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Chapter one



When my wife got home from her first sex party (during our marriage, that is), it was ten in the morning.

It was Saturday morning, and I had been up almost the entire night waiting for her to return.

I was new to this.

My wife wasn't.

I fell asleep somewhere in the early hours of the morning in a chair. I'd had way too many drinks for my age, in an attempt to drown the violent emotions I was having. I fell into a deep slumber and didn't wake until Lana opened the front door. This scuttled a pop of air through the house and shook me violently awake.

My eyes flew open, and for a moment I forgot where I was. It was light by then, which disoriented me. I had sat in the chair in the dark, planning to turn the light on when Lana walked through the door.

For some reason that idea had really, really appealed to me. I knew it was a little bit twisted, but I liked the thought of scaring Lana a little, evoking a male authority figure, making her feel busted.

I gave her permission to do what she did.

This was just part of the game.

Lana was looking right at me when I opened my eyes. She had her skin-tight red dress on - the one had only glimpsed in a picture she'd sent me from the elevator of the building where the party was held.

She set a purse - a new one - down on the dividing wall and smiled at me. She looked tired, and her long hair had been gathered up in a loose bun at the nape of her neck - likely because it was very, very messy.

She bent down to unfasten a shoe strap.

I had taken in the time by then, and my memory had come seeping back into my consciousness. Lana was just getting home, she had been at a party fucking someone - only one guy, if she followed the rules - and then she hadn't even had the courtesy to call or tell me when she'd be coming home.

"Leave those on," I told her. I was pissed off at her arrival time, suspicious that she hadn't followed the rules, and feeling like bossing her around.

Like any man, I always feel like bossing my wife around a little. It's an inexplicable, feral thing inside me. But this was something different. It was purely sexual, hedonistic, part of a game of domination and submission that had to do only with the feverish atmosphere in the room.

Lana smiled peevishly and left the shoe on.

She started to straighten up and I added, "Take your hair down, too."

I could see that Lana liked this: even with her obvious exhaustion, she developed a reciprocal sassiness, and her eyes lit up. She tossed her hair from shoulder to shoulder after pulling the band from it, stared at me brazenly, and put her hands on her hips.

Lana's red lipstick had been worn off - a long time ago, I was sure. Beneath her eyes, a smear of her eyeliner or mascara, or maybe some trashy eye shadow, gave her the look of someone who had hastily wiped her face clean.

A tremor traveled through me: Clean of what?

Her hair fell in waves that only humidity caused. It was a cool, early fall day, so the only humidity that could have done this was sweat.

She trailed her hand on the dividing wall as she came toward me, one foot in front of the other, a big playful swing of her gorgeous leg to the side in a wide semi-circle. She stepped down to approach me in the living room.

"Did you have a nice time?"

Lana nodded, her fingers gathering up the fabric of her dress at the hemline.

This dress. I'd seen it already, in a photo that Lana had sent to me from the elevator. But the photo hadn't done it justice, and not just because the real centerpiece of the photo had been her lack of underwear.

It looked as if it had fused with her skin. It was short, barely coming to mid-thigh. There was no back at all to this dress. It clung to the outer edges of Lana's shoulders and covered - of all things - her arms. All the way to her slender wrists.

She was inching the clingy fabric up her thighs as she walked toward me.

I'd spent most of the night in a very uncomfortable state of affairs, with a hard dick. I didn't dare jerk off, for fear that Lana would appear any moment and I'd be unable to immediately perform. And since I wasn't just performing, but trying to outperform Lana's lover, there was no question of me keeping it in my pants.

My dick had either remained hard all night, or come back to life immediately. There was a patch of crust on the inside of my sweatpants (I'd changed out of jeans halfway through the evening, because of the pain), and the remnants of a stain of precum outlined on the front. My cock had risen up and pushed against the fabric, tender to the touch of even the soft sweat fabric. My balls ached.

"You were gone a long time, Lana."

"I know."

"Why?"

She shrugged. "I fell asleep." The hem of her skirt was reaching her hips. Her long legs spilled from under the red fabric, lean and exquisite. Between her legs, the loose fabric dipped like a stage curtain, in folds that flapped before her snatch, frustrating me with a final tease.

I scanned her legs with the kind of eye for details that I had never wanted to see on my wife or searched for: a thumb-sized bruise, a patch of reddened skin, a matte finish in the shape of a cum stain. I inhaled deeply though my nose, but the only scent I detected was Lana's pussy.

This is as good of a time as any to remind you that this woman was not the woman I was accustomed to dealing with. She moved next to me to put one knee, and then the other, on either side of my legs, and hoisted herself onto the chair.

I initiated sex in our relationship: full stop. Lana responded. She stretched out and spread her legs, and we made love missionary style.

Not this. Never this.

Her knees were sharp on my thighs and the weight of her body pressed hard on the outer muscles of my legs, but I barely noticed that discomfort. The bunched red fabric was directly in front of my face. Lana was pulling at the dress, at a glacial pace, as she looked down at me.

My hands went to her legs. Smooth, endless, leading all the way to her magnificent ass. I squeezed her buttocks as she pulled the dress up and over her head, tossing it away.

Her waxed pussy was at my eye-line then, just a slit in her almond skin. Red, bursting, wet and slippery. I worked my fingers into her ass-crack as I played with her bountiful cheeks. As I moved my middle fingers down to her slit, feeling brazen, I took time to feel her puckered hole.

Lana giggled when I did this, and squirmed. I registered the rubbery feel of her anus. This was not something Lana let me do often. It was slimy, wet. I thought I felt a soft and gushing indentation, larger than usual: the thought that Lana might have let someone fuck her ass that night was preposterous - but more erotic than I would have imagined.

"Did you fuck someone?" I asked her, looking up at her pert breasts as they swayed with the movement of her body. I had my hands encircling her uppermost thighs now, fingers still searching for the hole to her pussy - the one thing I could judge accurately for use and and abuse. I worked my thumbs toward the center of her slit now, and looked right into her gooey gash.

The scent that wafted into my nostrils as I broke open her pale outer labia was the honeyed, tangy scent of her pussy, and nothing more. Her left nipple was red and swollen, an image that made its way to my brain long after I had looked down.

Lana had nodded in answer to my question. She was tilting her pelvis toward me, letting her arms dangle by her sides, letting me pull her mound to my face and my fingers to explore her.

"So you followed the rules?" I murmured, moving my mouth to the soft cleft of flesh just above the oval petals of her burgeoning flower. She didn't smell like cum.

I was vaguely relieved, vaguely disappointed.

Her hand was in my hair now, running fingers tenderly scraping my scalp. They unexpectedly closed and pulled hard on my hair. She pushed my face into her mound and I opened my lips as she did. I was treated to a slippery, gooey, sweet-tasting mass of soft flesh in my mouth. Her hard, engorged clit pulsed in the middle, against my lower lip.

"I took a shower..." Lana told me, as if she was reading my mind about the taste of her, the conspicuous absence of the brackish scent of cum. Her fingers went back to their thoughtful caress.

I moved my mouth to lap up her juices and make her squirm. My hands were on her ass now, pushing her into me. I didn't think there was anything else Lana could say, or needed to say, to make me harder than I already was.

I was wrong.

"... not alone, of course."

A spluttering, filthy sound blubbered from between my lips and her pussy as I gasped with my mouth open and her wet flesh slipping around inside it.

Lana pushed me into her pussy, and I obliged what I believed she wanted: I began to rhythmically push my tongue in circles against her clit. I remember thinking that if this had been a blindfolded contest to identify my wife's pussy, I would have been stumped: she was so engorged that she felt unfamiliar.

Also... Lana just didn't do this kind of stuff.

In the past, anyway.

Or rather, my past with her.

"It's going to take me a long time to come," Lana said, her hips moving slightly, cramming her clit into my mouth and then releasing the pressure a little. "Because I came so many times already. But that gives me time to tell you – oh! – everything, like you wanted."

I said, "Oh god," but it was lost in her wet flesh and just sounded like a sea creature.

"At first, all I did was watch. And that was all I was going to do... mmm, yeah, right there, just like that..." Lana's voice trailed off. I felt a tremor in her leg and I moved to do more of what had brought it on. She sucked air in over her teeth in a hiss. "Oh, oh... I'm too tender..." she complained. Her fingers gripped my hair. "Gentle."

I obeyed. Of course.

I looked up at her. She was looking down, smiling.

"And that's what I did at first. But then, just when I was getting so hot I had to leave and come home, someone came through the door. And I decided to stay."

I was still working on her clit, trying to figure out if this was good enough for her. Her muscles tensed. I took it as a yes.

"He was tall... dark..."

A cold tremor passed through me.

I looked up at her eyes, begging her without stopping what I was doing.

"He had a very, very big cock," Lana was murmuring. Another reptilian sound emanated from between her legs, via my mouth. Lana smiled. "And he used it on me. Over, and over, and over again."

I was stunned, and my mouth fell open. Lana pushed me by the forehead back against the chair. She worked her fingers into her pussy and played with it, traced a sexy outline up her ribs and to her left nipple with the other.

"I was only going to suck his cock..." Lana said, tipping her head, playing with herself. "But Brandy was taking it in the ass, and his dick was so... so... thick. My jaw got sore sucking on it."

I just stared at her. My hands were attempting to push my joggers down and out of the way for my cock. I was going to slam Lana down on it as soon as she finished talking, and I wasn't going to last long after that.

She dropped her eyes to watch me.

"Did he come in your pussy?"

Lana laughed. "He came in my mouth." She smiled. Her eyes were lit up with the knowledge that I wanted more, that I wanted it to be filthy and true.

She dragged the pause out as the smile on her lips flitted between smug and friendly, before adding: "And I swallowed it."

She savored the punch to my gut as I tried to absorb it without flinching.

"And then he fucked my pussy until I came, and then more, until he blew a huge load inside me. And then I was ready to go again, and there were so many big cocks there... but I had to just sit there..." Lana moved very suddenly, sliding off me, dropping her feet on the floor, backing away and collapsing on the couch.

She sat on the edge of it and opened her legs wide. Her fingers played with her clit as she splayed herself open with her other hand.

"...like this," she continued. "Masturbating, while I watched everyone else... until I came."

She did this for a few more seconds, and then closed her legs together, got on all fours on the floor, and crawled toward me. "Because of your rules."

She seized my cock and squeezed it hard. Beads of precum had already formed at the tip. They slid over my crown, and now another squeezed out. Lana seemed expertly aware that this tight squeeze would put the freeze on my building orgasm.

"And then..." Her lips were close to my dick and I could feel her breath on it, "I went a little overboard, so I hope you aren't mad..."

She licked the precum from me and then lapped at the sides of my shaft.

"I let him fuck me again. And then again, later. But my pussy was so sore, so there wasn't much of a choice..." Lana grinned, and blinked, and several moments passed while her tongue darted around my cock, as if she was trying to taste every side of it to decide where to dig in.

I realized she wasn't finishing that sentence.

"You let him fuck your ass?"

My voice was a mixture of disbelief, anger, and profound lust. I put my hand on the back of Lana's head and pushed her onto my cock. She was smiling as she opened wide and then accepted me, so I could see that was the reaction she'd hoped for.

She only sucked me off for a few strokes, though.

Then back to talking. "You didn't say I couldn't..." she began, and paused to lick my dick. "But that's when I did something I don't think you'll like."

She slipped away, getting to her feet. I stared down at my dick, in pain and confused. My cock was going to explode. I felt sick. I stared at Lana, who looked mirthful.

"Do you want to know what that was?"

I nodded, actually salivating. I didn't want to tell Lana that I only cared now about her pussy, and getting inside it.

Her playfully malicious features became serious.

"I was lying on Dom's chest when he did it."

The mental image I had been forming in my mind shattered into a million pieces. I scrambled to rebuild, but the mention of Dom-Nick had obliterated my mental faculties.

This was against the rules. Wasn't it?

I boiled.

Not exactly. Lana had gone right up to the line, though.

She motioned toward the bedroom with her head. "Want to see how?"

Rage. A red haze that came up from the bottom of my eyelids, tinting my vision. Every thump of my heart was loud in my ears, I felt the familiar pressure of vein on my temple, hidden by my hair, that rose with my anger. "Dom" - Lana's ex, my boss, who I knew as Nick - was off-limits.

That had been the only rule I had really cared about.

But Lana was naked, walking down the hallway in high heels, her spit only just drying on my tortured cock.

I followed her.

She knew that I would, and this only enraged me further: Lana was fully aware that her naked body slinking into the bedroom, her secret to tell me about her infidelity, the promise of sinking into her wet, used pussy... it was not something I could resist.

Lana had always held power over me, but now she knew exactly how much.

She turned once she was in the bedroom, emitting a giggle that only infuriated me and heated me up further.

How dare she? on the one hand.

But my dick had other impressions. It throbbed, a nausea born of sexual pain roiling in my gut.

"Do you want to be Dom? Or do you want to be the guy?" She blinked in a way that reminded me of Nick's girlfriend Brandy. It unsettled me, but somewhere beneath layers and layers of confusing emotions that I would have to sort out later.

Lana tossed herself on the bed without waiting for my answer. I hadn't fully understood the question. I was half a minute behind her, lagging in thought, captive to my throbbing cock.

She crawled on all fours to the messy pile of pillows, her back arched and her ass upturned.

That, I understood. I wriggled out of my clothing, panting like a fucking animal, resisting an urge to grab her and fuck her from behind with no more foreplay, no more teasing.

She put a few pillows into a haphazard pile, and patted it firmly. "That's Dom," she said, flinging her hair over shoulder and looking me in the eye. Then she turned over on her back and lay down, stretching her long legs out and lifting her arms sexily.

Her fingers wriggled in the air, her wrists hanging limp as she moved both hands along her sides. "His legs were here," she told me, insinuating that Nick had been holding her against his chest with his legs on either side of her.

A growl erupted from deep in my chest.

The blink again. The teasing smile.

"You said I couldn't have sex with Dom," she reminded me.

"Lana." That was all I could say. Who could even know what I meant by it.

"Do you know what I really like?" Lana asked me, her eyes suddenly glowing with the kind of sexual interest I had always believed belonged to men and men alone. She lifted her arms up to her head, and then up and behind it. As though she was hanging on to Nick's neck.

It was all too easy to picture.

I could only assume that this had actually happened. That Nick was naked when it did. That Nick's cock had been throbbing like mine was now – but against Lana's back.

I couldn't think any further than that: I was furious, but whether Lana had technically violated rules was another story.

And it wasn't the story I was interested in anymore. I was only interested in hearing what Lana had to say next.

What Lana really liked.

Did I entirely enjoy salivating and panting like a dog at the foot of the bed, my wife's gushing orifices turning this way and that, while she drew out a story about her slutty behavior for as long as possible, to make me maximally insane?

I just stared at her. I had one hand on my cock now, more to keep it from being so obvious. To ensure that Lana didn't find out, I guess, that she was a puppetmaster and the strings were affixed to my dick.

"I like..." Lana said, drawing her legs up and spreading them open, her hands holding her calves. When she did this, her pelvis tilted and the swollen petals of her pussy bloomed open with a sloppy sound. Her asshole - glistening with the dripping juices, was on display.

My eyes went there, of course, immediately. I registered that it was no longer the tight, pink rosette of the absolutely taboo. Now it was a misshapen, stretched hole that had indeed been visited by someone's cock.

"... to be able to see it. When I'm taking it in the ass."

I blinked away my surprise. This was not Lana.

"You like that? Huh?" I said, getting onto the bed. Lana nodded, her eyes on mine, her mouth twisted in a kind of naughty, teasing sass.

I was moving closer to her. I had never done this with Lana, never even imagined it.

I confess that I'd never had the balls to suggest this to any woman, so I didn't really know what I getting myself into.

But it was the holy grail, right? And it was being offered to me - pushed on me - by my own wife.

Who had already let someone else fuck her there.

I couldn't be that big of a pussy.

I reached for her and my fingers went to her pussy first. Lana squirmed and moved her head side to side when my fingers plunged into her slit.

"No, no, I'm too sore," she whined.

She twisted her body and let one of her legs drop to my bicep. She moved it sensually along my upper arm, while her pussy flesh swarmed around my fingers, viscous and sticky, hot and velveteen.

My leg jerked as a spasm traveled through me, and I thought for a moment she'd made me spontaneously come. I groaned.

Lana smiled and lifted her leg up again, pushing my fingers down to her ass as she did so.

She dropped that hand under her leg and around, finding her ass with her fingers, tilting herself even more dirtily. "I'm all lubed up, I'm ready to go, baby. All you have to do is fuck me."

I seized Lana's legs to hold onto something. My dick was so hard and so ready that I didn't need to guide it. The crown flopped into her messy pussy and slid over her clit, making her whole body tremble and Lana mewl. Her eyes had dropped to watch what I was doing between her legs.

I adjusted my hips, leaning my weight into her acrobatically arranged calves. This variation of the missionary theme we had shared for so long was playing tricks on my mind that I would never recover from. I became convinced this was a dream.

I moved the tip of my cock into position: centered in the wet, hot center of the rubbery ring of her anus. The fit was tight, but the flesh that lapped at the part of my cock that did sink inside her beckoned me like a siren.

"Mmm," she murmured, croaking a little. "Just do it, honey, I want it."

And then, I was inside.

Her sphincter was a tight, confining ring, but the softness inside was almost unbearable. Hotter than her pussy, silkier in some ways, and foreign. Lana's eyes stayed glued to my dick, her chin tilted to her chest. Her mouth opened into a large "o" shape and a breath escaped her gaping lips, but that was all until I was all the way in.

She was, indeed, lubed up.

By another man's cum.

The thought nearly drove me over the edge.

"Go deeper," Lana complained, pushing her hips up and enclosing the rest of my cock. My balls, wedged between her tailbone and my own weight, pinched painfully - but not enough to distract me.

I grasped at the most un-sexual thoughts I could have, struggling like the first time I ever had sex to put away the urge to immediately fill her full of cum.

"Fuck me," Lana said, shifting her arms to my neck to pull me down close to her. She seemed, now, almost desperately annoyed. She moved her hips back and forth, stroking my cock with this strange new place of her body. "If you fuck me deep, I'm going to come again," she pleaded.

What else could I do? I drove in deep and moved as slowly as I could to satisfy her without tripping myself up, and Lana drove her fingernails into my shoulder and dug, urging me deeper.

"Lana, I'm... I'm going to come..." I started to pant.

"No, keep fucking me, keep going, I'm almost there," she complained. She wriggled, and I stopped moving to try and hold back my orgasm. After all, she had asked me to.

"Lana, you have to... stop moving..." I blathered.

Lana pushed a hand impatiently at my shoulder and shoved me away from her body. I was confused until I saw that she was wriggling a hand between us to play with her own clit. I backed my torso away to gaze down at her fingers working through her sodden pussy flesh just above my cock.

It was all I could do to hang on. Lana threw a hand up to the headboard to brace herself and locked her legs - and their spiked heels - around my middle. They came together in the middle of my back and she squeezed me to her. Her arm was still twisted between us and smashed by my weight. Then she began to fuck against me, her eyes off to the side, absorbed in her own thoughts even though they were open.

"Oh, oh, oh my God!" she began to say, and I felt her ass clenching my cock. She threw her head back and shrieked.

A sputtering gush erupted from her pussy and cascaded down to my cock and over it, tickling my balls. Lana, muscles tight, her thighs choking the life out of me, opened her mouth again. No sound came out as her ass clenched and spasmed around my dick.

And then, because there was nothing else that I could do, no more control that I could exert, I violently burst in my wife's ass after smashing into her three more times. The last thrust drove so deep into her I thought my balls would get sucked in and pinched by her rubbery hole.


Chapter two



"Did you really do that like that? With Nick?"

I asked this when we were lying in bed, after Lana had taken a bath. She had been tipping into sleep as I washed her body and discovered all the remnants of her adventures. Her engorged pussy was only the beginning.

Her left nipple was red and swollen, like someone had bitten it hard, and there were marks on her back and ribcage that she assumed had come from "the man" gripping her so hard while he fucked her from behind – before fucking her ass on top of Nick.

Lana curled a little, pulling her knees up, bringing a hand to her mouth. She dipped her head, so that it was mostly the back of her head and her shiny hair that I saw.

"I know that was bad," she said, in a quiet voice. "But it just kind of happened."

She sat like this for a long time. Then she stretched out and looked up at me, her cheeks still on my chest. "Are you mad at me?"

I stroked her hair. I looked at the ceiling. "I did tell you: no Nick."

"I know." Lana was still looking at me. She moved her head to face over my chest, looking out the window. "I just... get so... I don't think, in those situations."

I was still thinking of what to say to that when Lana sniffled. I felt a hot tear on my chest. "This is why I never... I didn't tell you about this. Because I knew this would happen. I know myself... I'm just... I just thought that you could love me anyway. I thought you wanted me to..." She sniffled again.

"Lana," I said. "I do. I love you. I just..."

How to explain? "Nick is my boss. He's your ex-boyfriend. That's all. I - listen," I shifted so that I could look at her, lying on my elbow with my head in my hand. Lana let her body drop to the sheets and remained there, staring at my chest. She had her arms crossed over her chest now, her fingers close to her mouth, entwined and tapping on her own lips.

"I like this, I'm the one who... told you to go there. Pretty much. Right?"

She looked up at me.

"And so, all I ask is like... I want you to be happy, I want you to get, you know, what you want... but just not from Nick. Okay? It's... I don't know. Too weird for me."

"I know," she said. Her voice sounded far away. Then she smiled and looked up at me. "Did you like it?"

"I liked... did I like what?"

"Anal."

I gave myself a moment to recover from the reoccurring shock of hearing Lana - prudish, straight-laced, conservatively dressing Lana - talking about filthy sex so brazenly.

I didn't truly care for it, if I was being honest. I wanted Lana's pussy. But the part I hadn't felt ambiguously about was that Lana's new sexual personality was hot as hell.

"Lana, you really like that?" I asked her.

She nodded, wide-eyed, staring into my chest. She put her fingers into the sparse hair there and stroked me, and if she wasn't careful, she was going to get me going again.

I pulled her to me and kissed her forehead, pushing away her hair, getting back into a position that felt more familiar. "Lana, if it makes you happy, then I want you to do what you want. I just... didn't know this about you, is all. It's... hard for me to change, uh, you know... my perspective."

"So it's still true, then?"

I looked down at her. She had the tip of her thumbnail between her lips. She couldn't meet my eyes.

"What?" I asked. For clarification.

Her eyes lifted to meet mine, briefly. "You don't care that I want all these things. You still love me."

I hugged her again to my chest, and put my mouth close to her hair. She liked this, my breath in her hair, moving the follicles until a shiver splayed across her back. I felt the goosebumps and my cock twitched.

"Lana, it's hot, okay? And it's not that I don't care. I just... of course I still love you."

She was starting to drift off to sleep.

"I might get out of control," she murmured, some time later, just as I began to doze off myself.

Her words threw me into a mode of wakefulness like she had turned on an engine. The jolt made my blood run cold. My cock was hard again.

But Lana?

She was asleep, her confession delivered, its meaning and importance to her set off for slumber and no longer within my reach.

Inside, I boiled again.

I could already tell that was a fate I would have to resign myself to. Because at the end of the day, I could see now, Lana was begging me to say no to her. Maybe she wanted to go back to how we were before.

I just couldn't bring myself to do it. As nervous as this woman made me, she now had her hand firmly squeezing my balls in all the right places, and so I would just keep salivating for more.

She just needed better rules. To get away from Nick.

And apparently, someone with a big cock to fuck her in the ass.

If I didn't want to be that guy, and I got turned on if it was someone else, then didn't we have the perfect solution?

Would she get out of control?

It all depended on how you looked at it.

***

"Okay. Here we go," Nick said, when I barged into his office on Monday. He pushed himself away from his desk and lifted his hands open in a gesture of innocence. I closed the door quickly.

"I did not fuck your wife, pal," Nick didn't hesitate to say.

"Did she lay down on you while 'some guy' fucked her ass?"

Nick looked upward, and while it was easy to mistake this for him being an undiluted asshole as usual, I really think he actually had to flip through his memories to recall.

His eyes came back to mine. He grinned boyishly. "That's not sex."

"No more of that."

Nick waved his hand dismissively and shook his head. "Okay, man, but you need to be talking to Lana, not -"

"I did."

"Okay, so -"

"And now I'm telling you."

Nick shrugged, although I have to say, he did seem to come down a few notches from his alpha peg. I was willing to bet he hadn't expected this from me. It felt good. It felt great.

Nick being Nick, he was already onto other things. "Other than that," Nick said, arching an eyebrow. "it was pretty fucking, hot, right? If I remember Lana."

This was a strange statement to me for a moment.

Nick had been right there, so he didn't have to rely on his memory of Lana in her girlfriend-days to know whether "it" was hot or not.

I realized that he was talking about Lana's penchant for teasing and tempting, which had been hot. She had a definite talent.

It irked me, even more than the physical act Lana had just performed, that Nick had this insight into my wife.

"I want to know about this piercing," I said.

Whatever else was going on here, I was done taking Nick's passive-aggressive shit. I was pleased to hear that I sounded like it as well.

Nick chuckled and leaned back in his chair. "Uh-huh."

"Did you have her get it for you, or for her?"

"Both of -"

"Was it because you liked it, or because she was out of control?"

Nick pointed at me and leaned back to the desk, his finger moving from one side, back to me, as if he wanted me to look at two objects and compare them. "Are you telling me you're for real with this whole thing? Like, you had no idea that Lana was like this?"

I pinched the bridge of my nose. "Nick. Just answer the question."

"Wow," Nick said. "That's just... wow, I'm sorry, but unbelievable." He folded his hands and grinned. "It's actually fucking hot, now that I -"

"Nick. For you? Or for her."

"Well. I like... anything. Anything to do with pussy. So I liked that." He paused to reminisce. "A lot. But if your question is, was Lana out of control?" he looked at me as I stared him down. "Then, yeah. A little." He snorted a laugh and broke into a grin. "I mean... she is a dirty, dirty girl."

I tapped the back of the chair, thought for a moment, and then decided to leave.

"You're not even going to ask me?" Nick said, a certain troubling competitive tone in his voice. I paused without looking back.

"If she followed your rules?" Nick clarified. He adopted his challenging, finance-bro stare-down face when I did slowly rotate to look at him.

The truth was, that of course I wanted to know. I wanted to hear it from Nick, and I wanted to see it with my own two eyes, and I wanted confirmation that Lana had followed the rules.

But Nick was playing a game by dangling this information out like meat for a hungry dog - and I couldn't bring myself to the humiliation.

You can't let a guy like Nick know you have a weakness.

I opened the door. Nick was still chuckling and shaking his head when I got back to my desk.

***

I was still sore all day.



This was a message from Lana. It came with no picture, no details, just the text.

And it drove me crazy.

I didn't have any idea what to write back to her. I agonized over it.

I liked the feeling: the feeling of pursuit, unknown outcomes, danger. It was exciting, it made me feel young.

But I was also terrified of Lana now. What she would do next, how she would dress, if I could take her anywhere without her getting out of control. I was afraid that the answer to the question Nick was baiting me with was: no, she's hadn't followed the rules.

And then there was this other thing.

We had an informal party coming up. At my buddy Jake's place. This was the kind of thing I would have given no thought to, whatsoever, except thinking that Lana would be kind of bored.

Lana of the past would go to a party like that in a pair of jeans and a plain shirt, sensible shoes and probably a hoodie, now that the weather was getting so cool. She would bring a potluck dish and spend the whole time talking to some ladies in the kitchen. (Mostly they complained together about our laundry habits. The occasional high-pitched laughter would escape the kitchen and one of them would shriek something like, 'I know! I know! Like folding a sheet is rocket science!')

The guys would watch the game, and another Saturday would go by uneventfully. Too much full-strength beer consumed by us, and Lana would have a few glasses of wine and get a headache the next day.

But now?

I was afraid to take the new Lana there.

What would she wear, what would she do?

What would Jake do, in the face of an opportunity like that?

What's more, watching a game wasn't what I wanted to do with my Saturday anymore. Lana was like a new, hot girlfriend: I was freshly obsessed with her, could only think about fucking her, or seeing what she would do next. Jake, sports, potlucks, beer... none of these things meant anything to me.

I was fucking stuff up at work. All over the place. My mind was useless for anything but imagining my wife.

Jake had texted me to confirm that we were coming. In that area of my life, everyone was still plodding along, acting normal.

I wrote to Lana, finally.

It wasn't a masterpiece.

Hot.




Of course I got no reply. I didn't know what Lana wanted me to say. Probably she didn't write things like that to get my inner Shakespeare frothing, though.

Twenty minutes later, I tried again.

Jake wants to know if we're still coming to his place.




This weekend? I guess so.



You don't want to?




Lana took a long time to reply.

It's not what I really want to be doing. 



I shuddered. Monday, midday, and I was a middle-aged man with a huge, non-middling erection.

No? What is it you want to really be doing?




Something else.



And then:

Maybe someone else.



And then:

With you watching this time.



***

"Look, Lana," I said, while my wife pouted across the kitchen island from me. One of her fingers was playing out a very sexual pattern on the rim of the glass, distracting me. I suspected that Lana was doing this more deliberately than she was letting on.

At times, Lana reminded me of a predator now. Much like Nick did. There was always something lurking in her eyes.

"I just, uh... I'm having a hard time coming up with a reason not to go to this," I told her, not really thinking about "this" at all.

Lana dipped her finger into her wine, and then inserted it into her mouth and sucked it off. She knew perfectly well that the way she did it would make my cock unfurl like one of those party horns, thankfully without the noise.

"Why don't you just tell him we have other plans?"

I sighed. "That's what I'm saying. It's a poor excuse. This is... I've blown Jake off a ton of times."

She shrugged. "Then let's go."

I hesitated. I nodded and put my hand on my glass, avoiding eye contact with this auspicious vixen. "Okay, uh, well... it's just that, um, I do not really want to, uh, you know... make a scene."

I actually gulped. You know how it is, telling a woman something you think she doesn't want to hear, and which you honestly feel ambivalent about.

It never lands right.

But Lana surprised me. She perked up, grinning. "Ah-ha," she said, her eyes glimmering. It was like I was dangling a big diamond in front of her. "So what you want, is to lay down some rules."

I wasn't entirely sure if this was what I wanted. It was definitely what Lana wanted - that much I could see.

It appealed to me: it glimmered with a lurid, sexual sheen that I knew I wasn't going to resist. But the honest-to-fuck truth was, I wanted to be able to go to a party with my wife, feeling confident that she was going to behave like her old self.

I had to know she was still in there.

That was what my intellect wanted.

It was overruled. Somewhat.

"Uh..." I said, as Lana watched me over the rim of her glass, her face a picture of self-satisfaction.

I was grinning. Shaking my head. If I was going to say, "no, Lana, what I want is for you to be your old self for just one night," then now was the time to say that.

Instead, I fumbled: "I want, uh, well..."

"Make some rules," Lana suggested.

Suggestively. She worked her way around the island, coming for me with her eyes big and pupils wide. This was a drug to her. She was excited.

She was standing in front of me, unbuttoning her quaint flowery work blouse, before I knew what had happened. I stared at her fingers working their way down her shirt.

"I, uh..." I began. "Don't know... exactly... what..."

Lana's fingers were going to work on my pants now.

She smiled. "You don't want me to sleep with your buddy Jake," she began, like she was reciting a list for a class. "And what else? You don't want me to wear my new red dress..."

"No," I breathed, because Lana was now sliding down to the floor, and taking my pants and boxers with her. My dick, forever telling on me, sprang loose and revealed the true effects of her words on me in the form of oozing precum.

She noted this and wrapped her fingers around the base of my dick, but didn't move her mouth in, just looked up at me with the eerie and ball-crushing smile. "So tell me. What you want me to wear, what you want me to do. Tell me what I can never -" she licked the precum from my cock, "ever…"

And again.

"...do."

Another lick.

I groaned.

"And then I'll find a way to make it fun." She smiled and rubbed my cock over her mouth, allowing just the very tip to penetrate the pursed pillows of her lips. It was evocative - and surely deliberately so - of the sensation of my cock entering her ass. She smiled. "Within those parameters, of course."

Lana gave me a moment to respond, and all I could do was breathe for a few seconds.

"Do you want me to fuck anybody at this party?"

"God, Lana... no... oh God." My cock was pulsing in her hand, my veins bulging against her palm with every suggestion that I did not, but also did, want. There was no controlling that. No hiding it from her.

"Okay," she said, placidly. She tipped her head and hung her tongue out to lick the length of my shaft. "Do you want me to wear something sexy?"

"I don't..."

"Maybe you want me to wear something totally normal?"

I inhaled, unable to answer. Her breath was gliding over my cock, her fingers gently moving, making me harder, her words sucking on my dick like her mouth was on it.

"...so there you go. No sex... no hot clothes..."

"No... Lana, listen to me... no..."

She paused, her mouth open, ready to enclose my whole dick. She had her tongue out, lying flat, grotesquely and overtly sexual. She rubbed my dick over it, side-to-side.

No what? I racked my brains.

Lana was waiting, her tongue soft and wet on the underside of my dick, her hand squeezing hard. Her eyes were on mine, channeling the aura of Brandy, blinking through long lashes.

"How about... no sex, no physical contact of any kind, with anyone there but you. And I wear something... conservative?" She smiled up at me. Mischief was quite obviously in her eyes.

Now that I'd been led into traps like this, I knew she had already chosen a path of sexual deviance that skirted all of those rules.

I put my hand on the back of her head. She smiled. "Is that what you want?"

I nodded.

She flicked her tongue at me, lapping up a bead of precum. "Anything else?"

I shook my head, an act of surrender. I knew Lana was going to play some wicked game.

I knew I could probably stop her.

But Lana, like Nick - and maybe Nick had been the one to teach her this, for all I knew - knew that the secret to making any sale was to give someone a lie to tell themselves, so they could get what they wanted without having to ask for it.

Lana smiled, and then my cock was deep in her throat.

So those became the rules.

***

"Don't act so worried," Lana said, patting my cheek as she passed by me, a cloud of delicate perfume following her a moment later. She dropped her phone into her purse and crossed the kitchen to the fridge, where her guacamole (unapologetically hot) was stored in a large, Mexican-themed bowl.

She was wearing the skin-tight jeans from the night at D'Wharf - the night she'd jerked a guy off under the table - but they were more like a wink at me than an actual outfit.

A long, slim-fitting, white cashmere sweater covered her ass and was drawn into her waist with a brown suede belt that matched her caramel suede shoes. It was fashionable and not racy. Her hair was in her traditional ponytail. She looked like her old self had been dolled up by a fashion-conscious girlfriend.

I had fixated on the phone, however. Every time I saw Lana's phone, I was tempted to unearth the incident that had led to Lana talking to Nick and agreeing to go to D'Wharf in the first place: the phone mix-up.

It had only occurred because Lana had removed her phone from her pink case, and also because she had changed the password. A lot had happened in rapid succession - Lana's handjob being the main event - right after that, so I'd never broached the subject with her.

As usual, I decided it didn't matter. I didn't want to disrupt the delicate layers of... whatever this was.

Lana turned with the guacamole in her hand, bumped the fridge closed with her hip, and looked at me as she picked up her two bags of special chips from a Mexican grocer twenty miles out of her way (they were, I have to admit, superior, freshly-made chips).

"Don't worry," she said, genuinely convincing. "I'm going to follow all your rules."

No physical contact with anyone there but you.

Didn't that cover everything I was worried about? Wasn't she dressed "conservatively?"

Why was I so scared?

Halfway to Jake's house - in the suburbs, on a sunny Saturday, normal as pie - Lana flipped the sun visor down and opened the mirror. She removed some things from her purse while I tried to keep my eyes on the road.

Lipstick. Mascara. She glanced at me with a devious smile and began to apply them.

"Right," I said.

Lana was smiling, painting her lips with a bright, cherry-colored gloss. "You didn't say anything about my makeup," she said, switching to another tube of something.

I remained silent while she applied mascara, and a few other things, to her face.

Then she pulled the rubber band from her hair and shook her locks down, posing provocatively for the mirror. I stole glances at her, warily, which only made her smile and primp more. "My ponytail is too tight," she told me.

"Right."

I was getting hotted up by this. Obviously. Nervous, and scorching hot.

She turned slightly to face me. "There. See? It's just a subtle change. Nothing against the rules. You're the only one who knows it means anything."

"What does it mean?"

Lana shrugged, amused. "It's just, like... an Easter Egg. Or whatever you call that."

Not exactly, I thought. But Lana was hopeless with gaming terms. I left it alone. Her lip gloss was scorching hot. Whatever trick she had pulled left her lips looking fuller than before, a naturally-seeming red gloss with a dark, sexual center.

Subtle indeed. Her lips were going to the party dressed up as Lana.

I was slowing to look for a place to park on Jake's street, where plenty of signs forbade the practice on certain days at certain hours, all of them different. I found a spot, smiling with our special secret as Lana - hands in her lip, picture of innocence - watched me, a grin on her lips.

I turned to her as I turned off the car. "Okay," I said.

"Okay," she said. She unclicked her seat belt, opened the door, stepped out, stood up, and leaned in to smile at me.

"I forgot to tell you," she said.

She shut the door and opened the back door to remove her guacamole.

"I'm not wearing any underwear."


Chapter three



"Laaaaaaannnaaaaaaa- oh. Shit," Jake commented, when we walked into the kitchen. "Damn, girl. Something's different about you."

Heather, who was the long-suffering wife of Jake's friend Buddy - the two had gotten married ten years ago because of a baby - stared at Lana. Never one for much tact, she popped a chip into her mouth and asked, while chewing, "Are you pregnant?"

"Jeeeeeeeeeeesus, Heather," Buddy intoned, slapping his hand to his forehead.

"What?" Heather asked, shrugging and chewing. "She looks good, she has like, a glow." Her attention went back to Lana. "Are you?"

Lana looked at me slyly. Even though it was only a brief moment, it was agonizing enough that it felt like a year of simmering in a frying pan. "I hope not," she said cheerfully, but the gleam in her eyes told me more was coming. "It'd be hard to know -"

"Honey," I interjected, making everyone look at me like I was nuts. I didn't even have anything urgent to say.

Lana was delighted with this. She blinked at me, grinning, waiting for what I would say, as though vastly interested.

"Should you maybe put that guac in the fridge?"

"It's fine," she said, trotting past me to go sit at the table with the ladies.

Jake watched all of this with his usual, careful eye. But it wandered to the shape of the white cashmere where it clung to Lana's shapely ass. Even with the sweater over it, the round firmness of Lana's ass was obvious to any observer.

And there were many.

The guys filtered into Jake's living room, which was dedicated to sports viewing, but not sports decor. He tossed several throw pillows toward a window bench with his usual precise skill - they all landed perfectly in place - and then he turned to me. "Is she, though?"

"What?"

"Pregnant?"

I paused too long. This was because - whether you could believe it or not - I was staring down a horrifying and, to my surprise, titillating, reality for the first time: she could be. Lana was on birth control, because she wanted to wait a little longer for her career to start a family.

But birth control failed, and it also depended on her taking it.

"No," I said.

Jake narrowed his eyes. "Gotcha."

I didn't know what Jake "got," but I didn't say anything else. My cock was hard. I was still dealing with Lana's admission that she wasn't wearing underwear. Now I was reeling with this thought about pregnancy - and kicking myself for not having had it earlier. It was all I could think about.

Lana strutted into the room about five minutes later. She had a chip dish - one of those plates with a bowl in the center - full of her chips and a portion of the guacamole - in her hand.

"Here you go, guys," she said, setting it on the coffee table. They were all looking at her and trying not to get caught doing so. Lana sat down on my lap and put her arms around me, crossing her legs and making a big, sexy show of it. "I just have a question for Chad," she explained to my friends, who were staring openly at this new-to-Lana behavior.

Lana put her lips close to my ear and I boiled inside. I could feel red heat creeping into my cheeks. I had no idea what she was about to do, or say.

"Chad," she whispered, licking my earlobe out of their sight. "Do you want a beer?"

I had one, already, in my hand. It was still full.

"Yes," I said, grinning.

Lana kissed me cheek and ruffled my hair, smiling, before she hopped out of my lap and looked around. "Anyone else? Beer?"

Everyone's eyes went to me, briefly. They didn't know what was happening, and they didn't know how to deal with it. Lana had always unnerved them, because she was so beautiful. They'd managed to keep their mouths from hanging open like they were now, though, because she gave off respectable, wholesome vibes so intensely.

Those days were clearly over.

"Uh," Buddy said - although the non-word seemed to fall from his mouth rather than get articulated. "I would, uh, like a beer, Lana, very much, thank you."

Lana's eyes went from man to man, and they each barked like good dogs. Yes please, sure, thanks Lana.

Lana strutted out of the room.

I stared at the TV.

Jake was staring at me. I could feel it. In some ways, Jake gives off fatherly vibes. He's the captain of everything, because he has a way of shepherding men. He can radiate disappointment, encouragement, calm, whatever he wants, without changing expressions - and he does.

He was radiating wtf vibes now. It was deeply unsettling.

When I finally looked at him, he gave me a few seconds of this non-look. Then, as Jake does, he moved on. He popped a chip into his mouth and crunched it up, moving his eyes to the TV. "These are fucking good chips," he said.

They were the best chips, everyone agreed readily.

Normally, this segued into a conversation about Mexican food. They asked where I got them, and... I told them about Lana's dedication to authenticity, and... they made a bunch of comments about how Latina wives were the best of all worlds… until they turned forty and got fat.

Today, they said nothing and stared at the TV.

"Okay, here you go," Lana said, swinging her hips a little more than usual as she carried four beers and a bottle opener in. Staying out of the way so we could see the TV - which no one was actually watching, it was just pre-game bullshit - she removed the caps and distributed them to the guys. And then to me. Facing me, looking down at me with a gleam in her eye that was at once complicit and competitive.

And hot. So hot.

As she popped the cap on my bottle of beer, I winked at her and slammed what was left of the other one. Her eyes had briefly flitted to my crotch, and she looked triumphant when she took the empty bottle from me.

Without looking away, nudging her knee gently against mine - playfully - she gave her hair a toss. "Jake," she said, still smiling down at me and my pulsing dick. She swung the empty out from her body and wriggled it, without turning to look at Jake. "Where can I put this?"

She was already leaving, glowing from the point – deftly - scored, when Jake managed to cough up an answer. "Uh.. just, the uh... recycling."

My friends are too old to be still doing this, but what ordinarily would have happened there is that Lana would have left the room, having innocently made a remark like that, and they would all snicker before someone - usually Buddy - said something like: "Oh, I can think of a few places."

It was like Turret's. We all played hockey together. Old habits die hard. The comment would die there, slightly cringe, and that would be that.

Nobody said anything after that assist this time. Not a word.

They were all staring at the screen like it was the final five seconds of a tied seventh game in a Stanley Cup Final.

Their silence was infinitely more telling.

***

Lana began texting me about an hour later. The first was a photo, taken in front of Jake's bathroom mirror. This confused me at first, because Lana was holding the phone in front of her face, in the shameless internet selfie style. She had taken off the white sweater, so all I saw immediately was a very, very hot woman's figure in a skin-tight white shirt that left nothing about the size and shape of her nipples to the imagination. Tucked into jeans.

I'm too hot, the caption read. Is this inappropriate?

It took me so long to think of something to write that by the time I got to typing, "maybe," Lana was already strolling past the living room in that getup.

The guys' eyes were dragged to her by the magical power of tits to take a man's eyes away from anything for a glimpse. Then they went back as rapidly as they could to the TV, and no one said anything at all.

The back of my neck was hot as fuck, but I didn't dare do anything about it. Sweat was trickling down to my spine, and soon it would be making its way to my ass-crack. Lana had now crossed the line: it was no longer plausible that this outfit was some "accidental" sexy garb, something she threw on without realizing how sexy it was, something she'd never wear again. Lana's white shirt was screaming: on the prowl.

Hot.

But also humiliating. No one here in the living room thought for a second that I was capable of handling that kind of energy in a woman like Lana. It was also so unlike the Lana they had come to know, that it couldn't look like anything but me losing control of my woman.

The next text was twenty minutes later.

What do you think of this guy?



This was accompanied by a screenshot from a dating app (Feeld). It was... NSFW. Like Lana's selfie in the bathroom, facial recognition was a secondary consideration.

Lana wtf are you doing? 




Jake glanced at me suspiciously.

Jake, like I said, sees it all, and he knew I was up to something that was not strictly kosher, was sexual, and had something to do with Lana. Curiosity, and mild disappointment, radiated from his eyes, before he began to watch the game again.

My phone beeped. I rushed to turn the sound off and quickly scanned Lana's response.

Making things interesting



There are so many guys on here



All I have to do is swipe right



She followed this up with several more pictures, which I attempted to ignore. My phone vibrated away in my pocket, and my friends - loyal to the end - studiously ignored it.

Lana strolled into the living room with another round of beers and distributed them to the guys, who tried very hard - and failed - not to look at her tits. Then she plopped down on my lap again and reached into my pocket for my phone.

While she did, she leaned close and moved her lips by my ear. "You have to get back to me about these," she whisper-whined, dripping with sultry undertones. She brought up a screenshot of a sizable appendage and tapped it with her finger.

Then away she went, back to the kitchen.

I'm so wet.



This was the last message I received before there was a squeal in the kitchen and a bustle of feminine activity. Lana came out of the kitchen with a dark red stain on her shirt. She was smiling, brushing at the liquid, and Heather was behind her, talking about OxyClean and milk.

Lana hurried to the bathroom after waving the whole thing off to the group of men in the living room, who were unusually concerned about the spilled wine.

Or possibly grateful for a reason to be focused on Lana's little shirt.

The ladies left, doors opened and closed down the hallway, Heather returned to the kitchen, and my phone vibrated.

"Uh," I said, holding the phone. "I'm just... going to help Lana out..."

It was true. That's what Lana had asked me to do.

Jake, at least, was brave enough to raise his eyebrows. I suppose by then, they had all decided that Lana was trying to get pregnant and taking hormones and that explained everything. Buddy had a kind of knowing, jealous gleam in his eyes. They smiled and nodded.

The bathroom door, as Lana had promised, was unlocked. I stepped inside to find her naked, sitting on a fluffy towel on the toilet, her stained leotard hanging over the bathtub on the shower curtain rod, her jeans piled by her ankles.

Her legs open.

She smiled at me as I leaned against the door after locking it. I wasn't able to form any words.

She held her phone out to me. "Can you take a video please?"

"Of what?" I answered woodenly, taking the phone. I was whispering. Lana was whispering.

She beckoned me to come closer. "I'm going to send it to whatever guy you let me pick out. Stand there."

God. Lana.

"Lana," I whispered.

She looked up at me, because I was doing what she asked me to, and had moved in front of her. I had the phone on, I was ready to film. I didn't have any control over this: if a hot naked woman asks you to stand in front of her and film her wide-open legs, you just do it.

Even if that woman is your wife and she's not acting like herself.

Even if she plans to send it to a random stranger she plans to fuck.

Even if you're not entirely sure if she's really doing any of that.

"Do you have it ready?" she asked me, blinking prettily.

"I thought we said you wouldn't -"

"You said no sex with your friends, and come to this party. And I said I would make it fun," Lana protested, smiling. "Turn it on."

I did.

And Lana proceeded to smile for the camera, lift her hair up and let it fall, squish her breasts together and move her hands to her thighs before sliding a finger into her very wet pussy and playing with her clit. She brought her finger to her mouth and sucked the juices off. Then her eyes shifted to me. "Okay," she said.

I stopped the video. "Lana, what -?"

She snatched the phone from my hand and, with her legs spread and the smell of her pussy in the air, she held it with both hands and spoke aloud as she typed. "Just... a... taste... of what's... on offer... filmed... by... my hubby..." She tapped the phone several times as I stared at her, unable to process what she was doing. She looked up at me and smiled.

"I'm not breaking any rules," she countered, before I could even say anything.

Then she leaned back a little, and opened her legs even wider. She moved one hand to her pussy and started to play with her clit. Her other hand came to the waist of my pants. I let her tug on me, play with my hard cock through my jeans.

All the while she was wetly clicking, clicking away at her pussy with her rhythmic fingers. The sticky sound filled the room, as did her scent. My eyes couldn't leave the mess of her wet flesh and her pretty nails slipping in the folds.

I assumed she was going to free my cock and maybe enclose me in her mouth, but all she did was scrape her nails over my dick until precum began to ooze into the fabric of the jeans and I felt like I'd been kicked in the balls.

"Too bad you made all those rules," Lana said, leaning back, letting the hand on my pants drop. "I would love to have a cock in my pussy right now."

"Lana, did you really send that video to someone?" I was panting, my breath ragged. I couldn't stop staring at her fingers, her pussy, her smile.

She nodded. "All you have to do now," she told me, still playing with her pussy, "is decide which guy you want to let me fuck." She glanced at the phone. Already, notifications were appearing, icons of apps I didn't recognize indicating that Lana's video had definitely interested someone.

"Lana..."

She picked up her phone and swiped through the messages, one hand still massaging her pussy. Her eyes moved to my crotch when I began to unzip my pants, and she smiled as she turned her attention back to the screen.

"This guy can meet us tonight," she said. She flipped the phone toward me to show me a hand holding a sizable dick. She moved the screen, like it was a puppet in a show.

Then she turned her attention to my cock. "What do you think?" she slurred, taking it in her hand and squeezing.

She was stroking me, and at the same time fucking herself with her own fingers. I could see her orgasm reaching a crest: her muscles tensed, her grip on my dick became limper, her concentration faded away inside herself.

She looked down as she played with her clit for the final few seconds, watching herself make herself come. When she did, she looked up, her eyes crinkled at the corners and her mouth open wide. She snatched at my cock and enclosed just the tip in her mouth, sucking air in just as she came and then humming a restrained sound into my dick.

"Ohhh....ohhhh.... ohhhhhh," she would have been saying, in a low voice, if my crown hadn't been between her teeth and lips, the vibrations of her voice shaking me, rolling in waves over my balls.

Then, defiantly, before I came, she released me and leaned back, panting slightly, a rosy glow lighting up her cheeks. She grinned, stood up, pulled her jeans on, and then snatched her cashmere sweater from the shower curtain rod and slipped it over her head.

I stood, literally with my dick in my hand, staring at her. I was too stunned to do anything else. My burgeoning orgasm slammed into a brick wall and took my breath away.

Lana adjusted the suede belt over her hips, making the sweater outfit look much like it had when she had first strolled into the party. Except that the thin cashmere fabric, which had been backed up by the white shirt, now seemed almost translucent. The tone of her skin shone through the delicate weave, and the shape of her nipples - hard as rocks now - pushed even the thick piles of soft weave out in the shape of eraser nubs.

And the entire bathroom smelled like her pussy.

And my dick was out.

Lana put her fingers in my mouth. I closed on them, partially stunned and partially ready to throw her on the floor and have my way with her. She let this tension linger between us for a moment, a look of what I would call daring in her eyes.

"Let me know what you decide," she said, before turning, and letting herself out.


Chapter four



To jerk off in your friend's bathroom on a game Saturday casual party, after your wife masturbated herself into an orgasm after sending a video of herself playing with her pussy to a potential lover, or not?

And if not, what to do?

Lana sent me the video.

It didn't take much to send me over the edge. I grabbed some toilet paper to keep it clean, and panted over the toilet with my hand bracing me against the wall. As soon as I came, a cold sweat hit my temples and I had a wave of total nausea: there are no seconds of clarity like those five or ten just after I jack off. In those moments... while porn still plays on the screen, while I stare into a toilet and contemplate what has led me to do this, I can almost, almost understand what it would be like to be freed from my sexual impulses.

This was out of control.

That was the only clear thought I managed to have before the feeling of revulsion wore off, and I started to get hotted up again by the filthy promises of what Lana had just done.

Yes.

Lana was out of control.

This was out of control.

I knew this. It was staring me in the face. This couldn't go anywhere but off the rails.

That was my brain talking. But my dick wanted to see it play out.

I zipped up, washed my face, flushed the toilet paper full of cum, and made my back to the living room, to endure whatever awaited me there until Lana told me it was time to go somewhere else.

***

I was in the car, dizzy with the kind of buzz I'd never felt before. Maybe I had too many beers to be driving, but I didn't think so. The alcohol was enhancing a buzz that came directly from the sexual center of my brain.

I could barely remember the minutes that had led up to us being in the car, headed to a hotel. Lana had come back to the living room a few minutes after I had gone back there. Jake and Buddy had looked at me with grins and politely affixed their gaze on the television screen.

In their vacant expressions, though - and the extreme delay between when they reacted to a good play and when it was made - told me all I needed to know: their thoughts were on pussy, and it was Lana's pussy.

She sat in my lap and they all continued to stare at the screen. "Which one of these rugs do you want to buy?"

Buddy snickered as discretely as he knew how: I assumed he was thinking that the game Lana and I were playing was akin to spousal prostitution. I suck your cock, I get a new rug. An itch to tell him the truth began to gnaw at me. Buddy, it's so much more than that.

There were no rugs on Lana's phone. Just cocks. Friendly little quips, straight to the business at hand: 25 yo, 10," stamina, looking for couple who wants to play. Clean screen weekly/ available on request.

"I only want them if they have their papers," Lana breathed into my ear. I caught her looking at Buddy, intuiting that he was listening. She smiled. Her voice was even lower, more like a growl, when she brought her lips into contact with my earlobe.

Somehow, Lana was making me hard again. When she purred, "I want to get all filled up," I had a full-on, renewed erection.

She held the phone for me and swiped through her choices.

"It's up to you," I told her. What else could I say? She smiled.

She was sexily strolling to the kitchen when my cock took over completely. "Just make sure you can get it today."

The look Lana gave me was enough to squeeze another drop of precum from the tip of my dick.

She texted me to book a hotel next. Preferably downtown.

And then it was booked.

"Uh, guys," I began.

"Yep," Jake said, shaking his head.

And now we were in the car. I was not driving well. Lana was texting her would-be lover.

"Hmm," she said, tucking the phone between her legs and turning to me. "He can't make it until seven or so."

"Do you want to... eat? What do you... want to do? Until then?" I was bumbling, unsure of what to do or how to behave.

Lana was looking down at her outfit. She picked at her sweater. "Well. Maybe we could go shopping," she said. She looked up at me. "That could be fun."

***

"Brandy shops here," Lana told me, as she strutted through a store that looked and felt prohibitively expensive. It was a boutique store in the Riverwalk area, so my assumptions were almost certain to be correct. Her hair and ass swung in front of me as I followed, stunned and aroused.

I had no idea what to do in this store. Lana - the woman I married - was not exactly a racy lingerie type of gal. She had gone all-out on her wedding-day lingerie, but usually she picked out her own stuff and it was a 5/10 on the sexiness scale.

"Hello," a clerk said, appearing from out of nowhere. She looked Lana up and down, and for the first time in my life I saw a woman assessing Lana in a different way. The look she gave her was slightly curdled. "Are we shopping for a special occasion?"

"Yes," Lana said. She pointed a finger at me. "He's buying himself a present."

"Ah-ha," the clerk said, without batting an eye. Obviously, this was not the first time she'd heard something like this. "Well, do you want to shop together? Or do you want to give me your sizes and keep it a surprise?"

Lana watched mt reaction. She grinned, slid her arm into the clerk's, and turned her around to walk with her toward the opposite wall. She was whispering to her as she went. Then she laughed, tossed her hair, and strolled toward the exit.

The clerk turned to me. She was an unflappable person, I could see. Dollar signs couldn't have glowed any more fiercely in her eyes. "Well then," she said. "Surprise it is."

"She doesn't need to - ?"

The clerk smiled. "I know what will fit her," she told me, and cast a glance in the direction of Lana's retreating form. It was a venal as the look of any man. "So you just need to tell me what you want."

She then proceeded to sell me almost seven hundred dollars worth of silky, lacy undergarments that were miraculously held together by no more than a quarter of a yard of fabric.

Lana went to a shoe store, and so we met outside on the sidewalk, bags in hand, surprises in the bags, and Lana told me to take her to a hotel to try it all on before the man she intended to fuck arrived.

***

"So, look," Lana said, leaning provocatively over the dresser to change something about her makeup. "I think it's kind of awkward if, you know, I meet the guy and he just isn't right somehow, and he's in the room already." She stabbed fervently into a tube of lipgloss with the wand, which made a gloopy sound and, like everything else she was doing, made me think of her pussy getting railed by cock. She started to smear yet another layer of the gloss on her lips, which were acquiring a multi-layered sheen of red, juicier toward the center.

I was staring at her ass, at the thong nestled in her buttocks, at the lacy white strings and crests and decorative swirls that framed all of her curves and let her lean limbs trail away like shapely gossamer.

"So..." Lana was doing something to her eye makeup now. "I'm going to meet him in the bar, and then if I like him, tell him to come up in ten minutes or something like that."

"What kind of thing would make you send him packing?" I asked, genuinely curious.

Lana shrugged. Then she laughed. "Well, you know, sometimes guys don't match their picture. They just rely on your goodwill, you know, once they're in the room. Or... I don't know, just... a vibe can be off. You know?"

"How many times have you done this?" I asked. I was getting up, approaching Lana from behind. She had bent over to rest an arm on the dresser and lean into the mirror to fix some tiny error in her makeup, and that made her plump, firm ass spread out and open in its most fuckable glory. My palms itched to touch it. I reached out and grabbed it, kneading it.

Her eyes met mine in the mirror. A smile was on her lips - coy and sexual. I worked a finger under the thong, at her tailbone, and began to slide down to her eyelet.

"Don't mess me up," she said, reaching behind her with the hand holding her makeup brush to push me by the wrist away from her ass. I took the underwear with me and then let it snap against her crack.

Lana liked this. But she turned around and sat on the dresser. Her legs parted and she pulled me in between them. Her lips were at my nipples, but I was still dressed. "Me? Oh, I'm experienced."

"Lana..."

She was unbuttoning my pants, tugging at my zipper. She fluttered her eyes up to look at me, still fiddling with my clothes. "Do you really want to know? Or do you just want to see what my experience has taught me?"

I didn't know.

Lana was slipping the straps of her fancy new bra from her shoulders now, my dick freed and waggling, hard as a rock, in front of her. Before my brain could even process an imaginary thought for what she planned to do, she pushed her tits up to enclose my dick in them, and tilted her head toward the crown. She directed the length of my cock upward, toward her mouth, in the pillows of her breasts. "I'm so excited to be doing this with you," she said, pushing her sheathe of tits along the length of my cock. She flicked her tongue at the bead of precum oozing from the single eye.

There were things I wanted to know. I'm a numbers guy, I wanted stats. I wanted to know how much of Lana's sexual prowess had been constructed by Nick. How much of Nick's influence was present in the room with me, as a kind of cuckold within a cuckold. I wanted to know what Lana really wanted in this moment, from this tryst, from me.

Fuck. I wanted to know that about myself: why did I want this?

But she was jerking me off with her tits and flicking her tongue at my dick. That was the answer, wasn't it? Because I liked Lana doing things like this, a gleam in her eye.

Slowly, teasing me, smiling because she knew that I knew that she intended to get me worked up and then leave me with my balls blue while she went downstairs to check this guy out.

"Lana," I said, and she blinked up at me. "What are you... what does... what do you think, this guy... is going to... ugh." I groaned as she let her breasts fall, abandoning my cock to tuck them back into the cups of her bra.

"What do I think he will do with me?" Lana asked. The woman tucking her tits away and squirming away from me with a devilish smile looked like my wife Lana, but she was not. Her eyes glimmered as she pushed me away and stood up. "Anything I tell him to."

"What are you going to tell him to do?" I asked. I sounded like a robot, programmed to be timid. I wanted the answer, and I didn't.

Lana was walking toward the bed, where some bags of clothing were laid out. "I think you know."

That was all that Lana would give me. She glanced up at me, daring me to press her for more info. When I didn't say anything, her eyes twinkled and her lips curled into a sexy grin.

At least one of us seemed to know what we wanted.


Chapter five



He's running late. So don't worry ;)



Ididn't intend to follow Lana down to the hotel bar and snoop on her.

I wasn't even sure why I was doing it, as I was doing it. There was a perversity to it I couldn't even explain to myself: I was waiting in a hotel room for my wife to come back with another man.

She had my permission.

She was going to fuck this guy, and I had given my permission explicitly, implicitly, any way that permission could be given.

So why did her text raise my hackles? Why did I decide to snoop? What was I hoping to see when I went down there? What was it about Lana's comparatively tame interaction with this man that held almost as much allure for me as the promised X-rated interaction upstairs? I just had to wait for her to to come to me and I would be treated to my heart's desire.

I knew I wouldn't get very far. Not close enough to hear them, not the way this bar was set up.

I could have just told Lana I was going down there, but I didn't. I didn't want to.

There was a voyeuristic urge in me to watch her without her knowing. A lurid curiosity about how she would greet and interact with this strange man.

It would give me very little time to get back up to our room and be ready, waiting.

Lana had given me some guidance on that, arranging a chair, thinking about the view for me, testing the lighting, suggesting a drink on the table next to me. She handled all of this with an air of professionalism that disturbed me: it was too easy for her, too functional to be unpracticed.

Too hard to wait.

I got her text - which I was grateful for, because I had begun to worry, as the time ticked by and nothing happened.

My cock hurt so bad it seemed to be reaching up through my torso to grip my head in a vice as well. Maybe I couldn't think straight.

Whatever it was, I purchased an overpriced baseball cap (for a guy like me, this was an excellent disguise, because I'm plain-Joe and medium everything, but I never wear baseball caps) on my way to the hotel bar.

The hotel was one I'd been in before: it was downtown and the bar was used by a lot of people at all hours of the day. Nightshift workers had beers on their lunch breaks, lawyers and financial sector people set up business meetings all the time here.

I knew the layout, and I knew that if Lana sat at the bar, there were a lot of vantage points from an entryway leading to an adjacent building and the restrooms shared by the bar, restaurant, and street-level shops, in a corridor where a lot of people passed through or stood around waiting.

Not a good view, but a view nonetheless.

Lana was at the bar, perched on a stool in a very short denim skirt she'd purchased while I shopped for her underwear. The skirt was so short that it practically disappeared beneath the loose, filmy top she'd purchased (white, like her sweater and her lingerie).

Her legs were crossed, the caramel suede shoes she'd opted for dangling sexily from her long, flawless legs. She was turning one ankle in circles provocatively - not a hint of nervous energy.

I planted myself by a fake ficus, pushed the visor of my cap down to hide my face, and took out my phone to make it look like I was just a lost tourist or game-goer, trying to get an Uber.

I could see Lana through the windows into the bar: she was like a beacon, so hot that I knew everyone was looking at her. I scanned the bar patrons' faces: eyes darted toward her and then back to their own table, a look of anguished lust ricocheting in the movements of their eyes.

Lana's message had come in ten minutes ago, and she was still alone. She had her phone out and was typing and swiping, looking unperturbed. Lana evidently did not care whether you showed up to fuck her or not, and this was just one more thing that ground like sand in my gears. She was so casual, so collected. She was drinking a Cosmo again, but not really doing much with it.

The man walked right past me. I had no reason to think it was him: he, like everyone, had one eye on his phone.

But he was tall, muscled, and carried himself with the kind of arrogant air I guess you can get if someone's wife has summoned you, on the basis of a picture of your dick, to screw her in a hotel room in front of her husband.

He was a smooth operator: younger than either of us, a decent face, hours of gym time pressing out against his fancy shirt and designer jeans.

He knew Lana as soon as he walked in the bar. She was facing the other direction, and had not once cast so much as a glance toward the door. He went straight to her, caught the back of her bar stool with his hand, and then smoothly slipped into the seat next to her.

Lana's stool twisted, she looked up as he sat down. I watched his mouth through the ficus leaves: he just smiled. I squinted. The man didn't even seem to want to bother to introduce himself?

Lana put an arm out on his forearm and leaned in toward him. She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear and scooted toward the edge of her seat. She was obviously talking, using a low voice, and spitting out information.

It was strange. A strange interaction. I lost sight of my "disguise" and began to stare openly, my phone slowly sinking away from my body.

Something was bothering me.

Lana finished talking - after what seemed like a very long time, and then leaned back, picking up her phone from the top of the bar, where she'd set it down. The man was grinning now, sucking on his lower lip, his eyes going from Lana's sexy, suede-encrusted heels up to her face, and then back again, lingering on her chest as they traveled the length of her body again and again.

Lana was typing.

My phone vibrated in my hand.

He's here. We'll just have a drink and then be up.



I rolled away from my vantage point against the wall and pondered how to respond.

First impressions?




She must have already typed her answer before mine even reached her, because the answer appeared instantaneously, at the same time that my question was sent.

It's a go.



I peered back into the bar and tried to do a better job of disguising myself as a person doing something on my phone. I tilted my head and then rolled my eyes up to peer under the rim of the cap.

His hand was on her knee now, his fingers making lazy shapes on her soft skin. The bartender was bringing them two drinks. Lana tossed her hair and let out a laugh.

Something was still bothering me. I didn't know what it was: they seemed too immediately immersed in each other? Was that it? Too friendly, too quick to - ?

I rubbed my eyes and looked again.

Was I seeing things?

Lana seemed to already know this guy. There was zero awkwardness, they were already touching, and the touching seemed familiar.

An explosion of conspiratorial thinking detonated in my head. Blinding fury, an accelerated heart rate, blood pressure dangerously rising. My chest grew tight.

What did that mean?

It could mean anything, I realized.

Lana could have been boinking this guy all along, all this time. Maybe she had always been like this in our marriage, and I just hadn't noticed.

Of course this would make sense, I began to think. More sense than Lana being reformed into the princess that was my wife, and then suddenly breaking bad just because... what? She saw Nick?

Lana gave another toss of her hair and turned at the same time, which sent me scurrying in a not very subtle way into the cover of the enormous fake plant.

I needed to go. I needed to get back to the room.

I stole another glance, and saw the man taking Lana's bounty in again, sipping a whiskey. Lana's foot was rubbing his calf. She was making some kind of move on him - hard to describe why I thought this, but it was written all over his face.

I spun and headed for the elevator.

***

Coming now 



I was still breathing quickly when I heard them outside the door. I tried to submerge my racing, conspiratorial thoughts as deeply inside me as I could. I bathed them in the calming waters of rationality, or what passed for it now: I didn't want to stop Lana now, even if there was anything to my observations.

What could be done about it, anyway?

And she would only deny it.

I could - and should - confront her later.

Basically, I was thinking with my dick.

The lock beeped and clicked, and I made final adjustments to my posture, debating whether or not to pick up the whiskey glass. I was worried my hand would shake, so I waited.

Where to put your hands in a situation like that?

I recalled Nick, his hands on his thighs, from the night I went to the hotel room with him and Brandy. I had my own hands in place when the door opened.

Lana led the way. She smiled at me, her mouth open as she finished a sentence. "... in here, so you can just grab it - here he is. This is my husband."

She stepped out of the way and the man from the bar was behind her. Grinning. "Hey man."

"This is..." Lana turned to him and put a hand on a chair angled toward the bed, the opposite of the chair I was sitting in. (This room was costing me a fortune and I didn't care). "What are you going by?" Lana asked, her voice dripping with familiarity and sexuality.

"Mac's good."

"Mac?" Lana asked, incredulous and smiling. She shook her head.

"I don't look like a Mac to you?"

Lana shrugged her guileless shrug and waved a hand at the bar. "You want a drink or anything?"

His fingers were already at his shirt. "Nah. How you guys want to do this?" He looked over at me. "You into it, or you just like to watch?"

Lana trounced over to the bed and threw herself on it, turning on her side and propping her head up with her arm. She crossed her leg over the lower one, and let it dangle from the side of the bed. "He's just going to watch," Lana said, a hint of warning in her voice. "It's our first time."

"Mac's" fingers stopped momentarily, and a strange smile flirted about on his lips. He looked from me to Lana and back again, before continuing to unbutton his shirt.

I had the distinct feeling I'd missed something here, or Mac had: there was an element of surprise to what Lana had just told him.

Or was I registering disbelief?

Probably that. What kind of woman acted like Lana if it was her first time at something? She had the cool, casual playfulness of a seasoned professional.

He got the shirt off and tossed it on the chair. Lana looked at him appreciatively. He was very fit, looked very much like the portion of the picture he'd put up on his Feeld account.

Lana's eyes glimmered, absorbed, as he started to unzip his jeans. It was like I could actually see her mouth watering.

"I don't wanna be the only one," he said, leaning back against the mini-bar counter with his fly open, a sizable appendage bulging like a silken hernia from the gash of metal teeth, red boxers barely confining it.

Lana emitted a sexy, nasalized laugh from deep in her throat, so it sounded like the purr of a large cat. She rose onto her knees and moved her hands playfully over her body and then lifted the shirt by the bottom and pulled it over her head.

Twisting provocatively, she edged the jean skirt and the caramel belt over her hips, without unbuttoning it. It sank to the folds of her knees and she posed there, her calves splayed behind her at odd angles, the kind of thing you'd see in a lingerie magazine.

"I like that," he said, pushing his own jeans down, kicking them off, leaving the bunched silk of his boxers to attempt to settle on his hips and legs. His as-advertised cock sprang out when the jeans went down, and it kept the material from shaking out. He did not look like an underwear model: he looked like a porn star.

"I like that," Lana said. She dropped to one hip and slipped out of the skirt with an ease that looked practiced - not that I'd every seen Lana do anything like this up until very recently.

I wouldn't even have thought Lana could do this, or would do this - stripteasing, putting her assets on display this way. It just wasn't her.

She got back up on her knees and started walking closer to the side of the bed nearest Mac, whose cock was reacting accordingly.

"What you want first, baby?" he asked her, moving toward her. "I took something, so we can keep this going all night."

"Mmm," Lana said, grinning, arriving at the edge of the bed just as he stepped close enough to reach for her head. He pushed her hair from her face, almost tenderly.

Lana sank to her ass, her legs on either side of her. Her mouth floated down to just above his cock, and her hands went to either side of her legs to clutch the heels of her shoes.

She tipped her head to look up at him, grinning. The gesture was so innocent, so youthful seeming - so much like the reserved sexual personality of Lana's that I was familiar with - that her next sentence was extra jarring.

"I want you to fuck me in the ass," she purred.

A pain tore through my torso, and for a second I was sure I was going to throw up. Mac just mumbled, "Mmm-hmm," as if he'd expected that all along. "I know you do." More familiarity flowed between them, as if Lana declaring something like this, so brazenly, was perfectly expected.

Mac reached into his boxers to remove his cock. "That's what I like about you. Down to business," he said. The slab of dull pinkish flesh that he held in his fist when the boxers got pushed hastily away, down his legs, then sinking with the shake of his body to his ankles, was enormous.

It stunned me: it was identical to his picture, but in real life, the girth of it was intimidating.

"I don't..." I said, not really even thinking as I said it.

Mac grinned. Lana's eyes were fixated on his cock, and she hardly looked intimidated. His final comment, and the familiar implication of it, was still zinging around in my brain, but I couldn't zero in on it, thinking about it.

Not while Lana's lips, now wet from her tongue, kept inching closer to his cock.

"That the biggest one you ever had in your mouth, baby?" he asked her, and with a monstrosity of that size he had to know the answer would be yes. An unspoken "still" seemed to linger in the air, and I had a tingling sensation in my thoughts again:

They already knew each other.

Lana was playing coy. She smiled, looking up at him, still holding her heels. He was directing it toward her mouth, and they were teasing each other, teasing me, but doing it without any missed cues, as if they had done it before.

I told myself I was being paranoid. I couldn't speak or do anything about it, anyway, at this point.

Lana laughed again when he guided his crown to her parted lips and moved the bulbous tip over them. His cock was long enough that even though Lana's head was quite a bit higher than where it would have pointed straight out, it easily reached her lips. She wriggled her butt and smiled again, before reaching up with one hand to grasp it and guide it to her mouth.

"You gonna get that whole thing?" he asked her, as Lana enclosed just the last few inches in her lips and began to suck on it. I stared, unable to process the image before me: Lana's mouth was stretched so wide it had almost become grotesque, and her throat was emitting a raw purr of pleasure that suffocated in the flesh stuffing her mouth. Moving her hand at the same time that she sucked, she played with just the tip of his dick for a bit, and then released him. She smiled up at him, and he grinned down at her.

"Take the whole thing, baby. I know you want to."

Lana moved around and twisted her arm to stroke his cock, making a whining sound that was also partly a pleased laugh. My cock seemed to be boiling and tearing apart like an overcooked hot dog. I stifled a groan.

She was teasing him, teasing me, playfully stroking the fat dick in her hand and tipping her head to the side like she was trying to make up her mind. "I don't know," she said. "It's so big."

"Yeah. You can take it though. All the way back there. Be a good girl for me, baby. Your man wants to see it, don't he?" Mac glanced up at me, a genuine expression of guy complicity on his face. "He wants to see that all the way down your throat, baby. Don't you?"

Lana turned and looked at me. My view was now of her ass, her long hair swinging across her back, one luscious breast displayed in a satiny lace cup, and her eyes hovering over her pink, open mouth. Her hand was on the huge cock, stroking it lovingly, guiding it close to her face. "Hmm," she said. "Is that what you want, honey?"

She was talking to me. At least I thought so.

No real names, Lana had instructed me.

Mac wasn't his guy's name, Alicia wasn't hers. I was frozen. mouth hanging open, suddenly stumped how to answer her.

Lana didn't waste any time waiting for my answer. Her eyes were moving, her mind calculating something, even with all of this going on. It was as if I could see the filthy idea forming in her mind in real time. Her attention sank inward and then her dark orbs lit up and she fluttered them at me as her lips turned into a smile tinted with a bit a of malice. Or ingenuity.

Or something. I no longer knew.

She rose up on her knees again, surprising even Mac. She still had his dick in her hand. She pushed her ass out and rocked it a little as she slid her free hand to her panties and ran a finger along the leg hole until she reached the fold of her thigh. Then she lifted the material and slipped her fingers into the underwear, a sticky sound telling us both where her fingers had gone.

"Maybe you'll get a better view, honey, if you come here and get my pussy ready while I try."

Lana looked back at me and fluttered her eyes, finger still running beneath the panties, down to her pussy and back up, pulling the fabric away for glimpses of the shadows where her snatch was waiting. "Just slide right in here, and I'll sit on your face while..." she said.

My eyes went wide even though I tried to hold them back.

She was talking to me.

Turning to Mac, she added, "... I get this whole... huge... cock... in my throat."

Lana was staring at this dick with a look in her eyes that I had never seen before. As soon as her attention was back on Mac, she seemed to almost forget that I was even in the room.

She rubbed her thumb over the tip of Mac's dick and he shuddered visibly. "Fuck, you're so hot, that's so hot... you gonna take it? Huh? The whole thing?"

Lana turned toward me, waving the cock over her lips and licking at it. She was gyrating her ass up and down, her hand on her ass-cheek, massaging all of her taut flesh. "Maybe," she cooed. "Do you want to see that, honey?"

I nodded.

Lana grinned. She glanced down between her legs, inviting me once more. This wasn't what we had agreed to, and ten minutes ago I would have said there was no way I was getting involved in this.

I had just wanted to watch.

But now the temptation was eating me alive.

Did I want to slide my head between Lana's legs and have her sit down on my face, while I stared up at this guy's cock disappearing into her mouth?

I was already - awkwardly - pushing myself from my chair.

"I knew you would do it," Lana said, purring in a pleased way.

I left my shirt and boxers on and approached her from behind. I felt disconnected from my body somehow, but also acutely aware of every inch of it. As soon as I moved from the chair, Lana laughed her strange, sexy laugh and released Mac's cock to put her hands on her hips and slide the underwear down to her knees.

I felt like a clumsy oaf, a first-time adolescent boy, as I clambered onto the bed and looked at her bare ass. Lana had leaned into Mac's carved abs in order to to jut her ass out a little more. Her cheek was against his six-pack and he had his hands in her hair. His monster cock was wagging near her tits, and he had a hand there to stroke it with hers.

They were almost cuddling, like a couple with a new baby - but Mac's cock instead.

She was looking at me expectantly.

I moved my hands to her panties and carefully removed them, sliding them down, tugging her feet together to pull them over her heels. They stretched and the aroma of her pussy wafted from them. Between her legs, her rosebud anus shone with some of the pussy juices that were practically dripping from her already-engorged lips. She must have been wet long before she got on her knees.

I pushed her legs apart again and Lana smiled encouragingly, her hands playing with Mac's cock, his pecs, his nipples. Her head against his chest, looking down as I turned onto my back and scooted beneath her legs to stare up at her waxed mound and the fattened slit between her legs.

Down it came, Lana rolling her hips to graze my mouth a few times. She looked down, grinning, as I strained to reach her pussy with my tongue, craning my neck to get at her.

Then she slowly sank onto me, planting all the wet mess of her pussy right on my hungry mouth. Above me, her face grinned over her bouncing tits, and she pushed her legs apart and sank deeper, until I could barely breathe over the smooth mound at her pubic bone.

Her sweet pussy juices filled my mouth, and her flesh dribbled into me like a liquid, until my teeth bumped into the hard nub of her clit. I pushed my shoulders to get my tongue on the nerves at the end of it and Lana squealed delightfully.

Mac's cock, with Lana's fingers wrapped around it, was now waggling just beneath her chin. She lifted it, and the tip went into her open mouth.

And then inch by inch, Lana's breathing strained in her nostrils and huffing over the view like the sounds of a horse, Mac slid his dick further and further into Lana's mouth.

I was temporarily stunned into not moving against her pussy, which Lana responded to by grinding herself further against my face. I got back to work, feeling the tension in her thighs when I did a good job, repeating the motion until a low growl came from inside her.

All the while, Mac's dick fed into her, and his hand came to the back of her head to push her a little further down.

I put my hands to her waist and stroked her back with my fingers, so I felt her convulse with a gag. My eyes went wide, but my mouth was full of pussy and Lana was rubbing herself against me, so I couldn't object.

Mac pushed on her head and her lips gobbled up another half inch of dick. There was no way she'd get to the very base of it, but she had swallowed an impressive amount.

And then Mac began to fuck her in the mouth.

He suspended her head by gripping her hair, and started slowly moving his hips back. The wet length of his dick emerged, making a crinkling sound. Lana gasped for air when the tip bobbed between her lips, and then he slowly eased it back in. Again and again, going a little faster each time.

I stared up at this: what else could I do? Mac's huge balls swung above my forehead, slamming into Lana's chin with each thrust. I sometimes forgot what I was doing for Lana because it distracted me so much.

Lana pressed her weight into my face in response, and I got back to work until I could feel her squirming and needy, rocking her hips against my mouth.

"Yeah, I can feel you ready to pop, baby. That's good. Get that nice and wet for me," Mac said, his dick sawing above me. Spit fell from Lana's open mouth onto my forehead, just missing my eye. "God, you're such a dirty little slut, Alicia, baby, you ain't gonna bite me when you come, are you? Nah... mmm, yeah, make some noise when you pop, baby... then I'm gonna come all over that face."

Lana's thigh squeezed against my temples and her body went rigid. The heat of her pussy seemed to spike, and I heard a muffled squeal that rose and fell in a wave in time with the sawing of Mac's cock. He grunted and started to fuck her faster, holding her head in place, just as her juices exploded in my mouth and started to run all over my chin and my cheeks, tangy and sweet and hot.

Mac's hips pulled back and he started to hammer the last half of his dick into her lips, quickly. Lana's hand went to the base and squeezed it, and then she leaned back, settling some of her weight on my chest and nearly suffocating me. There was a glugging, clacking sound as Mac fucked her mouth and then suddenly groaned.

Lana clamped her lips closed around the tip of his cock. I worked my tongue on her clit and she howled, opening her mouth just as a river of white cream erupted in it.

Mac pulled away and held his dick to aim the spurts of cum into Lana's waiting, open, smiling mouth. Ropes of cum struck her chest and her cheeks as well. She was laughing mirthfully by the time the final glob landed in her mouth, and then she seized his cock and sucked on the time, purring, her hips rocking her pussy into my face so hard I couldn't breathe at all.

She rose up to her knees just before I thought I could have to frantically tap her to get her off my face so I could breathe.

"You like that, don't you, baby? Hmm?" Mac reached out and swept the cum from her chin. Lana seized his hand and sucked on his fingers greedily, her pussy dripping onto my face.

"Look at her. What a little slut, you ready to go again already? Hmm?" Mac asked, before pushing her gently to the right and back.

Lana threw herself to the side and into the pillows at the head of the bed, laughing.

I scooted a little and then sat up, and Mac was taking my place before I had even gotten seated on the opposite edge of the bed. He was grabbing Lana's knees, trying to pull her legs apart, and Lana was giggling and trying to keep them closed. "Not yet," she complained, her eyes on his still-erect cock and falseness ringing in her voice.

"Not yet," Mac repeated, sarcastically. He walked on his knees so he was positioned facing Lana. "I want some of that pussy, baby."

I was still on the edge of the bed, turned to look at Lana. The situation became immediately uncomfortable, because Lana was giggling and playfully nudging her feet at Mac, and he continued to attempt to pry her legs apart and move in on her.

Their interaction was more disturbing than the fact that Lana had just sucked his cock: there was a friendliness and an ease to it that didn't sit well with me.

"Come on, let me just get some of it," Mac was saying, and Lana was laughing and slapping his hands away, twisting and giggling. It was as if I wasn't even in the room.

Then, suddenly, the playfulness took a turn for the serious, and Lana grew quiet. Her arms were draped above her head, her torso propped up on the pillows. She let a finger drop into her mouth and she bit on it, her eyes fluttering.

Mac's cooing took on a serious tone - no longer suggesting or expecting Lana's fun rejections, but telling Lana how it was going to be. When he reached for her knees the next time, he growled, "Open up," and Lana complied. She watched him with the finger in her mouth, her attention absorbed completely by his cock.

When she parted her legs, her knees still bent, her right hand drifted lazily from her side and over to my thigh. She trailed her fingers over my skin, but her eyes and her smile remained trained on Mac and his cock. The mattress shifted beneath me as he moved in on Lana, bracing himself against the wall with an enormous, toned bicep so that he could lean down and kiss Lana on the mouth.

His free hand went between her legs. Her fingers on my thigh squeezed tightly and I heard a warble in her throat. It felt strange to have her fingers on me as another man's fingers made her pussy squelch while he played with it.

Mac guided his cock to her opening.

I was positioned in such a way that I would have to turn almost 180 degrees to see Lana's pussy, and I wanted the view, but I wasn't sure how to maneuver without making a hash of it.

My dilemma was quickly solved by Lana herself, whose eyes went to mine. She mewled sexily and moved her hand toward my cock. "Why don't you get out of that, honey?" she asked me, and I was at work doing her bidding before her eyes even went back to Mac.

"This is gonna fill you right up, baby," Mac told her, wiggling the tip of his dick in her sloshy folds. My eyes went to her pussy as soon as I was standing, removing the last of my clothing. Mac's cock seemed to have inflated, and sloshing around in Lana's outer lips, it looked like a blunt weapon that would part her in half.

Lana herself responded to all this by propping herself up so she could look down at his cock, and spreading her legs further apart, holding onto her thighs by the inner muscles. "I want it," she cooed at Mac.

And then he was pressing inside her. For a brief moment, Lana's pussy needed stretching to allow for his girth. He shoved forward with his hips and Lana bit on her lower lip. Mac rocked back and forth a little, twisting, making small movements to shimmy his huge dick into Lana's tight space.

Suddenly, the tightness worked out, and with a sloshy spurt, all his meat slid in, down to the base of his cock.

Lana's eyes drifted upward to me at the same time her mouth slowly fell open. Mac lowered his body and used his free hand to gather Lana's hair in his fist and tip her head to make her watch his cock as he slowly sawed at her pussy.

His fingers moved around to her jaw, then her chin, tugging her mouth open. "How's that feel? Hmm? You still think you want in your ass?"

"I want a pussy full of come first," Lana said, before closing her mouth on his thumb.

Mac grinned. "You gonna have to take it for a while, first, baby. This feels real good."

Lana stared at Mac's cock for a while, and her hand drifted slowly toward me. I was standing, dumbfounded, and staring at the man fucking my wife. I moved into the lazy, limp flight pattern of Lana's hand - she was searching for my cock, but half-heartedly. When she found it she closed her fingers around it and started to stroke me.

In no time at all, though, she seemed to forget she was doing it. She slid down the more Mac fucked her, the pillows crumpling, falling over her head, until he swiped impatiently at one to knock it off the bed. The more time passed, the more he fucked her, the more intimate it looked. Her grip was weak and without purpose, like an afterthought.

She began to moan, and Mac smiled. He was pumping her at a steady pace now, his hands mashing her tits, his tongue busy in her mouth or licking her neck, her ears, her face, her tits.

Her fingers gripped my cock fiercely, suddenly. She rolled her head to look at me, her eyes distant and maybe not even seeing. She was absorbed in her blossoming orgasm. "I'm going to... come..." she murmured. Her thighs became rigid and gasps followed her panting breath.

Mac grinned and continued at his same pace. A wet, sexual slap beat steadily like a drum.

Lana came, arching her back and thrusting her chest up. Her mouth opened and she let out no sound, but Mac fucked her so hard that her breath was forced from her lungs as a tortured squeal. Her fingers squeezed my cock so tightly it was painful, before releasing me and sliding limply away to her side.

"I'm gonna fill her up now," Mac told anyone who was listening. And he pummeled her until she was turning her head side to side on the mattress, squealing, and then some more. Then he drove in deep at last, and closed his eyes just as Lana's popped wide open, and I stared openly as he filled my wife's pussy with his cum.


Chapter six



Mac laughed and kissed Lana again, still inside her, and she wrapped her legs around him and they rolled a little on the bed. He emerged from her pussy over her complaints, his cock still erect.

Then he rolled out of the bed on the opposite side, grinning, and went to the mini-bar in the room.

Lana whined. "Ohhhh," she complained, her hands following him, trying to keep him inside her.

Mac pointed at me once he had a glass in his hand. "She could use another load, let that dribble down to that little ass..." He was staring at Lana's pussy now that she was on the bed, begging for him to come back to her with her hands moving up and down her thighs, her teeth sunken into her lower lip, her throaty purr beckoning him.

I looked at Lana's pussy. Cum was already dribbling out and down her taint, curling around her asshole, dribbling onto the bed. Her lips and clit were swollen and engorged, and she had been stretched open wider than I had ever seen - obviously. Her own juices shone all over her vulva, on the insides of her thighs, above her slit.

She stopped playing with her legs and looking at Mac to turn her attention to me. It was impossible to know what she would say when she finally did speak. She was teasing me, mewling, moving her hands from her shoes to her pussy and back again while she twisted around and mischief and indecision played in her features.

"No," Lana said, smiling. "He doesn't want to do that." She grinned at me wickedly before adding: "But I do need my ass lubed up."

Mac had a drink - just a soda, I noted - and was leaning against the little bar and shaking his head at Lana, like he just couldn't believe she existed.

That made two of us.

Lana was still looking at me, peevishly, waiting for my response. Since I didn't know what to do and must have been broadcasting that, she let the moment simmer and then stretched her legs out. She rolled onto her stomach and stretched again, before purring and rising to her hands and knees.

Her head was turned toward me. She smiled. "It's in my purse."

None of my blood - none of it - was in my head. Her words reached my ears and the sounds were delivered to my brain, but I just stood there for a moment, staring at her as she arched her back and turned her ass up, smiled at me and gave me sensual looks - none of it making any sense.

What was in her purse? Who was this woman?

"Oooh, get it, honey," Lana cooed. "I want it."

The lube. The lube for her ass. My eyes went to Mac's cock, and then to Lana's glistening eyelet, nestled between her spreading legs and ass, coated in pussy juices and cum.

I was barely aware of my body moving as I clumsily stumbled to a dresser, identified her purse, looked back at her to see her now looking at Mac and thrusting her ass backward while she stretched her arms forward and lowered her tits toward the bed. She had one hand up at her mouth, she was acting like a whore at a strip club.

There was no mistaking the lube for what it was, and yet I did: it was not in a box, but a tube, open and partially used. There was much to ponder there, but I didn't. I turned around and looked at my wife, who begrudgingly turned her attention away from the newly aroused Mac, to glance behind herself at me.

"What do you... what should I...?"

Lana put one hand over her right buttock, palm to her flesh. She pulled it open and slid her finger into her asscrack, playing with her hole. "Just get it in there, play with my ass a little. It's so big, I can't wait for it. But I need some lube."

Mac grinned, acknowledging the compliment. Lana was fixated on his cock again, and he was moving toward her head.

I opened the lube and put some on my fingers. It was cold and I started to work it between my fingertips to warm it. Lana bumped her ass around, provoking me. I started to trace the rubbery ring of her anus, and she reacted by mewling and smiling at Mac.

"You have to get it in there," she purred toward me, without turning her head. Her fingers pulled insistently at her left buttock.

"It's... it's too cold, I have to -"

Lana made a sexual noise. "I like that," she said, and Mac was already nodding, grinning, an ice cube he had fished from his glass between his teeth. He crunched on it and he might as well have had his tongue in Lana's ass. Cum squeezed from her pussy and her eyelet winked tightly shut while she squeaked excitedly.

"Just work it in there with your fingers, man, until she relaxes. And then squeeze it right in. She don't care if it's cold," Mac said. He was playing with the ice cube between his lips, rubbing it over them. Grinning at Lana, who was grinning back.

I did what he told me to, a renewed eye of suspicion on their interactions. They seemed too complicit, too aware of what to do with each other, to have only just met.

I lubed my finger up and played with Lana's asshole, gently, but she became impatient and bucked back at me. I slipped my finger in and gently fucked her.

"Oh, just get it in there," she complained, looking over her shoulder.

Mac shook his head again and fed an ice cube to Lana, rubbing it over her lips. "I never met a a girl likes ass so much," he said, mostly to Lana.

I placed the end of the tube into Lana's sphincter and she turned to watch over her shoulder.

Mac looked at me severely when I hesitated. "Yeah. Man. Like that."

I squeezed. The lube started to go in and then squished out, around the sides of the tube, and Lana purred happily.

"You wanna see something?" Mac said, taking the diminished ice cube from Lana's mouth. Lana giggled. I stared at him. He was moving my way, naked, a melted ice cube ringed on his pointer finger. I stepped aside only a little, still not processing what he was doing - he wasn't going to...?

Lana wasn't going to...? Surely?

But he did. He popped the very small, mostly melted cube into her sphincter and pressed it inside with his thumb.

Lana's head went to a pillow and she screamed into it, twisting her ass.

"Hey," I said, objecting.

Mac was grinning, holding the ice cube in place with his thumb. Lana bucked, and I was worried she was in pain, but when she lifted her head, I saw through the hair that stuck to her face that her mouth was open in in a smile.

Mac popped another cube in his mouth and handed the glass to me. Lana settled as the ice melted away in her ass. She rocked back and forth on her knees, mewling like a crazed porn star.

Mac took the lube out of my hand and squeezed a little on his cock. He rubbed it up and down the length of his dick. "You want another one?" he asked Lana.

"Mmm," Lana answered, bucking her ass toward him.

He stuffed the cube from his mouth - much less melted than the other - into her ass and held it in with his thumb rubbing around her anus again.

"Oh!" Lana shrieked. "Oh my!"

Mac was grinning at me, his hand manipulating Lana's ass. "You gotta do this when you fuck her pussy. Then your balls get cold while you have your dick in her." He grinned down at Lana, who was still squirming with sexual impatience. "She likes it."

They played this game for a while, until Lana was lying on her chest with her eyes vacant and submissive, panting from the exertion. The ice had obviously melted, mingled with the lube, and her ass was now a juicy, wet cauldron of cooling lube and water.

Pointed up at Mac's giant cock.

I stumbled back ward until I could fall into the chair again. I had a view from the left bottom of the bed: I could see it all.

"Okay," Lana complained. "Give it to me now."

"You think you can take it?" Mac asked her, but there was a rhetorical quality to his question and the grin on his face. Lana just played with her lips and smiled into the closed curtains, her mind somewhere else.

I shifted my gaze to her ass when he began to push inside her. There was a part of me that didn't think it could be done: her ass was so tiny, bunched up like a fabric rosette - and Mac's cock was a monstrosity that had dwarfed her pussy.

But the lube crackled and then, somehow, after a sound that reminded me of the rending of fabric and the crushing of ripe melons, his dick pressed in and began to disappear into her ass. My eyes went to Lana's face: her mouth was open, her eyes dull, and pleasure swam eerily in her features. She liked it, she was shocked by it, she had to concentrate on taking it.

All the way in. Mac's pelvis ran up against Lana's ass and wriggled a little to drive every last inch of himself deep inside. Mac bent at the waist a little, as though overwhelmed, and clutched Lana by the hips, slowly sawing without moving much in and out. "Fuck, this ass is so fucking good." His eyes closed partially in pleasure and he sucked in air before tipping his head back to groan in pleasure.

"Oh," Lana howled, pushing herself up to her hands and knees. She tossed her hair over her shoulder as she looked back. "Mmm, that's so good... that's... what... get deeper." When Mac attempted to pump his cock, Lana went with him, pushing back against him.

He held her steady for a bit with a huge hand on her lower back, and managed to get a few strokes in. But Lana wanted him deep inside, and she kept wriggling and pushing back against him. "Oh, I want... here," Lana said. She began crawling forward, a desperate lust I only saw on women in porn in her eyes.

Mac's dick came oozing out of her ass when she did this. He followed her, walking on his knees, to keep his dick embedded. Lana sat up suddenly, pushing her ass backward and making Mac sit down on his calves. She plopped her weight onto his knees. "I want it in there," Lana said, more aggressively. She bounced on his lap, but each movement seemed to be less about fucking than finding a way to drive him in deeper.

Mac's hands went to Lana's breasts and front. He squeezed them and massaged them, while Lana lifted her arms to be out of his way. She played with her hair, much like she had with me in the shower, and rocked, twisted, and pushed down hard with her hips.

"Oh, fuck, baby," Mac told her, hands all over her tits. He had his mouth on her neck, the tendrils of her hair falling over his face. Mac wanted a different rhythm than the one Lana did, and she was winning the battle. "Here, I want to push you down and fuck you."

"Mmm," Lana replied, murmuring her disagreement via her tone. "No, no, I just want it as deep as you can go..." She turned her face to look at me. "I like being all filled up."

And so Mac and I were held hostage, while Lana moved her hips slowly to stroke Mac's cock as little as possible. Mac stopped adding his play-by-play analysis after a few minutes, but continued to maul her breasts and her pussy with his hands.

It went on for a long time. It seemed like an eternity.

Finally, finally, Mac started to growl. "Okay, baby, you're gonna make me come," he said, into Lana's ear.

She smiled. Then she stopped moving and dropped her hands to his thighs. She worked her fingers between his folded thigh and calf, and clamped down, holding herself in place. "Oh no, not yet... mmm," she complained.

She sounded disappointed.

"Jesus, girl," Mac growled, impressed and congenial, but with a hint of male anger, as Lana tried to short-circuit his orgasm. "You want me to make you come? That it?"

He was still trying to saw at her, but Lana was laughing at him, holding her arms straight so that he couldn't push or lift her ass from his thighs, or even move his dick inside her.

"Mmm, I don't want you to come yet," Lana whined. "I want you to keep fucking me."

"God," I heard Mac say under his breath. Lana laughed as he tried to pry her off his cock, out from under his thighs - by lifting them up - but to no avail. Lana was like Velcro, and very, very determined to keep his dick inside her ass, all the way to the hilt.

She looked at me.

"What do you think, honey?" she panted. She wriggled her ass side-to side, to settle down on him.

"I have never met a girl like this, man," Mac commented to me.

"I want some more," Lana said, grinning.

"Don't move baby, or I'm gonna nut right in there."

Lana moved, grinning gleefully as she wriggled on his lap.

"Lana," I said. I was surprised to hear my own voice. So much so that I glanced at a mirror, and I was surprised to see the demonic expression in my face, as if I was the one with my dick in Lana's ass, trying not to come so soon, trying to please her. "Let him fuck you."

Lana liked this very much. She pulled her hands from her tight grip on his thighs and grinned at me as she walked herself forward on her hands. She continued to look me in the eye, smiling, as Mac hammered at her briefly, before groaning and grabbing her hair to hold onto it as his third orgasm filled my wife's ass and made his whole body shudder.

Mac pulled out of Lana while she complained. "I gotta fuckin... take a break, man." He whistled appreciatively and slapped Lana's ass, staring at her gaping hole. "Shit. Never a disappointment." He backed off the bed and headed to the bathroom. "I gotta... piss somehow."

Lana was still on all fours, looking at me. I was looking at her ass: stretched wide, cum oozing from inside her. I flashed back to Brandy's cum-filled ass as Nick had shown it to me.

Lana, picking up on my interest, smiled and moved her hand behind her. She inserted her middle and ring finger - wedding ring gleaming - deep into the wide hole made by Mac. She began to plunge the fingers into the cum-filled hole. The sloshing sound was drowned out by the ringing in my ears.

"You don't want to come and fuck me, honey?" she asked, with a satin voice covering a razor blade of disappointment. I didn't answer immediately, so Lana kept playing with her ass. "Maybe you want to put some of that ice in there, and fuck my pussy, like -"

Here, Lana's lips started to form another sound besides "M" for Mac. There was no mistaking that, and no telling what the slip might have meant, what it could have been. She quickly corrected to "Mac," but the suspicion bloomed in the darkest parts of my mind.

"- Mac said? Mmm. That's so hot. I want you to do it."

I rose, still holding the cup of meting ice in whatever drink Mac had made for himself. I'd been holding it like a chump this whole time.

The bathroom door was closed, and it was anybody's guess how long Mac would be in there, trying to piss with an erection like the one he had.

Lana's fingers continued to plunge sexily in her ass. She mewled and rotated her round butt appealingly.

I put a few ice cubes in my mouth to suck off whatever else was on them. Like a slave, I approached Lana from the back and let the wicked approval of her face wash through my insides, chilling my organs in a cold heat of jealousy, male filth, suspicion, submission, and raw lust.

I took one cube in my fingertips and brought it to her gaping hole.

Lana slipped her fingers out and rested her hand on her ass-cheek, watching my hand with her head turned behind her. A serious expression was on her face now: she was just as hungry as I was.

I dropped the cube inside her sloshing asshole. It sank into a well of white cum, and I pushed it in deeper. Her thighs shuddered and her mouth fell open - she almost looked surprised for a moment. Then she grinned up at me, and I put another one in.

Lana squirmed and squinted her eyes closed, her mouth open in a wide smile. "Oh my..." she began.

I pushed her over onto her side, and she rolled onto her back. I dragged her pussy closer to me by grabbing her legs, and then she flung them open. Wasting no time, I sank into the mess of her stretched pussy, until my balls slapped against the cool, slimy liquid oozing onto her taint.

I made a note to try this again, under less pressure.

That didn't last long, and neither did I: Lana's pussy was gushing with my cum and Mac's, and her own excessive juices, within a minute. Her wet flesh sloshed around me, and if I hadn't been so tightly wound, I may never have been able to come in all that fluid and her loosened velvet flesh.

But I was, so I did.

***

Lana wanted more cock in her ass, and she wasn't afraid to ask for it. When Mac came out, he tried to wave her off, but Lana became an insane person and pushed him onto the bed.

His head was closest to my side and he was stretched out horizontally, his legs dangling off the far end, bent at the knees. Lana climbed on top of him and turned around, planting her legs on his arms to pin him there.

And then, she reached between her legs to grasp his cock - still hard, as he had promised - and guide it to her dripping, still-gaping ass.

"Ah, fuck, baby, I don't know..." Mac chuckled.

But what was he supposed to do? Lana sat down on his dick and began to rock slowly on his pelvis once his cock was embedded in her ass.

I watched this for a while, stunned, and at some point Lana turned around to look at me. I was so stunned by this display that I didn't hear her at first, and only tuned in when she became exasperated.

"Baby!" she snapped. "Get over here. I need you to make me cooooome."

She pointed in front of her.

I went. I fell to my knees at her side of the bed. Facing me were Mac's shins, Lana's torso, and her spread open legs straddling Mac. She sat upright and leaned back, arching her back, engaging in a yogic pose as she came to rest on her elbows on Mac's chest.

Her breasts were thrust forward and up, Mac's balls bulging between his legs, and Lana's pussy atop the column of meat she was riding by thrusting her hips up and down in gentle waves.

Her pussy was engorged and dripping - cum from me, cum from Mac. I knew what she wanted and we hadn't discussed it... but her fat clit, nestled in the reddened pink folds streaked with cream, called to me like a siren.

I moved forward, Lana smiled and watched.

She slowed her bouncing. Mac murmured something about not touching his balls - fat, hairless, taut and squeezed out beneath Lana's weight. I placed my hands in the crease of Lana's thighs where they met her hips, thumbs slipping through viscous goo as I stretched them toward her pussy lips to pin them open.

I dove into my wife pussy, lips closing around the swollen nub to hold it gently in place while I massaged it with my tongue and Lana's muscles strained beneath my hands, quivers of pleasure spasming in every part of her body. The bitter, sweet, curdled liquid that met my tongue only enhanced my high, and the sounds that Lana made as I made her come were unfathomable.

I was rewarded by hot liquid streaming into my mouth and dribbling down my chin. It mostly tasted on her, but the acrid notes of our dirty, co-mingled cum chased the tangy-sweet fullness of her pussy juices.

Before I knew it, I had plunged a thumb inside her. I felt the hard shape of Mac's cock against her inner corridor. I plunged two thumbs inside her and worked on her clit long after the attention made her squeal and flail, complaining it was too intense.

The hardness, bulging and slithering beneath the slimy velvet of her inner sheath, pulsed, reciprocating the squeezes that Lana was surely bestowing on it.

"Baby," Mac said, after Lana squirmed and moaned atop him for some time while I played with her pussy in an almost clinical way - fascinated by her filthiness. "I ain't gonna be able to come again."

Lana pouted and bounced, making a face. I took the opportunity to pry myself away from her pussy, which was beginning to become an unhealthy obsession that I didn't want Mac to think too much of. But the sensation of another man's dick pressing against my wife's delicate birth canal was hot and fascinating at the same time. I would never stop.

Lana let out a disappointed coo when Mac pushed her off his cock. "Jesus," he said, leaning over her to kiss her. He shook his head as he gathered up his clothing.

Lana stretched out and rolled onto one side and draped a hand over her hip, the other hand lazily moving over my back. I had no idea what to do, so I had moved to sit on the bed.

"Hit me up if y'all want, again." He winked, and the way we were sitting it could have been for either one of us. "What's I tell you about that that ice? Nice, right?"

He was already leaving by the time I realized he was talking to me.

***

"How come I never knew this about you?" I murmured in Lana's ear.

Her eyes fluttered open and she turned slightly.

I quickly sensed she thought I was talking about her slut-dom, which was a mystery already answered.

I slipped my pointer finger back into her still-gaping ass to clarify: I was talking about her penchant for ass sex.

It didn't bother me that Lana liked it: it bothered me that in all the time I'd known her, I had never even suspected that she did.

It bothered me that I had been so clearly failing to satisfy my wife's sexual needs all this time... but more than that, that I didn't have any inkling of it.

What else did Lana keep from me?

Once inside her, I felt her body react: a purr rose from her throat and she twisted and coiled sexily, smiling. Her arms were folded up at her chest and she shrugged her shoulders and mingled her fingers. "I didn't think you would like it," she said.

I pressed outward against the slimy interior, moving in a clockwise direction, probing the directions that made her react the most. My mouth was at her neck. "I don't really like it," I told her. "But if you like it, I want you to have it."

I didn't mind watching it, either.

But I wanted more from Lana than just a confirmation that she wanted it, a willingness to play by my rules to get it, an explanation for why she hadn't told me.

There was always something just beneath every layer of Lana that I was uncovering. One more secret, one more surprise.

I couldn't resist peeling away at more, even though I suspected it was a dangerous game that would eventually uncover something I'd wish I hadn't.

"I just don't understand why you like it so much," I continued, when Lana's eyelids grew heavy with pleasure.

Lana wasn't thinking about her layers, her secrets... she was deeply invested in her physical pleasure and less inclined to talk.

The tables were turned.

"I mean... what's... oh... mmm, honey, I like that... what can I say... anyone say, oh!... if you like.... something... you... like... it...." Lana's voice dribbled away into a moan. When I pressed toward her pussy, her whole body reacted with a tremble, and she lost track of her words.

"I want you to tell me," I insisted, still unsatisfied with her answers. "Those are the rules."

Lana's ass clenched around my fingers and her lips formed a smile. I continued to work my finger around in a circle, pressing long and hard against her tender flesh in all directions.

"I don't know, I just... like it. I like being full. I like it when... oh... oh... mmmm, that's good... I like it when you... when... when... my ass is full and someone... oh, yes, yes like that... someone else fucks me..."

"Like two guys at once?" I pushed Lana by the shoulder so that she was on her back. My fingers had slipped from inside her, and she gave out a howl of disappointment.

She nodded, though, in answer to my question. The peculiar lustiness that crept into her eyes had flooded them with this suggestion. I could see that I had hit on something she wanted.

My Lana.

Double penetration.

"Maybe you'll let me do that sometime?" Lana said, wrapping her legs around me after letting me simmer in that thought for a moment. "Maybe? If I'm really good...?"

She was pulling me in, toward her pussy, and I was once again derailed from my original plan - to ask her about "Mac" and what I had sensed between them: the familiarity, the complicity, the knowledge.

"Lana," I said, pushing her hands down to the bed. This was the kind of thing I only had the willpower to do because I had already come so many times.

Lana laughed up at me and squirmed.

"Did you know that guy? Before he came here?"

Lana's expression changed, and the way she squirmed beneath my weight became different as well. From one kind of smile to another, one sexy worminess to a different slither.

"Hmm," she said, mischief creeping into her eyes, replacing the hunger for DP. "What makes you say that?"

Lana seemed to know that she had me right where she wanted me. That no matter what she said next - if she told me she'd been fucking Mac on the side every day of our marriage - she wasn't going to be in real trouble for it.

This sizzled happily in her eyes. She was challenging me to keep going.

My cock throbbed unhelpfully against Lana's body, coming back to life. I saw a flash of victory in her pupils.

"One of the rules," I said, my own voice surprisingly steady. I was figuring Lana out in real time - I had landed on a strategy, I was pleased with myself. "That you're going to have to learn to follow, Lana, is that you need to tell me the answers to my questions. Right away. When I ask you."

She bit her lip, smiling. "Or what?"

Or what, indeed?

"Or I'll change the rules," I told her. Even I wasn't entirely sure what I meant by that, but Lana liked it and she made a face that indicated she would cooperate.

"Did you know him?" I repeated. "Tell me the truth. Everything. Those are the rules."

Lana stared back at me. "I knew him," she countered.

"From where?"

"From when. Back when I was with Dom." She smiled. "That's not exactly a hard cock to remember."

I absorbed this the best that I could and pushed myself to finish the interrogation.

"So, what? You stayed in touch with him?"

Lana let me feel the pain of this possibility, smiling, as she started to move her hips sensually against my groin.

Then she laughed. "Nothing like that. I just... recognized his cock. On Feeld."

"So why did you hide that from me?"

"For fun." The answer was instantaneous, which made it frightening. Lana strained her neck to lift her head and lick my jawline. "What I want to know is, what's my punishment?"

How do you even punish a woman like Lana? The only thing that might have worked on this sex-crazed maniac was not having sex with her, but that was more of a punishment for myself.

"I need to think about it," I told her, pushing her down on the bed harder- to her delight.

I moved my cock to her pussy.

"Oh, honey, I'm too sore there," she began.

"Good."

Lana smiled at me before her mouth opened in pleasurable shock. She seemed to be proud of me for finally figuring out one of the elusive rules to her own games.

This Lana liked to have her holes filled with cock, especially when she was sore.


Chapter seven



The strangest thing about New Lana was that she seemed to have a switch.

At least at first.

The next morning, Lana was back in her sweater (the stain removal had been a success), and we ate a late brunch at a restaurant down the street from the hotel. Lana was chipper and cute, and while she looked sexy as hell, it was more like her old self. The girl-next-door, respectable look she'd always had.

She ate a lot, and had about thirty glasses of orange juice, but that was to be expected after that level of athleticism and fluid loss.

And then we went home. We had a nice quiet day chilling out. Lana took a bath and I doted on her, and she fell asleep early, saying she had a big day the next day.

Our week proceeded much the same as always. How could it not? We had jobs, we had things to do outside of ourselves.

Lana seemed infuriatingly less obsessed with what we were doing than I was, but this too seemed normal: what woman thought about sex even half as much as a man did?

And then, Lana came home on a Thursday night and I could see from the moment she walked into the house that she was restless. A caged energy was inside her: it infected her movements, her gestures, the way she tossed her hair.

"I want to go out," she declared. "I want to have some fun."

"What kind of fun?" I asked, leery of her answer.

It was only five days from our last sexual encounter with another man. We'd had sex every night since then. I didn't know why, but it seemed too soon for Lana to need to go on a wild, ass-pummeling, all-night fling again. She had been sore all week, and we'd had sex every day.

"Fun-fun," Lana said, leaning on the counter, giving me bedroom eyes.

I was speechless for a moment, which made Lana soften a little. She smiled, pushed up to standing again, walked her fingers along the counter along with herself, in my direction. "Maybe it doesn't have to be, you know... a plan. Maybe I just do something... fun... and we go out to eat, or something."

"What would a fun thing like that be?"

"And then we just see who's out there... maybe go somewhere for a drink..."

"What kind of fun thing, Lana, are you talking about? That you're going to do?"

Lana grinned mischievously. "It's something I can wear," she said, her torso shaking as a challenge to me, a smug grin on her lips.

"It doesn't involve other guys?"

"Not yet."

"So what are you going to do?"

She smiled. "Change my clothes. Wear this thing. Go out to dinner with you. Maybe just tease you all night."

I stared at her. She was slinking away to the hallway. She already knew that she had me - or at least my cock - wrapped around her pinkie finger. She cast a final look at me. "Or maybe not."

She knew I wasn't going to stop her. She knew I wanted the surprise article of clothing. She knew that she could tease me, or not, and whatever she did I would watch, salivating. And then forgive her for it.

Because in the end, Lana knew me - it would seem - perhaps even better than I knew myself.

It was me who didn't know her: not the other way around.

***

"So what is it?"

Lana laughed at this. I wondered if she had marveled at how long it took me to ask her. She was wearing something - this much she'd confirmed. Something "fun."

Her fun thing.

But her clothing was midway between her formerly conservative self and her new slutty self: a tight white shirt that was off-the-shoulder on one side, and a jean skirt that was delightfully short, but not hooker-length. She was wearing underwear, but no bra.

This much she had confirmed for me as well.

Lana was running up enormous bills at clothing and lingerie stores, but I wasn't going to complain about that, either. It was as unnerving as it was titillating: who knew what she'd come up with next?

Lana set her chin in her hand and looked at me alluringly across the small table in the bar of a hot restaurant in the downtown core. She seemed to have chosen it mostly for the eye candy, and she wasn't hiding her wandering glances in the direction of young, fit, men.

She was mirthful again. "Guess."

"You're wearing it," I said, incredulously.

Lana nodded.

"It's not your... uh, jewelry..."

"The chastity piercing?" Lana asked. She shook her head, delighted that I wasn't guessing correctly. "No."

The chastity piercing was something I wanted to get back to talking to Lana about. She had just handed an opening to me on a silver platter. And yet I was too obsessed with what Lana was wearing right now, right here with me, to be sidetracked by the piercing.

"I can't see it," I said, thinking aloud. I tipped my head as though I would look under the table. This made Lana excited. She swayed her foot and grinned. "Warmer," she teased.

"Is it under the table?"

"Yes."

"Would I see it if I looked?"

"No."

A waiter interrupted us. He was young, obviously intoxicated or high, and looked away from Lana as much and as obviously as he could.

She made him nervous. She knew that she did.

And she was getting off on it.

I ordered drinks for us and Lana brazenly checked him out as he walked away.

Her attention came back to me. "He's cute," she said.

"Is this what your 'fun' is for the night?" I asked her. Jealousy was lurking in the hard edges of my words. "That guy's like eighteen."

"He's at least twenty-one," Lana said, grinning. "If he works here. But no. It's... well.... maybe it can include him..." Lana grinned again and began fishing into her purse.

She removed a small box tied with a ribbon. The box itself was a jewelry box that I'd given her a necklace in a long time ago.

She slid it across the table to me, her eyes gleaming. "For you."

I shifted my eyes to the box. I was wary.

Lana was enjoying herself.

"Open it," she said.

"Here?"

She nodded.

"Is this your fun thing?"

Lana was already nodding before I finished my sentence. She was leaning on her elbows, rapt with attention.

Dear God, what could await me in this box?

It could have been anything.

My wife was turning out to be exactly what I had always believed she was, exactly, not: a creative whore. I had already done things I hadn't thought I would do.

Where would I draw the line, if this box contained, say... a cage for my cock?

I spent too much time on the internet trying to guess Lana's secrets. I even took to a few posts on hotwife forums, looking for advice, explanations, consolations.

What I had received instead were a lot of men telling me to be grateful for what I had and enjoy it.

The waiter returned and surveyed the scene as he set our drinks down. "Special occasion?" he asked, hope in his voice that it was.

"Just for fun," Lana replied, cheerily.

"Uh. Nice. Okay, well... are you ordering food tonight?" He had tried hard not to be drawn in by Lana, but he had made the mistake of looking at her, and now Lana was drawing him in. She touched her mouth, crossed her legs, blinked attractively.

"Don't you guys have an aphrodisiac platter here?" Lana asked him.

Bless him, he only hesitated a very short moment, during which time his thoughts flashed as clearly across his face as they would have spelled out on a billboard:

Lady, you do not look like a woman who needs an aphrodisiac.

"Uh... yeah. The, um... the Aphrodite, uh, platter. Is... that."

"Oh good," Lana said, dipping a finger into her very expensive red wine that she hadn't even tasted, bringing it to her mouth and closing her lips on the tip of it. "What's on that?"

"On the... the, well..." The waiter exhaled, visibly shaken.

"Oysters...?" Lana prompted.

The waiter looked at me helplessly for a moment. I tried to make him feel at ease with a shrug. My attention was still almost entirely consumed by the dangerous box on the table.

"Oysters, yeah... um, pistachios, a like, an artichoke... dip... some fruit... I have the, uh... menu I can bring you..."

Lana, unnervingly, just sat there with her finger between her teeth, smiling, blinking, and letting the poor waiter sputter to a stop.

"Does it work?" Lana asked, lifting her wine glass.

"Huh? I mean... what? The food?"

"That's what I mean." Lana smiled. She drank some wine. She never took her eyes off the waiter.

I sat there with a burgeoning hard-on and no idea what to do.

He gave up, scratched his head, looked at his tablet. "It's... I mean, yeah, I think, you know... people seem to like it."

"Are the oysters raw?"

This was a simple question about food. Ostensibly. But the way Lana said it, she might as well have been asking him if his cock was hard enough to make her pussy raw.

His head was bobbing nervously long before he managed to squeal out, "Yes. Definitely. Raw."

"We'll start with that."

I almost laughed at the way the waiter's body was nearly torn in two by the forces inside him: his lower half was committed to standing in front of Lana and talking about raw oysters for all eternity, while his brain was telling him he was in dangerous waters and he needed to run away.

He left, promising to return shortly, sounding like he was afraid of that mission.

Lana's eyes went back to me. "Open it," she said cheerfully.

"Lana..."

She smirked. "It's fun."

"Can I open it, you know... here?"

What I meant by this question was whether or not it would be humiliating.

She leaned back and gave me a challenging look. "Only if you want to have fun."

I tugged on the ribbon. "This isn't going to like... jump out at me?"

She was biting her lower lip. She shook her head.

I lifted the cover of the box. It was too shallow, too small, I decided, to be anything too crazy. Whatever it was, it would be possible to hide away.

I was perplexed when I opened the lid. Inside was a slender, black remote control. It looked like something that would run an air conditioner twenty years ago. I squinted. "Okay," I said.

I looked at Lana. She was smiling. She sipped her wine and offered no explanation.

"What is it?"

"A remote."

"I can see that."

"It's a fun remote." Lana squirmed.

"Fun for...? Me? You?"

Lana ran her tongue along her teeth and tipped her head. Her foot grazed my calf beneath the table. "Everybody."

My mind was obviously generating a million wild ideas at this point. I didn't dare articulate any of them. I waited, heart pounding.

Lana smiled at me. "Try it out."

"What does it do?"

"Just try it."

I removed it and set it on the table in front of me. I glanced around: the restaurant was getting filled up with young and beautiful people, but it was as if none of them were there.

I knew a lot of eyes were on our table, because Lana was hotter than anyone here and she was radiating a sexuality that couldn't be missed. The waiters and bartenders had all been told about her, for sure: they were stealing glances our way every chance they got.

"What's going to happen if I turn this on?" I asked her. I could guess, of course. But I didn't want Lana to make a big scene.

Not really.

Lana shrugged.

"I don't want you to make a big scene," I told her.

Lana clicked her tongue. "I wouldn't."

I pressed the power button. The remote lit up with blue arrows above ad below two buttons with the appearance of volume controls.

Lana shifted in her seat and grinned. "It's working."

"Okay, folks, I have your Aphrodite platter here. Two plates. Uh... napkins. Did you, uh, want to order now, anything else, or, uh, drinks?"

The waiter was trying not to stare at Lana, whose appearance had changed to something more flushed. She was squirmier. But she tipped her head into her hand and smiled up at him. "Everything is just great for now," she cooed.

He smiled awkwardly, confirmed this with me, glanced at the remote and the open box, and then decided the less said the better. With a solemn nod, he walked away. Half-reluctantly.

"Turn it up a little," Lana told me.

I turned it off.

"Lana!" I hissed. I leaned closer to her. "Is this what I think it is?"

She nodded solemnly. "But don't turn it off,"

I looked toward the door to the kitchen. Our waiter had stopped in his tracks just inside the door and I could see his buddy receiving whatever information the waiter was giving him with widening eyes.

"Everyone here is going to know about this," I whispered harshly.

Lana rested her head in her hand, letting her hair spill to the side and graze the table. "I hope so," she retorted. Her eyes went to the remote. Then she crooked a finger and beckoned me to get closer.

The waiter our waiter had gossiped with was coming out of the kitchen, fully interested in our table. My insides were getting cold with jealous rage, mingling with fear and arousal. I felt like I'd done a line of coke.

Lana shrugged at my lack of response and sat up, picking up an oyster resting on a bed of ice and playfully adjusting it to fit against her lips. She slurped the oyster up noisily, and fluttered her fingers near her bare left collarbone. "Oh wow, they're spicy," she said, delighted.

Gossip waiter was talking to the bartender, to Lana's left. I knew she could see them, heads together, low voices being exchanged, eyes on her long legs dangling beneath the table.

A glass dropped and shattered behind the bar. Lana grinned with a smug look of triumph and picked up another oyster. "Suit yourself."

I took the remote in my hand and put it in my pocket, but I made sure to turn it on before I did.

"Where did you put it?" I asked her.

There was no need to clarify that Lana was "wearing" some kind of vibrator, that she had given me a remote to it. The only mysteries were how big, and where.

And why, of course. What were her plans?

Lana was suddenly very dangerous-looking. She was placing another oyster shell to her lips, carefully aligning it with two hands. She knew she had an audience. The vibrator - wherever it was - was making her cheeks flush and sending a kind of ripple of sexual intoxication through her.

She slurped another oyster and didn't answer me.

I picked up an appetizer - who knows what? - and popped it into my mouth. Then I turned the vibrator intensity up.

Lana smiled. Fanned herself with her hand. Put one hand behind her neck and rubbed. "Those are really... really hot." She twisted discretely and glanced behind the bar. Her eyes came back to me. "Do you think they're watching?"

Jesus. "Yes."

"Are you mad?" Lana brought her thumb to her teeth and bit it gently. Her lips closed around the meat of her finger, puffed a little to do it more sexually than strictly necessary. "I'm getting really, really turned on."

I turned it up again. Lana closed her eyes and exhaled loudly. Then opened them.

She smiled.

"It's in my ass," she mouthed.

Then she calmly started eating more food. Teeth sinking into strawberries, juice dribbling down her chin, finger sopping it up and depositing it on her lips, tongue swiping it away. Oysters, slippery like cum, sucked spectacularly into her ever-beckoning mouth.

"I'm getting so... hot," she said, at last.

I hadn't eaten anything: I was just sitting there, burning up from the inside, cold with fear and jealousy, my dick emitting a pain so intense it reached up through my torso and clawed at my organs until nausea rolled over it in a wave. The slippery cool of obsession, long dormant, clanged around in my chest. My face was hot, I could feel it.

"How are you guys doing?" our original waiter asked, appearing out of nowhere. He looked afraid to be there, fascinated, horny, confused.

Lana's hand was behind her neck and she rubbed it. "These oysters are really hot," she told him. "Can I get a glass of ice?"

"Uh... yes. Sure. Yeah. Just ice? Right. Uh... more... appetizers, or...? Are you, uh, ordering food?"

Lana looked at me.

"Maybe bring the menus."

"Okay," he said, clearly depleted for words.

Lana turned to watch him as he went back to the kitchen. She turned back to me. "I like him."

She turned her attention to some wine grapes on the platter and picked one off, popping it into her mouth. Then she looked at me. "Or is he against the rules?" She shifted her hips side to side and met my eyes.

"Is that what this is all about?" I asked her. "Was this your plan for fun?"

"No. But now it is. Unless..." she played with her napkin, taking it out from under the table, folding it neatly in squares as she looked at it, head tipped to the side. "... you don't want to have any fun."

"And what would fun be?"

Lana brought her wine to her lips. "I don't know. You have the remote." She balled her napkin up and tossed it in my direction as she slid off the high chair at our table.

She walked her fingers in my direction, her slinky body following. "I have to go to the ladies,'" she said, leaning in to brush her lips across mine. She slipped her hand into my pocket and fiddled with the remote. "I might be a while."

She picked up her glass and finished her wine, then turned, and stalked away toward a corridor tucked in the back of the restaurant. Her short jean skirt made her ass look even better than usual, and her long legs looked especially long.

In my peripheral vision, I could see the bartender staring, open-mouthed. Lana's hair swung as she swished away, turning the corner, disappearing behind a wall divider.

The waiter returned with a glass of ice. He was clearly disappointed and relieved that Lana was gone. He was almost apologetic as he set down the ice. "Can I, uh... get you another drink?"

"My wife's just in the bathroom," I told him, meaningfully. "But yeah, uh, bring us another round."

"Ah... okay."

I sat there, keenly aware of just how many people were in this Gen-Z establishment, and how young they all were. It was not the kind of restaurant my wife would have chosen before all of this - but then, she also wouldn't have put a vibrator in her ass and given me the remote, or worn a hooker costume lite.

I felt out of place. The air reeked of dangerous possibilities.

Sure: I wanted, in theory, to reflect on what the fuck I was doing in this situation, and how I got here. But the air was leaden with sexual promises.

I just wanted to see where it all went. Admittedly.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the remote.

Lana had turned it off.

I felt even more adrift, but my lips turned up in a smile: this was a game to Lana, and invitation to something. She had done it very deliberately.

Maybe because I had worked for Nick, maybe because I am by my nature a man who follows behind wild, daring, gambling people to sweep the aftermath of their risky behavior into an orderly pile - in Nick's case, the kind you can report to the SEC - I had a strange feeling of being more in my element than I had originally thought I was.

I wasn't used to it with Lana. It was shocking as fuck, frankly.

But as minutes ticked by very slowly, I began to see this new adventure with Lana more like another game - I was, after all, Nick's go-to man, who made his fantastical whims work out on paper. In some circles of the internet, this is what a beta is. And I was letting my wife do what she wanted: it wasn't as if she hadn't given me plenty of time to stop her, to object, to interfere.

Maybe it suited me.

After about ten minutes, Lana had definitely been gone too long for nothing to be happening. I was starting to wonder what she wanted me to do with that remote: what was her game plan?

Our waiter had disappeared. The bartender was texting conspicuously and keeping an eye on his phone, and me. This caught my attention because there was a trio of extremely hot ladies in front of him, and he was barely giving them their drinks, let alone the time of day.

Fifteen minutes. The bartender started attending to all the tables in the bar - including our waiter's. Including mine. The ice was melting.

"Here are your drinks," he said. "Sorry about the, uh... wait. Your waiter, uh..." he rubbed the back of his neck. He shrugged. "There's a lot of stuff going down in the kitchen."

"Sure," I said, amicably.

My phone began to vibrate as soon as he turned to walk away.

Lana.

A video call.

I suppose I expected what I saw: I turned in my chair so the phone screen was facing the wall. I turned the volume way down. I wished I had my earbuds. I fished for them in the pocket of my jacket but found the remote instead.

The unmistakable barren glare of bathroom lights the world over. A blob occupying the left side of the screen. Skin. Lana's face: mouth open, a strand of hair clinging to her cheeks. More importantly, she was rising and falling in a rhythm that could not be mistaken for anything but what it was.

My fingers found an earbud and I popped it and hastily turned on the volume. Panting filled my ears, echoing on bathroom tiles. Mostly heavy, male, a little rumble beneath it. Lana was smiling now, looking over the shoulder of the man she was fucking.

I stared back at her.

"Oh, fuck, that's so hot," she said. The man murmured something. I barely listened, it was immaterial.

Lana rode him and bounced on his lap, staring into her phone, which she seemed to be holding with her arms draped over his shoulders.

She leaned in and put her lips close to the man's ear - I was only just now realizing that this was our itinerant waiter - as she moaned and rolled her hips on his lap.

With his cock inside her. No doubt.

"Don't come yet," she whispered loudly, her eyes shifting to the camera. "I have a surprise for you."

I stared at her, stunned, my cock feeling like it would burst, for a few long seconds. Then her words made their way to my brain, as the gasping and panting became louder, more determined.

I pulled the remote out. I waved it in front of the screen.

Lana's devious smile, and the nod of her head, would be burned into my mind forever as the single most awful and erotic thing I have, and probably will ever, see.

I turned it on.

Lana smiled and leaned back to survey the expression of our young waiter. I would have very much liked to see that.

I turned it up. And up and up and up. Lana only smiled more and threw her head back and really let it rip. At some point, I heard the low voice of the waiter "what the... is that your... oh, fuck, oh, what is..." And then nothing, because he the sudden silence and tenseness in his body told me he had just shot his cum into my wife's pussy.

Lana kept riding him, until, moments later, she came. She closed her eyes and let her mouth fall open, hanging backwards with her head tipped by the shoulders of the waiter.

"What the fuck is tha-" I heard, just as Lana grinned wickedly into the camera and the call came to an end.

I tucked the phone into my pocket and took a sip of my beer, glancing at the remote.

With a grin, I left it on.

***

The text arrived shortly thereafter.

Come and reassure this kid you're not going to beat him up



I was already walking when she sent me the next one:

Turn that off you're driving me crazy



I left it on, smiling.

When I win at things - or that is to say, my team wins, or the horse I backed wins, because I am rarely the single-handed winner of anything - I get a satisfactory glow.

My walk turns into a civilized, upper-middle-class, white man pimp roll. I grin and can't turn it off.

This can be a "win" - money, a game, a gamble, a woman (I walked like this for three days straight after Lana gave me her number, instead of to Jake).

But it can also take me over when I'm just winning; I finally have the game under my control, because I've figured it out.

And that is how I went to the corridor off the dining room, in search of the restroom where my wife, and the man she had just fucked, were.

He was coming out of the men's room, tucking his shirt in. He went pale and held his hands up, started shaking his head and looking for another exit, as soon as he saw me.

I held up a hand, the other one in my pocket.

"It's cool, dude," I said, and just saying that gave me a satisfaction so sexual I almost came.

He stepped to the side, face a shambles of emotions (mostly relief and disbelief; some shame, some fear, some afterglow, some trembling gratitude).

I smiled at him as hit the still-closing door with my fingertips, hoping it would fling open - it didn't, so I had to walk with it, pushing.

Still smooth.

Lana was standing in front of the mirror, adjusting her skirt and her makeup. She smiled without looking at me, and continued as if this was an ordinary restroom and an ordinary situation.

I was happy to find, after doing a quarter-turn, that the door locked.

Lana, wiping something from the corner of her eye that she leaned in for to jut her ass out provocatively, eyed me from the side. I could see that it rippled through her - the knowledge that I had leveled up in this game. She gave a quarter-turn herself, rolling her hip on the marble countertop as she did.

She smiled at me and tossed her hair. "Are you going to leave that on all night?"

Challenging. Smiling.

I tossed the remote on the counter as I walked toward her. "No."

"Did you talk to-"

"Turn around," I told her, and she grinned and started to rotate back to face the mirror. "Interesting," I said, touching her shoulder. "But not what I had in mind."

I pushed her gently, so that her butt was on the edge of the counter and she was facing me.

She was intrigued by this. I would never have figured Lana to be as attuned to this switch in my personality - this thing that happens when I finally grasp the game and make it my dominion. But she did. She liked it. Maybe it was what Lana had wanted all along.

"Get up," I told her, my hand already working up her thigh, pushing the skirt up. I sought her panties, and I found them quickly. They were wet, rumpled, probably serving no purpose anyway.

I tore them down her left leg, and the rend of the fabric was an expensive, titillating sound. She lifted her leg to get it out of the hole, and the underwear still clung to her right leg as she spread them open again.

Lana put her hands on my shoulders. She was still smiling, but this was less of a smirk and more fun, more proud, than her previous expressions. "Did you like that?"

I spread her legs open and held her thighs wide. "Did he come inside you?"

A grin. "Yes."

She started to push gently on my shoulders. I resisted.

Instead, I unzipped my pants and got my cock out. I could feel the cool precum that was pretty much trickling out of my dick. "I'm not here to clean up your mess, Lana."

And before Lana could even say something to that, I was inside her sodden, loosened pussy. I pushed her backward and leaned over her, my hands on the mirror, so Lana had no choice but to look up at me in surprise, and no way to squirm away.

Or fuck.

She could only be fucked.

The vibrator was humming intensely against the underside of my cock, through the flesh of her pussy, the sensations rippling down the base of my cock and into my balls. I very much wanted to hammer her, but it intrigued me to see if I could just sit there, enduring that pleasurable torture, until I came.

I pushed in deep and leaned into her face. Her breath caressed me, we licked at each other like animals, panting and feral, but barely moving.

I was staring at her when the orgasm seized me, and I filled her already overflowing pussy without moving my hips a single inch.

Lana was serious for a moment, her eyes wide, obviously loving it. She suddenly started to turn her head side-to-side. "Oh, turn it off," she laughed. "It's too... I can't..."

I slipped out of her pussy and left her, spread open, the vibrator humming on high in her ass, as I zipped up. When she moved - her hand going to her pussy, her eyes going to the remote - I reached forward and took both her wrists in one hand.

Lana was smiling. She laughed, like she didn't believe me.

I bent to pull her panties - still hanging from her right leg - down, and guided her left foot back through the hole. I pulled her legs together.

"Get down," I instructed her, and she slid off, into the panties that I tugged up to fit on her hips. They were loose from the partial tear, but I assumed they'd do their job. And anyway, Lana's vibrator seemed secure.

She was grinning at me, her eyes wide.

"Did you come again?" I asked her.

She shook her head, and the ripple of excitement that went through her was unmistakable.

"Good."

Lana's face fell for a moment, but only just. "Aren't you going to -"

I put my finger to her lips, my hand going to her ass, working under the short skirt to feel her smooth bottom. I fondled it, then reached out to take a cloth towel - this was a classy place, thank fuck - to wipe the slimy cum coating the insides of her thighs, and her ass, away.

"If you break the rules," I told her. "You have to have a penalty. Lana. Otherwise, it's chaos."

I was very satisfied with how very satisfied Lana looked with this. She squirmed a little. "Oh, it's so... honey, please, can you turn it down a little?"

I picked up the remote, tucked it into my pocket, and washed my hands, while Lana watched me, hands on the edge of the counter. Amused, to say the least.

I straightened out my shirtsleeves. "Let's go eat. I'm famished."


Chapter eight



Achastity piercing for your wife is not for the faint of heart.

I suppose it could be, if you are the kind of guy satisfied by anal or getting sucked off, but if you're deeply and intensely into pussy, then you have a four-to-six week period of playing power games with your wife in a situation you cannot, ultimately, win.

I could lick Lana's clit a week after the piercing. That was definitely fun with the elaborate metal piece over her clitoral hood, squeezing the sensitive engorgement of her clit from its mouth, nothing but the most sensitive nerves bulging out to be licked and nibbled.

Lana could suck me off, which she liked to do, but I discovered that a man can tire of blowjobs, especially if they aren't leading to anything more.

Especially if his wife has a devious, playful streak, and enjoys dragging things out at her own pace - sometimes for hours.

Or a penchant for leveraging your arousal into fucking her ass, which I'm guessing not everyone would complain about.

I'm not complaining, really, it just wasn't what I wanted.

But then, eventually, the piercing is healed. And you can have the unique pleasure of being informed of this via a text that also includes a hotel and room number, and a set of screenshots of men with large cocks for you to choose from.

I thought maybe I could get broken back in by one of these guys?



It is not for the faint of heart.

But it is a particularly exquisite kind of orgasm that you have, after watching your wife's new, chastity-locked pussy, tightened up by six weeks of disuse, get broken in again by a black man with a very large cock.

And then you lie down beneath her and she slips her swollen, pulsing pussy on your shaft and drapes her hot, sweaty body on your chest, looking up at you with excitement and her lip bitten playfully and with some hesitation - as that man enters her from behind and begins to fuck her along with you.

Lana needed that piercing put back on.

She was very out of control.

And she remains that way, so I will probably eventually follow the advice of Nick: you can put devices on the clasps that will alert you to them being opened.

He knows this because Brandy has one - although in her case, it's less of a security system than sort of pager or a text message that lets him know she'll be late for dinner.

It would also require another four-to-sex weeks of no sex, because she'd need spacers for the weight.

I'm not sure about it because of that - I like Lana's pussy the way it is.

Also, there is some fun to be had in spreading her legs open, and having to work my way through creamy, oozing cum to open Lana's slit.

In the end, Lana is an incredibly creative whore, and I'm not certain I want to restrict her imagination any more than I already have.

And I finally get it - what Nick, in his own convoluted, destructive, risk-loving way - was trying to explain: there is no boss in this kind of relationship. It distills your relationship to what it was in essence, all along: a game, in which both partners are imperfectly matched and yet equally powerful.

Provided you have a good competitor. Which Lana - let's face it - is.

And someone like me, to enforce the rules - or clean things up when they get broken.

I was this guy all along, I realize.

I suppose I have Nick to thank for it all - he brought out the real Lana, who brought out the real me.

But he's such a fucking thankless dick at the same time.

So I probably never will.


Also by


Look for Arnica Butler titles on Amazon, Kobo, Barnes & Noble, Smashwords, and more!
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Newly-minted nurse and perky, pretty wife Chelsie lands her first home-care gig. She's relieved to have something to cure the boredom of being married to a workaholic who hasn't been paying her quite enough attention lately.

Her patient is young, he's full of testosterone, his girlfriend broke up with him just before his injury… and he only has one medical problem: he can't use his bandaged hands. Chelsie's new job becomes more of a challenge than she expected, because she can see what Damien really needs.

It would be so, so unprofessional, and so, so wrong to give it to him, though…

***
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Alistair isn't thrilled when Sheila invites a young man to live with them to help him out. But it's the sort of thing that Sheila does. And they do have all this extra space.


Booker turns out to be a charming, polite, and handsome young man. Sheila's become a little more youthful and extroverted, too.


In fact, Alistair feels something in his veins that he hasn't felt for a long time… but Booker is decades younger, and a former student of Sheila's, and it would all be so very, very wrong…

***
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Who says skiing isn't the sexiest sport? Angela tumbles into the arms of a tall, dark stranger – the kind you don't really expect to see on the slopes. Poor Rick is laid up in bed with a bad back, so Angela runs to the arms of her rescuer.

A cheerful interracial hotwife romp that's low on angst and high on heat, in spite of the snow.


***
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