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Chapter 1

Pure, dumb luck. I was carrying a bag of trash to the big can on the side of the house when I happened to pass by the kitchen window. The sun had set long ago, and I was shrouded in darkness. Inside, through a gap in the curtains, I saw my wife Jane lean over the marble kitchen counter and push a peeled banana into her mouth like she was sucking cock. Her friend, Gwen, a hot little brunette babe, watched closely. Jane and Gwen became friends long ago at some job they shared and remained friends long after leaving. I always enjoy it when Gwen comes around.

Jane was talking as she pleasured the banana, explaining the delicate points of sucking cock well. I couldn’t hear her, but I could see her, and there was nothing else she could be describing. Gwen paused my wife to ask a question and Jane curled her tongue around the shaft, licking from her hand to the tip of this imaginary dick. She cupped her hands below as if the banana had a pair of large testicles hanging and rolled the imagined balls around, slipping them into her mouth and tonguing the sensitive skin.

My breath fogged the glass.

Two sexy women discussing how to pleasure a cock. It was the stuff of fantasies and I stayed rooted to the spot, drinking it in. Jane gave the banana to Gwen, and she attempted some of the moves my wife had just shown her, but without success. Gwen gagged easily, managing only a few inches before hastily backing off. Jane was patient, explaining how to breathe through the nose and relax the throat and jaw. Their conversation was animated and amusing, with both women laughing often. Gwen looked embarrassed that she needed to ask for this advice but relieved that Jane was ready to offer it. I grew a stiff dick standing outside in the dark. How could I not?

At last, we arrived at the point where Jane was mimicking a hand-stroke to go along with the tongue lashing and head sucking. My wife seemed to be explaining how to get the man there, to finish him off and make him orgasm. Gwen asked a ton of questions and for the first time I desperately wished I could hear them. What did Gwen need to know?

Maybe I should offer my dick for practice?

I shook my head. Crass. Such a typical male response. I imagined them both rolling their eyes and then I’d need to apologize.

Gwen asked a question and Jane placed her fist on the counter, holding the banana upright. My wife lowered her mouth and began to bob, lightly sucking. She took Gwen hand and placed it on the back of her head, no doubt describing what to expect from the man. After a minute my wife stood and bit the top off the fruit. They both laughed. Gwen spoke and Jane answered, and I saw her lips distinctly form the word swallow. My wife was telling Gwen to gulp that semen once it started spewing.

Do you swallow? Gwen seemed to say.

Every time, my wife answered, which was true.

They both started talking fast and I lost what they were saying. Jane finished the banana and I continued to the trash can, taking my time, allowing my stiff dick to turn soft again before I entered the house.


Chapter 2

I lay in bed, reading. Jane stood at the bathroom sink, gazing into the mirror, doing whatever ritual it was she did every night before bed. She applied this lotion and that crème, scrutinizing every inch of her face. She wore a simple silk nightie, green, and I let my eyes crawl over her body. She’d gained a lot of weight being pregnant with Ashley, but with discipline and a new gym membership, all that was coming off now. She looked hot. Not athletic, but toned and shapely.

“I’m proud of you, Jane,” I said.

“What for?”

“You look great. I know you really buckled down on diet and exercise and the results are amazing.”

She sat some metal device for eyebrows on the counter and met my gaze in the mirror. She straightened her shoulders.

“Thank you,” she said. “I’ve been working hard. It’s sweet you noticed. Most husbands don’t from what I hear.”

I saw an opportunity, so I took it.

“You discuss everything with your girlfriends,” I said. “You talk to them more than you talk to me.”

“That’s true, but the stuff I talk to them about would leave you bored. I spare you because I’m an awesome wife.”

“You are an awesome wife, but that conversation with Gwen about giving blowjobs looked like it was something I might have enjoyed.”

She gawked. Her jaw dropped open and her eyes bugged.

“How—?” she stammered. “How do you—?”

“I was outside emptying the trash,” I said. “I saw through the kitchen window.”

She laughed, embarrassed.

“Well, shit.”

“It was hot,” I said. “I enjoyed watching you educate Gwen on the finer points of oral love.”

“She had a lot of questions.”

“How could she not know? She’s old enough to know these things.”

“She’s struggling with her new boyfriend. She thought she knew how but with him it’s difficult. She hoped I could suggest some things for her to try.”

“Why is it difficult? She talks about him like he’s a really nice guy.”

“She does. It’s more pragmatic than that.”

“I don’t understand.”

“The problem is not his personality. The problem is his equipment.”

I confessed I still didn’t get it.

“He has a big cock,” Jane explained.

“Oh,” I quipped, understanding at last.

“Gwen wants to do a good job but feels like she isn’t. His mind seems elsewhere. She asked me for any pointers I might have.”

I only half listened. I was busy picturing hot little Gwen sucking a big cock.

“You’re a good friend,” I muttered.

“Are you imagining Gwen sucking a big cock?”

“I am. She’s tiny. That would look awesome.”

“She says five feet, but I say four foot eleven inches. She likes this guy a lot. She worries she might even be falling in love with him. But she says their sex is awkward. She’s afraid she’s going to lose him.”

“That’s a tough one. I hope your instructions help.”

“We’ll see. Did you have fun out in the dark spying on me?”

“Of course I did. You know I’m a big voyeur. It was hot.”

“I’m sure it was. Did you get hard?”

“Yes.”

“You got hard and didn’t bring it to me?”

“You were busy. Then we all watched a movie. Then Ashley needed changing. We had a busy night.”

Jane left the bathroom to lie on the bed with me. She pinched the bedspread and slowly drew it down my body. I sleep naked so she exposed my chest, then my stomach, then my soft cock and balls.

“Hello,” she said, playfully.

She dragged her palm across my nuts. My shaft rolled to the side. My head began to fill. She leaned down and kissed my testicles, then kissed up the shaft to the tip. I was waking up, swelling.

Ashley began to cry.

“Well,” I said. “Shit.”

“Yes,” Jane agreed. “Shit indeed.”

“I’ll go. You finish getting ready for bed. Raincheck?”

“Definitely.”

I left the bedroom to care for our daughter. I was gone a long time and when I returned Jane was in bed, covers up, lights off. I slipped in carefully and spooned my wife. She found my arm and wrapped it around her in a hug.

“You smell like baby powder,” she chuckled.

We cuddled and I expected Jane to fall asleep. She wiggled her ass against my crotch.

“Do you truly see a difference in my body?” she murmured.

“I do.”

“I’m working hard. I’m not sixteen anymore. Staying in shape takes effort now.”

“Me too. I’m thinking of bumping my gym visits from three days a week to four, maybe five.”

“Stud.”

Her body was warm, and her ass crack found my dick and I started to rise.

“There’s a good boy,” she giggled.

“Let’s give Ashley a baby brother,” I said.

“Sounds great.”

I kissed all along her nape and nuzzled her ears and my cock rose to press against her pussy. She rocked her hips to drag her labia along my length and then eased a hand between her legs to slip me in. I moved slowly in and out as she twisted her head around and we kissed. I reached around to play with her clit, gently rubbing while my cock moved inside her. She soon placed her hand atop mine and made me rub faster and harder, bringing herself to orgasm fast. With an infant in the house, you take what you can get. I soon orgasmed too, pumping my seed deep inside and hoping it would make a baby. We stayed connected, hugging tightly.


Chapter 3

Jane was in the shower. Ashley was in my arms. I stood at the kitchen window looking out into the neighborhood and saw Trent, the pool guy, pull up to the curb. I covered our daughter’s ears.

“Honey!” I yelled at the back of the house. “The pool guy is here.”

I got no answer but that wasn’t surprising. If she was under the spray with the bathroom door closed, she’d hear nothing. I danced around the kitchen with Ashley, making our young daughter laugh. Trent used the side gate to carry all his gear to the pool and once he got started, I stepped into the backyard to say hello. His eyes lit up when he saw Ashley. I brought her close and let him hold her. We talked for a bit, and he handed her back to get to work. We kept talking for a while and then he asked if he could use our bathroom. He’s used it before, so I reminded him where it was and adjusted Ashley’s bonnet. Trent slipped through the French doors and into the house. I wandered around the pool checking on the plants, making notes about landscaping upgrades I wanted. I meandered along the side of the house until I came to the same window where I’d seen Jane teaching Gwen about sucking dick.

Jane was in the kitchen, looking into the refrigerator. She was nude with a towel on her head wrapped around her wet hair. She danced slightly to the music coming in over her AirPods. Trent stood frozen at the other end of the hallway, ogling my naked wife, unsure what to do and how much trouble he was about to be in. His appreciative eyes ran up and down her naked form, lingering on her hanging tits and round ass. The voyeur in me was thrilled. He had naked lust in his eyes. How many times over the years had I seen him stealing glances at Jane? Now here she was fully nude. He was memorizing every detail, burning the moment into his brain. Jane would close the refrigerator door any second and spot our Peeping Tom, but for now her decision about which snack sounded best enthralled her. She chose a large carrot and closed the door. Her eyes came up. She saw Trent gawking. She popped the AirPods out of her ears.

“Hi Trent,” she said, making no move to cover herself. “It must be Saturday.”

“Yes,” he spluttered. “Saturday. Today is Saturday. Yes.”

She rested a hand on her hip, enjoying the effect she had on the man. She smiled. She took a bite of the carrot.

“Do you like what you see, Trent?”

He nodded.

“Jesus, Jane. I’m really sorry. John said I could use the bathroom.”

“He probably shouted a warning to me, but I didn’t hear him.”

“I’m so sorry. Please don’t be angry.”

She laughed.

“How could I be angry with you? You’re looking at me like I’m an angel or something. I don’t mind.”

“I knew you were attractive, Mrs. Smith, but, damn, your body is killer.”

“Mrs. Smith? Trent, you make me sound old. Call me Jane.”

“You are smoking hot, Jane.”

My wife tilted her hips and took another bite of carrot, allowing the man to take his time and see everything he wanted to see.

“You know what else is sexy?” he asked?

“What?”

“Your confidence.”

“My breasts have shrunk because of the gym but I’m happy with the rest of it.”

“So hot.”

“Thank you.”

They stood there. Jane chewed her carrot. Trent gawked.

“Don’t you need to get back to work?” Jane asked.

“Holy shit! Yeah. Sorry.”

He moved towards the door, and I continued around the corner of the house. I retraced my steps once I heard him cleaning the pool.

“I’m going to take Ashley inside,” I told him.

“Okay, yeah. Cool.”

He was nervous but kept the secret. He had no way of knowing I already knew. Just like he had no way of knowing how hot his encounter with my wife made me. I love it when other men check out my woman. I always have. Every girlfriend all the way up to marrying Jane. Three of those girlfriends cheated on me and when I learned the truth, I turned it into an erotic game. I spied without their knowing. Sometimes I managed to watch them get fucked or suck another man’s dick. I found it exciting, and I don’t apologize. I never told Jane about my past, and she’s mentioned little about hers. Leave it behind you, seemed to be our philosophy. What matters is what you do now that you’re with me. Trent’s eyes on Jane stirred me deeply.

I put Ashley in her crib and found Jane in the bedroom, putting away laundry. I came up behind her with a hug.

“Trent saw me naked,” she immediately said.

I acted surprised.

“What? When? How?”

“Just a little while ago. When he came inside to use our restroom. I had no idea he was here.”

“I’m sorry, Honey,” I said. “I shouted at you, twice. I was sure you heard me.”

“AirPods.”

“Ooooh, right. Dang. Sorry love. I hope it wasn’t too embarrassing. Did you freak out when you saw him? How did it happen?”

“I was in the kitchen. He got a good long look. I wasn’t embarrassed. If I’m honest, after all my hard work at the gym, the way he looked at me felt good.”

“Was he inappropriate, you know, considering the circumstances?”

“Not at all. It was nice. You lust after me all the time, but you love me. It feels good to know I can still turn a head or two even after having a baby.”

“Honey, if that’s how you feel you can turn all the heads you like. I love it when other men notice my hot wife. I feel proud.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes. Dress sexy if you want. I’ll love it.”

“Are you sure? This sounds like one of those things that blows up on a couple.”

“You have a closet full of clothes you wore when we were only dating. I bet they fit you again. You had some sexy shit in there.”

“I was trying to seduce you,” She chuckled.

“Well, mission accomplished. Wouldn’t it be fun to wear them again?”

“I had some cool outfits.”

“Sexy and cool. Try it. If I get jealous, I’ll say something.”

Her face glowed with excitement.

“That’s a great Idea, John. I was going to spend money on new clothes that fit my new body, but I have plenty of things I could wear already. Is Ash down for her nap?”

“Yup.”

“I’m going to go through my old wardrobe right now.”

“I’m going to watch.”

“The hell you are. Leave the baby monitor and go get us dinner. Mexican. I don’t feel like cooking tonight.”

I kissed her and grabbed the car keys. I was excited to see what she’d find and add to her current wardrobe. I wished I could be there for those times when she needed a second opinion, but oh well. I’d see soon enough. I drove another mile before it occurred to me, she might approach Trent to get any second opinion she needed. How much would she show him? He’d already seen her gloriously nude. She could change clothes in front of him and not worry about it.

My heart raced for the next several miles before I concluded Jane wouldn’t do that. No way would she deliberately show herself to another man. I drove faster anyway.

Trent’s truck was gone when I got home. The bedroom was a mess of piled clothing. Some of the things she owned from her years before me were scandalous. I was surprised at how bold she had been. This was going to be fun.


Chapter 4

Chris, my best friend since the seventh grade, flipped the burgers on the grill.

“What was that one girl’s name?” he asked. “The redhead? The one that cheated on you. She was hot.”

“Candy.”

“That’s right. You stayed with her after.”

“I did.”

“Why? My woman cheats on me, I dump her.”

I checked on the women. Jane and Rachel, Chris’s wife, stood chatting in the kitchen.

“I liked it,” I said.

“You liked that Candy cheated on you?”

“I did. It was hot. That girl was horny all the time. We were at Nate’s house party, and everyone was high. I found her blowing Bobby and I just watched. She looked so sexy with a cock in her mouth. I mean, usually it was my cock I was watching her suck but this time it was a different cock and it just hit differently. It was more sexual. It was hot as hell.”

“Did he fuck her?”

“Not that night. A few nights later. Candy and I talked about what she’d done after the party and when she saw I wasn’t angry or hurt, she suggested she go back and finish the job.”

“That’s wild.”

“It was.”

“So, did she? Finish the job?”

“Yup. She brought him back to our apartment and told him I wasn’t home. I was hiding in a closet. I watched them fuck.”

“How could you stand it?”

“I told you it was hot. I fucked her brains out after he left. We started doing it a lot after that. Our sex life turned amazing.”

“Did you ever get jealous?”

“Every time. But that only added fuel to the fire. We fucked like animals after she’d have her little trysts. I had the same arrangement with Tammy and Anita. Remember them?”

“Fuck yes, I do. You let Anita screw around? Anita was the hottest girlfriend you ever had. Well, except for Jane.”

“I didn’t let Anita screw around. I encouraged Anita to screw around. I’m telling you; it makes the sex a thousand times better. You should let Rachel flirt with other men. You’ll see her as more sexual. You’ll want her more.”

He looked through the window into the kitchen.

“She does get hit on a lot,” he said. “She always hides it from me. Do you let Jane fuck around?”

I took the tongs from him and flipped the burgers again. I shook my head.

“Jane is too conventional for that,” I said. “These were college girls we’re talking about. Jane is a married mother of one. I think she’d feel like that kind of relationship was behind her, if she had any interest in it at all. I had fun with it back in the day, but Jane is nothing like those girls. Although she did flash the pool guy recently.”

“Woah! What the fuck? How did that happen?”

I narrated the chain of events that led to Trent seeing Jane.

“Jane confessed the instant I entered the bedroom,” I said. “We’re cool like that.”

“Trent’s a lucky fucker,” Chris said. “Jane has always been pretty but she’s hitting the gym hard these days. She looks great. Rachel noticed too. I think my wife might join Jane at the gym. I always wondered why you stayed with Candy. Now I know. I appreciate your honesty.”

“We’ve been best friends since we were little kids. I always tell you everything. I tell you more than I tell Jane.”

“Same. You know more about me than Rachel. Guys just get it. I think it’s the same for them. Rachel and Jane have known each other longer than me and you.”

“You’re lucky Jane introduced you to her best friend.”

Chris laughed.

“Yeah. Turned my life upside down. I love her to death, but I doubt I could let her fuck somebody else. I get what you mean it would look hot though. Imagine Rachel as a porn star. Plus, the emotional connection would drive you crazy. I wonder what Rachel would say if I asked her about her fantasies. Like, would she confess to always wanting to bang a black dude or something? Scary shit. You’re braver than me.”

“Kinkier, for sure.”

He laughed. We focused on finishing the burgers and then carried the plate of meat inside. The women had prepared a lovely spread: buns, several condiments, lettuce, tomatoes, pickles, peppers.  Ashley finished her bottle and Jane laid her down for her nap, quickly returning. She sat the baby monitor on the end table.

We all built our burgers and moved to the living room, ready for the game. The ladies were for a Chiefs victory. Chris and I hoped the Niners would win. Alcohol flowed and boasts were made. Soon, silly bets were placed. Chris had to make dinner for Rachel while wearing a dress if the Chiefs won. I wagered a sixty-minute blowjob and Chris said the same. Jane wanted diamond earrings.


Chapter 5

After the game we all went into the hot tub, baby monitor in tow. We talked about everything, the way life-long friends do, and then Jane suggested we go inside for a game of charades. Rachel declined.

“You guys go ahead,” she said. “I’m dizzy from the beer.”

“You can’t play charades with three people,” I said. “It’s a foursome game, not a threesome game.”

“Yeah,” Chris joked. “If John wanted a threesome game tonight, he would have invited Anita.”

Silence. Stone cold silence. My head turned on a pivot towards my big-mouthed best friend.

“Who the fuck is Anita?” Jane asked, voice light but eyes blazing.

“An ex-girlfriend,” Chris said, trying to be helpful.

“Why the fuck is Chris suggesting you’d have a threesome with an ex-girlfriend?” Jane asked.

I stared at Chris.

“Do you not know the story of Anita?” Chris asked Jane.

“Never heard of her,” my wife said. “Until now. Again, why the fuck is Chris suggesting you’d have a threesome with an ex-girlfriend?”

“Is that how it sounded?” Chris said. “My bad. I was trying to tease John about a lousy threesome he had, or rather, he never had. He almost had but didn’t. I am fucking this all up. There was a threesome, but John didn’t join in. John watched a twosome.” Chris swung his attention to me. “I am so sorry. I’m a fucking idiot. I thought Jane knew. I’ve made a mess of things, haven’t I?”

“Yup,” I said.

“Tell me about this threesome you didn’t have,” Jane said.

“I didn’t have a threesome.”

“Right. I gathered that from Chris. What happened, exactly? Who’s Anita? What makes her so special?”

“She’s not special,” Chris said, still trying to help. “John did the same thing with Candy and Tammy. Anita wasn’t special.”

“I want you,” I sternly told my friend, “to stop talking.”

“Okay,” Chris said.

We all listened to the hot tub bubbles.

“I’m waiting,” Jane said, finally.

“Those names are girlfriends from my past. Can’t we leave the past in the past?”

“No way,” Rachel said. “I’m with Jane on this one. This shit sounds intriguing.”

“Those are the names of the girls in college that cheated on me. What Chris was trying to say, but doing a shit job, is turn that cheating into a joke to embarrass me.”

Jane studied my face.

“I call bullshit,” she said.

“It’s the truth.”

“Yes, I can see in your eyes it’s the truth. But I also see it’s not all the truth. You’re withholding something. What else happened? What part are you leaving unsaid?”

I glared at Chris.

“It’s embarrassing,” I said.

“You’re among friends,” Jane countered.

Rachel and Jane looked eager. Chris stared at the frothing bubbles.

“When I found out I’d been cheated on the first time, by Candy, the jealousy got me hot. She said she was drunk and apologized. I forgave her, but it ate at me. When she got invited to the next frat party and I couldn’t go, I told her to go without me. She was shocked. I further shocked her by suggesting if she wanted to be bad again, she could. That started a little game we’d play.”

“What kind of game?” Jane asked.

“A sex game. I let her fuck around with other guys and then she’d come back to my place for more. It was hot.”

“You let her fuck other guys?” Rachel asked.

“Yup. Turned me on. It happened with two more girlfriends.”

“They got drunk and cheated?”

“They fooled around and felt bad. They felt much better after I gave them permission. I explained we were young and shouldn’t get locked in to anything. I’m a voyeur, so we arranged things so I could watch.”

“Me too,” Chris said, trying to defend me. “I’m a voyeur too.”

“Why am I only hearing about this now?” Jane asked. “I’m your wife. It hurts my feelings that you kept such a big part of yourself hidden from me.”

“I thought you’d think less of me. I thought you’d hate the idea. I still think you’d hate the idea. It’s a little embarrassing too. I told my best guy friend but it’s not something I share with the world.”

“Well, you should have shared it with me. I’m your wife.”

“I’m your husband. I know there are things you haven’t told me. I remember times when you almost confessed something and then stopped yourself. I’m sure you have things in your past you keep from me.”

“Not really.”

“I don’t believe you. You’re doing it again right now. We all have secrets. Sometimes it’s better to leave the past in the past.”

“You should have told me.”

I stared at my wife. I turned my attention to Rachel. She looked ready to burst.

“Rach?” I said. “You got something to share?”

Jane swung her attention to her friend. Her expression changed to defiance.

“Don’t you dare,” she told Rachel.

“What the fuck is this?” I asked. “Rachel knows things about you that I don’t? How can you criticize me when you’re guilty of the same thing? Come on. Out with it. I spilled my dark secret. Now it’s your turn.”

Jane turned to stone.

“Tell him,” Rachel implored her friend. “How many times have you told me you wished you could tell John? Here’s your chance. Cards on the table.”

I noted Jane’s jaw muscle working. She struggled mightily to open her mouth and speak, terrified of what she would say and my reaction to it.

“I turned tricks in college,” she blurted, finally.

My head snapped back. So did Chris’s.

“Whaaaat?” I asked. “What the ever-loving fuck? Are you serious? You were a hooker and never told me? Jesus Christ, Jane. That’s a pretty big thing to leave out. That’s way bigger than what I kept from you.”

“Spare me your moral judgements. You knew I had boyfriends before you. You knew I had sex before you. Some guys gave me flowers and some guys gave me money. Some boyfriends lasted a few months and some only lasted for one night. Who cares? What difference does it make? You’re attaching an immoral meaning to the sex, and there isn’t any.”

“How many men?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes.

“Here we fucking go. Why does everyone go there? What difference does it make? One or ten or a hundred or zero. They all wore condoms. You and I got tested before marriage and we’re both clean. What difference does it make how many men I had sex with before you? You are stuck in that archaic viewpoint of judging a woman’s worth by how modest she is. Fuck that. We have our own lives to live. We can do what we want with whomever we want, just like men have been doing since forever. How many lovers did you have before we got married?”

“I don’t know.”

“It’s not a rhetorical question. Think about it. I’ll wait. I bet your number is still higher than mine.”

“Twenty.”

“That’s fewer than me. Should I flip out over that number? Should I judge your moral character, your value as a partner? Or should I congratulate you on being such a stud? This is exactly why I said nothing all those years. Women get judged.”

We all avoided looking at each other.

“You’re right,” I admitted.

“I had a killer body when I was young,” she said. “All the way back to early high school. I mean, it was amazing. I’d eat pizza and ice cream and anything I wanted, and I’d look even better. Men swirled around me, always wanting something. I enjoyed the attention and teased most of them and as I got a little older, they started offering things to get me to spend time with them. I started college and got a part time job at a coffee shop, which put me in front of a lot of men, and the offers turned serious. Then, one day, a regular of mine offered money to go to dinner with him. Just dinner. My roommate pushed me to do it. I had fun. I liked him. At the end, he offered money, a lot of money, to have sex. I was broke and facing the prospect of leaving school, so I took it and the sex was great. I wrestled with what I’d done until I decided fuck it, no man’s self-esteem would suffer in my position. Later my roommate mentioned I’d make a hundred times more money if I danced topless at this little dive bar off campus. That’s what she did. I quit the coffee shop, took my regulars with me, and soon had all the money I needed to finish school.”

Rachel was grinning.

“I love that story,” she said.

“Were you the college roommate?” Chris asked his wife.

“No. When Jane went off to college, she hid all this from me. I knew something was up when she came back for Christmas break. I pestered her until I got her to confess. I’ve known a long time. I admire Jane for her determination, courage, and her absolute refusal to lose. She found a way to win using the brains and the body that God gave her. I’m proud of my little baby bird.”

I met my wife’s eyes. She was worried about my reaction, worried I now thought less of her. Her point about moral judgement was true.

“I left that life behind,” she said. “I’m a wife and mother now. I have nothing but love for the girls still working that trade. We are all just trying to make it in this life.”

“I don’t judge you,” I said. “I get it. I was just shocked to learn something like that after knowing you for so long.”

“I can say the same,” she said. “Did you truly watch this girl Anita fuck some other guy?”

I looked at Chris and Rachel, hanging on to every word.

“Let’s discuss it later,” I said.

“Boooo,” Rachel said. “This is the best hot tub session ever. It’s like we all drank some truth serum. Spill it, John. We are best friends here and we already know what happened. Give us details. Clearly, we don’t judge.”

“I’m with Rachel,” Chris said. “I have questions.”

I sighed.

“I watched Candy,” I said. “I watched Tammy. I never watched Anita. Anita would tell me everything when she returned home. A few times she sent pictures to my phone. I watched Candy and Tammy from a closet or outside a bedroom window.”

“You little peeper,” Rachel teased.

“I like to watch,” I admitted.

“I do too,” Chris said.

Rachel gawked at her husband.

“You want me to fuck someone?” she asked. “Because I am happy to do so if that’s what you want. I have a list. I’m starting with Bradley Cooper.”

Chris laughed nervously.

“No,” he said. “I mean I’m a visual guy. I like porn and pictures and shit. I get my excitement through my eyes.”

“Most men do,” Jane said. “Women do too but we’ve learned to hide that part.”

She had more to say but stopped herself. I think we all did. The conversation veered off into politics and then movie trivia and then we were ready to exit the tub. I checked on a sleeping Ashley. When I returned to the living room, Chris and Rachel were dressed and ready to leave. We all hugged and said goodnight.


Chapter 6

Jane turned to me the moment the door closed, throwing herself into my arms, kissing me passionately.

“What’s all this about?” I asked, laughing.

“I am so happy to have that weight off my chest,” she said. “I carried that secret like an anvil around my neck. I had no idea what your reaction would be, and I’m thrilled by what it is. You’re such an awesome husband.”

“Go on. I’m listening. Tell me more.”

She laughed and punched my shoulder playfully.  

“I watched you consider what I told you and you truly listened. I was so impressed. I felt heard. You recognized your own biases and worked through them on the fly, right in front of me. Smart men are sexy. You turned me on.”

“I was surprised to learn all that about you, it’s true, but I got my feet under me. We all come to each other with a past.”

She hugged me and kissed my cheek.

“What do you think Chris and Rachel are discussing right now?” she asked. “We hit them with a lot just now. Rachel knew my secrets and Chris knew yours. I bet the air in their car is filled with words right now.”

“I’m sure they’re both talking over each other,” I said. “They are asking each other a million questions. We’ll get interrogated for weeks.”

“Let them ask. I welcome it. I will love finally having all this out in the open. I hated hiding that part of myself from you.”

“I’m so sorry you felt you needed to. I get it. You probably told a few boyfriends and things went poorly; I just hate that you felt you had to.”

“I feel the same way about your hidden kink,” she said. “I’m sure you encountered poor reactions when you tried to share your feelings.”

“I did. I learned to hide it.”

We hugged for a while and then cleaned the living room. I straightened around the hot tub outside. I ran the dishwasher and found Jane already in bed. I took care of business in the bathroom and joined her.

She reached for my cock before I even dropped the bedspread. It’s so unfair the way things work. A woman reaches for a man’s cock and it’s on. Both parties know what comes next. A man reaches for a woman’s pussy and is likely to get the cold shoulder, maybe even a smack upside his head. I held the spread high so I could see her hand on my dick, wedding ring sparkling. She cupped my balls before sliding up to tug the shaft.

“You do like to watch,” she chuckled.

She played with my dick as I grew hard. I wanted her to use her mouth on me, but she’d started this, so I let her lead. Soon I was hard.

“Do you want me to suck it?” she asked.

“Of course. The answer to that question will always be yes.”

“I bet you do.”

She laid her head on my stomach and gazed at my dick. The things fascinate her. She squeezed the shaft, drawing her hand upward. A drop of precum oozed at the slit and clung there.

“Nectar of the gods,” she mumbled.

“Baby batter,” I joked. “Ashley’s little brother.”

“I wish it was easier for me to get pregnant. “

“We’ll keep trying. It will happen, Honey.”

She moved her head lower. I felt her hot breath. The tip of her tongue glided across the tip, scooping the dollop of semen.

“Mmmm,” she hummed. “Delicious.”

She exhaled hot air on the head.

“You must have questions,” she muttered. “I know what I did for money is a big deal. Sorry if I came on too strong. I want you to know if you have questions, you can ask them.”

I pondered for a moment, stroking her hair.

“How much did you charge?” I asked.

“That depended on the man. This all started while I was still at the coffee shop. I would watch the parking lot. I guessed the car a man drove would be a good indicator. My very first time I asked for one hundred dollars. Seemed like a lot to me. The man agreed so fast I knew I’d lowballed myself. Next guy I got three hundred, but, again, too fast. After that my floor was five hundred and I never took less.”

“What was the most you ever made?”

“Ten grand. One man. Whole weekend.”

My dick grew harder. She squeezed me.

“What was he like?”

“Older. Educated. Busy, with no time to waste on complicated relationships but yet he still had human needs. I don’t remember his name. How strange. What was his name? His sideburns had gone gray. Very distinguished.”

My heart beat faster.

“Oh well,” she said. “I may not remember his name, but I do remember the sex. That older man could fuck.”

“Did you—did they make you, um—orgasm?”

Her body shook as she giggled.

“Baby,” she said. “I was getting well paid to fuck. There was a daily stream of men through that shop that simply had to have me, but I got to pick which ones did. I only had sex with the men I wanted. I orgasmed like crazy, John. I think I orgasmed with all of them.”

Blood surged to my cock. I expanded in her hand. Another dollop oozed all by itself, sitting like a pearl. We both gazed at it.

“You like hearing that?” she asked. “I guess you would, because of your kink. Should I tell you about a few? Should I tell you about Dale? The man who owned a construction company and had a cock like a horse? Does the size of their dicks matter? Did you like it more when one of your girlfriends cheated with a hung guy?”

I softly groaned.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she continued. “Dale spent a lot of money on me. A lot. The man was insatiable. He fucked me in restaurant bathrooms. He fucked me at several city parks. He fucked me in the back of his truck and on the roofs of skyscrapers downtown. If he got near me, his big dick got hard. I loved it. I probably would have fucked him for free, but he kept throwing money at me.”

My dick was cast from iron. Jane had found a way to combine my past with hers and she was killing me. Her hand was a slow pump up and down my cock. I’ve never been so sensitive. My skin was electrified.

“Did you suck their dicks?” I rasped.

I knew the answer. What man would pay for sex and not expect a blowjob? No man, that’s who. I knew the answer but wanted to hear the words come out of Jane’s mouth. I wanted to imagine it.

“I love sucking dick,” she said. “I sucked dick for free. To tease them. I took a few men into the coffee shop bathroom to make them hard and eager to fuck. I could charge thirty percent more if I sucked them a little first. It was even easier at the strip club. I drove them crazy. Just like I’m doing to you right now.”

She slid her head down my stomach and engulfed my throbbing cock. I moaned deep in my chest. She swallowed and moved farther down my shaft and my hips rose to meet her. Thank God I was already lying down. I felt dizzy. She played with my balls and then pulled my sack away from my body, pulled the skin to the edge of pain. She opened her throat and slid the remaining inches into her mouth, deep throating all I had. I whimpered at the fantastic sensations and intense images in my head. This burst of sluttiness was showing me what she did to clients, back when she had them. She held me all the way in and bobbed softly. I was going to cum fast.

She pulled all the way off.

“Too bad you didn’t know me then,” she muttered, stroking my dick. “I would have been your girlfriend. I would have made us money and you could have watched. Would you have liked that, Baby? Would you have enjoyed watching me suck dick? Watching me fuck hard cocks?”

“God!” I gasped. “Yes!”

She sucked a minute before stroking again.

“Maybe that’s still true?” she asked. “Is it? Would you want to watch me now? Should I fuck some guy for you?”

“Unngh!”

My sperm shot like a rocket and splashed her right in the face. She quickly clamped her lips around my spurting head and sucked and I unloaded down her throat. She pumped her hand and sucked incredibly hard, and I forced out all I could. The climax left me weak. She sucked until I had nothing more to give and then pulled me out of her mouth with a pop. She moved up the bed and kissed me, nuzzling my neck.

“My turn,” she muttered.

She pushed my head, and I understood what she meant. I kissed down her body until I reached her soaked pussy. Narrating her tales of lust had gotten to her as much as it had gotten to me. I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue before easing a finger in to rub her G-spot.

“Tell me more,” I mumbled.

She settled in, opening her legs and relaxing.

“What do you want to hear?”

“What do you want to talk about?” I countered. “You sounded excited talking about Dale. Tell me more about him.”

I loved that she didn’t ask if I was sure. She just went with it, trusting me to know my own limits.

“He drove a four-by truck. Dirty. Beat up. I never would have suspected he had money. He came into the coffee shop and froze when he saw me, like I’d rung his bell. I got a thrill from that, but he was much older, like fifty to my eighteen. He was handsome, but ruggedly handsome, not pretty-boy handsome. He wore loose jeans and a T-shirt and work boots, and he walked directly at me. He asked my name. I told him and he said I was gorgeous. Then he got in line for coffee. I kept glancing at him, and he was always looking at me, but in a good way. He didn’t creep me out. I liked it. He came back every day for a week before asking me to dinner.”

I’d been kissing all around her pussy, taking my time, enjoying her wet cunt. I wasn’t trying to make her cum yet. I was savoring her.

“We had dinner a few times. I mentioned that I was a struggling college student and hinted that I had occasionally accepted cash for sex. He caught on quickly. He was cool about it, understanding my situation. Over dinner he offered a thousand dollars for an entire night. I said yes and he took me back to his ranch outside the city. He had horses and cattle and chickens and llamas. He had men who worked the farm for him.”

She rested her hands on my head and closed her eyes, allowing herself to go back to those days.

“That first night he wanted to watch me undress and his eyes ate me alive. I was happy to excite him so much. His pants began to bulge. He was a grown man and I was just a girl but I had him under a spell. I could see that. Once I was naked it was his turn. He stood and began to undress. His body was hard and carried scars from his work. His muscles were big like a football player’s. He told me not to worry before he began removing his pants and I wondered what he meant. Then I saw his penis. I’d never seen one that big. It looked scary. He was so hard, Honey. I can still see it perfectly— ungh!”

I sucked her clit hard and dragged my rough tongue over the sensitive nub. Her talk of his penis had me hot. She gasped and forced my head into her crotch.

“He was big around, covered in veins. My inexperience left me frightened. I thought there was no way he would fit. I hoped he didn’t try to force it. He saw my worried face and told me not to fret, he’d take his time and make sure I enjoyed it. His words calmed me a little and I managed to relax. He led me to his big bed and laid me down. He kissed me all over, teasing, playful, driving me crazy until I was ready to scream. He moved his hot mouth to my wet pussy and taught me all about oral sex. Jesus. Eventually I was drenched and ready, but he wouldn’t put it in me until I begged him to put it in me.”

I eased a second finger into her pussy and focused my licking on her outer lips. Jane’s hips were unconsciously grinding on my face.

“Tell me,” I mumbled. “About his cock going in.”

“I was soaked, John. I was sopping wet, all fear and worry gone. He lifted himself over me and my eyes dropped to his dick. This time it looked gorgeous to me. He told me to take it and guide him in. I grabbed his thick cock. It stole my breath. Jesus, I can remember what he felt like easing into me. I expanded in there, forced wide by his girth. It was delicious. He moaned and I felt such a rush for making a grown man make sounds like that.”

I lifted my eyes to see her face. She was a million miles and many years away, back in his bed.

“He controlled everything,” she continued. “He positioned my arms and legs and body, using me as he saw fit, since he’d paid for the right, but also to reduce my discomfort and heighten my pleasure. He was a man. I knew I was in bed with a man. His strength dwarfed mine. He could kill me easily. But he used that cock and that hard body to fuck my mind into oblivion. I knew I’d made the right choice. I was thrilled I’d be there in his bed with him all night.”

She stopped talking and I concentrated on her pleasure. The images she’d created swam around in my head, but I never felt jealous. Honestly, I wish I’d been there to witness the event. I may have just ejaculated but my dick remained mostly firm. Listening to her describe her encounter with the man excited me. I slowly pumped my fingers as I nibbled her clit. I licked softly, torturing my wife until I had her writhing.

“Imagine fucking him now,” I mumbled.

Her whole body went stiff. She stopped breathing. I continued licking.

“Picture the man,” I said. “Remember his thick hard dick. Can you see his body? His face? Can you imagine he is about to fuck you again?”

I slipped a third finger in, stretching her pussy wide. I licked as I finger-fucked her sopping cunt. She squeezed her eyes shut and she must have had the man held firmly in her mind because she exploded in orgasm seconds later. I pumped my fingers like a big thick cock and slobbered my tongue all over her clit. She came so hard she almost wept. I kept going until her convulsions slowed and stopped. I rubbed my soaked face on the spread and moved up to hold her as we fell asleep.


Chapter 7

Breakfast was awkward.

I made scrambled eggs and Jane made coffee and we sat, but we weren’t saying much. She decided to break the silence.

“Why did we keep such significant parts of our history secret?”

“Fear,” I said. “Maybe we’d found something so good with each other we worried that sharing those elements ran the risk of pushing the other person away. Since it was ancient history, why bring it up?”

“That sounds right. I was sure your reaction would be like every other man’s reaction. I hated the idea of losing you so much I elected to keep my history to myself. Not all of my history. Just the parts I was sure you’d hate.”

“Me too. It’s embarrassing. I told Chris because he’s my best friend and we tell each other everything. I’m sorry I confided in him and not you.”

She waved me off.

“I’m just as guilty,” she said. “More. Does it feel better now that it’s out in the open? It does for me.”

“I’m still nervous. I feel so vulnerable with you knowing my darkest, dirtiest secret. I’ll be all right with a little time.”

“You’re safe, Baby. You know my darkest, dirtiest secret too.”

She bit a wedge of toast. I noted her manicured nails and pearly white teeth and pictured that mouth sucking some dude’s fat dick.

“We said some wild things last night,” she continued.

“We did. You gushed when I talked about Dale.”

She turned coy.

“Yeah, that man was something special. I found out he was married with three grown children. He’d never paid for sex before. I was his first and only.”

“How many men? How many times did you do it? Not to judge you but to get my arms around the scope of the thing.”

She looked at her eggs, thinking. After a while she lifted her eyes.

“I’ve never done the math before,” she said. “I started as a freshman. Four years. Lots of repeat customers. I was shocked at how many men wanted a relationship with me. I expected it would be all about sex, but it wasn’t. Sometimes they’d pay me to simply listen and offer the female perspective. I’d guess the number at fifteen? I can’t swear to that, but I know I’m close.”

“That’s interesting. I once read an article about male prostitutes. They say women pay for a wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am. Hot and hard sex and then they return to their lives, their husbands and children. You say men want a relationship. It’s the opposite of what you’d expect from the sexes.”

I took a deep breath and forged ahead. The question I had planned made me nervous.

“Do you miss it?” I asked. “More specifically, is there a client you miss?”

“You mean is there someone I’d like to fuck again?”

“That too, yes. But I’m asking if there is a relationship that feels like it ended too soon or maybe is still alive?”

“Are there ex-girlfriends you’d like to fuck again?” she countered.

“Honesty?”

“Yes. Always.”

“Of course,” I admitted. “If you strip it down to pure sex, without all the repercussions and complications, but just pure sex, then yes. I dated attractive women. I’m sure many are still attractive women. My genitals didn’t turn off when I got married.”

“Neither did your imagination.”

“Exactly. So. You. Anyone?”

“Not Dale,” she said. “It was fun remembering him, but no. Married.”

“Who?”

Her gaze drifted to her scrambled eggs again.

The baby monitor sounded.

“Finish your breakfast,” I told her. “I got this one.”

After breakfast we dressed Ashley and went for a long walk around the lake. The paved trail meanders through a stately park and Ash loved all the moss-covered trees. We stopped to sit at a waterfall.

“How did it make you feel?” Jane asked.

“How did what make me feel?”

“Watching your ex with another man. Can you explain to me why that was exciting for you? Will you tell me how it made you feel? Other than turned on. I heard that part. I’m wondering what else went through your heart and through your mind.”

“It was scary, I won’t lie. Candy was the worst. Her every moan was a dagger in my heart. But she was so hot for the guy I got caught up in her lust. The scene was powerfully sexual. Just raw fucking, hot and heavy.”

“Didn’t you worry that man would steal her from you?”

I chuckled.

“Not really. He’d already stolen everything from me he could. Candy just wanted to use him for sex.”

“Why him?”

I shrugged.

“She had a thing for big dicks. That’s all she fucked after I gave her the green light. That’s why she fucked Trevor in the first place. She’d heard about him from other girls. She knew what she liked.”

“She was a size queen.”

“I’ve heard that expression. Yes. Some guys like big tits. Candy liked big dicks.”

“Who can blame her?”

We chuckled. I lifted Ashley from the stroller and rested her on my shoulder.

“I figured if some man could fuck my girlfriend away from me it was better for me to know that and be done with it. Fucking other guys was never a reason my relationships ended. That part was awesome. Tammy, Anita, and Candy all agreed. When we broke up it was always for other reasons. My torture, which I actually loved, was hearing and seeing the things she would make them feel. The sex was so hot. The girls became far more sexual creatures in my mind, which made me hotter for them, and made them crave sex all the time. Everybody came out as a winner. The jealousy and suffering was part of the fun, believe it or not. I loved that shit.”

“Sounds like you still do.”

I blushed a little.

“Since we’re being so honest with each other,” I said. “When I masturbate, I jerk off to hotwife or cuckold porn. Lots of men feel the way I do. The market is huge.”

I moved Ashley to the other shoulder.

“Do you imagine it’s me?” Jane asked, her voice low. “When you watch those videos, am I the woman?”

My heart jumped. Adrenaline surged.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Every time? There isn’t some hot actress that gets you off?”

“No. I find women that look like you and jerk off to the fantasy.”

“All right,” she said, drawing a deep breath. “Here’s the million-dollar question. We’ve shared stories from our ancient past and I feel really close to you, but is this something you would want in our life right now?”

I couldn’t swallow. I couldn’t breathe.

“Because you should know,” Jane said. “If it is, I’d fuck someone for you, Baby. I never answered your question from earlier this morning at breakfast. You asked if there is someone I’d like to fuck again. I was too scared to answer and then Ashley woke up, but I’m ready now. I’ll answer now.”

“Go ahead. Who?”

“His name is Ethan. He worked at the strip club as a barback. He’s my age and he was so in love with me. I never had sex with him, but I enjoyed the way he worshipped me. I’m older now and a mother but, if he was still interested in me, I know it would rock his world to take me to bed.”

My head spun. My arms tingled. I could not believe we were discussing the possibility.

“You want him?”

“I do,” she said. “All the girls wanted Ethan. Fraternization would get you instantly fired, so we all left him alone. He’s cute. At least, he was. He might not be so cute now. We’re both many years older.”

“Only about twelve.”

“A lot can happen in twelve years.”

I looked at Jane’s pretty face and drew my eyes down her body. She was fully back in shape but with bigger boobs. Could I truly do this? Back then I risked only a girlfriend dumping me. Now my whole world would be at risk. I arrived at her lap and pictured that sweet pussy. Would I allow her to share it with another man? My kink had burst into a bonfire. In that moment I wanted to see her fucked.

“One time,” I rasped, my voice strained with emotion.

Her eyes lit up. She had been sure I would chicken out and back off. She probably had some plan to tease me about it in bed later. I’d shocked her with an okay.

“Holy shit,” she muttered. “Truly? I can have sex with Ethan?”

“One time.”

“Will you be there? If not, should I send you pictures like that one girlfriend did? Fuck. What do I wear? How do I even find him? He’s probably married with kids now too. I’m sure I’ll get shot down. I’m not cute enough for him anymore. Men get better looking with age. Women don’t. He won’t even want me now.”

“Shut the fuck up,” I said, grinning broadly. “He aged just like you did. If he was hot for you then, he’ll be hot for you now. Trust me. Find him. Call him. Go for dinner and drinks. If the date goes well and he looks good, bring him home. If it doesn’t, enjoy dinner, say goodnight, and race home to me. I’ll make love to you instead.”

“I won’t want to be made love to. I’ll want to be fucked.”

“Understood.”

Jane stared at me, waiting for something.

“What?” I asked.

“Are you serious? Is this truly happening?”

“Only if you make it happen. It’s crazy, I know it is. But when was the last time the prospect of sex got you this excited?”

She ignored my question.

“Where will you be?”

“I’ll clear a space in our big closet. The doors face our bed. Your job will be to maneuver him to the bedroom. Easy enough, looking the way you do.”

Her eyes drifted to Ashley sleeping on my shoulder.

“Are we about to do something stupid?” she asked. “What if we regret our decision?”

“Then we do not repeat it,” I said. “I won’t hold anything against you. Half of all this is on me. I’m looking at this like we’re going to try chocolate flavored coffee. We like the way it sounds, blending two of our favorite things, but we’re not sure if we’ll like the way it tastes. We think we’ll like it, but we won’t know until we take a sip.”

Her eyes danced with excitement.

“Let’s take a sip,” she said.

“If we like it, we drain the cup.”


Chapter 8

I checked my phone. Again. I had the thing set to silent, but I wanted the vibration off too. I couldn’t risk any sound alerting Ethan I was home. Jane was at dinner with him right now and would drive him back to our place if all went well. My palms were swamps, and so were my armpits.

Holy fuck, I never thought I’d live out this fantasy with Jane.

Ethan had proved easy to find. He was friends with some of the people from the old strip club and Jane was friends with them too. A quick search of a Facebook page found the man and she sent a friend request. He answered within an hour. Messages were exchanged. A date was set. Jane told him she was married with a small child, but he didn’t care about that. He jumped at the chance to see her again.

I watched her get ready. She was a nervous wreck. Partly because she wanted to remain on the pedestal upon which he’d placed her all those years ago, and partly because she was getting ready to see a man she might have sex with. If you ever want to know a woman’s opinion of you, check to see if her bra and panties are a matching set. If she’s wearing new pretty underwear for you, you’re in. Ethan might get to see them, and he might not. Jane insisted on being noncommittal. I was relieved, frankly, that she didn’t leap at the chance to fuck him no matter what. I was freaking out nervous. Girlfriends come and go but wives are forever. Jane was the mother of my baby girl. We had so much on the line.

I know she felt the same. Her hands trembled as she applied makeup after her shower. She wore hoop earrings. Her bra and panties were sheer black lace. She dabbed her alluring perfume on her throat and behind her ears but then she also dabbed quick dots on her inner thighs, one dot between her breasts. I was walking around fully hard in my pants.

After she left, I got to work. I drove Ashley to grandma’s and returned to make a space for myself in our large walk-in closet. I moved her dresses to the other side so I could plainly see the bed and most of the room. If I shoved my head into the corner, I could even see into the bathroom. I was comfortable and well hidden. Our bedroom is L-shaped, and the closet has another door at the other end. We never use it but if I needed to slip out or prowl around the house, I could without someone in the bedroom seeing me.

Our plan was she’d tell him I was out of town on business. That was the first lie. The second lie would be I knew nothing of what she did with him tonight. We debated that one. She hated lying to him and she hated that it might change his opinion of her. I suggested that she could tell him the truth after some time had passed, saying she also had to protect me. She was able to accept that.

Here I was in our closet, testing the quality of video I could get on my phone. The gap between the slats was wide enough for the camera lens. I imagined Jane and I watching her video and then having scorching sex.

I checked my phone. Any message would arrive silently. I wouldn’t know unless I checked. I calculated the time for her various events, counting the drive, the greeting, the drink order and then the food order. Eating. Conversation. Dessert. More conversation. An after-dinner drink maybe. Then Jane suggests they come back to her place. If my computations were correct, I should get a text message telling me she was coming home with him any minute. Then I would have the time it takes to pay the bill and drive all the way home.

My calculations were shit.

I heard the garage door start to roll up and I panicked, turning off the lights and settling into my hiding spot. I unzipped and pulled my penis into the open. They’d jumped straight from the last bite of food to the car ride home. Jane parked in our garage and then cut through the house to open the front door to him. I wondered how many neighbors saw Jane usher a strange man into our home. She laughed and he did too, a low rumbling sound, and then silence.

The front door closed. The deadbolt shot.

More silence.

To say I existed in a state of emotional agony would be an understatement. I was dying. I imagined the silence meant they were kissing, perhaps even lightly petting. Was Ethan caressing my wife’s breasts through her dress right now? I felt certain he was. Did she caress his penis through his pants? The thought was almost too much to contemplate. This was truly happening, and it was happening right now.

“Did I mention,” his clear voice rang out. “How pleased I was to get your friend request? I was so pleased.”

“I think that’s the eighth time,” Jane said. “But don’t stop. I love hearing it.”

I heard glasses clink and liquid pour.

“Where is your husband?” Ethan asked.

“Hong Kong,” Jane said. “No, wait. Singapore by now. He’ll be gone for a while.”

“Poor you.”

“Poor me.”

“All alone. No man.”

“Except for tonight. Tonight, I have a man.”

I wished so badly that I could see them. I needed to read her body language.

“You have a man tonight?” he asked.

Silence.

“Wow,” he said. “I guess you do. Should we sit and enjoy our drinks?”

I heard a glass tumbler clunk on the marble kitchen counter.

“I think,” Jane said, voice sultry. “Maybe the bedroom would be a better place for us. Unless you have plans?”

Silence, then footsteps across the hardwood floor. I held my breath. They passed within a foot of me. Jane’s perfume wafted into the closet and my penis stirred. She stopped him near the bed and took his drink from his hand, setting the tumbler on the chest of drawers, near the candles. She stepped close and his arms came up to hold her. They turned and I got a look at his face. To me he looked more cute than handsome, more boy than man. His dirty blond hair was tousled. He wore a dress shirt and slacks, ironed, and he looked like he carried some muscle.

My wife kissed him, holding his face with the fingertips of both hands. They kissed a long time, pouring years of longing into the meeting of their lips. When they broke, she grinned, he looked devastated.

“Did I mention,” he said. “How pleased I was to get your friend request?”

She giggled and kissed him again. He’d wanted her desperately and she’d denied him, frustrating them both, but now here he was, in her bedroom. Nothing she did showed me she remembered I was hiding in the closet. Jane was all about him.

They kissed again and his hand slid behind her head. He turned her body away and kissed the nape of her neck, her sensitive shoulders. He pinched the dress’s zipper and drew it down, over the rise of her firm ass. He kissed her nape again, and she shimmied out of the garment, allowing the dress to pile in a ring around her high-heeled feet. He stepped back, admiring her womanly form. He couldn’t take his eyes off her. She looked breathtaking in her lace lingerie and his eyes devoured every married inch.

“How is it possible?” he asked.

“What?”

“How do you look better now than you did then?”

She looked at the rug, pleased by his comment.

“I work out.”

“You look amazing, Jane.”

He spoke the truth. Her lacy underthings followed the curves of her body, teasing the eyes with glimpses of full, pale breasts and firm rounded ass. She slowly turned on the ball of her foot until she faced him, thrilled by the look in his eye. She lifted her arms over her head, accentuating the shape of her breasts. She posed for his hungry eyes and savored his raw lust.

“Your turn,” she said at last.

He unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it aside. He peeled his undershirt over his head and tossed it too. He kicked off his shoes and flipped his socks and unbuckled his pants, sliding them down and off until he stood before her in tight boxer briefs. A distant alarm sounds in my head. The man is too confident, standing in his underwear.

“I knew you had a nice body under that big barback apron,” she joked. “Keep going. Off with the boxers.”

He leaned over and hooked his thumbs, sliding the briefs down. He stood tall, straightening his shoulders.

“That’s— You—” Jane stammered and then paused. “You have a big cock.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Not at all,” my wife answered, tilting her head and staring at his hanging beef. “I just didn’t know. You surprised me.”

He let her gawk.

“Do you like it?” he asked, finally.

Jane studied the man’s inches. I realized I should be recording all this and hastily got my phone going. I captured my wife ogling the man’s dangling cock. He lifted the shaft and pulled back the loose skin before dropping it again. The thing swung twice before coming to rest.

“It’s beautiful,” she said.

“You have no idea how many times I fantasized about a moment like this,” he said. “I would sneak away to watch you dance.”

“I do have some idea,” she said. “I saw the look in your eyes. I knew you had a crush on me.”

He grinned.

“Crush? I was fucking obsessed with you.”

“I like that even better.”

“Were you aware I jacked off a few times while watching you on stage?”

“No. How?”

“There was a square cut out of the wall so the bartender could tell barbacks what to restock. I could see the stage through it. I’d wait to take my break and then visit the stockroom alone. You looked so amazing.”

Jane had to look away from the intensity in his eyes. I knew she loved this moment. His desire was written all over his face.

“Are you still obsessed with me?” she asked, coy.

“I’m conflicted,” he said.

“Over what?”

“I desperately want to see you naked, but you look so good standing there in see-through black lace bra and panties, that I want this moment to last forever. I’ve wanted you so badly for so long.”

“I wish it could last too, but we have only tonight.”

Jane couldn’t wait. Horny was going to win. My wife reached behind and popped the clasp on her bra, shaking her arms. The straps slid down, and she tossed the garment aside, standing proudly. His gaze dropped to her gorgeous tits and his heavy cock began to rise.

“That’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” she said. “I’ve never watched a man grow hard. It’s sexy. Come remove my panties. I want you to take them off me.”

He stepped close and they kissed. His cock slid along her toned thigh and then he was easing her panties down her legs. She slipped off the heels. He took her in his arms, and they hugged. His large cock slipped through the gap between her inner thighs. The head protruded under her butt cheeks.

“I want you so much,” he said.

“I feel the same way about you. I always have.”

She closed her legs on him and rocked her clit against the top of his dick.

“Do you mean that?” he asked. “I thought you didn’t know I existed.”

“I’d look for you every time I danced,” she said.

“I hated to watch you leave with some guy at the end of the night. I wanted it to be me.”

“Bills were due, Honey. A girl’s gotta eat.”

He chuckled and they kissed. Her hips never stopped dragging her clit back and forth across the top of his hardening cock.

“You are getting pretty stiff down there,” my wife said, a little breathless.

“You turn me on.”

“I had no idea you were packing that much heat. What a wonderful surprise. I like your big cock.”

He laughed.

“Yeah, the girl I’m dating really likes it too. I thought size didn’t matter to women, but I’ve learned they lie about that, a lot.”

“Yes, we do. I didn’t know you were dating someone. I thought you were single.”

“I am technically single. We aren’t exclusive yet. This is okay.”

Jane laughed.

“I’m married yet I’m worried about the girl you’re dating.”

She put her hand on his chest and leaned back a little, just enough to see his cock split her labia as her pussy rode front to back.

“If I’d known you had a majestic cock like that,” she gasped. “I would have taken you home, no charge.”

He watched her pussy too. He palmed her tit and rolled her nipple with a thumb.

“I need to put you in my mouth,” Jane muttered. “Your cock looks delicious.”

She pulled away from his body and crouched before him. His dick had risen to a thick meat spear aimed at her face. She tenderly kissed the flared head and licked away a drop of precum that had seeped out. She opened her mouth. I stopped breathing. Here was my pretty wife about to suck a big cock. My fantasy come true only this time it starred my beloved wife. She grabbed him around the base and lifted his shaft on her thumb. Her free hand hefted his weighty balls.

“This is a nice long fat cock,” she said.

He said nothing. His expression told me he wanted her to stop talking and put his dick in her mouth. He’d dreamed of this moment for years. She held him like that, making the moment last, burning into his brain the sight of her about to suck him. She knew what she was doing. I saw all those years of being an escort come into play. She was confident, in control, skilled. She held her mouth wide open and slid several inches in, allowing him to see himself in there. Her tongue coiled around the head before slithering out the bottom to tease just under the tip.

“Holy shit,” he muttered.

“You like that?” she asked, taunting.

“I love it. Do it again.”

She did, adding a hard suck at the end. His leg began to tremble, which pleased her. She licked along the sides of his shaft and then sucked hard on the tip again. He braced his hands on her shoulders.

“That’s incredible,” he moaned.

“I love pleasing men,” Jane admitted. “Am I better than the girl you’re dating?”

“So much better. You’re amazing. She’s inexperienced and a little naïve. She’s terrible at sucking dick.”

“What’s her name?”

“Gwen.”


Chapter 9

Jane’s eyes went wide in panic. Gwen! Ethan chose that moment, unaware of the significance that name held for us, to slide his fingers into Jane’s hair and pull her mouth farther down his cock. Jane fumbled forward, grabbed his hips as he forced his cock into her mouth. She groaned in dismay, but Ethan heard it as lust and pulled her head even closer, driving his cock in until she gagged. His hips began to pump as he fucked her face.

“So long,” he crooned. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

His dick fully hardened in there and Jane struggled to keep up. She whimpered, his cock a piston in her guilty mouth. Gwen! She knew she was sucking a dick that belonged to her good friend. She needed to stop, ask questions, determine if her fears were real, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Instead, she relaxed her throat and jaw. She moaned with true desire. Her cheeks dented when she sucked. She loved Gwen. She was loyal to Gwen. But she could not overcome her desire for that dick.

“Enough,” he barked, yanking her to her feet and spinning her away. “I need to feel that sweet pussy wrapped around me.”

He grabbed her hips and pulled her backward. I caught a glimpse of his thick cock, now curved upward like an elephant’s tusk, before it vanished between her legs.

“Wait,” Jane managed to gasp.

Ethan didn’t wait. Ethan drew his hips back, felt his cock align with her opening, and then he pushed, spearing her cunt and forcing her hole to expand to accept him. Jane groaned, tormented by the sensations and the guilt. He pulled half his thick cock out and then thrust home again.

“Nnngh!” my wife moaned. “You’re so thick.”

Ethan had no time for words. He moved his hands to her small waist and began thrusting, fucking, finally, the woman of his dreams. Jane knew the man should be off-limits because he dated her dear friend, but my wife simply couldn’t muster the will to stop herself. His hard dick felt too good reaching far up into her.

“You like my cock?” he growled.

“I love your cock.”

“I’m going to fuck you every day. Can you slip away from your husband?”

My wife didn’t answer. Her expression said she was torn, conflicted. Ethan continued his strong thrusts and Jane sank farther into lust.

“Yeah,” she moaned at last. “We’ll find a way. Fuck me, Baby.”

Ethan pushed, bending her at the waist, causing her hoop earrings to swing. She braced her hands on our bed and finally, and for the first time, risked a quick look at the closet and my hiding place. Then her eyes closed, overwhelmed by it all. He fucked her from behind for many long minutes and I was glad I’d freed my dick at the beginning. I’d risen to hard and now slowly stroked as I watched my wife get royally fucked.

He pulled his cock out and grabbed her long hair, twisting her around to orally please him again. She hurried to obey, licking and sucking his impressive meat. He kept his grip on her hair, soon tugging her to her feet and throwing her backward onto our bed, the same bed where we slept every night. Jane landed in a puff of pillowy down comforters and blankets and quickly opened her legs right at him. His gaze dropped from her pretty face to her pretty pussy. To me he looked menacing. To my wife he looked exciting. She lifted her legs and spread them until her toes pointed at the corners of the ceiling. He fell on the bed and buried his face in her crotch, catching her by surprise.

“Ethan!” she gasped, laughing. “Jesus! I thought you were about to fuck me.”

“I’ll get to that in a minute.”

He devoured her cunt, and my wife uttered a constant drone of gasps and moans. One gasp landed louder than the other and Ethan chased it, licking and sucking her pussy until he drove her almost insane. She held his head against her slit and pulled his hair.

Suddenly her back arched and she cried out, climaxing on his tongue. She wailed and gushed, and he kept licking until she began to whimper. He gave her no respite, however, as he quickly brought his legs under him and moved higher for a kiss, bringing his stiff cock in line with her swollen folds. He kissed her softly and tenderly, despite their rampant passion, and Jane grabbed his face to kiss him with real feelings. She sent one hand to find his cock just outside her opening and guide him in. He sank inch by inch, her moan of pleasure escalating the deeper he went. He pushed his cock into her until his ball hung against her ass.

They gazed into each other’s eyes, just like in the motherfucking movies.

“I’m married,” she whined, reminding herself of that truth.

“I know,” he muttered. “I wish it was to me.”

Jane swooned. She’d uttered those words to combat the intense feelings of connection she was experiencing with Ethan. I know my wife. She wasn’t reminding him, she was telling herself to slow her fall, telling herself to remember me, her loving husband. My dick surged diamond hard. That she had to say those words to herself fueled a wild lust in me. Ethan and his big cock had shredded her natural defenses. He had gotten inside her in more ways than one.

“I’m married,” she whimpered again.

He kissed her and began to move his hips, working his cock with small ins and outs. Their kisses flared with hungry passion, and I wanted to ejaculate so very badly. I took my hand off my dick before I came too soon. He moved in her deep and strong and my wife orgasmed again as he feasted on her breasts. He rolled her on top and she drew her knees up, giving me an unbelievable view of his cock stuffed in her pussy. She dragged her cunt up and down his stiff and veiny length.

The realization they’d forgotten a condom went off like a bomb in my head.

Jane and I had discussed it at length. All of her former clients had worn one and we agreed she’d treat Ethan just like one of those men. Lust and passion had swamped all of us. His bare cock stretched her tight walls and pumped her fertile pussy.

An ache filled my body, head to toes. I saw his unprotected dick through a filter of agony. He was having her the same way I, her husband, always have her, but we happen to be trying for another baby. At this moment, there was no difference between that man and me. Worse, her passion for him was higher than her passion for me. We have great sex but tonight she experienced something extraordinary. No way could the familiar body of a husband drive her this wild. She fucked herself on his bigger cock and barely controlled herself.

My attention snapped back to the lovers as Jane blubbered through another orgasm. I softly groaned, my eyes riveted to his swollen member stuffing her, driving her to the heights of pleasure. Juice ran down his length from her spasming cunt. She lowered her mouth to kiss him, but her hips never stopped. Her skin glistened from her exertions. I caught a whiff of her expensive perfume.

Soon I saw blood surge to his cock. Veins rose along the shaft. His balls rose until snug against the root. He wrapped his arms around her waist and rolled her onto her back again. He took each ankle and spread her wide, sawing his thick meat in and out. Jane played with her clit and molested her tits. Ethan held her legs far apart and pounded her cunt. I knew what was coming. I either burst out of this closet and stop everything, or I remain hidden and witness the unthinkable. His hips pumped faster and faster and I did nothing but record video after video.

“Jane,” he rasped. “Here it comes, Baby.”

His cock was a vein-covered weapon. His balls were poised to unleash a flood. Jane rubbed another orgasm out of her soaked cunt and Ethan threw his head back and roared, spurting hot gushes of potent sperm deep into her pussy. Her tight lips clung to his swollen shaft, constricting his meat in a strong seal. Over and over his balls rose and fell as he pumped every drop out of his nuts and into her fertile womb. My heart was near breaking, but my dick had never been so hard. His sperm flowed into my wife and that’s exactly where she wanted it. She grabbed his shoulders and pulled him down for a hot kiss, driven by a desire to share the intensely intimate moment. They kissed as he planted seeds. I felt lightheaded. The rest of the world fell away and the only thing I knew was his thick cock spewing in her.

At last, he collapsed. She welcomed his sweaty body with eager arms and legs wrapped around him. They rolled to a side and hugged fiercely, his cock a fat stopper in her cunt. They spoke in low tones, kissed softly, nuzzled. Eventually they separated and a gush of semen followed his cock out of her. She rolled over to the nightstand and opened a drawer, showing him several foil-covered condoms. They both laughed.

“Oops,” she giggled. “I hope we didn’t make a huge mistake.”

“I’ll pay child support,” he joked. “Just tell your husband the baby is his.”

She paused a moment as if considering his plan and then dropped the rubbers on the nightstand and returned to his arms. They tangled their legs together, enjoying the intimate afterglow. Jane lasted only a short time, however, before she slipped lower and took his soft cock in her mouth. She held him in there to feel him throb, something she does often with me. She cupped his balls in her warm hand and nursed on his deflated dick like a pacifier.

Unsurprisingly, after a while he began to stiffen again. She worshipped his oversized meat, drooling over his shaft to help her hand glide his length. She inched the head to the back of her throat and held him there. He stiffened to the point she had to let him out, so she rolled him onto his back and mounted him.

The unopened condoms remained in full view.

She reached under and found his cock and held him up while she centered her opening. Once she had him where she wanted him, she lowered her hips. Her soaked pussy engulfed his dick in a steaming grip. He gasped and pulled her forward to devour her hanging tits.

Just like that, they were fucking again.

Jane rode him hard, chasing an orgasm that she finally caught. She kept bouncing on his dick, muttering fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. He rested his hands on her hips and soon surprised me by groaning and spurting into her again. This time she stayed on top, resting her body on his. He held her in his arms.

I stopped recording. They remained in that position a long time, just enjoying their bodies merged and her pussy flooded. I knew in those minutes that his sperm raced through her womb, seeking her egg. She was absorbing him, blending with him, merging with him while I stood watching from this closet. Jane took a long time to remember I waited and watched. They separated and kissed for a while and his cock began to rise a third time. She’d at least come back to her senses enough to remember some kind of birth control, so she sucked him off rather than allow a third load in her cunt. He left our place wiped out. She walked him to the front door naked and bid him goodbye. I was waiting in the bedroom when she returned.


Chapter 10

She stood in the doorway, naked and alluring. I’d left my raging cock out for her to see. She paused, enjoying the moment; her husband hot to fuck her while her uterus held the massive deposits of another man.

“I’ve never been so turned on in my life,” she rasped, barely able to contain her excitement. “Are you all right?”

I whipped my shirt off, tossing my phone on the bed. I kicked off my shoes, shed my pants. Naked, I strode to my wife and grabbed a handful of her hair like he had. I bent her face to my cock. She yelped but complied. She opened her mouth to speak but I shoved my dick in. She got to work on me, venting her remaining desire. I’d planned on fucking her mouth, but my runaway lust vetoed that. I pulled her up for salty kisses and then threw her on the bed. I shoved her legs open. She pawed at my erection with both hands, dragging me forward and into her smoldering cunt. We groaned together.

“That was so hot,” she croaked. “Did you think it was hot, John? That was so hot. He’s big. I didn’t know. I liked that he was. Did you record any of it? His cock felt amazing. Is it okay that I tell you that?”

I shoved balls deep.

“Unngh!” she groaned. “Yes, fuck this nasty cheating whore. Did you see how hot he made me? Baby, he fucked me so good. Did you like it? I think I can cum already. Fuck me. Fuck me like Ethan did. Fuck me! Fuck!”

Her head snapped back. Her legs went rigid. Spit blew through her teeth.

“GOD!” she screamed. “FUCK!”

I’d never seen her cum so hard. I understood that with each thrust I shoveled more of his sperm forward, pushing the man deeper into her, but my need was great. Jane writhed beneath me like a woman possessed and I fucked her hard into the mattress. She clawed at my shoulders and howled with mind-blowing pleasure. My cum boiled up and sprayed and that sent her rocketing higher, wailing as her climax spiked. We were wild animals, savagely fucking. I pounded my unfaithful wife and my cock swelled and then exploded, sperm surging out of me to join his already in her. I shouted at her to take my load and she wildly begged for it. Our orgasms ended slowly, tapering off until only the body-wide tingling remained. We didn’t move, didn’t speak.

I fell to the side, drifting through limbo.

I awoke to Jane lying beside me, watching one of the many videos I’d made of Ethan fucking her. She rubbed her clit, chasing yet another orgasm while trying to let me sleep. She stopped when she saw I was awake.

“These are the hottest things I’ve ever seen,” she murmured. “I look pretty and my body looks good but Ethan and that dick of his look fantastic. Don’t you think?”

I didn’t answer. I slid under the covers and found her pussy, kissing her tender folds before I began to softly lick her puffy cunt. She groaned and fell onto her back, watching the videos as I ate her used cunt until she came again.

I moved up to lie next to her.

“I want more,” she said, after a while.

“I’m spent. Give me time.”

She cuddled me and then reality came rushing back. She sat up.

“Gwen!” she said. “Ethan is dating Gwen.”

“Are you sure it’s our Gwen?”

“Yes. Remember a while back she asked for help with something sexual? She said she was dating a man who was hung and had no idea how to handle him. She knew I had more experience than her, so she asked for pointers. I showed her how to suck cock. You watched me through the kitchen window. Wait, I shouldn’t even be talking about this yet. Oh, my God, John. Are you all right? I can’t imagine what you just went through. Was it hot? Was it as good as watching Candy or Anita or Tammy?”

“It was ten thousand times better. It was scary as fuck, but nothing has ever turned me on like that. I got hard and stayed hard. I couldn’t even touch my dick for fear of setting it off.”

“Did I look sexy?”

“Goddess sexy. Mind-blowing sexy. Surreal sexy.”

“I feel the same. I couldn’t believe it was happening.”

We lay together in silence for a while, each examining their own thoughts.

“Ethan is big,” I said.

“I had no idea. He was almost shy back at the strip club.”

“He’s going to want more. No way you guys share a night like tonight, and he just walks away and leaves you alone. Be ready for him.”

“I have to leave him alone,” she said. “For Gwen. I can’t do that to her. I already feel terrible about it. I must tell her. She thinks she might be falling in love with Ethan.”

“Then she’ll know what we did. Is that wise? I plan on telling no one, not even Chris. No one.”

“Woah.”

“Yeah. This should stay our secret.”

“Not even Rachel?”

I studied my wife’s face. Damn it.

“You already told Rachel?”

“I didn’t know you’d want such secrecy,” she pleaded. “I tell Rachel everything. I left out details, like you would be hiding in the closet watching, but, yeah, I said I had your permission to play with a guy from my past. I made her swear to keep it secret. I know she’s told no one. Not even Chris. But she knew it was happening tonight. She’s going to demand details. You can trust her. Look how well she kept my past a secret.”

“All right then, only her.”

Jane snuggled me. It was humiliating that Rachel would know my wife had fucked around.

“How are you feeling?” Jane asked.

“I’m still keyed up. That was so intense. You orgasmed a lot.”

“I had good reason to.”

I left that alone. I suspected what she meant but I wasn’t ready to talk about it. I knew what I’d seen. Her reaction was clear.

“Want me to suck you off?”

“Yes. Always. But I don’t think my dick is ready.”

“I don’t care. I’ll do it anyway.”

She moved down my body and slipped my soft cock into her mouth. She held me in there like she usually does, like she did Ethan.

“You used that trick on Ethan,” I said. “You held your lover’s cock in your mouth.”

Her face lit up.

“Lover,” she said, rolling the word around to catch the flavor of it. “I like that. I held my lover’s cock in my mouth. Sounds sexy. Sounds sexier than husband or boyfriend. I held my lover’s cock in my mouth. Yes, I did. He throbbed with such strength. He was like a big fat pulsating slug in there. I felt the life in him. I felt his masculinity. It made me hot. I couldn’t wait for him to fuck me with it.”

“You skipped condoms.”

“I’m sorry! I got swept up in all the excitement. I told myself I’d get a morning after pill but then we had sex, and you came in me too. What if we conceived Ashley’s little brother last night? I might clear it out because I’m trying to clear Ethan out. I was going to just suck you off and use the pill but, like so many things tonight, plans got wrecked.”

“Do we wait and see if you get pregnant? That sounds nerve wracking.”

“Either that or I take the pill and wipe out everything and we start fresh, more careful next time.”

I chuckled.

“Next time?” I asked. “What happened to one night only? Isn’t that what you told your lover?”

She grinned and slapped my soft dick on her flat tongue.

“One time only for Ethan, especially now that I’ve discovered he’s dating a friend of mine. No, I saw the look in your eyes when I returned from walking him to the door. You’re hooked. Seeing me get fucked rocked your world. You should know, I think Marty Jenson across the street saw me in the porchlight. I bet he saw the glistening streaks of semen down my legs.”

Blood surged to my cock. Jane giggled.

“You want more of this just as much as I do,” she said.

There was no use trying to deny her claim. The truth was obvious to us both.

“If not Ethan,” I said, tentatively approaching the subject. “Who?”

She didn’t answer right away, bobbing on my spongy cock.

“Who, Jane? Who else from your past would you like to fuck again?”

She let me simmer with the thought. My penis began to grow. Not fully hard but more than it was. We were discussing her fucking another, again, and my kink was fully awake. She felt me growing in her mouth and wet a finger, sliding up my ass to massage my prostate. The spike of pleasure smashed me.

“I think I might be able to cum again,” I muttered.

She groaned. Now she craved it. She pumped my ass and sucked my cock, taking every inch down to my trimmed pubic hair. I was amazed. I felt the beginnings of another orgasm and I chased it. I held her head on my dick and fucked her mouth while her finger fucked my ass. The sensations were indescribable. She had me fully hard and ready to explode. She pulled her mouth off of me.

“His name is Walter,” she said, gasping for air. “He’s old. He was old back then, so he’s even older now. He may not want me, but that man can fuck.”

“Keep sucking. You want to fuck an old man?”

“Yes. There’s only one little problem.”

“What’s that?”

She returned my dick to her mouth and sucked another minute.

“He refuses a condom,” she said. “We’ll need to work out that detail. The sex with him was great and I’d love to see him again. Tell me I can.” She twisted the tip of her tongue into my pee hole. “Say it. Tell me I can.”

My dick was ready to burst.

“All right,” I conceded. “You can have him. Figure out the details.”

She engulfed my dick and pumped her finger. I came like an earthquake.


Chapter 11

I left my home office and crept down the carpeted hallway. Jane and Gwen sat in the kitchen at the bar, drinking wine and spilling secrets. Or were they spilling wine and drinking secrets? I’d promised to leave Jane alone as she confessed her sins to Gwen, but the moment was simply too juicy to ignore. I had to know what Jane was saying. I arrived just in time.

“Your description of the man matches,” Gwen said. “Here, I have a photo of him on my phone.”

I heard rustling and then buttons pressed.

“Fuck,” Jane said.

“It’s him?” Gwen asked.

“Yes. I’m so sorry, Gwen, Honey! I had no way of knowing. You never told me his name, or where you knew him from. You only mentioned he was cute and hung.”

“We stayed friends after I left the club,” Gwen said. “I tried to make it into something more, but he always said there was another girl who held his heart. Years passed and I bump into him again and he seems to be over her, so we start dating. I had no idea that girl was you.”

“This sucks.”

“It really does. I was falling hard for the guy. Now that he’s slept with you all those feelings he’d finally gotten over will come rushing back.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Jane said. “I’m happily married. Ethan has no chance.”

“If you are happily married, why did you have sex with him? John is a wonderful man. Why did you cheat?”

Jane took a long moment to compose her response. How much of me would she reveal?

“John gets off on watching me get fucked.”

So. All of me. Great.

“What?” Gwen asked.

“It’s true. He’s one of those men. He had girlfriends cheat on him in college and discovered it really turned him on to see them act so slutty. Rachel revealed that I worked at the strip club and accepted money for sex from a few select patrons, and my history and his kink just kind of came together naturally, so to speak.”

“Wait. Are you saying John watched you fuck Ethan?”

“He did.”

“Are you guys going to divorce?”

Jane was silent for a moment.

“You aren’t hearing me, Gwen. My husband John wanted me to fuck Ethan. He was hot for it. Once I discovered Ethan was your new boyfriend, I swore to never touch him again.”

“Oh. John encouraged it? John likes it?”

“Yes.”

“That’s kinky. So, are you going to do it again?”

“Yes. John wanted me to pick another man from my past.”

“That’s exciting. Did you?”

“I did. Do you remember Walter?”

Gwen suddenly leaned back.

“Ew. The old man with the white beard? The one we nicknamed Santa?”

“Him.”

“Jane, you’re a gorgeous woman with a dynamite body. Why on Earth would you fuck that old man? I don’t get it.”

“You don’t get it because you never had sex with him. He’s amazing.”

“He’s a dozen years older now. What if he can’t perform?”

“He’s still interesting company. I always stayed in his bed with him after he fucked me. I like him. Being fantastic in bed is just a bonus.”

“He’s fat and unattractive.”

“He’s fat but he’s not unattractive.”

“That makes no sense to me. Will John watch you fuck Walter?”

“No,” Jane chuckled. “John will watch Walter fuck me. That fat man is a stud.”

They both laughed. Silence descended again.

“I hate that you had sex with my Ethan,” Gwen admitted.

“I hate it too, Boo. I’m so, so sorry.”

Gwen sighed.

“Now I either deal with images of you and him in bed together while I’m trying to make love to him, or I break up with his cute ass and find someone else. I hate being single. I don’t want to lose him.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I don’t blame you. You had no way of knowing. I didn’t know the girl he pined for was you. It’s just a mess, an unfortunate mess. You told him it was just that one time?”

“In no uncertain terms. If he tries for more, I’ll shut him down.”

“Thank you. I wish men were better at keeping it in their pants.”

“Argue with Mother Nature,” Jane said. “She slaps a dick on them and sends them out to populate a planet. They’re driven to find new pussy. We’re driven to find good mates and keep them forever.”

“God’s big joke.”

They both chuckled.

“How was it?” Gwen asked. “I’ll probably regret asking this but how was the sex with Ethan, after all those years?”

“You’re right. You’re going to regret asking it.”

“I knew it. Good?”

“Fantastic. Euphoric. Some of the best sex of my life.”

“Bitch.”

“Guilty. Did you know he was that big? Back when we all worked at the club? I had no idea.”

“I knew. I saw him changing once in the stockroom. He’d switch clothes from his other job. I learned his schedule and secretly watched him change almost every time we worked together. All you other girls thought he was cute, but I knew him on a deeper level. I wish I’d been braver back then.”

“You were the shyest dancer in that place.”

“I was only eighteen and still living at home. Men were scary. They still are. I’m thirty-one and I’ve hardly had any sex at all. I should have turned tricks like a lot of you girls were doing. You made amazing money and gained experience.”

“There were bad experiences too. Remember Regina?”

“Ouch. Yes.”

“I’m really glad you told me the truth, Jane. It hurts, but it’s better knowing. I hope he can use your night together to get over you. I’d like to keep him.”

“I hope that too, Gwen.”

I heard clothing rustle in what I guessed was a hug.

“Can I see Ashley?” Gwen asked. “I need a baby fix.”

“Of course. She’s napping so we need to be quiet.”

They collected their wine glasses and raced back to my office.

“I can’t believe you’re going to fuck Santa,” Gwen mumbled.

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” was Jane’s sassy retort.


Chapter 12

I waited nervously in my car. Jane had informed me that Walter was a gun-shy kind of fellow who would not take kindly to a husband sniffing around.

“I’ll meet him alone,” she’d said. “At Dairy Queen. We’ll each enjoy a Blizzard; he’ll see if he still wants to pay me for sex and I’ll see if he’s gotten too fat or too ugly. If we both still want each other, I’ll iron out the details and return to you with the plan. Probably next Saturday. It’s a public place. I’ll be safe.”

“We never discussed him using a condom,” I said.

She kissed me, just a peck.

“He won’t,” she’d said, and slid off her seat and out the door.

I watched her walk through the parked cars until I lost sight of her.

That was seventy-seven minutes ago. This was taking longer than I thought it would. I was unsure what to do with Jane’s desire for the old man. I had a hard time seeing him as a threat, yet she clearly wanted him very much. When Gwen described him as old and fat, I believed her.

I wondered if his appearance would impact me. Would I get turned off watching some old slob fuck Jane? Is part of my kink that the male be attractive? I had no idea. Candy and Anita and Tammy had all fucked hot college guys. Would Walter turn me off? I worried about it. It would suck to watch Jane get fucked and have it be an unpleasant thing to see.

My phone vibrated.

Run home, her message read. Closet. Hurry.

I started the car. I hated that she’d taken such a huge step forward without discussing anything with me, but we could talk about that later. For now, adrenaline was dumping into my bloodstream at a prodigious rate. My heart jumped and began to pound. I put the car in drive and raced for the house.

I beat them there by minutes. What if I hadn’t? I silenced my phone and opened the camera, finding my view between the slats. I heard the front door open and then close and then voices enter the kitchen. He’d given her a ride in his car.

They came directly to the bedroom.

“Strip,” I heard a deep male voice say.

“Would you like something to drink first?” Jane asked.

They entered my field of vision. He was in his early sixties, chubby, balding with a bushy white beard. Santa, indeed. He wore baggy pants and a loose flannel shirt which looked a little threadbare.

“Strip,” he said again. “I paid. You do what I tell you.”

Jane moved to the foot of the bed, granting me a fantastic view. Walt crossed his arms on his chest, forearms resting on his belly. Jane wore a simple button-up shirt and jeans, and she removed these quickly.

“You look better after having a kid,” he said.

“Thank you.”

She slipped off her bra and panties and stood boldly naked before the man. He approached and I started recording. She’d clasped her hands in front of her pussy, and he shoved her wrists apart, exposing her. He roughly pinched her labia, bald now, I noticed, for him. She’d had a soft pelt this morning before her shower. Did she suspect her meeting with Walter might result in coming home? It certainly looked like that. He squeezed her labia tightly until she winced. His free hand pinched a nipple and pulled, stretching the sensitive skin an inch before release. Jane gasped but stood her ground.

He grabbed the tail of his shirt and pulled, opening the front, popping the snaps and revealing a large and intricate Buddha tattoo which covered his stomach and most of his chest.

“That’s new,” Jane said.

“To you. Years old to me.”

He shrugged the shirt off and threw it on our bedroom floor. He pulled his boots off. He turned his back to her and she closed her eyes, doubt all over her face. He shed his pants and stood upright.

I saw his cock.

The man possessed a cannon. Hanging under that gut was a thick nine-inch beast. His girth looked about as big as a can of soda. None of that would matter if he didn’t know what to do with it, but, based on Jane’s desire to fuck the man again, he clearly did. I stared at his cock. That thing was going inside her. His ball sack looked far larger than average too. He tugged his dick a few times and then turned to face my wife.

“You know what to do,” he said.

She nodded submissively, her chin barely moving. She backed up to the bed and sat, spreading her legs from corner to corner. She opened herself wide to the man and then leaned back on one elbow. Her free hand slipped down to spread her folds and push a finger in.

“Already wet?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Taste yourself.”

My wife sucked her finger, tasting her own pussy.

Walter stepped to the end of the bed and slapped her tits. Hard. She gasped and I almost busted out of that closet, but she moaned softly and pushed the finger into her cunt again. He pinched both nipples and squeezed and she winced but simply finger-fucked herself faster. He pulled her nipples into pink cones an inch long. Jane gasped and then groaned but her hand pumped faster. I heard her wetness growing. Her eyes left his face and traveled over the huge tattoo and down to his cock. I could no longer see it, but Jane smiled wickedly.

“You remember him?” Walt asked.

“Vividly.”

“Where are the condoms you talked about?”

“Nightstand drawer.”

“You think I’m going to wear one?”

“I was hoping. You said you would.”

“I ain’t. You still want to fuck me?”

Her eyes darted away from his dick to my hiding spot in the closet and then back to his dick.

“I said I won’t wear one,” he repeated. “Do you still plan on fucking me?”

“Yes,” Jane mumbled. “Will you promise to pull out?”

He scoffed.

“Yes, Honey,” he said, his voice mocking.  “I swear I’ll pull out before I ejaculate the gallon of jizz I got stored up for you. Is that what you want to hear?”

She nodded again. He stepped closer, knees touching the bed.

“Move your hand,” he ordered.

She did. He slapped her pussy with an open palm. Jane groaned. Her head fell back. He slapped her wet cunt again and roughly pinched her clit.

“You remember my big loads?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“I put a baby in you.”

Jane groaned. My heart stopped. What?

“You carried my child for weeks before you lost it.”

“I remember.”

His face softened.

“I am sorry for all that,” he said.

“Me too.”

He slapped her pussy again and Jane lifted her hips off the bed, groaning.

“Let’s try again,” he said.

“I’m married now.”

“He don’t gotta know, do he?”

She hesitated. She shook her head.

“Say it,” he commanded.

“My husband doesn’t need to know the baby is yours.”

“That’s my good girl.”

Her eyes locked onto his cock again.

“You see him rising. You like it. You see what you do to me. My dick gets hard by me just looking at you. How about that?”

“I love it.”

“Don’t move. Stay spread open just like that.”

He demanded obedience in everything he said and did, and my wife eagerly complied. I’d never seen this submissive side. There was something about this old fucker that compelled her. Their chemistry created a natural imbalance that she loved.

He left the foot of the bed to walk around to one side. His cock had risen level with his hips. He’d gained a little length but mostly he’d just turned harder and thicker. He crawled on the bed on his knees and held his scrotum over her pretty face. My wife obediently opened her mouth wide. He lowered the wrinkled sack until it spread across her tongue. His cock rested between her tits. She closed her lips as best she could, struggling to take the entire pouch. Her tongue got busy. He sighed and looked at the ceiling.

“Wake them up,” he chuckled. “Ring the bell. Get all those little tadpoles agitated and hungry. Slap my nuts around until my sperms are angry and ready to hunt.”

He rested his scrotum in her mouth and closed his eyes, enjoying the way she worked his nut sack. His cock continued to stiffen, rising an inch off her chest. The head had expanded into a mushroom helmet.

Minutes later he was cast from iron. Veins like earthworms ran the length of his powerful cock. He pulled his testicle from her mouth and crawled off the bed.

“Don’t move,” he told her, and she didn’t, even when he headed for the closet.

My heart leapt out of my chest, but I smoothly and silently eased behind her hanging clothes. Jane closed her eyes. Her legs were still spread as wide as she could get them and her pussy was so wet, I could see it glisten from here, but she did not move a muscle as he headed my way.

He entered the closet and grabbed a handful of scarves, leaving the closet door open as he returned to my wife. He slowly moved around the bed, tying her in a four-point spreadeagle at ankles and wrists. He slipped a pillow under her head. He moved to the tall dresser and lit one of the candles we keep there for romantic candlelit lovemaking. He returned to Jane. He waited for a heartbeat or two, giving her time to consider her fate, and then he tilted the candle and dribbled hot wax across her nipples. She yelped, sucked air, writhed, and pulled on her restraints.

“If I drip from up here,” he said, “the wax has time to cool enough as it falls. It still hurts but not too much.” He lowered the candle closer to her body, hovering over her exposed nipple. “If I drip from this height.” He tilted the candle again. Crimson wax splattered Jane’s breast. My wife gasped in pain, grinding her ass into the bed. “It hurts more than it feels good.” He leaned his face close to hers. “Unless the victim is sexually aroused. Pain tolerance goes through the roof when a woman is sexually aroused.”

He dribbled more wax and Jane arched her back, crying out. He crawled on the bed again and once more straddled her face. He lowered his balls into her mouth. He dribbled wax across her stomach, and she groaned around a mouthful of testicles. He leaned far over her body and eased a thick finger into her pussy.

“Darlin’,” he said. “You’re drenched.”

He tipped the candle and dribbled hot wax on her bald labia. Her body went rigid. His balls smothered her cry of pain. He finger-fucked her for a minute and then dripped more wax. She tried so hard to escape her bindings but failed. He slapped her pussy. She groaned. I was an inch away from leaving the closet to stop him when he pulled his nuts out of her mouth.

“Oh my God,” she begged, gasping for air. “Please fuck me. Please.”

He laughed.

“You get this cock when I say you get this cock.”

He swung his body around to aim his dick at her mouth. She opened wide without being told. He held his throbbing erection just out of her reach. She lifted her head, tried to shuffle her body, even bounced her hips, trying to reach his cock with her mouth. She failed.

“Pleeeeease,” she whined. “Stop teasing me.”

Someone knocked on our front door.


Chapter 13

Jane looked instantly panicked. Walter tilted his head with curiosity.

“Who might that be?” he asked. “Perhaps a neighbor, coming to borrow a cup of sugar? Let me introduce myself and say hello.”

“No!” Jane snarled. “Don’t answer the door. Let them go away.”

“Rude. I’ll check the peephole.”

“No,” Jane pleaded. “Walter. Please. No. Ignore them. Please. No one can know you’re in my home, and you sure as fuck can’t open our front door looking like that.”

He crawled off the bed, ignored her, and left my wife tied up and coated with splattered red wax. I heard his heavy footsteps down the hall.

“I know you,” he muttered, obviously using the peephole. “What the hell are you doing here?”

I was conflicted. What to do? Do I give up my hidden position and deal with the humiliation of exposing my voyeurism? I didn’t even know who stood at our door. At the first knock I’d assumed it was simply a neighbor, but that conclusion went away the moment Walter recognized whoever it was.

I heard the deadbolt slide. I heard the door open.

“Hi—” a male voice began. “What the fuck? Wait. Walter? What the fuck are you doing here? Why are you naked and answering Jane’s door? When did you get that tat? Why is your dick hard? Are you fucking Jane too?”

“Hi Ethan,” Walter said. “Join the party.”

I heard the door close. I heard footsteps coming down the hall. Walter and Ethan passed my hiding place in the closet. Walter replaced the candle on the dresser.

“Holy shit!” Ethan exclaimed, seeing splattered Jane tied to our bed.

“No,” Jane whined. “No, no, no. This isn’t happening. Walter, untie me.”

Both men gazed down on my bound and naked wife. Jane twisted and writhed, trying to crawl away and hide in some hole.

“What are you doing here, Ethan?” Walter asked.

“Jane and I hooked up recently, but now she’s not answering my texts. I came to tell her directly that I want more.”

“But Ethan, she’s married.”

They both laughed hard at that.

“My boy,” Walter said. “I believe our lovely Jane is taking a walk down memory lane, enjoying men from her past. One last fuck before motherhood consumes her. She probably loves her husband and has no intention of doing anything further with you. Sorry to break the news.”

“I think you’re right,” Ethan said.

“But you’re in luck,” Walter continued. “I am willing to share her if that will help heal your broken heart.

They laughed again.

Ethan tested the scarves. Satisfied she could go nowhere, he peeled a chip of dried wax off her skin.

“What do you say, Jane?” Ethan asked. “Ever fuck two men at the same time?”

My wife was defiant.

“Yes,” she said. “I was a whore, remember? I do what I’m paid to do.”

Ethan acted aloof, but his hungry eyes roamed every inch of her body. Jane was breathing fast. Her eyes jumped from Ethan’s face to Walter’s big cock. She closed her eyes. This was not the night she’d planned, but now that it was here, she found herself craving it. I held my breath. This was insane. Ethan moved to the dresser and began stripping, folding his clothes neatly. Jane knew what was coming and groaned at the inevitable. Soon both men stood over her. Ethan played with his cock, getting himself hard. He smacked Walt’s belly with a playful backhand.

“You put on weight,” Ethan teased.

“Yeah,” Walter admitted, lifting his cock and balls. “But I still have this.”

Ethan laughed.

“I don’t have what you have, but I’ll try to make a good accounting of myself.”

“Just so we’re clear,” Walt said. “I don’t mind a little incidental, but don’t try anything gay. You kids from the younger generation seem to think anything goes.”

Ethan chuckled.

“Lighten up, Walt,” he said. “But I hear you. Relax. I’m all about Jane.”

The men circled the bed like lions deciding the best way to attack. Jane whimpered. Ethan’s dick rose as he stroked himself, gazing at my helpless wife. Jane writhed, powerless, but clearly loving it. My dick rose too, seeing her like this. I wondered how they’d start and quickly got my answer. Walter dropped to his knees and dragged his wide tongue up her dripping slit. Jane groaned loudly. He wet a finger and toyed with her asshole while he softly licked with broad strokes. Jane rocked her hips against his face. Ethan climbed onto the bed and fed her his nuts the way Walter had.

A dollop of precum oozed from the tip of Walt’s dick and headed for our bedroom rug. The man’s cock was an ugly beast, thicker than any cock I’d seen. Jane was going to feel this. Walter continued to expertly lick my wife’s pussy until she couldn’t hold back anymore. Jane went stiff, clenching her hands and toes into fists, cumming with a mouthful of testicles and Walter’s tongue buried up her cunt.

After a while Ethan said he wanted to get inside her. Walt stepped out of the way as Ethan circled around. The older man’s dick drizzled precum like a broken faucet, a long silver strand like a spiderweb connecting him to the floor. It stuck to his thigh. It stuck to the side of the bed. The man was leaving DNA all over the place.

Ethan got between her legs and stared at her soaked slit. Walter mounted the bed again, straddling her chest and aiming his drooling dick at her mouth. He stuffed the head, but she could take little more than that.

“Fuck her mouth,” Ethan said.

“She can’t blow me,” Walt said. “We’ve tried a hundred different ways. I got too much circumference. She gets the head, though, and that feels nice. Mostly I like the way it looks. Jane’s pretty face, struggling with my big dick.”

“You should get a picture of that. For later.”

“Good idea, son.”

Walt left the bed and returned with his cell phone. He climbed over Jane again and pushed his cock at her mouth. He aimed his camera.

“No photos of my face,” Jane said, twisting her head out of the way.

Walt held her chin and jammed his cock at her again.

“You ain’t in charge,” he said. “In case you haven’t noticed. Now, open your goddamn mouth.”

Jane thought she was going to argue with the man, but her mind performed some quick math. They had her. She opened her mouth and Walter forced as much cock in as he could get. Jane melted. I’d never discovered the side of her that loved being used. Walter had. Maybe only a man with a cock like his could get Jane to submit. He snapped the first photo and then leaned forward, fucking her mouth and taking pictures of it. He pulled out to slip his big balls in and photograph that too, and I noted his dick leaked more semen than before.

Ethan played with her pussy like he was remembering his night with her and savoring this repeat. She’s made it clear he’d have her only once, yet here he was, cock hard and throbbing, Jane’s dripping pussy invitingly before him. He brought the head to her labia and rubbed it all around. She jumped. She couldn’t see Ethan. Walter’s big body blocked her. But now she knew where he was and what he was doing. She knew she’d be penetrated any second. Her expression turned to complete surrender. A big dick at each end turned her to jelly.

Ethan bowed his hips, and his cock began to enter my wife. Jane moaned.

The men began to fuck her at both ends.

“This is fucking amazing pussy,” Ethan gasped.

“She can’t blow me for shit, but I love watching her wrestle with it. Don’t cum in her pussy. That’s mine.”

“How do you figure that?”

“Because I paid for the right. You want to give me a thousand dollars? I’ll sell the right back to you.”

“No,” Ethan relented. “Down her throat will be just fine.”

Jane was like a bag of snakes beneath them. Their casual conversation about how they’d use her had her wildly aroused. Ethan began a deep and slow conquering of her pussy and Walter fucked her mouth and watched her gag and choke. He’d often pull his dick away and let his oozing precum dribble onto her eager tongue. He held his dick over her mouth. She’d lick a drop away and another would form, and she’d lick that one away too. His semen must have tasted sweet because she gobbled up everything he gave her without hesitation. He teased her, holding the head higher over her waiting mouth, allowing a dollop to slowly descend until it came to rest on her taste buds.

Ethan looked like he was in Heaven. He’d closed his eyes and now worked his hips, rapturously enjoying every inch he traveled inside her. He felt her tight tunnel expand around him, swaddling his throbbing inches in hot, wet flesh.

A knock on our front door stopped all of them.


Chapter 14

“For fuck’s sake,” Walter complained. “All these interruptions. I can’t get my money’s worth.”

He crawled off the bed and Ethan leaned over Jane’s body, now thrusting faster and deeper. They began to kiss. I knew what Ethan tasted.

“What is this?” Walter chuckled, gazing through the peephole again. “Homecoming night? What’s wrong with you people?”

Footsteps, and then Walter entered the bedroom again.

“That young girl from back in the day. I don’t remember her name, but she was shy. The quiet one.”

“Gwen?” Ethan and Jane exclaimed at the same time.

“Yeah. Her.”

Ethan pulled his cock out of Jane.

“She can’t see me here with Jane,” Ethan said. “Give me a minute to hide.”

“Don’t let her in,” Jane pleaded. “Please, Walt. Don’t let her see me like this.”

Walter regarded them both and then laughed in their faces. He spun and headed for the front door. Ethan panicked and Jane whimpered.

“Untie me, Ethan. Please. Don’t let her find me this way.”

He shook his head, filled with indecision.

“Sorry, babe,” he blurted.

Ethan ran to the closet. Ethan ran right at me.

I stepped behind Jane’s hanging clothes again and Ethan entered, unaware. He closed the door behind him and turned to watch through the slats, his hard dick resting against the closet door. We heard a yelp of shock and surprise from Gwen as Walter answered the door naked and erect.

“Come on in,” his voice boomed. “Jane could use the help.”

Walter and Gwen passed the closet.

“Oh. My. God.” Gwen exhaled. “Are you fucking her?”

“Why else do you think I’m walking around with my dick out?”

“She said she was going to, but I guess I didn’t believe her.”

“Gwen,” Jane pleaded. “I’m so sorry. Untie me Baby.”

“Gwen is going to leave you just like that. Aren’t you, Gwen?”

I couldn’t see her reaction. Ethan could and I watched his expression slowly dissolve into dismay.

“You want to join us, Gwen?” Walter asked. “Your face tells me you want to join us. You’ve never seen a woman tied up and it has you wondering. Get out of those clothes. I’ll tie you on top of her and watch you eat each other’s pussies. Ha!”

“No, Walter,” Gwen said. “It doesn’t feel right.”

“Suit yourself,” Walter said.

He entered my field of vision again, approaching Jane’s widespread legs. His fat cock had remained stiff as steel. Gwen followed him and I saw her watching every move the old man made. Walter was going to fuck Jane with Gwen as an audience.

“It’s big, right?” he asked Gwen. “You keep looking at it.”

“It certainly is. Biggest I’ve seen.”

“You should suck on it a little to get it wet. You don’t want to see Jane hurt, right? Just a little is all she needs. Get my cock slick.”

“Gwen,” Jane pleaded. “Don’t listen to him. He’s crazy. You don’t need to do this, Honey. You can go. We’ll talk later. Gwen, wait. Don’t.”

Too late. Sweet Gwen bent at the waist and ducked her head under Walt’s overhanging belly. She licked away a pearl of precum and slathered the large head to get him wet. Walter rumbled a satisfied grunt.

“Put the head in your mouth,” he told her.

“I really shouldn’t. I’m seeing someone.”

“Who will tell him? Me? Jane? Nobody. I see you looking at it and wondering. Go ahead. Just for a quick minute.”

Gwen bit her bottom lip. Jane whimpered, watching the slow seduction of her friend. Gwen crouched for a better angle and nursed on the tip.

“Old Walt’s juice tastes good, right?” he said.

“It does,” Gwen admitted.

Walter mashed the head against her lips and allowed Gwen to suckle. Her resistance crumbled fast. We all saw it.

“Lick Jane’s cunt,” Walt ordered.

I don’t know what his power is over women. Maybe licking Jane’s pussy was something Gwen always wanted to do anyway, and he was simply giving her permission. I don’t know what the truth is, but the result was Gwen dropping to her knees, swinging her attention to the side, and licking Jane from asshole to clit while my wife groaned loudly and arched her back off the bed. Walter acted quickly, seizing the opportunity. He pushed his cock forward, grazing Gwen’s cheek and lips before sinking several inches into Jane. Gwen obediently transferred her oral attention to the tube of beef sliding by. Walter chuckled like this had been his masterplan all along. He pushed every thick, pulsating inch into my woman with Gwen eagerly nibbling his inches. He grabbed her head and held her there, sawing in and out as Jane groaned at the massive penetration.

“He better not fuck her,” Ethan whispered to himself. “Goddamn it.”

Walter knew to keep Gwen pinned until her juices got flowing. He released her with a second order to strip and this time she complied. I was delighted to see the petite brunette naked. Walter ordered Gwen on top of Jane in a sixty-nine and alternated between stuffing Gwen’s mouth with his semen-oozing cock and stuffing Jane’s tight pussy with the same. Slippery strands of milky fluid connected them all, pussy to mouth to cock. Walter freely fucked either opening.

“He’s going to fuck Gwen,” Ethan whined. “No. No.”

Suddenly he realized he was not alone. Some sense warned him. His head snapped to the left and there I was. Our eyes met. His grew huge.

“You’re watching?” he mumbled, his mind reeling. “You’re watching that old bastard fuck Jane?”

My heart hammered inside. What would he do?

“Walter can’t fuck Gwen,” I whispered. “If your dick is already in her.”

He gawked at me.

“She’ll know I was here for Jane,” he hissed.

My mind raced.

“Grab a pair of Jane’s pants off a hanger. Grab a shirt too. Use the door at the other end. Pretend you just got her and stripped to join in. Gwen will feel guilty, but it makes you even with her.”

He wrestled with my suggestion. He didn’t fully understand which was fair because I didn’t either, but he knew he had to get out of this closet. He grabbed some clothes. Moments later I saw him pretend to enter the bedroom for the first time. He threw a wad of clothing at the floor.

“What the fuck is going on here?” he bellowed. “And why wasn’t I invited?”

Gwen’s head rose.

“Oh no!” the tiny brunette squeaked.

Walter ignored the man. Walter was busy plowing my wife with long deep strokes. Jane was buried beneath bodies but even so, judging by the sounds Walter and Gwen were getting from her, she wouldn’t have cared. Walter held my wife’s toned thighs and pistoned his cock. Jane suddenly howled from another orgasm.

Ethan approached Gwen. She looked frightened, worried he’d be angry at her betrayal. He moved behind the woman, giving her no time to think, and grabbed her ass, burying his meat in her cunt. Walter fucked Jane and Ethan fucked Gwen and both women ate pussy like ravenous bitches. Ethan enjoyed several minutes and then pulled Gwen away, driving her to the floor as he fucked her from behind. Walter untied the scarves and Jane wrapped arms and legs around the stout man. He shoved her away and slapped her breasts with a stinging blow, one, then the other. Jane gasped each time, slapping Walter’s belly. He laughed and fucked her harder.

“I’m gonna put the first load in you,” he soon said.

Jane shook her head.

“Pull out.”

“I paid my money. I get what I paid for.”

Ethan raised his head.

“Not cool, man,” he says. “Jane says no. Don’t get her pregnant.”

“Ha!” Walter laughed. “You don’t know shit about this woman. I know what she truly craves. Watch.”

He pinned her wrists to the bed. Ethan flashed a quick look at the closet, knowing I was watching. Walter pumped his hips faster and bit Jane’s nipples, tugging. My wife gasped and growled. Walter pummeled that pussy, faster than I thought he could, pounding my wife into submission. Her face told me she approached yet another orgasm. Walter was a relentless machine. Sweat dripped from his nose to Jane’s wax-splattered body.

“You’re going to take it,” he growled. “Say it. Tell me to give it to you.”

Our whole bed bounced from his heavy thrusts. He pounded her, hips slapping. She climbed towards her orgasm but said nothing, gasping and moaning. He lowered his mouth and bit her tortured nipple again. He sucked hard, drawing his mouth away and stretching her breast. He released her tit with a pop, her nipple stiff and straining.

“You love to make men cum,” he rumbled. “Make me cum. Use your tight little pussy to make me cum. Clamp that cunt around me right now. Do it!”

Jane planted her heels to force her hips to meet him.

“Yeah!” he roared, savoring her tight grip.

She fucked him with the same vigor he used on her. They went wild on each other, crazy animal passion boiling over. He released her wrists and grabbed her throat with both hands, squeezing. She choked but only fucked him harder.

“Say it!” he barked. “You want my load? Say it!”

“Yes!” she snarled. “I want it!”

“Where?”

She made a strange mewling sound like a metal structure collapsing.

“In me,” she hissed. “In me!”

His eyes raised to our bedroom ceiling as his hips hammered my girl. She slapped her hands on his fat flat ass and help him fuck her. He sucked air from an impending orgasm, but she beat him to it, overcome by what was about to happen. She cried out as another climax seized her and then he did too, bellowing like a wounded bull and driving his fat dick all the way in. Her cry turned into a howl as he stuffed her with thick cock. His balls expelled a rush of sperm, gushing into her, spurting backward around his shaft, dripping from her stretched pussy to our bed. Ethan and Gwen got caught up in the sounds of lust and their orgasms quickly followed.

They fell apart down on the floor, but Walter kept his cock firmly planted in Jane.


Chapter 15

Ethan and Gwen headed for the shower and, I suspected, a conversation about their relationship. Jane and Walter remained motionless for a long time and then my wife started rolling her hips against his.

“Feels like you’re still hard,” she muttered.

“You know me. I’m the Energizer grizzly.”

She chuckled and rocked her hips.

“Your cock feels so fucking good. Can you still go all night? You’re not so young anymore.”

He threw back his head and laughed.

“You said you’d pull out.”

“You knew that was a lie when I said it.”

She didn’t respond. Her hand drifted down his hairy back to squeeze his ass and he flexed it, pushing his cock deeper. My wife gasped.

“Again?” she murmured.

His answer was to scoop his hands under her butt and force as much dick into her as he could get. She groaned and lifted her legs to circle his waist. His hips began a slow and smooth up and down and they kissed, half her face vanishing into his bushy white beard.

Gwen stormed from the bathroom and stood by the bed.

“Ethan is in love with you,” she croaked.

Jane melted, reaching for her heartbroken friend. Gwen threw herself on the bed, scooted next to my wife and grabbed Walter’s face.

“Fuck me,” she commanded. “My boyfriend’s a lying piece of shit. Fuck me so I forget all about that asshole.”

Jane slipped an arm under Gwen’s head and leaned in to kiss her friend.

“I’m sorry, my sweet Gwen,” she said. “Stay here with me.”

The women kissed again. Gwen, it seemed, would heal her heart with passion. Walter lifted his weight and pulled his hips away from my wife, dragging his fat cock out into the open. He shuffled over between Gwen’s legs. I saw Ethan poke his head around the corner. He looked distraught and I wondered what he had revealed to Gwen to piss her off so much. Walter didn’t care either way. Pussy is pussy to Walter. Jane brushed a strand of hair from Gwen’s face and gently pressed her lips to Gwen’s, and then the big man began to penetrate. Gwen’s face registered surprise and then more surprise. Jane leaned back to watch. Walter sank his inches and Gwen showed even more surprise as his thick cock traveled into her small body.

“Unnngh!” she groaned. “Jesus! What the fuck?”

Walter gave a wicked laugh and pushed even deeper. Gwen’s surprised expression turned to shock. Ethan shot the closet a glance and then hung his head, defeated.

I would call Walter a rough and clumsy fuck but the more I watched the more I realized that was inaccurate. Walter manhandled women, but they liked it. Being rough was a part of that but to hurt or injure was never the point. It was always to dominate, to illustrate the difference between their strength and his, the difference between his will and theirs. He illuminated the chasm between men and women and made them feel more feminine because of it. They knew they were being fucked by a man, and if they had any lingering doubts by the time he began to penetrate, that beastly cock pushed every other thought out of their minds.

Gwen’s body slowly arched backward. Guttural sounds poured from her throat. Her small body shook with every thrust, and I witnessed the woman give herself up to it, forgetting herself, leaving everything behind except that driving, invading, impaling phallus. Jane caressed the woman’s breasts and teased her nipples, but it was Walter’s pounding cock that overthrew Gwen’s world.

Ethan watched until he couldn’t anymore. He suddenly burst from the bathroom, pointing fingers, making accusations. He’d admitted to Gwen he was in love with my wife and that he’d come here again for Jane. He’d confessed his entry into the bedroom had all been an act. In the shower he’d told Gwen the truth, revealing his deceptions, and Gwen had taken the truth poorly. She was not innocent of blame. She’d suckled Walter’s cock after all, but Ethan’s lies were of the heart, and that she could not abide. Ethan was bitter his confession had failed. He ranted at them and then he abruptly stopped.

“Her husband is in the closet!” he shrieked. “He’s watching all of you!”

First, all eyes swung to the closet. Then they all swung to Jane.

“Is this true?” Walter asked.

“Yes,” my wife defiantly stated.

“Does he know you used to turn tricks?” Ethan asked, hoping to ruin our marriage, hoping to reveal something so damaging he broke our relationship.

“Yes,” Jane said. “He knows everything.” She pointed at Walter. “He even knows you once got me pregnant, which I was waiting to tell him, but you’ve blown that secret for me. So, now, yes, he knows everything.”

“Why is he in the closet?” Gwen asked.

“Is he recording us?” Walter asked, wiser, knowing the answer.

“Yes,” Jane admitted. “He is. We make videos to watch later.”

Walter rolled off Gwen, settling into a spot between the women. Ethan did not get the emotional explosion he’d hoped for.

“You should leave,” she told Ethan. “It was stupid for me to ever get involved with you. You are still in love with Jane and there’s nothing to be done about it. Just go.”

“Come out where we can see you, John,” Walter said.

I tucked my penis away and zipped up. I stepped out of the closet. Ethan moved to the stack of neatly folded clothing on the dresser and got dressed. He tried again to talk to Gwen, but she stopped him.

“Just go,” she repeated. “You are meaner than I realized. Just go. It truly is the best thing for all of us.”

Ethan did not like it, but he took it, stomping out of the bedroom.

“You like watching your wife?” Walter asked me.

“I do.”

He placed a big hand behind Gwen’s head. He did the same to Jane. The women instinctively knew what to do, lowering their mouths to his lumpy cock. They sucked his big balls and fat shaft, taking turns, playing with him, using his genitalia to tease each other.

“Get your phone ready,” he told me. “This is a video you’ll want to watch over and over. I’m going to turn your wife into my personal slut.”

I began recording. He’d gone soft but the ladies brought him back to life. His cock inched towards his belly button as both women attacked his large testicles. They painted the orbs with flat tongues, moving his balls around, sucking them, dipping under to tickle his asshole. His cock swelled. Veins rose. We all knew where this was going, and the building anticipation got me hot too. Gwen noticed my erection outlined in my pants and reached over to free me.

“Strip, son,” Walter said. “You can’t have the girls. They belong to me and I’m not sharing. Ethan fucked up that mood. But you can record us all you want. For personal consumption only, of course. I’d like to see you walking around with a camera in your hand and a stiffy while I’m banging your beloved.”

I hurried to shed my clothing. To record Jane up close while naked is infinitely better than clothed and hiding in a closet. I moved around the bed, capturing every angle. Gwen slipped her mouth over the head of Walter’s dick and tried to take more but she lacked skill. She moved on, painting the shaft. Jane stayed focused on his plump balls and then licked up to the head, engulfing the man, taking the large head and an inch of shaft. She relaxed her jaw and several additional inches slither in. She held him in there to feel him throb, just the way she likes. I captured her serene face.

Eventually, she began to bob. He was simply too thick to do much with, orally. She got impatient quickly, but I knew she would. She swung a leg over his body and my dick started to rise.

“Stand Walter up,” Jane told Gwen. “I want to fuck him again.”

“Hold on,” he cautioned. He turned to me. “I want to be honest. I have no intention of ever wearing a condom with her.  She’s simply too sexy. I’m going to ejaculate in her. I’m going to ejaculate in your wife. You cool with that?”

“No, not really. Not at all. We are trying for a second child.”

“Good,” he laughed. “That certainly raises the stakes, don’t it? Maybe you’ll record the moment of conception.”

Walter chuckled.

“How many kids do you have now?” Jane asked.

Walter shrugged.

“Ten? Twenty? More maybe?”

Gwen grabbed his hard cock with both hands and held him upright. She focused on Jane’s pussy and aimed Walter for her slit. My wife felt the tip brush her clit and sucked air. Gwen held the man in place and my wife sat her weight on him. His thick cock forced her opening wide. Her labia wrapped around the head. His cock began to disappear as she settled into place on him. His encroaching dick forced the air from her lungs with each penetrating inch. I watched the ring of her cunt stretch around his shaft until it turned white. She was lost in pleasure, eyes closed, hips barely rocking.

I moved the phone close, capturing the moment. He had bottomed out in her cunt but still had an inch or so to give her. Jane groaned. I exhaled. I knew what I was truly watching, what we were all heading for at full speed, and my kink was going wild.

“That’s so much cock,” Jane gasped. “Jesus.”

Gwen ducked under to gobble his big balls.

“That’ll get me there,” he muttered. “Do that.”

My wife began to drag her pussy up and down his firm length. I recorded it from every angle. I may have said I did not want him ejaculating inside her but in a moment of honest clarity, I had to admit part of me did want that. I know Jane felt the same way. It’s a difficult thing to admit. It’s even more difficult to accept. But the truth is the truth, and my cock had now risen to throbbing hardness in anticipation of the unholy event.

“Gwen,” Walter mumbled. “Put your tongue in her ass. Let’s make this bitch cum on my cock so her hubby can record it.”

Naïve Gwen hesitated only an instant, leaving his balls coated in saliva, licking up his length and over her stretched pussy ring. The tip of her tongue found Jane’s puckered anus and my wife gasped. Gwen wiggled the tip through Jane’s sphincter and my wife groaned. Gwen gently spread Jane’s butt cheeks and burrowed deeper, her head following the up and down of my wife’s hips.

“Fuck!” Jane growled. “It’s too much. I’m not ready. Fuck. Aaaaargh!”

Gwen feasted as Jane orgasmed. Walter’s fat cock forced her tight tunnel wide. She came hard, tugging his gray chest hair and rocking her hips. Gwen stayed with her, devouring her ass as the waves of sensation smashed into her. Gwen kept eating until Jane went limp.

Walter instructed Gwen to offer her pussy to Jane. The petite woman stood and circled around in front, feeding my wife her pussy. The old man drove his cock upward, in and out. He had finished giving Jane pleasure and was now in pursuit of his own. His belly pressed against her lower abs as he pumped his dick into her. I circled the bed, capturing it all, his large balls bouncing.

“She’s going to make me cum,” Gwen said, astonished.

Her words seemed to ignite something in him, and he began to fuck Jane faster and deeper. His big balls tightened, rising to hug the root of his cock. Gwen made high-pitch squeaky noises and suddenly grabbed Jane’s head and held her tight. Gwen ground her pussy into my wife’s mouth and squealed, cumming hard. She looked dazed. Her legs turned weak and no longer held her, so she settled her pussy onto Walter’s face. The man lapped at her cunt, growling, mumbling about Jane’s pussy milking him and the load he felt rising.

The moment of truth was fast approaching. He already had one of his huge loads in her. A second load would almost guarantee conception and that reality sent a shudder through me. What husband would allow such a thing? Shame attacked my psyche. I felt dirty and depraved. My kink was a source of incredible sexual arousal, but also carried the power of upheaval. This man could turn our lives upside down.

Gwen squeaked that she was about to cum again. Walter groaned that he was getting close. Jane slowed her hips, dragging the moment out, torturing all of us.

The real truth assailed me.

I did want Walter to cum inside her. I admitted that to myself. But that wasn’t the end of my perverted lust. Something deeper drove me. My dick pulsated at the terrible risk we took and the possible consequences, all of it filling my head with a roaring desire. I felt compelled to act.

I held the phone in one hand and with the other I pressed down on Jane’s shoulders, sending a clear message that she would not be pulling off of his spurting cock, that he would not be pulling out. She looked startled and confused for a moment, but then understanding blossomed. She melted. She felt it too. She joined me in my depraved and degenerate needs and ground her hips down on his thick cock. She lifted her eyes to mine and a knowing recognition passed between us. I groaned.

“Picture me,” she gasped, riding him. “Wedding day. Dressed in white, at the altar. Do you see me?”

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“Can you see us dancing at the reception? Kissing? Eating cake and laughing? All our friends and family were gathered around us, watching, wishing us well.”

“I see it.”

“Remember my lingerie that night?”

“Yes. You looked so pretty.”

My cock throbbed, ready to burst.

“Now here I am, riding this man beneath me. We both suspect he’s about to put a baby in me. We sense it. We know it. You are helping him do it. My husband. I see how much it turns you on. It turns me on too, John.”

I threw my head back to stare at our ceiling. This was all too much. This was insane. She fanned the flames of our lust, and I loved it, but she also taunted Walter, teasing the old man to explode and fill her with every drop. She tilted her face up and I leaned over to kiss her, feeling the gentle rocking of her body on his. I straightened my shoulders but kept my hand pressing down on her. I forced his dick as deep as I could.

“You all want to shut up?” he rumbled.

He moved his hands to her hips, joining me in assuring she didn’t get away. She began to rock faster, grinding her clit against his belly. He started breathing faster.

“You did it before, Walter” she hissed. “When I was just a girl. Can you do it again? Can you put another one in me?”

Her words shot through me like lightning. They were too much to take. I gasped as my dick surged to iron, and I groaned as I launched a hot bolt of sperm across her back. My nuts clenched and I shot again. She writhed atop him now, baptized by my wasted seed. I shot again.

“You’re cumming?” she exclaimed. “Oh my God!”

That I was excited enough to orgasm, untouched, drove her to new heights. I was still spewing jizz when my wife orgasmed on him again. I knew forcing him to cum in her was crazy. I knew it was wrong in so many ways. But I was captured by the eroticism, trapped by my own kink. He hammered her sweet pussy and then he must have felt the first tingling of orgasm, because he changed his thrusts, slamming his dick deep and holding it a moment before doing it again. His climax built higher and higher.

“Give me a baby,” she whimpered.

That pushed Walter over the edge. The man dug his heels into our bed and arched his back, lifting Jane off the bed. His face was contorted in agony. He was pumping a flood of sperm into her. His fat cock spurt wildly inside my woman. I righted the phone and recorded his fat testicles clenching with each hefty jet of sperm he shot. The man grunted and groaned and gasped, each yet another hot bolt of cum blasting into her. He was a freak of nature, and he pumped his massive load deep into my wife.

Nobody moved.

Jane and Gwen stayed on top of him a long time. Gwen tumbled to one side, my wife to the other, and when she finally pulled her cunt off his pole, a gush of semen leaked. His meat slapped wetly against his thigh. Gwen crawled next to him and slipped his soft cock into her mouth. He reached over and pinched Jane’s labia shut, holding her pussy closed. He gave me a knowing wink.

I trembled all over. I was wracked with dread, wondering what the fuck we’d just done, yet feeling more aroused than ever before. Jane and I had tapped into something so potent and powerful it left me shaking.

I sat the phone down and laid next to my wife. Walter moved to be closer to Gwen, already warming up for the next round. The man’s a machine. He cupped her breasts and kissed the nipples. Gwen began to stroke his thick deflated cock, fascinated by the sleeping serpent. She weighed him on her palm, seemingly amazed he’d gotten that thing inside her small body.

“Let’s shower,” she told him. “These two probably need some alone time.”

He left the bed and offered her his hand and I watched them turn the corner. The shower came on.

“Did Walter just impregnate you?” I asked.

Jane opened her eyes to stare into space.

“There’s an excellent chance of that,” she said.

She slid a hand down her tummy to rest on her lower abs.

“Do you feel him in there?” I asked.

“I do.”

“What’s he doing?”

“Hunting,” she said.

She rolled over to face me and we shared a scorching kiss. Seriously. Scorching. I felt like her soul touched mine. I opened my eyes, and it was like opening my eyes to a new world. Jane glowed from more than post-orgasmic bliss. Women often say they knew the moment they conceived.

“What if?” I said.

“I hope it happens,” she confessed. “Our waiting will be over. Ashley gets a little brother after all. We get a beautiful child but also a forever reminder of the night we went wild, and another man impregnated me. I bet your kink is going crazy right now.”

“It is. My dick is limp because I just ejaculated, but I’ve never been so aroused in my life. We’ve touched on something deeply buried in me. I’m seriously thinking about calling him back in here to flood you with a third load.”

“Jesus.”

“I mean it. There are levels of eroticism I never knew existed.”

She studied my face and then tenderly kissed my lips.

“Do it,” she said. “Go interrupt their shower. Go get Walter, bring him back, guide his fat cock into me. Gwen will understand.”

I returned her kiss and left the bed.

Gwen already had the man hard.


Chapter 16

I stood in the kitchen with Chris, gazing out the back window. Rachel and Jane and Gwen sat along the edge of the pool, dangling their feet in the warm water. Gwen and Jane had the swollen bellies of early pregnancy.

“He’s old and fat?” Chris asked, bewildered.

“He is, and not particularly handsome.”

“I don’t get it.”

“I don’t either. Women can use an entirely different set of criteria when choosing someone to mate with. Gwen was hot for the man too, and you see how cute she is. Either of those women could have any man they wanted. They chose Walt. Gwen said he was the most masculine male she’d ever met.”

“Masculine?”

“Yup. I guess for them it’s about more than muscles and six-pack abs.”

Outside, Jane squirted lotion on her belly and rubbed it in. Gwen asked for some and did the same. Rachel watched.

“I get how watching Jane get fucked could be hot. I’ll admit that to you and no one else. I may even try it, with Rachel, if she wants, and I think she does. But pregnant? That’s a big step. Huge.”

I shrugged.

“I know that part is hard to understand. I don’t fully understand it myself. But I look at Jane now and she’s a thousand times more exciting to me. I feel like I’ll spend the rest of my life trying to fuck her brains out, trying to reclaim her. There’s a tiny chance the kid is mine and that’s all I need. There’s a far greater chance that old stud knocked up my slutty wife, and that lights a bonfire of lust inside my skull. The idea affects her the same way. She’s hot for me all the time.”

We watched the women. Gwen’s new swollen pregnancy tits looked fantastic. Not as good as Jane’s but still beautiful.

“Should I let Rachel fuck him?” Chris asked, nervous, taking those first tentative steps into the unknown.

I shook my head.

“Not Walter,” I said. “Not right out of the gate. He’ll manhandle Rachel and that will be hard for you to see. Start slow. I’ll give you Ethan’s number. The girls loved him. He’s cute and hung with a nice body. Rachel will have a good time.”

“Hung.”

“Yes, hung. Trust me. If you’re going to allow your wife to fuck another man in front of you, you want, and she wants, that the man be something special. When you see Rachel surrender herself to that first big cock, you’ll lose your mind. She will too. She probably isn’t aware of that part of herself. It will be an adventure for you both. Rachel will orgasm with that thick piece of meat buried in her and you’ll look at each other in shock. You’ll see. Remember my words today.”

We heard the clang of the side gate and Trent entered the backyard with his bucket of tools, holding his cell phone to an ear with his shoulder. He saw the women and ended the call. The day was hot, and he was shirtless, wearing only cutoff jeans and tennis shoes. The ladies admired his half-naked body and then Jane made introductions. He shook hands all around. He turned to his tools and the women gave each other knowing looks behind his back. Rachel adjusted her bikini top to show more skin and Jane grinned. Gwen covered a laugh. Trent turned around again and began skimming the water, the bulge in his shorts obvious.

“Forget about Walter,” I said. “Forget about Ethan too. I found a better man to fuck your wife.”

End.
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