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Chapter 1

Candace, with her red Aqua Net hair piled high atop her head and her blue eyeshadow beaming, slammed another stack of thick files on my desk. I scowled at her, and she laughed in my face. She turned her bulky body and pointed at her desk where a stack larger than mine awaited her attention.

“Don’t be a bitch,” she quipped. “I’ll be here longer than you.”

I glanced at the large clock on the wall. She followed my gaze.

“Better call Emily,” she said. “You’ll be working late.”

“Emily has an opening tonight at the McCall Gallery. I told her I’d be there for it.”

Candace shook her head.

“Not if you want to continue working here.”

I scoffed and pushed my glasses up my nose.

“See? That’s the thing. I don’t, but I must.”

I hadn’t made it to one of my wife’s openings in ages. She’d been recognized as an up-and-coming artist and needed me there to help run the events and for emotional support. I was always stuck at my desk, preparing financial documents for the wealthy. I pulled out my phone and sent Emily a text, explaining I would be forced to miss her show again. I felt sick about it. She didn’t reply but I didn’t expect her to. She was busy. She had hands to shake and hugs to deliver and paintings to discuss. I’d been a shitty husband for a long time. I opened the first file.

I finally got home around midnight. Emily was still awake, mixing colors in her studio. We hugged and kissed, and she said she understood but the sadness in her eyes killed me. We moved to the kitchen where I ate something and then we went off to bed. I slept poorly.

In the morning Em drove into town for supplies and I, pushed by guilt, decided to clear out space in the attic. Her studio in a spare bedroom was cramped and this would give her wide open spaces and better light. I opened all six Dormer windows and began to clean. There was so much junk stored up here. I began sorting the trash from the keepsakes and about an hour later I stumbled across a box filled with letters I’d written to her when we went to separate colleges. I moved to an open window for fresh air and bright light. What a Romantic I’d been. No emails for me. I took the old school route in my courtship, mailing love letters and buying flowers. The long-distance romance had proved difficult but well worth my dedication.

I read through the letters I’d written, growing sentimental and a bit misty-eyed. We’d been so passionate. Our love had been so strong and intense. Sure, we’d matured a lot since those days, but I waxed nostalgic for the heat we felt. The letters reminded me of our sex life back then. We’d spend weeks apart and then get together for a weekend. We’d never leave the bedroom. I’d order food delivered or we’d cook something in my small apartment and then we were back in bed, or, more likely, fucking on the kitchen counter. Where did all that lust go?

At last, I encountered the more recent letters. We’d graduated and taken jobs, but Emily quickly learned corporate America was not for her. She’d dropped to part-time and started painting. We could not stand to be apart, and I’d suggested we get an apartment together. The last letter contained her full agreement. After that came marriage and so here we are. I’d taken an accounting job because it paid well but the job was soulless. I stayed, rising through the ranks until Candace and I were handling all the top clients. The money was great. My life wasn’t.

Maybe that’s not such a fair trade?

The next shoebox contained souvenirs from our brief honeymoon. There was a picture of us wearing giant sombreros and another of us drinking ridiculously large Margaritas. Puerto Vallarta is a touristy town, but the natural scenery is fantastic. We had little money then, but our lives seemed fuller. We had to cut our visit short and return to the States, but the intense memories remained.

Maybe we should go back and do our honeymoon the right way?

I saved the sombreros picture. I finished cleaning the attic for her and moved her studio in. I checked her calendar to make sure she had no shows and then I got online to check my work calendar and request two weeks off at the start of next month. The computer ran the check and gave me an okay. I wrote on the back of the photograph: Our second honeymoon begins in two weeks. I sat the card on her easel and walked to a window, feeling good about my decision. Work would be forced to get along without me. They did for years before I arrived.

I leaned on the windowsill and gazed out over the houses nearby. I had a direct view down into our neighbor, Red’s, backyard. He had a weight set, yoga mat, and hammock nicely arranged near a fountain. I realized if I could see into his backyard from our Dormer windows, this meant he could gaze into our backyard from his Dormer window. I wondered if he ever opened them. Most in the neighborhood do not, but the lovely star-gazing telescope positioned at one told me he did.

I left the window to survey the attic, satisfied Emily would be thrilled.


Chapter 2

Our cruise ship, Ovation, towered ten stories above the water. I’d booked a honeymoon suite on the top deck. We’d sail south along the coast: Washington, Oregon, California, Baja, and then, finally, Puerto Vallarta. We’d make stops along the way for hiking and eating and sightseeing. Emily had been thrilled by my move of her studio into the attic, but she’d lost her mind with joy over my plan for our second honeymoon.

My supervisor at work tried to cancel my trip, of course, but I let him know it was already approved and I’d already purchased tickets to shows and events. He could talk to Human Resources. I was going. Emily was delighted I told him to stick it.

She was in the bathroom right now changing into an evening dress for dinner. After, I hoped for a walk around the deck. Tomorrow we’ll dock at Port Orford, a small Oregon town. We’ll walk Agate Beach and then have lunch in State Park. It would feel good to connect to nature again. Emily and I had spent the whole day talking, laughing, and having fun. We were rapidly reconnecting, and I was grateful.

She emerged from the bathroom, and I stared. I adjusted my glasses and stared again. Her dress was sparkly and clingy and cut low all the way around while cut high from below.

“That dress,” I muttered. “Is about the same size as one of my T-shirts.”

“Am I showing too much?” she asked. “I have no desire to embarrass you.”

I shook my head.

“Not at all. You just caught me by surprise. I remember some of the dresses you’d wear when we went out before we were married.”

“I was rebellious then,” she chuckled. “I haven’t worn anything sexy in years. I thought since we’re away on vacation, surrounded by strangers we’ll never see again, this would be a good time to let my hair down, drink a little too much, get wild and have some fun.”

“We could both use a lot of that.”

“We work too hard. We’re stressed all the time. Let’s give ourselves two weeks of a good time, trying new things, eating new foods.”

“That sounds great.”

I looked her up and down. She was older than when we first started dating but this version of her, with her knowing eyes and confident stance, was far sexier than that younger version. Her body was still impressive, with fuller breasts and butt. Gone was the skinny, gangly girl, replaced by a feminine woman.

I realized I’d been staring a long time.

“Sorry, Em.”

“For what? Are you kidding? You haven’t looked at me like that in forever. You got me hot all over. I’d say let’s skip dinner and go straight to bed but I’m starving. I’ll save bed for later.”

“After dancing.”

“We’re going dancing too?”

“We are. There’s a nightclub on the top deck. The reviews online say it’s huge fun. Foam. Music. Lights. A wild good time.”

She hugged me and then kissed me with tender love. 

“Thank you so much for doing all this, Mark. I feel so close. We were drifting apart with our busy lives. This trip is exactly what we needed.”

I returned her kiss. We left our suite holding hands.

Dinner was delicious. The food was world-class, and the wine was too. We savored every bite and then signed it all off to our room before entering the elevator and rising to the very top of the ship. The doors opened to the thump, thump, thump of dance music. We walked the hall and turned the corner, the music growing louder with every step. The entrance was shaped like a wide-open shark’s mouth. Above the black cold eyes was the word Jaws, the name of the club. The man checked our IDs and waved us through. Music pulsated and colored lights flashed.

The club was circular, with several levels like rings descending twenty or thirty feet. The top ring was tables and booths, the next had a banister around the lip which was topped by a table for drinks. People stood and watched those below, on the final level and dance floor. At least, it was supposed to be a dance floor. So many people already packed that small circle there was barely room to move.

“Why is everyone wet?” Emily asked. “Look at their hair and clothes.”

We got our answer moments later when massive gushes of foam rained from the ceiling. Everyone cheered and laughed, throwing their arms in the air. They tried to dance in it but there was no room. The crowd vanished, swallowed like bugs in a fog.

“Fun!” Emily squealed, turning to me.

She was down the steps like a rocket, vanishing underneath a layer of foam ten feet deep. I laughed. Emily and I were already buzzed but I snagged a waitress and ordered a bottle of Champagne, pointing out a table where she could leave it. I dropped a twenty on her serving tray and headed down the steps, plunging into blindness and writhing bodies. The foam against my glasses, combined with the flashing light show, left me almost blind. The wine from dinner made me dizzy. If I felt like this, Emily must be a little drunk. She had more than me.

There were people everywhere and the lights and loud music proved disorienting. I got lost. Bodies pressed against me. I saw arms or shoulders or butts but rarely saw a face. The suds hid almost everything. I laughed wildly. It was crazy in here. I thought I caught a glimpse of Emily’s arm and tried to shuffle that way, but my path was at the whim of the crowd. All our paths were.

Finally, I was forced against a wall and took a moment to catch my breath and get my bearings. I pushed my wet hair out of my face and chuckled. Water droplets obscured my glasses. Two arms, one male, one female, emerged from the suds. Shoulders and hips followed. The woman had the man’s fat dick in her hand and jerked him, aided by the slippery foam. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her closer, drawing the rest of her body from the obscuring bubbles. She wore a sexy but familiar black sparkly party dress. He spun her away and brought his bare cock to her butt, dipping his hips to get under the hem of her too short dress. The crowd surged and I was forced away, but my gut told me that was Emily. Her head and shoulders had been topped with foam so I couldn’t be certain. I caught one partial glimpse of the man’s back and noticed he was dressed like I was.

A deluge of foam fell on us again and everyone vanished in the whiteout. I fought to head that way. I nudged left and right and slipped between each person as I encountered them, but each body was a hurdle.

I arrived at the spot I’d seen them last, but of course they’d moved. I shuffled around until I reached the black wall at the edge of the dance floor. I waited, watching the crowd closely. I never saw Emily, but I did notice the movements of the crowd took them around something, like a boulder in the middle of a river. I headed that way, discovering, once I was right up on them, that a man stood behind Emily, grinding his crotch against her ass. She leaned on a stranger in front of her and pushed her ass back at the man behind her. More foam rained over us, but I shuffled closer, refusing to be moved by the tight crowd.

Another couple stumbled into me, knocking my glasses askew. They were kissing passionately, hands groping, tongues writhing. They had no sense of direction, trusting the crowd to keep them upright. The music and the press of bodies had everyone worked up and what few glimpses I saw through the froth showed me everyone touching each other. I called my wife’s name, but the music swallowed my voice. I moved closer again and, just before another bath of lather engulfed us, saw the man take a step back from her as his deflating and semen-dribbling penis, having delivered its load, slipped from her pussy. Her dress fell to cover the sight. Another bucket of foam blanketed us all.

A loud cheer went up. The crowd was having fun.

I was rocked. Stunned. Denial immediately replaced certainty. That could not have been her. No way.

I attempted to force my way through the crowd, but that proved impossible. I followed the wall until I found the stairs up to the next level. I got to the banister and gazed down over a flashing multicolored pool of bubbles. Dark shapes danced and moved. I waited and watched until Emily, eager to find me again, emerged on a staircase across the way. She turned to survey the pool of suds like I had and even called my name. I waved and shouted to catch her attention and she noticed, smiling broadly. She ran along the second level to reach me.

“Oh my God!” she screeched as she grabbed my face. “Oh my God, Mark! I can’t believe we just did that! That was so sexy!”

She threw her arms around my neck and pulled my mouth down for a deep kiss.

“Did what?” I yelled, over the music. “What do you think we did?”

She took my hands, beaming, happier than she’d been in over a year.

“You fucked me, Mark. Right on the Goddamn dance floor. It was incredible!”

I squeezed her hand. My face turned serious. Her beaming face slowly melted.

“It wasn’t me,” I said.

“What?”

“It wasn’t me. We got separated. I lost you in the foam.”

“What? What are you saying? You didn’t just fuck me? Are you saying I just fucked a stranger? Some man I don’t know came in me?”

I winced. I was hurt and jealous but not angry. I also felt for Emily. This would ruin our second honeymoon. She will want to leave the cruise and fly home, dejected and distraught. I watched in slow motion as the truth sank in, slowly twisting her face with agony.

“Are you serious?” she asked, eyes filling with tears.

“He was dressed like me,” I said. “It’s an easy mistake to make, Baby.”

She struggled to wrap her head around the truth.

“I’m so sorry, Mark. I’ve spoiled everything. I’ve ruined our second honeymoon.”

Her lips trembled. We were seconds away from a full sobbing breakdown.

“No, Em. We’re not going to let that happen. Let’s just call it this crazy thing that happened and refuse to allow this event to destroy anything for us. Can you do that? I can. This trip is all about us reconnecting, reestablishing our intimate bond. Maybe what happened can even be something that strengthens us. Maybe we can move beyond it and focus on our love. Maybe we come out stronger on the other side. Is that possible?”

She fell into my arms, fighting back a flood of tears.

“How can you be okay with what I did?” she asked.

“I’m not, but there’s no one to blame. In your mind, you fucked me. This trip is important. I refuse to bow to circumstances. I refuse to be a victim of chance. It’s not like you cheated on me or something. Let’s rise above and carry on. At least he has no idea who you are either.”

She tightened her hug.

“What do you want to do now?” she asked, all enthusiasm drained. “Go back to our cabin? Try to go to sleep? I need a bath.”

“No. Let’s stay here but stick close together. I want to experience all this.”

“He’s running out of me. My panties are lost somewhere on the dance floor.”

She slipped a hand under to wipe her pussy, smearing away his semen.

“Do you want to leave?” I asked.

She shook her head bravely.

“No, I’m with you. Let’s see this through.”

We descended into the dance pit again. I held her as we bumped into the others. Soon I turned her away, spooning her like he had. I meant it innocently, playfully, but the feel of her round ass against my crotch, combined with the knowledge she’s just been fucked in this position, caused an unfortunate reaction.

“Is your dick getting hard?” she rasped in my ear.

“Yes.”

“Why? How can it after what just happened?”

“It’s a mystery to me too, Baby.”

“You probably need to fuck me too. To take me away from him.”

“What am I? A caveman?”

She didn’t answer. We continued our almost motionless dancing, and I grew harder by the second. Emily rubbed her butt against my erection, her arousal climbing.

“This is crazy,” she gasped. “That’s the last thing I expected from you.”

“What? I don’t control that thing.”

“You need to take me back to our cabin and fuck my brains out.”

“What has you so turned on?”

She shook her head.

“Everything! The wine. The music. Maybe the fact I just fucked someone new after all our years of marriage? Or maybe it’s my loving husband’s hard dick rubbing against my ass. I don’t know, exactly, but I do know I’d love to get fucked right now.”

“I have Champagne waiting at our table.”

She turned to face me and then pulled close again. She French kissed me and while her tongue slithered into my mouth her hand cupped the front of my pants, finding my erection. She squeezed.

The foam parted and we found ourselves staring at a gorgeous twenty-something brunette. Her wet clothing showed the mounds of her small firm tits. Emily locked eyes with the girl and both smiled. The girl came forward and Emily moved to meet her. They instantly moved into a kiss, making out with hot lust. My wife grabbed handfuls of breast and the girl did the same. They kissed with such burning desire my dick surged harder.

“You’re so hot,” the girl said.

Em had never expressed much interest in women before. When they stopped to take a breath, Emily leaned close to the girl’s ear.

“Some man just fucked me on the dance floor,” she admitted.

The girl’s eyes jumped to me.

“No,” my wife continued. “Not him. That’s my husband. I thought it was my husband, but it was just some guy.” Emily waved an hand through the suds and over everyone’s head. “He’s out there somewhere. He’s lost in the crowd, but he fucked me, right up under my dress.”

The girl grabbed my wife’s face.

“That’s sexy,” she yelled, over the music. “With all these people around?”

“Yes!”

They kissed again.

“That’s so fucking hot!” the girl screamed.

“You are so pretty!” Emily shouted. “What’s your name?”

“Chloe. I’m on this cruise with my parents. What’s your name?”

“Emily. Call me Em.”

They kissed again, running hands over curves.

“I’ve never kissed a woman before!” Chloe shouted.

“I’ve never kissed a pretty girl!”

They laughed like teens.

“I gotta go,” Chloe yelled. “Parents.”

I took Emily’s wrist and pulled her away. The crowd and the foam swallowed her new friend. I led Em to our table on the second level and the Champagne that awaited. I opened and poured and raised a toast.

“Are you still hard?” Emily asked before I could speak.

“Yes.”

“To hard dicks!” she cried, raising her flute.

“To hard dicks,” I echoed, far more unsure about these circumstances than she.

My wife had recovered with remarkable haste. Emily had felt terrible at first but my comforting and understanding reaction, combined with my erection, had sent her off in the opposite direction. All guilt had fled. All concern had evaporated. The alcohol she’d consumed helped her let all apprehensions fall away. We sat close, our thighs touching, and looked down on the swirling pool of multicolored suds.

“It’s like a giant washing machine,” she laughed. “My panties are under there somewhere, well-scrubbed, no doubt.”

“Trampled to death more like.”

She nodded vigorously.

“Also under all that foam is a man that just fucked me,” she said, turning philosophical. “I wonder which man it is. This is a curious sensation for me. I’ve never had a one-night stand. I’ve never had sex with a stranger. He could be any man in the club. I might pass him in the halls of the ship or sit next to him by the pool. I would never know. He could be anyone. I find that incredibly sexy when I stop to think about it. I thought I was getting fucked by you, but instead the sex was anonymous. My first ever mysterious sex. Now that I know you’re not upset, I can admit it was hot. What a crazy twist of fate. Did you ever imagine our second honeymoon would mean I had sex with another man?”

I was upset but I said nothing. What was the point? What’s done is done. Rage was useless. Complaining was stupid. Perhaps my rational brain was over-compensating for the horror of what happened, but logic ruled my mind. We sipped our drinks and caught our breath. After a short time, Emily asked if we could go back down into the mix. She still wanted to dance and feel the music. How could I refuse? We were on our second honeymoon. I finished my drink and led the way.


Chapter 3

We got to bed around four in the morning. Emily was all over me as soon as we entered our cabin. I’d not seen her this horny in years, maybe ever. She dove on my cock before I shut the door, sucking the head, and slurping my balls. We stripped fast and moved to the bed and she devoured my dick until I throbbed with need. She swung her legs around and settled into a sixty-nine and then lowered her pussy to my mouth.

“Make me cum,” she muttered. “I need it.”

I planted my mouth over her clit and got busy. Yes, she’d recently been fucked, but when your wife tells you to eat her because she needs to cum, you eat. She sucked cock like a whore, reveling in her slutty evening, until she had me at orgasm’s doorstep. She would not allow me to cum. Finally, she spun around and flopped on her back, opening her legs to me. My gaze dropped to her wayward slit.

“Fuck me, Mark,” she begged.

I moved up the bed and sank my pulsating dick deep. Her cunt was a slippery tunnel, lubed by her arousal, my recent tonging, and his sperm. I shuddered with excitement, my mind boggled by the sensations and the realizations. I never imagined sex with Emily feeling this way but here we were, her warm wet tunnel wrapped tightly around my inches, his semen the perfect lube for me to fuck my wife.

I pounded the shit out of her. I hammered her into the bed. She begged for more, like she needed the punishment of my cock or perhaps the reassurance of my lust. I don’t exactly know what was going through her mind. What I did know was my desires were out of control, so I smashed her and her wandering cunt into the mattress. She welcomed my attack.

When she orgasmed, she caught me by surprise. I’d assumed the alcohol would deaden things too much. I struggled to climax but when I did my head exploded. I heard myself scream. I poured a river of hot jizz into her, thinking about how mine would mix with his in her. The thought drove me wild. Her too.

We awoke famished and quiet. I ordered breakfast brought to our cabin and we sat on the balcony overlooking the Pacific. Neither of us wished to address the subject. Let sleeping dogs lie, seemed to be our attitude. It was Emily that cracked first, apologizing for her loss of control and discretion on the dance floor.

“I should have been sure,” she said. “Something like that? Fucking in public? I should have made sure it was you, but it never occurred to me it might not be. I mean, who does that? Who sticks their dick in a random woman and hopes for the best? But the moment was just so hot, you know? Like, I couldn’t believe you were doing that. The flashing lights and thick bubbles hid us so I felt safe, like we wouldn’t get caught. Once that dick started to penetrate, I stopped caring about things like that.”

“Why did you stop caring? Did he hurt you?”

She laughed, light and soft.

“No, silly. He felt amazing. The deeper he went the less I cared about getting caught. I just wanted him to fuck me more. Well, not him, you. I thought it was you. He was hard as steel. His dick brought me so much pleasure. I thought you must be incredibly turned on to be that big and that hard, so I got even more turned on. The whole encounter carried me away. We went crazy out there around all those people.”

“What do you mean that big and that hard? Are you saying his dick was bigger and harder than my erections? Like you felt a difference?”

Her expression was innocent. She simply shared facts with me, a recounting of events without prejudice. She had no idea what words like that would do to a husband. She was merely being honest.

“Oh, yes,” she enthused. “I liked it. That’s why I got so excited. I could feel how turned on you were, and I thought if you were into it that much, I was free to feel the same. That’s why I just went for it and didn’t tell you to stop. I felt how turned on you were. It turned me on.”

Something strange was happening in my head. Emily innocently described that man moving inside her and how good he felt, and my mouth had gone dry, my skin had turned warm. I’d worn a fluffy white terry cloth robe to breakfast, and my penis was rising, lifting the heavy fabric in my lap. We sat on the balcony at a circular glass table and Em easily noticed my rising robe through the glass.

“What’s happening down there?” she asked. “Are you thinking about fucking me again? Does hearing about how I fucked another man turn you on?”

“No.”

She gestured at my crotch with her cup of coffee.

“Your dick disagrees. Something has his attention.”

“I hate that some dude fucked you, Emily. I hate it. I don’t blame you. We had a lot to drink, and that dance floor was confusing as hell. Some things just happen and there’s no one to blame.”

She was watching my twitching penis through the table. I continued.

“I guess just talking about you and sex gets me going but I hate that he was in you. I hate that he’s still in you.”

She met my eyes but looked unconvinced.

“Okay,” she said.

“Okay, what?”

“Okay, I accept what you’re saying.”

“Accept, but don’t believe?”

“Your dick is getting hard, Mark. That only happens when something excites you. It seems likely that you are experiencing some denial. Last night had to be a bit traumatic. You watched me get fucked. Most men would have flown into a rage and charged the crowd, punched the guy and strangled me.”

My rising penis found the divide in my robe and split the two sides, lifting into open air as it curved upward. Emily fastened her gaze to it and did not look away. She left her seat to go around the table and kneel, slipping me into her mouth. She held me in there, swirling her soft tongue around the head and along the shaft. I moaned. She began to bob, unhurried, enjoying the cock in her mouth.

Was she right? I couldn’t imagine such an idea turning me on. No way could the sight of another man fucking her excite me. It had to be something else.

Regardless, I carried way too much sexual tension. My nuts tightened right away. She felt my penis expand and grow hot and sucked harder and faster. I couldn’t hold back. With a loud grunt I lifted my hips and blasted a thick bolt of sperm down her throat. That set her off. She grabbed my dick with one hand and rubbed her pussy with the other. She sucked and bobbed and milked my dick for every drop. I spewed hot lava and distantly heard her orgasm too.


Chapter 4

We spoke no more of it. My position stayed the same and hers did too. She was convinced some part of me liked the sight of her getting fucked. I maintained it was simple arousal from seeing her naked.

The ship continued the journey south, following the coast. Sometimes the captain would steer us farther out to sea and the dark line of land along the horizon would disappear. Sometimes he’d bring us close, and we’d see the endless line of cliffs topped by towering trees. Gorgeous. We ate ice cream in a small town and then spent the day shopping and sight-seeing in San Francisco. We both love that city.

We got lost wandering the streets at night and ended up in front of a creepy as fuck Victorian house that gave us both the serious willies. We laughed at our silly intuition and found our way back downtown.

Our next stop was San Diego. Emily had friends from college that lived there so we spent our day hanging around their home and catching up. The ship wouldn’t leave until tomorrow evening, so we stayed up late talking. We enjoyed breakfast with them and then headed inland for shopping, arriving at the ship with plenty of time. The weather was hot and bright, and Emily suggested we lay by the top deck pool and sweat out some of the alcohol we’d been drinking. We stopped by our cabin and threw on trunks and a bikini and a pair of robes and found lounge chairs facing the sun. Emily removed her robe as a man walked by and he stopped, staring at the small rose tattoo she has at the small of her back just above her butt crack.

“Hello,” he beamed. “How are you?”

“Fine,” my wife stammered. “Do I know you?”

He chuckled.

“Not directly,” he said, gesturing vaguely towards her butt. “We met on the dance floor several nights ago. I never saw your face clearly, but I remember your distinctive rose tattoo. Very pretty. Deep red.”

Emily’s face turned pale. The man turned to me and extended a hand. He was a little taller and broader than me and darker skinned. I shook his hand.

“Luca,” he said, squeezing. “I apologize for my error. I hope all is well.”

Emily calmly took her seat, determined to remain unruffled. Here was the man that fucked her and shot her full of sperm. Good lord.

“What error?” I asked.

He pulled a chair around to join us, facing Emily more than me.

“I am cruising with my fiancée, Anna,” he said. “We drank and danced. She’s wild. We became separated in the foam but at last I found her. She guided my hands and more.” He cleared his throat, glancing around to be sure no one would overhear him. “We engaged in the act. Anna often enjoys risky public encounters. I go along. I went along this time too, unaware of my error until the end. After, it was far too late. I saw the tattoo before the dress fell into place. My Anna has no tattoo.”

Emily wore a brave face but all I was thinking about was how my wife said this man’s cock made her feel so good. Did she orgasm, I wonder? I’d never thought to ask her that. I’d assumed no, given the circumstances, but maybe she had. Maybe this tall dark handsome stranger had given my wife an orgasm. My mind tumbled down a well.

“No worries, Luca,” I said, calmly. “Emily thought you were me and you thought she was Anna. I get it. I trust we have no reason to be concerned?”

“None,” he laughed. “I am clean. What a disaster. If you please, I told Anna nothing. It was an honest mistake.”

“Is Anna at the pool with you today?” Emily asked.

Luca pointed to the far end.

“She’s asleep. Warm sunlight always makes her drowsy. She is the black-haired beauty in the green bikini.”

I couldn’t see who he referred to, so I just took his word.

“We’ll tell Anna nothing,” I said.

“I won’t say a word,” Emily croaked.

The man wore sandals and a Speedo, black, and we engaged in casual conversation there by the pool. I took every chance I got to check on his bulge. I couldn’t stop myself. Here was the man that had recently fucked Em. It was maddening in a way. They’d been lovers and now shared friendly chitchat. If I ignored the fact that he’d fucked her, I was fine. This was small talk between people on a cruise. But I couldn’t ignore the fact that he’d fucked her. That he’d fucked my wife changed everything. I examined his arms and legs. I studied his skin. I watched his face as he spoke. I tried to hate him but couldn’t. He was charming. I was sure Anna would be gorgeous. Eventually I noticed Emily was scrutinizing him in the same ways I was, sizing up the man that had her. I saw the approval in her eyes. He’s handsome. He has a nice body. I studied a man. She studied a former lover.

Soon the small talk came to an end and Luca excused himself to rejoin his sleeping fiancée. I waited until he was out of earshot.

“Did you orgasm?” I asked, catching her by surprise.

“What? Just now? No. He’s really handsome but not that handsome.”

“No, silly. On the dance floor, lost in the bubbles. A big hard cock enters you from behind and starts thrusting deep. Did he make you orgasm?”

“What difference does that make? He wasn’t you.”

“I’m curious. You said you liked it, but I never asked how much. Did you orgasm? Did his cock make you cum?”

“Mark, don’t do this to yourself.”

“I’ll be all right. Tell me the truth.”

She glanced around the pool, nervous. Her eyes landed on Luca standing over Anna, watching his pretty bride-to-be napping in the hot California sun.

“Yeah,” I said. “Him. That guy. Did that guy make you climax?”

She exhaled and returned her gaze to me.

“He sure did,” she said. “Like an earthquake. I would have crumpled but he held me up by my hair and kept fucking me until he came too.”

Damn. I mean, damn. I remembered catching a glimpse of his deflating schlong flopping out of her. He’d brought her to climax from behind? That takes a special dick. Luca sat on his lounge chair and turned his face to the sun. I got the sense that Emily would fuck him again if I gave her the chance.

“Thank you,” I said. “I appreciate your honesty.”

I laid back, removed my glasses, and closed my eyes. Her chair squeaked so I knew she did the same.

“Lucky Anna,” I mumbled.

Emily laughed and then I did too, breaking the slight tension in the air. We cooked under the sun until it got too hot. We collected our things and returned to our cabin. We showered and napped.

I woke first, rolling over to gently kiss her exposed nipple. She woke up enough to cradle my head and hold my mouth on her. I quickly headed south, kissing down her belly and over her inner thighs before tenderly tickling her labia with my tongue. She groaned and opened her legs, and I wiggled my shoulders between them, opening her pussy lips and eating her cunt with purpose. She came hard and pulled me higher, grabbing my dick and guiding me in.

We’ve had sex countless times, yet, now, everything was different.

I thrust a little harder and a little faster and she moaned a little louder. Our heightened arousal revealed itself in a million secretive ways. I filled my fists with her hair. She curled her legs tightly around my torso. We had urgency. Sex with Luca had shaken something loose in us.

Soon I rose over her. My hips pounded hers. She was soaked. I groaned and muttered something about how amazing everything felt.

“It’s better,” she rasped. “Right? Am I right? It’s better.”

“Yes.”

My own answer haunted me.

I pinned her down and hammered her cunt. She tried to lift her hips to meet every thrust. She soon shocked me with a loud and energetic orgasm, writhing under me like a snake. My load of sperm boiled up and I turned it loose, spraying wildly inside her. She clawed at my back.

Nothing about our lovemaking was the same.

I was out of breath and fell to the side, but she followed, clinging to me, desperate to keep my cock embedded. We lay on our sides facing each other and she brushed strands of hair from my face.

“Don’t pull out,” she murmured.

“Why was our lovemaking so different?”

She shook her head, perplexed.

“I don’t know.”

“It was like we were fucking for the first time or something. Like we were just getting to know each other.”

“You’re right. Could Luca have changed things so much?”

“Maybe we subconsciously view him as a threat to our relationship, so everything carried an extra charge of poignancy?”

“Maybe. Whatever. Let’s just hold onto this passion forever.”

Eventually we showered and dressed for dinner. After we ate, we walked the gently rolling deck under the stars. The city lights twinkled. Our stroll looped around until we heard the strong beat of music one level higher.

“Want to visit Jaws again?” she asked, mischief in her eyes.

“Do you promise to fuck only me on the dance floor?”

“Maybe.”

I grabbed her wrist and she yelped playfully.

“All right,” I said. “Just a few drinks.”

We entered but skipped a booth this time, choosing to stand at the banister that looked down on the pool of people. The floor was packed again. We arrived in time for the first gush of foam this evening, and everyone vanished under the suds. People laughed and shrieked. I was about to suggest we descend into the bubbles when I noticed Luca and Anna across from us on the same level. Anna’s body was smoking hot. I couldn’t see her face clearly because of darkness, flashing lights, and distance, but her hips and tits were spectacular at any distance.

“Look who’s here,” I said, drawing Emily’s attention to Luca.

My wife gasped softly. Her eyes jumped from him to her to him to her.

“She’s gorgeous,” Emily said.

“Appears to be.”

“No way he mistook me for her.”

“I disagree. You have a banging body, Baby, just like her.”

Anna wore a tight green dress to about midthigh. We watched the younger couple enter the foam and vanish. Emily chewed her lip.

“You worried about what he might do in there?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“I’m more worried about what I might do. At this point there are more reasons to flirt with Luca than not. You and I got hot from it and our sex was better. Perhaps sex is too far but there’s so much more I could do. Here.”

She sat her drink on the table and reached under her skirt, drawing her panties down and handing them to me. She spoke to my astonished face.

“Don’t judge me,” she said. “Just roll with it. Let’s have fun.”

I stuffed her underwear in my pocket and finished my drink in two gulps. When I looked up, my wife was already gone, swallowed by a sea of foam. My heart leapt into my throat. She was so much more comfortable with all of this than me.

I was blind, of course, the minute I entered the pit. The suds clung to my glasses and the flashing lights and driving music disoriented. Bodies jostled and pressed from every side. The crowd swayed and I was forced to follow the path they allowed, soon standing in the center, as near as I could tell. Another deluge of suds rained on us. I couldn’t keep my glasses clean or dry.

Luca and Emily emerged from the wall of bubbles before me. He had his arm around her shoulder, and he looked drunk. She stepped close and kissed me, hard.

“I want to test something,” she yelled, over the blaring music. “Look.”

She jerked her chin, indicating I should look down. I followed. She held Luca’s large penis in the palm of her hand. He stuck out through his unzippered fly to rest comfortably on her fingers. He was soft, mostly, but he was wide and long.

“Does that make you mad?” my wife asked. “I’m holding his big cock. Does that make you mad or turn you on?”

Before I could answer Emily curled her fingers around his girth, fingertips barely meeting on top. A long vein ran from the head to vanish into his pants.

“That’s what I thought,” she chuckled. “You aren’t angry, Mark. Admit it.”

Bodies surged and several people stumbled into us. A wedge drove Luca and Emily into the crowd and me backward. I tried to follow my wife, but the knot of laughing people prevented me. I gave up, deciding to circle around instead, which proved to be a bad idea because choosing a direction was impossible. I stumbled along but my mind raced. Emily’s question hit hard. I was avoiding the truth.

It turns me on, I finally admitted.

My stomach churned. My wife was lost somewhere in this crowd, doing God only knows what. Where was Anna? I wandered, trying hard to pierce the fog around me and in my head. Someone grabbed my arm and turned me.

Emily, laughing, gleeful.

“This place is crazy!” she yelled. “I love it!”

She grabbed my face and kissed me.

“Did you fuck him?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes and laughed again.

“In sixty seconds? No, Baby, I didn’t. I asked him for a favor and showed you his cock and then sent him to find his hot wife, Anna. I came hunting for you. Do you have an answer for me?”

“No.”

“You’re a big liar.” She kissed me again. “You can’t admit it to yourself, Mark. I see it plainly. I get why it’s difficult and I understand but the truth is obvious to me. Let’s go find more alcohol.”

She pulled my hand, tugging me to follow. I did and we soon reached a wall which we followed to the stairs up. In moments we were at the banister again.

“You’ve grown so bold,” I yelled.

She laughed.

“We’re on our second honeymoon,” she shouted. “We’ve already wasted enough of our lives. This trip is exactly what we needed, and I don’t know what deeply buried intuition told you what to do, but you nailed it.”

She kissed me fiercely.

“Take me back to our cabin and fuck me,” she growled.

I shook my head and drew my fingers gently up her inner thighs. I took her hand and placed it over my crotch. I was growing. I took her hand and led her down into the foam again, finding a spot along the wall, I unzipped and turned her away from me. Her expression was shock and delight. I pulled her body against mine and sent my erection probing under her skirt. She guided me with a hand, nudging my cock into her pussy. She moaned and I flexed my hips, shoving my dick deep. She leaned into me, and I leaned into the wall, pulling her back with me.

I fucked my wife in a sea of bubbles as the loud music and other passengers knocked us around. We’d never done anything like this, and the daring insanity of the moment turned me into iron and Emily into a drenched slut. More foam poured and the crowd cheered. I fucked my wife hard. I fucked my wife like Luca had. Emily braced herself with her hands on my thighs. We tried to keep our act hidden and I believed we succeeded. We looked like just another writhing couple on the packed dance floor.

Then Chloe appeared from the wall of bubbles like a wraith. She saw Emily and her face lit with delight, instantly swooping to kiss my wife, holding her pretty face in her hands and sliding a tongue into her mouth. Emily melted, fucked from behind by me and kissed with passion by Chloe.

The girl broke the kiss, realizing suddenly what my wife experienced.

“Is he fucking you?” she asked. “Like, right now? Is he in you right now?”

My wife couldn’t speak, overcome, nodding vigorously instead. The younger girl grabbed Emily’s face and kissed her deeply again and again. Emily lifted herself off my cock and turned to face me.

“Let’s take this back to our cabin,” she rasped.

I was surprised she would leave Chloe until I realized she meant all of us. Now I was stunned. Did she just give me permission to fuck this delectable creature? Chloe was exquisite: young and vivacious, with a body that had yet to experience the weakening effects of gravity and age. She was tight and toned and a total babe. Why would Emily give her to me?

Em did not wait for my answer, assuming any man, every man would say yes. She took Chloe’s hand and whispered hotly in her ear and Chloe nodded agreement. My wife led the way and I followed.


Chapter 5

I stood at the edge of the bed, marveling at the sight. Both ladies were nude and on top of the covers. I was naked too but frozen, gawking at a sight I thought never to see in my lifetime. My erection strained to touch the ceiling of our honeymoon suite. I was hard as steel.

The women touched each other with lightly roaming hands, teasing, pleasuring, while they kissed with hot passion. I wanted to join them and bury my hard cock in each but when would I see a sight like this again? This moment was to be savored. I gently stroked my penis and scrutinized every inch of their sculpted bodies. I’d cranked the heat in our suite to encourage their display and my plan had worked beautifully. Chloe’s younger, leaner body was the perfect counterpoint to Emily’s older, fuller, more feminine form. As the two women gradually moved, slowly shifting into a sixty-nine position, I softly gasped. My wife’s moan of deep pleasure sliced through me. Chloe eased delicate fingers into my wife’s pussy and Emily moaned louder. I was torn. This was maybe the most amazing thing I’d ever seen, and I wanted to watch, but I also wanted to join. Did they want me?

As if reading my mind Emily lifted her head to find me.

“Come here,” she said. “A hard cock would make this perfect.”

I approached the bed and she reached for my erection, pulling my dick into her hot mouth. She sucked for a moment and then pushed me out with her tongue, nudging me lower with her chin. I gasped and held my breath. The tip of my cock brushed Chloe’s labia and the younger woman groaned and lifted her hips, trying to capture me.

“Yessssss,” she exhaled.

Emily rubbed my cock at the girl’s entrance and then pulled me forward, sliding my cock into the hottest and wettest pussy I’ve felt in a long, long time. Chloe was tight, gripping my invading shaft snugly, enveloping me in a sheath of hot flesh.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered, and Emily giggled.

My wife moved her hand to my ass to pull me forward, forcing more of my cock into the girl, and Chloe moaned with deep appreciation. Emily returned her mouth to the pussy in her face and we both fucked Chloe in our way. The girl slowly went crazy, climbing in pleasure until she writhed beneath us, screaming at last into Emily’s pussy as she orgasmed. My wife looked so smug. Emily pushed away, rising to her knees, pinning Chloe to the bed with her cunt. The younger girl ate like a fiend as I fucked her. My wife caressed Chloe’s pert tits and watched my cock pump the girl. Her expression was wild dominance, thrilled to hold our captive sex slave and use her as we saw fit. Chloe welcomed our control, squirming, moaning, thrilled to be exploited by us.

I couldn’t believe we had arrived at this moment. My wife was so gleeful she almost looked evil. I leaned over the young hottie and fucked her deeper and harder. Emily got off on it, leaning forward too, kissing me, grinding her pussy against the girl’s mouth. My wife orgasmed like that, groaning into my mouth. I thought about cumming too and filling this babe with jizz but I wanted to see both sucking my cock so I pushed Emily’s face down into my crotch so she could lick Chloe to another orgasm. Emily instantly understood, devouring that sweet young pussy.

After Chloe came down from her climax, I pulled my dick free and tugged Emily into place. I offered both women my hard cock. Good Lord in Heaven, two mouths feel amazing. I watched both pretty faces attack my erection and marveled at the sight. Emily showed no jealousy whatsoever, as eager to kiss the girl sucking my dick as she was to join her tonguing my balls.

After a while, Emily rose to whisper in my ear.

“I want you to cum inside her,” my wife whispered.

A shudder ran through me. Never in my life had I expected to hear words like that. A thrill gripped me. My wife wanted me to cum inside Chloe. Jesus. We both stared down at the sweet little thing. She noticed us looking and smiled bashfully, like she knew our plan and approved.

Emily left my side to roll Chloe on her back and move into a shortened sixty-nine position again, positioned over each other’s boobs. Emily fed Chloe her hanging tits while nibbling and sucking the younger woman’s breasts. They used hands to guide and tease and caress. I eased my cock back into Chloe.

Soon I was pounding this little flower, intent on pumping my load deep. She lifted her legs off the bed and spread them, holding herself wide open for me. God! Emily fingered Chloe’s clit while I fucked, and the younger woman quickly orgasmed again. That did it for me. I was at my limit. My sperm began to boil and I increased my stroke, climbing higher and higher until I shouted gibberish and exploded inside that tight young cunt. I poured myself into her, spurting and spewing like mad. Emily rubbed Chloe’s pussy and sucked her titties and I think the younger woman may have climaxed yet again. It was all a blur. Emily moved lower to lick Chloe’s clit and transferred her mouth to my dick as I withdrew, sucking out the last drops and sending shivers of intense pleasure up my spine. I staggered to a nearby chair, but the women remained in their sixty-nine, feasting on soaked cunt. I was finished but watched as both orgasmed several more times before finally giving in to exhaustion.

I joined them on the bed and we all dozed.


Chapter 6

Puerto Vallarta, at last.

Chloe was our pet. She checked in with her parents from time to time but mostly she hung with us. Emily couldn’t keep her hands off the girl and I didn’t blame her. I joined now and then but mostly watched. The women were so hot for each other. Emily explained what had happened the night Luca fucked her in the pit and how he’d spotted her by the pool. She even told Chloe how she’d brought the man to me and displayed his naked dick.

“You didn’t get mad?” Chloe had asked.

I’d explained it seemed to me we were well past that. Since his cock had been in my wife’s pussy, why would I get angry it was in her hand? Chloe wanted a description of Anna and said she hoped to meet them. She had to rejoin her parents for lunch, so we told her goodbye and left the ship to explore the town.

Physically, geographically, Mexico is one of the most beautiful places on Earth. I have visited many times and always felt a sense of danger. The inhabitants do not share my feelings, or perhaps they are resigned or numb to it, but to me there is an air of lawlessness floating in the air, a willingness to loosely follow the law unless it proves too great an inconvenience. Then it’s anybody’s game. The people are kind, generous, and hard-working.

We saw almost none of that. The tourist area is shielded. We saw no poverty or crime. We saw shops and restaurants and discos. We saw parks and artwork and beaches. Everything was tidy and pretty. We snorkeled and sunbathed and ate and drank and barely slept. We danced in nightclubs and forgot every worry and concern tied to our lives back home. We exhausted ourselves with fun.

I’d arranged for a ceremony where Emily and I renewed our vows. Chloe was Emily’s Maid of Honor. I stood alone. The little chapel was covered in roses and candles, and I got misty-eyed to hear Emily speak the words of her vows again. The three of us returned to our suite after the service and had a wild threesome which ended with me spraying cum like a fountain all over their faces.

By the time we boarded the ship to sail home, we were ready.

The Ovation has dozens of world-class restaurants, run by chefs of high renown. Emily and I sampled many as the cruise progressed. Tonight, we had reservations at the Crown Grill, famous for steak and seafood. We were famished.

We spotted Luca and Anna the moment we were seated.

A tingle of excitement tickled the base of my brainstem. Emily had held his big cock in the palm of her hand and showed it to me, testing my reaction and proving her theory that maybe I liked it when she strayed. I watched him take a bite and remembered that same large cock slipping from her pussy and my heart skipped a beat. We’d not been formally introduced to his fiancée, so discretion was needed. We couldn’t act familiar with him without raising questions with her. So, I played it cool, waiting until Emily and I were seated and reading the menu.

“If I’m twelve o’clock,” I told Em. “And directly behind you is six o’clock, then a casual glance at nine o’clock will please you.”

She was good. She adjusted a fork and lifted a wine glass and glanced around for our waiter, sweeping her eyes over Anna and Luca. She lingered on his body, dropping her gaze to his lap.

“I bet you’d love to fuck him in a bed,” I murmured.

She didn’t flinch.

“Hell yes, I would.” She gawked at the man a moment longer. “Can I?”

Her question floored me. I suppose I should have seen it coming and I wondered, briefly, if that was her reason for handing me Chloe. I decided I didn’t care. Chloe was an unforgettable treat. I was willing to temporarily give up Emily to Luca.

I cleared my throat and took her hand.

“Yes,” I said.

My heart raced. Her expression went blank. She gulped her wine.

“Are you serious?” she asked.

“I am. I am also nervous and scared. But you gave me Chloe, and fair is fair.”

“Holy shit.”

She stared at their table again.

“What about Anna?”

I shrugged.

“I have no idea,” I said. “I don’t know how their relationship works. They might be swingers, and this will be easy. She might be religious, and this will prove impossible. All I’m saying, is that you can.”

The waiter appeared and we asked for more time. Emily studied her menu, but I knew her mind raced. Anna rose from her table and aimed for the ladies’ room and Emily bolted from our table. I thought she intended to follow the other woman but nope. She took Anna’s seat across from Luca. I was shocked by her aggression. I couldn’t hear them, but I watched their faces. Luca was surprised and then all in. He spoke and Emily entered numbers in her phone. My wife returned to our table with plenty of time to spare. I leaned back.

“Just, wow,” I said.

“Yeah,” she chuckled. “Sorry.”

“What’s the plan?”

“No plan. He says they often do things separately. Next time she goes off on her own, he’ll meet me. I told him you are aware and allowing me to do this. Is his fiancée prettier than me? Be honest.”

I paused.

“No,” I said. “Why does that matter?”

“He’s such an attractive man. I mean like really hot. I figured he can get any girl he wants. I have no desire to humiliate myself.”

“He’ll be lucky to have you.”

She chuckled.

“That’s what he said. I didn’t believe him.”

Anna returned, none the wiser. They finished their meal and departed, and we began ours. As each minute passed, the realization of what we’d set in motion grew stronger. The trip home would be torturous. We ate delicious food and talked like nothing happened but at the back of my mind a gremlin sat and laughed. I kept reminding myself I’d gotten to enjoy Chloe. I needed to step aside.

“There is a certain entertainment value,” Emily said. “In watching you wrestle with your decision. I can see it’s eating you alive.”

“I’m that obvious?”

“To me. You know you can change your mind, right? You can tell me no, Mark. I have no desire to do this to you.”

“I’m fine. I need to be a big boy.”

I was already having second thoughts. How was Emily able to give me Chloe with no regrets?

Emily’s phone chimed. She read the message.

“I’ve got to go,” she said.

“We’re in the middle of a romantic dinner. What’s going on?”

“Luca. Anna is going for a massage and manicure. We have about two hours.”

“We?”

“Me and Luca.”

I hesitated. She continued.

“We can’t go to his cabin because she might surprise us. We need to use ours. Why don’t you run back and grab anything you need, like your phone, and I’ll text when it’s safe to return. Hurry.”

I had plenty to say but clenched my jaw. Better to get this over with. I gulped the last of my wine and kissed her briefly and hurried from the restaurant.

Not the romantic evening I’d hoped for.

I got to our cabin and did a quick scan. I grabbed my phone and a jacket from the closet in case I had to walk the deck and the wind turned cold. I could think of nothing else, so I decided to leave. I returned the jacket’s empty hanger to the rod and stopped. Like any hotel room, this closet was empty. It also sat directly across from the bed.

I did not take the time to think about how weird and risky my idea was. I stepped into the closet and pulled the door shut. I saw the bed plainly through the slats. My heart hammered against my ribs at the audacity of my plan, but I stayed rooted. I settled in.

Soon I heard voices at the door and realized I needed to silence my phone, so quick as lightning, I did, becoming a statue as the door to our honeymoon suite opened. Emily entered with Luca close behind. My wife turned to him and he spread his arms.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” she giggled.

“Your husband is generous.”

“I gave him a pretty girl so that makes us mostly even. Kiss me.”

I watched my wife pour herself into that kiss. He was taller and broader than me, as I mentioned, and she needed to rise on her toes to reach his lips. His strong arms circled her waist. Hers circled his neck. They only kissed a moment, then Emily pushed him away.

“We have little time,” she said. “Let me see that beast in good light.”

She crouched before him and quickly opened his pants. She tugged his boxers down and his thick cock swung up under her chin. They both laughed. She lifted him on a palm and gazed at his wide and veiny inches.

“Big,” she said.

“That is what they say.”

“Pretty.”

He laughed.

“Yes, Miss Emily, they say that too.”

My horny wife kissed along the top of his shaft, starting at the head, and moving towards the root. Her last kiss landed in his sparse pubic hair. She lifted his meat and pressed it against his lower stomach and then ducked under to kiss and then lick his hanging balls in their wrinkled sack.

“Do they say anything about how big your balls are, Luca?”

She wasn’t kidding. His cock was large, yet his balls looked too big for it.

“They started growing when I hit puberty,” he said. “I think they might still be growing. I cum a lot.”

“Lucky Anna.”

He made a face like hearing her name bothered him. Guilt, I suppose.

“We want a lot of children. Maybe six.”

My wife hefted his testicles as if weighing them, imagining, no doubt, the abundant load they carried.

“Whenever I see a man’s balls,” she said. “I always have the urge to get what’s inside them, inside me. It’s a strange sensation. Like draining them is my job, my responsibility. I feel like it’s required, almost like an obligation. Is that weird?”

“Maybe,” he said. “Maybe that’s nature talking, pushing you to fulfill your role.”

“My role in this life is to drain men’s cocks?”

“It is tonight.”

She squeezed his shaft hard and drew her hand towards the head. A pearly drop of semen oozed at the tip. She carefully licked it away and moved it around in her mouth, judging his flavor.

“You taste good,” she said. “Not ice cream good but much better than most men.”

“You’re a very interesting woman, Emily. What do you do for a living?”

“I’m an artist. A painter. I paint everything. They sell. I’m fortunate.”

She stood and began to undress. He hurried to join her and soon both stood naked, visually examining the other’s body. His was like mine but a little bigger all over, except his cock, which was obviously much bigger.

I can read Emily and I knew she was done talking. She was shocked to find herself standing naked before this naked man, but she was eager for more. I saw it on her face. She crouched again and pulled hard on his meat once more, squeezing out another, bigger, droplet of semen. She dragged the tip of his cock across her taste buds and closed her lips around the head, eyes closing to slits as she fully embraced her inner slut. Her cheeks suddenly dented as she vacuumed his cock. Luca gasped and pushed his hips forward, trying to get deeper in her mouth. She let him slide in an inch or two and then her hand gently circled his shaft. She began to bob on the head and several inches, and then squeezed, using her little milking trick again, drawing precum up and into her mouth.

She looked so hot. I’ve watched her have sex with a man, but that man was always me. I’ve watched her handle a penis, but that penis was always mine. My involvement in those moments made any true appreciation impossible. I was too busy enjoying the pleasure she gave. The separation I experienced now, watching from this closet, lit my brain and body on fire. There was Emily, my wife, handling the large cock of her new lover. I could barely breathe. I was watching the hottest porn of my life, but it starred my wife. I thought my pounding heart might give out.

His meat expanded, growing stiff, rising, gaining a slight curve. The head flared into a dark helmet. His large testicles slowly rose closer to the root of his shaft. The scene was so fucking erotic and sensual I felt dizzy. I watched with amazement, constantly remembering that the sexy woman down on her knees was my very own wife. My brain almost refused to accept that fact and I was jolted again and again, as if learning that information anew each time.

At last, she had him fully erect and throbbing. My wife leaned back on her heels to admire her handiwork. She looked so pleased with herself.

“Do you want to get what’s in that, inside you?” he muttered.

She laughed once, like a scoff.

“Yes,” she admitted. “Very much.”

Her words, her tone, were a punch in the gut. The look on her face killed me. Her words of desire for his seed drove a splintery stake through my heart. She was my wife, yes, but she was also her own woman, and in this moment this woman wanted the man standing before her more than me. It hurt, but God help me, it aroused. I wished I’d freed my penis before closing the closet door because I desperately needed to stroke my dick. I needed the comfort of pleasure and stimulation. I doubted I could unzip now without bumping into a wall or door and alerting them to my presence.

Emily was impressed. She ogled his pulsating spear anticipating her own penetration. She slipped a hand between her legs to tease her clit as she gazed at his hard cock.

“You’re making me blush,” he joked.

“Please,” she said. “You have no shame. You know exactly what you have here. How many women have you fucked with this gorgeous cock?”

“I don’t keep count.”

“Liar.”

He laughed.

“Perhaps eighty,” he stated.

Her jaw dropped. She gawked at his erection with new admiration.

“Eighty,” she murmured. “Eighty. Eighty women have spread their legs and welcomed this cock into their bodies. That’s amazing. You are a credit to your gender.”

“You?” he asked. “How many men have you had?”

She was thoughtful for a moment but never took her eyes off his dick.

“Five. Five, and I’m including my husband but not you, since I thought it was him fucking me on the dance floor. I suppose I need to revise my number now, and I’m assuming you’re about to fuck me with that beast, so, six. You will be my number six.”

“A good number.”

“It’s funny but I’m glad you fucked eighty women. I’m glad there are women out in the world with memories of you and your impressive cock. I’m sure there are women masturbating right now to memories of you in their bed, inside their bodies.”

“You think?”

“I’m sure of it. I know I’ll be masturbating to memories of this night for a long time, so I’m certain they are too.”

She reached for his dick and looked up into his eyes. He hoped she’d do something wonderful to his cock and she did. She used her trick to milk another dollop of precum from the tip and this droplet was large, a foreshadowing of the massive load he carried.

“Fuck,” my wife croaked. “That’s sexy as hell. Your semen is pure white.”

She left the drop hanging from the tip so she could examine it from every side. She was forming memories for later. I was stiff inside my underwear, and I couldn’t bear it, so I risked making noise and carefully, slowly, gently drew my zipper down and released my raging hard-on.

“My turn,” Luca said, helping Emily stand.

The man circled my wife, appraising her beauty. He drew fingertips along her arms and down her spine, following her sweet and feminine curves. His unwavering erection curved upward from his hips and Emily kept her downcast eyes on it. Our lovemaking was always so filled with tenderness and affection I was a bit dumbfounded to see her so utterly obsessed with his penis. Was he the biggest she’d ever had? Maybe the biggest she’d ever seen? He caressed her sensitive skin and kissed her shoulders and nape as he passed, and Emily’s legs trembled by the time he arrived behind her. He stepped close and his thick erection nestled between her butt cheeks. She gasped at the contact. I was sure she was drenched.

He bent his knees and squatted a little, kissing down her back to kiss all around her rose tattoo. When he straightened his legs, kissing a trail up her spine, his cock came up under Emily’s ass, sliding briefly against her inner thighs before finding her opening and easing in. My wife gasped loudly to feel him penetrate. I realized he’d taken the same position he’d used to fuck her on the dance floor. She knew it too. He held her small waist in his hands and set his feet farther apart, dipping his hips and then sending his cock deep, lifting her almost off the floor. Emily reached behind her head to tangle her fingers in his black hair. He began to smoothly pump his hips. I heard her wetness. I smelled her excited cunt. I delicately teased my dick with fingers only, careful to bump nothing.

“You feel bigger,” Emily rasped.

“I couldn’t get as close as I wanted in the foam,” he replied. “I needed to keep my face hidden.”

“What? Why?”

“You know why.”

“You knew I was not your wife.”

“Yes. Just like you suspected I was not your husband.”

I held my breath waiting for her reply. Was he right? Did Emily knowingly cheat?

She never answered, allowing him to believe what he wished.

He kissed her up and down her neck. He nibbled her earlobes. He caressed her soft skin until my wife was gushing and tied in knots. Finally, she could handle no more.

“Take me to bed,” she croaked.

“The bed where you sleep with your husband?”

“Yes. I need you to fuck me.”

He dipped his hips and withdrew his large shiny cock. They held hands as he led her the few steps to our bed. He let her climb on first and roll onto her back. He gawked at the sight.

“Hurry,” she whimpered.

He climbed on the bed too and walked his knees between her legs. She spread herself wide, eyes glued to his approaching erection. Impatience and eagerness made her reach for him before he was ready, guiding his cock forward, sheathing him in her smoldering, sopping cunt. Her loud satisfied groan lanced right through me. He lifted one of her legs and held it against his chest, bending her body and forcing her legs to spread obscenely wide. He turned his hips and began to piston that thick weapon, forcing cries of pleasure from my wife. He hooked her other leg and bent both over her body, fully exposing her tight pussy to his onslaught. His rhythm was slow and smooth, strong thrusts into her depths until he touched the bottom of her womb and withdrew.

She had no chance of resisting. Her first orgasm ripped through her like wildfire, leaving her sweaty and sobbing. Her thighs quivered. Her skin flushed with a rosy hue. He gave her only a moment to get her bearings and then he sawed into her again, his veiny battering ram a smooth plunging tube of flesh. Emily held handfuls of comforter, pulling hard on the fabric as another climax began to build.

“It’s too much,” she mumbled.

He leaned over her bent body to kiss her, forcing her legs back and obscenely splaying her cunt. He was posing her like a whore just to show her she liked being posed like a whore. Her kisses were fierce. He pushed deep every inch she could take until he pressed firmly against her cervix. Her mouth left his to moan loudly at a depth of penetration she’d never felt before. He’d stuffed her body with more cock than she’d ever known, introducing her to sensations she’d never forget and always crave. She orgasmed again all around his motionless cock, thrilled by the thickest invasion she’d ever felt. Her growls and groans drove me insane. She tried to roll her hips around his conquering shaft just to feel even more of him. She was hungry and slutty and whorish, and I’d never felt so aroused. I loved seeing her like this. I loved what his cock did to her even as I understood I’d never get the same response. If I wanted to ever see her like this again, I’d need to invite another, bigger man to our bed.

I oozed a drop of precum myself. I followed that with another. I surprised myself by exuding a leak of slippery fluid.

Human sexuality must be the most complicated thing on Earth.

Luca kept his cock all the way inside my wife. Emily squirmed, skewered like a butterfly on display, trapped beneath his weight and impaled on his lance. She looked utterly thrilled to be held immobile and penetrated.

Of course, it couldn’t last. Luca craved orgasm too. His hefty balls had drawn up close to the base of his cock but even so they began to swing when he began to thrust. I fingered my raging hard-on lightly, watching as he built speed and power. My wife soon cried out with another climax, but Luca never slowed. Now he held her on the shoulders, her legs still bent over her body, and plunged that godly spear over and over. My wife was an animal, growling and groaning and completely his to ravage. She soon screeched with another orgasm and then he sucked a bushel of air, filling his lungs before he shoved deep and bellowed like a stud bull. He froze all the way in as the first blast rocketed free, then thrust rapidly for a moment before shoving all the way in again to deliver the next massive blast of hot sperm. Emily was a writhing mess of strange sounds and twisting limbs. Luca thrust again and again, burying his pole as sperm gushed into her womb. Milk dripped from around his shaft, oozing out the tight seal of her pussy.

Good God he pumped her full. He’d done the same on the dance floor, but I’d been ignorant then of the buckets he came. I’d been unaware how much of himself he’d propelled into her. Now I saw every inseminating drop. He shot her full, blasting a mass of boiling cum.

Once his spurting cock finished, he released her legs to lie flat on our bed. He kept his thick cock buried. She squirmed against his hips, driving her pussy down his length as far as she could. She loved him in there. She wanted to keep him in there. They relaxed in our bed like that, a tangle of arms and legs, like two spiders hugging.

I was dying to release. My balls felt ready to burst. Emily wrapped her arms and legs tighter around his body and forced her pussy farther down his softening cock.

“Do we have time to do it again?’ she murmured, shocking me.

He shook his head sadly.

“I’m afraid we don’t. Anna will return to our cabin soon and I must be there. She will want sex. Massages always make her horny.”

“I hope I didn’t ruin you for her.”

He smiled.

“If I cannot get it up,” he said. “She will use her mouth on me until I do. She’s a sweet girl. Her family has money.”

Emily did not want to hear about Anna. My wife eased her hips away from Luca and turned to take his spongy cock in her mouth. They made eye contact and held it as Emily suckled softly on his meat. In minutes, he began to rise again.

“There,” my wife said. “Take that hard dick back to her. You should shower first though. You taste like pussy.”

“Like honeyed pussy,” he added. “Perhaps there will come a time we can spend all the time in bed we need to make love properly.”

“You have my number. Mark and I live in Seattle, Washington. If your travels bring you near, call.”

“Will you tell Mark about our tryst?”

“Every detail,” she said. “He enjoys it more than he knows. It’s hard for him, like it would be for any man, to admit he gets pleasure from the sight of his wife being taken. I saw it right away. He has yet to fully face the truth. I’ll tell him everything we did, everything you did to me, and he’ll grow hard. I’ll share more details as he fucks me. He fucks me differently after I’ve been naughty. Lately, I’ve come to prefer it.”

They rose from the bed, kissed, and Luca began to dress.

“Shower?” Emily inquired.

He nodded and I frustratingly lost sight of them as they left the main room to enter the bathroom. I heard water spray and laughter and then silence as they washed each other’s bodies. I waited in exasperated silence, convinced there were sexual escapades happening I couldn’t see. Thank God they were on a time limit. Luca emerged dried and ready to dress. Emily chose to stay naked. She wandered with him as he collected his clothing and got dressed. She walked him naked to the door, daring to hold it wide open as they kissed goodbye. I heard footsteps out in the hall as people passed our room and I knew other patrons on this cruise saw my wife nude and kissing another man.

My penis was ready to explode.


Chapter 7

Emily shut the door behind her and entered the room. She chuckled and searched for her phone, sending me a text which said it was safe to come back.

I stepped from the closet.

Her expression turned from fright to shock to bewilderment to understanding.

“Holy fuck!” she yelled. “You—! You—!“

Her gaze dropped to my purple straining erection. What else needs to be said? She tossed her phone on the bed and took two steps to stand before me. She dropped obediently to her knees, engulfing my penis while her hands busied themselves with my pants. She opened my fly and spread my pants wide and slid her lips all the way down my length. I grunted. The heat of her mouth was insane. I grabbed her head and began to fuck her face and she groaned appreciation. I curled my fingers in her hair to hold her steady and took out all my fear and angst and frustration, plunging deep on each thrust, making her gag and choke. She welcomed my assault, drooling spit and sucking hard. She paused only once, briefly, to urge me to blast my load down her throat. Words every husband hopes to hear.

I thrust my hips faster until I moved erratically, head spinning and heart pounding. Every muscle in my body clenched and I roared and then I was shooting, hips jerking, cock spraying hot jizz in her mouth and moaning like my death approached. I shoved my dick in and blasted directly down her throat. She choked but only vacuumed harder and my pleasure shot off the charts. She sucked the soul out of me. I stumbled towards the bed, and she followed. My elbow landed in their wet spot, but I was too dizzy to care. She continued to vacuum sperm out of me, and I was howling at a pleasure that bordered on pain.

At last, I shot my final spurt. She was purring with delight. She held my cock in her mouth as I shrank, pleased with herself beyond measure. She teased my softening penis until she let me slip out onto my belly.

“I can’t believe you did that,” she said. “You were in there the whole time?”

“Yes.”

“You heard everything? You saw everything?”

“Not what you did in the shower, but everything else, yeah. What happened in the shower?”

She crawled up to join me on the bed.

“Nothing much,” she said. “I sucked him a little to make sure he could get hard for Anna. Mostly we washed each other and kissed.”

I lifted my head to meet her eyes.

“You’re right,” I croaked.

“I’m right about what?”

“I do enjoy it. It terrifies me to admit that, but you already know it’s true. The only one I’m hiding it from is me. I stood in that closet and watched you and I’ve never been so turned on. You’re the sexiest woman alive.”

She cuddled.

“I’m glad you think so,” she said. “I love what seeing me fucked does to you. I’m a little angry it took us so long to discover this.”

“Discover what?”

“This kind of sex life. It’s so opposite to everything we’re told. Everything we’ve been taught about how relationships are supposed to be.”

“You’re thinking we’ll continue this at home, even after our second honeymoon is over? You see a place for this in our everyday life?”

“Why not? New lovers are extra exciting, and they certainly have a positive effect on sex between you and me. Your desire for me afterwards is off the charts. You fuck me now like you just met me. It’s wonderful. The look in your eyes, the vibrations in your touch. I don’t know if you feel threatened and the fear of losing me to another man makes everything more urgent and poignant, or if you just like seeing me act the slut, but the truth is I’m suddenly precious to you again. You’re hungry for me. I see it in your eyes, and I feel it in how hard your dick gets. I love it.”

“I should have fucked you instead of allowing you to suck me off.”

She shook her head, teasing. A sly look entered her eyes.

“That was intentional, Baby. Luca came inside me. I got excited by the thought of a loving devoted wife filled with her lover’s sperm. I sucked you off so only Luca is inside me.”

“That hurts like hell but makes my heart race. You’re as exhilarating as a rollercoaster, or maybe like I’m running with the bulls in Pamplona.”

She laughed.

“I like that analogy,” she said. “Luca, my one-horned bull. He’s chasing me but you might be the one that gets gored.”

We chuckled. I rested a hand on her vulva. Her pussy was warm, rich, fertile earth recently seeded. Luca was in her, his sperm swam just beneath my hand. The thought was maddening. The reality drove me crazy. In my head I knew she was mine. In my gut I knew she was his. Electric fingers tickled my brainstem, taunting me, torturing me. My wife lay in bed with me, but the shadow of Luca fell across us. The ghost of Luca whispered in my ear: Your woman carries me, not you. Emily had admitted she wanted to continue this once we got home. There’d be no Luca but there would be other men. How did I feel about all this? My exhausted penis tried to rise.

“What are you thinking?” Emily asked. “I can hear your gears turning.”

“You want more new lovers, once we get home.”

“That’s right. I think we both want that.”

“No more Luca. What will you do?”

She hunched her shoulders.

“I don’t know. Where will I find another sexy man with a big dick? I don’t know.”

She lifted my limp penis and kissed the tip.

“It’s too early for bed,” she said. “I’d love to take a walk around the top deck under the stars.”


Chapter 8

The trip home was uneventful. At least it was uneventful to us. We rarely left our cabin. We’d lit a fire that burned white-hot and needed to fuck all the time. We had food and drink brought to us. We had sex, slept, ate, and had more sex. We talked about sex, giving voice to fantasies we didn’t know we had, long buried desires and curiosities we carried inside but never looked at. Now, here, in this safe place of trust and intimacy, we spilled our guts.

We’d never felt closer or more connected. The paradox was amazing. Emily spoke of other men she’d always wanted but never mentioned. I admitted to women at work or the gym. We shed all pretense and just revealed who we truly are, and that brought us closer than we’d ever been. That kind of faith and trust led directly to the best sex of our marriage.

We sailed past San Diego this time and docked at Los Angeles. LA is too much city for Emily and me, so we stayed close to the pier. We shopped and had a delicious lunch, but there was little sightseeing we wanted to do. On the way back to the ship we stumbled upon a store called Leather and Lace, with mannequins in the windows dressed in sexy Goth outfits. Emily said she wanted to see inside so in we went. She tried on several outfits, delighted that the new version of her would get to wear whatever she wished, and came away with a lace-up corset and two pairs of thigh-high leather boots, one shiny patent, the other a smooth stretch type that clung to her toned legs.

“I don’t know when I’ll ever wear them,” she said. “But I like owning them.”

After Los Angeles we continued up the coast until we arrived home, our second honeymoon a huge success. We were invigorated and electrified. We’d opened a door to a whole new kind of life. We were ready for anything, anything, except what happened.

I had a stack of files waiting for me at work. The other accountants, including Candace, thoughtfully left as much for me to do as possible, handling only the cases that couldn’t wait. My first day at work was a long frustrating nightmare, the start of a long frustrating week.

Emily’s days went better. She entered her studio with a new view of life, energized and eager. The passion found its way into her art. While her world blossomed, mine sank. Mine sank and carried our new sex life down with it.

Three weeks later and we still had not made love. She was understanding about my work situation but did not like it. After such an incredible breakthrough, I found myself back in the same rut. My frustration became her frustration. We stopped talking as much or as freely. Silence bred distance. We walled each other off. Walled off, I had time to think about what we’d done, think, and regret. Fear got her hooks on me. Questions arose. How could Emily say she loved me yet fuck Luca with such passion? How could I say I loved her yet feel so much desire for Chloe? Doubts grew. Doubt became so strong I wished we’d never invited others to our bed. Thank God Luca went away with that ship. He was nothing but trouble. The fact that he was a stranger and someone we’d never see again saved us, I thought. No way could we have done something like that with someone in our lives.

The universe loves when we make decisions. The universe loves it when we draw conclusions and think we know the truth with certainty.

I got home from work late and searched the house for Emily. Failing to find her downstairs, I headed to her studio in the attic. She was working on a huge painting positioned along a wall, an Impressionistic-style mural of Puerto Vallarta at night. We kissed hello and hugged, and I stepped back to let her work, telling her about my shitty workday. A casual glance out the Dormer window sent a jolt through me.

Next door, down in his fenced and private backyard, Red, the fifty-something neighbor with the long ponytail who wore cargo shorts and tie-dyed T-shirts, exited his house wearing only a bathrobe, open in front, long cock swinging and bouncing. He stood on his yoga mat. The sun was low and in his eyes. He slipped the robe off and lifted a spray bottle and misted his naked body from face to toes. He sat the bottle down and carefully rubbed his palms over every inch, working the oil into his skin. His incredible flexibility allowed him to reach everywhere. He paid extra attention to his pendulous cock, gripping the shaft and sliding his fists down the length, over and over. When he reached the plump head, he pulled firm and strong, stretching his flaccid penis away from his body like a rubber tube. He repeated this motion and his soft cock gained length without swelling. He pointed a toe and aimed his muscular leg at the sky and then pivoted slightly, bringing his hips around and exposing his dangling cock and balls. His body from the neck down was devoid of hair and coated in shiny oil. He lifted his leg higher and hugged it to his torso. His cock hung like a fat sausage. His balls were a large pink grapefruit.

“Emily,” I said. “I hate to interrupt you while you’re working, but I believe you’ll want to see this.”

She furrowed her brows, wondering, and rested her paintbrush on the easel. She joined me at the window. Red had continued his pivot and was slowly coming around again. First his hips, then his penis. Emily’s eyes narrowed.

“That’s big,” she murmured. “Look at it just hanging there.”

I said nothing but watched her face closely. She was mesmerized in an instant.

“There’s a huge difference,” I said. “Between a man we’ll never see again, like Luca, and a man that lives right next door, like Red. We better think about this. We better take a big step back and think really hard about this.”

With my words I’d taken a huge leap forward. I knew that. But I also knew Emily was already contemplating the very same idea. The risk was great, and I was afraid. Part of me wished I’d said nothing, wished I’d allowed Red to go through his naked yoga sunset routine and vanish inside his house once more, never informing my wife of what our next-door neighbor possessed. Her artist-eyes roamed his toned and shiny skin. He was incredibly fit for fifty-something. He grabbed his toes and arched his back backward. His cock was thrust forward, and Emily gawked.

“Look at him,” she muttered. “I knew he was fit but he’s fucking beautiful. Look at those abs. Look at his back and arms and ass. He’s in great shape. I see new cars over at his place all the time, women he’s dating coming to see him. I get it now. I bet he can throw a mean fuck with that thing.”

“I know what you’re thinking, Emily.”

She chuckled and moved closer, sliding up under my arm to hug me. Her eyes stayed on Red.

“You’re right,” she said.

“About what?”

“Red poses complications we never faced with Luca.”

“He’d be right next door whenever you wanted him. I’m stuck in the office, long hours all alone. He’s a texted message away, eager, ready with a big hard dick.”

“Stop,” she said. “We’re assuming a lot. What if he’s gay? What if he has a girlfriend? What if he doesn’t find me attractive?”

“Then nothing happens. I’m not concerned about the things that won’t happen with Red. I’m concerned about the things that might.”

She was staring again. Red had planted both feet and arched backward, hands on the mat. He pushed his rippled stomach towards the sky and his heavy cock and balls hung between his thighs, shaft and cock head visible under his butt.

“Jesus,” my wife muttered. “That dick is mouthwatering. How many women come to him for sex? The man looks amazing and sexy, but that dick is mouthwatering.”

“I’m frightened by what we might do, Em.”

“I understand. The level of trust needed far exceeds what we did with Luca. I can tell you I’m trustworthy, but you already know that.”

I could hear in her voice that her decision had already been made. I’d dangled this man in front of her and now she would have him if she could.

Red sat on his yoga mat and opened a small box. He withdrew various items and placed them in a semi-circle around him. He balanced forward on both hands, like he was about to do a handstand, and slowly lifted his body, legs folded, until his knees landed on his elbows. His arms took his weight, muscles coiling and gliding under glistening skin. He paused, and then slowly straightened his legs into the air. His soft cock pointed at the ground. He held that handstand for a long time.

“Jesus,” Emily muttered. “That takes a lot of strength.”

She was right. He held the pose for a long time. At last, he recoiled his body, drawing his legs down and folding them again and then curling his lower body under until he sat gently on his mat again.

“Impressive,” my wife said.

Red reached into the box and withdrew a long spring. He compressed the extended coil of wire and then slid the open end over his penis. He fastened a few clasps and secured a tight ring behind the head, and gradually released the spring, which, as it expanded, stretched his soft dick to its full length and then some. He adjusted the spring for comfort and rolled onto his back. He grabbed one leg and hooked it behind his head. He did the same to his other leg. His penis, wrapped inside a coil of stiff wire, now stuck straight up, pointing at the few clouds passing overhead. He grabbed a weighted device and attached it to the base of the spring. He held that pose for a while before moving into another handstand. The spring kept his penis stretched away from his body. As he held that pose, Emily, and I watched as the spring slowly began to lengthen his cock. I understood why he’d spent so much time working that oil into his skin. He held his body motionless as his cock stretched to new lengths.

“That’s sexy as fuck,” Emily muttered. “Look at his perfect body. Not too muscular but toned as hell. His self-control is hot. Does he use those things because they made his dick big? Or does he use them because he had a big dick which he wants to make bigger?”

Emily studied his body.

“No,” she concluded. “He was already big. I can tell. He uses those tools to make his big dick bigger. God.”

Red moved through a series of poses, each exhibiting fantastic bodily control and each showcasing his flexibility and dexterity. He positioned his nude body in various ways, and each was a testament to his strength and stamina.

When he finished, he carefully removed the weights and coiled wire and set them aside. Freed, his dick now hung several inches longer. He again sprayed oil over his cock and balls and worked it in, rubbing, massaging. Eventually he withdrew another device from the small box. This was a long clear plastic tube with a hose and bladder attached. It was bigger than the ones I’d seen online, with a motor at the top.

“What the fuck is that?” Emily asked.

“Looks like a penis pump,” I suggested. “But more sophisticated than the ones I’ve seen.”

“Is he going to masturbate? Right here in front of us?”

Her voice dripped with excitement and anticipation.

“Easy, girl,” I cautioned. “He’s doing nothing in front of us. We’re spying on him, invading his privacy. But I doubt that tube is for masturbation. It looks like it’s more a part of his same penis enhancement routine.”

“His cock doesn’t need improving.”

Red lubricated the rim of the tube and lifted his soft dick. He slid it inside and squeezed the bladder a few times, made a few adjustments, and then squeezed the bladder several more times. Satisfied, he pressed the button on the motor. We were too far away to hear anything, but his dick jumped forward an inch and began to lift towards the end of the tube. If his previous exercises had increased his length, this one now bulked his girth. He gained some length, but the shaft of his cock expanded, engorging to fill the clear tube.

“Oh, Lord,” Emily breathed. “Look at that. Look at his body. Look at that big fucking cock hanging from his hips. Jesus Christ, that’s hot as fuck. He’s making me crazy. I’m glad you brought me to the window.”

His poses now were limited but he still managed to display amazing balance and flexibility. He left the vacuum tube on as he worked. When he finished, he released the suction and slid the tube off.

Now his cock was magnificent: long and thick and perfectly proportioned.

He returned the pump to the small chest and turned to face the setting sun. He lifted one leg and placed the bottom of that foot against his inner thigh and then stretched his strong arms overhead, reaching for the darkening sky. His cock arched down from his body to point at the ground, a thick hanging tube of veiny beef.

“I’d suck that cock so hard,” Emily muttered.

Red held his pose and then smoothly bent to pluck a jar he’d placed near the mat. He scooped some cream from the jar and massaged his cock and balls again, turning his hairless skin shiny and gleaming. Emily was utterly hypnotized. Her face showed so clearly her desire to walk next door and fuck this sexy older stud.

“Does he do that every night, I wonder?” she asked.

“Let’s watch tomorrow night and find out.”

“Or I could go over right now and ask him.”

Our eyes locked. She may have been playfully teasing, but she was serious. When I hesitated, she turned on a heel and strode from the room.

“What are you doing?” I asked, calling after her.

She did not answer. I moved to another Dormer window and looked down on our front yard. I saw Emily cross the grass and ring his doorbell. Red left his yoga mat and donned his robe, tying the sash. I waited, conflicted. I worried what her plan was. I worried what she might say to him. I worried what she might do with him. With nothing to see I returned to the window in Emily’s studio which gave me the view of his backyard.

They emerged together from his house onto his patio. He still wore the robe, tightly tied. He was talking, pointing out various things like the sunset and the yoga mat. I couldn’t hear them, but he seemed to be explaining how he loved to do yoga to the setting sun. Emily asked a few questions, and then he directed her to the mat, positioning my wife on all fours. She was talking and he was talking. He positioned her in a variety of poses, simple things like head-down ass-up and cross-legged with her back straight. She allowed him to pose her.

Next it was her turn. She took over, positioning him in a few basic poses. He was careful to keep his robe discreetly closed. Emily had him stand. She awkwardly lifted one leg as high as she could, trying to point her toes at the sky. Red graciously showed her how it was properly done, lifting his leg, and then hugging his thigh to his chest. His robe fell open, of course, but he was careful to keep himself aimed away from her. Emily took a deliberate step to see his cock. Horny bitch. Red was focused on his pose and did not see her move. She stepped away as he came out of his pose and then she gestured towards the house. They vanished inside.

I waited for them to reappear and when they did not, I hurried to the other window. I looked at his front door and after a while Emily emerged. I moved to have a better angle and there he was, inside his house with his robe open. He used the front door to shield himself from the neighborhood but for Emily his enhanced cock was in full view, and he made no move to hide. I wondered what they’d talked about to cause this clear escalation of their relationship. She’d been gone too brief a time for anything to have happened, unless it was just a touch and a kiss maybe, but they’d obviously had some serious conversation. They spoke for a few moments and then Emily left. Red watched her ass sway across his lawn before he shut the door. I raced downstairs to meet her, pelting her with questions the moment she entered our home.

“I confessed I’d watched him from my studio window,” she said. “I apologized for spying but told him he looks amazing. He liked that. Did you know he used to be an exotic dancer? From ages twenty-one to twenty-six. He danced at an alternative club off The Strip in Las Vegas. That led to private parties where he danced nude. He liked showing off and the money was amazing.”

“Did anything happen just now?”

“Do you mean did he fuck me? Did I blow him? No, nothing happened like that. Discussing his dancing led me to asking him to open his robe, which he happily did. I stared at his naked body. I told him his cock is beautiful and all the women that visit must love it, and he offered to show me a special room he has for his lady guests. I agreed and he led the way. He’d converted one of his bedrooms into a sex room. There were all kinds of contraptions, all designed to get people off. My favorite was a chair for women that had spinning tongues in the seat for pussy and clit. He offered for me to try it, but I said I’d need a raincheck, you were waiting for me. I said I wanted to fuck him. I told him right to his face.”

My stomach flipped and flopped. With the long hours I always work, she’d be at his place every day. Loneliness would push her out the door. He’d seduce her and she’d never want to leave his side.

“I’m having serious second thoughts about this,” I said. “Red lives next door. Are we asking for trouble? What if things go sideways? Isn’t this like shitting where we eat, as the saying goes? This could be worse than dating a coworker.”

“But he’s so attractive. We wouldn’t be dating. We’d be fucking.”

“Imagine if things go wrong and we end up hating him? Imagine what that would do to our home life. Our house is our refuge. He’d be impossible to avoid.”

She pouted. She’d seen the promised land, and I was telling her she couldn’t enter. I knew I was right but there were deeper emotions driving me. Something about the way she looked at Red told me she felt more for him than just a simple fuck.

“All right,” she relented. “I’m not happy about it but I’ll respect your wishes.”


Chapter 9

My job took a turn for the worse. Candace quit, storming out in an explosion of files thrown in the air and a screaming of obscenities. Upper management dumped her workload on me, so my hours climbed from a lot every day to a ridiculous amount, and that still wasn’t enough. I demanded they quickly hire someone to help, which they assured me they would, but they’re liars. Week after week passed with no change. They exploited my loyalty and my work ethic.

At last, I’d had enough. They’ll use you until you drop dead and then step over your cooling body. I slowed to my usual pace and let them handle the customer complaints. My loyalty to this company evaporated. I was ready to move on. I would talk to Emily when I got home and start to look for another job. I didn’t care if I remained in the accounting industry or not. Maybe a complete change was what I needed.

In addition to the absurd amount of work, I hated being away from home for such long periods of time. Emily and I hadn’t had sex in weeks. I knew she was even hornier than me. With Red right next door, my stomach was tied in knots all day every day. I doubted she’d outright cheat on me but since our adventures with Luca and Chloe, things have obviously been different for us.  My rule that Red was off-limits felt like a huge step backward, but my gut told me it was the right thing to do. Why? Was I that afraid of his ability to steal Emily from me? Or was I more concerned with her desire for him? That felt closer to the truth. Now that we’d opened the door, I’d seen the real Emily. The passionate artist wanted lots of sex with beautiful people.

An intern dropped another stack of files on my desk. I glared at the young man. He backed away.

“Don’t blame me,” he said. “I’m just a pack animal. Mister Jackson says the files in the green folders must be completed tonight before you leave.”

I sighed. The young man walked away and I grabbed my phone. Time for yet another message informing Emily to eat dinner without me because I’d be working late. I opened my message app and stared at the screen. I tried to type but my hand refused to move. I’ve sent my wife too many of these texts lately. How could I send her yet another? She’d be sad and lonely. My other option was to walk out and quit my job. That would make Emily sad too, but in a different way. She’d support my decision but the money stress I’d place on our marriage would be real and immediate.

My phone rang in my hand. Candace. I answered.

“Hey, quitter,” I said. “How’s life outside Hell?”

“Wonderful. I’m already working at another business. That’s why I’m calling. They have two openings here and I talked you up to the boss. Send me your resume. I’ll get you a job here and you can tell that place to kiss your ass goodbye.”

Wonderful, sweet Candace.

“My resume is on the way,” I said. “Give me your new email address.”

She did and we ended the call. I was flying sky-high at the possibility of a new, better job. Fuck this place. I immediately dialed Emily to tell her. She answered and spoke before I could.

“Get your ass home,” she said. “Luca and Anna are in town on a layover. Anna is shopping. Luca is on his way to see me. I’ve already cleared a spot for you in our bedroom closet. How would you like a repeat of our honeymoon adventure? Can you handle hiding in a closet while I get fucked again?”

In that moment I experienced the strangest mix of hot and cold emotions. I was instantly transported back to Puerto Vallarta and the small dark space where I’d hidden myself and watched my wife get royally fucked. The scene had been scalding. I wanted it again. I was hurt that her news overshadowed mine, but I could live with that. Then I remembered that Boss Jackson demanded the green files be complete before I went home. Failure to do so would result in my likely termination. If I stayed to do them, Emily would fuck Luca in the bed we shared every night, without me. Daggers pierced my heart. Do I swap this job for a spot to see the action?

I remained motionless, staring at my desk, for a full five seconds.

“Yes,” I told my wife. “Hold that spot for me. I’m leaving now.”

We ended the call.

I strode to Jackson’s office and opened the door.

“I can’t stay to complete those green files,” I said. “Sorry.”

His head came up from what he worked on, already angry.

“I’m at sixty hours already this week,” I complained. “Enough is enough. Do a better job managing. Hire someone to help me. Don’t be so abusive, good people like Candace quit. Something has come up and I must leave. Have a good night.”

He pointed an angry finger at my face.

“If you walk out now,” he growled. “Don’t come back.”

“Sounds good to me.”

I shut the door to the immensely satisfying sound of him yelling my name and ordering me to come back. I didn’t. I grabbed my jacket from my chair and walked out. My heartbeat was a continuous series of explosions, but they were not all caused by my departure. Most of the adrenaline thrill I felt in that moment came from the gut-wrenching anticipation of my naked wife in the arms of another man. I was already picturing the view from our bedroom closet. This time Emily would know I watched. I was sure that would fuel a bonfire in her head and heart.

Lucky Luca had no idea what headed his way.


Chapter 10

We wasted no time. She met me at the front door where we shared a quick kiss hello and then she shoved me towards the bedroom. She showed me how she’d cleared space for me in our big closet. She also showed me how she’d moved a chair that would have partially obstructed my view and angled the large standing mirror in the corner to give me yet another fantastic view of him fucking her.

The doorbell rang.

“Get in!” she hissed. “I only get a few hours with him.”

We kissed again and I stepped inside the closet. A brief wave of humiliation swept through me to be so relegated, but I shrugged it off. My dick was already expanding. I silenced my phone and unzipped my pants, drawing my swelling penis out and into my hand. Voices approached.

Emily stopped him in a perfect position and then they began to strip each other. She’d done her homework, testing to see which spots would work best for me. Their fingers flew as clothing dropped to the floor. He knelt to draw her panties down her legs, placing his face level with her pussy, and I noted she’d shaved herself smooth and bare for him. He kissed each thigh and then nestled his face in her crotch. My wife gasped a little and then softly sighed. He began to eat her where she stood. My wife held his head with both hands and turned her eyes to the closet, fixing her gaze on me in my hiding spot. Her nipples stiffened but if that was excitement because he ate pussy well or excitement to be behaving so slutty in front of her husband, I didn’t know. She looked hot either way. I began to slowly stroke.

Luca knelt on one knee while he feasted, so I had a clear view of his rising cock. The man loved fucking my woman. His cock straightened as it engorged, filling and expanding. The head flared, eager for penetration. The small slit at the tip began to drool precum, silver strands like spiderwebs connecting his dick to our carpet. More issued from the tip and I was amazed at the volume of semen his huge balls produced. He and Anna would have lots of children. The silver thread became a silver string dotted with little globs of sperm. He leaked precum like crazy.

Soon he throbbed, ready, covered with crisscrossing veins along his impressive length. He’d fucked her on that anonymous dance floor, and she’d fallen in love with his meat. Now she had him in her bedroom.

Emily enjoyed his mouth a while, but the clock was running. She pulled his hair to make him stand and then took his place on her knees. She tilted him to the side, displaying his erect penis to me as she drew her tongue along his length. She lifted his balls with the tip, tenderly sucking each into her mouth where she rolled him around. She wetted every inch he had in preparation. She glanced often at my hiding place. She enjoyed teasing me as much as she enjoyed teasing him. He tilted his hips to raise his cock over her head and she lifted his extra-large balls in her hands.

“I remember how much you came last time,” she said. “I was dripping Luca for days. You soaked three pairs of panties.”

He chuckled.

“More this time,” he replied. “Anna and I have been traveling. No time for sex. No privacy to even jack off. My balls are overflowing. You’ll get it all.”

Emily’s expression turned wicked. She’d heard enough. She stood and walked to our bed, placed her elbows on the comforter, and bent at the waist. Her ass was aimed at Luca and his eyes dropped to the gap under her firm butt cheeks where her bald slit waited. His cock drooled copious precum as he approached her from behind. She turned to look at him as he drew nearer and then her eyes darted around him to me. My dick surged at the inevitable. He smacked her butt and she yelped and then laughed. He grabbed the cheek firmly, squeezing her flesh. He pulled the round mass to the side, obscenely revealing her asshole and swollen pussy. With his free hand he held her arm and directed her hand to his cock.

“Put me in you,” he said. “If that’s what you want.”

She pulled him forward and rubbed the tip up and down her opening, smearing his jizz over her labia. When she felt him split her pussy lips, she tugged. He took over, grabbing her ass with both hands and sheathing his thick meat inch by inch. Her satisfied groan shot right through me.

“I never thought I’d get to feel you in me again,” she rasped. “I love it.”

He leaned over to trail kisses up my wife’s back. He nibbled her nape and pushed himself deep. She groaned again. From my angle I saw how his thick and solid girth opened her wide. Her poor pussy was stretched around his shaft. His hips rocked a gentle in and out, both savoring the sensations of fucking each other again. He held her ass firmly and worked his big dick.

My gaze dropped to his large scrotum. I knew he carried a massive load. My dick throbbed in my hand at the thought of how much semen he'd pump into her. I know she craved it too. She’d mentioned once, years ago, that making a man orgasm was almost as sweet as enjoying one herself. She had just climaxed, but we were under time pressure, so I made a move to leave the bed. She’d pulled me back, explaining that sex is not over for her until the male ejaculates. Luca was in for a treat.

She eased her hips towards the man, capturing every inch he possessed. She braced her hands against our bed and forced her hips back, driving him even deeper and pushing a moan out of her throat.

“Fuck me,” she growled. “Enough sweetness. Fuck me. Hard. Rough.”

I don’t know what kind of lover Anna is, but Luca’s eyes went wide at my wife’s words. He grabbed her small waist with both hands and shoved his mighty cock all the way inside her body. Emily cried out, back arching, head rising.

“Fuck!” she yelled. “Fuck yes! Do it!”

He heaved her forward but followed closely, keeping his thick cock embedded. Her hips hit the edge of the bed and her face burrowed into the blankets. He pinned her with his weight and moved higher over her body, unknowingly revealing more of his cock in her pussy to me. His erection aimed downward now as he thrust into her. Her little pussy struggled to accommodate his girth. Her opening was forced wide into a ring around him. He raised and dropped his hips over and over, plunging his stiff meat into her body. Emily couldn’t take it. She cried out, as a quick but fierce orgasm ripped through her. He never slowed, his pumping dick driving her into our bed. As she came down from her trembling orgasm, he thrust faster, now chasing an orgasm of his own. Emily took the pounding, lifting her ass to encourage him. Soon he began to grunt and groan and then filled his lungs.

“Take it!” he yelled. “God!”

His climax arrived. He shortened his thrusts but maintained his urgency, teasing himself before driving all the way in and exploding. The load, that massive load he’d saved for days, gushed into her uterus, filled her completely before rushing backward to squirt around his fat shaft and soak our bed. His hips never stopped. They couldn’t. He was caught in his own spurting climax. He blew a massive deluge inside my wife and then crumpled on her, panting.

For Emily, there was no time to waste. She wiggled out from under Luca and rolled him onto his back. His messy cock, coated in her juice and his seed, slapped against his thigh. My wife lifted his dick reverently with both hands and kissed the spongy head. She sucked him into her mouth and savored the feel of him in there.

“I can’t get hard again already,” he warned.

“I don’t care. I just love the feel of your fat cock in my mouth.”

She slipped him in again. He closed his eyes and rested his head on my pillow. A smile curled his lips. He lay there doing nothing but enjoying my wife’s oral worship of his meat, the meat that had brought her so much pleasure. She sucked and licked the head, the shaft, and his big balls too. Luca surprised himself by growing hard again in only a few minutes. Emily looked pleased with herself, doubly pleased because Luca was sure he’d need more time. My wife rolled on her back and propped pillows under her head.

“Fuck my mouth,” she said, and blood surged to my dick.

Luca knelt beside her head. He offered his cock, and she began to lick and suck every inch, sliding her tongue along the length from balls to head before engulfing that plump helmet and sucking hard. She played with herself while she sucked him off, spreading her labia with one hand while fingering her flooded pussy and teasing her clit, using his sperm as lube, with the other.

Her masturbation was for my benefit. She’d aimed her dripping cunt right at the closet. I saw her pump fingers into semen and spread his seed all over. She played with his huge load, fingering fucking herself.

He moved into a missionary position over her face and fucked her mouth, sinking deep enough to choke and gag my wife. She urged him deeper. His hips fucked her face like a pussy until she orgasmed hard on her fingers.

“I’m close,” he muttered, surprised by his own strong desires.

“In my mouth,” she begged. “Shoot it all in my mouth.”

My wife opened wide, chin resting on her chest. Luca alternated between fucking her mouth and taking over with his hand. He aimed that big rod at the back of her throat. Yes, this was all for me. I knew what she was doing. This was her rising to a new level of sluttiness and I loved it.

“Here it comes, Baby,” he said. “Here it—!”

His first blast was a surge of snow-white semen. The long rope shot into her mouth to the back of her throat. She held her jaw wide open. The next bolt of sperm followed the first. He shot again and again. She collected his precious fluid in her mouth, holding her tongue still, allowing it all to accumulate, allowing his gushing cock to fill her maw with hot semen. She kept her jaw opened wide and he jerked off, groaning and spewing until I caught a glimpse of the pooled salty milk. His extraordinary testicles produced a copious load, filling the small cavity of my wife’s open mouth.

My dick could cut glass. The scene was hot and nasty and starred my loving wife. When the last dribble oozed from the tip of his meaty spear, she fastened vacuuming lips to the head, pulling out a bit more. Luca shuddered at the incredible intensity and then pulled his dick away from her with a pop. She opened her mouth without spilling to show him his own cum pool. Of course, what he didn’t know is she was also showing me what she’d done. I’d never wanted to fuck her so much as I did in that moment.

Her eyes were locked to his as she sealed her lips and swallowed that large load. There’s no greater act a woman can perform to show a man how much she desires him. She licked her lips clean and opened her mouth wide, offering proof he now owned her belly as well as her cunt.

“Get hard again,” she mumbled after clearing her throat. “Can you? I’ll give you my ass too. Would you like that? I’ll carry your seed in me every way a woman can. Would you like to claim all three of my holes?”

These outrageous words were for my ears too. I desperately needed to orgasm. My balls ached so much the hurt crawled up the shaft and made my dick sore too. Luca gestured at the clock on the nightstand.

“I’m sorry, my Love,” he said. “Marriage calls.”

Emily pouted.

“I understand,” she said. “But I don’t like it. No woman offers her ass freely.”

He chuckled.

“I am flattered. Honored. But I cannot.”

She leaned closer and slipped his soft hanging meat into her mouth. She suckled him, unhurried, simply enjoying a plump, pulsating tube of beef in her mouth. He gazed down on her, watching as she savored every delectable inch. She nibbled along the side and lifted the shaft to rest on her face while she slathered the hanging balls beneath. He groaned.

“Am I better than Anna?” she muttered.

“Anna is a child. You are a woman. With Anna I must lead. You are a true partner in bed, a companion, a lover.”

She eased half his cock down her throat and held him there, working the head and shaft with throat muscles. He began to swell.

“Sweet Mother,” he muttered. “Impossible.”

Emily sucked more firmly, gliding her lips down the shaft towards his trim pubic hair. She fondled his balls and ran her tongue all over inside her mouth. She pushed him onto his back. He made no protest. She attacked his meat with hands and tongue and lips, and the man grew harder. When she had him stiff enough, my wife straddled his hips and guided his upright cock into her oozing pussy. I thought she intended to fuck him again, but she only used his sperm as lubricant, coating his fat shaft. With a sly grin, she lifted her hips a little higher and nudged his cock back an inch, positioning him at her puckered asshole. Her eyebrows rose as she lowered her hips and his cock slipped inch by inch into her ass. She relaxed her thighs, settling her butt on his lap and driving his cock all the way up her ass.

He reached for her tits. She lowered them to his face. He licked and sucked as she began to ride him, milking his erection with her tight sphincter.

“God!” he exclaimed, gritting his teeth. “Intense!”

My wife worked her asshole up and down his hardening meat. Her hips slapped against his. She fucked herself on his dick, fucked her hot little ass on his thick spear. She sent a hand to play with her empty pussy, rubbing her clit and swollen labia. She dipped a finger into his leaking sperm and smeared the liquid around his shaft to keep him slippery. Her breathing became fast and shallow. She was going to make herself cum. With his fat cock up her ass my wife was going to make herself orgasm. I needed to smother a groan. It was all too much.

She rammed a nipple into his sucking mouth and wailed when her climax tore through her. She ground her butt on his crotch, big cock fully embedded. Her orgasm drove him wild, and he mauled her tits and kissed her lips. He met her grinding hips with thrusts of his own and just as she was coming down from her orgasm, he was sent rocketing skyward with his. He grunted again and again, forcing out each spurt of jizz, blasting away up her ass, claiming every hole she had.

I could never have imagined such a moment. Emily had never been this kind of girl. I was dying to fuck her. I longed to leave the closet and ram my cock deep, spurting and spraying, but I remained the observer, watching the lovers and plotting my revenge. I wanted to fuck her ass too but that would mean he alone owned her womb. The conflicting desires drove me to a sexual high I’d never felt before. He’d taken every orifice she’d offered. She’d given him everything, handed him all of her on a platter. His orgasm ended slowly. His hips jerked as he shot the last few drops.

Emily slithered off his cock and coiled her body in the blankets.

“Okay,” she flirted. “Now you can go.”

He laughed, wiping sweat from his face and shaking his head.

“You are like no other lover,” he said. “You are a masterpiece.”

She stuffed my pillow between her legs and propped her head on one hand.

“You are the masterpiece,” she countered. “Your cock is wonderful. A gift to women everywhere.”

She was pleased with herself but more than that, she was pleased with the show she’d given me. She knew I was going insane behind that door, waiting for the instant he departed. She knew her fucking wasn’t finished, only her fucking from Luca. He glanced at the clock and slipped from the bed.

“I must shower,” he said, hurrying to the master bath.

The water came on and the door opened and closed. Emily rolled over onto her belly and lay so she faced the closet, her nude body stretched out behind her. She rested her chin in both hands, smirking, as she stared at my hiding spot. She said nothing but her face told me everything.

Luca rushed into the room and threw his clothes on again.

“You know the way out?” Emily asked.

“I do.”

He kissed her quickly and then more slowly, with feeling.

“When next we are in Seattle,” he said.

“You have my number.”

He hurried from the room. I stayed put. Emily waited until she heard the front door open and close and then floated out of the room to double check. I stripped while she made sure he was gone. When she returned, she opened the closet door to find me standing naked and painfully erect.

“Did you enjoy the show?” she giggled.

I grabbed her hair and planted fierce kisses. My hard dick poked her belly. She turned to rubber, utterly submissive, ready to grant me anything, fuck her in any way I wished. I thought about forcing her to her knees and fucking her mouth and then pushing her to the bed to slam her cunt. I did none of that. I walked her backward until her legs hit the bed.

“Sit,” I commanded.

She did. I had to see for myself. I knelt, pushing her knees apart slowly, drawing out the moment when her perfect pussy oozing his huge load came into view. Breathtaking. Literally. My mind was rocked. My world was in freefall. She thoughtfully spread her labia with two fingers: an upside-down peace gesture but my soul knew no peace. War raged inside me. Her opened cunt showed me pink flesh and ravaged hole. His sperm leaked like milky cream. I was stunned by the sight, ready to explode without being touched.

In that moment, I decided her pussy would remain his. I was unsure what forces drove me but that thought carried the greatest erotic charge. He had flooded her insides. He had inundated and submerged her unprotected womb. The knowledge drove me insane. Emily studied my face closely, delighted to have lit such a bonfire in my mind.

“That’s his pussy,” she whispered, reading me correctly. “That’s his pussy, Baby.”

I broke.

I grabbed her throat and turned her, forcing her face down on our bed. She giggled. I dipped the first few inches of my cock into her pussy, wetting myself in his warm sperm, and then I placed the head at her tight rosebud asshole.

“That’s his ass, too,” she rasped.

I eased forward and her sphincter blossomed, forced open to welcome my invasion. I let my weight ease me deeper. Emily slipped a hand under her hips to find her clit. She would cum again, twice, before I finally blew the largest load I’ve ever shot up her ass.


Chapter 11

Emily and I stood at the Dormer window and gazed down on Red as he went through his sunset ritual. We’d watched him many times by now and Em had gotten to the point where she’d fidget to see him so close yet still out of reach. She wanted that man, and she wanted him badly.

“Dicks are amazing,” she said, staring at his penis. “I try to imagine what it must be like possessing one. Here’s this thing just jammed on your body like an afterthought, small and soft ninety-nine percent of the time, but, once you see something that excites you, it grows. It fucking grows. It expands and lengthens and turns stiff as iron, so you can jab people with it. What a crazy system. Men will stick their hard dicks in anything. Pies, pillows, blankets, your sister’s hair products, mouths, butts, vaginas: anything. You all walk around sticking your dicks into things to see if it feels good. Sometimes your dicks get hard for no reason at all. I’ve watched you sleep, Mark. Up down up down. It’s wild. What if your dick decides to get hard at a funeral? What if it decides to grow at the doctor’s office or while you’re giving a presentation at work in front of a large group? Dicks are amazing.”

“You especially like Red’s.”

“It’s perfect. I don’t know if he was born with it or sculpted the thing out of clay and breathed life into it, but I like looking at it. Imagine a perfect pair of tits or the most amazing ass you’ve ever seen on a woman. Nice, right? But you’re just looking. Now imagine you are allowed to touch that ass, fondle those tits. Better, right? Now imagine those tits or that ass can somehow be used on you. Imagine they can bring you intense and incredible pleasure. How do you look at them now? I see Red’s cock and I like the way it looks, but then I turn selfish. His cock would do things to me, make me feel things, make me feel so good. An orgasm with that thing inside would melt my mind and wreck my body.”

We both turned to watch the man perform his nude yoga. He knew we watched.

“I’ve reached the conclusion,” she continued. “That sex is actually for women. Men have historically claimed it and we’ve agreed, but now I see things differently. Breasts are for teasing. Asses are for teasing. I like showing off. I’ve come to love being a beautiful, sexy woman. I want eyes on me. The purpose of your cocks is to give me multiple orgasms. Why would nature make us capable of so many? Sex is for women.”

“An intriguing philosophy.”

Down in his backyard, Red added a new twist. He lay on his back and spread his legs wide. He began to stroke, pumping his hand skyward. His cock gleamed bronze in the setting sun. We watched and waited to see what new device he’d use or new pose he’d strike, but he merely continued to slowly pump his growing erection.

“Jesus,” Emily mumbled.

“You like that?”

“I love it. I can feel myself getting wet just by looking at him.”

He was unhurried. He pleasured himself under a darkening sky. We waited and watched and then it hit me. He was calling Emily. He was trying to tempt my wife. The only thing that stood in their way was me.

Could I set my fears aside?

My palms turned sweaty. The gibbering goblin in my mind taunted me. I wanted Red to fuck Emily within an inch of her life. Emily wanted Red to fuck her to within an inch of her life. Red wanted to fuck Emily to within an inch of her life.

But I was afraid.

Sweat beaded on my forehead. A war raged within. Emily stood mesmerized, watching Red slowly masturbate.

“Fuck it,” I rasped, at last. “Go to him.”

She spun to face me and planted a deep and heartfelt kiss on my lips. She said nothing, too excited to risk shattering whatever spell I was under. I’d given her a small window and she was goddamn well going to squeeze through it. She didn’t even stop to check her appearance in our mirror. She was simply gone. I heard our front door close. I heard the faint chime of his doorbell. He stood and looked up at our window and saw me. I waved. He waved back, big cock jutting forward like a lance, like a threat, like impending doom. Red disappeared inside his house. I held my breath. Would she head for his sex room, shutting me out?

No.

Red and Emily stepped onto the patio. She led him by his dick towards the yoga mat. I thought things were about to happen, but she picked up his cell phone and called mine. I answered quickly.

“It’s getting dark out here,” she said. “Come over. Let’s move this inside.”

I raced down the stairs and across the lawn. Emily met me at the front door. She took my hand and led me through his gorgeous home to the room he’d converted into his sex den. Emily’s description had left a lot out. The space was packed with sex paraphernalia. I saw a chair made of broad straps hanging from a beam overhead. I saw realistic dildos in many sizes. I saw special chairs that had tongues for the ladies in the seat and some with ports for the men. Every inch of the place was covered with devices for the pursuit of hedonistic pleasure. Naked Red approached and we shook hands. His hairless body drew my eye, and he did not shy away. My gaze dropped to his large cock before I could stop myself.

“I have something for you,” he said. “If you’d care to disrobe and join us?”

“Yeah, Mark,” Emily said. “Disrobe and join us. Get naked.”

My wife began to undress. I was about to feel weird having clothes on, so I joined her. Soon we all stood naked. Red led me to a converted high-backed office chair. He had me sit and then flapped Velcro straps over my forearms.

“Is that necessary?” I asked. “I’m not leaving. Not with Emily here.”

He chuckled.

“The straps are not to bind you, Mark. They are to keep you safe. What you are about to experience in that chair can be quite intense.”

He fastened the straps and then slipped a pair around my ankles too. He pushed a button on the side of the chair and an opening appeared in the seat under me. He reached through the hole and pulled a tube out. The end was rounded and rubbery.

“Slip your penis in there for a delightful treat,” he said.

I lifted slightly and dropped my limp dick down the tube. Red pressed a few buttons and a pleasantly light suction and vibration started. I smiled at the man.

“Nice?” he asked. “I’ve spent many hours in this chair. Be patient, there’s more.”

I felt weird using a sex device, but it felt so good physically I settled into my seat. That’s when I noticed a second hole had opened under my asshole.

“Hang on,” I said. “I feel something—”

Before I could finish, something very much like a large human tongue pushed through the opening and penetrated my sphincter. At the same time, the suction and vibration jumped up a level.

“Jeez!” I grunted. “Wow.”

“Relax and enjoy it, Mark. Emily tells me you’ve both recently returned from a second honeymoon?”

“That’s right,” I gasped, trying to focus.

“She tells me she fucked another man on this trip and did so with your approval. I commend your courage. I bet that was an exciting sight.”

The tongue had discovered my prostate and lapped at it. The fantastic sensation sent blood rushing to my dick, and I was expanding to fill the vacuum hose he’d attached. He took Emily’s hand and led her two small steps in front of me. My wife seemed suddenly bashful. Red lowered a chair of looping straps from the ceiling and directed my wife to sit. He helped her get comfortable and then fastened additional straps around her body. He lifted a remote and pressed a button and Emily gasped as she left the floor to hang suspended. I noted the straps of her chair left easy access to pussy, mouth, and ass. Her breasts had been thrust forward. Red manipulated a small lever and Emily sank to mere inches above the floor. Red stepped forward, brushing his large cock head against her lips.

“Are you prepared to see such a thing again?” he asked me.

I groaned as the vacuum and vibration increased and the tongue massaged my prostate. I tried to speak but couldn’t.

“A groan counts as yes,” Emily said, a mischievous grin slanting her mouth.

“Good enough for me,” Red agreed.

Emily parted her lips and lifted his soft cock with her tongue. Her gaze swung over to me to make sure I watched. How could I look anywhere else? Once she was satisfied she had my attention, she crawled her lips up and over the head. I briefly saw her tongue massaging him under the tip and then her mouth closed around him. Her cheeks pulled in as she applied a gentle suction.

A look of gratified pleasure spread across her face. How long had she desired this man but kept those feelings in check? Now, at last, his soft and pulsating cock was in her mouth where she’d wanted him for such a long time. Her hands landed on his thighs so she could pull him closer and take more dick. He looked down on my wife and grinned. His thumb worked a button on the remote and the suction on my penis increased. The vibrations jumped higher. I would not last long hooked up to this thing. Red was a sex addict and we’d stumbled into his lair.

Emily worshiped his dick. She was so desperate to please the man. Her mouth engulfed all the inches she could handle while her tongue stroked his veiny length. He filled with blood, growing slowly, gaining size. Once he was rigid enough, he gently held her head in place and began to fuck her mouth. He lowered her briefly to set his balls on her tongue but then pressed a button to lift her and slipped his cock into her mouth again. I watched her and my dick grew harder.

Red raised my vibrations. I snorted as the shock of pleasure rattled me. My wife continued to bring his cock to fully erect and then he lifted her hanging chair higher. He smoothly and flawlessly brought her pussy to exactly the correct height. She dangled in her straps, bald hole perfectly aligned to his spear. How many women had visited this sex room?

He took a step back, giving me a full and unobstructed view of his erection. My eyes jumped back and forth from his dick to my wife’s swollen pussy. He was going in there and he would do it right in front of me. No hiding in the closet for this one. Emily would give herself freely and I’d witness the whole thing.

“I’ve done this before,” Red said. “As you might imagine. Three times I’ve had a husband in that chair while his wife hung from these straps. Human sexuality is a funny thing, far bigger and more complex than most understand.”

He stepped close again. My wife reached for his cock, wrapping her fingers around his thick shaft, and trying to pull him inside. Her chair swung forward but she couldn’t capture his cock. She whined about it. Her desire for him excited me and Red seemed to read my mind, dialing the vibrations higher. I groaned.

“I’m conditioning you,” he told me. “I’m burning a pleasure-association into your mind. Maybe the only thing Freud got right. The technique is so powerful it even works when we are fully aware it is being done to us. After tonight, you’ll have a constant urge to hand Emily to me. You’ll crave that chair and your wife’s infidelity.”

What had we stumbled into? Our sweet and gentle neighbor was far more than meets the eye. He stepped closer and grabbed a hanging strap and watched my face as Emily finally got what she craved. She rubbed his cock up and down her slit and then groaned as she pulled him into her body. Red thumbed the dial and I groaned too, eyes fixed on the point of her penetration and pleasure soaring. My dick surged rock hard and the tongue working my prostate almost made me spurt. He increased the suction on my cock, and I had to fight off a forced orgasm. He came at me again, fully aware of my attempts to postpone my climax. He increased the suction and vibration and I coughed and groaned and shook my head.

“Not yet,” I pleaded. “Too soon.”

He laughed.

“You only believe it’s too soon because you don’t understand your body. I will teach you the tantric way. I will expand your mind.”

He turned the dial higher. Pleasure overwhelmed my nerve endings.

“Watch,” he said. “Watch as I take her from you.”

With delightful sensations dancing in my head like a storm, I witnessed his fat and veiny cock force Emily’s labia wide and glide into her. My wife’s moan of pleasure lit my mind on fire. She pulled him deeper and deeper until she was able to grab his ass and drive him all the way in. Her moan skewered my heart but hardened my dick.

Red hit me with an increase and sent my sperm boiling up my shaft like a fountain where the vacuum tube sucked it away and spiked my pleasure into orbit. I’d never felt anything like it. My balls wanted to climb up my shaft and shoot out the end of my cock. I howled with pleasure.

Red grabbed the straps and began to rock Emily back and forth, pumping her pussy up and down his length, using her body to pleasure them both. He leaned in and they kissed fervently. My wife was hungry for the man. I shot bolt after bolt down that sucking tube as my gaze was riveted to their mating. The sight burned into my brain. I finally shot my last, but the suction and vibration persisted.

Now my incredible pleasure spiked into a strange kind of pain. Not a pain I’d ever known before, but a pain derived from a pleasure so intense I couldn’t cope.

“Enough,” I managed to cough. “Take it off.”

Red ran his palm over Emily’s full breast. He struck a rhythm of deep penetration, sending his cock all the way in and holding himself in her for a heartbeat before easing his cock almost all the way out again. My overwhelming pleasure continued to climb until my penis rebelled, flooding me with this strange new form of pain.

“Enough,” I barked. “Stop. I can’t take it.”

I struggled to free myself, but the Velcro straps did their job, keeping me in place. The tongue up my ass continued to tickle my gland and my deflating penis began to swell again, angered by this relentless assault. Red increased the suction and vibration again. Emily fucked herself on his thick cock, moaning and groaning as he reached places far up in her. Her head fell back as she gave herself up to the pleasure he brought. I gave myself up too. There was no point in fighting. I was locked into this seat. The stimulation would not stop, and I discovered the more I fought it the more it hurt. I embraced the crazy overwhelming sensations and learned the pleasure rose while the pain retreated. Soon I was throbbing hard again.

Red forgot about me and concentrated on Emily. The swing chair made positioning her easy and he fucked her deep and strong. Her pleasure grew until she growled in climax, gushing wetness. He slowed while she came, allowing her to feel every inch moving in and out. He then returned to his natural rhythm and pumped her tight pussy until she orgasmed again. I watched her cunt cling to his shaft. I watched his big hands roam her body, maul her breasts, tease and pinch her stiff nipples.

My balls began to tighten. Could I cum again? It felt that way. I watched Red own my wife in a million different ways and my sperm began to boil again. When he leaned over to kiss her, his fat cock pumping her pussy, I growled in amazement and astonishing pleasure as I began to spurt into the sucking tube again. I gargled a scream. I made weird guttural noises. I twisted and writhed in that chair, feeling my soul pour out my dick. This was an orgasm like no other, a spike of pleasure so great it bordered on pain. I thrashed in my straps, flopping like a gutted fish.

Yet, my torment wasn’t finished. Not even close.

For over an hour Red fucked my wife in front of me. He used the swing chair to rotate her face down and fucked her pussy from behind. He raised her high and fucked her from underneath. She orgasmed again and again, willing victim to his attack. His goddamn chair milked me until I ran dry and continued to stimulate and milk me until I’d given up every drop. Without ejaculate my orgasms turned muscular, a fantastic sensation deep in my body and my mind.

It was Emily that could finally take no more. She was a limp rag in that chair. Red left me hooked up to his device while he extricated Emily and led her to a comfortable chair. She was weak. I orgasmed one last time as I watched him care for her and then felt him scale-down my torment, bringing me back to Earth. The suction hose fell away as he killed the power. The tongue slithered out of my ass. He released the straps and helped me walk to Emily. From there he led us out of that room to his bedroom, where he eased us onto a huge bed. We crawled to the center and closed our eyes.

A gently rocking bed woke me. I was exhausted and raw. My forcibly drained balls ached. I opened my bleary eyes and gazed across the mattress and spied Emily atop Red, riding him slowly and sensuously. Her hips rocked gently, stirring his big cock inside her. Her eyes were closed, and her head hung forward as she savored every stiff inch. He caressed her sensitive breasts and marveled at the sight of my wife fucking him. The room was dark and quiet.

I marveled too. His sex room had been a place of mind-melting pleasure, but it had lacked emotional connection. What I saw now was pure emotional connection. Emily opened her eyes and gazed adoringly into his and he pulled her mouth down for a sweet and passionate kiss. They had not yet realized I was awake and so their loving gestures were unreserved. Emily clearly had feelings for this older man. They touched and kissed with meaning, with real desire. This was not a hot fuck, this was lovemaking.

I wondered how long they’d been at it while I slept unaware. Red pulled her down against his chest and circled her torso with his strong arms and rolled them both over, him on top and between her legs. Emily checked on me, but I sensed it coming and closed my eyes before she looked. Convinced I still slept like the dead, she kissed him again and whispered hotly in his ear.

“Cum in me,” she said. “I want it. I want to feel you shoot inside me.”

“I’m close,” he murmured.

I watched them through eyes like slits. They moved as one, kissing deeply, holding each other tightly, gazing into each other’s eyes. Red moved his cock through her wetness with long smooth unhurried strokes. The man’s self-control was incredible. I noticed only a slightly greater shaking of the bed as he approached ejaculation. He curled his arms under her back to hold her shoulders, keeping her in place. Finally, he pumped his hips and then pushed all the way in. Emily softly groaned. Then he pushed even deeper, using his weight and his strength to reach Emily’s womb. His body clenched and he blasted a full batch into her. His hips barely moved and then he injected another massive rush of sperm.

She held his face and kissed him, her legs alongside his lean body. Her hips were pressed to his and held there, her strong desire to have him shoot fully buried matched by his own. I realized she was cumming with him, silent and intense. I’d expected roaring and wild cries, but their gentle, loving, mutual climax left me frightened. Was our marriage in danger? They shared such profound intimacy. They’d found a true connection.

That was when it hit me. While this night was indeed the first time they’d had sex, much had been going on while I slaved away at work. I saw that now. From the moment I brought Red and his sunset yoga to her attention, my wife had been spending time with our neighbor. I saw countless conversations and time spent together.

It was all my fault. To her credit she never allowed anything physical between them, but I was witness to the relationship that existed now and had for a while. Emily had desired the man for a long time. They had desired each other. She’d turned to him when I was so absent, and a connection had formed.

What I witnessed now was that connection consummated.


Chapter 12

The giant cruise ship, Adventure, sounded its horn, reverberating the air and wharf buildings around us. Emily, Red, and I stood on the pier, ready to board. Another honeymoon, our third, lay before us. This time Red would come along, not as an awkward third wheel, but as Emily’s unofficial second husband.

Two men worked best when it came to Emily.

We had set the tigress free. Beginning with Luca and culminating with Red, we had awakened Emily to her truest self. No way could I keep up with this fevered artist. I needed help. The romance and intimacy Emily and I shared was untouched and deeper than ever, but for the sex, I needed help.

Red was eager. Emily was thrilled.

I quit my job. When I returned to the office Mister Jackson announced I’d lose a week’s pay for going home and leaving the green files unfinished. I turned around and walked out without notice. I called my attorney on the drive home.

My new job, working beside Candace, didn’t start for weeks but threatened to be intense. I’d work long hours again but only for the first year as my learning curve caught up. This time, I’d get paid for every minute worked. I hated being away from home again but that’s where Red stepped in. Those two felt a deep connection and my artist wife wanted to explore it. She had an exhibit coming up soon and needed companionship, conversation, and lots of hot sex.

Red was more than happy to help.

We booked passage and a honeymoon suite with a giant king-sized bed. My penis already tingled in anticipation. Red had much to teach us about our bodies and our spirits, and I was eager to learn.

Emily was just eager to get her hands on his cock.

End.
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