Completely."
If I hadn't been head-over-heels for my best friend already, I would have fallen for her utterly then.
"Well, in that case, let's get on with it."
I shifted backwards, bringing my head to just above Kendra's pelvis. I placed my right hand firmly on her thigh, savoring her warm softness and toned muscle. Meanwhile, I let my left hand gently brush over her other leg, slow and casual.
"That feels good," Kendra said, staring up at the ceiling as she soaked in the sensation.
"Hmm," I murmured, exaggerating my studied focus on her lower half. "And how about when I do this?"
I moved my right hand to the inside of Kendra's thigh, my fingertips pressing into her softness there. Kendra helpfully spread her legs, allowing me better access.
"Still feels good, I think... but my ache is worse than ever."
"Okay. And now?" I asked, innocently moving my hand to her womanhood.
As I made contact, Kendra inhaled sharply. "Okay. Mmm. I think you might be on to something there. Right there."
"Well, I've got some bad news. Your ache? It's because you're turned on by women after all. But good news is that I can offer you some relief. May I?"
"Please," Kendra begged softly.
I could barely hold it together. This moment, here with Kendra, was a moment from my wildest fantasies. A moment I'd given up hope of ever experiencing... and yet it had arrived anyway.
Staring into Kendra's brown eyes, I penetrated her.
"Oh, James," she moaned as I began to work my finger inside her, slow and deliberate.
Her wetness and musk were both overwhelming... whatever Kendra had believed about her sexuality before, there was no denying its fluidity now.
Putting my knowledge of pleasing other women to full effect, I gave Kendra the sexual experience I'd always dreamed of giving her. It didn't take long to find the perfect approach: a slight angle change, the addition of a second finger, and a slight increase in tempo brought Kendra to the point of breathlessness.
"There we go," I encouraged as she edged closer and closer to her cliff. "Let it take you. Just give in."
Kendra stared at me with a mix of ecstasy, shock, and affection. It was clear whatever her original intent had been with starting our game, she had lost herself to it entirely now. There'd be no denying this side of herself anymore.
When Kendra came, it shifted the world on its axis.
I removed my fingers and stuck them in my mouth, licking my best friend's essence off them.
"Well, Kendra, how's that ache now?"
"Gone," she laughed, still in the midst of her afterglow. "You know, I'd always heard that lesbians were better at fingering... guess now I can vouch for that."
"I'm sure there's a talented man or two out there... but the simple fact is lesbians are just better acquainted with the equipment."
"Gross, you've made fingering sound like car maintenance," Kendra laughed.
"Hey, nothing wrong with going to a professional to get a proper tune-up now and then," I grinned as I helped Kendra up to a sitting position.
"I knew there was a reason I kept you around."
"You mean my fantastic companionship wasn't enough?" I teased.
Kendra didn't reply but instead leaned in for a kiss. Her earlier passion had faded, but what she lacked in forceful enthusiasm she made up for in tenderness.
When Kendra pulled away again, she grasped my cheek in her hand. "You know, I think I'm reconsidering just what kind of companionship I'd like from you."
My already-full heart swelled to the point of bursting.
"I want to be as much of a companion as you'd take me to be."
Kendra patted me affectionately, then grinned. "You know, James, if we're going to be... companions... it only seems fair that I return the favor you just gave me."
"You've already given me more tonight than I could have ever asked for," I said, feeling on the verge of tears for the second time that evening... only this time they were tears of joy.
"You're supposed to just say, 'wow, Kendra, that would be great'."
I grinned stupidly, drunk on happiness. "Wow, Kendra. That would be great!"
"That's better. Now, lay flat for me."
I followed Kendra's instruction--soon her fingers were exploring my own pussy.
Kendra didn't have the same level of experience with other women as I did, but it hardly mattered. Our connection was so complete in that moment she could have breathed on my clit and I would have been halfway to orgasm. As it was, Kendra opted to give her hands a little backup from her mouth.
Off-handedly declaring "you know, I've never gone down on a woman before," Kendra brought her tongue to my center and made short work of what remained of my summit. As I peaked, I had the passing realization I'd never felt so loved, so right, and so at peace.
We lay on the couch and just held each other for quite some time after that.
"You know, everyone is going to say this was a mistake," I observed.
"Do you think this was a mistake?" Kendra asked.
"No. But I feel like it sounds like one. You breaking up with Ethan... and then hooking up with me right after? It screams rebound. Especially since you've never seemed interested in women before."
"You're not a rebound. What happened tonight was something different. Something special. I don't really know what all this means for me yet... but I want to find out."
A small part of me doubted Kendra's words... but hearing them brightened my heart immeasurably.
"Yeah. It was something special. So what happens now? What do we tell other people?"
Kendra shrugged. "We tell them whatever we want to. It's not their business unless we decide to make it theirs. All that matters is what you want. What I want."
"And what do you want?" I asked, needing to hear her answer more than I wanted to admit.
Kendra looked away momentarily before facing me again. "I... I want to see where this goes. With you, I mean. I know I should take things slow, figure out things for myself now that Ethan is gone... but I want you with me while I do that."
"I'd like that."
"Good. I don't know what I'd do without you, James."
"I don't know what I'd do without you either," I replied.
We kissed once more.
***
Just as Kendra had declared earlier, the two of us shared a bed that night... although it was a more intimate experience than either of us had originally expected. There were cuddles, kisses, and giggles aplenty as we lay together... eagerly exploring our new shared world.
When I went to sleep, it was in Kendra's arms.
We spent the next day much the same as we would have if we'd been 'just' best friends. Breakfast and coffee. Going on a trail hike. Relaxing in the hot tub. Watching a movie. We did include another 'test' for good measure, though. Then another after that.
Kendra's observation on our arrival day had proved accurate. She kept me so occupied I didn't have time to even crack open my books... Not that I minded in the least.
When we went back to bed that night, I decided the day could not have been any more perfect.
As we hugged each other under the covers, Kendra looked at me wistfully.
"Jamie, I'm sorry to have kept you waiting for so long."
Sweet as it was, Kendra's apology stirred up my doubts again. But the security of her warm embrace kept my second-guessing at bay. As long as Kendra held me, I felt safe.
I turned my head back to kiss her, then pulled her arms even tighter around me.
"You didn't keep me waiting," I said. "You've been with me this whole time."
"Not like this. But better late than never, right?"
"Yeah," I agreed. "Better late than never. Although we've got plenty of lost time to make up for."
With that, I teasingly snaked my hand between Kendra's thighs.
She giggled. "Well, let's get started then."
***
Our departure day brought sadness but also hope. Whatever Kendra and I might have wanted, we both knew that returning to the real world brought uncertainties we could never account for. I hoped that our weekend would only be the start of something longer... but even the taste of Kendra I had gotten had already exceeded my wildest dreams.
Kendra echoed my feelings:
"You know, no matter what happens in the future, this weekend will always be important to me. You helped me learn something about myself, James. A core part of myself I'd locked away until you helped me find it again."
I found my own peace as well. I no longer had to waste myself on empty encounters, hoping in the off-chance that one day my affections would be returned. Either Kendra and I would stay strong... or I could make my peace with the fact that we had tried.
There'd be no more wondering.
On the drive back home, I marveled that Ethan's cheating had led to this impossible turn of events. My heart still ached for Kendra... but one thing was for sure:
One man's cheating loss had been this lesbian's treasured gain.
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"Son of a bitch!" I yelled, instinctively flailing my arms and legs in the water.
"You all right, dude?"
My best friend, Will, stared at me from the other side of the river... his expression dancing somewhere between amusement and concern.
"Something bit me!"
I was already hauling myself to the shore, desperate to assess the damage. I'd been treading water when I felt a sudden, sharp pain in perhaps the worst place a man could experience it: his nutsack. While I couldn't make out my attacker beneath the dark water--and, in fact, had not even felt anything approach me at all--there was no question something had targeted me.
As I reached the embankment and pulled myself out of the water, I was already lifting the band of my swim trunks, fearing the worst.
"Something bite your dick?" Will asked, watching me inspect myself.
"Almost as bad," I answered, staring at the small drop of blood that had formed near my right testicle. "My balls."
Will burst out laughing. "Your balls? Seriously? You've got the worst luck, Jacob, I swear."
Ignoring Will for the moment, I gently prodded around my injury. I still felt a dull pain from the area but that was it. The area of broken skin was very small too--despite not having clotted yet, I was barely bleeding.
"I think I'm okay," I said. "But I'm done swimming. Let's get back to the camp. I want to get this sanitized."
"Yeah, we can head back," Will agreed. "But you better believe I'm telling everyone you tried to fish using your dick as bait."
***
Will and I made it back to the campsite half an hour later, where his girlfriend, Laura, and our two other friends, Joel and Wes, were hanging out.
"You guys have fun?" Laura asked, as she saw us approach.
"We did. Until Jacob here decided to go fishing," Will replied with a grin.
"Fishing?" Laura asked, her confusion plain.
"Yeah. I know what you're thinking: 'Will, we don't have any fishing gear!'. But when has being unprepared ever stopped Jacob? He used his dick instead."
Laura looked at me. "Stop. No, he didn't."
"I didn't," I confirmed.
"Then why did a fish bite you then?" Will grinned, putting his arm around Laura and facing me.
"First of all, it was my ballsack, not my dick, that was bitten. And second, I don't even know if it was a fish. I couldn't see anything. Maybe it wasn't an animal at all. Maybe there was a fishhook or something floating in the water that got me."
"Oh my god, Jacob, are you okay?"
Unlike her boyfriend, Laura at least seemed to be taking my injury seriously.
"Yeah, I'm fine. Whatever it was just broke the skin a little bit. Just hurt like hell when it happened."
"I'm glad you're okay, but you should still probably get that looked at. I've seen some gnarly bites over the years. You don't want to risk an infection."
"Babe, you work in labor and delivery, what kind of bites are you seeing?" Will said dismissively.
Laura shot me a look of annoyance that went unnoticed by her boyfriend. "I haven't always worked on the delivery floor. And besides, I've got nurse friends who work in the ED, remember?"
"Yeah, whatever you say, babe. I'm gonna go grab one of those hot dogs that Wes broke into."
Will walked away, shouting for Wes to share his spoils.
Laura rolled her eyes as she watched him leave. "I swear, the way he gets on my nerves sometimes..."
"Same," I agreed, laughing.
Laura blushed, realizing she'd given voice to her inner thoughts. "Sorry, that was mean of me. Anyway, Jacob. I'm serious. Get checked out. Especially on an area with as much blood flow as that gets? Things can spread in a hurry. And honestly, it might not be a bad idea for me to look at it now. See if you're okay to wait until we're done camping. Or if you should leave early to have a doctor look at it."
"I, um... I'm not sure Will would be okay with that," I said, suddenly uncomfortable.
Laura looked over to where Will was standing with Wes and Joel... holding a hotdog down to his pelvis and waving it around wildly... no doubt illustrating his story of me 'fishing'.
"Yeah, well, he's an asshole, so..."
I said nothing.
Laura shook her head and looked back at me. "But suit yourself. Let me know if you change your mind. Just know there's at least one person here who actually cares about your wellbeing."
"Hey, babe, look!" Will shouted, now aggressively hip-thrusting his hot dog in the air towards Joel, who'd bent over provocatively in front of him.
"Yeah, babe, that's hilarious," Laura shouted back, before reentering her tent.
***
We left the campsite a couple days later. My 'injury' seemed to be doing okay, with no obvious signs of infection. While I never took Laura up on her offer to examine me directly, I did take her precautions seriously: watch for red streaking, pus, or signs of a fever. The area where the skin had been broken was swollen and slightly tender, but Laura told me that was probably just inflammation. No cause for alarm.
Still, she recommended I get it looked at once we returned home, just to be safe.
So, I did.
After I unpacked and showered, I drove to the nearby urgent care clinic to get checked out.
The wait was long, but I was in no hurry. I caught up on my socials. Checked my dating apps--some new matches!--and responded to messages. Cleared out my emails.
Finally, the nurse called me back. He took my vitals and asked questions about why I'd come in. Typed out some notes. Then he left, and I waited some more.
Just when I was beginning to regret my choice of stopping by, the nurse practitioner entered. She introduced herself, confirmed everything I'd already told the nurse, and asked some other basic questions.
Then we got to the meat of it.
"So, you got bit while swimming, huh?"
"I think so? I never saw what got me, so maybe it wasn't even an animal. Just a rogue fishhook or something."
"And this was a couple days ago?"
"Yeah."
"Any fever? Major swelling? Pain? Oozing? Things like that?"
I shook my head.
"Any other new symptoms?"
I shook my head again.
The NP typed out some more notes.
"Well, good news is that I think whatever got you, didn't pass anything on. I'm sure that hurt though when it happened."
"Yeah, scared the shit out of me too," I agreed, before remembering where I was. "Errr, sorry."
"No worries," the NP responded, still focusing on her laptop. "Okay, I think we're done here. Any other questions for me?"
What? We were done? Already?
"Um... sorry, this may be a stupid question," I said, clearing my throat. "But don't you need to look at it first?"
The NP looked up at last. "I can if you want me to, but I'd have to wait for a nurse to be free to be a third person in the room. Clinic policy. And I'm not sure how long that would take."
"Oh."
"I'm gonna give you a prescription for an antibiotic called Bactrim. Take it twice a day for the next five days. Finish it out even if everything seems okay. Follow up with us if you notice anything new. You use the CVS off the highway?"
I nodded.
"Okay, I'm putting the order in now. I'm happy to wait for a nurse if you want, but otherwise, you're free to go. Just swing by the front desk on your way out."
"No, I think I should be fine. Thanks for helping me."
"You're welcome," the NP said as she breezed out the door.
Well, that was one less thing to worry about.
***
I swung by the pharmacy on the way home, waited some more, then departed, new antibiotics in hand.
As soon as I entered my apartment, I tossed a tablet back, washing it down with a glass of water.
I moved to my couch, collapsed onto it, then pulled up my dating app again.
Another match. A girl named Marina. A flight attendant in town for the weekend. Looking for a guy to show her a good time while she was in the area.
She was hot as fuck. Curvy Latina with a permanent sensual smile.
I shot off one of my go-tos.
Are you my microwave? Cause mmmmmmmmmmm.
A few minutes later, I received a reply.
Depends. Are you cold food? Because I wanna shove you in my box and warm you up.
Damn, Marina didn't play.
I replied. She replied again. The next thing I knew, we had a date scheduled for the weekend.
That settled, I took care of some chores, played some games online with Will and the bros, then found a solid porno ('My Best Friend Moves In'), tying off the day with a short masturbation session.
It was only after I finished orgasming that my injury returned to my consciousness... a slight throb in my sack near where the skin had been broken.
***
My next few days were mostly routine. I went to work. I came home. I swung by Will and Laura's place for dinner ("You got a date this weekend, bro? Wow, she's a baddie. I'm not gonna lie, I'm a little jealous right now." And "Cute. Thanks for saying that in front of me, babe. Oh, wow, Jacob. She is really pretty. Good job!").
I continued my antibiotics although I felt a bit silly doing so... like a solution in search of a problem.
I masturbated again later that week, this time to one of my old favorites ('Reluctant Birthday Girl Fucks Stripper'). My orgasm was especially potent... apparently it had been too long since I'd revisited the video. I left so much cum in the tissue it sagged with the weight. But as I marveled at my output, I noticed weird grey specks of lint that had gotten mixed in with my semen. Apparently, I'd masturbated into a dirty tissue.
Gross. Promising myself to check future tissues for dust first, I trashed it and moved on.
***
My date with Marina that weekend exceeded all expectations. I treated her to dinner then invited her back to my place. She accepted without hesitation; within minutes of walking in my door we were making out steadily.
As we moved to my bed, clothes long gone, I reached for a condom in my nightstand.
"You clean?" Marina asked.
"Yes?"
"Me too. And I'm on the pill."
Marina reached for the wrapper in my hand. "So, I don't think we need this. Do you?"
Hearing no objections, Marina smiled seductively and tossed the still-wrapped condom away.
We fucked like rabbits that night. I took her doggy-style. Spooning. Missionary. Prone-bone.
I couldn't get enough of the sexy Latina; my pleasure reached new heights with each position, yet my stamina seemed inexhaustible. I'd never had sex that lasted so long while feeling so good.
Marina was equally impressed with my endurance. "Damn boy, you can FUCK!"
In the end, Marina finished the job herself; climbing on top and riding me in an energetic cowgirl until I was on the verge of exploding.
"Fuck... I'm gonna cum..." I hissed through gritted teeth, giving Marina just enough warning to jump off me.
But Marina wasn't going anywhere. Sinking down fully on my shaft, she began to grind on me, working her warm pussy around my cock.
"Cum inside me," she urged.
I didn't need to be told twice. Gripping Marina's round ass, I thrust deep and released.
It was the most powerful orgasm of my life. Every pulse of my cock brought ecstasy beyond measure... my semen somehow pleasuring the inside of my cock even as Marina's pussy pleasured the outside. Each burst of sperm sent a fresh shockwave of sexual rapture through my brain, triggering another burst of sperm, greater rapture, and so on, in a feedback loop that stretched to infinity.
And then it ended. For a moment, I thought I'd died... but then I realized I simply had nothing left inside. My body and my balls had been utterly drained.
"Fuck... you came so much," Marina said, looking down at me, eyes wide.
She climbed off me, a huge gob of whiteness instantly falling out of her onto my bed.
"That was like three guys' worth."
"You're just that hot," I murmured, barely able to move.
"Good thing we skipped the condom," Marina laughed in disbelief. "You'd have burst right through it."
Somehow, I found the energy to help Marina gather her things and leave. I thanked her for the evening, and then she was gone.
I returned to my bed, too exhausted to even worry about changing my sheets. Instead, I simply covered the sperm that had leaked out of Marina with a towel and called it good.
It was only as I faded that I realized there had been something unusual about the glob: threaded throughout the gelatinous white were barely-perceptible strands of black.
***
Despite my exhaustion, I slept restlessly that night. I dreamt of Marina, fucking her just as passionately as I had in real life... only as I pounded inside her, suddenly it wasn't Marina's face I gazed into, but Laura's.
"Cum inside me, it's okay", she urged.
"Yeah, cum inside her, bro," Will said, appearing bedside. His pants were undone, hands stroking himself steadily... but rather than a cock, there was an overcooked hotdog jutting out from his pelvis.
I looked back at Laura to find that the women I was fucking had been replaced again, this time by the nurse practitioner from my urgent care visit. Her inexplicably-oversized tits bounced freely over her frame as I pounded into her. Yet even as her breasts flew every which way, the nurse practitioner regarded me with measured medical professionalism.
"I'm afraid your antibiotics weren't enough. I have a new prescription to try. Fuck me twice daily for the next week. And you should fuck my nurse too, just to be safe."
"Yeah. Fuck me too, Jacob," Laura added, appearing once more, but this time, beside the bed, wearing scrub-themed lingerie. "Doctor's orders."
On the verge of release, I pulled out from the nurse practitioner, preparing to shoot my load all over her chest. But as my cock began to pulse, it wasn't semen that emerged, but instead a cloud of gnats. They swarmed first over the nurse practitioner, then Laura, and lastly, over Will's hotdog penis, buzzing incessantly, as their numbers swelled with each additional pulse from my cock.
Soon they swarmed my face too, flying up my nostrils and through my open mouth until I could feel them vibrating inside me... in my sinuses, down my throat, and into my lungs.
Only then did I wake, but the dream was already fading from my memory...
My cock, however, was rock hard and throbbing.
***
I managed to fall back asleep after a quick masturbation session, but by the morning, my erection had returned once more. My fuck with Marina had been so passionate it had apparently unlocked a new level of my sexuality.
But I didn't want to tap out my reserves too early. I'd made plans with Wes and Joel to go to a strip club that evening; it would make for a poor experience if I masturbated myself into non-arousal beforehand.
So, despite my body's desire, I resisted. Eventually, my penis got the message and returned to its hibernation.
Oddly, though, my arousal maintained a consistent simmer. I'd always been a higher-libido guy, but a solid fuck usually bought me a day before I felt like I needed more. And even then, my cock didn't harden without cause.
I stared at it accusingly. "What do you want from me, dude? You've had two orgasms in twelve hours. You should be happy for a while."
My cock didn't reply.
"And we're taking you out to a strip club tonight, so you should be plenty satisfied. Stop acting up."
My cock continued to give me the silent treatment.
"Fine. Be that way. I'm done with this conversation. Some of us actually have responsibilities around here. Fucking freeloader."
Having finished putting my penis in its place, I moved on with my day.
Several hours later, I found myself in the strip club (head-scratchingly named 'Center Folds') with Wes and Joel. We weren't regulars, per se, but the three of us weren't newbies either, averaging two to three trips a year. Will used to come with us too, before he started getting serious with Laura. She'd quickly put a stop to his visits once she learned about them.
That didn't stop Will from asking for all the details of our experiences afterwards though.
One of the lessons we learned early was there was a healthy middle ground when it came to tipping strippers. Offer too little, and the 'entertainment' would dwindle to nothing. But being too generous led to its own problems. Many strippers had a sixth sense for pinpointing men with big pockets and even bigger libidos, cleaning them out over the course of a night... one ATM visit at a time.
I quickly realized that those who say strippers are just genetically-lucky women who don't work for their money are often wrong on the first point and completely wrong on the second.
In my own experience, I found the best strippers were the ones who could be considered average-looking but had amazing confidence and social skills. They're certainly the ones I preferred. Don't get me wrong, I appreciate a hot body as much as the next guy, but my brain always recognizes when a stripper is way out of my league. No matter how much fun I might have with them, a part of me always knows that it's an act.
But the plainer ones? Those I think I might actually have a shot with if I ran into them in a coffee shop somewhere? If I wasn't careful, I'd give them everything I had... and do so with a smile on my face.
Fortunately, my awareness of my weakness had kept me--and my wallet--safe thus far. I brought cash in advance, whatever my max was, and refused any ATM trips after.
That night, though, there was a woman who would test my resolve.
Sabrina.
She was new to Center Folds, although she'd clearly had experience elsewhere, based on how smoothly she moved on the floor... and how effortlessly she worked her customers.
She was blond. Less curvy but very toned. Had a surprisingly 'girl-next-door' look about her. She caught my eye almost immediately once she stepped onstage; when I pointed her out to Wes and Joel, they nodded approvingly.
We grabbed a booth near her, tipping enough to signal our interest. After she finished dancing for some other patrons, she sauntered her way over to us.
"Hey guys, how are you doing tonight? My name's Sabrina. Could I interest one of you in a dance?"
"You absolutely could," I replied. "How much?"
Sabrina gave her price. I paid it.
"All right, mister... why don't you sit back and let me do my thing. You know the rules? Hands to yourself unless I move them for you?"
I nodded.
Satisfied, Sabrina began her dance.
She started just in front of me, Wes and Joel scooting back slightly to give her room. She didn't waste time, jumping into her routine with the practiced confidence of a professional.
As Sabrina worked, my eyes drank her in. She was technically clothed, wearing a thong and micro bikini top, but it was a close thing. The way her body moved was hypnotic... slow and graceful, smoothly transitioning from one pose to another, pausing just long enough for me to take her in... and then flowing onwards.
Normally my gaze would linger over a stripper's ass and tits, but with Sabrina, her core was what held my attention. The way her stomach moved as she swung her hips back and forth was nothing short of mesmerizing... I wanted to touch her smooth skin. Lick across her stomach. Feel her abs work under my palm as she swayed.
But then Sabrina broke my focus, facing away from me and slowly lowering herself onto my lap, my cock springing up within my shorts to greet her. Sabrina didn't seem to mind my poking hardness at all though, teasingly rubbing herself against it: a light graze from her ass, a few back-and-forth slides over my shaft, and then a slow grinding on my cock that left me halfway to cumming.


As if that wasn't enough, Sabrina reached down for my hands, taking them in her own, and began running them up her body... starting at her knees, then up her smooth thighs to her hips--my fingertips just barely avoiding her center--over her stomach, and then finishing with a quick graze over her breasts.
Having already given me the hottest lap dance of my life, Sabrina hit me with her finisher. She stood, turned around to face me, then mounted me again, bringing her mouth down to my ear.
In a voice just loud enough to be heard over the music, she whispered, "After I take care of your friends, you should get us a private room. I'll give you my full experience."
Then she leaned back, winked at me, then climbed off once more.
With that last wink, Sabrina utterly ensnared me. I'd have given her anything she asked for in that moment. Buying a private dance was nothing.
Dominating my desire had taken her less than five minutes.
"All right. Are you next?" Sabrina asked, turning to Joel.
"Fuck yeah!" Joel said, already reaching for his wallet.
Sabrina smiled and moved to her next victim.
***
Even after Sabrina left my lap, my cock maintained its hardness. Apparently bitter at my earlier denial of its needs, it refused to soften, leaving me in a state of arousal that was both painful and embarrassing.
It didn't help that Sabrina remained within reach. Even though she was no longer touching me, watching her dance for Joel--and then Wes--was enough to keep me hooked. I'd never seen a woman move so effortlessly before... Sabrina wasn't just a dancer; she was a motion savant.
Once finished with my friends' dances, Sabrina slipped in front of me again and leaned next to my ear.
"I'm gonna take a quick break. But if you still want that private dance, I'll be out in fifteen."
Without waiting for a response, Sabrina pulled away and then was gone, disappearing off into one of the club's backrooms.
"Wow. She's hot as fuck," Wes observed, still clearly worked up from his dance.
"What did she say to you?" Joel asked, his lust having cooled to the point of allowing curiosity again.
"She wants me to buy a private dance."
"But you're not gonna, right?"
I was silent, reliving Sabrina's dance in my mind. The way she moved in perfect sync with the music... the way her body had pressed against mine... how her warm breath had tickled my ear as she whispered to me...
"Dude, she's gonna take you for everything you've got," Joel warned.
"Yeah, but what a way to lose it," Wes replied for me, Sabrina-shaped stars still in his eyes.
I heard Joel's words. I even understood the truth of them. But Wes had seen the heart of the matter. Whatever money Sabrina took from me would be money gladly given.
My mind finally accepted the decision my cock had made long ago: I would take Sabrina up on her offer.
Joel, seeing I'd committed to my bad decision, didn't argue further.
"Well, we're gonna go hang out closer to the bar. Just find us once you're finished."
I promised I would, waved them goodbye, then returned my attention to the stage, waiting for Sabrina's return.
Sure enough, fifteen minutes on the dot, she reemerged, beelining for me.
"You still want that dance, handsome?"
"What's it gonna cost me?"
Sabrina smiled, looking almost bashful at my directness. "That all depends. There's a room fee and then my tip... but let's just say your experience can vary a lot depending on what extras you're willing to pay for. I'd recommend bringing a grand. You don't have to spend that, but it'll give you all the flexibility you could want. You know where the ATM is right?"
"Yeah."
"Good. I'll go ahead and get set up then. When you're ready, go talk to that large man in the corner. His name's Logan. He'll direct you from there."
With Sabrina's instructions imparted, I couldn't zip to the ATM fast enough, my stiff cock rubbing uncomfortably against my underwear as I moved. I withdrew the full grand as Sabrina had suggested--more than I could reasonably afford--then rushed to the specified corner.
Logan, apparently the VIP-area bouncer, stood imposingly before me, his white hair enhancing his intimidation factor rather than diminishing it.
"Logan?" I asked.
"Room fee," he groused in response, holding out his hand.
I paid. Logan counted my bills one-by-one before pocketing them.
"Okay. Sabrina's in there. Second door down the hall. You've got thirty minutes. And just so you know, in that room, she's in charge. If I hear anything I don't like, I'm coming in. And you won't like what that does for your experience."
I nodded without hesitation. I had no intention of ruining anyone's night, especially my own.
Logan accepted my agreement, jerking his head and motioning me on.
The private room was surprisingly classy. Larger than I'd expected, with enough seating for a small group. Well-furnished too, with upscale furniture and decorations. It was dimly lit, but the reddish glow from the lights gave the impression of intimacy rather than seediness.
Sabrina was sitting in one of the chaise lounge chairs, spread out provocatively.
"Hey, handsome. I'm glad you're here."
"Where do you want me?" I asked, eager for my private-Sabrina experience to begin.
Sabrina smiled. "Ultimately? Under me. But for now, find wherever is most comfortable for you."
Feeling bold, I strode to the chair Sabrina was sitting on, my cock noticeably jutting through the fabric of my shorts towards her.
"I'd like this one."
Sabrina turned towards me, her eyes flickering pointedly down to my hardness. "I love a man who knows what he wants."
Flipping her legs upwards then off the side of the chair, Sabrina sat up. She leaned forward slowly, as if finding her balance to stand, the move bringing her face painfully close to my tenting shorts... but then she stood and made way for me.
"It's all yours," she purred.
I sat. The faux-leather was firm but surprisingly comfortable.
Sabrina placed her hand on my shoulder and playfully began tracing my body... her fingers exploring my deltoid, up along my collarbone, and then back again.
"Okay, just to get this out of the way, same rules as before. No touching unless I move your hands myself. Although if I'm feeling generous, I may bend that rule a bit. And nothing makes me feel generous like a man being generous to me first."
I reached for my pocket and pulled out a handful of bills. "How generous does this make you feel?"
Sabrina smiled and accepted the money from my hands. She moved off to the side, quickly counting it, before tucking it away somewhere out of my sight.
She sauntered back to me, showing off her toned legs.
"You know, I think we can loosen that no touching rule. Let's just say no rough or penetrative touching. That seems a lot more reasonable. What do you think?"
"I think that sounds fantastic."
Sabrina smiled. "Well, better take advantage then. Don't be shy."
As she finished speaking, Sabrina shifted a leg upwards, delicately placing her foot between my knees. Doing my best to ignore how close her toes were to my cock, I leaned forward and accepted Sabrina's offered limb.
From my first touch, I lost myself. Sabrina's leg was impossibly smooth; so toned it felt like it had been sculpted from marble. Marveling at her perfection, I traced along Sabrina's calf, exploring from her ankle to her knee and everything in between.
Desperate for more, I moved my hands up to Sabrina's thigh, but she pulled away abruptly.
"Before you get too excited, let's cool off for a second. You wouldn't want to miss out on my full dance, would you?"
As disappointed as I was with being cut off, I knew Sabrina was right. I did want to see her full dance.
"No, I wouldn't. Although I'm not sure how it could possibly top what I've already seen."
"Guess you're gonna find out, aren't you, handsome?" Sabrina grinned, as she started her song.
Sabrina's earlier lap dance had been phenomenal, but her VIP dance somehow eclipsed even that masterpiece. From the very first beats Sabrina hooked my attention, making sharp deliberate movements before flowing smoothly into her next pose, then surprising me with more unexpected motions before re-entering a more predictable rhythm again.
Sabrina put her whole body to use: hips and waist undulating sensually, legs floating through the air, arms suggestively rubbing over her skin. Even Sabrina's expressions heightened her performance. A sultry smile here. A locked gaze there. A lip-lick and tongue-bite that brought me to the edge of my seat.
Sabrina wasn't just an exotic dancer. She was a professional in the truest sense.
And then Sabrina moved in close, spreading her legs wide as she straddled my lap. My cock pressed desperately against her mound, only a few layers of fabric separating them. But Sabrina showed no mercy, wrapping her arms around my neck for leverage as she began to grind herself on my hardness.
"Oh fuck," I groaned.
"You like that?" Sabrina asked, staring into my eyes with exaggerated innocence.
"You have no idea," I gasped.
Sabrina didn't respond, just continued to grind on me with a widening smile. But just as I really started to get into it, Sabrina stopped suddenly.
"You know, for another hundred, I'd be willing to help you out of those shorts."
Without hesitation, I pulled the bills from my pocket. Sabrina gave a few appreciative wiggles on my lap before she climbed off again, spiriting my money away.
"Now, where were we?" she asked upon her return. "Oh, that's right."
Bringing her fingers to my waist, Sabrina undid my belt, sliding it smoothly from around my hips and tossing it aside. Next went my shorts, as I lifted my hips and allowed Sabrina to free me from them. Last of all was my underwear, my cock flicking openly into the air as the fabric slipped over my shaft.
"How thoughtful," Sabrina mused as she gazed at my stiffness. "You brought your own pole for me to dance on."
Before I could process her words, she straddled me again, trapping my cock between our bodies. My head pressed against her stomach, leaving a trail of precum along her skin.
Sabrina began to work me steadily, using her whole body to stimulate my cock. As good as it felt, though, I needed more. I brought my hands to her ass, cupping it appreciatively as I tried to guide her movements against me. Sabrina didn't object, just continued to ride me as she stared seductively into my eyes. But even this wasn't enough.
Real satisfaction required contact of a more complete nature.
"How much to get inside you? Whatever it is, I'll pay it."
Desperation filled my voice.
Sabrina grinned. "Now, now, you know there's no sex here. I'm a stripper, not a prostitute. But if you give me the rest of what you brought, I can offer a massage instead. I'm especially good at working on targeted areas, if you know what I mean. I'll even give the area a kiss at the end for good luck."
"It's in my shorts' pocket. Just take it," I said, ready to agree to anything.
"As you wish. Hang tight, handsome," Sabrina smiled as she leaned over to my discarded shorts.
Pulling out the rest of my cash, Sabrina tucked the bills into the waist of her thong.
"Well now that we've gotten that out of the way, what area seems to be bothering you most?"
My eyes flickered down to my cock laying stiffly between our bodies.
"Oh my," Sabrina said, voice full of concern. "I should take care of this right away."
Sabrina climbed off my lap, but before my brain could register its disappointment, she wrapped her hands around my girth. "Yeah, there's definitely some swelling going on here. Good thing I've got the perfect remedy."
Sabrina began to jack me off, focusing on my cock with almost clinical intensity, occasionally flicking her eyes to meet mine to assess the effectiveness of her 'treatment'.
It was too much. Sabrina was simply too hot for my brain to handle; my long-looming orgasm started to break.
Sabrina, sensing my imminent release, leaned in and wrapped her lips around my cockhead. Her promised kiss.
That was the final straw.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned, feeling my balls release. My cock began to twitch intensely, one wave of cum after another pulsing through my shaft, each delivered straight into Sabrina's awaiting mouth. Sabrina took it all, sucking me down, until she'd swallowed every last drop--aside from the bit that had leaked out the sides of her mouth.
Having finished me off, Sabrina slipped from my cock with a soft 'pop'.
"Yum. I've never tasted anything quite like that before," Sabrina grinned. "How are you feeling, handsome?"
"Fucking fantastic. That was amazing, Sabrina," I breathed sharply. "Holy fuck."
"Glad I could help. And if you ever need relief again, you know where to find me," Sabrina said as she stood up and helped me to my own feet.
"I might have to take you up on that. You might be bad for my bank account, but fuck that was incredible," I said.
Sabrina shrugged in a 'well shucks' manner, then wiped her mouth with her finger. As she moved the finger to her mouth, the blobbed cum caught the light, revealing thick strands of black crisscrossing the goopy whiteness... but then it disappeared into Sabrina's mouth, hidden from sight again. With a slurp, Sabrina sucked her finger clean... whatever had contaminated my cum was now sliding down her throat.
What the fuck?
But before I could fully process what I'd seen, Sabrina was already rushing me out the door.
Even as generous as I'd been, I couldn't replace a fresh customer with a fresh wallet.
Newly redressed, sexually-satisfied, and yet thoroughly unsettled, I left the VIP room to rejoin my friends.
***
When I recounted my VIP experience with Wes and Joel, I did not share what I'd thought I'd seen after my finish. If I hadn't seen the black strands so clearly, I would have doubted it myself; I certainly didn't think anyone else would believe me. And while I trusted my eyes, I wasn't as sure I could trust my brain. Was it possible I'd misinterpreted what I'd seen? Did I have an orgasm so stellar that it left me hallucinating?
Sure. Maybe.
But I couldn't let it go. I'd finished my antibiotics, but what if that bite in the river had passed something on to me after all? Something the antibiotics hadn't killed?
I promised myself then, I'd follow up with the urgent care soon.
But in the meantime, there was someone else who might be able to help me.
Laura.
***
"That doesn't sound like anything I've ever heard of before. Are you sure it wasn't just a trick of the light? You said it was pretty dim in the room, right? Assuming you're being serious and this isn't just a dumb prank that you and Will cooked up."
Laura, ever the nurse, had listened to my recounting of my VIP experience without judgment. But after I described what I'd seen in my cum, she'd been skeptical.
I sighed. "No, this isn't a joke. And yeah, the room was dim. But I saw it clearly. I'm telling you, there were fucking black streaks in my cum."
Laura was silent for so long I had to check my phone to make sure the call hadn't failed.
Finally, she responded. "Okay, I believe you. But I have no idea what that could be. You don't have any other symptoms? Your penis feels fine?"
"Yeah. It feels fine," I confirmed. "Maybe a bit more sensitive? Like the finish I had in the VIP room was the best finish I'd ever had. And maybe I've been getting excited more easily than normal?"
"Excited... as in, aroused?"
"Yeah. Like even brushes of my underwear feel pretty good."
"Huh," Laura murmured thoughtfully. "I don't know if that would be connected or not. Maybe you're still just worked up from your strip club experience."
"Maybe. You're the medical person, not me."
"True, but this is beyond me, Jacob. You really should get that looked at. By a real doctor, not just an urgent care practitioner. Go to the ED if you have to."
"I don't really have the money for that. Especially not after the strip club. Sabrina really cleaned me out."
"Jesus, you're such a guy, thinking with your penis." Laura sighed. "And you wondered why I asked Will to stop tagging along with you all."
"Yeah, yeah, I know. I'm a stupid guy making stupid guy decisions," I said. "But you didn't see how hot this dancer was either."
"You think if I'd seen her I'd suddenly agree that giving her all your money was a good idea?"
I paused. "I don't know. Maybe? She was pretty fucking hot."
Laura laughed. "Well, I'm glad to know whatever's going on, you're still feeling okay enough to make jokes. But seriously, whatever it costs, go get checked out. Will and I can loan you some extra cash if you need it. You don't want to put shit like this off."
Accepting cash from Will and Laura was the last thing I wanted to do. But I knew Laura would be mad as hell at me if I didn't see a doctor.
Thinking quickly, I settled on a compromise option.
"Okay, what about this. I'll call the urgent care clinic first thing tomorrow to see what they tell me. And then if they can't just call in some more antibiotics, do you think I could get you to come check me out? Make sure I'm not just losing my mind? And then, if you still think I should go to the ED, I will. Right then, no questions asked."
"I'm not sure how much help I'll be, but if it gets your ass in gear, then yes, I'll take a look for you. I've got first shift tomorrow, so once you're back from work just text me and I'll head over."
"Sounds good. And Laura?"
"Yeah?"
"Can you maybe not tell Will about this? At least not right now? I'm not sure I could take his bullshit at the moment."
Laura laughed. "Don't worry, Jacob. It'll be our secret."
***
As promised, I called the urgent care clinic back in the morning. Unfortunately, they were less than helpful.
"I'll leave a message for the nurse practitioner, but if you're still having issues, she'll probably want you to be seen again."
"But I already paid to be seen about this! If your antibiotics didn't work, why should I have to pay another copay for something you guys couldn't fix the first time?"
"Unfortunately, that's not how it works. Like I said, I'll pass the message on for you. And if you need urgent attention, you should go to the ED. Now, is there anything else I can help you with?"
I sighed. "No. I'll wait for a call back."
"We'll be in touch. Have a good one."
Thoroughly annoyed, I texted Laura about my call's failure and said I'd still love her to swing by that evening.
The truth was, I had become very concerned about what was happening to me. Soon after I'd finished last night's conversation with Laura, my erection had returned with a vengeance. I did my best to ignore it, afraid of what I might discover if I did try to take care of it.
But my cock wouldn't take no for an answer. As the minutes rolled by, despite being deprived of any sexual stimulus, it maintained its hardness. Even worse, after about an hour, it began to ache... a dull but constant throb demanding my attention. I'd remembered warnings about erections lasting too long... something about having to have the blood drained with a needle to avoid amputation.
And the more my cock ached, the more my fear of a needle outweighed my fear of seeing my semen. Steeling myself for the worst, I sat in a chair, pulled up another favorite porn clip ('Desperate Times') and dove in.
The first touch of my hand on my cock sent shockwaves of pleasure through my brain. It was a hot shower after a cold swim. Breathing through clear sinuses after a terrible cold. The first sip of coffee on a caffeine-deprived day.
I felt like I was orgasming before I'd even given myself a single stroke.
"What the fuck?" I gasped. "What's happened to you?"
My cock didn't respond, just continued its dull throb.


I touched myself again. Another wave of pleasure.
Nothing about this situation was normal, but the pleasure was so intense I had no room left for concern. I continued to touch myself, each contact shooting fireworks inside my head, until at last, I managed a single firm stroke.
I almost fainted.
Ecstasy flashed through my mind like a bolt of lightning, blinding me to all else. Perfect relief, perfect pleasure, perfect satisfaction filled my existence... but then as quickly as it had come, it vanished.
I stroked again.
Calling this masturbation session the best session of my life was putting it mildly. The pleasure I felt stroking myself exceeded anything I'd ever felt before, solo or otherwise. Not even Sabrina had given me the experience I felt then.
I was only half-aware when I released, swept away by the orgasm of all orgasms; I didn't even cover my cock with the available tissues. Just emptied myself all over my body and chair.
Once I returned to reality, I opened my eyes. Cum was everywhere, more cum than I'd ever produced in my life. Glistening globs covered everything... a tablespoonful at least.
But the globs were not white. Just like it had been on Sabrina's face, my cum was streaked with thick black strands, looking like alien blood vessels infesting my semen. Horrified, I poked at one of the globs; my finger penetrated the whiteness easily, but it didn't break through the black strands. They gave way slightly, but held intact, responding almost like wet rubber.
"What the fuck?"
Leaping from my chair, I made use of the tissues at last, wiping myself off, not wanting to leave even a trace of the contaminated semen on my body. I knew it was a foolish instinct... it had originated from my body, after all, but the impulse persisted nonetheless.
Once I was satisfied I'd wiped myself clean, I stared at the now-saturated tissues.
If I'd hoped to find that the black streaks had merely been a passing figment of my imagination, I was quickly disabused of that notion.
The streaks remained.
Not knowing what else to do, I tossed the tissues aside and ran to the shower. I scoured myself thoroughly with soap and water, knowing it wouldn't make a difference but needing to do it anyway.
Swearing I'd get answers the next day, one way or another, I went to bed and pretended I didn't feel my cock twitching with life again.
***
"So, Jacob. How are you feeling today?"
As promised, Laura swung by that evening after I returned from work. Thankfully she'd come alone. Will may have been my best friend but him making light of my situation was the last thing I needed.
"I'm okay."
Despite my brave face, I was very much not okay. I'd already masturbated twice that day: once before work and then once during my lunch break. Both times, my semen contained the same black contamination, except the ratio of black strands to healthy cum had increased. I suspected my body simply couldn't produce enough semen to keep up with demand, whereas whatever had seemingly infected my balls had no such issue.
Even worse, my erection had stopped going down fully, even after ejaculation. When Laura knocked on my door, I was painfully stiff, having to tuck my cock underneath my waistband to avoid indecency.
But Laura saw right through my lie.
"Jacob... be straight with me. I can't help you if you're not gonna be honest about what's going on. Think of me as a nurse, not your friend."
I sighed. "You're right. I'm sorry. I guess my hope is if I keep telling myself I'm okay then I will be okay."
"If only it were that easy," Laura frowned. "But you're doing the right thing seeking help. So, let me see what's going on. If I still think you need to go to the ED, I'll drive you there myself. And I won't take no for an answer."
"Okay. But before I show you the goods, I need to show you something else first. Wait here."
Laura nodded obligingly, so I retrieved my used tissues from my recent home-masturbation sessions. The tissues had dried out by then, but the black strands remained, crisscrossing the now-crusty paper. An unusual smell had begun to emanate from the tissues too: something damp, pungent, and tangy.
"You probably don't want to touch these, but here. Look."
I did my best to display the tissues without pushing them too close to Laura's face.
"Are those... used tissues? Jacob, what the hell?"
Laura took a step back, clearly disgusted.
"You see those black streaks, right? That's what's been coming out in my semen!"
Laura gave another quick glance at the tissues in my hand, then shook her head. "I don't know what that is, but that's not normal. Please tell me your penis doesn't have that same streaking."
"Not that I can tell, but I can't see everything down there either."
"Well, if there was a problem, I think you'd feel it, even if you couldn't see it. Things like swelling. Pain. Maybe a fever."
I shifted uncomfortably. "Well, I haven't noticed pain or swelling, but there's been at least one change. I'm most aroused than I've ever been in my life. Turned on by the smallest touches. Staying hard even after masturbating. I know that's probably way more than you needed to know, but it's true."
"No, it's all relevant. That's absolutely the kind of stuff your doctor would need to know. Is it okay if I take a look directly? I'll let you know if I see anything concerning."
"No, yeah. It's fine. You sure Will won't mind though?"
Laura hesitated. "He might. Even if it's for your health, he might. It's probably better not to tell him about this, actually. But you need help."
"Yeah. Yeah, I guess I do," I murmured. "Well, here we go then."
Trying not to think too hard about who I was showing my privates to, I slid my pants and underwear down my legs. My fully stiff cock swung forward instantly, pointing stiffly at Laura's midsection.
Her eyes widened. "Wow. Um. Sorry, I wasn't expecting you to be... um... hard like that."
The sudden exposure of my cock to Laura's gaze set my blood racing. I'd been turned-on all day, but having a woman so close to my open cock pushed me to an even higher state of arousal. My brain would never have allowed me to see Laura as a sexual prospect, but my cock had no such reservations. My rod began to throb heavily, my pulse reverberating through my shaft like a pounding base.
Laura, oblivious to my transformed mental state, began to examine me.
"Well, everything looks fine from here. No abnormal swelling or redness that I see. That's a good sign."
She crouched down to get a closer look. "Would you mind lifting it up for me? I need to see underneath better."
Painfully aware of how close Laura was to my cock, I complied. Again, even the act of touching my shaft sent pleasure racing through my body. Precum dotted with black specks began to leak from my tip.
Laura lowered her head underneath my cock, getting a closeup of my undershaft and balls. Her proximity was almost more than I could take. A single slip of my hand and...
"Wait, I think your testicles do look swol..." Laura started, right as my cock released from my grip, whacking against her forehead.
Laura fell backwards in surprise.
I stared down at her hungrily, utterly consumed with lust. With slow erotic intent, I lowered my cock towards Laura's mouth.
"Jacob, what the fuck?" Laura exclaimed, jolting away from me.
"Sorry," I said automatically as I took another step towards her. "Here let me help you up."
I offered Laura my hand. She hesitated, then accepted it.
As soon as Laura's hand was in my own, I moved it to my shaft and wrapped her fingers around it.
Pleasure exploded in my brain. For a few seconds, I sensed nothing other than pure, unfiltered ecstasy. It was only after my vision returned that I realized Laura had torn out of my grasp and was making for the door.
"Wait, Laura, I'm sorry!" I yelled, but it was too late.
She was gone.
***
In the minutes following Laura's departure, my mind was a swirling mess. I felt guilt, pleasure, shame, disappointment, and arousal. And running through it all was a desperate need for release. A need to relieve the pressure in my testicles that had built to an unbearable degree.
I tried to masturbate myself to completion, but it was impossible to tell if I succeeded. Every touch brought its own orgasm, yet I couldn't tell if the fluid spilling from my cock was ejaculate, fluid from whatever had infected me, or some combination of the two. Either way, both the pressure and my erection persisted.
I needed someone else to finish me. Truly finish me, as it seemed I was no longer capable of doing it myself. Just a quick fuck, and then I'd go to the emergency room.
But how to find a willing partner quickly? I had no booty calls available. Trying to find an app hookup might take hours. Laura had been a strong possibility, but there'd be no recalling her now.
I considered Sabrina at the strip club. But it had taken a good chunk of my money to secure even a handjob from her. And a handjob--even one as exquisite as Sabrina's--wouldn't be enough to relieve the growing pressure I felt.
That left only one real option: a prostitute.
It was an option I never would have considered under normal circumstances. But I was desperate. I would give anything for even a moment of relief. And future consequences were a complete non-issue.
Nonetheless, my main problem remained: how to find one quickly? There were no brothels where I lived. Yet I wasn't sure how much more I could take. My balls pulsed painfully, each throb a threat of what might happen if I didn't find release quickly.
Only half-aware, I searched online for local pickup spots. Settling on the closest potential option, I threw my pants back on, grabbed my keys, my wallet, and raced to my car.
Somehow, I made it to an ATM--almost totally emptying my account--then zipped to the closest potential pickup spot. The lot I entered was sketchy as hell, but I only had eyes for one thing: the provocatively-dressed, but worn-looking, woman loitering on the sidewalk.
"Hey, excuse me!"
The woman strode towards me, openly eyeing both me and my vehicle. Her unwashed hair and yellowed teeth were off-putting, but her body was still fuckable, even if clearly past its prime.
"Why ya shoutin'? Ain't no need for that."
"Sorry," I quickly apologized. "I've just got a problem I need help with. Could you lend a hand?"
I motioned to my tented shorts, a damp spot already spreading across the fabric.
The woman stared first at my shorts, then at me. "You looking for a second round? Looks to me like ya finished already."
"Long story," I said, not wanting to waste any more time. If this opportunity was a bust, I needed to move on to the next one quickly. "So, how much would it cost for your help?"
"Depends on what kind of help ya want," the woman answered with mild annoyance.
"I want the full experience. Everything."
"Everything? Fine, but it'll cost ya. You got a rubber?"
Fuck.
I shook my head.
"I'll getcha one," the woman said before a suspicious expression passed over her face. "You got something wrong with ya? An itch nobody else will scratch?"
"Something like that," I shrugged. "So, what's it gonna cost me?"
The woman looked me over again with a sharp eye, then gave a number.
"Okay," I agreed.
"Let me see the cash."
I pulled out the bills and handed them over. The woman counted them carefully.
"Okay. I'll be right back. You good usin' the back of your car?"
"Yeah, but wait, where are you going?"
"I'm not runnin' off on ya. Don't worry. I gotta make sure this goes into safekeeping first. Can't trust people these days."
I didn't like it, but I suspected I'd have similar issues wherever I went.
"Okay."
The woman walked away, slipping out of my sight behind a building. After a few minutes, I began to worry she'd run off after all, but at last she returned, a condom packet in-hand.
Before she even made it to my car, I'd already moved into the backseat and removed my pants, careful to wipe away the traces of black-flecked liquid that had seeped from my cock.
The woman climbed into the backseat with me and handed over a condom.
"Put this on."
I quickly tore into the wrapper and unrolled the rubber over my shaft. The resulting pleasure caused me to release another burst of contaminated cum, but the woman was too busy undressing to notice.
"You need a warmup?" she asked, once she'd stripped her lower layers off.
"Nah, I'm good. You?" I asked, my voice shaking. I was barely capable of speech anymore.
"I'm plenty lubed up, don't worry. How do ya want me?"
"Doggy," I squeezed out, my balls feeling like they might explode any second.
"As good as any," the woman shrugged, then did her best to maneuver onto all fours within the confines of my car. Once she'd found a semi-steady base, she leaned down, presenting her ass and pussy to me.
I couldn't squeeze behind her fast enough. Jerkily bringing my cock to the woman's entrance, I pushed forward and slipped to the hilt.
My entire world was consumed by pleasure.
Immediately, my testicles began to pulse powerfully, emptying themselves through my shaft even before I'd started thrusting. But as I found my rhythm inside the woman, the pulsing didn't cease... it continued with the even regularity of a heartbeat.
Thankfully, blessedly, the pressure I'd felt building inside me started to dwindle. I kept thrusting, each swing of my hips expelling more fluid from my cock and more ecstasy from my neurons. I lost track of the world. At one point the woman was pressing back against me, meeting my thrusts. At another, I realized that my condom was sitting on the car's seat, filled with mostly-black fluid, as I plunged into the woman's pussy completely unprotected.
And then at last, with a single final thrust, I plunged into the woman for a final release. My balls clenched in on themselves, so powerfully and painfully I saw stars; I sent everything I had left deep into the woman's core.
For the first time in over 24 hours, I went soft.
I fell out of the woman, back against the seat, barely conscious.
The woman, happy to have completed her job, gathered her clothes. Somehow, she missed the midnight fluid leaking out of her, perhaps because it blended in with the black faux-leather of my car's interior. She redressed quickly, waved a cursory farewell, then climbed from my car.
I simply sat there for a few minutes, regaining my wits. Just as I'd finally accepted it was time to go to the hospital, my cock stirred.
By the time I made it back to the driver's seat, the all-consuming pressure in my cock had returned. It demanded another release.
There would be no denying it. I had become a slave to its will.
Quickly routing my GPS to another prostitute-pickup-spot, I drove on.
My second encounter went much like the first... only after releasing into this second woman, my cock took even my awareness away.
I slipped into an endless cycle of pleasure, pressure, and release.
And then, ultimately, nothing.
***
EPILOGUE
"Laura?"
"Yes?" I answered cautiously. Who the hell was calling me at such a late hour?
"Hi. I'm Dr. Rohan. I'm so sorry to bother you this evening, but do you know a Mr. Jacob Salinger?"
"Yes? What's this about?"
There was a pause on the other line. "It's probably better we discuss this in person. How long would it take you to make it to Central Mountain Hospital?"
"What? Now? Has something happened to Jacob?"
"I... can't discuss specifics. I'm sure you understand. But yes, we would love to see you now, if at all possible. We're afraid that we're dealing with a situation that might be time sensitive."
"Um, sure. I think I can make it there soon. Let me run it by my boyfriend and get dressed, and I'll head over. Where should I meet you?"
"Park in the East Garage. Text me when you arrive, and I'll meet you just outside the entrance. I'll be wearing my nametag, so I'll be easy to spot."
"Okay, I'll be there as soon as I can."
***
A short time later, I pulled into the hospital garage. I had told Will that I was heading to the hospital for an emergency, but I omitted two key facts: that the hospital I was visiting wasn't the hospital I worked for... and that Jacob was involved.
A part of me felt guilty not being honest with Will, but the doctor had called me, not him. I had a growing concern about why I'd been the one contacted, and until I knew more, I felt safer keeping everything to myself.
As promised, Dr. Rohan was waiting just outside the entrance to greet me.
"So, what's this about?" I asked after we exchanged hellos.
"I'll tell you in a bit. But for now, follow me. I'd like you to meet some of my colleagues."
A million questions buzzed through my head, but I gave my agreement, falling in behind the doctor.
And while he wasn't yet prepared to answer my questions, Dr. Rohan had questions of his own.
"What can you tell me about Jacob? Have you had recent contact with him?"
"Jacob is my boyfriend's best friend. I saw him last a few days ago."
"How was he then?"
A memory flashed through my mind: Jacob offering to pull me off the floor, then squeezing my hand around himself before I'd had a chance to react.
"He... he wasn't himself."
"What do you mean?" Dr. Rohan pressed.
"He was acting erratic. Impulsive," I said, but then my earlier words to Jacob came back to me: 'be honest'.
After swallowing, I continued. "Actually, he tried to initiate sexual contact with me. I was so surprised and distraught I got out of there immediately. And I hadn't heard from him since."
If the doctor was surprised by my admission, he didn't show it. "What did Jacob do to initiate that contact?"
I shared the details of the encounter, holding back nothing. Dr. Rohan listened quietly, only asking further questions after I'd finished.
"Other than your hand, did you touch him with any other part of your body? Even accidentally?"
I replayed the memory, then shook my head.
"You're sure? No oral, vaginal, or anal contact, no matter how brief?"
"I'm sure."
"Okay."
Our conversation was interrupted as we reached what appeared to be a meeting room. Dr. Rohan opened the door for me, ushering me inside. Two other people, a man and a woman, were already seated. Unlike Dr. Rohan, neither were in hospital uniform, but wore standard professional dress.
"Laura, this is Dr. Evans, the county Public Health Officer. And this is Dr. Smith, another infectious disease physician."
I waved, feeling suddenly out of my depth.
"Hello, Laura. We're so glad you came, especially in such a timely manner," Dr. Smith smiled at me warmly. Her gentle demeanor helped soothe my rising anxiety. "We just had some questions for you if you don't mind? Dr. Rohan may have asked you some of these already, but we need to ask again, to make sure we don't miss anything. Is that okay?"
I nodded.
"Good. Please, take a seat. And just so you know, this meeting is being recorded."
The questioning began.
***
The three doctors were extremely thorough, asking me about my background, my home life, my travel history, the camping trip I had taken with the boys, my interactions with Jacob after we'd returned, and so on.
Between their line of questions and my own interactions with Jacob, it didn't take me long to realize: there was something seriously wrong. With Jacob, yes, but not just Jacob. Something larger was at stake.
"Jacob's infected with something, isn't he? And you're worried he's been spreading it around, aren't you?"
The three doctors exchanged looks.
"It's too early to make any definitive statements, but yes, we are concerned that there may be an outbreak of a novel disease. And that Jacob may be at the center of it," Dr. Evans admitted.


I shuddered. My last encounter with Jacob had been incredibly risky... and I hadn't even realized it. If my mouth had been open or I'd been just a bit further back when his penis had fallen against my face...
My mind switched gears. "Is Jacob here? Is he okay? Can you help him?"
"Jacob is here, yes, and he's being treated," Dr. Rohan confirmed. "He actually mentioned you specifically, asking if he could see you. He said... he said he needed to apologize. At first, we were worried he meant he had exposed you to the infection, but based on your answers, I suspect he simply regrets his actions."
"Can I see him?"
Another shared look amongst the doctors.
Dr. Rohan responded first. "Yes, I think that would be okay. But, Laura, it's important that you don't talk to Jacob about his condition. He's not in his right mind, and we don't want you to agitate him. You understand?"
"Yeah, I got it. I'll just be a friendly, comforting face. Are we done here then?"
"Yes, I think so," Dr. Evans confirmed. "Unless there are any further questions for Ms. Laura?"
There were none. Dr. Evans and Dr. Smith thanked me for my time and promised to be in touch should anything else arise. Dr. Rohan left with me, serving as my escort to Jacob's floor.
"I know you may not be able to give me specifics, Dr. Rohan, but I'm a nurse. Is Jacob responding to any antibiotics?"
Dr. Rohan hesitated. "He hasn't yet. Upon admission, we initiated broad-spectrum antifungals, but after a disappointing response, we added on broad-spectrum antibiotic coverage earlier this afternoon. We're optimistic that might make a difference."
"Wait, antifungals... is Jacob infected by a fungus? A fungus STD?"
"As unlikely as it sounds, yes, we suspect a fungus is the infectious agent. But there is a complication. The black strands growing from Jacob's testicles were positively identified as fungal rhizomorphs... but they appear to be in a symbiotic relationship with an unknown bacterial colonizer as well. Our suspicion is that the fungus provides a 'home' for the bacteria and in return, the bacteria helps the fungus evade both immune responses and toxins--including the antifungals we'd administered."
Dr. Rohan paused, thinking, before speaking again. "If it wasn't so terrible, this would be an incredible scientific discovery. Internal human fungal infections are extremely rare, especially in people with intact immune systems. The fact that this fungus not only can survive within a healthy human host, but has the apparent ability to spread via sexual contact, is as incredible as it is horrifying. And then, there are its other abilities: it doesn't trigger a significant immune response, letting it grow substantially before easy detection. And it can stimulate pleasureful nerve impulses within the penis... inducing its host to spread it further. This combination of characteristics is unheard of for any STD. But a fungal STD with these traits? I would have called it an impossibility if I hadn't seen the case myself."
Despite Dr. Rohan's fascination with the fungus, it was something else he'd said that caught my attention.
"You mean others have been infected too? Do you know how many?"
I'd suspected this earlier, based on the questions I'd received, but now Dr. Rohan confirmed it.
"Yes, we have at least five other documented cases, with additional ones suspected. One of those cases is a woman who had direct contact with Jacob, while another is the woman's boyfriend who apparently contracted it from her."
"Are they okay?"
"The woman is asymptomatic," Dr. Rohan explained. "But the boyfriend is showing early signs of infection. Interestingly, the transmission seems to have occurred during oral sex both times. The woman had no vaginal-contact with Jacob, only mouth-contact. But even though she shows no symptoms, she apparently was able to spread the infection to her boyfriend after performing oral sex on him."
"So, she's a carrier."
"Yes. And of the confirmed cases we have, all of the women are asymptomatic. It appears that while the fungus can survive for an unknown time inside a woman host, it doesn't grow the way it does inside males. We're still trying to determine why."
"Lucky for the women, I guess, but not so good for the men they sleep with."
"From that perspective, yes, perhaps you're right, but even if women remain asymptomatic they're still at risk."
Dr. Rohan paused again. "Do you know why Jacob was admitted to us?"
I shook my head.
"He was brought in by police. He'd been trying to convince a woman to let him in her house... while he was completely naked. The poor woman was so terrified she called the police right away. Fortunately, it didn't take them long to arrive, and Jacob was arrested, then transferred to us once his condition became apparent."
I started to ask why Jacob had been at the woman's house in the first place... but then I realized I knew the answer. I felt a wave of relief for the woman; as traumatizing as her evening had been, it could have been much worse.
"Oh. I see."
"The problem we face now is we don't know how many women Jacob may have exposed... and what others may have been exposed in-turn by those women. We've been able to track down a few, but unfortunately, there are some more that are unaccounted for. The most concerning case is a flight attendant who has since travelled internationally. We've not been able to reach her yet."
"Oh my god," I gasped, as the full implication of Dr. Rohan's words sunk in.
"Don't worry, we're doing our best to contain this. We've already notified the CDC. Our primary concern now is finding a cure for Jacob and our other cases. Speaking of which, this is his floor."
Dr. Rohan buzzed us in, and introduced me to the charge nurse, Diane.
"Diane, this is Laura, the woman Jacob's been asking to see. I think we should be fine to allow a brief visit, just make sure she follows garb protocol."
Dr. Rohan then turned to me.
"Laura, I'm gonna rejoin Dr. Evans and Dr. Smith. You're free to leave whenever you're done here. I greatly appreciate your help tonight. We'll reach out again as necessary. And, please, keep this quiet for now. We'll be making a public announcement soon."
And then he was gone.
As I waved goodbye, Diane brought me a gown, gloves, and a face shield.
"Here. Put these on. We suspect direct contact with a mucus membrane is required for transmission, but we're playing it safe."
I complied, pulling on the protective equipment. Once Diane was satisfied, she led me to Jacob's room and knocked sharply.
There was no response, but Diane opened the door anyway and let me inside.
I walked into the room alone.
Jacob lay on the hospital bed. His arms and legs were in restraints, secured in place against the bed frame. A plastic box, draped with a gown, had been placed over his midsection.
Jacob was conscious, but clearly delirious.
His mad eyes traced over my form.
"Laura? What are you doing here?"
"Oh my God, Jacob. What's happened to you?"
Despite how our last encounter had gone, I wanted to run up to him, hug him tight, and promise that everything would be okay.
But even a quick glimpse at Jacob's face revealed how empty that promise would be.
"Guess I should have followed your advice sooner," Jacob grinned wide.
"Well, you're here now. You've got a great team taking care of you. If there's a way to get you better, they'll find it."
"Oh, I feel better than I've ever been. You don't know how good it feels. Laura, it's heaven. It's heaven on earth!"
My heart broke. "No, Jacob, it's not. It's just an infection. A bad one. But we'll take care of you. You're in the right place now."
Jacob frowned. "You don't want me better. You just want me in hell with everyone else. Well, I won't let you take me. I won't let anyone take me!"
He shouted this last line, his volume loud enough to summon Diane back to the door.
Rather than chastise Jacob, though, she turned to me. "I think maybe it's better if you leave."
"Yeah," I agreed in a soft voice, unable to tear my eyes away from the pitiful creature that lay bound to the hospital bed.
"Laura, wait!" Jacob's voice came from behind me. He sounded like himself again.
I turned, a surge of hope that my friend had broken through. "Jacob? Is that you?"
"Of course it is. Who else would I be?" he said with a weak laugh.
Jacob attempted to sit up, but with the restraints, he only managed a slight bouncing motion. Jacob stared at his bound limbs, barely-contained panic in his eyes. "Laura? What's going on? What's happening to me?"
I exchanged a look with Diane; after her slight nod, I took a cautious step back inside the room.
"Do you know where you are?" I asked quietly, drawing closer to Jacob while still maintaining a careful distance.
"I... I'm not sure," he stammered. "But Laura, listen, I need a favor."
"Anything," I agreed instantly. "What do you need?"
Jacob's eyes locked onto mine, open and pleading. "I've got this terrible itch. It's so bad, Laura. And I can't get it. Can you get it for me before you go? Please?"
My sense of foreboding swelled.
"Where is it?" I asked quietly.
Relief passed over Jacob's face. "Oh, thank you, thank you! It's just right here."
As Jacob finished his sentence, he bucked his hips powerfully upwards. His restraints held, but the sudden movement knocked the box covering Jacob's midsection off the side of the bed.
I stared in horror at what lay beneath.
What had once been Jacob's cock was pointing stiffly upwards, thick black tendrils erupting out of its tip, some unknown fluid slowly dripping from their stalks. Every couple seconds, his cock pulsed powerfully, shooting more liquid over the tendrils, keeping them moist. The skin of his cock appeared stretched and thin... as if whatever had taken root inside his cock had grown significantly, expanding into its new home.
"C'mon, Laura. Give it a scratch. Just a quick swipe with your finger. Or even better, use your tongue. I bet I taste great."
Jacob's eager and encouraging voice broke me.
I fled.
Tearing off my garb, I raced by Diane, past the nurse's station, and down the corridor. Jacob's cackling shouts chased me the whole time:
"LAURA! COME TASTE ME! LET ME SHOW YOU WHAT YOU'RE MISSING! YOU'RE MISSING OUT ON HEAVEN, LAURA!"
"LAURA, COME BACK! HEAVEN IS HEREEEEE!"
"LAURAAAAAAAAAAAA"
Even after I could no longer hear his screams, Jacob's words continued to ring through my mind.
Despite Dr. Rohan's reassurances, I knew the world had been changed forever. Jacob's infection had crossed international lines... it was impossible to know exactly how many people had been infected already... and how quickly they'd infect others.
In my heart, I knew the dark truth.
The black strands had found a new home in humanity.
And it was here to stay.
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***
Life is not a beast that is easily tamed. It's wild. It's devious. It will pretend to give in to you, only to throw you off its back the moment you let your guard down.
I would know. I've been thrown before.
But I am nothing if not resilient.
My most recent throw should have been my last. It nearly broke me. But I refused to give up. I put myself together, jumped back on the raging bull, and forced it into submission once again.
Now, life is back under my control. Everything is as it should be.
But... life is tricky. It may be mine for now, but it seeks the moment that I relax too much. The moment I loosen my grip. The moment I falter. And then it will tear free again.
I sense it; it probes for weakness.
I must show none.
***
The melodic chime of the doorbell sang unexpectedly through my house.
Ugh. What now?
We used to have solicitors semi-regularly. Parasites who saw a big house and felt entitled to some of the owner's good fortune. After I put up my 'solicitors will be shot on sight' sign, though, our cold callers dwindled away to nothing. I thought the sign was hilarious; we didn't even own a gun. My wife didn't find the sign funny like I did, but she couldn't argue its effectiveness.
I could have ignored the doorbell, sent the unexpected caller home with nothing... but I was never one for passivity.
I yelled that I was on my way, threw on a shirt, and walked to the front door.
"Oh. Hi."
Soft voice. Pretty face. No, not just pretty. Captivating.
"Edgar Fortunato?"
Mid to late twenties. Brown hair. Brown eyes. Dressed casual: jeans and logoed t-shirt. Much shorter than me. Thinner frame, but notable chest.
A question had been asked.
"No."
"No?"
Her confusion was obvious. She asked again.
"You're not Edgar Fortunato?"
"I am not."
"Is this 4325 Crenshaw Lane?"
I sighed. What game was she playing?
The girl started to repeat herself, but I cut her off.
"Yes, this is 4325 Crenshaw Lane, but I am not Edgar Fortunato. What do you want?"
"I've got a catering order for a Mr. Edgar Fortunato at 4325 Crenshaw Lane," she said, pointing to her turn-of-the-millennium hatchback. "From McGuffen's Kitchen?"
The name meant nothing to me.
"Well, this is the right address, but again, I'm not Mr. Fortunato. I'm sorry for your wasted effort, but there clearly has been a mistake made. I wish you luck."
I prepared to return inside the house and put an end to my wasted time.
But the girl reached out and grabbed my arm. Her touch was soft and warm.
"I'm sorry," she said, quickly withdrawing her hand again. "It's just... maybe someone else placed the order and didn't tell you? Are you having a get-together later maybe? I just really need this to be correct."
I faced the girl again. "No. No get-togethers. Someone must have given you the wrong address. You should call them back and get it straightened out."
The girl's face fell. "I've tried. But the line they called from isn't accepting calls. I can't get in touch with them."
Despite myself, I found myself feeling for her. Her helplessness was palpable.
"Okay, well, that's not your problem. Just take the food back to the restaurant. Your mystery customer will reach back out when they realize they haven't gotten their food."
"But what if they don't?"
The girl stared at me, eyes wide. She looked like she might cry.
"Do whatever you want with the food then. They've already paid for it, I'm assuming."
The girl's expression flickered. I groaned inwardly.
"You don't charge up front?"
"Um. We do. But someone must have written down the credit card number wrong. And then maybe that someone didn't notice until after the order was made, and she went to ring it up."
The rest came out in a rush.
"And then maybe that someone realized the phone number was bad, and then realized her only chance was to deliver the order and collect payment in person, but apparently the address was wrong too and now she's realizing it was probably all a prank, and now she's either going to have to cover the bill herself or end up fired.... Whoever it was that took the order, I mean."
Jesus Christ.
Nobody's ever accused me of having a soft heart, but I found myself feeling for the girl. She was clearly distraught; the enormity of her fuck-up had brought her to the verge of tears. And based on the state of the girl's vehicle, she likely didn't have the funds to spare for a debt like this, self-inflicted or not.
"Look, it's fine. Just... leave the food here. I'll cover it. Let me go grab my credit card."
I expected the girl to brighten up at this, but she just looked taken aback.
"No. I can't accept that. It's hundreds of dollars. It was my mistake, not yours."
"I insist. It's going to better use than whatever else I might have done with it. Wait here."
I went inside, took a picture of my credit card, then returned to the girl.
"What's your number? I'll text it to you. No risk of writing down the wrong number that way."
The girl hesitated, then gave it. I created a new contact.
"What's your name?"
"Megan."
"Pretty name for a pretty woman. Last name?"
The girl flushed. "Um, Rossi. That's R-O-S-S-I. Megan Rossi."
"Well, Megan Rossi, I just sent you probably the most sensitive picture I have. Promise me you won't use it for anything inappropriate?"
"I promise, Mr.... um, not-Fortunato?"
"Call me Mr. M."
"Okay. Well, thanks, Mr. M. You're a lifesaver. You have no idea how bad I needed this. I could just about kiss you!"
The sincere gratitude in Megan's expression warmed my heart, but her enthusiasm about kissing me warmed something lower. I forced myself to get a grip. The girl was pretty, very pretty, but I was a family man now.
"I'm not sure my wife would like that," I said.
Megan flushed again. "Sorry, I just meant like figuratively, you know? I wouldn't actually... I mean, not that you're ugly or anything, you're actually... I mean... I just don't know you?"
I laughed, amused by Megan's fumbling. "It's okay, Megan. I get it. And even if you did give me a thank-you kiss, my wife would probably forgive me after treating her to catered dinner. So what do you say we get the food inside and get you on your way?"
Megan agreed.
I helped her unload her car as we transported the boxes of food into the kitchen. Whoever had placed the order had gone all-out. There were sandwiches, wraps, sides, and even a few cakes. I was going to be quite popular with the family once they returned home.
After we finished moving the food, I found myself standing in the kitchen with Megan. I felt an urge overcome me then, a pull I'd not felt since I'd first connected with my wife, but I forced it down. I'd worked hard to get here. I wasn't going to jeopardize everything for some girl I'd just met... even one as pretty as Megan was.
"Wow, Mr. M. You've got a really nice house."
"Thanks. Got it from a friend, actually, several years ago. It is pretty great, isn't it?"
"Yeah. I need to quit working for the kitchen and start doing whatever it is you do."
I laughed. "Sales, actually. You heard of Alpha Prime Apex?"
Megan shook her head.
"It's not important. But yeah, it pays all right. Good enough that I can lend a helping hand to someone in need."
I caught myself from adding 'at least, when that someone in need is as pretty as you'. I'd pushed the boundaries of appropriateness too far already.
"Well, I'm certainly not complaining. I really appreciate your kindness, Mr. M. You don't know how much you saved me. Enjoy the food. You more than deserve it."
"Happy to help, Megan. Here's an extra tip for your trouble. And if your mystery customer does end up reaching out, tell them they can take up their issues with me."
"I will. Thanks again. Thank you, thank you, thank you!"
And then Megan was gone, driving back to wherever she'd come from.
***
But after she'd left my house, Megan did not leave my mind. I kept picturing her pretty little face. The way she smiled at me as I helped bring the food inside. The way her jeans moved on her ass as she walked in front of me.
I chided myself. I had no reason to fixate on Megan. She wasn't the first good-looking girl I'd ever come across. Lord knew I'd been blessed on that front, most notably by my wife, who'd been the hottest of them all.
But there was something about Megan, some indescribable quality, that stuck with me. Made me curious. Made me want to learn more.
I tried to sate my curiosity by looking her up online. Megan Rossi wasn't the most common name, but I could find nothing on her. The bulk of my results were for an unrelated gut-health doctor. Even expanding my search to more obscure sites brought nothing.
While unusual, it wasn't unheard of that Megan had no social media presence--my family didn't either--but it was disappointing. It looked like learning more would require connecting the old-fashioned way. But that was risky. Better to distract myself and wait for Megan's appeal to fade.
I just needed a distraction. A release.
A good fuck.
My solution arrived a couple hours later.
"Oh hey, honey, what's all this?"
My wife, Mrs. M, had returned to the house from the zoo, our two kids in tow. After exchanging kisses, I replied.
"Thought I'd give you a break from cooking tonight, so I had food catered."
"Tonight? Honey, there's like enough food here for days, if not a week! Why did you get so much? And what happened to saving money?"
I shrugged. "Figured we'd keep the extra for leftovers. And yeah, I know we're saving for early retirement, but it's just this one time. I know you could use the break."
I learned long ago how to say exactly what Mrs. M wanted to hear.
And my touch hadn't faded.
"Aw, thanks, honey. You really shouldn't have... but I'm not going to complain. Hey, kiddos, who wants a snack?"
"ME!!" came the chorused replies.
As my wife helped the kids make their selections, I crept up beside her and slowly kissed the back of her neck. The familiar fire in my loins began to blaze.
Mrs. M turned towards me, knowing look in her eye.
"Not now. But once the kids are in bed, we'll pick this up again."
Not ideal, but I was a patient man. I understood that sometimes getting what you wanted meant waiting a bit. It wouldn't be the first time I'd waited for Mrs. M.
***
Mrs. M and I had been married about seven years. She wasn't sexy in a typical sense. No jaw-dropping tits or cocksucking lips or suggestive clothes. Don't get me wrong, Mrs. M was pretty and had impressively wide hips for her smaller frame... but she wouldn't be hitting the modeling runways anytime soon. Beyond her body, Mrs. M had a rather youthful and wholesome looking face, with blond hair and blue eyes. The kind of woman to offer a genuine smile as she held the door open for a stranger.
Mrs. M was attractive, but her physical appearance wasn't what made her the hottest woman I'd ever met.
No, cliché as it sounds, what had driven me so crazy for Mrs. M was her personality. She maintained an authenticity that elevated everything she did. Her kindness was truer. Her sexuality more pure. Even her anger was more righteous. There were no games with Mrs. M... a refreshing trait I'd found sorely lacking in my previous dating experience.
When I first met her, Mrs. M was with another man, one who frankly hadn't deserved her in the first place. But I was content to wait... and sure enough, eventually her eyes opened to the truth, and we'd lived happily ever after ever since.
We'd fucked happily ever after too. In many ways, sex was the foundation of our relationship, the clearest expression of our connection. Even after seven years together, I still found sex with Mrs. M exciting... although I'd had to become increasingly creative to keep it fresh. It's so easy for marital sex to slide first into boring routine and then into nonexistence. But I'd developed some techniques to keep the thrill going.
I used one of my favorites that night.
***
"Mmmmm, fuck yeah. That's it," I exhaled deep, as Mrs. M bobbed on my shaft.
I stared down at her, watching lustfully as she pleasured me. It still turned me on immensely to see my wife's innocent face taking my length so enthusiastically. To know that this sweet little mother was such an accomplished cocksucker.
But even this arousal had become familiar, so I added another layer. My favorite layer. The one that had never grown stale.
I grabbed my nearby phone and activated the camera.
"Mmmm, you love that dick, don't you?" I asked as I began recording Mrs. M's work.
Mrs. M didn't slow her pace, just looked up at the camera and gave a slight nod... her slurping clearly audible to the phone's microphone.
"Look up here, babe, let me see those pretty blue eyes of yours... ohhh fuck, you're so good at that."
I'd started recording our sex shortly after we got married. At first I did it covertly. A stupid decision, in hindsight, but I hadn't expected to be doing it long-term. Unfortunately, the recording turned me on so much that I couldn't stop... and eventually I got caught.
Mrs. M was more upset by the sneaking than the recording itself, but I was able to talk her down. In fact, soon after, she was the one asking to be recorded. Her trust in me was absolute, but just the thought that I could share the videos with others was enough to excite her exhibitionist side.
Mrs. M had always been enthusiastic about sex... but with the camera, she became a performer. Moaning wildly, sucking vigorously, riding me like her life depended on it. Mrs. M became a pornstar for an audience of one, yet even then still maintained her authenticity. Her sexual expression may have been exaggerated, but it certainly wasn't faked.
Little wonder our relationship had endured far beyond any of my others.
"Mmmm, as good as that feels, why don't we switch things up. Give our audience something else to appreciate?"
Mrs. M pulled off me with a wet 'pop', then rotated 180-degrees while on her knees. Doggystyle was one of her favorite positions, but I had something else in mind.
"Not this time. On your back," I directed.
While Mrs. M occasionally led in the bedroom, she usually preferred me to take control.
Wordlessly, Mrs. M flipped herself over. As soon as she was in position, I climbed between her legs and entered paradise.
"Fuck..." I groaned approvingly.
Even all these years later, that first moment of sinking into Mrs. M was its own special pleasure. Her pussy felt specifically designed to take my cock... the way her walls gripped my shaft, the way my girth perfectly filled her thigh gap... it was enough to drive even an experienced man like me wild. When I rewatched our fuck-clips, the initial penetrations were always my favorite moments.
"Mmmm," Mrs. M acknowledged.
Many women don't get off on penetrative sex alone, but Mrs. M did just fine... with someone as girthy as me, at least. I was more than happy to go down on her, and often did, but there was something special about bringing each other to orgasm with our most intimate parts.
"How's that feel?" I asked, zooming in on my wife's face with my phone.
"So good," she replied.
"Nobody's ever filled you out the way I do, huh?" I asked, as I sensually slid myself in and out.
"I married you for a reason, mmmm..."
I locked in after that, my full attention focused on hitting my wife in all the right ways. Spurned on by the camera, she vocalized her pleasure in increasingly dirty outbursts... quiet enough so the kids wouldn't hear, but loud enough for my phone to pick up every filthy word and moan: "oh fuck me. Give me that cock. Don't you dare stop. Fuck me like the slut I am. Mmmmm. You're gonna fucking me make cum. Oh please, you're gonna make me cum. Make me cum!"
At the moment of my wife's release, I thrust as deep as our bodies allowed, letting her writhe on my impaling shaft. I captured her rapidly-cycling expressions with my camera, her eyebrows dancing with each cresting pleasure-wave.
Once she'd finished, Mrs. M opened her eyes and stared at me satisfyingly.
"Fuck. That will never get old."
"Good. Because I'm just getting started."
I planted a kiss on my wife's lips, then restarted a slow rhythm once more, easing her back into it. Her blue eyes locked on mine, and I felt our connection rapidly reestablish.
But then, out of nowhere, my mind slid from seeing my wife's blues... instead conjuring a set of alluring browns.
What?
The eyes were followed by a face.
Megan.
No. No, this couldn't be happening. I shook my head, refocusing on the beautiful woman beneath me. My wife.
But each time my focus faded, Megan returned. In place of my wife's face, I saw hers. I could hear my wife's moans, but they originated from Megan's mouth. I felt my wife's lithe body rocking underneath mine, but it was Megan's chesty frame I was thrusting into.
Fuckkkkk.
And then Megan called my name, and I released.
Once I'd returned to myself, my wife was staring at me with a mix of surprise and amusement.
"Wow. I can't remember the last time I made you cum early."
I shook my head, still finding my bearings. I ended my phone's recording and set it aside.
My wife continued. "You really must have been feeling it tonight, huh?"
"Yeah. Yeah, I sure was. You need me to pick back up where I left off?"
Mrs. M shook her head. "Nah, I already got what I needed tonight. But if you want, let's just say you owe me an extra O next time."
I chuckled weakly, then extracted myself from Mrs. M's body.
"Yeah. Let's do that," I agreed, moving to clean myself up.
Sometime later, after we'd climbed back in bed--to sleep, this time--I reflected on what the fuck had happened. Again, Megan's face popped up in my mind's eye... and it wouldn't leave.
"What did you do to me?" I asked her silently.
Megan did not reply, just smiled her mysterious smile, her hypnotic brown eyes twinkling innocently.
***
I dreamt about Megan that night. Little surprise, seeing how easily she'd intruded on my waking thoughts, but the logic didn't make it easier to stomach.
The dream was a reliving of our real-life encounter... only instead of Megan leaving after she finished bringing in the food, she remained.
"Is there anything I can do to repay you? Anything at all?"


And then, before I'd even responded, she was reaching for my erect cock that jutted out from my naked body.
"You paying for all of this food really got me off the hook. Maybe I can get you off too..."
I expected dream-Megan to begin jacking me off, but she didn't. Instead, she gripped me in one hand while she used her other to remove her top. Her tits spilled out from under her shirt (no need for a bra in Dreamland) and they were every bit as exceptional as I'd thought they'd be. Full and perky, they put my wife's tits to shame.
As I marveled at them, dream-Megan knelt in front of me, placed my cock along the middle of her chest, and pressed her boobs around it.
The tittyfucking began.
Even within the dream, I lost myself almost instantly. Within seconds, I felt myself on the verge of cumming. But at the peak of release, my body saw through my mind's lie and was unable to make the summit.
I woke with one of the most painful erections of my life.
Mrs. M's steady breathing indicated she was still deep asleep, and so, with no other option, I finished myself off there in the bed. I only needed a couple strokes.
After throwing my cum-soaked boxer-briefs into the laundry, I relieved myself and crawled back in bed.
I had one final thought before I faded back into oblivion:
You're married. You have the perfect life. Don't fuck this up.
***
A week passed, but Megan's presence in my mind did not diminish. The more I tried to forget about her, the more she latched on.
I didn't understand what the fuck was wrong with me. I'd always prided myself on my self-control. My focus. Why had my abilities abandoned me?
I'd met Megan only a single time. There was no reason for me to fixate on her like this, no matter how pretty she was.
But the more I turned the issue over in my mind, I settled on an answer.
My curiosity was based in mystery.
It was BECAUSE I'd only met Megan for a short time that I couldn't get her out of my head. She was like a crime thriller that I'd started but never finished. One with a stellar setup but an unknown conclusion. I knew nothing about her, and so my imagination tortured me with unknowns. She was a puzzle that my brain needed to solve.
Once I understood that, the answer was simple: I needed to learn more about Megan.
And then, once all the blank spaces were filled in, she'd be just a woman, a woman like any other, and I could forget her.
Simple.
But how? How to learn more about Megan without inviting trouble? Even if I had no intentions on doing anything with her, just the act of investigating could cause problems at home.
It was a conundrum, but by the following day, I had a solution.
***
Hey, it's Mr. M. From your catering delivery the other week? I know it's odd to text you out of the blue like this, but I've got a favor to ask. It's about your restaurant.
Sending this text was risky--'sorry, Mrs. M, I'm just asking the pretty catering girl for a favor'--but there were no alternatives. With Megan's non-existent social media, I had no choice but to engage with her directly. But I could limit the potential blowback by masking that engagement with another task.
I received a response a few hours later.
Oh, hey, Mr. M! I'd love to help! What do you need?
"A glimpse of your tits," came the thought, before I could stop it.
Fuck. Get it together.
I texted Megan what I needed. I didn't know if she only did catering for McGuffen's or if she was an on-site server too, but my plan would work either way.
As it turned out, she did both, so I opted for the on-site route. Less room for complications.
I sent the final question:
When do you work next?
-- I close Friday.
We'll see you then.
My plan was in motion.
***
"How'd you find out about this place anyway? There's a lot fewer strippers than I would have expected from one of your recommendations."
"And less alcohol. Don't get me wrong, I love a good margarita as much as the next guy, but the options here are almost as limited as the drink menu at a Mormon brunch."
I took the ribbing good-naturedly.
"Yeah, yeah, you guys are hilarious. You're lucky your numbers are good enough for me to put up with your shit. Fuckers."
My fellow salesmen loved this.
Too many people in sales believe they're master manipulators, able to sell anyone on anything if given enough time and access. Yet a good chunk of them are utterly oblivious when they're the ones being manipulated, like my compatriots were now.
Compliment a marketer, especially on their numbers, and they're yours for the next fifteen minutes.
A feminine voice broke the salesbro revelry.
"Hey guys, welcome to McGuffen's! My name's Megan, and I'll be your server tonight. Can I get you all started with some drinks or appetizers while you decide on food?"
And there she was. Wearing the same style jeans and t-shirt as when I'd first met her. Casual yet irresistible to my eye. Whatever sorcery Megan had employed at our first meeting was still in full effect. I needed to figure her out soon, or I'd be in trouble.
I cleared my throat. It was time to focus.
"We'll get a round of the chips and queso. And an order of cheese curds too. To drink, I'll have a Manhattan. And since I'm buying tonight, these gentlemen will stick with water."
"Yeah, no, that's absolutely not happening," the salesman to my left, Steven, broke in, then addressed Megan. "What would you say is better? The Slow Burn? Or The Velvet Affair?"
Megan shifted her attention. "Oh, they're both delicious. The Slow Burn is rimmed with Tajín, so it's got a bit of a spicy kick to it, if you like that sort of thing. The Velvet Affair's a bit more balanced with the orange and cherry. But you can't go wrong with either."
"Balanced or spicy? Tough call. Both have their place, depending on the mood. But something tells me with you, spicy is the right call. Let's go with The Slow Burn," Steve said, flashing his charming smile.
Megan appeared oblivious to Steve's flirtatious undertone. "You got it! And the rest of you?"
Steve frowned, but Megan simply continued taking the rest of the drink orders. After she left, Steve turned to me.
"Okay, I take it back. I understand why you picked this place now. Are all the waitresses that hot or just her?"
"Keep it in your pants, man. She's on the clock," Mike, another salesman, admonished brusquely.
"You're just upset you're tied down to your ball-and-chain back home," Steve shot back.
"I know the thought of having a partner burns your bachelor soul, Steve, but some of us enjoy going through life knowing what a woman's love feels like."
"Fuck that shit. Give me fresh pussy instead. All day every day."
Steve declared this loudly enough that the parents in the neighboring table shot us dirty looks, covering their kids' ears.
"Okay, guys, that's enough," I warned. "This is a family establishment. We'll return to our wild outings soon, I promise, but I brought us here for a reason. We're gonna have a little contest tonight."
That got their attention.
"Now, no sense in modesty. We're all phenomenal at what we do, and Alpha Prime Apex has rewarded us accordingly. But I've gotten permission from Mr. Lekapenos himself to offer a unique surprise bonus: a $15,000 all-expenses-paid trip to an exclusive resort in the Caribbean. It's not a vacation, because we still expect you to hit your numbers... but you'll be enjoying the finest comfort while you work. Sipping martinis and watching the ocean waves while you close your leads."
I let them process this, then hit them with the kicker.
"But only one of you will be getting this bonus. The winner of my contest."
Mike took the bait first. "What's the contest?"
"Glad you asked, Mike. It's simple. Whichever one of you convinces an impartial judge that you deserve the bonus, gets it. That easy."
The guys exchanged looks.
"Who's the judge? You?"
I grinned.
"Our server. Megan. She's been in on this from the beginning. Once dinner is over and you all leave, she'll let me know her decision."
Steve guffawed. "Do we even need to have a contest? We all know I'm gonna be the winner. I've got better numbers than all of you. Well, aside from you, of course, sir."
That last line was directed at me.
I nodded appreciatively. "Well, Steve, like they say in sports, that's why they play the game. But I'm very excited to see you all make your pitches. Oh, one last rule: you're not allowed to harass Megan over this. When she's away from our table, leave her alone. As Mike pointed out earlier, she is on the clock."
***
As expected, the contest was very entertaining to watch. A $15,000 prize was nothing to scoff at, even for high-earners like these salesmen. And the prize wasn't the only motivator; the men's egos were at stake too. Who would be singled out for glory by the pretty server?
I studied Megan closely during these interactions. She was pleasant to look at, yes, but what I found even more fascinating was how effortlessly she dealt with her petitioners.
A few of the men tried to monopolize Megan's time whenever she came by the table, but she always resisted. After topping off drinks and asking after the food's quality, she'd teasingly dismiss them, claiming she was needed at another table. Despite being the target of various sales tactics, Megan never allowed herself to be trapped.
Steve adapted to the limited sales window first. When Megan brought him another Slow Burn, he made her a simple offer.
"Thanks for the drink, dear. And I won't waste your time like all the other men here. No, I'll make my pitch simple. Pick me to win the prize, and I'll tip you a grand. Deal?"
The other salespeople howled their disapproval. "That's cheating!"
But I simply shrugged. Steve had broken no rules.
"What's to stop us from offering to pay her even more?" one of the other salesmen questioned Steve.
"Nothing," Steve admitted. "But I've got it in cash. How are you gonna tip more when our boss is the one paying? You got more than a grand cash?"
Silence at the table.
"We can just send it electronically to her," someone finally pointed out.
"If she'll give you her info," Steve said, shrugging nonchalantly. "But something tells me she's not going to do that. Are you, Megan?"
Megan stared at Steve, then looked apologetically at the other guys. "Sorry. He's right. And unless one of you has an even better offer, I'm afraid he's got it in the bag."
Steve smiled triumphantly. "Here, I'll give the money to boss-man for now. After you pick me, he'll pass it to you directly."
Megan nodded. "Got it."
Steve's smile widened. "I knew I liked you. Not just beautiful. Smart too. And here's my card. Just in case you ever want in on other... offers... I can make."
Megan mimed an appreciative curtsy, then took the card, before departing once more.
The competitive air quickly died down after that. While some of the salesmen made final desperate pleas for Megan's favor, it was clear none of them could trump Steve's offer.
As dinner wrapped up and Megan brought me the check, though, Mike motioned her over. He stood and whispered something in her ear. A few seconds later, she pulled away, incredulous expression on her face. Mike shrugged and tapped his head: think about it.
With dinner done, I bid the salesbros farewell. Only Megan and I remained at the table.
I motioned for her to sit in the chair across from me, doing my best to ignore my heart's increased pace.
"So, Megan, thanks again for agreeing to do this. I hope you've enjoyed the contest as much as I did. I have to ask though... why didn't you want to accept e-payment from the other guys? You could have started a bidding war. Walked away with thousands of dollars."
Megan frowned. "You're probably right. But the thought of men bidding on me makes me feel... gross. Besides, I'm very careful with giving out my info, even for something as isolated as this. I don't know how he guessed it, but your guy Steve was right."
"Steve's got a knack for uncanny guesses. Part of the reason he's one of our best," I shrugged. "And I can understand careful, but not giving out your info even for thousands of dollars? That seems a bit... extreme."
"Yeah," Megan agreed wistfully. "I've had issues with... stalkers... in the past. I'd give up just about any amount of money to avoid that again."
Hm. Another piece of the Megan puzzle. Considering the effect she had on me, I wasn't surprised she'd ensnared other men in the past. I was curious how that'd ended... but that mystery could wait for another time.
I laughed. "Well, I'm honored that you gave me your phone number then. Guess that makes me part of an exclusive group."
Megan laughed, a beautiful sound that warmed my soul--and warmed something else too. "Yeah, I guess so. But something about you makes me trust you. That's probably weird, isn't it?"
"Good thing I'm a trustworthy guy," I agreed with a disarming smile. "Especially when it comes to helping out damsels in distress."
But careful not to overstep, I moved on. "But joking aside, it's time: who's your pick to win the bonus? Choose carefully. It's a $15,000 decision."
Megan was silent for a moment, seemingly making a last-minute choice. Then she smiled wide, flashing me her perfect teeth. Something dormant stirred inside me.
"Mike."
It's rare for someone to leave me speechless, but Megan had just managed it.
Megan, seeing my stunned expression, laughed again. "You didn't see that coming did you? I bet Steve won't either."
"... why Mike?" I finally managed. "What could he possibly have offered that would make you go back on your deal with Steve? He barely said anything to you!"
Megan's face turned sly. "He said, 'Steve's got the perfect offer. Nobody here can beat it. But think how funny it would be if you picked me anyway'."
For the second time in as many minutes, I was speechless. I'd completely misjudged Megan. She was even spicier than the Tajín-rimmed drinks Steve had tossed back... and had burned him more thoroughly.
"What?" Megan asked, batting her eyes innocently.
"You're trouble," I finally managed with a laugh.
Megan just shrugged in a 'what's-a-girl-gonna-do?' gesture.
How the fuck was a girl this hot this funny? It wasn't fair--to either other women or to unavailable men like myself.
As I sat there, sitting across from this endlessly-surprising woman, I felt myself hesitating. Was I about to make a mistake? Should I call off the second phase of my plan? Or would that invite even more trouble?
But I hadn't been able to put Megan out of my head before. Now that I'd seen more glimpses of her, that seemed even less likely.
The only way out was forward.
"So, Megan, I've got another confession to make. I hosted our little meeting tonight to reward our highest sales performers, but also because I have an offer for you. If you're okay with it, I'd love thirty minutes of your time."
Megan stared. "Now? I'm working."
"I think I can convince your manager to spare you for thirty minutes. So, what do you say? Have a drink with me? You don't even have to leave the table."
Megan laughed incredulously. "This isn't something that can wait until later?"
A lesson I learned early in dealing with others: don't let people push you off.
"I'm afraid not," I smiled. "But even if you aren't interested in my offer, I'll still be securing you an extra break. What do you say?"
Megan shook her head then smiled. "I think you're insane, sure, I'll hear you out. But only if you can get my manager to agree first."
"I don't think he'll be a problem. Go ahead and bring him over. Oh, and grab a drink for yourself. My treat, of course."
Megan may have been skeptical about my chances with her manager, but she complied, leaving to follow my instructions.
She returned a short time later, espresso martini in hand, middle-aged man following behind.
"Hello, sir, Megan says you wished to speak with me?"
I stood and offered the manager a hearty handshake. "Thank you so much for stopping by. Look, Megan just finished serving dinner for myself and several of my coworkers--and did a phenomenal job, I might add--but I'd love to pick her brain about some of the observations she made during our meal. Would it be okay if I borrowed her for the next half-hour?"
The manager's expression became politely apologetic. "I'm sorry, sir, but I really can't spare her. Perhaps you could follow-up with her on her own time?"
"I really need her impressions while they're fresh, I'm afraid," I clicked my tongue regretfully. "But I understand it would be a burden on you and your patrons. Perhaps I could offer some compensation to make it worth your while?"
I reached for my wallet, but the manager was already shaking his head. "I apologize, but that's not..."
The manager stopped suddenly as he saw the number of hundred dollar bills I'd begun shifting from one hand to another.
After I passed over an extortionate number of bills, I held my hand forward. "Do you think that would be sufficient compensation?"
The manager's eyes widened. He quickly accepted the money, then cleared his throat. "You know, I think I can find coverage for the next thirty minutes. Just send her back once you're finished."
I smiled. "Thank you. Your flexibility is much appreciated."
The manager nodded, then departed, no doubt off to tell his other servers they'd need to pick up some extra tables temporarily.
I motioned for Megan to take the seat across from me. "Well, now that we've got that taken care of, let's begin."
Megan sat down slowly, apparently stunned by the quick turn of events.
"So, Megan. Before we dive in, can you tell me a bit about yourself? Obviously, you're gainfully employed, but what else is going on in your life? You got hobbies? Family? Kids? Boyfriend? I don't see a ring on your finger, so I'm guessing no husband."
"I, uh... I'm not sure why any of that is relevant," Megan murmured uncomfortably. She may have agreed to my other requests, but this line of questioning was too far.
Her being off-balance suited my needs perfectly.
"In the grand scheme of things, it's not. But I need to know if I'm wasting my time with you. You strike me as the kind of woman who's looking for more out of life than what she's got. The kind of woman who's willing to take a chance when an opportunity presents itself. Am I right?"
"I mean, doesn't every woman want more than what she has?" Megan smiled playfully, dazzling me with her perfect teeth.
"You'd be surprised. But that's why I ask. Do you have anyone tying you down? Or are you a free-agent?"
Megan scoffed playfully. "Wow, you make relationships sound so negative. You got trouble at home, Mr. M?"
"Oh, I'm not the kind of man who has troubles. I'm the kind of man who has opportunities. And you're avoiding my question," I teased back.
Megan glanced away, taking a sip of her martini. "Sorry, as I said before, I really am a private person these days. The whole stalker thing? But I guess if anyone deserves a little transparency, it's the man who saved my ass from getting fired."
Megan turned her eyes to me again, pulling me into their depths.
"So, I'm engaged, actually. Set to be married by the end of the year. I don't wear a ring at work because I get better tips without it. No kids. As far as hobbies go, I love listening to music and playing card games."
"Card games? What are you, seventy?" I laughed. "You got a weekly bridge club at the local nursing home too?"
"Oh fuck you," Megan replied, but her smile never wavered. "I'm sure you think you're a real cutthroat man with your fancy sales job, but you haven't experienced real ruthlessness until you've played Hearts with money on the line."


"I'll take your word for it. And what's this about you being a music connoisseur? You have a favorite artist?"
Another rule of persuasion--show sincere curiosity about the person's interests.
Megan grimaced. "It makes me sound so pretentious, but my favorites mostly seem to be ones that nobody else has heard of. Larissa Melo. Methyl Ethyl. Alex Winston."
"Well, you're right about that. I've never heard of them. Are they better than Nickelback or Limp Bizkit?"
Megan mouth pursed in exaggerated offense. "Hey now. Listen. If you're trying to pitch me something, you've absolutely sabotaged your chances. I'm not gonna stand for that sort of slander."
Damn, Megan didn't back down. What I'd give for a taste of that fire in a more private setting...
"Wouldn't be the first time I've overcome the odds to get what I want," I shrugged. "But, yes, I do have a pitch for you. I want you to work for me."
Whatever Megan had expected, it wasn't this.
"What? Like as a salesperson? I don't have any experience in sales. I don't even know what your company does."
"You do have experience in sales: what do you think you do waiting tables? Tips are just commissions in another form. Besides, I can tell you're great with people. You've got a natural talent for navigating interactions, turning them to your advantage, and walking away without anyone feeling cheated. That type of skill can't be taught. Trust me, I'd know."
"Okay, I'll bite," Megan sighed. "What's the offer?"
I explained our compensation program, as well was what we'd require from our marketers. It was a job that demanded much but rewarded accordingly.
My assessment of Megan's skills had been sincere; I did think she'd be a great fit for the role. But there was another bonus for me as well: it would give me the perfect opportunity to learn more about Megan risk-free.
I just needed her to accept.
"Wow, that's definitely better than what I'm making here. But that's assuming I can close deals, instead of crashing and burning. And that's a lot of traveling... I'm not sure how my fiancé would feel about that."
"I'm sure he'd come around once he saw all the benefits it gave you. Better money, more fulfilling, strong career opportunities... hell, I started out as just a simple marketer myself, and now I'm Chief Sales Officer. Where will you be in five years if you stay here?"
Megan laughed incredulously. "I mean, I'm super flattered you'd offer me this job. It sounds incredible. Almost too good to be true, you know?"
"Funny you say that. I had the same thought while watching you tonight. Surely the perfect applicant to round out my team wouldn't be the same woman waiting our table. But sometimes life just works out that way. You just have to be bold enough to take advantage."
Megan smiled. "Hmm, maybe you're right. Maybe life is trying to give me a sign. First you save me from the catering disaster, and now you're back with another incredible opportunity? I'm not someone who believes in coincidences."
"Me either. So, are you in?"
"Let me run it by Ben first. I can't make a decision like this without getting his input. So, give me some time, and I'll let you know?"
I would have preferred a commitment in the moment, but I sensed that pushing further would only be counter-productive.
"Works for me. You've got my number. Text me anytime."
"Thanks. You're very generous, Mr. M."
"Not at all," I laughed. "I can just tell you're a very special woman, and I want you all to myself."
"Maybe don't tell your wife you said that," Megan said wryly.
"Why not? I'm talking strictly professionally, of course."
"Uh huh," Megan said, eyebrow raised. "But I guess it's time I get back to my tables now. I'll be in touch, I promise."
"Why the rush?" I asked, motioning for Megan to stay seated. "We still have ten minutes left. I paid a lot for time with you, and I'm not giving up a single second of it. Besides, I want to get to know my future employee better."
Megan gave an exasperated sigh, but the flattered smile that followed revealed her true feelings.
"Okay, then, Big Spender. What should we talk about?"
"About you, of course. Why don't we start with how you ended up working here?"
And so, we did.
***
My one-on-one with Megan was brief but illuminating. What she said didn't matter as much as what her words revealed. She was restless. She wanted more than the life she had. She had a dark past, likely far more fraught than what her casual references to her 'stalker' suggested.
In other words, she was more than just a pretty face.
The puzzle that was Megan had begun to fill in. My curiosity wasn't fully sated, but it was a good start. A few more encounters like tonight's dinner, and the puzzle would be complete; I could move on with my life.
At the end of our time together, I let Megan return to her work. She promised again she'd get back to me soon, bid me a thankful goodbye, then bounced off to her tables.
Satisfied with how the night had gone, I prepared to return home.
But first I had a detour to make.
***
I'd realized while GPSing to McGuffen's that the restaurant was very close to another familiar location: my best friend's apartment. At least, I thought it was still my best friend's apartment. We hadn't actually talked in a while, a development both recent and unexpected. He'd had some tough years after a bad breakup, falling into a dark depression that he'd yet to reemerge from. I'd done my best to drag him back into the world, but he remained stubbornly withdrawn and distant.
Then, concerningly, about a month ago, his phone abruptly stopped receiving my messages altogether. I was worried something may have happened to him, so I dropped by in-person. But if he'd been home, there was no sign of it: my knocks at his door went unanswered. I checked again later with the same results... but I did note that his car had shifted spots since my previous visit.
While the car's use was as sign for optimism, I was deeply hurt by his apparent ghosting. As betrayed as I felt, I comforted myself with the knowledge that it wasn't my failing, but my friend's own demons getting the better of him.
Still, I missed my friend and held out hope he'd return to my life again. In the meantime, I'd give the distance he apparently sought.
But after realizing I'd be passing through the area anyway, I decided to pay one last visit. And this time, I brought a care package--of a sort--to let him know that he was missed.
As before, there was no response when I knocked. After the silence had stretched out for several moments, I sighed, dropped off my package, then returned to my car.
I was disappointed but not surprised. Fortunately, my night with Megan had gone so well, the disappointment did not linger long.
***
I received Megan's acceptance the next day.
--Hey, Mr. M! Thanks again for your offer last night. Talked it over with Ben and we agree--it's a tremendous opportunity! Can you send me the official offer? I'll sign it and send it back ASAP, along with whatever else you need!
Glad to hear it. Give me your email, and I'll have the contract and paperwork forwarded later today.
I'd assumed this would be a boring but necessary communication exchange. Foundational work that hopefully led to more exciting developments in the future.
I was wrong.
After I emailed the onboarding materials, I received a response from Megan a couple hours later. I left her message unread to deal with at a more convenient time, but then I received a follow-up.
The subject line read "PLEASE DO NOT OPEN THE OTHER EMAIL!!!! PLEASE DELETE! WAS SENT BY MISTAKE!!"
Now deeply curious, I returned to Megan's initial email. Did she really think I'd ignore it now? Whatever it contained, there was no chance I'd delete it without looking. If she'd expected anything else, that was a serious misjudgment on her part.
I clicked on it.
At first, I was disappointed. It appeared to be a standard follow-up email, saying she'd completed all of the required paperwork, "please see attached".
But then I noticed one of the attachments stood out. Rather than a PDF or text document, it was a photo, titled 'Results'. I clicked it.
My jaw dropped as I took in what was on the screen.
It was a selfie of Megan in a bikini.
She was at the beach, staring at the camera, arms outstretched as she centered the phone on herself. The first thing I noticed was her tits... they were phenomenal, barely contained by her bikini top. Not only did I get an eyeful of the center of her chest, but her tits spilled out below as well, providing a heavy dose of underboob. The whole setup looked incredibly precarious; one wrong bounce and her tits would be flying free.
But that was just the beginning. Megan's tits had stolen my attention first, but what kept me fixated was her face. She was smiling, sunglasses pushed back over her head as they glinted in the sunlight. But it was her eyes, those perfect brown eyes, that I couldn't look away from. They held me prisoner...a siren call that offered everything I yearned for: a suggestion that she knew exactly what she was doing, a hint she wasn't as innocent as she'd led me to believe, and a promise there'd be more to come.
I'd been curious about Megan before. But with this picture, my curiosity transformed into obsession.
And there was only one way that obsession could be satisfied.
***
Megan's picture dominated my mind the rest of the day. I couldn't stop thinking about it, pulling it up repeatedly to stare some more. I became so fixated that it didn't occur to me until much later to even wonder how Megan had accidentally included it in the first place.
That question, though, had a simple explanation: while intending to attach her resume, she'd inadvertently clicked on the bikini pic instead. Results.jpg vs Resume.pdf. An easy mistake to make, and one not caught until after the message had been sent.
But Megan's error was my gain.
As thankful as I was, though, my mind turned to this new problem: how to see more of Megan? And how to do it without jeopardizing everything I had worked so hard to achieve?
It was a thorny issue, but I had absolute confidence in my abilities. In all my years, they'd yet to fail me.
After thinking of and dismissing several possible avenues for progression, I found inspiration in the last place I expected: my wife.
More specifically, the videos we made together.
It was perfect, in a way. Megan no doubt felt mortified by her mistake... but what if I 'accidentally' made the same mistake? In a way that just happened to show off my prowess in the bedroom? We'd be on equal footing once more... and hopefully I'd be offering her a gift as tantalizing as the one she'd given me.
When I got home that night, I told Mrs. M I was ready to provide that extra-O that I had promised her before. She, of course, had no complaints.
After we sent the kids to bed, I began.
I started the usual way. Manhandling Mrs. M forcefully, yet gently enough to avoid real harm. A press against the wall, a throw onto the bed, a quick squeeze of her throat... I'd memorized all of her favorite triggers long ago.
But now I introduced a new wrinkle into our fun.
"Here. Hold this," I said, passing my phone to Mrs. M. "I'm going to eat you out. And I want you to record it. For as long as you can."
Task given, I turned to my own: pleasuring Mrs. M like my life depended on it. I'd always enjoyed going down on Mrs. M, but I made a real performance that night. As my wife moaned my name, I locked my eyes with my phone's camera... forming an intimate bond with whoever might be watching the scene in the future.
One key scene secured, I moved on to another.
Once Mrs. M was prepared to record again, we entered missionary... me ensuring Mrs. M kept the phone focused on my body... and more particularly, what my body was doing to hers. Most women may not be strict size-queens, but I found even the most indifferent appreciated a thick cock when used skillfully. Relying on my impressive self-control to resist Mrs. M's hot body while I fed her my thickness, I brought her to a second orgasm... my phone capturing each of her pleasureful words before they jumbled into incoherence.
It was the best endorsement a guy could ask for.
And then, it was time for the pièce de resistance.
Taking my phone back, I directed Mrs. M onto all fours in front of me. Centering my camera on her with one hand, I pressed down on her upper back with the other, pushing her head and shoulders against the bed. Her ass hovered invitingly in the air.
I entered Mrs. M again. But this time, we didn't meet on equal terms. In this position, her body was mine for the taking; I would leave it utterly bereft.
But as I stared down at the ass bouncing below me, I imagined it belonging not to my wife... but to Megan instead. What I would give to be railing Megan exactly like this... plunging into her innermost depths... stretching her out with my cock, pressing my weight over her body... hearing her gasp my name... leaving her with a hole that could never be filled by anyone but me.
It wasn't as farfetched as it sounded... as my wife was in the process of demonstrating.
Mrs. M's last orgasm arrived quickly; she buried her face in the mattress to keep her cry from waking the kids. It was ecstatic and primal--exactly the sort of reaction that I'd want Megan to see and think, 'I wish that was me. Maybe it could be me.'
Ending the recording at last, I let myself go as well, filling my wife with my release.
If I'd asked Megan at dinner what the chances of us hooking up were, she'd have laughed incredulously. Likely thrown in a slap for good measure.
But there was a time that Mrs. M would have done the same. Yet here we were, my softening cock buried deep in her pussy. Hell, this was just one more fuck on a mountain of incredible fucks we'd had... two of which had left her carrying my children.
That same charm that had turned a once-reluctant acquaintance into my wife would now be used on Megan...
And the rest was just a matter of time.
***
Over the next couple days, I worked on editing the video I'd captured. Making cuts, stitches, improvements to lighting. Finally, I'd condensed it down to a usable length: a thirty-second video highlighting how I'd reduced my wife to a quivering, moaning mess of a woman.
Titling it 'Accepting Pleasure', I saved the finished product.
Then, pulling up my drafted email, I attached it in place of where 'Acceptance Letter' should have gone, then fired the whole thing off.
After waiting a minute, I fired off a second email, subject line "DO NOT OPEN LAST EMAIL. WRONG ATTACHMENT".
I knew what I'd just done was a stupid, unnecessary risk. But a life without stupid, unnecessary risks was a life not worth living.
Besides, despite a few setbacks, in the contest between life and me, I was undefeated.
I could have my taste of Megan and keep my marriage too. Everyone would win. Well, everyone except Megan's fiancé.
But like my best friend had once taught me, there were no happily-ever-afters without sacrifice.
***
EPILOGUE
***
Monty sat in his car, watching his mark approach the apartment door, package in-hand. The mark was tall and handsome, smartly-dressed, and moved with the casual ease of an off-hunt predator. He was the kind of man to make women forget their vows; other men their self-respect. But like all apex predators, he had a glaring weakness:
He never expected to become prey himself.
Monty was not the watcher's real name, of course, but he wore it well. Like all the best reinventions, the name had depth: it represented what he stood for... and what he would become. One day, he would share the name's meaning with his mark... but for now, Monty was content to wait. Wait and watch.
Monty had been present during the mark's dinner at the restaurant. Not at their table--he would have stuck out like a sore thumb amongst that company--but off to the side. Close enough to observe without being observed in return. Still, Monty was a cautious man these days and opted for an extra layer of security: a disguise. It wasn't likely he'd be seen, but one could never be too sure.
His mark was charming as always, subtly steering the conversation, the event, and the interactions to his advantage. Monty had been well-trained to recognize the key moments, the careful pushes... Despite his disdain for the mark, Monty had to admire his skill. The dinner was a masterclass in performative manipulation.
Monty was surprised, however, by the post-dinner twist. Isolating the pretty server for a thirty-minute conversation was not an outcome Monty had anticipated. But not all surprises were bad; some brought opportunity. Monty made a mental note for future follow-up.
Once his mark left the restaurant, Monty tailed him to the apartment complex--another unexpected detour. The package was also an unexpected surprise, but one that Monty was primed to take advantage of. Once his mark had driven off, Monty quietly retrieved the package, bringing it back to his borrowed car for assessment.
Monty was intrigued to discover that it was a care package. There was a 'best wishes' card complete with handwritten note, a gift card to a local retailer, and then, quite bizarrely, a photo book. A quick glance at the photos told Monty everything he needed to know; he set it aside, disgusted.
The card itself was rather sweet out of context, hinting at a surprisingly tender side of its writer... but then, of course, context was everything. Monty tossed it back into the box as well... but opted to pocket the gift card.
For a brief moment, Monty considered returning the package back to the door, but ultimately decided against it. It would bring nothing good and only served to expose him to further risk of getting caught.
He tossed it in the apartment's communal dumpster on his way out of the complex.
As Monty prepared to return his borrowed car to its owner, he considered how the night had gone. No plan survived contact with the enemy, or so the saying went, but this one remained intact. Still, Monty knew it was too early to celebrate yet: a single slip could ruin everything in an instant.
Regardless, it was time to plan the next stage.
Monty smiled.
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Claire closed her bedroom door, locking it behind her. She'd neglected the lock once before, and it had come back to bite her: her kids had barged in unexpectedly, catching Phil and her in the act. The kids' intent was pure: bringing breakfast-in-bed, but the results were traumatizing for everyone. It was not a moment Claire ever wanted to relive.
"Wow. You look even better than the day we met," Phil whistled appreciatively at Claire's half-naked form.
"Probably because I'm not behind the wheel of a car that just hit you," Claire teased back, recalling their first encounter. For all her husband's faults, his utter dedication to her had never (really) been in doubt.
"Mmmm," Phil hummed as Claire climbed onto the bed with him, his eyes tracing over her body. "I don't know about that. The idea of you coming at me with the force of a multi-ton machine? It's kind of hot..."
"Stop it," Claire laughed, leaning in towards Phil, their faces almost touching...
Claire's phone began to vibrate loudly on her nightstand. She sighed internally; while motherhood had been full of unwelcome interruptions like this one, they never got easier.
Phil sensed her irritation. "It's okay. You can answer it."
"No. Whoever's calling can wait fifteen minutes."
"Fifteen minutes? I didn't know you were expecting a marathon," Phil grinned.
Claire didn't reply, just planted her lips against Phil... while doing her best to ignore the incessant buzzing from behind her.
The two of them exchanged a single slow passionate kiss; as they pulled away, Claire's phone mercifully fell silent.
"Okay, that's much better," Claire said.
As if in response, the phone began buzzing again.
Claire felt her frustration begin to boil over.
"At least see who it is. Maybe it's important?" Phil offered soothingly.
With a groan, Claire flipped herself over, reaching for her troublesome device.
"Oh. It's Manny."
Manny was Claire's step-brother. Technically-speaking, at least. Despite being siblings, Manny was three decades Claire's junior, a quirk of Claire's dad remarrying a woman younger than Claire herself. Claire had been very uncertain about Manny at first, but the kid had always been shockingly mature for his age... an old soul in the fullest sense. After he had inadvertently played therapist for her during one of their early conversations, Claire found her natural dislike for her unwanted sibling melting away. When Manny later insisted on calling her 'sister' ("step implies not real"), Claire accepted it wholeheartedly.
But that kid had grown up--he was a college student now.
Claire answered the phone.
"Manny?"
"Hey, Claire! I apologize for calling so late, is this a bad time?"
Claire's gaze flickered to her half-naked husband making sexy-eyes at her.
"No, no not at all. What's going on, Manny? Is everything okay?"
"Yeah, yeah, everything's great! Well, kind of. I was actually calling for a favor."
"Uh, sure. What do you need?"
"Well... this is really embarrassing, but here goes. I pledged Lambda Delta Beta at the start of the semester..."
"Wait, you joined a frat?!" Claire broke in. The thought of old-soul Manny participating in rowdy Greek life was completely out of character for him.
"I did. But LDB isn't a normal fraternity. They're focused on art and learning. They're even named after Leonardo da Vinci! And before you ask, there's no 'V' in Greek, so beta is the closest letter."
"Hey, give me some credit, I went to college too. I know the Greek alphabet." Claire reminded him.
"I'm sure you do," Manny agreed breezily. "Anyway, to get them to accept my pledge, I mayyy have mentioned that I've got this amazing girlfriend who's super sophisticated. If I wanted to be seen as the artsy brother, wise beyond his years, I had to commit to the part, you know? But then they wanted more details... pictures, messages, things like that. I thought I pulled it off, but now for initiation night, they want to see my girlfriend in-person. They're hinting that if she doesn't show, I'll be seen as a liar and won't get initiated!"
Claire shook her head. "Well then, Manny, maybe you shouldn't have lied."
"I know, I know. I just really wanted a door opened into the art world. Some of the alumni brothers are doing big things right now. I couldn't miss out!"
"I still think you should just be honest. Fess up. Explain why you lied. I'm sure they'll be understanding," Claire said, swatting playfully at Phil who had begun tickling her calves.
"Sorry, Claire, that's just not an option. I really need this."
"What do you need exactly, Manny? Please tell me this isn't about Haley again. You haven't been passing her off as your girlfriend, have you?" Claire asked, groaning inwardly as she remembered Manny's awkward crush on her eldest daughter.
"No..." Manny hesitated briefly. "The woman I've been passing off as my girlfriend is, well, you."
Claire was stunned. Manny joining a frat had been surprising enough. But him passing Claire off as his girlfriend to his college buddies? That was pure insanity.
Manny, sensing Claire's shock, quickly continued. "I know how it sounds. I know it's messed up for a million different reasons. But you're mature. You're experienced. You're a real woman I know, not just a made-up fake from the internet. And it worked. The guys were very impressed with you. And with me, for pulling you."
"Manny, I... I don't know what to say," Claire finally replied, doing her best to process what Manny had revealed.
"I know it's a lot," Manny agreed. "And I'm sorry to have involved you. But I really need this. Come to Initiation with me. Pretend to be my girlfriend for one night. And then you can fuss at me all you want. I'll do anything. Please, Claire?"
"Manny... I can't go to your frat initiation! Especially not as your girlfriend!" Claire replied. "And you're right, it is messed up that you'd even ask. But because I love you, I'll forget this conversation ever happened. Now, go to bed. Get some sleep."
Manny sighed defeatedly. "Okay. Sorry to have bothered you. Good night, Claire."
"Good night," Claire echoed, setting her phone back on the nightstand.
Phil stared at Claire's distraught state and grinned. "Wow. What was that about?"
"You're never gonna believe this," Claire said, then recounted her conversation.
"Oh, honey, you probably crushed his spirit. You didn't even consider his request!"
Claire wasn't sure what she expected Phil's reaction to be, but it wasn't this.
"Of course, I didn't! Why would I?"
"Because he's family? And as family, we help each other out when someone needs it," Phil shrugged.
"Not like this, we don't!" Claire replied. "How are you not bothered by this? Manny is trying to pass your wife off as his girlfriend."
"Oh, it's not that serious. Manny's just trying to play it cool for his college buddies. You remember what that was like, right?"
Phil took Claire's hands into his own, cradling them reassuringly.
Claire allowed herself to be mollified. "Yeah, yeah, I guess I do. I still think it's messed up, but I guess I understand."
"Besides," Phil continued. "It's kind of a compliment. Being shown off as the hot older girlfriend to a bunch of college kids? Proves that you've still got it."
To punctuate his point, he brought Claire's hands to his mouth, kissing them sensually.
"Well, I guess when you put it like that..." Claire said, the familiar warmth returning to her lower belly...
"Besides, it might have been kind of fun to hear about you terrorizing a bunch of college boys on their initiation night..."
"Stop it," Claire admonished, before pulling Phil into a deep kiss.
Their lovemaking that night proved that Claire indeed still had it.
***
Manny sighed as he put his phone away. He'd hoped Claire would have gone along with his request from the get-go, but he wasn't naïve. He knew it was a long shot. She was much older than him, she was his sister, she'd been happily married for longer than he'd been alive... Not to mention Claire was objectively very attractive and Manny, well...
Manny had grown up believing that showing confidence counted for a lot--a lesson imparted early by his mom--but all the confidence in the world wouldn't change his appearance. He wasn't ugly, exactly, but his weight did him no favors. It seemed that most of the blessing his body had received went to a place he couldn't show off among polite company. Not that Manny was complaining; being secure in his... masculinity... did a lot to reassure his fluctuating self-esteem. But still... it wasn't the same as being conventionally attractive.
Ironically, Claire had been one of the few women not related by blood to have seen his physical blessing. A late-night run-in involving an open robe had given Claire an eyeful of Manny's equipment. Her mortification aside, it had been a formative moment for Manny... the first step in his evolving views of his much-older 'sister'.
Then, the following year, Manny had caught a glimpse of Claire's naked body in a texted photo (thanks to Phil's bumbling). She was too far in the background--and his glance too quick--to allow for any real appreciation, but it was enough of a tease to set Manny's curiosity ablaze.
Manny found it extremely ironic he'd been so interested in Haley, when Claire had been right there the whole time; a sexier, more mature version of his crush. And once his fantasies about Claire started, they didn't stop. By the time Manny turned eighteen, his desire had become unbearable. Claire-as-fantasy was no longer enough.
He needed the real thing.
But how? The odds were stacked against him in every conceivable way.
But Manny was not a quitter. He planned... then eventually, he acted. The phone call was the first step.
Since Claire had shot down his invite, though, that meant it was time for his next move.
Manny would reach out to his mom the next day.
***
"Claire! How are you?" Gloria's cheerful voice lilted through the phone. Her distinct Colombian accent was a long-familiar sound to Claire's ears.
"I'm good! What's going on with you?" Claire replied, doing her best to match Gloria's energy.
"Having a lovely time enjoying the house while Jay is out running errands. Listen, I don't want to waste your time," Gloria said, her voice becoming serious, "I heard Manny asked you for a favor last night and you told him no."
Claire groaned inwardly. "Yes. Yes, he did. And yes, I did. But did Manny tell you what he asked?"
"Of course! He said he wanted you to be his date for his fraternity initiation... and you turned him down cold."
The disappointment in Gloria's voice was clear.
But Claire wouldn't be guilted. "No. No. He didn't just want me to be his date. He wanted me to pretend to be his girlfriend! In front of his college friends!"
"Same difference!" Gloria replied, poopooing Claire's protestation. "The point is, he needs you, Claire, and you're letting him down. So what it's in front of his friends? So what if you have to do a little acting for the night. It's harmless! They're kids!"
"Technically, they're adults," Claire pointed out, but Gloria had moved on.
"Listen, Claire, I love you so so much. And it breaks my heart that you don't do this for my little Manny. Just one little favor for one night. It would mean so much to him. And to me."
Despite her reluctance, Claire felt her resolve giving way in the face of Gloria's pleading.
"Okay, okay. I'll think it over some more. But I can't agree to anything unless Phil's okay with it too."
"Of course not! Ask Phil. I bet he'll agree with me that you should go. And when you do, you'll be my favorite one of Jay's daughters forever and ever."
"I'm Dad's only daughter," Claire pointed out.
"Exactly. So, I hope you agree and you tell me all about your fun night afterward!"
Gloria then ended the call, leaving Claire wondering what the hell had just happened.
***
"It's up to you, honey, but Gloria's right. It would mean the world to Manny. Besides, it might be fun," Phil shrugged.
Despite her better instincts, Claire had followed Gloria's suggestion and reapproached Manny's request with Phil, sure that his earlier support had been made jokingly.
But Phil hadn't been joking. He really did support Claire accepting Manny's invitation.
"What part of spending a night at a frat initiation with a bunch of college boys, pretending that Manny is my boyfriend, sounds like fun?"
"I dunno," Phil said. "How many people our age get invited to college parties? And how many women get invited to a fraternity initiation at all? It's kind of an honor, really. Plus, you'd get to spend a night reliving the good ol' days. You remember the fun we had, right?"
Phil shot Claire a knowing smile, then winked.
Despite herself, Claire found herself smiling back. "Yeah, but that was fun because we were still young and reckless. I'm not either of those things anymore."
"You could be. For one night, at least," Phil pointed out. "And I think it might be good for you to blow off some steam. You've definitely earned it."
Claire sighed. She still didn't love the idea, but she found herself becoming worn down. "There's no way this works like Manny expects it to. I know he's trying to pass me off as the sophisticated older woman, but I'm not just a little older... I'm practically a grandma compared to him. I'm gonna ruin the atmosphere for sure. No college boys are gonna want me at their party, or initiation, or whatever it is."
"If Manny says they want you there, I'm sure they want you there."
Claire started to reply, but Phil cut her off gently. "Look, I'll support you no matter what. But I think you should give it a shot. At least go with Manny; make him and Gloria happy. Then if you don't like it once you're there, just come back. That way you can say you tried."
Claire's last resistance failed. "Okay. Fine. I can try. Not sure how I'm supposed to pull off being the girlfriend of an eighteen-year-old college student, but I guess that's not my problem. I just can't believe you're pushing me to be someone else's date."
"Oh, c'mon, honey, it's Manny we're talking about. The most offensive thing he'll do is read you some bad poetry."
Claire laughed.
Maybe Phil was right. Maybe going with Manny would be fun after all. Maybe it would be a harmless night of bad poetry, bad food, and college kids making fools of themselves.
***
Manny was overjoyed when Claire told him that she had reconsidered. Claire still had her reservations, but hearing Manny's excitement over the phone was enough to reassure her that she'd done the right thing.
There were still details to be ironed out, of course, but Claire had committed. Her 'date' with Manny was happening.
She did have one final question, though.
"What am I supposed to wear to this?"
"Something semi-formal. Flattering but classy," Manny answered dramatically. "Do you own a black dress by any chance?"
"Manny, I'm a grown woman who lives for the rare moments she gets to go out. What do you think?"
***
The day of the initiation, Claire found herself growing increasingly nervous. Not about the initiation itself--Claire was quite confident she could handle a bunch of college kids--but because she was afraid that she wouldn't be accepted. It was silly... but Claire found herself wanting to fit in. To prove that she was still cool. To prove that she was still fun. To prove that even approaching fifty, she could mingle with the trendy youth of the day.
Phil had been right. A woman her age being invited to a frat initiation was an honor. And now that Claire had allowed herself to be flattered, she feared that she'd fail to meet the expectations that had been set for her.
What had Manny told everyone about his 'girlfriend'? Who was Claire supposed to be? Would Claire even be capable of playing the part?
Claire channeled these emotions as she got ready for the night, doing her best to embody the role of sophisticated older girlfriend. Shower. Light makeup. The black dress... long enough to be modest but form-fitting enough to be alluring.
Phil, supportive as always, had whistled approvingly as she showed off her look.
"Honey, I promise you, those college boys will be eating out of your hand. You'll fit in just fine."
Claire appreciated the reassurance, but Phil's comment made her uneasy. "You sure you're okay with this? I know Manny's harmless, but his friends might not be. I don't want to put myself in a situation that would make you uncomfortable."
"Don't worry about me, honey. I'm proud of you for doing this. Besides, the thought that college boys might be interested in my wife? It's kind of hot."
Claire rolled her eyes. "Is that Phil talking or is that Clive Bixby talking?"
"Depends. Who do you want it to be... Juliana?" Phil teased, addressing Claire as her adventurous alter-ego.
Shortly after, Claire began the drive to Manny's college. By the time she arrived at his dorm's parking garage, she was a mess of emotions. Excited. Nervous. Annoyed that she'd allowed herself to be talked into this. Proud that she'd stepped outside of her comfort zone.
She texted Manny about her arrival and stepped from the car.
The campus was surprisingly bustling, college kids crisscrossing the sidewalks around her. None of them gave Claire a second glance. While it was reassuring that she didn't stick out like a sore thumb, it was also disheartening that she didn't attract notice either. She remembered her own time in college, where the boys couldn't seem to keep their eyes off her.
She resisted the urge to return to her car and head home... but only barely.
"Claire!" Manny's voice interrupted her.
Claire turned around to find Manny walking towards her. He was dressed in a sharp tie-less suit, quite fashionable but nonetheless jarring, given his young age.
They exchanged a hug.
"Wow, Claire, you look absolutely fantastic," Manny said looking over her appreciatively.
"Thanks," Claire smiled, more pleased by his compliment than she should have been. "And you're looking like quite the handsome young man yourself."
"Thank you, thank you," Manny replied with a slight bow. "I'm so happy you came out tonight. You have no idea how much it means to me."


"That's what I hear," Claire said, doing her best to keep a straight face. "Shall we get going then?"
Manny hooked his elbow. "Come with me, m'lady."
Claire accepted Manny's offered arm; the two of them began the walk to the LDB frat house.
"So, how's this gonna work, exactly?" Claire asked. "What's our cover story?"
Manny didn't hesitate in answering. He'd clearly thought this through.
"We started dating this summer. Met at an art gallery operated by industry-legend Jude Calloway. You were recently divorced and I was a comforting ear. We started dating soon after and have been together ever since."
"Okay, easy enough. But what am I supposed to be like? What name did you even give me? I'm assuming it wasn't my real name."
Manny chuckled. "Oh, I pretty much told the truth there. They know you're mature and classy... but also fun. And they know your name is Claire. I just didn't tell them your last name so they couldn't look you up."
Claire felt uneasy at this, but there was nothing to be done about it now. "Okay. And how did a classy, fun older woman like myself fall for someone so young?"
"Simple. You were in a vulnerable place, and I was an irresistible charmer who made a great listener."
Claire was unable to resist rolling her eyes. "Got it. Anything else I should know?"
"About us? No. That's the gist of it. But there is more you should know about the initiation."
"Oh yeah? What's that?"
Manny hesitated briefly before responding. "So, part of LDB's initiation process involves us pledges getting tested. But not all pledges are tested the same. It's one of the founding traditions: everyone comes to LDB from a different place. LDB meets them where they are and helps them become the best version of themselves. Different people need different pushes to grow."
"Makes sense."
"For me, the brothers decided that part of my test should involve my girlfriend..."
Claire stopped dead in her tracks. "Hold on a second. You didn't say anything about me having to be part of a test, Manny. You just said I needed to show up."
Manny turned to face her. "You showing up IS part of my test. I didn't lie. The brothers really did hint that if you didn't show, I wouldn't be initiated."
"Yeah, but you never said I'd have to do anything else."
"I know, I know. I'm sorry, Claire. I just knew getting you to come was gonna be hard enough on its own. I knew there'd be no way I'd convince you if I told you everything."
Claire sighed. "Manny, you should have been honest with me up front. I've got half a mind to turn around right now and go home."
"I wish you wouldn't. But I know it's what I probably deserve," Manny said, expression falling. "If it makes a difference, you shouldn't have to do much more than be there. You're not the one being tested, I am."
Despite herself, Claire felt herself feeling sorry for Manny. She was still angry with him, but his regret seemed sincere.
"Okay, Manny. I'll stay. But under one condition."
Manny's face lit up again. "Anything."
"You tell your mom how I went above and beyond for you tonight."
"Deal," Manny agreed instantly, offering a handshake.
Claire returned it. She didn't love the idea of being part of a frat's test, but Gloria owing her a favor would be priceless.
With that hurdle out of the way, Claire retook Manny's arm and the two of them walked the rest of the way to the Lambda Delta Beta house.
***
The house itself was rather large. Two stories with what looked like an additional bedroom in the attic. It may have passed for a wealthy family residence if it wasn't for the large decorative letters hung above the main entrance: LDB.
Claire was overwhelmed by déjà vu. Memories that had been untapped for ages flooded her mind; for a brief moment, she was a young girl starting college again. But then her decades reasserted themselves, leaving Claire restored... although painfully self-conscious of just far removed she was from her university days. How was she this close to fifty already?
Oblivious to Claire's existential crisis, Manny led her to the door, opening it for her with exceptional gravitas. Reassuring herself that she had raised three kids to adulthood and could handle anything, Claire crossed the threshold.
She became aware of two facts simultaneously: first, the frat house was crowded... and second, she was the only woman there... of any age.
Two dozen sets of eyes settled on her as she entered the house, all conversation ceasing instantly.
"Um. Hi," Claire waved awkwardly.
She received no response. Just the weight of silent stares pressing against her body. A Brahms concerto continued to play from a speaker somewhere, but the music emphasized the auditory void, rather than fill it.
Manny interrupted the frozen moment by stepping next to Claire and putting a possessive arm around her shoulder.
"Hello, everyone. This is Claire, my girlfriend. Claire, these are the brothers and pledges of Lambda Delta Beta."
The house was silent for one last painful moment, then a sound of clapping broke the air.
"Well done, Manny. Well done, indeed."
A young but quite handsome man stepped forward, dramatically slapping his hands together. He was well-dressed, wearing a suit and tie, although it was cut in a more modern style than Claire preferred. Claire thought the young man looked rather like a young Phil... if Phil had ever committed to the tortured-poet aesthetic.
"Hello, Claire. My name is Brad. I'm so very happy you joined us tonight. We're all quite excited that you're here," the young man said, offering his hand.
Claire took it, but rather than exchange a handshake, Brad brought her hand up to his mouth, offering a kiss, before releasing it once more.
It was all Claire could do to keep from laughing uncomfortably. Was this whole frat just a bunch of Mannys?
Somehow keeping a straight face, Claire cleared her throat. "Wow, Brad. You're quite the gentleman. It is very nice to meet you as well."
"Brad's the chapter president," Manny explained. "And an all-around great guy. He's the one that made special allowance for you to attend our Initiation."
"Thanks, Manny, that's quite kind of you to say." Brad smiled, before turning his attention back to Claire. "And he's right. Normally Initiation is for brothers and pledges only... but Manny argued that an exception be made for you. Quite persuasively, in fact. Against my better judgment, I granted his request. Still... I remained skeptical. But seeing you here tonight? I think Manny was right to push for your inclusion. I can already tell you're a special woman."
With great difficulty, Claire matched Brad's serious tone. "Thanks, Brad, I'm flattered. I hope I don't disappoint."
With some surprise, Claire realized she meant it. Brad's demeanor had been comically pretentious, but nonetheless his praise was a welcome balm for Claire's anxieties. Her feeling of being a fish out of water had tripled after realizing she was the only woman present. Somehow she'd never considered it, but of course it would be unusual to have a woman present for a frat initiation.
But if the brothers of the frat had wanted to meet her--and verify her legitimacy--so badly, why did Manny have to fight for an exception? And why had she caused such a stir with her entrance?
Something about the whole setup seemed odd.
Brad's open, albeit over-the-top, acceptance may have been reassuring, but Claire's discomfort persisted.
Fortunately, the house had already began buzzing with conversation again... although Claire couldn't help but notice that the young men continued to shoot her furtive glances when they thought she wasn't looking.
"With Manny's vouching for you, I'm sure you'll do just fine," Brad said with a smile. "Can I get you anything to drink? We've got quite the selection of whiskeys and bourbons."
"I'm actually more of a wine gal, myself. You wouldn't happen to have a bottle of Chardonnay would you?"
"I think we might have a bottle somewhere in the kitchen. Let me see what I can find for you," Brad said, bowing, then departing.
Claire turned to Manny. "Wow. He's certainly accommodating, isn't he?"
"Service to others is one of our core traditions," Manny agreed. "After all, what is art if not service to humanity?"
Claire bit her tongue and nodded sagely. "Well, Manny, you got me there."
Her drink couldn't arrive fast enough.
"While we wait, why don't I introduce you to some of the brothers? They're all thrilled to meet you."
"Oh, I can't wait," Claire replied, kicking herself for not going back to her car while she still had the chance.
***
"So, Claire, how old are you exactly?"
This question came from a redhead who could have been Opie Taylor's twin. He and another LDB brother had broken away from a larger group to chat with Manny and Claire.
Claire had been mid-sip on her wine and was thus spared from attempting an answer.
"Martin, that's rude! You should never ask a woman about her age. Especially not one you just met," the other boy chastened the redhead. "Claire, I'm sorry. Please forgive him. Accept my apologies too, Manny."
"It's quite all right," Manny said dismissively. "Claire doesn't mind talking about her age. With age comes wisdom, after all. But she turned thirty-five a few weeks ago."
Claire couldn't help but raise an eyebrow at this. Thirty-five? Who was Manny trying to fool?
"Wow. You look good for thirty-five," Opie-Taylor-Twin (aka Martin) said, nodding approvingly at Claire.
While she didn't appreciate being so blatantly objectified, Claire was flattered by the apparent sincerity in Martin's voice. Looking good for thirty-five? Maybe she should socialize with tipsy college kids more often.
"Thanks," Claire smiled, then unable to resist, added, "Can you believe some people think I'm too old for Manny?"
"Manny's been thirty-five since the day he was born," the other young man laughed. "I'm Alexander, by the way. Nice to meet you."
Claire almost refused Alexander's offered hand--her own still burned with Brad's awkward kiss--but ultimately gave in. Fortunately, Alexander offered no theatrics. They exchanged a normal handshake.
"Nice to meet you too," Claire said, feeling slightly more at ease.
Martin spoke up again, apparently eager to put his age-questioning faux-pas behind him. "So, Claire, are you excited to be part of Manny's initiation tonight? I think it's very cool that you've agreed to do it."
"I'm a little nervous, if I'm being honest," Claire replied. "I've never done anything like this before. But it's all for a good cause, right?"
"That's a very good way of looking at it," Alexander said, replying on Martin's behalf. "I think you and Manny are doing something very special. Very brave. Very selfless."
"Well, as Matisse once said, 'creativity takes courage'," Manny replied, staring pointedly at Alexander.
Ignoring Manny's quip, Claire focused on the knowing certainty in Alexander's tone. "Wait, do you know what's happening in Manny's initiation?"
Alexander gave an uncomfortable chuckle. "Of course. We all do. That's the whole point, right?"
Before Claire could inquire further, Manny interjected. "Of course that's the point. Claire's just teasing."
Manny grasped Claire's hand and gave it a slight squeeze.
Claire's exasperation flared. What the hell was Manny keeping from her now? She'd play along for the moment, but he'd better have one hell of an explanation coming.
Claire put on her most charming smile. "Yeah, I'm just teasing you. Of course I know."
"That's good. It would have been awkward as hell otherwise," Martin laughed again, genuinely this time.
Before the conversation could proceed further, Manny took the moment to break away.
"Talking with you two has been lovely as always, but if you'll excuse us, Claire and I need a moment for ourselves. Gotta make sure everything's prepped and ready to go, right?"
The four exchanged goodbyes, then Manny led Claire away, pulling her over to an isolated corner of the room. As before, several eyes followed her as she moved.
As soon as they were alone, Claire unleashed her exasperation on Manny. "Manny, why does everyone but me know what's going on with your initiation? You need to come clean right now, or I swear I'll walk out of this house."
A flash of panic passed over Manny's face, before he masked it with suave detachment. "It's nothing bad, Claire, I promise. My initiation is about boundless love. I don't know exactly how I'll be tested yet, but I know it involves our 'relationship' and how love can overcome all obstacles... including age."
Claire sighed. Of course Manny's test involved some nonsense like this.
"Okay," Claire said, reigning in her annoyance. "But why didn't you just tell me about this to begin with? Why do you keep holding back secrets?"
"Because I was afraid you'd laugh at me," Manny said, his eyes downcast. "That you'd think this is all stupid, and I'm stupid for being excited for it."
His pitiful tone tugged at Claire's heartstrings. Manny have projected an aura of cool, mature confidence, but at the end of the day, he was still just an eighteen-year-old boy. Claire couldn't fault him for being insecure.
"I wouldn't laugh at you," Claire said, laying a comforting hand on Manny's shoulder. "C'mon, Manny, let's get through this together."
A thankful smile spread across Manny's face. "Thanks, Claire. I really am very happy you're here."
***
For the next hour, Manny and Claire schmoozed with the frat brothers and pledges. Fortunately, none of them were as tactless as Martin or as discomforting as Brad, and Claire found herself enjoying their company. Sure, the boys were obviously immature, but they were fun.
Between these conversations and her wine, Claire realized she was having a great time. But tonight wasn't about socializing; it was about welcoming the year's pledges into the brotherhood.
"If I could have everyone's attention please."
Brad, the hand-kissing LDB president, had climbed onto a couch, presenting himself to the room.
"That's it, everyone squeeze in here. You too, Martin."
Satisfied that everyone could see him, Brad continued. "Tonight is a special night. Tonight is the night many of you have started as pledges but will leave as brothers. The bonds you'll secure here are bonds you will carry for the rest of your lives."
Cheering greeted Brad's words.
Brad's tone turned somber. "But brotherhood is a privilege. It is not a right nor a guarantee. As pledges, you have been chosen as candidates... but you still must prove your value. Your dedication. Your internal strength, resilience, and creativity. Tonight, you will be tested as individuals. Those that pass their tests can be assured of their worth... to themselves, to their chapter, and to Lambda Delta Beta as a whole. Remember though: initiation is only the first step of a much longer journey. As Da Vinci himself once said, "Art is never finished. Only abandoned."
Murmurs of agreement.
"So, without further ado," Brad said dramatically. "Let's begin. Bigs, find your littles. You may start whenever you're ready."
Immediately several brothers began to move, seeking out their proteges. A young blond man beelined for Manny and Claire, halting in front of them.
"Hello. Manny, your test will take place upstairs. Claire, as part of his test, you will come too. Come with me please."
Without waiting for a response, the blond guy about-faced and walked away, clearly expecting to be followed. Manny and Claire did so.
"My name's Adam," the blond guy addressed Claire, without breaking stride. "I'll be Manny's big, assuming he passes his test."
"Assuming? Ouch, Adam, I'm hurt," Manny said, clutching his chest dramatically. "But I'm ready for anything. And that's really what it's all about, right? Attitude? Don't you agree, Claire?"
Claire didn't have the energy to acknowledge Manny's question, so she focused on Adam instead.
"Adam. You're the one who's gonna be testing him, then? Does that mean that Manny passing or not is up to you?"
"I am testing him," Adam confirmed, "But the tests themselves are very black and white. Either a pledge succeeds or he doesn't. There's not much room for interpretation. So you don't have to worry about me setting him up to fail or anything."
"Oh, that's not..." Claire started, but Adam cut her off.
"Okay, this is it."
He had stopped in front of a large bedroom. The door was open, allowing Claire to see inside. The room was surprisingly clean and organized, with no signs of regular occupation. A queen-sized bed was centered against one wall, a dresser pushed against another, a few fixtures here and there, but otherwise the room was empty. Well, aside from three folding chairs conspicuously placed just in front of the door. Two of the chairs were side-by-side, while the third was turned to face the pair.
Adam motioned to the side-by-side chairs. "Take a seat."
Feeling her unease return, Claire did so, settling next to Manny. Even though she wasn't the one being tested, the uncertainty of what loomed spiked her anxiety. She knew it was silly--what could she possibly have to be nervous about?--but understanding her stress's silliness did not remove it.
Claire expected Adam to take the third seat, but he did not. Instead, he went to the dresser, opened a drawer, and carefully plucked two small objects from inside.
Only then did Adam return to the seat across from Claire and Manny. He opened his hand, revealing what he'd pulled from the dresser.
It was a pair of small, pastel-colored tablets. They looked like pieces of candy.
"These are for you. One each."
Alarm bells rang in Claire's mind. "Wait a second. Hold on. Manny, don't take that."
"No, it's okay, Claire. It's part of the test."
"Do you even know what it is?" Claire admonished.
"Yes. It's a tool. It expands your mind. Helps you form connections within your brain and with others. Lets you tap into the collective universal consciousness," Manny explained matter-of-factly.
But Claire refused to let Manny tiptoe around the tablets' identity.
"They're drugs, Manny. Do you really think I'm gonna sit here and let you take this in front of me?"
Adam's expression flattened in annoyance. "Manny, I thought you said she was cool."
"She is!" Manny replied defensively. "Claire is cool. Aren't you, Claire? You'd never make me fail my initiation, would you?"
The desperation in Manny's voice was obvious. As much as Claire didn't want to crush Manny's dreams of being inducted into LDB, she wasn't about to let him drug himself on her watch. She'd never be able to live with herself.
But just as Claire was on the verge of dragging them both out of the room, an idea occurred to her. A way where Manny could proceed with his test and Claire could watch with a clean conscience. After all, Adam had it completely wrong: Claire was cool. Very cool. And unlike Manny, she had some prior experience to draw on.
But first she needed to feel out the situation.
"Adam, is taking these tablets really a necessary part of the test?"
"Yes," Adam answered immediately. "All participants in the initiation must partake. It affirms your trust and your loyalty to the chapter."
"Okay, well, since I'm not joining the chapter, there's clearly some wiggle room with that rule. And Manny's test is about boundless love, right? Part of love's commitment is sharing responsibilities," Claire pressed.
"Uh, yeah, sure," Adam agreed, although it was clear he wasn't following.
"As a couple in love, my challenges are Manny's challenges... and Manny's challenges are mine."
"Claire, what are you doing?" Manny whispered.
Claire ignored him, keeping her attention focused on Adam. "So, Adam, here's the situation: you have two pills and two people. The pills have to be taken? Fine. But does it matter who takes what? What's stopping me from taking both, and letting Manny continue his test as planned?"


Adam suddenly looked uncertain. "That's... that's not... we've never done that before."
Claire's confidence increased. Phil had been right. These young men were no match for her. "You're a fraternity based on learning and growth but you're afraid to try things differently? Seems like refusing me now goes against your core tenets. What would da Vinci think?"
"I'm not... I have to check with Brad..." Adam was on the verge of stuttering.
"Does being a brother in the fraternity not prepare you for leadership? For making your own independent decisions? To be a man?"
Adam's eyes widened.
Claire hammered home.
"Adam, I'm not asking you to break any traditions. I'm asking that you exercise your right as a brother of this fraternity to allow a bit of creative interpretation of those traditions. You brought us two tablets. We will take two tablets. Now, that's not going to be a problem is it?"
"No, no. No problem at all. Here. Take them," Adam said, almost throwing the tablets into Claire's outstretched hand.
A part of Claire knew that this was a bad idea, but hey, it wouldn't be the first time she'd made poor decisions at a college. Besides, this might be her last chance to re-experience her glory days.
Claire tossed the twin tablets back, dry swallowing them before Adam could even offer water.
"Wow, Claire. That might be the coolest I've ever seen you do," Manny said, clearly awestruck.
"Thanks, Manny," Claire smiled. Her earlier misgivings had been misplaced. This was fun!
"Okay, well, now that we've gotten that out of the way," Adam said, shaking his head as he returned to his planned script, "it's time for the interview portion of your test. Hold on, let me get my phone set up..."
Adam pulled a phone stand seemingly from nowhere, unfolding it and setting it to face Manny and Claire. With a few taps, he readied it, then moved in front of it.
"Hello, brothers. I am Adam, full brother of Lambda Delta Beta. With me is Pledge Manny Delgado and his girlfriend, Claire. This video is being submitted to the fraternity as part of Manny's initiation... and it is certainly quite the bold submission. But let's dive right in. Manny... as a young man in a serious relationship with an older woman, how has the relationship matched your expectations?"
Manny hummed thoughtfully. "Well, Adam... in some ways, it's been exactly what I expected, but in other ways, it's been full of surprises. You see..."
As Manny rambled on, Claire's mind began to wander... how long was this test supposed to be?
***
Unfortunately, the interview dragged beyond what Claire had hoped. Manny did most of the talking, although Adam did ask Claire an occasional question about her side of the relationship; Claire inevitably answered by lying through her teeth:
"Oh, Manny's great! I'm very happy with him," and "Yeah, my friends were judgmental at first, but after meeting him, they understood," and then, awkwardly, "Manny's actually a great lover. Sometimes intimacy is more about mental connection than anything else."
This last line was almost a step too far, but fortunately Adam had no follow-ups.
By the time the interview seemed to be winding down, Claire had begun experiencing the effects of her double-dosed poor decision.
It started with a faster heartbeat. A slight tingle of her sweat glands. Restlessness... but also a growing sense of being present. More there, in the moment.
Claire shifted in her seat uncomfortably. The movement caught Manny's attention who paused yet another long-winded answer, focusing on Claire.
"You okay, honey?" Manny asked, grasping her hand.
"Yeah. Yeah, I'm fine. Just ready to wrap up, I think," Claire smiled, her cheeks beginning to feel flushed.
Manny turned towards Adam. "Actually, Adam, if you're ready for the next stage, I think we are too."
"No, let's do it," Adam agreed quickly, apparently as eager as Claire to put an end to Manny's prolonged interview answers. "Claire, give me a moment, and once I tell you, go get on the bed for me? I'll start with some B-roll footage."
"What?" Claire asked, looking between Adam and Claire.
"Quick clips after the interview. Gotta set the scene and all," Adam explained. "Sorry, Claire, I'm sure you'd prefer to skip this part, but it's necessary."
Before Claire could respond, Adam had stood and moved away to the bed, fiddling with something Claire couldn't see.
"Manny, what's this about?" Claire whispered, leaning in so Adam couldn't overhear.
Manny looked uncertain. "Adam's great with interviews all-around, but he's a videographer by training. If he's gonna capture our relationship, he'll want some extra shots for filler. Just play along. We'll be done soon. How are you feeling, by the way? I can't believe you took both tablets."
"Warm," Claire admitted. "But I'm fine. Way better than you'd have been if I'd let you take yours. I had half a mind to drag us both home then and there... but this way, you get to pass your test too. You're welcome, by the way."
"Yeah, no, I appreciate it," Manny quickly replied. "More than you know."
As Manny stared at Claire warmly, she felt a deep affection for him. Manny was family, of course, but even beyond that, he had always been so kind to her. Accepting. Supportive. What Claire would have given to have found a young man like that when she was in college... she could have avoided a lot of heartbreak before Phil.
"Okay, Claire. I think we're ready. Climb on up," Adam said from behind them.
Claire stood, happy for the chance to stretch her legs, and walked over to the bed. Feeling rather silly, she sat, flipped her legs gracefully onto the mattress, and pushed back against the headboard.
"Perfect," Adam said, "Now put these on. Make sure you string them through the headboard first. Manny can help, of course, if you need it."
Adam passed over a pair of fur-lined handcuffs.
Claire stared. What the fuck?
"I know they're not as good as the ones you're used to, but just give them a try. Please, Claire?" Manny said as he walked over to her. His eyes pleaded with hers.
After she ensured Adam's attention was focused elsewhere, Claire mouthed her response to Manny: "You owe me. Big time."
Manny nodded obediently; despite her mounting regrets, Claire followed Adam's instructions. After looping the chain through the headboard's slats, Claire fastened one cuff around her wrist, but she was unable to get the other.
"Lend me a hand, honey?" Claire said, emphasizing the last word just enough to give it a dagger's edge.
Manny did so without fanfare, snapping the second cuff onto Claire's other wrist before quickly stepping away again. He seemed afraid Claire might attack him if he lingered too long... and the way Claire was feeling, he might have been right.
Claire shook her head. When had it gotten so hot in the room? And why did the fur in her handcuffs feel so pleasant against her skin?
Seeing that Claire was in position, Adam began capturing his shots. At first, he was content to shoot Claire in her natural resting position, albeit with her arms suspended above her head. Once Adam had finished with those initial shots, though, he began directing Claire further:
"Look down to your right."
"Stare straight at me. Great."
"Okay, Claire, you're doing great. Cross your legs for me... awesome."
"Try biting your lip, I want to see how that... wow, that's fantastic. You're a natural."
Despite herself, Claire found herself enjoying being the focus of Adam's camera... she felt cool. She felt young. She felt... sexy. What Adam intended to do with these pictures was a question Claire hadn't even considered; in her altered mental state, the future was an abstract hypothetical that may as well not have existed at all.
On the other hand, even in the present, Claire's handcuffs had left her in quite the compromising position. Again, she remembered that she was the sole woman in a house full of hormone-driven college boys. But rather than make her uncomfortable, that thought left her feeling... excited. If they were to all come up into the bedroom... see her restrained like this... if one of them felt inspired to get closer, maybe touch her, just a bit... Claire wouldn't be able to prevent them, even if she'd wanted to.
But would that have been so bad?
Adam's voice broke in, interrupting her thoughts.
"Okay, Manny, I think it's time to bring you in. Approach slowly. Claire, I want you to look at Manny like you've waited all evening for this moment. For him."
As Manny moved at a snail's pace towards the bed, Claire committed to her act, staring at her 'boyfriend' hungrily as he sauntered over to her. Without her realizing it, Manny's test had become a game to Claire. How far could she get before someone realized their true relationship? She'd already compromised her dignity enough to get this far; she would not quit easily now. Competition was in her blood.
When Manny reached the bed, Claire expected the scene to be over, but Adam continued his direction.
"Okay, Manny. I think that should take care of the B-roll. That means it's game time. You ready?"
"Yeah, I'm ready," Manny confirmed.
"Good. And you've done great so far, but this last part of your test is the most important. See it through, and your initiation will be complete. Remember, 'the artist has the universe in his mind and hands'."
"Mind and hands," Manny agreed. "Just let me know where you want me to start."
Adam attached his phone to the tripod and moved it to the opposite side of the bed from Manny. "Right there is good. Start slow. Give me glimpses of that passion. Then go from there. Once I start the camera, I won't stop. This will be one shot for authenticity's sake. I may offer some direction while filming, but don't let that interrupt what you're doing. I can edit the audio later if necessary, but having to rely on cuts would defeat what we're trying to do here. You two ready?"
Claire nodded despite understanding very little of the plan. Her restlessness had returned. She didn't want to just lie on the bed in handcuffs. She wanted to be doing something. Anything.
Manny nodded too.
"All right then, Manny, take it away," Adam said, pointing his fingers.
Manny turned his attention to Claire, staring at her as a touch-deprived man might look at his lover. Slowly, sensually, Manny removed his suit jacket, then leaned next to Claire as he carefully folded it over the headboard.
"I think I know what they want to see," Manny whispered into her ear. "Whatever happens, just go with it. Remember, this is all for show."
Then Manny removed his belt and pants too, carefully setting them to the side.
Claire stared. Why was Manny suddenly half-naked?
But Claire didn't have time to wonder long. Manny climbed onto the bed, leaned over Claire, and planted a heavy kiss against her lips.
Instinctively, Claire went to push Manny away, but her hands were caught fast by the cuffs. Manny's kiss continued.
Once he finally pulled away, Claire stared at him, wide-eyed.
"Manny, what...?" she stuttered, but then Manny cut her off with another kiss.
This one was quick, however, and when Manny pulled away, he lowered his mouth to her ear again.
"I'm sorry, Claire. I can't stop now. This is the last part of my test. If it helps, just pretend I'm Phil."
And then Manny returned to her mouth, preventing further argument.
As Claire felt her 'boyfriend' kiss her, surprise and disgust filled her mind. What the hell was Manny doing? If this is what it took to pass the test, then he should have chosen failure. Surely there was no frat membership that was worth making out with a family member. Even if it was just an act.
But as Manny continued to kiss her, a dawning realization fell over Claire.
She didn't think Manny was acting.
The way he poured himself into her, the way his hands had begun caressing her hair and neck, the way he breathed deep, inhaling her scent... if Manny was forcing himself to do this, he was a much better actor than Claire had ever suspected.
Claire couldn't wrap her mind around it. How could Manny possibly be into this? She was married. She was more than twice his age. And above all, she was family.
But this realization was followed immediately by another.
Without thinking about it, Claire had been kissing Manny back.
Suddenly aware of what she was doing, Claire pulled away. She sat there for a moment, staring at Manny with wide-eyed confusion. What had just happened? Had she been so inside her own head that her body's natural reflex to being kissed was to kiss back?
But as Manny stared at her, his gaze dripping with lust, Claire's body responded... begging for its recently-deprived stimulation to return. There was no denying it: Claire had become extremely aroused. But why? She wasn't attracted to Manny at all...
But as Manny pressed his mouth against hers once more, Claire found herself allowing it. The excuses started immediately: she was handcuffed, she was under the influence of Adam's 'mind-opener', she'd committed herself to helping Manny pass his test no matter what it took, making a fuss could tear apart her family apart, it didn't really count as cheating because she wasn't attracted to Manny, this was no different than actors kissing in a movie... and so on.
Whatever excuses Claire made for herself, though, there was no denying the outcome. She was making out with Manny. Her teenaged brother.
The physical sensation was exactly what her body wanted... what it needed... yet Claire's mental disgust persisted. Under normal circumstances, the disgust would have been all Claire felt, but in this situation, her disgust blended with satisfaction and desire to the point of being indistinguishable. The more disgust Claire felt, the more urgently she kissed Manny; her disgust then swelled further, which lead to her feeling even more aroused. It was a twisted spiral, and the more Claire fought it, the more it pulled her in.
"Your passion is very compelling," Adam interjected, "but let's not forget to keep things flowing forward."
Manny didn't reply directly, but he responded to Adam's direction by moving his hand from Claire's head down to her body. First, he rested it against her shoulder, then traced her skin along her collarbone, before his fingers backtracked, slipping underneath the strap of Claire's dress. Claire was very aware of Manny's movement, and while half of her wanted to scream at Manny, ask what the hell he thought he was doing, the other half yearned for him to keep going. To give her the freedom of defilement that she hadn't allowed herself to experience since she'd become pregnant with Haley.
Manny, sensing Claire's internal struggle, broke off their kiss. Staring into Claire's eyes, Manny slid his hand further down Claire's chest, his fingertips slipping under her bra, touching her bare breast... and then then grasping her mound gently with his palm.
Claire's sense of violation spiked... and so did her arousal. When Manny's fingers brushed Claire's nipple, she let out an involuntary breath.
Manny's eyes widened. Apparently, he was even more surprised than Claire at how far she'd allowed this encounter to progress.
"You like that?" Manny whispered, as he tickled Claire's nipple again.
"Manny," Claire breathed. "You can't be doing this..."
Manny simply stared, his hand too busy working Claire's breast to allow him to focus on anything else.
"Manny..." Claire breathed again, more desperately this time.
At last, Manny withdrew his hand, putting an end to Claire's torment... but only briefly. A moment after his hand left Claire's breast, it found its way to her hip. Briefly, he detoured underneath Claire's frame, gripping her ass cheek and giving it a healthy squeeze, before moving to her thigh... taking hold of the bottom half of her dress... and slowly drawing it upwards.
"You are so hot, Claire," Manny rasped, his voice shaking with lust.
Hearing Manny describe her so crudely was left Claire feeling denigrated and gross... yet also flattered. It wasn't the first time Claire had been complimented for her looks, but coming from someone who had so much to lose by admitting it... it felt more authentic. It had stakes.
Claire didn't see Manny the same way--her high arousal notwithstanding--but his assessment left her feeling sexy, in the dirtiest possible way.
By the time Claire had processed Manny's compliment, he had raised her dress up enough to slip his hand between her legs, brushing her inner thigh. Claire's body had become so sensitized, the touch so unexpected, that she shivered. She may not have felt attraction to Manny himself, but what he represented... the situation he had pulled her into... there was no denying it turned her on immensely.
Manny misinterpreted Claire's shiver as a sign that he had pushed his luck too far, so rather than proceed further, Manny retreated, sliding his hand back down Claire's leg. In an apparent attempt to distract her, Manny began kissing Claire passionately; Claire hesitated briefly, then matched his intensity.
As they gave themselves over to each other, Manny felt emboldened to escalate again. His hand crept up Claire's leg, retracing her inner thigh, higher and higher until he touched the fabric of her panties. Realizing just how far he'd pushed, Manny apparently lost his nerve and immediately pulled away again... but Claire registered no objection, she simply kept kissing him.
Finding his courage again, Manny slid his hand upwards once more, reaching Claire's pelvis, but this time he angled his hand, allowing his fingertips to brush over her mound.
Manny broke away from Claire's lips, staring at her wide-eyed.
"You're wet," he whispered, voice laden with awe. "You're so wet."
"Manny..." Claire started, but found herself unable to offer more.
"Are you turned on? Do you like it when I do this?" Manny asked, rubbing his hand against Claire's womanhood.
"Manny, it's not... you can't... I don't..." Claire said, shaking her head back and forth. With her arms restrained above her head, Manny's hand between her legs, Claire had never felt more exposed, more vulnerable, in her life.
Seeing Claire's tormented expression, Manny pulled away, scooting down the bed until his head passed below her hips. Despite his hand's presence under her dress, the fabric still covered enough to shield Claire's pelvis from Manny's gaze. But Manny quickly rectified that, pulling his hand away from Claire's center just long enough to grip the dress's bottom folds and guide them further up Claire's body. At last, Manny flipped Claire's dress over her stomach, leaving her bottom half almost completely exposed.
And yet, even this wasn't enough. Riding off his momentum, Manny hooked his fingers into Claire's panties, tugging them downwards. They caught briefly under Claire's ass, but then slipped free; Manny slid the panties down her legs, tossing them aside.
Manny stared at Claire's exposed center, seemingly hypnotized by his first glimpse of her pussy. Claire herself remained motionless. Her urgent need to cross her legs, shielding herself, fought her desire to open herself even further, resulting in an immobile stalemate.
Finally regaining control of himself, Manny tore his attention from Claire just long enough to focus on his own semi-dressed state. Quickly undoing the buttons on his dress shirt, he tore it from his body, then slipped his hands underneath the waistband of his underwear, and yanked it down, rendering him utterly naked.
It was Claire's turn to stare.
She had never expected to see Manny unclothed, ever. Yes, she'd had her run-in with Manny's robe malfunction, but that had been a quick accident; Claire's eyes barely had time to register Manny's sudden exposure before she'd turned away, mortified. And even then, he'd technically still been clothed.


But now, his full body was on display... an obscene sight by any measure. Yet what remained most difficult for Claire to wrap her mind around was the thick organ jutting out from underneath Manny's belly. It was an intimidating beast that belonged on a ripped pornstar... not the soft form of Claire's teenage stepbrother.
While Claire was distracted reconciling her expectations with her sight, Manny grasped Claire's ankles and spread her open, making room for himself to crawl between her legs. Claire watched with a mix of horror and arousal as Manny's cock approached her, swinging ominously in the air like a predator scanning for prey.
"Manny, you can't..." Claire finally managed. A last-ditch effort to salvage her monogamy, her decency, and her self-respect.
Claire didn't expect Manny to pay her any heed, but he surprised her.
"I'm not," Manny whispered. "But we need to make look like I am. Wrap your legs around me to hide everything. I'll just slide it over you instead."
Overcoming her surprise, Claire wasn't sure if she felt relief... or disappointment. She had come so close to the abyss... so close to letting herself fall into it. But now that she was on steadier ground again, Claire felt... underwhelmed. Cheated.
Regardless, this was how the situation had gone; Claire was no longer capable of redirecting its momentum. Without even realizing it, she'd surrendered all agency.
She complied with Manny's direction, folding her calves around his waist, pulling his body against hers. Manny took his cock into his hand, carefully aiming it... not for Claire's exposed pussy, but between her pelvis and her dress.
Claire felt the warm weight of Manny's thickness slide across her body; again she was struck by the odd mix of relief and disappointment.
But as Manny began to slowly thrust over her pelvis, pleasuring himself with fabric and skin, Claire realized the situation had not de-escalated at all. Staring at Manny's focused face, Claire knew with absolute certainty this encounter would not finish until Manny did.
With that realization, Claire's conflicting desires unexpectedly coalesced around a single objective: get Manny off. It would solve everything.
With her newfound clarity of purpose, Claire threw herself into her new goal, using her legs to help Manny thrust against her, staring at him hungrily, quietly urging Manny to let go... to unburden himself on her.
Manny was unprepared for Claire's sudden encouragement. Despite Claire's guiding pace, his thrusts became more frenzied, less controlled. Unfortunately for Manny, the burst of movement quickly left him gassed out. After a few more uncoordinated thrusts, Manny abruptly ceased all motion. Catching his breath, Manny took a moment to readjust himself, his cock frustratingly erect.
But as Manny shifted his weight, his cock slipped out from under Claire's dress before either of them could register it. When Manny pressed forward again, his lowered cock missed the gap between Claire's pelvis and dress... instead sliding down Claire's labia to her entrance. For a brief moment, it seemed his girth would prevent penetration...but with his weight behind it, the head of Manny's cock finally breached Claire's opening.
The pair stared at each other wordlessly, both caught off-guard by this new development.
Initially Manny's penetration was limited to just his tip. But with his weight still pressing down, Claire's vaginal walls slowly gave way; Manny sank further inside. Claire had never taken anything like him before; Manny wasn't a monster, but he was at the upper limit of what Claire could handle.
Inch by inch, Manny sank into Claire's deepest recesses, until he'd filled her completely.
"Oh my god," Claire gasped.
For the first time that evening, Claire grasped the full extent of her predicament. This was supposed to have been a fun, harmless night. A favor to a family member. An initiation ritual among immature college kids where the biggest vice was underage drinking.
But now Manny had his cock buried in Claire's pussy... in direct view of a frat brother, who was recording it all. It was the most profane situation Claire had ever experienced.
Under the influence of her illicit pills and her own arousal, however, that profanity was not a deterrent. It was a turn-on.
The biggest turn-on of Claire's life.
Claire locked eyes with Manny, feeling him spread her apart, and mouthed the dirtiest two words she'd ever uttered.
"Fuck me."
***
Manny had kept expecting Claire to bolt. One too many of her lines would be crossed, and she'd leave before Manny could object. All of his careful planning would have been for naught.
The first critical moment was Manny's admission that Claire would be part of his test. Then came the stares as they entered the LDB house. Manny had warned his future brothers to play it cool. Treat Claire like they would treat any other woman out on the street.
But the open secret was that Claire wasn't just Manny's girlfriend, but the future participant in an X-rated, transgressive romance video? It was too much for the brothers to handle. They couldn't keep their eyes off Claire. As annoyed as he was, though, Manny couldn't really blame them. Seeing a woman as mature and classy as Claire in-person, believing that she'd soon be fucking on camera? Manny would have a hard time not staring too.
Fortunately, Manny's socializing had soothed Claire's wariness again, although Martin had come close to revealing too much too soon. Again though, Manny didn't blame him. After all, the LDB brothers all believed that Claire was fully informed and enthusiastic about the night's plan. Manny had contingencies in place should someone say the wrong thing, but fortunately most of them hadn't been needed.
The key moments came quickly after that. Claire accepting her offered tablet--Manny's as well!--then playing along during the interview. Handcuffing herself to the bed. Letting Manny kiss her.
Manny had fully expected any of these moments to be the final moment. The one that led Claire to conclude that she'd gone along with Manny's plan for long enough... that she wouldn't tolerate his requests anymore.
But to Manny's continuing surprise, Claire kept going along. By the time Adam had prompted them to pick up the pace, Manny realized there was a real chance that maybe Claire wouldn't stop him. That there was no line she wouldn't cross.
His caution crumbled quickly after that. While it didn't vanish completely, lust became Manny's new master. Lust for his MILF sister who'd seemed increasingly accepting of his advances.
Manny tested the waters first, working up the courage to grope Claire's chest. She offered some token resistance, but it was obvious to Manny her heart wasn't in it. The moment he took Claire's breast into his hand, he was so excited he almost stopped breathing... it was his first time touching a woman's boob. The fact the boob belonged to Claire was almost too hot for Manny's mind to bear. His years-long fantasy was coming to fruition in front of him.
As the reality of the situation sank in, Manny realized he needed more. Not wanting to become distracted and give Claire the opportunity to second-guess her consent, Manny pressed onward, shifting his focus to Claire's lower half. After some careful exploration of her legs, Manny went all in, touching her most forbidden area.
The extent of Claire's wetness shocked him. She wasn't merely permitting Manny to make use of her body... she was enjoying it.
Claire made a few more half-hearted shows of reluctance, but there was no spirit in them. Even then, Manny would have stopped had Claire asked him to, but she never did. And so, Manny kept going.
Claire had been Manny's first breast-contact. She became his first pussy-glimpse next, after her panties and dress were removed. Manny was surprised by how well-groomed Claire was: a small triangle of pubic hair that seemed to be pointing downwards. Her pussy called to him; it was an invitation Manny would not ignore.
Shedding his own clothes, Manny unleashed his cock, giving it the freedom it so desperately needed. A part of him ached to slip it inside Claire immediately... to complete the manifestation of his fantasy. Yet even then, Manny maintained a shred of caution. If he'd somehow misjudged the situation, if Claire was not prepared for the final step... Manny's hastiness might ruin everything.
And so, when Claire mumbled that Manny couldn't... Manny listened.
It wasn't what he'd really wanted, but letting his cock slide over Claire's pelvis, pleasuring himself against her skin, was much further than Manny had ever expected to go with Claire. And then, when she'd wrapped her legs around his hips? They might not have been fucking but it felt damn close.
Unfortunately, Manny's coordination began to falter, so he paused to regroup. But when he pressed forward again, it seemed his cock had changed target of its own accord. Rather than slide above Claire's pussy, he met it squarely... his tip finding her entrance.
Manny had only a moment to realize what had happened, but then his weight overcame Claire's tightness.
He pressed inside.
Manny's pleasure erupted. As he slowly sank into Claire's body, Manny felt as if his mind would burst. Manny had imagined what this moment might feel like, but even his hottest fantasy had been a pale imitation of the real thing. Claire's pussy walls were impossibly wet, yet still gripped Manny firmly as he pressed deeper and deeper into her center.
Manny couldn't take his eyes off Claire's pussy as he disappeared inside it, watching his cock vanish inch-by-inch. He stared, awestruck, until he'd bottomed out. But then another realization crashed into his mind.
Manny had just lost his virginity. Claire was no longer simply Manny's sister. She'd become the woman who'd made him a man.
Claire was undergoing a similar revelation.
"Oh my god," she gasped.
When Manny met Claire's gaze, he realized that the mature mother who'd always been so put-together was gone. All that remained in Claire's eyes was Manny's own lust mirrored back at him.
And then Claire mouthed the words Manny never expected to hear.
"Fuck me."
What remained of Manny's control fractured. He collapsed over Claire, kissing her aggressively as he simultaneously began to work his hips. Manny's thrusts were short and disjointed at first, but Claire tightened her legs' grip and helped him find a smoother rhythm again.
"Claire, you feel so good," Manny gasped.
A smile flittered across Claire's face, before quickly disappearing under the surface of her lust. She stared up at the ceiling, hands bound above her head, letting Manny consume her.
Manny's pleasure erupted. He knew sex would be good. He imagined sex with Claire would be amazing. But nothing could compare with the reality. Each thrust into her pussy was a shot of ecstasy. The way Claire's body took his, how she molded herself around him, was almost more than Manny could bear.
And yet, Claire's expressions were somehow even hotter than her body. Every time Manny pressed into Claire, a new emotion flickered over her face. Her eyebrows scrunched and released, she bit her bottom lip in pleasure, her mouth gaped as quiet gasps escaped her lungs, her eyes opened to stare at Manny in disbelieving wonder before closing again.
Claire was baring herself completely to Manny, letting him see the unfiltered side of her that should have been reserved for Phil alone.
And that was the biggest turn-on of all for Manny. The knowledge that his seduction of Claire was total and complete. He just needed to hear her admit it.
"You like that?" Manny asked.
Claire nodded, her eyes squeezed shut with pleasure.
"C'mon, Claire. Say it," Manny said, feeling utterly in control.
"I like it," Claire said in a quick rush, eyes still closed.
"Look at me and say it again. Say, 'I love how you fuck me'."
Claire opened her eyes and faced Manny, her browns locking onto his. "I love how you fuck me. I love how you fuck me, Manny."
Manny's sense of power swelled even further. "There's a good girl. Now tell the camera."
Claire's eyes widened involuntarily. While Manny had never forgotten about their audience, it seemed Claire had. But her moment of panicked clarity was only a flash within her raging lust; it was subsumed in an instant.
Claire turned toward the camera, letting Adam and all her future watchers see the unfiltered pleasure coursing over her face.
"I love how Manny fucks me. It's so good."
Adam maintained his professional silence, but he was unable to resist an encouraging nod and a thumbs-up.
Manny's confidence ballooned, overriding even the incredible pleasure he felt thrusting into Claire. All of his brothers would know just how good of a lover he was. Not just current brothers, but future brothers as well. Manny hadn't even been fully initiated, and yet his legacy with LDB was secure forever. Hell, he'd be a legend even outside of LDB. He'd be known on campus as the freshman that fucked so good even a MILF like Claire sang his praises.
Manny been close to cumming before, but this distraction had proved the perfect reset.
He'd already achieved the impossible by sinking his dick into Claire; now, he wanted her to cum on it too. She seemed well on her way... Manny would just need to resist his own cliff long enough for Claire to plummet over first.
***
Claire had lost herself. She didn't understand how. She didn't understand why. All she knew was the pleasure that Manny was bringing her was the only thing that mattered.
Manny's weight--his thickness!--pressing into Claire was the best sensation she'd ever felt in her life. Every nerve in her body seemed sensitized, firing pleasure impulse after pleasure impulse... what circulated through Claire's veins was not blood but ecstasy itself.
Manny was slowly dominating her. Each of his thrusts robbed Claire of a bit more of her will. Of her dignity. And Claire allowed it, giving up more of herself with every passing moment.
She wanted to be degraded. She wanted the humiliation. She'd lived so long as the matriarch of her family, had become so accustomed to being the one who always had to be responsible, the one to maintain accountability for herself and others, that she hadn't even realized how bone-crushingly restrictive her role had become.
But now Manny was setting her free. It would cost her dearly--even in her altered mental state, Claire knew that--but it was an exchange she made gladly.
And so, as Manny fucked her, fed his thick cock into the pussy that he'd no right to in the first place, Claire didn't just accept it, she reveled in it. She reveled in him. Her deliverer. Everything wrong about Manny--his weight, his familial relation, his obvious sexual inexperience, his youth, his unjustified confidence--was paradoxically what made him perfect. What left him uniquely situated to overcome all of Claire's barriers... and take everything she had.
Once Manny began his dirty talk, misplaced as it was for someone his age, it was still the hottest dirty talk Claire had ever heard.
When Manny demanded Claire praise his prowess, Claire did so without hesitation or exaggeration. Even after he directed her to their audience, Claire gladly defiled herself further.
"I love how Manny fucks me. It's so good," she'd said.
Worst of all, she'd meant it.
And so, the near-fifty married mother of three wrapped her legs even more tightly around her teenaged brother's hips, using her leverage to pull him deeper into her body, her mind, and her soul.
***
As Manny restarted his fuck, he quickly realized that Claire was doing most of his work for him. She couldn't seem to get enough of his cock, directing him with her legs to find the perfect angle and pace. Manny allowed it, even though it wasn't quite as pleasurable on his end, because he could sense it was the final push Claire needed.
Her eyes were closed, mouth gaping open, pussy wet as ever, as Manny committed to giving Claire the release she so desperately needed.
"That's it, Claire. Take it. Take my dick."
A low moan escaped Claire's lips. Her legs clenched tighter. Manny could barely withdraw anymore; most of his length remained buried in Claire's depths.
Yet still he continued to thrust. His strokes had become short and frantic, Claire compensating as she could. Manny heard the cuffs pull taut against the headboard... Claire's arms were desperately trying to pull themselves down, but the cuffs held fast.
Claire began to writhe, her legs falling loose, and still Manny fed her his cock. Claire tried to pull away, the pleasure too much for her to handle, but between her cuffs and Manny's weight, there was nowhere for her to go.
Claire shrieked, a cry of loss and ecstasy, as her long-impending orgasm finally arrived. Her back arched, legs quivered, chest heaved in a single massive release. Manny watched in awe as Claire's pleasure unfurled beneath him. She held nothing back; her expression cycled between dismayed desperation and unfiltered bliss.
And then it was done. Claire went limp, utterly motionless aside from her panting chest and slight smile that played across her face.
Manny allowed Claire this momentary reprieve. She'd need her second wind for when he took his own pleasure. For several seconds, the room was silent aside from the pair's shallow breaths. Even Adam resisted the temptation to fill the air, standing utterly motionless so as not to disturb the showcased lovers.
At last, Claire opened her eyes. It was the signal Manny had been waiting for.
He began to thrust again.
Claire immediately put her hand to Manny's stomach, as if to ward him away, but Manny would not be denied. He'd been patient allowing Claire to pleasure herself on him, but it was his turn now. Claire would become his fuck doll.
Manny followed through on that promise, fucking Claire's pussy as if entitled to it. Her walls still gripped Manny as wetly and firmly as ever; every thrust brought him to a new height of pleasure. Ironically, rather than dissuade Manny, Claire's hand on his belly only spiked his arousal further. As did the whispered pleas that began to tumble from her mouth.
"Manny... it's too much... oh, Manny... I can't take... please..."
Manny had never seen Claire so utterly submissive. He wasn't sure if it was the drugs she'd taken or his own prowess that had reduced the Dunphy matriarch to a begging mess of a woman, but it hardly mattered. She was his now.
Back in control, it didn't take Manny long to reach his peak.
"Claire, I'm gonna..." he groaned, thrusting to the hilt.
"Not inside..." Claire started, but it was too late.
As Manny's orgasm slammed home, his cock began pumping wave after wave of semen into Claire's innermost depths. He gave Claire everything he had, his balls pulsing to send every last drop into her pussy. Amidst the storm of ecstasy raging in his mind, Manny had the passing thought that he hadn't even considered the risk--could Claire still get pregnant?--but such concerns were too late regardless.
At last, Manny had nothing left inside, and he collapsed over Claire, breathless.
After his heart and lungs had a moment to recover, he pulled up slightly, staring down at his MILF sister.
"That was amazing," he whispered, planting one last kiss against her lips.
To Manny's surprise, Claire returned the kiss, although she kept her eyes closed even after he pulled away again.
At last, Adam, the silent documentarian, addressed them.
"Wow, guys, that was... that was perfect. Manny, you exceeded all expectations. Consider your initiation complete. And Claire? You are certainly a special woman. I absolutely understand what Manny sees in you."
Hearing Adam speak her name, Claire opened her eyes and turned towards him. Manny noted she seemed only half-present, but it was clear she appreciated Adam's compliment nonetheless.


"Thanks," she acknowledged quietly, before trying to adjust her position. As before, the cuffs prevented much movement, clanking noisily against the headboard. "Lend me a hand here?"
"Oh, right," Adam said, stepping away from his tripod to fetch the key. Awkwardly, he passed it to Manny, apparently afraid to intrude too closely into Claire's space.
Manny, soft yet still buried inside Claire, unlocked the cuffs from her wrists. Freed from her restraints, Claire brought her arms down, circling her elbows to restore blood flow. She stared at Manny with a strange expression. Unable to resist, Manny cupped her cheek with his hand, softly brushing along her soft skin. He kissed Claire one last time, before leaving over to whisper into her ear.
"Thanks for being my first, Claire. I hope we can do this again soon."
Then, with great difficulty, Manny lifted off Claire and pulled away. His softening--but still impressive--cock slipped out of her pussy, thoroughly covered in the evidence of their illicit hookup.
"Is it okay if we wrap up here, Adam?" Manny asked.
"Yes. We're done," Adam confirmed. "Feel free to use the bathroom down the hall. Whenever you're both ready, Brad and most of the brothers will be waiting downstairs. Looks like we just have a few stragglers wrapping up their initiations. I'll wrap up here real quick and head down too."
As Adam gathered his supplies, Manny helped pull Claire off the bed to her feet. After wiping away extra fluids on the bedsheets, they both began to redress. Manny kept staring at Claire, waiting for her to acknowledge what they'd just done, but she seemed trapped in a daze. Claire did her best to straighten out her dress, but it was a lost cause. It was clear she'd seen some heavy action.
Ever the gentleman, Manny located Claire's panties he'd tossed away and brought them to her.
"Thanks," she murmured, accepting the undergarments.
"Are you okay, Claire?" Manny asked, voice weighted with concern.
At last, Claire showed signs of life. She chuckled wryly.
"I just cheated on my husband with my eighteen-year-old stepbrother, what do you think?"
Manny's unease grew. He'd been afraid of blowback like this. The experience had absolutely been worth it, but he needed to reassure Claire before her guilt drove her to do something rash. Something they'd both regret.
Manny took Claire's hand in his own. "Claire, you didn't cheat. You did me a favor. You helped me pass my initiation. And if you enjoyed yourself a little in the process, what's the harm in that?"
Claire squeezed Manny's hand, but it was all the reply she offered. Neither did she move to put on her panties--she kept them gripped in her other hand.
"You gonna put those on?" Manny asked, trying to keep the conversation light.
"Not until after I clean myself up," Claire replied. "I'm gonna go to the bathroom now if you don't need it right away."
"Go right ahead," Manny said cheerfully, but as he watched Claire leave the room, his unease remained.
***
Only half-aware, Claire found the bathroom and relieved herself. Much of Manny's seed remained inside her; she did her best to extract what she could, but she knew she'd never get it all. Even once the substance was cleared from her body, its shadow would linger over her psyche.
The thought echoed through her mind again. She'd cheated on Phil. With Manny. The former was unthinkable. The latter should have been an impossibility. Yet she'd allowed it to happen. Worse, she'd enjoyed it. Sure, she may not have found Manny attractive in a traditional sense... but that would have been little comfort to Phil. Or Gloria. Or the rest of her family.
Claire couldn't even tell herself it was a single moment of weakness. She'd let Manny push her boundaries one step at a time. It was a continuous movement towards depravity that she had several opportunities to stop but never did. Even once it was over, after Manny had finished inside her, Claire could have salvaged some decency. Yelled at Manny for violating her. Yelled at Adam for recording it. Gone scorched-earth on the whole fraternity.
But as Claire lay in the bed, half-naked and handcuffed to the headboard, Manny's cock softening inside her, she didn't feel angry. Or even disgusted.
She was disappointed. Disappointed that Manny showed no intentions on proceeding further. Her pleasure, already halfway to a second peak, was abruptly halted. Even now, alone in the bathroom, Claire's body still ached with aborted ecstasy. As she wiped herself clean, the rubbing sensation reminded her how close she'd been. She rubbed again.
And again.
It wasn't long before Claire gave herself the second orgasm that Manny had so thoughtlessly abandoned.
She left the bathroom to find Manny waiting for her.
"So, Claire... you want to talk about it?" he asked.
"What's there to talk about?" Claire replied, putting on her most cheerful smile. "I promised I'd help you pass your initiation. And now you've passed. You're in the frat. Seems pretty straightforward to me."
Manny frowned, but he let the issue drop, taking his turn in the bathroom. While she waited, Claire did her best to put herself back together. Fix her hair, smooth out her dress, adjust her panties. By the time Manny had re-emerged, Claire had hidden all signs of her carnal coupling.
The two of them walked to the stairs in silence, then descended to find a full house awaiting them.
Brad, Mr. LDB chapter-president, had claimed the spot closest to the stair landing. He began to clap dramatically as Claire and Manny reached the bottom steps. The other LDB brothers quickly followed suit; soon the entire downstairs was filled with vigorous applause.
"Wow, that was even better than you'd claimed it would be. Manny, man, I don't know how you pulled a woman like Claire, but you're obviously doing something right. And Claire? Your performance was extraordinary. Seeing you and Manny express your connection... it really was the ultimate proof of love's transcendence."
Brad nodded admiringly then turned to face the rest of the young men in the room.
"Brothers of Lambda Delta Beta! Please join me in welcoming our newest brother, Manny Delgado!"
Cheers and shouts filled the air.
Through the cacophony, Claire turned to Manny and whispered, "Why is Brad talking like he saw us in there? Surely he didn't have a chance to watch the whole recording."
"It wasn't just a recording, it was a livestream," Manny whispered back. "Brad and a few other brothers were watching from the beginning. Then as the other brothers finished their initiations, they got to watch too."
Claire's stomach dropped. It shouldn't have made a difference whether the brothers had watched her live or in the future, but somehow, it did.
"So all of these young men saw me having sex with you?"
"Yeah, probably. At least parts of it," Manny confirmed nonchalantly.
Claire didn't understand how Manny could be so cavalier about this. Sure, she'd mostly forgotten about the camera in her drugged-and-sexed-up state, but Manny clearly hadn't.
"How are you not afraid that this will get out? End up on the internet? What if someone else in our family sees?"
"They won't," Manny reassured her. "Any brother who tries to upload it will be banned from the frat for life. It's LDB property now."
Claire didn't share Manny's confidence, but there was nothing she could do about it. The pair didn't have the opportunity to talk further anyway, as they were soon rushed by congratulatory LDB brothers. Manny was the man of the hour, receiving endless handshakes, claps on the back, and acclamations of praise.
Claire received plenty of attention too, but most of the brothers seemed shy as they approached her... unsure how to interact with the much-older girlfriend who'd fucked for them on camera. She was a celebrity.
Claire took their awed awkwardness in stride, smiling wide and laughing cheerfully. She enjoyed their attention, truly, but that only worsened her sense of disconnect. What she'd done that evening was horrible by any measure... and yet her shame remained conspicuously absent. Claire suspected she'd simply minimized her guilt by blaming others--Manny, the pressure of the initiation, the drugs--but what would happen when she couldn't evade her shame any longer? Claire was terrified she'd return home to find the weight of responsibility crashing onto her shoulders... and be unable to bear it.
But as the brothers continued to shyly approach, Claire found her excitement returning. These young men were fascinated by her, amazed by her. She had given them an experience few men their age had received... and they wanted more. Not of Claire's body--she'd already shared plenty of that--but her essence.
And so, group by group, Claire indulged her new fans. She received another hand kiss from Brad. A respectful nod from Alexander. A high five from Adam. When Martin, the awkward red-head, took his turn, Claire was unable to resist pulling him into a hug and whispering into his ear.
"Manny lied. I'm actually forty-seven."
Claire then winked, leaving Martin standing open-mouthed.
After Manny and Claire finished their circuit, a round of drinks were passed around the room--Claire declined hers--as Brad toasted the new brothers of LDB. There were cheers, clinking glasses, and a final short speech by Brad that Claire barely registered.
And then, the night was over. Brothers wished each other farewell, slowly drifting out of the house.
"Wait, it's over? You guys aren't sticking around to celebrate?" Claire asked, unsure if she was grateful or disappointed.
"Like I said, LDB isn't your typical frat. We don't party just to party. We have fun, sure, but it's fun with a purpose. Fun that expands the mind."
Claire didn't understand the appeal of a frat without partying, but of the night's experiences she didn't understand, this was amongst the most minor. Regardless, Manny had already moved on.
"Shall I escort you back to my dorm, m'lady?" Manny asked, channeling his inner Casanova.
While Claire was still uncertain how she felt towards Manny, she was thankful for the return to normalcy. This was the Manny that Claire knew. The one she could accept without feeling conflicted. And if Claire was being honest with herself, her body still yearned to be touched, thanks to her earlier illicit consumption.
Claire accepted Manny's offered arm, departing the house the same way she'd approached it.
The two of them walked in silence, before Manny finally spoke up.
"You're not mad at me, are you, Claire?"
"I don't know what I am," Claire admitted. "But you used me tonight, Manny. I think at the very least, you owe me an apology."
"You're right," Manny replied. "I'm sorry, Claire. I'm sorry for keeping you in the dark for so long. But it was worth it, right? You really seemed to enjoy yourself... with me, I mean."
Claire knew she couldn't deny it. She'd been too open. Shared her pleasure too freely.
"I did, but Manny, that makes it even worse. We're family, for crying out loud."
"The body wants what the body wants," Manny shrugged. "It's not like we're blood-related. And this is something that can stay just between us. Nobody else in the family needs to ever know."
Claire shook her head. "On that, at least, we agree."
They walked a bit further, then Manny asked a question that had likely been burning inside him for a while. "Do you think we might be able to do this again sometime?"
Claire stopped cold.
"Manny, I can't change the past. But you need to put all thoughts of an 'again' out of your head. There is no 'again'. You're lucky there was even a once."
Manny didn't argue. He simply nodded and voiced an okay. Claire restarted their walk.
The rest of the trip was a blur. Manny rambled on about LDB while Claire's attention was divided mostly between her still-sensitized body and her thoughts. Claire at last began to feel tendrils of shame worm their way into her brain... but interwoven with those tendrils were memories of pleasure.
Claire looked at Manny and saw an overweight teenager who'd disgustingly manipulated his way into having sex with her... but also as a well-endowed tempter who'd broken her free from decades of self-imposed restraints. He was both Claire's defiler and her liberator.
With wry amusement, the thought occurred to Claire that Phil had openly crushed on Gloria for years, yet she'd been the one to stray by fucking Gloria's son. Whatever else the future held, she certainly couldn't fault Phil for his wandering attentions anymore.
"Well, Claire, I guess this is it," Manny said, turning towards her.
Claire looked around in surprise. They'd made it back to Manny's dorm without her realizing.
Manny leaned in to kiss her, but Claire turned her head at the last second, offering her cheek instead of her lips. Manny planted the kiss anyway.
"Thanks for tonight, Claire. All of it. I hope this doesn't make things more awkward, but I'm glad you were my first. You really are a beautiful woman."
Claire was too drained to reprimand Manny anymore. She reluctantly accepted his compliment.
"Thanks, Manny. Congrats on your initiation. Goodnight."
Then before Manny could drag things out further, Claire abruptly turned and left for the parking garage.
She texted Phil that she was leaving, then began her trip home. Adrenaline continued to course through Claire's veins, despite her growing exhaustion. Adam's mind-expanders were clearly still affecting her.
Phil was waiting for her in the kitchen, excited to hear all about her adventure, but Claire cut him off with a passionate kiss. As they had sex--Phil oblivious to Manny's seed still inside her--Claire realized as much as she loved her husband, as good of a lover as he was... their sex still fell short of her experience earlier that evening.
As Phil approached his finish, Claire's mind wasn't on him... but Manny.
What had Manny done to her?
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Anyone who's lived in suburbia long enough has experienced a neighborhood feud. For every ten well-adjusted families, there's at least one disruptive one. Sometimes that disruption comes from untreated mental issues. Sometimes there's discord within a family that pulls in everyone around them; toxic black holes consuming all within their orbit. Sometimes it's just drugs.
Our neighbor problem was much more straightforward: they were inconsiderate assholes. And not even all of them. Just the sons.
My wife, Melissa, and I had lived in our house almost ten years when our problem neighbors moved in. Our neighborhood was solidly middle-class but located in a rapidly-growing city. Our house had doubled in value compared to what we'd bought it for, thanks to the sudden influx of wealthy outsiders taking advantage of the area's low cost of living. As nice as the increase sounded, though, the gain was only theoretical unless we sold. And then we'd be stuck with the problem of paying for another house that had also skyrocketed in price.
While Melissa and I ultimately elected to stay put, the turnover rate of families within the neighborhood crept higher each year. The house across from us changed ownership once, the one to our left went through three hands, and the one to our right--the one with the asshole sons--was on its fourth family. Little wonder neighborhood cohesion was at an all-time low. Nobody stuck around.
We'd had no problems with any of these other neighbors. Even when Asshole Sons moved in, they seemed fine at first, mostly keeping to themselves. For a brief period, I even felt sorry for them. Through some internet sleuthing, Melissa discovered they'd transplanted over from the new-money part of town, apparently unable to keep up with the rapidly rising costs. It was just the two adult sons and their mom though--whoever Dad was, he was apparently no longer in the picture. My sympathy swelled: I couldn't imagine supporting a family of three on just one income.
At least, I assumed it was one income.
The sons appeared to be in their early twenties, but if they had full time jobs, it was news to me. What seemed more likely is they were comfortable leeching off Mom and were unwilling or unable to step up themselves.
Not to say that the sons were slobs who stayed at home all day. Quite the opposite. Both clearly spent significant time in the gym, rocking physiques that came only from a combination of good genes and regular workouts. They were also social animals, frequently coming home in the early morning hours, bass thumping from their Mustangs and BMWs--yes, plural. Despite being a three-family home, they owned at least five cars.
These cars were where the trouble first started. All the neighborhood houses had two-car garages, although many families, ours included, used the garages as extra storage space. The arrangement had always worked well for Melissa and me; I'd let her park in the driveway while I curbside-parked in front of our house. I technically could park next to her, but it was a tight fit. Much easier to use the street.
Unfortunately, the sons took that option away soon after they'd moved in. I arrived home from work to find one of their BMWs sitting in my usual spot. While it was annoying--especially because they had an open spot in front of their own house--I didn't pay it much mind, instead carefully pulling in next to Melissa's Nissan.
But after the second, then the third, day in a row of the same situation, I'd had enough. Why were the neighbors squatting on my spot when they had a perfectly good spot in front of their own house? I briefly considered taking that spot myself, returning the favor, but ultimately dismissed it for the childish urge it was.
Instead, I went directly to the neighbor's house and knocked on their door. I half expected not to receive a response at all, but the younger son eventually answered. He looked like he'd come straight from the gym, wearing a black tank-top and grey sweatpants.
"Hey."
What a way to greet someone, I thought.
"Hey. I'm Mark. I live next door," I said, pointing at the house for emphasis.
"Ah cool," the son nodded.
I waited for him to share his own name to complete the introduction, but after it became apparent the son wasn't following the usual script, I pressed ahead.
"Hey, so it's not a big deal, but I wanted to come over and ask directly. Not sure if it's your car or your brother's, but the one in front of our house is parked where I normally park. It's been there a few days now, and I notice you have a free spot in front of your own house. Would you guys mind keeping it there instead?"
The son looked at the car then at me.
"Why?"
I clamped down on my rising annoyance. "Well, for one, it's the polite thing to do. But two, it would be easier for you guys anyway. Less distance to walk."
"Actually, it's about the same if you take the sidewalk. Mom doesn't want us cutting through the grass."
The son paused, but I couldn't tell if he'd finished talking or if he was thinking. After I remained silent for a few seconds, the son finally followed up.
"But yeah. It's my brother's car. I'll pass it on."
"Thanks," I said, glad that I'd gotten somewhere at last. "Like I said, it's not a big deal, just a bit of a hassle. Didn't want it to grow into anything more."
"Yeah."
"Well, it was nice to meet you," I said, still uncertain if I'd been speaking to a person or a rock.
***
Unfortunately, my conversation did not yield the hoped-for results. Days passed and the BMW remained. I finally shared my frustrations with Melissa, as well as the action I'd taken to resolve the situation.
My wife understood my annoyance, but she didn't share it.
"You can take the driveway. And if they're still in front of our house tomorrow, I'll take the open spot in front of theirs. I'm not afraid to be petty."
"No, I'm not gonna make you do that. I'll just be extra careful pulling into the driveway so you have enough room to back out clearly."
"Oh no, Mark. You've put yourself out enough about this already. Let's try it my way. At least for a week. Besides, I think it's kind of funny that we'll both be parking in front of the other's houses. That's some next-level absurdity."
So, that's what we did. And for the next week, it worked spectacularly, so we kept doing it. To be clear, it didn't solve the sons' other asshole behavior: loud music, leaving trash in their yard that inevitably made its way into ours, and so on, but those other issues were somehow easier to ignore.
But then, the sons fucked it all up again. Melissa came home one day and found they had pulled one of their Mustangs out of their driveway and parked it in 'her' usual spot in front of their house. They had taken every available spot in front of BOTH houses.
"Okay, they have to be doing this on purpose now," I'd said when I'd learned of this latest development.
"Oh, one hundred percent they are," Melissa echoed. "How is their mom okay with them behaving like this? My mom would have torn me a new one if she'd caught me being so disrespectful."
"Honestly, their mom is probably so overwhelmed with being a single parent that she doesn't have the energy to be a disciplinarian too. She likely gave up a long time ago."
"Yeah, maybe... but now she's got two assholes living with her. And it's not just her problem anymore, it's our problem now too."
A look I was well-familiar with passed over Melissa's face.
"Uh oh, you're planning something, aren't you?"
Melissa grinned. "Maybe. But let's give them one more chance before I bring out Monster Melisssa. Let's pay them another in-person visit this weekend. Maybe they'll be more receptive if I come too. Soothe them with my feminine charm."
"That sounds like code for flirting," I said, eyebrow raised.
"It's not, but if hey, if they think it is and it works, are you gonna complain?" Melissa asked.
"Not if you show me the real thing afterwards," I winked.
"Uh huh. Cook dinner this weekend for me, and we'll talk about you getting some of my charm."
"Oh, I'll cook you dinner, don't worry about that. I've already bought everything I need. It'll be the finest Italian--DiGiorno, I think it's called?" I declared confidently.
My wife rested her head in her hands and sighed.
***
That Saturday afternoon, Melissa and I put our plan into action. While the actual encounter was expected to be straightforward, Melissa needed an extra boost first. A natural introvert, Melissa was very conflict-avoidant with those she didn't know well. And so, she opted for some liquid courage: three shots tossed back in rapid succession--enough to leave her pleasantly buzzed without reaching full intoxication.
Once Melissa confirmed she'd begun feeling the effects, we crossed over to the neighbor's house. On the way, it occurred to me that Melissa had picked quite the flattering outfit for the encounter: a form-fitted t-shirt and athletic shorts that excellently showcased her lower half. Intentional or not, she'd certainly catch the brothers' attention.
Arriving at the neighbors' door, we knocked and waited, me growing increasingly suspicious that this effort was a waste of time. But again, I was surprised. The door opened, the older brother answering this time. He wore sweatpants like his younger brother had, but opted for a t-shirt rather than a tank top.
Melissa and I had discussed the different ways we could approach the conversation depending on who greeted us and what their demeanor was. We agreed that being welcomed inside held the best odds of success. Have an extended conversation that would be harder to forget or dismiss.
"Ayo. What's good?"
The older brother had attended the same school of etiquette as his younger sibling, it seemed.
"Hey there!" Melissa opened cheerfully, seemingly oblivious to the brother's tactless opener. "We haven't met yet, but we're your neighbors! I'm Melissa. This is my husband, Mark. What's your name?"
"Gabe."
"Well, it's very nice to meet you, Gabe," Melissa smiled, turning up her charm. "And I think Mark met your brother earlier but didn't catch his name. What was it?"
"Jordan."
"Ah, got it. Gabe and Jordan. It slipped my husband's mind to ask the first time. Sorry if that seemed rude. We're nice people, I promise."
"Sure," Gabe shrugged, as he stared off into the distance somewhere behind us.
An awkward pause lingered until Melissa pressed forward again.
"Hey, Gabe. Would you mind if we came inside for a minute? There's something that Mark and I wanted to talk to you guys about."
"Oh. What?"
Melissa somehow kept her cheery disposition, which must have taken a herculean effort. I could barely bite my tongue by this point. Were these brothers actually stupid or was it part of their gym-bro act?
"We'd prefer to talk about it inside if that's okay. Or if it's not a good time, we can come back later."
Gabe looked back and forth between us. "Nah, it's cool."
Without another word, he turned and went inside, leaving the door open.
"Oh. Well, I guess we'll just go on in then," Melissa said to me, then pressed forward.
The neighbor's house was surprisingly clean and well kept. I couldn't decide what was more likely: that the sons' mom also acted as their maid... or the sons actually helped out around the house. Either way, it was the most responsibility I'd seen from the family.
Upon entering, we found ourselves in the house's living room. Jordan, the younger brother, was busy playing Shadow Battalion: Zero Hour, a first-person shooter game, completely unconcerned that two near-strangers had entered his house.
Gabe paused next to the couch, then about-faced towards us.
"So. What's up?"
Melissa looked at me for reassurance, faltering despite the alcohol swimming through her veins.
I took the cue and stepped in. "Is your guys' mom here by any chance?"
"Nah. She's out," Gabe replied with an Indifferent shrug.
"Will she be back soon?"
"I dunno. Maybe. Probably not."
Jesus, this was like pulling teeth.
Before I could say something that I'd regret, Melissa found her courage.
"It's fine, we can talk with you guys," Melissa smiled. "You're actually probably who we should talk with anyway."
Gabe returned his attention to Melissa but said nothing. After an awkward pause, my wife continued.
"So, we noticed you guys own quite a few cars. Super cool, but it's created a bit of a parking situation."
Melissa went on to explain how the brothers' careless parking had made our own parking more difficult.
She closed with a much friendlier plea than I would have given:
"So, we love that you guys are here living next to us, and we know that you wouldn't do anything on purpose to make our lives harder. So, could you please leave a spot open for us in front of our house? You've got so many other places to choose from."
The corner of Gabe's mouth pulled back in a one-sided smirk.
"Sure."
Melissa's brain short-circuited; she'd clearly not expected to secure such an easy agreement. "Oh! Really? Well, okay then. Great!"
But as Melissa turned towards me to celebrate her accomplishment, Gabe added a clarification.
"Sure. I'll keep a spot open in front of your house. But I want something in return."
Melissa's expression flattened. "What?"
"A kiss."
I laughed. I couldn't help it. Gabe's deadpan delivery, the absurdity of the request itself. It had to be a joke.
"Sorry, man, I'm not into guys," I deadpanned back, pretending I'd been the target of his request.
"Not you. Her," Gabe said, pointing squarely at my wife.
A chuckle escaped Melissa's mouth, echoing mine--only hers carried a nervous undertone.
"You're joking, right?"
Gabe shrugged. "Seems like an easy trade to make. A few quick seconds and you get your parking back."
Melissa shook her head. "Look, I don't know if this is your way of messing with us, but it's not funny. Or nice."
Melissa's voice had risen with her last few words, showcasing a steel I'd rarely witnessed from her. She'd even caught the attention of the younger brother, Jordan, who'd abandoned his game to watch the scene unfold.
Despite Melissa's no-nonsense tone, Gabe remained unfazed.
"Okay, it's cool. Parking stays the way it is then though."
"You... you're really not gonna give us our spot back? What kind of asshole..."
"Hold on," I interjected. I shared Melissa's annoyance, but I was well acquainted with this type of personality--the reactions Gabe elicited with his antisocial behavior would only further his own amusement. If my wife and I were going to get our parking spot back, we'd need a different approach.
While Melissa and Gabe had been going back and forth, my eye lingered on the TV. For some reason, the game Jordan was playing called to me... planting the seed of an idea into my brain. By the time Melissa was beginning to blow up, that idea unfurled in a single glorious blossom.
"Gabe," I said, keeping my tone polite but firm. "We're not exchanging a kiss for a parking spot that should have been ours to begin with. And frankly, you should be ashamed for asking. But we might have a counteroffer. Do you mind if I have a moment to talk something over with my wife?"
Gabe shrugged.
I turned to Melissa and began whispering in her ear. After I'd finished explaining my plan, she hesitated, then shook her head.
"It's never gonna work," she whispered. "I trust you know what you're doing, but even if it works out like that, he's not gonna follow-through. He WANTS to be a jerk."
"Let me worry about the follow-through," I reassured. "I just want him to commit. Are you okay with this though? I'm confident in my chances, but I know it's not really cool to offer you up like that."
"No, it's fine," Melissa replied quickly. "I think it's a hilarious idea. Gabe could use some humbling. And even worst-case scenario, it'll be over with fast. Rolling three shots deep, I'll hardly even notice."
I laughed, but then Melissa continued whispering. "I don't even know why he wants a kiss anyway. We're like a decade older than him. And there's no way I'm his type. Is it just an ego thing?"
I considered. My wife had been a late bloomer; growing up, she was regularly bullied and shunned by those who viewed themselves her social superior. From her stories, I gathered that young Melissa was awkward and ungainly, a plain brunette with an oversized nose and chin that led to her being stuck with the cruel nickname "Ms. Butterface".
She still maintained the same features today, but she'd grown into them, finding both the look and the confidence that transformed her 'flawed' appearance into a genuine unconventional attractiveness. When I first met her, I never even considered that someone might find her unique facial features off-putting.
Of course, it didn't hurt that Melissa had one of the best asses I'd ever seen; it was so impressively full that the first time we met, I couldn't stop staring at it. My mind simply couldn't grasp its proportions and had to keep checking to confirm its existence.
To be sure, unusual appearance or not, my wife was hot. While I was shocked at the brazen nature of Gabe's request, his desire was perfectly understandable. But for Melissa, a woman who associated Gabe's type with her school bullies that belittled her appearance so thoroughly, it must have seemed exceptionally odd.
"It could be an ego thing," I agreed. "But don't sell yourself short. If I were in his shoes, I'd probably like a kiss too."
"You're just saying that because you're my husband," Melissa said.
"I'm not, but I'm not gonna work to convince you of something that's just objectively true. But you're on board with my idea then? You're sure? We don't have to do this if you've got doubts."
But Melissa didn't back down.
"No. Let's do it. Humble the prick."
Breaking from our huddle, I presented our offer to Gabe.
"Okay, Gabe. Your request was wildly inappropriate, and as I said before, you should be ashamed of yourself for even asking. We're not agreeing to that exchange, and that's final. But in a show of good will, Melissa and I are willing to meet you halfway."
I paused, ensuring I had Gabe's full attention.
"Let's make a bet out of it. I see your brother's playing Shadow Battalion. I'll challenge you to a match. Just you and me, one v one. Game type of your choice. If I win, you and your brother both give up the parking spot. If you win, you both get to kiss my wife."
Offering the kiss to both brothers wasn't ideal, but it was the only way I'd ensure that both brothers kept the spot free.
Gabe didn't hesitate in his answer. "Yeah? Legit? Let's duel it out then, neighbie."
Then, shamelessly, he looked at Melissa and winked. "We're gettin' those kisses, baby girl, don't you worry."
Melissa was too perplexed to offer a reply. I, however, was not.


"Listen, Gabe, I'm sure that kind of talk might impress girls your age--some of them, anyway--but my wife's not some wide-eyed high-schooler that's gonna swoon for the first guy who tries to sweet-talk her. The only way you're 'gettin that kiss' is if you beat me. So, better bring your A-game."
Gabe made an 'A' with his hands, then turned to his younger brother. "Aight, Jordan, pass that controller and grab the spare. I'm about to get us some housewife-lovin'."
Melissa put her hands on her hips indignantly. "Housewife? I'm the main breadwinner, thank you very much."
A justified retort, but unfortunately for my wife, neither brother was listening.
Jordan ended his campaign instantly without bothering to reach the next checkpoint. He was clearly much more interested in the prospect of kissing my wife than in the progress of his game.
After Jordan passed me the extra controller, Gabe and I settled in on the couch, our plus-ones taking chairs on either side. Gabe set up the match, entering versus mode and swiping through the various gameplay options: Duel, Sudden Death, Flashpoint...
He paused on Bastion Defense.
"Yeah. Yeah, this one. Single full round. Winner is who gets more objectives secured, tiebreaker is who gets them faster."
I tried not to let my anticipation get the better of me. I knew I'd be a bit rusty playing Shadow Battalion, but Bastion Defense had been one of my strongest game-types when I was active. It was the perfect arena for me to ease back into it.
"Works for me."
We confirmed the selection, randomized the map (Meltdown), chose our weapon loadouts, and began.
I had offense first.
My mind raced as my avatar loaded within the map. How experienced was Gabe? Would I be better served by a direct assault or a less typical approach?
On a hunch, I beelined for the contested area... but halted just before I entered firefight range. I didn't know if Gabe had set any traps, but if he was trying to pull a fast one on me, there were a few spots that opportunists liked to camp...
I pulled a grenade and lobbed a Hail Mary up towards the sky.
My instincts were rewarded moments later.
"Bro, what the FUCK!?" Gabe exclaimed, as the game simultaneously displayed the kill confirmation on-screen: PLAYER 2 FRAGGED PLAYER 1.
I kept silent, but I was grinning as I sprinted into the defense area, beginning the lockdown count.
Upon respawn, Gabe raced headlong towards me, his first shots coming from the most straightforward and predictable approach. Again, I'd anticipated this and ended his counterattack with a quick burst of gunfire.
PLAYER 2 TOOK DOWN PLAYER 1.
"Nah, bro, this is some BULLSHIT," Gabe groused loudly.
"Hell yeah, Mark!" Melissa cheered from beside me, building my confidence even further.
The game confirmed my initial victory seconds later: "Objective One secured. Unlocking Objective Two."
Bastion Defense had three total areas. The first two tended to favor the offensive team while the last favored the defense. If I could manage to take all three in the very first round, I'd secure myself a strong start that would be difficult for Gabe to match.
As we raced towards the new objective, I hoped to capture it as quickly as the first one, maintaining my momentum. Knowing that Gabe would likely be wary of further grenade attacks, I opted for a new strategy, switching my loadout for a sniper rifle. It was a risky choice, as I'd be severely disadvantaged if I couldn't secure a quick kill, but I trusted that Gabe being off-balance would give me the edge I'd need.
My instincts proved correct again. As I approached the second arena, I saw that Gabe had initiated a more active defense, sprinting around the objective's perimeter, hoping to get the drop on me. Whatever Gabe's faults, he didn't seem to be screen watching me, otherwise he would have realized he was racing straight into my sights.
There was a whipcrack followed by a confirmation: PLAYER 2 HEADSHOTTED PLAYER 1.
"Dude," Gabe said matter-of-factly, his earlier frustration replaced by an indignant acceptance.
As he respawned, I began the capture countdown, sparing a moment to accept a high-five from Melissa.
To his credit, Gabe learned from his earlier mistake and took a more cautious approach to contest the objective. Lobbing flashbangs from a distance to disorient me, he stepped out from cover just long enough to fire off a few shots where he'd expected me to be. Unfortunately for Gabe, I was not there, abandoning the objective just long enough to pop up to his side and place a bullet through his avatar's heart.
PLAYER 2 MERC'D PLAYER 1.
"Bro, how? You gotta be watching my screen or some shit."
I wasn't, but I didn't feel the need to defend myself. Gabe's tone indicated he was just venting rather than offering a true accusation.
I returned to the objective, finished the countdown, and then we were off to the final area.
This was always the trickiest objective to secure. If I could pull it off, my victory in the bet was all-but-assured. Gabe, well-aware his back was against the wall, locked in. He adjusted himself on the couch, perching himself as if he were preparing for a sprint.
Unfortunately, the luck that had carried me through the first two objectives abandoned me for the third. I returned to my Hail-Mary grenade again, but it backfired: missing Gabe entirely and revealing my location prematurely. Gabe raced up on me, and before I could react, ended my streak with a few well-placed shots to the torso.
PLAYER 1 OBLITERATED PLAYER 2.
"Hell yeah! Now that's more like it!" Gabe said, turning towards me, victorious grin on his face.
"Big talk from someone who just got his first kill," I replied, refusing to be rattled.
But it quickly became apparent the tide had turned. Gabe continued to fend off my approaches, the clock steadily ticking down as I died again and again and again.
PLAYER 1 ENDED PLAYER 2. PLAYER 1 FLAMED PLAYER 2. PLAYER 1 TRIGGERED PLAYER 2'S LIFE INSURANCE PAYOUT.
When the round ended, I hadn't even come close to capturing the third point. It seemed that while my understanding of Shadow Battalion exceeded Gabe's, his reflexes were simply better than mine. When it came to a straightforward shootouts, I was at a clear disadvantage. For the second round, I'd need to rely on experience rather than ability if I wanted to win.
We switched roles and were thrust back in.
At first, it seemed I'd regained some of my luck. I held off Gabe's initial attack with a cleverly-placed mine combo. But he retaliated smoothly, rushing me too quickly for a meaningful response, knocking me off the objective. He fended off my clumsy retake attempt, and the first objective was his.
The second objective went similarly: I managed an initial stand, but then Gabe returned with a vengeance, effortlessly securing himself the second point.
If I were unable to hold him at the third, Gabe would win the bet. I wasn't sure what would be more humiliating: allowing him and his brother to kiss my wife in front of me... or losing after I'd been so confident of victory.
With desperation driving me, I prepared for the final showdown.
I took the first kill, ambushing Gabe from behind, a risky play that paid off. I took the second as well, getting lucky with a grenade bounce after an extended firefight. Events took a turn for the worse after Gabe killed me, but before he could secure the objective, I respawned and managed a lucky shot, knocking him back to the starting point.
A few close calls later and it was done. I had held the point. We were sitting 2-2. It all came down to the tiebreaker: total time spent to secure the points.
But as white-knuckled as I'd been on that final objective, the tiebreaker was never in doubt. I clinched it with a total time much faster than Gabe.
"Well, it was fun playing, Gabe, but looks like I'm the victor. You want us walk out with you while you move the car? Or wait for you to come back for a real goodbye?"
Gabe frowned. "Okay. Yeah. Fine. I'll move the car. But you got lucky. I want a rematch."
"I'll think about it," I shrugged. "But move your car first, and then we'll talk."
I expected Gabe to offer complain further, but he left without another word. Keys jangled from the other room, then Gabe crossed in front of us, passing through the door. A moment later, we heard the car's engine start, then draw closer.
"Hey, look at my husband, pulling out the win like that," Melissa purred sensually. She was clearly feeling the effects of her shot-trio; she didn't drink often, but when she did the evening usually ended with us making an early bed detour. Not that I was complaining: resolving our parking solution, then taking my wife for a spin in the sheets after? Talk about the perfect day. I felt unstoppable.
When Gabe re-entered the house, his expression was set in grim determination.
"About that rematch. Let's go again."
"I mean, I'm up for it, but I'm not sure my wife wants to hang out here while we keep going back and forth."
"What? She's part of it," Gabe said, staring at Melissa. "I said I was gettin' those kisses and I meant it. I just need another shot at the win. And I'm all warmed up now."
Melissa stared at Gabe. "You do realize Mark already won the bet, right? Like that chance has already come and gone."
"Okay, so we make a new bet then," Gabe replied. "We'll rematch and if I win, Jordan and I get to kiss you. What do you want if you win?"
I started to reply there was nothing else, that the time for bets was over, but Melissa answered first.
"If Mark wins, no more late-night pull-ups blaring music or leaving trash in the yard. Either yours or ours."
"Deal," Gabe agreed immediately, offering a handshake to Melissa.
She accepted it without hesitation.
As Gabe worked to reset the match, I pulled Melissa aside.
"Melissa, what are you doing? We don't need this. Why risk it? The last match was close."
But Melissa wasn't concerned at all. "Nah, you got this. When else are we gonna have a chance to get these assholes to start acting like real adults? Besides, I kinda want to see you humble him again."
"I mean, I'll do my best," I said. "But you know there's a real chance this will end with you having to kiss those assholes."
"Eh, I'd live. Just have to run home for some mouthwash after," Melissa replied dismissively before being overtaken by the sound of concern. "Wait, you wouldn't be mad at me, right? I just figured since the bet was your idea to begin with..."
"No, I wouldn't be mad. I know it wouldn't mean anything. Just surprised you're willing to risk it."
"Hey, my brother's ready if you are," Jordan interjected. As quiet as he'd been, I'd almost forgotten he was present... but it seemed he was as eager as Gabe for another shot at Melissa's lips.
Offering a reassuring pat to Melissa, I turned my attention back to the brothers. "Okay fine, rematch it is then. But just know that we're not gonna keep rematching until you win. If you want to beat me, better do it now."
"Oh, I will," Gabe reassured me.
We began.
It proved to be another close match. Gabe started on offense this time, quickly capturing the first two objectives and after a close-fought battle, secured the third as well, shutting me out. He and Jordan cheered obnoxiously, telling Melissa their victory was so close they could almost taste her.
Melissa offered a fake flirtatious wave followed immediately by an exaggerated sneer of disgust. Yet despite her apparent disdain for the young men's jeering, I sensed a part of her enjoyed it. Not because she found the jeering attractive, but because it served as long-overdue vindication of her difficult formative years: clean-cut muscled jocks could desire her. Just because her own jocks had not didn't make her undesirable status a universal truth.
Between my parking spot victory and the acquittal of Melissa's attractiveness, this bet had exceeded my wildest expectations. It was unfortunate that the second round itself was going against me. Unless I was struck with a miracle, it seemed I'd soon be witnessing our obnoxious neighbors getting personal with my wife.
But shockingly, the prospect didn't horrify me. Clearly Melissa had been comfortable with the risk, and I found myself becoming confusingly fixated on the idea. What would it be like to see my wife kissing these two strapping young men? Would I be disgusted? Entertained? Enraged? Curious? Maybe even... turned on?
Being aroused by my wife kissing other men should have been unthinkable. But the more I considered it, the less ridiculous it seemed. Would it be so wrong to have my wife be appreciated? To be shown how special she was? To be openly desired?
I realized a part of me wanted to lose this bet. And if I wasn't so concerned about letting Melissa down, I might have thrown the match.
In the end, though, my intention mattered little. Despite my best efforts, while I secured the first two objectives, I was unable to secure the third. The clock ran out; my mission failed.
Gabe had won.
"Oh hell yes! I told you that first match was just a fluke! Let's go!" Gabe cheered, letting out a victorious howl.
In the midst of Gabe and Jordan's celebrating, I turned to Melissa.
"Sorry. My luck ran out that round. Are you gonna be okay? If you don't want to follow through, I understand. I can try and offer them something else instead."
"No, it's okay. Really," Melissa said, laying a reassuring hand on my forearm. "I don't want to give them a reason to not live up to their parking spot agreement. But what about you? I don't want to cause any problems for us."
I reflected on my rapidly-evolving feelings about the imminent moment between Melissa and the brothers. Despite my misgivings, I opted for radical honesty.
"I'm okay with it," I confirmed. "And actually, full disclosure, I think the idea is kind of hot actually."
"Hot? Why?" Melissa questioned, although her tone carried surprise rather than disapproval.
"The fact that my wife's so attractive that even these brain-dead assholes can't help but want a kiss? What's not hot about that?"
Melissa looked at me strangely, but before she should discuss it further with me, Gabe swaggered over, intruding on our conversation.
"You ready? Don't go tryin' to put this off now. Deal's a deal."
Melissa sighed. Squeezing my hand, she stood and faced Gabe.
"All right. Let's get this over with."
But as Melissa began to lean in, Gabe cut her off.
"No quick peck. A kiss. A real one."
Melissa rolled her eyes, then resumed her approach.
Gabe grinned as my wife drew closer, savoring the imminent contact. Once she'd reached the point of no return, he bent towards her, his mouth seeking hers.
Their faces touched.
I'd expected Gabe to make the kiss a sloppy affair: a tongue-out, lip-smacking droolfest. But he was surprisingly reserved, savoring his taste of Melissa like a sommelier. Their kiss lasted one full second, then another. By the time Melissa finally pulled away, at least ten seconds had passed.
"Mmmm, bet you liked that, didn't ya?" Gabe said, his grin returning.
"In your dreams," Melissa replied, but I could see the flush spreading across her face and neck.
Gabe must have noticed her flush as well; his smirk didn't falter in the slightest. "All right, you got one down. Jordan, you're up next."
Gabe's brother rose from his chair and took the offered spot. He gazed unashamedly at Melissa's face.
"You're hot," he observed. Then, without waiting for Melissa to initiate, he claimed his prize.
Jordan's kiss lasted for as long as Gabe's had, but Jordan went even further: cupping Melissa's head with his hand, pulling her against him. Melissa allowed it, their lips pressing together in what seemed to be mutual appreciation. But at last, Melissa broke away, looking even redder than before.
"Wow," Jordan said, staring at my wife as if truly seeing her for the first time.
Melissa stepped back. "Okay, boys, that takes care of it. We lived up to our deal."
"Yeah..." Gabe started speaking, but Jordan interrupted with a line of his own.
"Let's go again. I want to play this time."
Melissa laughed incredulously, looking at me to gauge my reaction.
Whoever I'd been before this visit, I was no longer that same man. Watching the two brothers salivate over Melissa had awoken something within me, a latent instinct that had already grown exponentially in power. All the emotions I'd expected to feel were indeed there--the jealousy, the curiosity, the arousal--but to a degree that surpassed all expectations. My heart was racing, my mind swirling, and most telling, my cock stiffening.
Whatever our original intent, this meeting between us and the brothers was quickly evolving into something else.
As my wife stared at me, seeking guidance, I seized the initiative.
"Okay. We'll play again. If I win, we want the same thing as before: no more late-night music or trash in the yard. What do you want?"
Jordan and Gabe looked at one another, then began a hurried whispered conversation I could only catch snippets of. When they separated, they stared at Melissa with the hungry anticipation of a shark.
"We want to touch her ass."
Melissa groaned in exasperation. "Really guys? You're really gonna make all your bets about me? Show some originality."
"You've got a great ass," Gabe shrugged, as if that explained everything.
"Whatever. Fine by me. It won't matter anyway, because Mark's gonna get his revenge this time. Right, dear?"
"Oh absolutely," I replied much more confidently than I felt.
"We'll see," Jordan mused.
With Jordan in the gaming seat, his brother off to his side, the match was reset once more. The new face-off had begun.
I quickly realized Jordan was better than his brother. He had the same hair-trigger reflexes but with better instincts. He took the first objective from me with ease, followed quickly by the second, although I got lucky at the third, managing to hold him for half the remaining time before he finally dethroned me there as well.
Gabe cheered at the round's finish. Jordan didn't join his brother's exultation, but instead stared pointedly at my wife, raising his eyebrows appraisingly.
Melissa, never one to give up, leaned towards me and whispered, "Don't worry, I'll make sure you win this round. When I get you the chance you need, just be ready to take it, okay?"
I nodded slightly, not wanting to make the brothers suspicious. As high as the brothers were off their own egos, the chance was small, but caution never hurt.
My turn on offense began poorly. Jordan fended off my initial attacks, and while I finally secured the first objective, it burned up precious time I could hardly afford to waste. The fight for the second objective went similarly; by the time I locked it down, I lagged greatly behind Jordan's run. I didn't know what Melissa could possibly do to help me win, but whatever she had planned, she'd need to implement it fast. It would take a miracle for me to win.
As if reading my mind, as I pressed in on the third objective, Melissa stood from her chair, turning to the brothers.
"Hey guys, check this out," she said, reaching for the bottom of her shirt. In a single motion, she pulled both it and her bra up to her shoulders, flashing the room.
The brothers' jaws dropped as their eyes locked onto my wife's exposed breasts.
Having anticipated the opportunity, I took immediate advantage, rushing to Jordan's avatar and knifing him in the neck. In Shadow Battalion, dying by knife was penalized with a longer respawn time; it was a crippling handicap Jordan could ill-afford. By the time he'd realized he'd been duped, it was too late. I locked down the third objective with a total time just shy of Jordan's.


I'd taken the third match.
"No, that's bullshit. That's cheating!" Jordan protested, alternating between gesturing towards the TV and towards my wife, who'd lowered her shirt and retaken her chair next to me.
"You're really gonna complain that you got to see my tits?" Melissa shot back, wearing a smug grin.
It appeared I wasn't the only one showing new sides this afternoon. Between the alcohol, the flirty attention, and her desire to see the brothers humbled, Melissa wasn't shamed in the slightest by her exposure. Not that I minded; after all, Melissa's newfound exhibitionism was fanning the flames of my own arousal.
I was unable to resist goading the brothers further. "Yeah, I think you guys came out even further ahead than if you'd won the bet. So, you're welcome. But we do still expect you to live up to your end of the bargain."
Jordan shook his head. "Fine. But we're going again. No cheating this time."
"Again? You guys can't keep wanting to go again just because you lose. What do you even have left to offer?" I pointed out.
Jordan looked at Gabe. After a quick dialogue, they shared their proposal.
"You win, we'll mow your lawn the rest of the year. If we win, she's gotta blow us."
"Oh, grow up," Melissa said, rolling her eyes. "Do you all ever stop thinking with your penises?"
The brothers simply stared, unfazed by my wife's chastisement. They had committed to their choice.
"Give us a minute to talk it over," I finally replied, taking Melissa into a sidebar.
"I can't believe them," my wife said, shaking her head.
"Well, you did flash them your boobs," I pointed out. "Can't say they're entirely out of line anymore."
That earned me a raised eyebrow. "Whose side are you on?"
"Yours, of course. Just making an observation," I offered. "But I agree, they're asking for too much."
"So what's our counter-offer?"
I considered. "Well, we know they definitely have an angle. One they're not likely to deviate from. But I've got an idea. Let's stick with the blowjob-theme, but instead of you blowing them, you blow me. Just in front of them."
Even in Melissa's altered state, I wasn't sure if she'd go for this, but she surprised me. "Yeah, I could agree to that. Hopefully it won't be necessary, but that's a much better scenario just in case we lose. Still awkward as hell, and I doubt I'll be able to look the brothers in the eye after, but it is better."
"I can also ask to play Gabe instead of Jordan. I think I have better odds against him."
"Okay, smart. I do have one last request though. If you win, instead of them mowing the lawn, can you think of something else instead? Since you're the only one who mows the lawn, it won't really benefit me that much."
"That's fair. I just figured you'd want them in the house as little as possible. What if we stick with the lawn mowing, and I'll use my extra time to help with laundry and dinner?"
"Deal," Melissa said, smiling. "But just worry about dinner. Don't forget what happened last time you did my laundry."
"Hey now, it's not my fault that I didn't know that Merino wool needed the cold cycle."
"Uh huh..." Melissa nodded, exaggerated just enough to reveal her true feelings. "But let's get on with it. I want to see you knock the brothers down another peg."
I obliged, presenting our modified bet terms to the brothers. They surprisingly agreed, with only one caveat:
"You play me, not Gabe," Jordan said, grinning. "You and me still need to play a fair game."
I didn't love the idea, but seeing as they'd accepted Melissa blowing me instead of them as their victory prize, I didn't have much leeway for pushback.
"You're on."
Match four was soon underway.
Unfortunately, I was hopelessly outgunned. While I'd managed to hold my own against Jordan the first time, he obliterated me in the rematch. Not even another distraction from Melissa would have tipped the scales; the competition was so lopsided she didn't even bother trying. Jordan's victory was total.
It was time to pay up.
Surprisingly there was no jeering. Jordan simply set his controller down, Gabe shifted in his chair, the two facing us. Silence reigned.
In the midst of the heavy stillness, the full terms of the bet settled onto my shoulders.
"Well, shit," Melissa said, mirroring my own feelings.
"So, how you two gonna do this?" Jordan asked, his voice oddly flat.
I looked towards Melissa. She was as thrown by the turn of events as I was. My loss had always been a possibility, sure, but at the time the bet was made, the stakes were merely theoretical.
Now they were factual.
What gave me the most pause wasn't showing off Melissa's cock-sucking skills, it was my own imminent nudity. I'd never been serviced with an audience before, much less a male one. The thought of bearing myself in the presence of other men, especially assholes like these brothers, was an experience I was utterly unprepared for. I wasn't concerned about my size, but size was only one factor that might invite judgment and commentary. I was secure in every other aspect of my life but simply lacked the experience to be confident in this scenario.
But I wasn't a man who reneged on his deals. The only question was how I might ease my discomfort.
My mind worked quickly.
"How about this?" I said, tentatively putting forth the first wild idea that I'd conjured. "We've done four rounds total. We've won twice and you've won twice. Let's have one last match. A final showdown. If we win, we get the lawn mowed like with the last bet. If you win.... Well, I'll let Melissa set those terms. I'll go along with whatever she offers."
Melissa stared at me, thrown by my open-ended permission. "Well, fuck, way to put the pressure on me, Mark. I'm not gonna be able to come up with anything on the spot like this. Ugh. Fuck it. If you guys win, I'll blow you. Just stick with what's already been suggested."
Melissa's suggestion was given with harried nonchalance. The same tone she used when she couldn't settle on which restaurant to order from. But I knew my wife. She wouldn't have agreed to those terms if she wasn't okay with them.
It seemed Melissa had become as interested in pushing boundaries as I had.
I turned to the brothers. "There you go boys. Sound good?"
The brothers nodded solemnly. It seemed the prospect of having my wife sucking them off had given them a new level of self-discipline.
"But what about her blowing you? You still have to do that," Gabe pointed out.
"You're right," I agreed. "I was thinking we'd do it as part of the final match. She'll suck me while we're playing. Make up for her distracting Jordan earlier. But, to make things more fair, Gabe, let me play against you. And to help with my self-consciousness, would you guys mind stripping down too? I don't want to be the only guy with his dick out."
The brothers exchanged looks. "Yeah. Okay."
I shouldn't have been surprised by their willingness to join me in my nudity, but I was. No doubt they were eager to show off their bodies in my wife's presence, but still: getting naked in front of your neighbors? That's gotta be uncomfortable no matter the context. Either the brothers were more free-spirited than I'd expected, or they were thinking with their dicks rather than their brains.
Without waiting for me, the brothers began to strip, shedding their shirts to reveal their muscled torsos. I jumped in too, not wanting to be left behind. But as I undressed, I noticed Melissa's gaze was firmly locked onto the brothers, her eyes scanning over their exposed bodies, then flickering downwards as they removed their sweatpants.
As the brothers hooked their fingers into their boxer briefs, they stared at Melissa... watching her watch them. Their hands moved... and then they were naked, both visibly at half-mast. The tension in the room changed immediately... and then heightened further as I revealed my own fully-aroused status to the room.
"Wow, I knew men liked video games, but I didn't realize you all liked them this much," Melissa said, finally breaking the silence.
The brothers and I were too wrapped up in our minds to banter back; without a word, we took our places to begin the final showdown round: me on the far-right seat of the couch, Gabe on the far-left, Jordan in his chair next to Gabe.
"Where do you want me?" Melissa asked, as if she was mid-photoshoot rather than about to blow me in front of our erect neighbors.
I could never have admitted it to my wife, but in that moment, my priorities had fully shifted. I no longer cared about the game or the bet. My only concern was the new dynamic in the room... and watching it play out. It was one of those rare moments where it felt like anything could happen.
"Get on the couch between Gabe and me," I said. "All fours, if you're cool with it."
Melissa shrugged casually, then followed my direction. The brothers' couch was long enough that she fit between us fine, but as she climbed onto her hands and knees, her ass still intruded into Gabe's personal space. Not that he seemed to mind. Sure, Melissa would block Gabe's view of her sucking, but it seemed a trade he was more than happy to make. Jordan, on the other hand, got the best of both worlds: line-of-sight to both Melissa's mouth and ass.
As everyone settled in place, Gabe reset the round. Melissa prepared as well, grasping my length and lowering her head towards it. Her lips touched my tip just as Gabe pressed the start button.
Both Melissa's blowjob and the final Shadow Battalion match had begun.
It quickly became clear that I was incapable of multitasking. Surprisingly, it wasn't the blowjob itself that proved the largest distraction for me--it was the brothers' open appreciation for Melissa. They couldn't keep their eyes off her, shooting constant glances at her ass, their hunger obvious. Having two young men lusting so openly over my wife was a turn-on even more potent than the blowjob itself. I knew that if given the right opportunity, they wouldn't hesitate to unleash their desires on her.
And I was in the perfect spot to provide that opportunity.
As I went through the motions of trying to secure the first objective, I couldn't get the thought out of my head. It called to me: what would happen if I pushed just a bit further... encouraged Melissa to fully let go, allow the brothers to explore her... to taste her... to take her? What would happen then?
Of course, none of these thoughts were conscious. I was, after all, busy having my dick sucked. But the feelings, the urges, were certainly there.
And so, after I somehow managed to secure the first objective, I escalated the situation.
Releasing the game controller with one hand, I moved it to Melissa's hip, sliding my fingers underneath her shorts hem. The angle was awkward, but eventually I managed to slide them over her ass, down her thighs until they bunched around her knees. Melissa made no move to stop me, just continued to suck steadily on my tip. Her non-reaction would have been telling enough as-is, but there was another detail that made it even more significant.
Melissa was not wearing panties.
The shorts she'd worn were the kind that had a built-in liner--there was no need for another inner layer. But now that the shorts were gone, Melissa's lower half was completely exposed; both her pussy and ass were available for the brothers' viewing pleasure.
And view they did. Jordan stared openly at Melissa, casually resting his hand on his dick. Gabe was equally distracted, not realizing that I was quickly approaching his position at the second objective. It took his avatar's death scream to divert his attention back to the TV.
I soon realized, however, that while Gabe's eyes had returned to the screen, his mind had not.
Under the guise of locking-in to the game, Gabe stood from the couch, his cock noticeably at-attention. But he didn't remain there; Gabe shifted slightly, placing his right knee on the couch while keeping his left foot on the ground. The move seemed casual, a physical manifestation of his game-induced restlessness... but the resulting angle change swung his cock closer to Melissa's backside.
As the two of us only half-consciously dueled it out on-screen, Gabe continued to shift his weight between his grounded-foot and couched-knee. In other circumstances, it would have been an understandable adrenaline-release, but with each shift, Gabe turned further towards Melissa, his cock slowly but surely drawing closer to her elevated rear.
For her part, Melissa seemed unaware of the approaching shaft, sucking me steadily as she worked her whole body into it. Intentional or not, she was giving the brothers a show, her hips wiggling sensually as her blowjob became increasingly animated.
At this moment, I managed to kill Gabe at the third objective. Throwing up his hands in exaggerated annoyance, Gabe shifted, orienting his body with Melissa's, even as he kept facing the TV. However oblivious Gabe pretended to be, though, the result was the same: his cock had aimed itself squarely at her pussy. Only inches separated them.
I became possessed then, a strange acceptance falling over me like warm mist. I moved my game avatar onto the final objective, beginning the lockdown process, then sat down the controller. Melissa was still actively sucking me, but I gently took her head in my hands, guiding her from my lap towards my face.
I kissed her through her look of confusion, then broke off to whisper, "I love you so much."
And then I pushed her body backwards.
Unprepared for the force, Melissa offered no resistance. Her torso glided towards her feet, but it encountered an obstacle before it could complete its journey.
Melissa's eyes widened as the tip of Gabe's cock pressed against her; she instinctively tried to pull away, but I gently held her in place. Gabe, dropping all pretense, assisted by moving his hands onto Melissa's hips.
"Shhh, it's okay," I whispered. "If you want it, then I do too."
Melissa's expression flickered through a litany of emotions: surprise, fear, excitement, uncertainty, desire...
"It's so... wrong," she managed to reply, settling on the most cliché--yet accurate--descriptor of our situation.
"Then we'll be wrong together," I said, looking at Gabe and nodding.
Gabe didn't need further encouragement. He pushed forward and entered my wife.
A rapid flash of images strobed through my mind: the first time I'd met Melissa, at a college hangout. Her smile at one of my jokes. Our first kiss in front of her apartment door. Her lowering herself onto my cock for the first time. Her crying, nodding vigorously as she stared down at the ring I offered. My first look at Melissa in her wedding dress, the most radiantly beautiful woman to ever walk the earth. Stepping into our new house together. Kissing quietly in our kitchen, rays of sunshine elevating Melissa's brown hair and eyes to sepia perfection. My wife. My soulmate. My partner-in-life. Promised to me and me alone.
Now she was taking another man's cock in front of me.
It was the hottest moment of my life.
Melissa underwent a similar revelation, her wide-eyed disbelief almost comical in its intensity. Gabe was equally mystified, although for a different reason.
"Fuck that's a nice pussy," he groaned in satisfaction.
Hearing his voice, Melissa craned her head backwards towards the young man, as if needing to verify with her own eyes that it wasn't me stretching her insides. Gabe noticing her movement, grinned wide.
"That's right, baby girl, you got my cock now. Your world's about to be flipped upside down."
His words were juvenile, but they fit his attitude perfectly. If Melissa was still seeking validation that even the cockiest jocks could want her, Gabe offered that in spades. Punctuating his claim, Gabe slid to the hilt, pressing tightly against Melissa's rear.
"Goddamn that's a nice MILF ass," Gabe exclaimed, slapping her cheek possessively. "Jordan, you ever see one this good before?"
"Not in person," Jordan confirmed, openly stroking himself.
Melissa allowing one young brother to fuck her was even hotter than I'd anticipated, but with Jordan still on the sidelines, I knew even that wasn't enough. There were two brothers. Two positions for pleasure. And after Melissa had stopped sucking me, one of those positions remained vacant.
I motioned Jordan over, moving to the couch-adjacent seat that Melissa had previously occupied.
Jordan didn't need further encouragement, striding across the room and kneeling on the couch in front of my wife.
Melissa stared at the young cock hovering in front of her face, but with Gabe beginning to thrust behind her, a stare was all she could manage.
Jordan smirked. "You just gonna gawk or are you gonna get to suckin'?"
Melissa glanced up at Jordan, then at me, as if seeking guidance. Or permission.
"Go on," I encouraged. "Show him what an experienced mouth feels like."
"Yeah, show me," Jordan echoed, taking his cock in his hand and moving it against Melissa's lips.
Melissa's eyes flicked upwards, locking onto Jordan's. Her lifted gaze left her looking oddly submissive, as if she were the younger of the pair rather than the inverse. The effect increased further as she pursed her mouth, taking the tip of Jordan's member between her lips.
It was the first new cock my wife had tasted since the start of our relationship.
"Fuck," Jordan said, resting a guiding hand on the top of Melissa's head. Using the new leverage, he pulled her further onto himself... until her lips had encircled his corona.
Jordan stuck his tongue out appreciatively. "Aw fuck yeah, bitch, take that cock."
I'd been content watching the exchange unfold, but this was too far.
"Hey, dirty is fine, but let's keep it respectful," I admonished sternly.
"Sorry," Jordan quickly apologized. "I meant, 'take that cock, girl.'"
I shook my head. Close enough.
For her part, if Melissa was bothered by Jordan's attitude, she had a funny way of showing it: she ran her tongue around the circumference of Jordan's cock, then sealed her lips around it again, as if giving it a kiss.
Meanwhile, Gabe was slowly but steadily gliding into Melissa's wetness, her ass rippling satisfyingly with each forward thrust. He'd placed his hands just above Melissa's waist, holding her in place as he pleasured himself against her pussy's grip. Gabe's focus was intense; his muscles worked in unison to extract every ounce of pleasure that Melissa's body had to offer.
I lost myself to my own lust at that point, sitting back, stroking steadily, watching as the neighbor boys savored my spitroasted wife.
Over the next few minutes both brothers increased their intensity. Gabe's thrusts had begun eliciting a steady 'slap, slap, slap' from Melissa's ass, her thick anatomy serving as inadvertent percussive encouragement. Jordan used his hand on Melissa's head to guide her further and further down his cock until her sensual blowjob had morphed into a rather intense facefuck session. It was more than I'd ever attempted with Melissa, but she seemed to be handling it well, slurping Jordan down without the slightest hesitancy.
"Goddamn! Your wife can FUCK!" Gabe declared, taking his eyes off Melissa long enough to pay his respects to me.
"Don't tell me, tell her," I replied. "Her name's Melissa, in case you forgot."
"That ass could make me forget my OWN name," Gabe said with such sincerity I couldn't help but laugh.
But the elder brother took my advice. "Fuck, Melissa you fuck so fuckin' good."
Melissa didn't reply, her windpipe too full of Jordan's cock to attempt speech. Despite Melissa's impressive throating, though, Jordan wanted more.
"Hey, Gabe, don't leave me with sloppy seconds. Let me get a feel of that pussy real quick."


"Yeah, for sure. I want to see those lips on me anyway."
In a surprising display of fraternal coordination, both brothers ceased their thrusts, pulling away from Melissa simultaneously. Melissa seemed dazed by the sudden cessation, unsure on how to proceed, so I stepped in with my own direction.
"Hey, Jordan, you lay down across the back of the couch. Melissa, lay in front of him. Gabe... go wherever you've got the best angle."
It was fortunate the brothers' couch was oversized, because Melissa was so sex-drunk her repositioning would have left her tumbling off the front end otherwise. But after some awkward maneuvering, the trio managed the switchup. My wife lay sandwiched between the two brothers, Jordan spooning her from behind, while Gabe stood in front of her, his cock jutting prominently towards her face.
New position secured, Jordan moved his cock between Melissa's legs, slipping into her from behind. With a powerful thrust of his hips, he sank into her fully, pressing to the hilt. At the same time, Gabe stepped closer, his cock brushing over Melissa's lips, seeking entrance. The moment they parted, Gabe nestled his head between their cushioned support and pushed inside.
Without further fanfare, the brothers resumed their fucking.
Jordan seemed barely able to cope with the pleasure Melissa's pussy provided, beginning to emit groans that almost sounded more pained than satisfied. Gabe seemed content to watch Melissa service him, staring in awe as she alternated licking over his shaft and taking his head into her mouth. Whenever Melissa glanced into Gabe's eyes, gauging the effect of her ministrations, though, a soft 'oh fuck' consistently escaped Gabe's mouth.
As for Melissa herself, she was long gone. I suspected the physical pleasure she felt was modest at best, seeing as the brothers were more concerned with pleasing themselves than her, but the situational pleasure had evidently more than made up for it. Melissa had thrown herself at the brothers' mercy; their unconstrained enthusiasm in consuming her had proven a far bigger turn-on than anything they'd done physically.
Whatever the ultimate cause, Melissa's pleasure was rising at a pace that outstripped all of ours. As Jordan continued his steady thrusts into her pussy, he began running his hands over her body... squeezing her breasts, tracing over her stomach, caressing her hips, pulling her body tightly against his. Meanwhile, Melissa had taken Gabe's cock into her hands, pumping his base while swallowing as much of his length as the angle allowed.
I saw the telltale tensing of Melissa's body even as the brothers remained oblivious to how far they'd pushed my wife. It wasn't until she'd reached the throes of her orgasm that Jordan finally declared, "Fuck, girl, your pussy's quivering!"
Melissa pulled off Gabe's shaft, her mouth worked soundlessly to express ecstasy no words could contain, but Gabe proved incapable of easing off. He immediately reinserting his cock between her lips, unconcerned with the choke risk he posed. Paradoxically, Gabe's manhandling seemed to prolong Melissa's orgasm even further.
Even after her orgasm faded, there was no rest for Melissa. The brothers continued to pound into her, too intoxicated by her body to pause for even a moment. I couldn't blame them... my own pleasure was rising rapidly, my mind fracturing in equal measure, as I watched my wife be taken in such raw, animalistic fashion.
"Aw fuck, I'm almost there," Jordan gasped. "Inside? Or outside?"
The younger brother had either overestimated Melissa's awareness or his own stamina, because a moment later he groaned "too late!" as he plunged fully into my wife's body. Like Melissa moments before, Jordan's body quivered from pleasure and exertion, his release filling my wife in the most illicit way imaginable. From my angle, I could see his shaft pulse as it delivered wave after wave of his sperm into her deepest recesses. Sharp breaths escaped Jordan's mouth, reminiscent of the last gasps of a dying man.
I'd never seen a man orgasm so powerfully before.
It was enough to push me over my own cliff. This was my wife--my wife!--who was getting tag-teamed by these young brothers... and now she'd just given one of them the best climax of his life. It was too much. Stroking myself steadily, I came, my semen exploding over the floor.
When I returned to myself, I noticed immediately that Melissa and Gabe were still going at it. She sucked Gabe as if her life depended on it, showing an unrestrained enthusiasm better suited for a porn star than a suburban wife. Gabe seemed unable to cope with the intensity, his legs becoming increasingly unsteady as he faced Melissa's oral assault.
Soon, he faltered completely.
"Oh fuck, Melissa, you're gonna make me cum," he groaned.
The next moment, he gripped my wife's head with both hands, holding her in place as he thrust deep into her mouth. Having nowhere to go, Melissa took it, her gag reflex kicking in as Gabe unleashed himself down her throat... she swallowed rapidly, her esophagus undulating in sync with the pulses of Gabe's cock.
Just when she seemed unable to take any more, Gabe released her head. Immediately, Melissa pulled off his shaft with a wet 'pop', gasping for air.
It had been a close thing, but my wife had done it: she'd taken Gabe's load in its entirety.
Gabe stared down at her in open wonder. "Fuck. I never had head like that before."
Flattered by Gabe's earnest declaration, Melissa met his gaze and smiled. As a way of showing her appreciation, she pulled the tip of Gabe's cock back into her mouth, stroking his shaft towards her to catch his final lingering drops.
The gesture was too much for Gabe. He closed his eyes, shook his head, and let out a long sighing "fuckkkkk" as Melissa finished slurping him.
Jordan was as drained as his brother. He had collapsed over Melissa's body, unable to do more than passively appreciate the feel of her soft frame against his.
At last, all four of us lay frozen, basking in our mix of after-pleasure and exhaustion. The only sound in the room was the sound off our ragged breaths. The smell of sex lay heavy on the air.
Finally, Gabe broke the peace, his exhaustion forcing him onto the couch. Melissa pushed upwards, giving him the necessary room, but the move seemed to remind her that Jordan's drained cock remained in her pussy. Propping herself on a planted palm, Melissa pulled herself off him, his semen-covered cock slipping from her opening. Wiping herself off, Melissa sat upright, giving Jordan space to do the same.
The three sat on the couch, utterly naked and covered in each other's fluids. I stared at them from my chair, equally naked and spent.
Gabe's eyes fell over the TV screen. Without a care in the world, he motioned for Jordan to pass him his discarded controller. Taking it into his hands, he assumed control of his game avatar, sprinting towards the first map objective.
Realizing what he was attempting to do, I chuckled. "I appreciate your efforts, Gabe, but it's a lost cause. Even if you took the final objective this instant, it wouldn't be enough. The time you spent fucking was more than the time it took me to get the three objectives from you. The bet's over. I won."
"Yay!" Melissa cheered, her normal demeanor returning. It made for an extremely odd contrast; my wife celebrating my victory while naked between the two brothers who'd just fucked the hell out of her. Whatever temporary sexual insanity possessed her, it was already departing. Just went to show that life went on... no matter how wild or unexpected its turns were.
"And with that final round done, I think it's time Melissa and I head home. I look forward to seeing you guys taking care of the yard. And having our parking space back."
"And I look forward to seeing more of Melissa," Gabe said, reaching over to fondle one of her breasts appreciatively.
"Same," Jordan agreed, fondling her other one.
"Let's not get our hopes up," Melissa said, brushing both of their hands away, then standing. "I think this might have been more of a one-and-done type situations."
The brothers didn't respond, but whether that was due to disappointment or distraction--they were fixated on Melissa's ass as she redressed--was difficult to say.
***
There was no fanfare when Melissa and I left. The brothers simply pulled on their clothes and returned to the couch, beginning a new match against each other, not even bothering to wave goodbye.
As we walked the short distance back to our house, I couldn't resist asking, "Well, is that how you expected that encounter to go?"
Melissa looked at me. "You mean did I expect the brothers to agree to our requests to be better neighbors? Or did you mean did I expect to fuck both of them on the couch while you watched? Because honestly, I'm not sure which would have surprised me more ahead of time."
I laughed.
But then a thought occurred to me.
"You don't think they'll find new ways to be assholes, do you? In the hopes it'll lead to them fucking you again?"
Melissa considered.
"They probably would, if they thought of it. But do you really think they're that clever?"
"No, I don't," I admitted. "Although if someone were to suggest it to them..."
I left the remainder of my teasing threat unspoken.
"Then that someone is likely to be sleeping on the floor for the rest of the year." Melissa finished.
But as we entered our house, chuckling at the absurd thought, I couldn't help but wonder... had this afternoon truly been a one-time adventure? Or was this start of a new type of neighborly bonding?
Either way, one fact was settled: nothing resolved a conflict faster than a good fuck.


        