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Chapter 1

The junk cars parked on the lawn were bad enough. The dead trees, forgotten toys, stacks of recyclables waiting, forgotten. The broken trampoline, the pile of wood for a new porch, now weathered. All these elements joined to complete the picture of Mitch, the worst neighbor ever. He’s a big man, ex-cop, ex-military, twice divorced with six kids from five different women, asshole.

One of his daughters, Tabitha, just turned eighteen and he’d thrown her a birthday party at his place. She doesn’t live there but she stays with him often. The girl has grown into an absolute knockout. One day recently he caught me staring at her and her girlfriends running around in their bikinis. He yelled at me, stomped across the street, got in my face, and ordered me to go back inside my own goddamn house and mind my own goddamn business.

I’ve had many altercations with him, and he always quickly moves to threatening violence. I’ve called the cops, but they all know the guy and show him obvious favoritism. It’s only a matter of time before we come to fisticuffs, in which I’m sure to get my ass beat. It will be worth it to stand up to the guy. He intimidates every neighbor around him. We’ve all discussed what a jerk he is. I’ve installed multiple cameras to catch him when he does finally lose his temper and fights one of us. I’ll get a lawyer and file charges and do him some real damage in court.

Now I’m standing on my lawn spraying fertilizer. He’s in his garage, shirt off, displaying his hairy back and arm tattoos and big, bulky muscles. He’s working on yet another junk car, trying to install a new transmission. He rarely finishes what he starts. He sees me watching him and takes an aggressive step towards me like a rabid dog. He slowly raises his hand and flips me off.

I ignore him, turning my back to soak the flower bed. He yells something unintelligible and then forces a booming laugh. He knows we all hate him and tries to act like he doesn’t care, like he welcomes our scorn, but if that were true, he’d make no exaggerated displays like this, like he always does.

Asshole.


Chapter 2

The Wild Orchid is the city’s hottest new nightclub, and for good reason. The food they serve on the restaurant side is some of the best in the world. On the club side, the interior décor will leave you breathless.

How much money did they spend designing and furnishing the place?

Millions.

The theme is color. Lots of color. Rich vibrant colors. We felt like we enjoyed drinks inside a stained-glass window. Everything, from the ceiling to the walls to the tables and even the chairs, were like some kind of Dali creations of warped and colorful realities. No straight lines anywhere. The table’s edges, the chair’s legs, even the tiles on the floor. Add to that mix dozens of wild sculptures posted around the club, all modelled after the human form, each slightly exaggerated in one way or another. Breasts, butts, penises: the eye had nothing conventional to follow. Now back-light everything in deep purples and reds and greens and blues.

You get the point. The place was stunning. Gorgeous. Our glasses varied depending on the drink we ordered and those were little works of art too. I was here with my wife, Kira, and our two best friends, Cate, and Aaron. Today was Cate’s birthday. Tonight was our treat.

“I love this place,” Kira said. “I can’t believe you got us in. The line out front was a mile long.”

“Yeah, Jeff,” Aaron said. “Did the studio help you?”

I gestured like it was no big deal.

“I called Victor and asked him to pressure the restaurant manager,” I said. “He’s vice president of talent. The manager recognized Vic’s name, already knew who he was and what he did. They know the studio tells the stars where to eat. Victor promised a few celebrities stopping for dinner.”

“Do you think there will be movie stars here tonight?” Kira asked.

“Undoubtedly.”

They set their drinks on the table and looked around. I played it cool.

“Do you work with the actual stars?” Cate asked.

“Often,” I said.

“Can you introduce me to Bradley Cooper?”

I laughed.

“Why Brad?”

“He’s my hall pass,” she said. “Him or Ryan Gosling or Chris Evans.”

“I know all those guys.”

Her jaw dropped.

“Seriously?”

“Yes,” I said. “Ryan was in my office last Friday. What’s a hall pass?”

Aaron chuckled.

“Cate and I made a deal,” he said. “We are one-hundred percent faithful unless we have a chance to fuck somebody famous. We call it our hall pass list. If there is an opportunity, we gave each other permission to take it, to stray, and it won’t count.”

“Wait,” Kira said, suddenly taking interest. “Cate can fuck Brad or Ryan or Chris if she gets the chance? You won’t divorce her?”

“Nope, I won’t,” Aaron said. “Fate occasionally smiles on a person. It would be a shame to miss the chance.”

“What’s in it for you, Aaron?” Kira asked.

Aaron laughed.

“Sydney Sweeny,” Cate blurted. “Alexandria Daddario. Emma Watson.”

Now we all laughed.

“I see,” my wife continued. “That’s fair. Good luck to both of you.”

“I keep my fingers crossed,” Aaron said.

We laughed again.

“Who is on your list, Kira?” Cate asked.

My wife rolled her eyes.

“I’ve never thought about it.”

“Liar,” Cate said.

“Bradley Cooper is a good choice,” Kira said. “I find a ton of the actors my husband works with attractive. I could go for Tom Hiddleston or Keanu Reeves, Matthew McConaughey or Jake Gyllenhaal, Denzel Washington, or Tom Hardy. My list goes on.”

“What about Brad Pitt?” Cate asked, then, lowering her voice. “I hear he’s hung. There’s a woman at the nail salon I use that went to high school with Mister Pitt. She says they had sex when they were seniors.” Cate held her hands about eight inches apart. “She said he was big.”

“Don’t believe everything you hear at nail salons,” Aaron said.

“It’s true,” Cate said. “I saw that rumor confirmed online too. Jeff, do you work with any of the men Kira picked? Seems dangerous for Kira to have such a long list of names while her husband works in the industry. You could bring someone home for dinner and not know Kira wants to jump him.”

I chuckled.

“I know most of those men Kira mentioned, yes, and there is no problem with Kira finding other professionally attractive men attractive. That’s why they are chosen to star in films. That’s their job. I don’t know Tom Hiddleston. He’s English. The studio doesn’t handle foreign talent.”

“Keanu is Canadian,” Cate said.

“Overseas foreign talent, I should say.”

“I’ve heard that same rumor about Brad Pitt,” Kira told Cate, before turning to me. “Who makes your list, Jeff? If I gave you permission to bang some hot Hollywood babe, who would you pick?”

I pointed at Aaron.

“I’d fight Aaron for Sydney Sweeney. That young woman is sexiness personified.”

Aaron laughed. Kira did too.

“You’d fight me and half of the Western world,” he replied. “That woman is on fire right now. She’s the hottest thing on the planet.” Cate made a face. “Second to my gorgeous wife, of course,” he added.

“Nice save,” I teased. “Hayley Atwell makes my list. Rachel McAdams. But I know them as people, not elevated movie stars. I’ve seen them sick. I’ve put an arm around their shoulders when they’ve been heartbroken over failed relationships or roles given to others.”

“If Ryan Gosling is ever in your office and heartbroken,” Cate joked. “Send him to me.”

Sylvester Stallone walked by our table with his entourage. He stopped to say hello. I introduced him around and watched Kira get starstruck. That fades quickly when you work in the business. Movie stars are, sadly, merely people. Gorgeous, talented, desirable people, but full of the same needs, fears, insecurities, and desires as the rest of us. My wife and the others hung on to every word Sly spoke. He gave me a knowing smile.

My wife has a weakness for fame. Sly moved on and our conversation resumed. We drank until we were tipsy, or maybe a little more than that, and had a great time people-watching. After several hours, I excused myself to use the restroom. I ran into people I knew along the route and stopped to talk frequently. I was just finishing a conversation when I spied one of the men our wives had mentioned earlier. Cate and Kira would be thrilled. I excused myself from this conversation and worked my way towards the man. I extended my hand to introduce myself, but he beat me to it.

“Jeffrey Golden,” he said before I could. “I know who you are. How are things?”

We chatted. He promised to stop by my office next time he visited the studio to see my framed wall poster for Gone with the Wind, autographed by the full cast and crew. Every name. I was trying to find a way to work in an invitation to meet my wife when he brought it up.

“Who are you here with?” he asked.

“Wife and friends. If you have a quick minute, I’ll introduce you.”

He gestured for me to lead the way. We cut through the crowd, turning heads with every step. We approached our table. Kira sat waiting for me, but Cate and Aaron had departed. I’d been gone too long. Kira sensed my approach and turned, eyes landing first on me and then sliding across to him. Her face softened and her eyes glowed. I’d expected a reaction but not this strong. However, what truly surprised me was his response. He saw Kira and his jaw almost dropped. Kira is a lovely woman, face and body, and men often react when they see her, but here was a top Hollywood star. Women throw themselves at him all day every day. He had his choice of any, yet clearly, he was smitten by Kira. I was oddly flattered. Proud. He recovered quickly but his interest in my wife was obvious.

I offered him a chair and he sat. We started with small talk but soon found ourselves immersed in deep conversations about life. Kira and I connected to the man easily and smoothly. He was intense but charming, experienced yet kind. When the crowd noise finally became too tiresome, he suggested we retire to his suite at the hotel across the parking lot.

Kira jumped at the offer.


Chapter 3

He’d rented the Presidential Villa on the top floor. He took us onto the huge balcony where we looked out over the lights of the city. He left Kira and I alone for a minute, disappearing into the main room, and then returned with a fat joint. I took only one hit, but Kira smoked the rest with him. She got high. That had to be some of the strongest weed I’d ever experienced.

Within minutes, our conversation changed. Responses were slowed. Everything was funny. We giggled at a bird that flew by in the night and at a woman searching for a parking spot far below. He left us alone again to change into more comfortable clothing and Kira stepped into my arms, gazed up at me, offered her lips for a kiss. Our contact was electric. Her warm body stirred desire, fueled by the effect of the weed. My penis awoke. She pressed her hips to mine, mashing my bulge against her mound.

“What’s going on down there?” she teased.

“You’re making me horny.”

She giggled.

“I’m making myself horny. This weed is amazing. I think I’m already wet.”

“For me? Or for our new friend? I know how much you want him. I can see it. Now you find yourself away from everyone and in the intimate setting of his hotel room. That must be driving you a little crazy.”

“A lot crazy.”

“I like the guy. I mean, as a person. I get why you find him so attractive. He’s down to Earth. He’s genuine and real.”

“He’s fucking gorgeous. That face. God. That body.”

I laughed.

“Here I am trying to make it about the man’s qualities, and you head straight for the gutter.”

“I like the gutter. I’m in the mood for the gutter.”

I chuckled.

“I think you’re in the mood for him,” I taunted.

She leaned away to get a better look at my face, reading me.

“Is that an option?”

Reality landed with a thump. We were high and goofing around, bantering playfully, and then this serious question hit.

“Would you fuck him if I said you could?”

“In an instant,” she retorted. “Every woman on Earth would, even the lesbians. Look at him, Jeff. He’s gorgeous. The fame and talent help too. Talk about bragging rights. The rest of my life I’ll be able to boast about that one night I had with the man. Every woman will envy me. That alone is delicious enough to do it.”

I tumbled down the rabbit hole. Maybe the weed helped. Definitely the weed helped. I found myself seriously wondering if I could allow my wife one night with the man of her fantasies. I pictured the morning after and how I’d feel, what repercussions we’d face, and I imagined us laughing about the crazy stunt we’d pulled.

The weed was obviously affecting my judgment, but at that moment I couldn’t feel it. At that moment, I believed my calculating mind was fine. I remembered Victor from the studio wishing he could ink a deal with our new friend. Perhaps granting Kira a night with him would encourage him to sign. I felt vaguely like I was considering pimping my wife out, but then I remembered how much they wanted each other anyway.

“All right,” I said, bracing myself against the guardrail because the sky was spinning. “You can fuck him if that’s what you both want. One night only.”

Kira’s face showed pure shock.

“Are you messing with me?”

“Nope. One time. Have fun.”

“You won’t throw this in my face tomorrow? You aren’t doing this so you can fuck some woman you have your eye on?”

“Nope. I’m giving you a gift.”

“Why?”

“Because I love you, dumbass, and this is something you want. Also, I’m high as fuck off one hit, so this seems like a great idea.”

We laughed at that.

“Jesus, Jeff. Okay.”

She wrung her hands. The weed made it seem like the man had been gone a long time, but I knew that wasn’t true.

“Jesus,” Kira muttered again, reality hitting her in waves.

Our friend returned wearing a woman’s green silk kimono robe, clearly too short for him, like some guest he’d entertained recently had forgotten the thing and he’d simply thrown it on. He smoked another joint which he handed to Kira when he reached the balcony. He had no idea of the conversation I’d had with my wife so remained happy and silly. Things had taken a more serious turn for Kira and me. She took a puff and handed the blunt to me and I decided a little more would calm my nerves, so I hit it hard. I saw her eyes leave mine and wander to him, lingering on his handsome face before crawling all the way down his body. She reached for the knot securing the robe and slipped the sash free. He watched her hands serenely, like husband-and-wife teams seduced him all the time.  Kira nudged his robe wide.

“Okay,” he murmured. “Yeah. Okay. I see. I understand.”

His body was fit and immaculately groomed. His small mushroom penis was about an inch long, shrunken, wrinkled. I was delighted. My cock is a little above average and I flaunt it proudly whenever I’m naked. To know I have a bigger cock than this global movie star thrilled me.

I glanced at Kira for her reaction, wondering if she was disappointed, but she just wanted to fuck the man. The size of his dick did not matter to her. She may not have cared but on the heels of my delight I felt a surprising wave of disappointment. Like the man was such a big star I expected every part of him to be bigger than life. Kira leaned forward and palmed his cock and balls while planting a kiss on his lips. He returned her passion, quickly suggesting we take our party inside.

“You guys go ahead,” I said, lifting the joint. “I want to smoke a little more of this. Look at the lights.”

Kira took his hand and led him away. I turned my attention to the sparkling city far below. It was weird that I cared about his small dick, and I needed a moment to question myself. I realized I was mostly disappointed for her. I was allowing my wife to stray. I wanted her fucking to be memorable, and not merely because of whom she fucked, but also how well he fucked her.

“Weirdo,” I called myself.

I took another puff but then pinched the cherry out. I was plenty high enough. Kira must be sailing through the stratosphere. They’d finished an entire joint together. I took a deep breath, conflicted as to whether Kira getting fucked was something I truly wanted to see. Perhaps it was best to leave them alone, stay out here on the balcony alone. Conversely, she was with a man we barely knew. I felt obligated to check on her.

Curiosity won. I sat the joint on a small table and entered the hotel room. I walked silently, with no desire to disturb or disrupt.

I just wanted a quick look.

My mind will never be the same.

The man had her back pinned to the bedroom wall. His strong arms hooked under each knee while her arms encircled his neck. They were locked in a passionate kiss. She looked wildly sexy, like some leading lady in a hot scene, but what drew my eye was his cock, curving into her from below. He may have started as a small, wrinkled mushroom but that’s not what he sported now. His cock was a fleshy tusk curling up from his hips to penetrate. He held her to the wall impaled by a cock as thick as my wrist. Kira gasped between hot kisses, her face contorted from pleasure and pain, but good pain. She held on tightly as a loud orgasm ripped through her, leaving her gasping and in shock.

“Fuck!” she rasped. “Put me on the bed. Ram your cock all the way in. Fuck me like a bitch.”

Heat exploded inside my body. What an amazing, stunning, breathtaking moment. I never expected anything like this. I’d expected sweet and tender sex, a little awkward, a little shy. Kira making sweet love to her lifelong crush. But Kira was ravenous. Kira craved him like a slut.

The man lifted and turned, then dropped to his knees while he carried my wife. He plowed her into the pillows and blankets of his unmade bed, drove his epic cock almost all the way in, as far in as Kira could take. My wife cried out at the deep penetration. Her small opening was spread around his girth. She hooked arms and legs around his body and kissed him again as his hips began to rise and fall, faster and faster. In moments, my wife orgasmed again, this one truly earthshaking. She howled as the giant wave of pleasure smashed her mind.

I staggered against the wall. My mind could not handle the sight. Thank God I was stoned. To see this in real life may have ended me. My brain recoiled at the reality I faced and what it might mean, but part of my brain, the male part of my brain, reacted to the wildly hot sex. My male brain woke my cock and made it rise.

Good God! I was growing erect at the sight of my beloved Kira getting royally fucked by a famous, handsome, hung stud.

He leaned back and grabbed her ankles and spread her legs wide. His expression showed his deep lust and desire for her. I had a perfect view of his thick and heavily veined cock plunging, gleaming with her juices. My wife was soaked, almost dripping with her eagerness to receiving his fucking. He moved his body away from hers creating space between them. I had a clear view of his cock moving in and out. Kira did too when she lifted her head to watch him conquer her cunt.

“Fuck!” she yelled. “I love your cock.”

My joy at possessing a penis larger than his vanished. I’m a good size. I know how to fuck and please a woman. But no lover has ever shouted that she loved my cock, much less my wife. He chuckled and moved close again, releasing her ankles but rotating her legs to roll her face down without withdrawing his dick. Now he fucked her from behind, filling his hands with her round ass and ramming his cock in her gushing hole. They were animals, mating animals too hungry for each other to take time for niceties. Kira reached under to play with her clit while he hammered her pussy and minutes later, I heard my wife orgasm again. This was so unlike our sex. She was not recreating what she had with me, she was charting undiscovered territory. She was taking the fuck of her life one instant at a time. He pushed a thumb up her ass and she groaned with pleasure.

“Like that,” she muttered. “Like that. Yeah.”

Her body stiffened as she climaxed again. The man owned her. She was his to play with and he was an artist. He pulled out and rocked back on his heels, an imposing meat stick pointing at the ceiling. Kira spun and stuffed him in her mouth. My wife is not that great at giving blowjobs, preferring to be fucked.

“Taste your pussy on my cock,” he said.

“I’m delicious,” she laughed, playfully.

She nibbled down the length of him and lifted his balls on her fingertips, painting his testicles with wide strokes of her tongue. She returned to the head and sucked him in, working her lips as far down his veiny shaft as she could, which wasn’t much. When she reached her limit, she held him there and then began to bob, short strokes, gagging often while her tongue swirled. I’ll never forget the sight. I’ll never forget any of this.

She left his dick waving in the air and moved to all fours, facing away from him, offering her cunt like a whore. He walked his knees into position and slid his erection home, burying his dick in my gorgeous wife. He held her hips and began to pump.

“I want your cum,” she said, looking at him over her shoulder. “When you get there. Cum in me.”

“Are you on birth control?”

“No.”

He hesitated, studying her face, wondering if her plan was to snare him with a baby.

“Relax,” she told him. “I just want your cum. I just want to hear you moan. I want you to take me all the way. I’ll never forget this night with you. I want it to be perfect. I’ll handle any complications. You have nothing to worry about.”

I was rocked to my core. My wife was willing to risk getting pregnant by him. Nothing could illustrate her desire for the man more. She was willingly giving him everything. This fantasy fuck suddenly had an element of harsh reality that left me breathless.

Her words melted him. He gripped her waist firmly and began to saw that stiff dick in and out. Kira buried her face in the rumpled blankets, eager to receive his load. My throat tightened. Was I about to witness my beloved wife’s insemination? Would this man flood her pussy, ejaculating his huge load deep in her womb? Is that act something he would always have that over me?

Yes, to everything. He would.

He curled one arm under, against her belly, and pulled her hair like reins with the other. He started slow but soon pounded her cunt, driving himself ever higher in pursuit of climax, grunting and sweating. It hit at last, and he roared like an animal, pouring himself into her. She clawed at the blankets and begged him to fill her pussy with sperm. The man shot over and over, raging like a lunatic.

I don’t know what I thought it would be like when I gave her the okay, but I did not think it would be like this. His cock was a connecting tube to her insides, and I watched helplessly as he pumped my wife full of semen. Kira craved it, pleading for everything. He growled over and over with each searing blast of sperm entering her body. I was mesmerized, stricken by the sight yet, bizarrely, aroused. This was pure hot animal sex, impossible to see and not respond. I was hard as stone in my pants.

Finally, he shot his last spurt and fell to the side, dragging her hips with him. He spooned her and she shuffled her ass closer, forcing his cock all the way in. They lay like that lost in the afterglow. Neither noticed me standing near the shadowy doorway. I wondered what my proper response was at that moment. I couldn’t be angry. I’d sent her in here to be with him. Also, my erection confused the fuck out of me. I was fuzzy headed from the weed but that didn’t explain why I was erect. I leaned against the wall and closed my eyes.

“You’re still hard,” I heard my wife tell him.

I opened my eyes, disbelieving. He’d cum so hard. How could he still be erect? But she’d spoken the truth. The man remained a veiny spear wedged in her cunt. She shifted her legs a little, turning her ass unintentionally towards me, and I saw clearly the tight white ring of her pussy around his bulk.

“Yeah,” he said. “That happens to me sometimes.”

“Lucky me.”

He was every bit the leading man Hollywood proclaimed him to be. This was no illusion created by a publicist. He was a stud, in the flesh. A womanizing dastardly rascal against which no straight woman had a chance.

“You ready for more?” he asked.

My wife wiggled her ass at him, stirring that stiff cock already in her.

“I’m hungry for it,” she answered. “I’ll let you fuck me all night.”

“What about your husband? I like Jeff.”

“He knows. I keep nothing from my husband. He granted me time with you. I’ll share every juicy detail with him once you’re finished with me.”

He chuckled, perfect teeth forming a perfect smile.

“I knew I liked you guys,” he said.

He began to slide his cock in and out of her, but she stopped him, slipping off his erection to roll him on his back. I watched as Kira placed one knee beside his hips and raised the other, finding his cock with her hand and holding him upright. She found her slit with the tip and began to settle her leaking pussy around him. His fat shaft spread her wide, shoving slippery labia aside. Kira rode him hard, plunging her pussy again and again down his rigid length, then grinding her hips against his, driving herself towards yet another earth-shattering climax. When it hit, her cry of pleasure echoed off the walls. His neighbors knew what he did and envied the man. Everyone on this top floor knew what he did. She tried to collapse on him after her powerful orgasm, but he held her in place, lifting his torso to feast on her tender breasts. She ground her cunt on his stiff rod with what energy she had left until he sucked air and erupted, thrusting upward to spray buckets of sperm into her womb.

At last, both crumpled in a heap. Desire may remain but their bodies were exhausted. They chuckled to softly spoken things I could not hear, remaining tangled and intimate. Finally, she murmured something, and he nodded. They moved their arms and legs to extricate themselves.

“Kiss me,” she told him.

He held her chin with loving tenderness and gently pressed his lips to hers. I watched my wife melt under his touch. She slithered from his bed and glanced around for her clothing and, finally, spied me in the shadows. The woman exhibited not an ounce of shame or regret. She had fucked her movie star crush and was unrepentant. She met my eyes with her own and did not shy away. She found her skirt and top and panties, replacing each as she dressed. Her lover was spent, face down and breathing deep. She turned back to the room, surveying the place, fixing the moment in her mind forever.

“I fucked that man unconscious,” she grinned, taking my hand, and leading me from his bedroom.

We showed ourselves out.


Chapter 4

I drove us home. The weed wore off gradually. Dismay crept in at precisely the same rate.

“What the fuck did we just do?” I asked.

“I fucked the hottest man on the planet,” Kira offered. “Other than you, of course.”

She was amused. I was not.

“I can’t wait to tell Aaron and Cate,” Kira said.

I bristled. Did I want our best friends to know what Kira had done?

“You can’t tell them,” I protested.

“Why not? We tell each other everything. They’re closer than family.”

“You fucked someone else, Kira. That’s humiliating to the husband, which in this case is me. Aaron will see me as weak.”

“Aaron will see you as open-minded and adventurous. Cate will die from envy. That man was her crush too.”

Kira was ecstatic. She leaned back in the passenger seat and rested her hands on her head, drawing her top upwards and revealing she now wore no bra.

“You left your bra in his hotel room?”

“I did,” she answered. “He tossed it somewhere after he ripped it off and I couldn’t find it. Let him keep the lacy thing as a memento. What a glorious fuck that was. God. Don’t let it bother you, Baby. It was pure sex. It’s over and already behind us, already in the past.”

“He’s still in you, Kira. You may have left the man behind but some of him came with you. The act might be over but not the aftereffects. You carry the man in your womb. I hate that he’s still in you. Is there something we can do to get him out?”

She shook her head, still wrapped in the euphoria of fucking, and weed.

“No, Honey,” she said. “If I try to flush him out, I’ll only push his load deeper in me. Just give it a few days. He’ll be gone.”

“Where will he go?”

“I’ll absorb him.”

The idea slammed me like a fist. Absorb him?

“Unless he impregnates me,” she joked, laughing. “Wouldn’t that be crazy? We could get millions in a paternity suit. I wonder what child support is like from a famous multimillionaire?”

I did not laugh along with her.

“You’re upset,” she said.

“I didn’t know it would be like this,” I admitted. “I just got carried away in the moment and let it happen. I hate that he’s in you. I want him out.”

“I wasn’t a virgin when I first met you. You know that. Just tell yourself he was a previous lover. Just pretend you are meeting me right now for the first time and he is a lover from my past.”

“You’re still high.”

“So fucking high. Take me back there. I want him to fuck me again.”

“You know I’m upset about what happened.”

She took my hand and held it.

“I know you are, Baby,” she said. “But I’m trying to tell you not to be. It’s all good. Everything is fine. No one was hurt and nothing bad happened. I still love you as much as I always did, and you still love me too. Just chalk this up to experience and let it go. It’s not a big deal, not really.”

I focused on the road. We spoke little. Kira’s energy dropped as the weed wore off and by the time I got us home, she could barely keep her eyes open. She went straight to bed without showering. I did too. My head was spinning physically and mentally. My eyes told me she was still my wife, still the same woman she had been all those years, but now I saw her in a different light.

Funny how sex changes everything.

I knew time would push all these conflicting emotions away and I welcomed the relief. Paradoxically, my last thought before I joined her in sleep was how cool it was to have a wife that had fucked a movie star as world famous as him.

I awoke to a hot mouth around my cock.

Kira was under the covers, horny as fuck and doing something about it. I was stiff already and she climbed atop my body, guiding me into her soaked and steaming cunt. He’d pumped a lot into her, and his sperm now lubed my dick. I glided in with ease, every inch enveloped in the warm mix of their combined fluids. I’ve never felt her pussy so hot and wet. She was deeply aroused by what she’d done, who she’d attracted and seduced. It was fair that her self-esteem was sky-high. It made sense. How many women around the world desired that man? Yet he had chosen her. She laid on my chest and buried her face in my neck. Her hips began to rise and fall, a desperate need in the urgency of how she fucked me. There was no need to ask if she was thinking of him. She did. I knew it. She knew I knew it. She was using my hard cock to recapture the moments with him. Because I love her, I allow it.

“You’re fucking him right now,” I said.

“Yes!” she rasped, her desperate voice strained.

I rested my hands on her ass, enjoying the rapid up and down.

“Show me your tits,” I growled. “Close your eyes and keep them closed.”

She lifted off my body, pushing her hands against my chest until she sat upright, driving my cock deeper. She groaned at the penetration. I lightly caressed her breasts until I realized that’s not what the moment called for. I pinched both nipples and she gasped with pleasure. I handled her tits roughly, not how I usually handle them at all. I slapped the full fleshy globes and she gasped loudly. She looked gorgeous up there in the low light. I decided to give her what she wanted.

I sat up and circled her waist with my arms. In one smooth move I spun her around and planted her on the bed. I bent her legs back, forcing the exposure of her cunt, and began to hammer her soaked hole.

“You loved fucking him,” I growled, determined to send her back to that time and place. “You should have seen your face. His cock stuffed you and you loved it.”

“You saw me?”

“Only at the very end,” I lied, and I’m not sure why.

“I did love it,” she said.

I slammed my hips against hers. I do not possess a cock like his, he has me beat in length and girth, but I made up for that with enthusiasm. I pumped my cock and held her pinned.

“You made his dick so hard, Baby,” I said. “He is so big. Could you feel how big he was, Baby?”

“God, yes.”

“Could you feel how he was bigger than me?”

“Yes!” she cried, and an orgasm shook her.

I continued my assault as if I was unaware of her climax. I fucked her hard and she urged me on, demanding more, harder, faster. I pounded my wife into the mattress. Was I also punishing her? Was I taking out my angst on her for something I said she could do?

Yes, probably. Completely unfair and petty but there it is.

“I’m going to cum again,” she grunted.

This was a treat. Kira rarely orgasms from penetration. All those orgasms with her crush had been unusual yet here she was again, this time with me, about to climax again. But was she truly with me? No. In her mind she was back in his bed, taking his cock. That truth made me feel mean and now I did punish her with my dick. For all the good it did me. She welcomed my increased onslaught, seeing it as an increase in my desires. When she howled with orgasm, I knew she was cumming for him.

There was no way I could watch her behave like this and not get turned on. She was out of control. I slammed her over and over and she welcomed all of it. My orgasm soon followed hers. I blasted away inside her sloppy cunt, mixing my seed with his.


Chapter 5

We did not talk much about it. The closest we came to a conversation about what we’d done was when, weeks later, she suggested one of his movies for after dinner. I chuckled and she did too and that was it. We should have talked about it. We should have dragged every emotion either of us felt out into the light of day and cross-examined it for truth. But we did not. We buried what we felt about what we’d done and went on with our lives.

That’s why trouble was able to find us again.

The birthday party was for Cate. She refused to give her age. Aaron and Cate are friends with a lot of people, and everyone was there. Their home is large with many bedrooms and bathrooms and surrounding gardens. Kira and I maneuvered around people everywhere we went. Kira had a hard work week and already had three glasses of wine in her by the time we found Cate. We thanked her for the invite and handed over our gift. We left her so she could socialize with the crowd.

Hours later Kira had a lovely buzz going. The party had thinned by stages, and we were now down to the closer friends, the inner circle. We’d all gathered in the huge living room. The lights were turned off and everyone got comfortable, cuddling on couches and loveseats or chairs and the floor. Kira and I were under a blanket. The movie was Ocean’s Eleven, the remake from two thousand one, and Kira turned her head to give me a guilty look.

“I had no idea Cate would pick this film,” my wife said.

“Gee, I wonder why.”

I held my breath until Kira’s crush appeared on screen. Cate lifted her head to give Kira a knowing look from across the room.

“You told them,” I said.

“I told her.”

“I’m sure she told Aaron. Now they both know. Our best friends know my wife fucked some other dude.”

“Some other dude? Look at the screen, Baby. That man is no dude.”

I felt strange watching him act. I easily remembered his night with Kira. I remembered what he looked like naked and hard.

“One quick comment,” Cate announced to the remaining friends. “I have an excellent source in the industry that says that man,” and she pointed at the actor on screen, “is incredibly well hung. I thought you all should know. Enjoy the film.”

Laughter sounded. I sunk another inch or two under the blanket. Not only had Kira had told Cate, but she’d also felt mentioning the man’s large dick to be an important point. She bragged to cate that she’d fucked him and that he’d been hung.

Terrific.

Hours later the movie ended and almost everyone said their goodbyes. We live close but it was common for us to spend the night at Cate and Aaron’s, so I moved to the kitchen to help clean up. A gorgeous Italian woman named Gia joined me. She was a colleague of Aaron’s and I wondered if he’d shared our story with her. We chatted as we cleaned and straightened, and I glanced at her often. She was sexy in her jeans and Rolling Stones T-shirt, and the wobble of her large breasts told me she wore no bra. Kira joined us in the kitchen trying to help, but she was a little too drunk.

“Finish the dishes,” Gia told me. “I will see your drunk wife to bed. If you are lucky, she may give you an amazing blowjob.”

I opened my mouth to speak but Kira beat me to it.

“I don’t give amazing blowjobs,” my wife confessed. “I’m not very good.”

“Nonsense,” Gia said. “These skills are natural to every woman.”

Kira shook her head.

“Not to me. I can cook, though. I keep a clean house. Do you cook?”

Gia shook her head, dismayed.

“No,” she said. “I cook nothing. I clean nothing. I haven’t done laundry in years. I do none of the traditional womanly duties save one.”

“What?”

“Sex. I will fuck my man whenever and however he wishes. I love sucking cock. I will suck my boyfriend’s big dick at any time, at any place. He knows I will never refuse him.”

“Lucky man,” I said.

Kira studied the woman’s face.

“You’re very pretty,” she said.

“As are you,” Gia replied. “Perhaps you lack experience. I will instruct you. Come, and pay attention.”

Gia took my wife’s wrist and grabbed a banana from the fruit basket on the kitchen counter. She glanced at me as she exited the kitchen with my wife in tow. I said nothing. Kira isn’t very good at sucking my dick so the idea of an experienced woman teaching her how to be better sounded great. I watched them leave and turned my attention to the remaining mess.

The task took longer than I expected as others brought dirty dishes found around the home. Once the job was complete, I went hunting for my wife. I found Gia and Kira in a guest room. The lights were low, and I took a minute to realize Gia’s boyfriend was sleeping behind them on the bed. Gia held a large and realistic dildo firmly to the bed. Kira leaned over, giggling, trying to open her mouth wide enough to take half that latex cock. The women were joking and laughing and having fun. I hated to interrupt. My wife noticed me standing in the doorway and waved me over, keeping her voice low.

“I’m learning a lot,” she giggled. “I want to show you.”

Kira grabbed the front of my pants and pulled me closer. I hit the brakes, checking with Gia. She smiled and gave an understanding nod, so I allowed my wife to pull me to the edge of the bed.

“Kira is proud of what she’s learned,” Gia whispered. “It’s all right.”

My wife drew my zipper down. I realized I was about to get a little blowjob in front of our new friend, which sounded sexy to me. Kira fished around inside my pants until she found my dick and pulled me out. She swooped on me, stuffing me into her mouth and pushing her lips down around my growing shaft. She paused to move me around with her tongue and then continued, her lips slowly sliding lower and lower until her nose nudged my pubic hair. Her warm mouth felt fantastic. Gia moved to make room for me on the bed and patted a spot for me to sit. I did, and Kira maneuvered her body to continue sucking. Gia watched my wife, commenting occasionally on tips she’d taught. We adjusted our positions again and Gia had me lie on my back. The bed was huge, bigger than a king size, so Gia’s boyfriend remained undisturbed, at least so far.

I tucked a pillow under my head and watched my wife kneeling over my body. She eagerly sucked my dick, listening to Gia’s coaching and following her advice. This was the best blowjob Kira had ever given me and the extra stimulation from Gia’s eyes on my cock sure helped. My wife used her hand on my slippery shaft in time with her slowly bobbing mouth. I soon informed her she would make me cum.

“Go ahead,” Gia said. “I’ve instructed Kira that a proper blowjob ends with a swallow. If the man has a bad taste, the flavor can be minimized by holding the spurting penis at the back of the throat. If it’s all right with you, I’d like her to try that while I’m here to guide her.”

I looked at my wife, but she was focused on my dick.

“Sounds great,” I said, resting my head on the pillow and closing my eyes.

Kira got to work on me. Her hand combined with her mouth and plenty of saliva had me quickly climbing towards orgasm again. Her movements were smooth and slow. She surprised me when she pushed a finger up my ass, something I’ve never had done to me, and all at once I was ready to cum. Jesus, it felt amazing. I heard Gia whisper to Kira, telling my wife to swallow what I gave her, and I could not hold back.

A titanic orgasm smashed me. Her finger up my ass drove the pleasure into my brain like an iron spike. I clenched my jaw and smothered my gasps, to not wake Gia’s boyfriend, but I orgasmed like a volcano. Kira sucked and swallowed and working my ass all at the same time, driving me insane. I couldn’t believe the difference. She was amazing now. I gushed sperm down her throat, and she vacuumed my load out of me. I was dizzy, faint, so I closed my eyes for a moment.

I awoke to low voices. The room was darker than before with only a bathroom nightlight to provide illumination.

“Why do I need to wear a blindfold?” Kira asked.

“The blindfold will make you focus on the penis,” Gia murmured. “You get distracted by other things, looking around the room or at your husband. Trust me.”

School was back in session. Gia was busy tying a scarf around Kira’s head. The large latex penis rested on the bed by her knee. Gia finished and felt around for the replica dick, and then held it around the base. She took Kira’s hand and guided my wife to the upright dildo.

“Try it now,” Gia said. “You’ll see. The blindfold will force you to ignore everything except the cock in your mouth.”

My wife dutifully bent, lowering her mouth to the large head. She slipped the penis into her mouth, trying to use the skills Gia had taught her. The Italian beauty gestured secretly to her waiting boyfriend, no longer asleep. He carefully freed his dick, as erect as the fake cock Kira practiced on. Gia grinned like a villain. Her boyfriend held his dick at the root.

“This position is awkward,” Gia said. “Move your knees towards me.”

My wife obeyed, shuffling forward slightly as Gia withdrew the replica penis. Kira now unknowingly faced Gia’s boyfriend, blindly leaning over his erection. The latex cock had been secretly replaced with a real one. This clearly was their plan from the start, probably from the time Gia left the kitchen and took my wife to a back bedroom. His large cock stood erect, rising like a fleshy pillar from his crotch. Unsuspecting Kira knelt over the man and Gia held him around the base, upright for my wife.

“You know what to do,” Gia said. “Open wide. Lower your mouth. Use all the tricks I taught you. I know you can do it. Concentrate on sucking this fake cock. Take as much as you can.”

Kira did as she was told. Her chin bumped the cock and her mouth quickly centered over it. She licked her lips and took a breath and began to engulf his cock. I should have interrupted. I should have protested the abuse of trust. I should have complained and stopped them. They had tricked my wife, playfully or not, into sucking a very real penis.

But I said nothing. The sight was too much to behold. The man possessed an impressive shank of beef and I watched, mesmerized, as Kira began to engulf him. How long before she realized this was no longer latex? She was fairly drunk. She might take a while. She might never realize until the throbbing tube began to spit semen in her mouth.

I searched my soul for the reason I remained silent. I am good in bed. Kira and I enjoy a satisfying sex life. I wasn’t silent because something was missing and this act of voyeurism somehow provided it. This was beyond all that. This was Kira on display, my wife transformed into something explicitly sexual. I liked it. I liked seeing her this way. I liked seeing her as this kind of woman. I like it when she sucks my dick. I also like it when I see her suck a dick.

Her lips crawled down his shaft. The blindfold held her hair back. She worked inch after inch into her mouth. She paused to suck, and I knew her tongue was in there swirling, teasing, practicing all the lessons Gia had given.

They knew about Kira. They knew Kira had fucked her movie star crush and I had allowed that to happen. They had to know. That was their reason for singling her out. She had a little fame of her own.

Her head began a slow up and down, taking a little more each time. Gia taught my wife well. I watched, stupefied, hypnotized, amazed at her newfound dick-sucking skills.

“Now add your hands,” Gia instructed. “Stroke the shaft as you suck. Your purpose is to make the cock spit. That’s it. That’s your purpose in life at that moment. Any time you have a penis in your mouth, you need to crave the fluid it carries. That’s why you exist in the moment. When I suck cock, everything else fades away. There is only me and the penis. You should learn to do the same.”

Kira’s hand rose to find the shaft. She expected lifeless latex, but she found a hot pulsating tube of meat instead. She groaned deeply, the secret at last revealed. Did she stop? Did she whip the blindfold off and curse Gia for her faithless prank?

No.

She inhaled through her nose and forced her mouth farther down. My wife soon realized there was room for two hands on that long shaft, so she began stroking with both. Her passion grew. Gia’s words had touched something in her, tickled a deeply buried longing. Kira chased his load, hungry for it, growing more excited as she serviced this stranger’s dick. Gia chuckled. Kira sucked harder and faster and began playing with the big hanging balls, balls the replica would not have. Surely all doubt had faded. She knew she sucked a cock that was both real and clearly not mine and did so with hot lust. I blamed the alcohol. I blamed the barrier which I had shattered when I granted that night with her crush. If she’d done it then, she reasoned, then why not now? I watched her try to make this big dick gush and I grew stiff too.

Gia placed a hand on the back of my wife’s head and forced her lower.

“Suck harder,” she hissed. “Make that dick cum. Leave him no choice. You are starving, dying of thirst, ravenous for the seed that men make. Show the man how much you need his load.”

Kira bobbed faster, groaning on each pass, sucking, stroking. Her groans suddenly peaked, and her body stiffened. I took a moment to realize my wife had just orgasmed. That throbbing and this intense blowjob turned her on so much. I gawked, amazed. Kira moaned and gasped, as shocked as me that she’d triggered a climax.

Gia leaned over to kiss her boyfriend.

“Give it to her,” she told her man. “Let it happen. Fill her mouth.”

My wife groaned at the words. Gia and her boyfriend used her for their own selfish game, and she liked it. The boyfriend grunted softly.

“Here it comes,” he rasped.

My wife moaned and sucked faster, stroking that rigid spear. The first blast hit the back of her throat and she groaned sharply, swallowed, gulped loudly. She chugged his load, sucking and milking everything she could get from the man. He arched his back, lifting his hips, and blasted more hot sperm down her throat. Gia slipped the blindfold off, revealing to my wife what she did. Kira didn’t care. My wife continued to vacuum the man’s seed. He launched sperm over and over until there was no more to give. Kira kept sucking. Finally, he was forced to push her away. Gia fell on her man for a passionate kiss and then grabbed Kira, kissing my wife with equal passion. Their tongues writhed. Gia seemed to get off on the taste of her man in my wife’s mouth. She suddenly remembered me and swung her attention my way.

“All without waking your husband,” Gia said, beaming with pride. “Well done.”

Kira lifted the large replica penis.

“I’m taking this with me,” she said.

She slithered from bed and shook my shoulder. I pretended to be deep asleep, groggy. I came around slowly.

“What’s happening?” I slurred.

“Come with me,” Kira said, tugging my hand. “Let’s go to our own bed.”

I slithered out of bed, hoping Kira did not notice my swollen penis. I said goodnight to the lovers and closed the guest room door behind us.


Chapter 6

“I sucked his cock,” Kira said, the instant we got back to our room. “I don’t even know his name, yet I sucked his cock.”

“Who?” I asked, playing dumb, perpetuating my charade.

“Gia’s boyfriend. The handsome Italian hunk in her bed. She took advantage of my drunkenness. She was teaching me how to give better blowjobs. She blindfolded me to make me focus, she said, but really it was to trick me into sucking off her man.”

“What a bitch.”

“Exactly.”

“Let’s go confront her.”

Kira chewed a lip, glancing at the bedroom door.

“What’s the use?” she asked. “It can’t be undone, and I’d rather avoid a scene at Cate and Aaron’s place, especially during Cate’s birthday party. I just wanted you to know.”

“When did you realize it was a real penis?”

“When it throbbed in my mouth.”

“Did you stop?”

Her eyes dropped to the floor.

“No.”

“Oh. I see. Did you think it was me again?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

I was making her uncomfortable. She’d hoped to simply confess and move on. I wasn’t angry. I was having fun with this. She was drunk and I held her blameless, mostly.

“The—” She cleared her throat. “The size of the thing. I knew it wasn’t you because of the size.”

“Big? Heavy? Thick and bulky?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes rose to meet mine. I’d tapped into something, something which turned us on. My words put her back in that moment and reignited the heat she’d felt. I saw the effect my words had on her and her arousal woke mine. I wasn’t thrilled she’d sucked off another man, I was thrilled she was thrilled.

“What about his balls?” I asked. “Big?”

“They were. Heavy. Full. Please stop talking about his dick.”

“Did you make him ejaculate? Did you get him off, swallow his load?”

She stepped into my arms. She hugged me and gazed up into my face. I was making her hot.

“Yes, to all of it,” she rasped, shocked by her own words. “The head swelled in my mouth. The shaft hardened. His big balls turned hot and pulsated and I knew it was coming. I sucked hard on that meaty stake, trying to draw his sperm up from his nuts. I lied to myself. I bounced between believing it actually was you or convincing myself I still sucked Gia’s dildo. I knew both were false, but I used those thoughts to drive me to the end. Truth is, I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I wanted to be so good at sucking his cock he ejaculated right down my throat. I told myself lies to make that happen. I wanted to feel him explode.”

“You got what you wanted.”

She tilted her head back for a kiss. My response was automatic. We kissed deeply and intimately, and I noted the new taste in her mouth. I found the evidence of her infidelity exciting. I hesitated when first tasting him and she quickly grabbed my face and held my lips to hers. Her tongue slithered into my mouth. Our kiss intensified. Her hand found my penis. My hand found her breast. Heat blossomed between us like an explosion. Our kiss left us gasping.

“What the fuck?” Kira said. “Did you feel that too? I know you did. What the hell just happened?”

I touched my lips. Her kisses still burned.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

Tension began to tighten my cock and balls. I’d orgasmed too recently to get hard, but the tightness was there, the pressure.

“Something is happening to us, Jeff. Something exciting and a little dangerous.”

“I sense it too.”

She turned thoughtful or at least she tried to. Her alcohol buzz was still strong.

“I want to fuck,” Kira said, kissing me again.

“Me too, but I can’t yet. You made me cum too hard.”

“It doesn’t have to be you,” she said, slurring her words slightly, obviously still drunk. “I just want to fuck. I need a hard cock in me.” She raised Gia’s large dildo. “This won’t do. I need something real.”

My mind jumped in several directions. Kira was far more sexual than even a few weeks ago. I’d changed too. This new side of her excited and frightened me. This was twice now that she’d strayed, and the world hadn’t ended. Maybe I could embrace the excitement and worry less about what might happen.

“I wonder if Gia’s boyfriend is ready to go again,” I said.

“That would be awesome.”

Her enthusiasm for the man thrilled me.

“I never thank her for the lessons,” Kira snickered. “I should go back. Should I?”

“Should we?”

Kira shook her head.

“You there with me would be too much. If you could get hard and fuck me too that would be one thing but to just sit there and watch me with him? We’d make him uncomfortable. Let me go spend a little time with them and I’ll come back to you. Unless you think you can get it up and take care of me. No? Okay, then think of this like my night with my crush. You let me go to him that night. Just do it again.”

I couldn’t tell her I’d already watched her without revealing my little white lie. That seemed unwise given the dangerous volatility of what we were doing. Distrust could not enter the picture or disaster would result.

“All right,” I said. “I’ll wait for you. But make it quick. You know I’ll be dying inside until you come back to me.”

She squealed with delight.

“Seriously? You’ll let me? I was half joking. I thought there was no way I’d get to go to another man. You’re amazing, Baby.”

I was wrestling with my choice but there was no denying the excitement we felt. A deep gnawing excitement that made no sense. I was thrilled she craved another man’s cock but that’s crazy, right? My hands trembled. My body temperature soared.

“Try to get hard while I’m away, okay?” she said. “I will want you to fuck me when I get back. It will be so hot! I hope they’re still awake.”

She kissed my cheek and scurried out the door. I peeked down the hall and watched her knock softly. Gia appeared wearing a sheer white teddy and then took my wife’s wrist and pulled her inside. The door closed.

Calmly sit and wait?

Right.

No way.

I paced for fifteen minutes, wondering what was going on, wondering exactly what was going on. Their room is a mirror reflection of ours, so their bed and our bed share a wall. I climbed on our bed and pressed my ear to the wall. I heard low groans. I heard Kira moan.

“Fuck this,” I said.

I slipped out of our room and into the quiet hallway. I crept to their door and listened to their muffled moans. Each room has a short hall before opening into the main room and I wondered if I could sneak in, provided their door was unlocked, without being noticed. I decided I could not. I returned to our room and paced for a while and then opened the window to breathe fresh night air, trying to cool off. I felt dizzy from the adrenaline ripping through my body. Kira was next door fucking some dude and I was stuck here.

Then I heard her moan again, loud and clear. Our window looked out on the backyard which meant theirs did too. By the sound of it theirs was also open. I left our room like a bullet. I hurried through the dark, still house until I circled around and approached their bedroom window from the outside. Not only was their window open, but the curtains were drawn back too. It was late and the backyard was private. Gia and her man rightly assumed there would be no one back there to worry about.

I moved closer.

Gia’s boyfriend was able to get hard again. In fact, Gia’s boyfriend offered my wife an iron cock. He sat in a high-backed chair near the bed where Gia lay chuckling at Kira. His olive skin contrasted with my wife’s pale skin as she worked his stiff length with her mouth. She did not merely suck his cock. No, she worshiped his meat. She made oral love to his big dick. She sucked the head and slowly licked the length. She used all the new skills Gia had taught her to engulf half the man’s fat shank. She was in no hurry, enjoying the large cock as much as he enjoyed her blowjob. His balls, so recently drained, hung in their wrinkled pouch. My wife was on her knees, sitting on her heels, working the stiff pole with both hands.

“You can fuck him if you want,” Gia said. “I don’t mind. I like to see him fuck pretty women. I like to watch them lose their shit on his cock. Your husband is cute, but I can tell by your reaction he does not have a cock like Ramon. Am I right? Is your husband hung like that?”

Kira stopped sucking briefly. Spit dripped from his cock and balls.

“No,” she muttered, shaking her head and appraising Ramon’s erection. “Jeff has a lovely penis but nothing like this one. He’s a good size but your man is incredible.”

Did she need to be so honest?

Our encounter with the movie star had opened the door for my wife. I’d never known her to be this hot for sex. Our encounter had opened the door for me too, which was the bigger surprise as far as I was concerned. I had wrestled with the fear and angst of granting her wish and then the aftermath, but with a little time, I’d come to realize this lusty side of her was a huge turn-on.

Kira could postpone her gratification no longer. She straddled his lap, facing him, pussy directly over his hard cock. He reached for her breasts in his face. She reached for his erection. She cared little for what he did to her. All her attention was on his dick. Gia caressed her own breasts, anticipating Ramon’s penetration of my wife. I rubbed the front of my pants. I too anticipated Ramon penetrating Kira. Her cute ass seemed to hang in the air over his dick far too long.

Then the descent began. She held his stiff rod in one hand and spread her labia with the other. The closer that cock got to her opening, the bigger it looked. He was too thick for her tight hole but that only made her want him more. Her pussy made contact and she rocked her hips, splitting herself open and wetting the tip, teasing herself with what was to come. My gaze dropped to his shaft. He was wide, with several veins visible under the thin skin. She had him so hard he looked like he could burst. His cock was darker than the rest of him. Not like a black man’s cock but close. I wondered if that held an additional erotic thrill for her. She eased the head into the dip and slowly lowered her hips. Her stretched cunt swallowed his inches.

My wife and Gia moaned at the same time. I did too, softly.

“You like that, Kira?” Gia asked. “You look so hot, Baby Girl. Take my man.”

“He’s made of rock,” my wife gasped.

“You got him all turned on,” Gia said. “You came back for more. I was ready to fuck him. Instead, I just got him hard for you.”

To see that dark horn slowly disappear inside her body was the sexiest thing I’d ever witnessed. Kira’s head slowly fell back until she stared at the ceiling, jaw slack, eyes wide. She must have forgotten to breathe because she suddenly filled her lungs with air. She reached the bottom and paused there, giving her pussy time to grow accustomed to his size. Then she flexed her legs and pulled her tight cunt up his shaft, leaving a gleaming penis as she went. She was soaked. She reached the top and began to lower her hips. My wife fucked herself on his stiff meat, teasing and pleasing his firm erection, milking him, coaxing the huge load up from his balls. She got herself off too, impaled, stuffed, gasping for air each time he filled her.

She began to move faster, rising and falling, using her pussy to entice his load up and out. She made herself orgasm, stiff little clit dragging up and down his hard meat. She cried out but kept her hips pumping.

“I swear I can feel you behind my ribs,” my wife gasped.

Gia decided it was time to join them and left the bed to crouch between his legs, licking and sucking his fat balls. No way the man could resist that. In minutes, with my loving wife riding him hard, he growled and lifted his hips off the seat. Kira knew what that meant and began slamming her pussy down around him. She squealed as another climax seized her and the sounds of her pleasure put him over the edge. A geyser of sperm erupted inside her. His cock was a fountain spewing semen. His fluid leaked around his shaft and smeared Gia’s pretty face. Some dripped from his nuts to the carpet.

Gia wiped her messy face with both hands. She looked wicked but pleased.

“He’s in your belly and he’s in your womb,” she chuckled. “My man owns you tonight. Tell your husband to tread carefully or get his dick messy. Best not to tell him anything. You should keep our tryst a secret.”

Kira wasn’t listening. My wife was draped over the man, wilted from her efforts. Her back sparkled from sweat. His cock yet stretched her hole but he was deflating slowly. Neither moved for a time but then she sat her toes on the floor and lifted herself, drawing her tight pussy up his long cock. He flopped free and a gush of semen followed, running down her inner thighs and dripping from his nuts. Gia leaned forward and slipped his shrinking phallus in her warm mouth.

“I need to leave,” Kira mumbled. “My husband is waiting for me.”

There was a small chance they’d talk her into staying for another fuck session, but the man was two orgasms in already. I doubted he could muster a third so quickly. I left the window and hurried back to our room. Kira soon entered. Her clothing had been thrown on in haste, her top miss-buttoned, her skirt askew. I studied her there, looking like she’d just been mugged. She looked glorious, raw, disheveled.

“He fucked me,” she croaked, immediately confessing her sins.

Electric fire seared my veins, jolted my penis. She looked like a mess, and I loved it. Her rumpled appearance matched the intensity of the fucking she’d just received, the hot fucking I’d just witnessed.

“I forgot my panties,” she said. “He’s running down my legs.”

She staggered in and shut the door, leaning against it.

She was the sexiest woman I’d ever seen.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked. “Are you upset? I can’t read you right now. Are you angry I went to their room? Do you regret giving me to them? Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to fuck my brains out like he just fucked my brains out?”

“I want to,” I said. “But I can’t.”

“I look bad?”

“You look great, Kira, Baby. You look sexier in this moment than I’ve ever seen you.”

She smiled.

“Sexier than our honeymoon night?”

That gave me pause. I should proceed carefully. She’d done everything she could that night to make herself look incredible. Would I insult the memory if I told her she looked better now?

“Yes,” I admitted, after a moment.

She unbuttoned her top and tossed it aside. She unzipped her skirt and kicked it away. She stood before me, her husband, tousled and scruffy. I ogled the sparkling streaks of semen down her inner thighs, the puffy, abused nipples, the pink and swollen labia, so recently stretched wide around his bulky penis. She’d been magnificently used. Scandalously abused. She watched me watch her and marveled at my reaction.

“I was not expecting this when I returned.”

“You expected jealousy? Rage? Tears?”

“All of the above. I worried I was away too long.”

“I’m as surprised by my reaction as you. I had no idea Slutty Kira is so alluring.”

She spread her fingers over her belly, drawing her hands up her body until she cupped and lifted her breasts. She seemed to be offering me nipples to suck on. I opened my fly, revealing my stiff dick.

“Better than any polygraph,” she said. “Was it torture waiting for me? Did you hear my moans through the wall?”

I jerked a thumb at the window.

“I went outside. I went around the house and watched through their window. I missed your first fifteen minutes with him but then I figured out how I could watch.”

“You watched me?”

“I did.”

I let that idea sink in and decided to tell her more.

I have a confession,” I said. “I watched you that first night, too. The night with your crush. Here’s another secret I’ve kept from you. I wasn’t asleep while you blew Ramon. I saw everything. I realize now I should have told you these things all along, but I was afraid if you knew I liked it, you’d do it more.”

She was delighted.

“Fuck yes, I’m going to do it more. This is so hot, Baby. I feel light-headed. I’ll be your personal porn star. You got so upset after that first time. I thought you hated it. I thought you only did it to please me.”

“It’s complicated, Kira. I do hate it. Yet, I do love it. I feel myself slipping over the edge, like I’m about to lose control. I’ve discovered something about myself that frightens me.”

She took me in her arms. My erection pressed against her warm body. She curled her fingers around me.

“I thought you couldn’t get hard?”

I shrugged.

“You watched me get fucked and found inspiration.”

“I guess so.”

I sank my fingers in her hair and pulled her head back, exposing her throat. I kissed first, then bit. She struggled so I bit harder. She moaned and went limp. She squeezed my cock.

“You want to get this in me?” she rasped.

“Very much.”

“Too bad,” she taunted. “I already have a man in there.”

“Make room for me.”

“I’m filled up. Sorry. Let’s just go to sleep.”

Sexy wench. She was fucking with me, and I loved it. My dick surged harder than ever. I used her hair to turn her away from me, pulling hard when she refused to release my dick. That did the trick. I wedged my penis between her butt cheeks and dipped my hips. She had so much semen running from her cunt that my erection slid in smoothly. I gasped to feel his slick fluids, inside my wife, coat my inches.

“You’re trembling,” she said.

I was. I was so turned on I shivered. I pumped my hips and my balls tightened. My dick tingled in that pre-orgasm way. I was already about to cum. I pulled my penis out of her. She knew why and loved how excited I was. She spun in my grasp, dropping to her knees and shoving my cock in her mouth.

“He tastes good on you,” she said. “But tonight, let’s leave ownership of my pussy to him. I don’t even know the man yet I’m carrying his sperm. How slutty is that?”

Blood surged. I fought off an orgasm. Kira stroked my dick and sucked hard, teasing me, toying with me.

“Baby, his big cock felt so good. Did you see me cum on him? I couldn’t help it. That big dark spear fucked me so well, Jeff. I’m glad he owns my pussy. I’m thrilled only his sperm will be in me tonight.”

I knew she was messing with me, playing with the outrageousness of what we’d done, but her words landed hard.

“Unngh!” I grunted, before I could stop myself.

I blasted a powerful jet to the back of her throat. She choked, caught by surprise, but recovered quickly, sucking and stroking my load out of me. My legs became weak. I needed to brace myself on her shoulders as I poured down her gullet. She vacuumed the stuff out of my nuts. I groaned again, shuddering.

At last, I toppled, staggered towards the bed, dragged Kira with me. We landed and held each other. My body spasmed randomly. I hoped to fall into an exhausted sleep, but Kira was energized, more aroused than ever. She lowered her head to gaze upon my defeated penis.

“I like draining dicks,” she murmured. “Although I wish you were still hard. I still want to be fucked. I wonder if Ramon can get hard again?”

She lifted my deflating penis on her palm. White semen oozed. She lifted my glob on a fingertip and reached for her pussy. My hopes soared as I believed she’d slip at least a little of me into the pussy Ramon owned, but no. She used my sperm as lube to tease her clitoris. She saw my expression and understood.

“Oooh, so close,” she teased. “You almost made it in me. Tell you what. Get hard again, right now, and I’ll let you cum inside. Yes? No? Oh well, I guess tonight I’m his girl and not yours.”

I groaned. We had no idea what we were doing. We were trying different things to see what turned us on. Kira wasn’t being disrespectful. She was playing, toying with ideas. Nothing stoked my fire like him inside her and me stuck on the outside, unable to inseminate my own wife. He had! She saw what talking about such things did to me and twisted the knife. Deep down, I loved it.


Chapter 7

The next morning, we slipped into their room and stole Gia’s realistic latex cock and the blindfold she’d used on Kira. Now we use them at home when we want sex a little freakier. I fuck Kira with the dildo. I blindfold her like Gia had that night and tell her the cock slowly penetrating is her movie star crush. Sometimes I’ll whisper in her ear it is Ramon. Sometimes I’ll tell her to picture an attractive man she saw that day, a colleague from work, or any other man she fancies, and that man is fucking her right now. I’ve added wrist restraints to heighten her excitement. She cums hard every time. I’ve come to accept that new lovers are a huge thrill for her.

I tried to use the dildo as if it were me, blindfolding her again, holding the dildo between my legs and moving between her thighs, but the thrill wasn’t there. I’m her husband. I’m for when we make love. New lovers are for fucking. I’m okay with this revelation because our sex life has transformed. No more Mr. and Mrs. Boring Bedroom. Now we talk dirty, share fantasies, and try new things. If we don’t like it, we don’t add it to our menu. But, if we do like it, we drink deep. Our new sex life was intoxicating.

In fact, I got so caught up in our new escapades, I went too far.

Weeks ago, Kira and I had decided to replace our old and boring patio slab with something stylish and new. We did our homework and chose a Sunwood floating deck topped with an iron pergola, circled by some gorgeous brickwork. Lovely. We shopped around, got some quotes, and hired a team.

Today, I am working in the garden while the construction crew digs the foundation and levels the ground. It’s a hot day. They work shirtless. They are too covered with dirt to go into the house, so they often drink from our garden hose.

I decided to go inside to make a pitcher of iced tea for everyone. That was when I noticed one of the guys had stepped inside to use the restroom. He was reluctant to touch anything with his dirty hands and, since he thought everyone was outside, neglected to close the bathroom door all the way. I caught a glimpse of the man as he stood at the toilet. He held a beefy pipe in his hand.

He pissed from a long, thick, veiny hose.

I ducked behind a wall before he noticed me. He looked eighteen or nineteen, with messy black hair and a thin mustache. Not a bad looking kid but Jesus, what a cock. He finished his business, flushed, thoughtfully placed the seat down, and returned to the backyard to work with his buddies. My wife was straightening the boxes in the garage, unaware of the donkey-dicked young man in her backyard. Kira had mentioned she planned to shower after she finished her project, so I hurried to our bedroom, opening the windows and drapes. This new Kira does not hide. She wouldn’t parade around naked in front of those young men, but she wouldn’t act the prude, either. By leaving the curtains and windows open, I set a stage she was likely to leave undisturbed. If she inadvertently flashed her body before she stepped into the shower, so be it. I made the tea and returned to the men, dropping cups and a pitcher on the table, and inviting the guys to enjoy.

I was pulling weeds when I felt the air around me change. I looked up and several of the men had positioned themselves for a casual look into our bedroom. I nonchalantly maneuvered myself to see what they saw and there was Kira, innocently parading around our bedroom in a towel. I’d missed the part where she’d stripped off her dirty clothes and pinned her hair atop her head. That was a treat the men had enjoyed but I had not. No matter. I was in on it now. Kira moved from dresser to closet and suddenly turned back. Oops, her towel slipped from under her arms. Clumsy girl. The fluffy material caught briefly on the swell of her breasts and her excited nipples but then slid to the floor, revealing her naked body from head to toe.

The men fell silent. A few glanced at me, worried they were about to get caught, but I pretended to focus on my garden, blissfully ignorant of what was happening around me. Kira tossed her towel on the bed and lifted various tops, acting as if she debated which she wanted to wear for the day. We all gawked at her naked form, ogling her bare breasts, flat stomach, toned legs, and thin landing strip which led to her sweet pussy. She looked hot and sexy. I imagined her heart raced right now, her breathing shallow and quick. How thrilling this moment would be for her. All those rough male eyes crawling her flesh. She moved around the bedroom, going about her business, until, at last, it was time to shower. We all lost sight of her once she entered the bathroom. We got back to work but the men kept a vigilant eye on the windows. I knew when she reappeared about forty minutes later by the hushed tones of the men. I didn’t even look up this time. Let them enjoy the view.

The day wore on and evening approached. The job foreman found me and told me what they’d accomplished and what the plan was for tomorrow. I was eager for them to leave. The whole day had been one sexually exciting moment after another, and I was ready to tie Kira to our bed and vent my lust. I listened impatiently to the man and then we said goodnight. I gathered a few tools to bring them to the garage and noticed a few of his crew hanging around their trucks, talking and opening beers. The young stud from earlier was one of them.

A plan instantly formed. A risky plan, and one I had no business forming, but, like I said, I was now so caught up in our new escapades, I went too far.

One by one the men started to leave, heading for home and dinner. Horse Cock was shoving tools into his truck when I approached. I said hello and learned his name is Ronny. I explained my idea and he had a hard time believing me, but eventually I convinced him. Honestly, it was the opportunity to fuck Kira that made him go along.

My egregious plan was simple: I blindfold Kira, tie her wrists like always, and pretend I’m about to use the large dildo on her. Only this time, I don’t. Instead, I ease out of the way while Ronny takes my place and sinks his cock, as impressive as that stolen dildo, into her. By the time she realizes that dick isn’t latex, she’ll be soaked, and he’ll be buried. She might get angry at me afterwards but in the moment, she’ll fuck that big dick like a slut, and I wanted to see it. I had no right to use her like this. I knew that.

My plan proved easy. Kira was already horny from her exhibitionism. Showing off for those men had her wet and when I grabbed her by the hair and walked her towards the bed, she did not resist. I opened her bathrobe and pushed it away, then I stripped, joining her in nakedness.

“I was hoping you’d do something like this,” she said.

“You want to get fucked?”

“I do.”

I laid her on the bed and slipped the restraints around her wrists. She grinned.

“It’s like that, is it?”

“It is.”

I withdrew the large latex cock from the drawer and sat it on the nightstand. I wanted her to see it. I wanted the thing fixed in her mind. I plucked the blindfold and taunted her with it. Her gaze fell to the large replica cock, and she bit her lip. She was in a similar mood.

“You ready to take a big dick?” I asked.

“I am.”

“You sure? Tell me what you want.”

“I want to get fucked by a big cock,” she said, playfully.

I’d remind her of those words later if she got upset. I bound her eyes, and she settled in, anticipating a thorough fucking. I kissed her lips for a time and then moved down her body, teasing her sensitive nipples. I trailed kisses down her tummy, and she began to squirm, ready for my mouth to find her pussy. My fingers toyed with her breasts, lightly caressing, lovingly stroking her smooth globes. She gasped.

“You’re killing me,” she said.

“That’s the idea.”

I exhaled hot breath on her vulva. She writhed under my touch.

“I’m usually getting fucked by now,” she panted.

“Tonight is special.”

“You’re driving me crazy.”

I moved over her in a sixty-nine and dangled my soft penis over her face. I brushed the tip against her lips, and she opened her mouth, extending her tongue to seek my dick. I kept it away, only occasionally allowing her a quick lick.

“Fucker,” she gasped.

I licked all around her pussy. I licked and kissed her inner thighs. I bit her knees. I tickled her labia and circled her clitoris, briefly, with my tongue. I allowed her open mouth to receive my cock. I left myself in there, savoring how she played with me.

Once I had her dripping wet, I left the bed. Her hips fidgeted, rising, twisting as if they sought something to connect to.  

I will give you something to connect to, I thought.

Ronny waited by the door. I’d instructed the young man to disrobe, and he had, but he was nervous. He wanted Kira but worried about my intentions and my jealousy. I’d explained that I’d seen him urinating and assured him I only wanted him to use his big dick on my wife. There was to be nothing between him and me. That helped him relax.

I waved him forward and he left the shadows, pendulum cock swinging. I’d described how I saw the whole thing going but he ignored all that now. Kira was blindfolded and tied to a bed and waiting to be fucked. His cock rose untouched as he gazed on my wife. I had a moment of doubt but then told myself if Gia could do this to Kira, then so can I.

Ronny forgot I existed and crawled on the bed near her feet, kissing and sucking her toes before kissing a path up her legs. He said nothing, which had been my suggestion. He took his dick in hand and slowly stroked, gaining girth and length. He was eager to get inside her and worried I might suddenly change my mind. He bent to lick her pussy, jolting her legs straight and her body rigid. He moved over her, still holding his cock like a sword. He aimed at her slit.

I suddenly realized I had no idea if he was a virgin or not. I just assumed with a cock like that he had plenty of sexual experience. His tentative moves had me doubting that conclusion now. Was Kira about to take this kid’s virginity? What a story he’ll have.

The young man’s dick throbbed with need. Uncertainty still bothered him, but that pussy beckoned. What man could resist? Ronny watched himself part her labia with the tip and then rubbed the head around. He found her opening behind the lips and pushed, forcing her hole to expand and the air to leave her lungs.

“What—?” she muttered, shocked by the sensation of something thick and hard, aware, dimly, that something was different.

He knew to keep his body off hers. He understood the game we played. He’d seen the dildo on the nightstand. But he was a young man, and this was a hot, wet pussy. He immediately crawled up her body, looping his arms under her waist and scooting his thighs under her ass. He pressed his cock deep, as deep as he could go. He moaned in concert with my woman, who instantly understood this was no replica penis.

“Jeff?” she gasped. “Who—? Unngh!”

She tried to lift the blindfold, but her bound wrists stopped her. I moved close to her face. I kissed her and she jumped.

“Who’s fucking me, Jeff?”

I ignored her question to give Ronny a nod to proceed. He drew half his cock out and I spied her wetness along his length. She was about to speak again but he sheathed the beast in her cunt, and she groaned instead, silenced by the invading beast. I slipped her nipple in my mouth and sucked. Ronny began to fuck her, smooth and strong.

I leaned away and Ronny dropped his mouth to her tits. I watched as he enjoyed her body. She was drenched. He slowed his piston hips until at last coming to a stop while deeply buried. Kira squirmed. He pressed his cock deeper still and my wife groaned at the intrusion. He gave her every inch, packed her with meat. He held himself in there until she writhed.

“Fuck,” she rasped. “Just do it. Fuck me.”

He waited. He suckled her tits and kept her impaled on his thick cock. He flexed his ass, pushing his meaty spear, already fully buried, another inch deeper. My wife gasped. She’d never held so much cock in her. He kept his exploring mouth busy while he waited.

Soon her hips began to writhe. She ground her pelvis on his meat, working the buried rod deep in her guts. She teased herself, pleasured herself, fucked herself on his cock until she gasped out loud and orgasmed, shocked. He remained motionless, forcing my wife to wiggle and twist on his hard cock. She came harder because of his passivity. She was bound and blindfolded and stuffed with dick shoved impossibly deep. She was helpless, immobile, a sacrificial slut on the altar. Her climax finally burst from her lips in a wail. She howled as she ground her hips on him. He waited until she began the long glide back to Earth and then started his hips again, pumping his cock in her snug hole. 

“Who are you?” she gasped. “Who’s fucking me? Jeff? Tell me.”

Ronny looked at me for guidance and I shook my head. That was all he needed. He was happy to remain anonymous. The young man adjusted his knees and lifted her legs, soon fucking her like he’d bought her at a slave auction. Kira was a ragdoll, emitting a constant flow of moans and groans. She orgasmed again but Ronny kept going, ignoring her to chase a climax of his own. Kira snaked her legs around his to trap him in and thrust her hips back at him.

I was surprised he’d lasted this long, so I wasn’t surprised when Kira’s moves finally got to him, and he was suddenly close. She must have felt him swelling inside because she begged him to wait, close to yet another climax herself. But Ronny couldn’t wait. Ronny pounded her hard and exploded deep inside. He thrust several times and then stopped, spewing hot sperm in her womb, only to begin thrusting again before stopping to spray more sperm. She held on tightly with her legs, frustrated to get so close to another orgasm and not make it. He held himself over her as his cock deflated. I nudged his shoulder. He withdrew his penis. I fist-bumped him and took his place. He got the message. He moved to his pile of clothes to dress and leave. I was hard as rock and ready to hammer her just-fucked hole. I walked my knees forward.

“Jeff?” she asked, spreading her legs wide. “Is that you? Is it your turn in me? Eat me first, Baby. I’m so close to cumming. Get me there and then you can fuck my brains out. But don’t tell me who just fucked me. It’s hotter not knowing.”

Her pussy stared me in the face. Ronny was long gone, thank God. The humiliation of him seeing what I did would be too much. I lowered my head to give my wife what she craved, lapping at her used cunt like a dog. I slipped two fingers in and then a third, expanding her opening and finger-fucking her sopping hole. I sucked her clit and tongued her slit and she quickly arched her back and orgasmed hard.

At last, I crawled over her body and pushed my dick in. Her pussy was a thousand degrees, sopping wet from the mix of his load, her juice, and my saliva. It was a glorious lusty mess and I fucked it hard, soon roaring as I added my own fluids to the mix inside her.


Chapter 8

I mentioned I’d made an egregious error, but allowing Ronny to fuck Kira wasn’t it. The error came on the heels of that successful event, and how it imparted to me a sense of invulnerability.

For days after Ronny fucked my wife, Kira was insatiable. I wouldn’t tell her who her mysterious lover had been, and that secret drove her wild. She wanted cock all the time. I brought Ronny back again three days later and Kira was a writhing fuck snake. I tied her to our bed and blindfolded her as usual and that forced her to experience Ronny as just a large hard cock fucking her. To have her senses so narrowed, so focused, drove her crazy.

No, my egregious error came days later, on a Saturday, while I was working in the front yard. Mitch had purchased a new car for Tabitha on her eighteenth birthday and Tabby, as she liked for me to call her, decided her new car needed a washing. She knew exactly what she did. She wore cut-off jean shorts and a small bikini top, and I admit, I was hypnotized. Her large breasts, young and firm and wobbling as she swept the large sponge across the hood, caught my eyes and did not let go. Her shorts rode up her ass until half her butt cheeks lay exposed. She was fully aware of my intense stare. She welcomed it. She was still discovering her brand new feminine powers and I was just another victim. Thank God Kira was out shopping.

Mitch, eventually, noticed. He came across the street with a tire iron in his hand, threatening violence if I kept looking. I did not back down, yelling right back at him to mind his own business. Tabitha was an adult and so was I.

I did not expect Tabby’s strong reaction. Nobody in her life ever stood up to her domineering father. When I did, I became some kind of hero in her eyes, a real man. I went back to my flowerbed and Mitch returned to his garage and Tabby returned to washing her car, but after a minute she pretended to stretch her back and arms. What she did was loosen her bikini top, exposing side and under-boob to my lusty eyes. We flirted from across the street. I let her catch me looking. I enjoyed her luscious body, and she enjoyed my carnal gaze.

Mitch came out front to speak to her and then got in his car and drove away. Tabby finished washing and drying her car and then stepped into the open garage towards the back, next to a junker Mitch was working on. Ours was the only house across the street from her so when she further loosened her bikini top and lifted it over her head, mine were the only eyes that saw her do it. She pretended to ignore me, grabbing a towel to dry her hair which had gotten wet while she washed, innocently dabbing her damp tits and flat stomach. She let me have a good long look, which I took, my penis growing stiff in my shorts. She tossed the towel aside and looked up to meet my eyes.

She waved me over, and I went.

I should not have.

All the way across the street my brain told me to turn around and go home. I ignored that advice, eyes fixed on young and spectacular tits, young and firm ass. Her puffy nipples drew me in. Kira had her fun, I reasoned, so it was okay if I enjoyed some of my own. That would be fair, right? I drew close and Tabby took my hand and placed it on her breast.

“Do you like them?” she asked.

I caressed her tit.

“They’re gorgeous.”

“I was worried,” she said. “My tits took forever to arrive. My girlfriends all got theirs, but I had nothing.”

Her eyes dropped to my hand on her breast.

“Then, just a few months ago, they started to grow. I was so happy. They got bigger and bigger until I started to worry they were getting too big. Are they?”

Was she fucking with me?

“No,” I said, shaking my head and gawking at the most perfect set of young tits I’d ever seen. “They are amazing. You got lucky. These are beautiful. They are big but they have a perfect shape. They are just right for your body.”

“You work in the entertainment industry, right?”

An awkward segway and normally I would have gone on alert, but not now. Not with that glorious tit filling my hand.

“Yeah, I do.”

“Can you get me and my girlfriends into the Lollapalooza concert next weekend? It’s sold out. We’ve tried everything.”

No, I thought, teasing a nipple with my thumb. Now you’ve tried everything. Now I know why you play this game.

Her deception was revealed, but I didn’t care. The young woman had grown up and become stunning. Her body is sublime. Her tits are world-class.

“Yes,” I mumbled. “I know people.”

Her face lit up, beaming smile melting steel.

“Awesome!” she squeaked. “That’s great, Mister Golden. Promise?”

“Promise.”

She grabbed a nearby foam cushion her father uses to work on cars. She dropped it to the garage floor and then knelt. She unzipped my shorts. My promise was not enough. She would place me in her debt, trying to guarantee I came through with tickets. She would cement my obligation with guilt.

I couldn’t stop her. I didn’t even try. I looked down at that pretty face, those delicate hands working my zipper, pulling my hard cock out into open air, and I did nothing but grow harder. Her mouth was a furnace as she enveloped me, clumsy, sucking my cock like it was her first. Maybe it was. Mitch was strict. Tabby sucked my dick like she struggled to remember things her girlfriends had told her, like she replayed porn videos she’d watched in her head. She wasn’t very good, but she didn’t need to be. She was young and hot and gorgeous, and she had my dick in her mouth. I took her head in my hand s and fucked her face, making her choke, but she urged me on.

“I hear it’s gross, but I want to swallow it,” she panted. “You’ll be my first.”

Sweet Jesus, I’m a bad man. Instead of giving me pause, her youth and inexperience turned me on. I told her to relax her jaw and let me use her and she eagerly agreed. Her eyes locked on mine. I set my feet apart, bracing myself and striking a rhythm. I tangled my fingers in her long hair and inched a little deeper with each thrust, pumping my hips to go as deep as I could, growing more excited as I saw her excitement grow. I was using her, but she liked it.

“I want to fuck you,” I said.

She pulled her mouth off my dick.

“I’ve never done that,” she said, unsure, brow furrowed.

“I’ll show you.”

I was out of control. I helped her stand and turned her facing away from me, telling her to brace her hands on Daddy’s junker. I reached around to unbutton her shorts and she helped me push down shorts and underwear. Her ass was divine. She stuck it out at me.

“What should I do?” she muttered.

“Stand there and be gorgeous,” I said. “You’re fucking stunning.”

“I am?” A wave washed over her. She stood taller, prouder. “You really think so? Are you just saying that? Boys lie.”

“No, Tabitha. You’ve grown into a drop-dead gorgeous young woman. If you have any interest in acting or modeling, I can help.”

Her face softened. Her expression melted. She swooned a little at my offer.

“Really?” she beamed, hopeful. “You mean it?”

“Yes.”

I did mean it. But in that moment, I was also desperate to fuck her. I’d spoken magic words, apparently, because she also was desperate to fuck me. She reached behind and grabbed my stiff dick and pulled me forward, jamming my cock into her hole. I flexed my hips and she groaned from the shock of pleasure.

“So big!” she gasped.

I held her hips and pushed deeper and she wheezed, leaning against her father’s car. Her cunt was tight. Tight. I shoved my cock into warm butter. She enveloped my inches like a wet blanket, and I gasped too.

“That feels really good,” she whimpered.

“Fuck yes it does.”

I began to saw in and out. She was thunderstruck. Mine was obviously her first cock ever. Her eyes grew large before she squeezed them shut. Too much is made of a woman’s virginity, and the loss of it, but still, shoved up against a car in your garage is not the romantic and caring circumstances one hopes to lose theirs.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Fuck me,” she growled. “My friends were right. This feels amazing. I’ve had a crush on you since I was ten and you helped me ride my bike. I can’t believe you’re in me right now.”

A whole host of emotions bubbled up at her words but the most dominant was lust. I consider myself a good man, but I might be a bad man. I held her hips and started pounding. She was a hot babe, super-hot, and I was giving her the first cock of her life. She may have started shy and slow but that was changing with each passing second. Soon she pushed her ass at my crotch, forcing my rock-hard cock deep inside her.

“Do you masturbate?” I grunted.

“Yeah,” she gasped, suddenly embarrassed.

“Do it now, with my cock in you.”

She reached for her clit. I hit a strong rhythm and really let her feel it. She groaned and her legs began to shake. Her firm ass quivered. I pulled her long hair and reached around to maul her swinging tits.

“I love it,” she gasped. “I’m being fucked. I love fucking.”

“I love fucking you.”

She began to make a throaty noise, like a strangled growl, a moan lodged in her throat.

“It’s coming,” she whined.

“Give it to me, Tabby. Fucking cum on my cock.”

She gripped Daddy’s car and bore down. Her body convulsed and went stiff. She bit her arm to smother her cry of pleasure, orgasming on a dick for the first time. A tiny voice warned me if I was her first, no way was she on birth control. The voice ordered me to pull out and cum all over her firm round ass. I ignored that fucking bullshit voice. Tabby was a dream, a smoking hot babe on the end of my dick and I would go all the way with her. She was writhing against the car, eyes wild with disbelief, still caught in the grip of a powerful orgasm, lost and bewildered by the insane rush of pleasure, more than she’d ever known, when my dick expanded and spewed. She was unaware at first and then threw her hips at me, begging me to fill her with sperm. I did. I held tight and pumped a fucking gallon of jizz up her young cunt, consequences be damned.

I was breathing hard when I pushed myself away. She was dazed, wiped out, weak and disoriented. I took her in my arms and hugged her and she cried a little, emotions overcoming her inexperienced heart and mind.

Eventually, we came back to ourselves. I immediately regretted what I’d done. She was curious, dabbing at the sperm leaking from her pussy and tasting it, smelling it.

“Not bad,” she chuckled. “My best friend made it sound like arsenic. It’s more like bread dough.”

I laughed along with her, but my mind raced ahead. This was bad. This was wrong. Kira may have fucked others, but I was a participant in all her extra-marital activities. I encouraged her. In a way, we did them together. I’d done this deed behind her back. This was, essentially, me cheating on my wife. I hated the sound of that, but it was true. I’d used all that Kira had done, all the things I’d allowed her to do, as justification so I could do what I wanted. What Kira and I had done in no way allowed for that. My wife would be deeply hurt by my infidelity, and rightly so.

“Sex is awesome,” Tabby said, grinning. “When can we do it again?”

I couldn’t meet her eyes.

“I’ll let you know,” I muttered.

“So, what happens next?” Tabby asked, pulling her shorts and panties up her legs. “Will you get me passes or do we pick them up at a window or something?”

“I’ll make a few calls,” I said. “They’ll have your name at the entrance. You can bring four friends.” I met her eyes at last. “Don’t tell Kira what happened. Don’t tell my wife what we did.”

She scoffed.

“Yeah. Don’t tell my dad. He’d kill us both. Let’s keep this secret.”

I kissed her cheek and hurried home. I needed to get out of there, away from what I’d done. Tabitha looked so hot just moments ago. Now she looked young and naïve, and I felt like a creep.


Chapter 9

We were surrounded by familiar faces. The party was at the studio’s offices and everyone who was anyone, and even some who were still no one, was there. Kira looked incredible. Her pale blue evening gown, Armani, was thin and light, and she floated about the room like an angel. Every big-name movie star was present. Their careers demanded it. The studio had a blockbuster in the works and the casting call had gone out. The director’s name had already been announced and everybody wanted to work with him.

I found Kira flirting with an older actor, long pedigree, and well known for his womanizing ways. We’d never met the man before and she was clearly smitten. I saw the opportunity for a little fun and played dumb, hoping she’d catch on. She did. I introduced myself and let him know which studio I worked for and then turned my attention to Kira, introducing myself there too. She played along, pretending not to know me. He immediately started flirting with her. She returned his advances. It was fun to act in a room full of actors. She gave this man her attention and checked on my reaction. I gave her the subtlest nod I could. If she wanted to fuck him, I was fine with that. I hoped she did. Guilt drove me. I would allow Kira anything she wanted. My encounter with Tabitha had left me supremely remorseful. I doted on Kira in the days since. I carried that terrible secret, for myself and for Tabby, but it ate me up inside. If Kira wanted to fuck another movie star, I would make sure that happened.

I excused myself to join another group. The question in Kira’s eyes had been answered. When the gentleman took her elbow to guide her away from the crowd and to someplace intimate and quiet, I knew what was coming and so did she. My wife gave me one last backward glance coupled with a sly smile before leaving the room. I knew that pale blue Armani dress would soon be shoved up around her waist. I thought about following, trying to see the encounter, but guilt kept me rooted. I’d done something horrible and suffering alone while Kira sucked cock and took a man’s load would be my penance.

I’d made good on my promise to Tabitha. She and her friends were given VIP status at the festival, ushered around by bodyguards, taken backstage to meet the performers. She’d sent me an email from her school computer, to hide it from dad, thanking me. She’d attached pictures of her and her girlfriends having fun, scantily clad or even topless. They sported colorful paint on their young nubile bodies and flowers in their hair. Each of her friends were pretty, but not like Tabby. Tabby was radiant. She boldly mentioned what we’d done and how eager she was for a repeat. She said next time we’d do it for the joy of touching each other. Such a lovely girl.

Too bad there would be no repeat.

The minutes crawled by. I wondered where Kira was as I moved from group to group, shmoozing, shaking hands and discussing upcoming projects. I was badgered by a dozen different people, all begging me to put in a good word for them. I promised nothing, agreed to nothing, hinted at much. Truth was, I only half listened to them. My wife was off somewhere, most likely taking cock at that moment. In a way, not watching was more difficult than watching. My imagination served up scenes that left me breathless. I grew swollen in my pants picturing what was being done to her at that moment. The more emotionally painful the imagined image was, the less guilt I felt.

A tortured hour passed. By now I was tied in tormented knots. I reassured myself I did the right thing. Someday I might confess to Kira and nights like this, where I gave her what she craved, could be banked against that day.

Just as I feared I could take no more, I saw her. She reentered the room quietly, using a door different than the one she’d used to leave. I glanced around for her new lover and spied him entering across the room.

Kira drifted towards me. I smiled. Her face remained passive. She came into my arms, turning her face for a kiss. Or so I believed.

“You fucked Tabitha?” she asked.

I was thunderstruck, jolted immobile.

“Yes,” I croaked, spitting the truth before my lying brain could engage.

“Why, Jeff? Why would you cheat on me. I thought we had everything. I thought things were perfect.”

“They are, Baby.”

She shook her head, fighting back tears. I saw the deep hurt in her eyes. She wouldn’t cry in front of all these famous people, but she was gutted.

“I thought it would be sexy,” she muttered, her voice distant. “For him to fuck me on your desk. I know which office is yours and I took him there. I pretended my path was random. I thought you’d love working every day knowing I’d been bent over your desk, fucked from behind while leaning on your chair. I blew him while he was seated in it to get him hard. Once he was erect, he pushed me against your desk and put it in me. The bumping lit your monitor. Your work email was open. I saw Tabitha’s name and couldn’t believe my eyes. My heart broke, Jeff. After he fucked my brains out, I waited behind. I read what she’d written. I saw the pictures.”

She stepped away, out of my loving arms.

“Is that what all this has been about?” she asked. “Did you grant me sex with my crush so you could have Tabby? Because it sure looks like that’s what you did. How long has this been going on? How many times have you fucked that girl? Goddamn it, Jeff. You’re a bastard. Wait. Hold on. Is this the reason for all your loving attention of late? All your loving kindness? You shower me with affection, giving me anything I want, all so you can fuck the little girl that lives across the street? You’re an asshole!”

“Baby,” I protested. “No, I swear it.”

I tried to hold her. I tried to kiss her. She moved farther away.

“I’m leaving the party,” she said. “I won’t fight with you in front of all these gorgeous successful people. Just know I won’t be home tonight. I need time to think, to figure out what I’m feeling. Jeff, even if this wasn’t some plan you had, you still fucked her and hid it from me. You still cheated, behind my back.”

“I understand why you feel that way,” I said. “I can explain, and I will when you’re ready. I’m sure you need to be alone with your thoughts. Take all the time you need.”

She gave me a hard look.

“Alone with my thoughts?” she scoffed. “Alone? Who said anything about being alone? I don’t need to be alone. I need time with someone who thinks I’m special, someone who cherishes their time with me.” She got in my face. “I need someone to fuck me hard and make me forget what you did to me.”

She spun on her heel. She strode across the room to her new lover, to the famous, handsome man I’d just set her up with. My actions had now come back to haunt me. He saw her coming and smiled, hopeful for more. She spoke and his eyes jumped up at me. What was she telling him? He grabbed his jacket and said goodbye to a few friends and then circled my wife’s shoulders with his arm, comforting her in her time of upset, comforting her now, but soon pushing his cock inside once more. Kira would use him to make herself feel better and he’d love it. Without another look at me, they left together. They already moved well together, like they’d been lovers for a long time. My wife leaned on him, and he hugged her.

My night was going to be a long one.


Chapter 10

The unmuffled engine revved, again, rattling the picture frames over the fireplace and the dishes in the kitchen cupboard. Mitch was pleased with the job he’d done rebuilding this engine and wanted the whole neighborhood to know about it. I reached my breaking point and headed outside to tell him to knock it off.

I was on edge. Kira hadn’t come home for three days. She sent cold and abrupt text messages informing me she was fine and staying with a friend. Finally, this morning, she returned but barricaded herself in our bedroom. I’d responded with apologies through the bedroom door, trying to explain, but there was no saving myself. I’d fucked the hot young thing from across the street. We watched Tabitha grow up together. Kira had braided the girl’s hair on many occasions, helped Mitch buy her school clothes when the mother wasn’t around, explained to Tabby and Mitch what periods were, how to handle them, where to buy the products.

I’d fucked that little girl.

Yes, that little girl.

She might be legal now but not to Kira. Kira’s memories of the child were amplified by the hot and sexy thing Tabby had become. My wife’s insecurities ran wild to look at Tabby now. Kira hated that I’d fucked that little girl. Kira worried that my only reason for allowing my wife to fuck her Hollywood crushes, was so I could have Tabby, my true desire. What I’d done was wrong, so incredibly wrong, and nothing I said could undo it.

I carried all that rage and fear and uncertainty and guilt as I stomped across the street. I was determined to put Mitch on the receiving end of it. He saw me coming and backed away from his car, reading me correctly, taking a defensive stance.

“Enough!” I shouted. “Asshole! It’s late. People are trying to sleep.”

“Don’t try to control me!” he yelled back. “You don’t own me! Take your scrawny ass back inside.”

I was undeterred. Maybe I wanted to get my ass kicked. Maybe I wanted to hit and be hit and release all the angst I’d held bottled for days. I planted my foot and swung my fist, connecting a satisfying hook to his jaw. He stumbled backward and I followed up, throwing jabs at his ugly face.

My first hit was also my last. The man knew how to fight. I swear he suddenly sprouted four arms and began throwing punches with all of them. They came at me from everywhere and I was always reacting to the last hit instead of anticipating the next. He drove fists into my gut, my cheeks, my jaw, my eyes. I staggered, swaying, determined to stay upright, but I went down, crumbling to my knees. I rose quickly and swung but he was ready. He was experienced. He ducked under and came up under my jaw. I tasted blood. I collapsed to the asphalt, stunned. The houses around me seemed to tilt and spin.

Hands pulled me back. I lifted dazed eyes to see Kira, serious and indomitable, pulling me away from him with one hand while pushing on his chest with another.

“Stop it!” she shouted. “Are you children? Back off, Mitch.”

He listened, taking a cautious step back. Kira helped me stand.

“He came at me,” Mitch said. “He started it.”

“Yeah,” Kira said. “I’m not surprised. He’s been a real asshole lately. Even to those he says he cares about. Running the engine like that this late in the evening is a dick move, Mitch, but hardly worth getting in a fist fight over. Help me. He’s bleeding. I need to get something on that cut under his eye.”

“I’ve got a first aid kit in the house,” Mitch said.

Funny how a woman can drain the rage from a man. Mitch was already docile. I felt stupid. Kira helped me take a step.

“Lead the way, Mitchel,” she said. “I might be furious with the man, but I still love him, and all I have at home are Band-Aids.”

I walked on wobbly legs, supported by my wife. Mitch led us into his house and to the bathroom. Tabitha came out of her room to see what was going on but quickly retreated when she saw Kira and me. My wife flashed a disappointed look at the young lady and Tabby closed her bedroom door and locked it. Kira gave me a scornful look.

“I should have knocked the jerk out,” Mitch said, opening the bathroom door. “Come at me like that. Who does he think he is? A man has the right to run his home as he sees fit. The first-aid kit is under the sink.”

“Jeff doesn’t know how to fight,” Kira said, opening the cabinets. “He’s just angry. He did something stupid and now he’s angry about it.”

“Shit,” Mitch chuckled. “We’re all guilty of that. If I picked a fight every time I did something stupid, I’d be Mike Tyson.”

Mitch laughed at his own dumb joke and Kira laughed with him. Their eyes met. My wife dropped her gaze to his bulky, muscular body. The man wore jeans and a tight, dirty T-shirt.

“You must work out a lot,” Kira told him.

“Every day. I got a gym set up in the backyard.”

My wife placed a gentle hand on his forearm. She slid up to his bicep and squeezed, then continued to his shoulder. What the fuck was she doing?

“Your muscles are so big,” she said.

“My muscles aren’t all I got that’s big,” he laughed. “I’m big all over, if you know what I mean.”

“Is that true?” my wife asked. “Men brag so much about everything. Why should I believe you?”

She bent to pull the first-aid kit from under the sink. Mitch studied her face, then studied mine. He shrugged.

“Say the word, Kira. I got the proof right here.” He patted the front of his pants. “I’m happy to prove my boast but then I think your man will start throwing punches again. though, I think.”

“No,” she stated. “He’s won’t. He’s going to sit on that toilet seat and do nothing while I bandage his eye. Go ahead and show me. I’m curious now.”

She nudged me towards the toilet. I sat. Mitch grinned like an idiot. Kira opened the kit and withdrew the tube of Neosporin. She pressed my cut with gauze, sending pain lancing through me, then applied some salve.

“Go ahead,” she told him. “Like I said, you’ve made me curious. Shut the door and show me. We don’t want Tabitha to get involved.”

He shut the door behind him. Without hesitation, he unbuckled his pants and pushed them to his knees, freeing his soft cock and balls. Fucking hell. He was big. He had a scrub of coarse pubic hair at the root and then inches of limp dick hanging. His thick thighs pushed his scrotum forward so the shaft rested on his ball sack, head dangling in free space.

“You weren’t lying,” she said.

“It gets bigger,” he joked. “Send your man home and I’ll show you.”

Kira stared at his dick.

“No,” she said. “Jeff doesn’t need to leave. Jeff will sit right there and take it like a man. Go ahead, Mitch. Play with your cock a little. Make it stand up nice and pretty. Jeff won’t try shit, will you, Honey?”

So. This was my punishment.

“No,” I admitted.

“No, what?” she asked.

“No, I won’t try shit.”

I bit the words off. Why did it have to be Mitch? I would never live this down. Ever. The big man chuckled.

“There’s more going on here than I know about,” he said. “There’s some married shit going down. I get it. I’ve pissed off a wife or two. You guys are working something out but I’m okay with that. I’ve had my eye on you for a long time, Kira. You are a smoking hot babe. You are hot as fuck. Your sundresses have made summer my favorite season.”

He liked the fact that I was there. I saw it in his eyes. He loved doing this in front of me, rubbing my nose in it. How many times had we quarreled over the years? Now my wife is telling him to play with his cock and make it grow before her eyes. Goddamn this bullshit. He pushed his pants lower and took his heavy dick in hand. He licked his lips, ogling Kira and occasionally glancing at me. He stroked slowly, his attention jumping from Kira to me and back again.

“Help me out,” he told her after a few minutes.

“How so?”

“Give me a treat. You show me something like I’m showing you. Let me get a look at what you’re hiding. I know you have a dynamite body. Let’s see some of it.”

She thought about his request.

“That’s fair,” she soon said.

She returned the Neosporin to the kit and reached for the buttons on her top. My heart froze. I’d fucked up by having sex with Tabitha, and I’d take my punishment like a man, but, Jesus Christ, did it have to be Mitch? The man was my worst enemy.

Kira opened her shirt to reveal a lacy red bra. Lacy red bras are not her normal attire. With a flash of understanding, I realized she’d made a quick change of clothing just before Mitch knocked me to my knees. She’d been watching our altercation out the front window and seen what was going down and knew I would lose. Here, she recognized, was an opportunity to even our score. I was sure, if and when we got to her pants, we’d discover lacy red panties that matched the bra.

We all froze at a knock on the bathroom door.

“What’s going on in there?” Tabitha said.

“Jeff hurt himself,” Kira replied. “I’m treating his cut.”

“That takes all of you?” Tabby asked.

We were silent for a moment. What do we say?

“Yes,” Mitch replied.

“Weird.” Tabitha said.

We heard footsteps heading back to her room. Her door closed. Kira removed her shirt and gave Mitch a moment to stare at her fine tits. She then reached behind to unfasten her bra. Mitch burned holes through my wife. Kira popped the clasp and held the bra over her breasts, drawing the see-through material away slowly, like a stripper.

“Those are fucking nice,” Mitch said. “I knew they would be.”

“You’ve been watching me?” Kira asked.

“For years. Since the day I moved in. I’ve tried flirting with you, hoping you were one of those wives that cheat, but you ignored me.”

“Yeah,” Kira drawled. “Cheating is not my thing.”

Mitch caught her inflection and paused. He gave me a knowing and judgmental look. Now he knew the basics of what I’d done to Kira, even if he lacked the details.

“Like I said,” Mitch continued. “Summer is best. You wear light dresses or short skirts and small tops. Sometimes, if you’re working in the yard, you’ll wear a bikini top with your shorts. I’ll grab my binoculars and watch you out the kitchen window.”

“Pervert. Are they as nice as you’d hoped?”

“Better. Bigger up close. Nicely shaped. Firm.”

Mitch had taken his thick cock in hand and slowly stroked while ogling Kira. She watched him intently, his rough, manly hand sliding up and down the veiny length. He was gaining length and thickness, blue threads rising along the shaft. She seemed mesmerized. She watched him for a time and then reached a decision. She began to unbutton her pants.

“Get out of those clothes,” she told him.

My mind wailed. My worst nightmare was coming true. Mitch grinned like an idiot, smiling at me because he knew what was about to happen. He’d guessed correctly I’d cheated on her and that made all this fair. I could wipe that grin off his face by revealing it had been Tabitha I’d fucked, but then everything would crash. Kira’s payback would end. Our marriage would end. I’d find myself in another fight with Mitch, a fight we all now knew I’d lose. Tabitha would suffer terribly. I couldn’t bring all that down on us.

In moments they stood naked beside me. Mitch had kicked his pants off and rested his hands on his bare hips, his half-erect dick inches from my face. I tried to avoid looking at the thing, but my wife studied it.

“Sit on the bathroom counter,” she told him, and he eagerly complied.

She stepped closer and took his hand, placing the palm over her nipple. He gently squeezed. She lifted his balls off the marble counter, gauging their weight. Her hand moved from there to the true object of her affection, sliding up to grip his swelling shaft. He filled her hand.

“I knew you had a big one,” she chuckled.

“How could you possibly know that?”

“A girl can tell. Mostly your confidence, your certainty around me. Your attitude was always like if I only knew what you had in your pants, I’d cheat on Jeff with you.”

He laughed.

“You’re right. I was thinking that.”

Kira curled her fingers around the shaft, pulling loose skin towards the head. She tugged towards his balls and then lowered her mouth to slip the bulbous helmet between her lips. Mitch looked surprised, like he didn’t believe she’d take things this far.

“God damn,” he rasped, looking at me. “I don’t know what you did, but I’m real glad you did it.”

Kira rested her elbows on his naked thighs and pushed her mouth down his length, stretching her lips around his girth, taking all she could handle. Her throat bulged. A vein rose along her neck. Her face turned rosy, but she forced herself lower, gagging with his meat stuffed in her mouth. Mitch watched with wonder as his cock disappeared.

“I’ve imagined this a million times,” he muttered.

Kira popped him out of her mouth.

“Is that true?” she asked.

“Yes. I jack off to you often.”

My wife smiled.

“I like that,” she said.

Kira pushed her mouth about halfway down his dick and then forced herself lower still, trying to reach his balls, using all the tricks Gia had shown her. Mitch groaned. The sound of his pleasure made Kira groan too. She began to move faster, fucking her mouth on him, sucking while inside her tongue teased his hard inches. She lifted his balls in one hand while circling his shaft with the other. Mouth and hand worked together, bobbing and stroking and sucking. She wanted his load.

“I want to cum in your mouth,” he murmured. “Is that all right?”

My wife moaned, an obvious yes. He rested his hands on her rising and falling head and locked eyes with me. I held his gaze for a moment but found myself irresistibly drawn to his cock and her lips stretched around him. She may have started all this to teach me a lesson but now she was all in. She sucked his big cock with real desire. He looked a little bit longer than me but much thicker. His size turned my wife on. To suck his cock in front of me turned her on too. I was filled with agony to see his gleaming shaft slip and slide in and out. How many times had I argued with the man, almost coming to punches being thrown? Now he sat smugly as my loving wife serviced his hard dick. She worked hard at it, taking all she could until she choked, then sucking hard as she drew her mouth up its length. He gleamed from her saliva, penis arching up from his lap, throbbing, angry. The head sat atop the pillar like a plum. My wife leaned away to admire her handiwork. We all stared at his erection.

Kira hooked a hand behind his neck and pulled him off the counter, shoving him to the bathroom floor. He knew what to do, pressing a thumb along the top of his cock to make himself stand straight up. Kira straddled his hips and lowered her cunt, guiding him in as she enveloped his straining cock with her body. In a single moment, my enemy had entered my wife. Kira shuddered with pleasure, jaw slack.

“That’s a thick piece of meat,” she rumbled.

“Yeah, my dick is never what the bitches complain about.”

Kira snorted a laugh.

They laced fingers, his elbows on the floor. She pushed her hips all the way down, sheathing every inch of the man inside her. Her nipples stiffened on their own. She lifted her ass, drawing her cunt up his shaft, and then sat once more, enclosing his cock in her warm, wet, tight flesh.

Their twin moans of delight lanced right through me.

Kira leaned over and kissed him. She settled to her knees, now using her rising and falling ass to drag her pussy up and down his length. She was fucking the man right in front of my face. He grabbed at her bouncing breasts and stuffed each nipple into his mouth, taking turns, sucking hard.

“Cum in me,” my wife pleaded. “I want you to take this pussy. I want you in me. I want us all to know you’re in there.”

He snickered.

“Are you sure, Kira?” he asked. “I have six kids already. I do not need a seventh. I look at a woman funny and she gets pregnant. That’s potent seed I’ll pump into you.”

“I’m sure,” Kira groaned. “I want it. I’m giving my pussy to you.” For a woman seeking revenge, my wife was doing an excellent job. “Let me orgasm first,” she gasped. “Then you can.”

He turned his face to me.

“I don’t know what you did wrong,” he said. “But I’m glad you did it.”

He wrapped his arms around her, holding her body in place while he thrust up into her. His cock was a piston pumping her tight hole and she soon cried out, forgetting about Tabitha only one room away. By now the young woman knew her dad fucked my wife. My wife went rigid on top of the man, muscles taut, face frozen in an expression of blinding pleasure. She buried her face in his neck to smother her howl. Her opening was a white ring around his fat dick. Her sounds of climax stabbed my heart. He waited until her hips began to slow and then held tight, rolling her over. With her back against the bathroom floor, he pushed her legs far apart so he could watch his cock vanish and reappear from inside her. Her cunt was soaked. He took long deep strokes, slowly gaining speed.

“Cum in me,” Kira muttered, eyes closed. “Cum in me.”

Mitch was conflicted. He wanted to fuck her all night. He wasn’t ready to orgasm so soon. Yet, he was also dying to fill her with his load. I sat there in agony, and he cherished what he did to me. Pumping a gallon of sperm inside Kira would be the ultimate win, the ultimate domination. I’d never be able to look him in the eye again. We’d never have another neighborhood confrontation. Not when he can hit me with a reminder of how he came inside my wife. Our battling days were over. We both knew it.

Kira grabbed his ass with both hands.

“I want it,” she whined.

What man can refuse such a demand? Not me, and not Mitch either. Dread filled my head and my heart as he bent her legs back and shuffled his knees closer. He bore down, pulling almost every inch out and then sheathing his big cock again. Kira writhed beneath him, clawing and mewling. He pumped faster, casting one last glance at me to make sure I watched and then his hips began to hammer, bodies slapping. Kira moaned continuously.

“Yeah,” he grunted, telling us his sperm was rising. “Fuck.”

My wife jammed a foot against the wall to anchor her body, bracing herself so he could fuck her harder. He did, rising on his knees, slamming his cock over and over. He was thrilled to take my wife in front of me. His grunts grew louder and then his body froze, paralyzed by euphoria. His face twisted into a grimace. Sperm rocketed from his cock to flood her. He growled like a bear as his hips jerked, and his ass clenched. He was blasting deep inside her, spurting buckets of semen.

Kira went wild, grabbing her tits and twisting her nipples. Her hips ground against his, feeling his spewing cock pulsate and spit. Her back arched, cumming again to the sensation of him ejaculating inside.

When they finished, neither moved except for heaving chests. His back was covered in a sheen of sweat. His awkward position made him uncomfortable, so he moved a knee and extracted his thick cock, dragging the long and slippery tube from her depths. Her pussy remained open, gaped by the girth of his meat. I saw inside her and his milky sperm swimming in there. She caught me looking and pinched her labia closed, sealing him inside.

She looked satisfied. Satisfied by the sex and satisfied with her revenge. She’d fucked the worst man possible, at least according to me, and that went a long way to placate her hurt.


Chapter 11

A week. Seven goddamn days in a row and counting.

Kira invited him to our place the day after they fucked. He quickly agreed. He was under our roof only minutes before she asked him to strip. He quickly agreed to that, too. She did the same thing the next day, establishing a routine. Mitch would come home from work, check on Tabby, and then come to our place, leaving his clothes in the living room. Kira joined his nakedness or wore one of the see-through teddys she owns. He walked around like he owned the place, big dick swinging. He acted like he owned my woman, too. I questioned Kira about why she wanted him naked.

“I am ashamed to admit,” she’d said. “That the sight of that big dick makes me horny. I see his cock just hanging there and a need takes root. I’m amazed that a piece of meat like that is walking around under our roof. I can have it whenever I wish. I never considered myself one of those women who get visually aroused, but I guess I am.”

Kira had let me know that she would forgive me, in time. She said Tabitha would tempt any man. The young woman was only learning her power and my wife didn’t blame her for using it. But her trust in me had been shattered. Rebuilding would take time. I assured her none of the trysts I had allowed were with the intent of sneaking something for myself, that the sex with Tabby had been utterly spontaneous. She was coming around to believe me, but it was taking a while.

We told Mitch nothing.

I was standing at our kitchen sink eating an orange when a knock on our front door startled me. I tossed the peel in the trash and rinsed my fingers, then moved to the living room.

Mitch.

Again.

“Kira called,” he said, breezing by. “Some dude at work got her horny and she wants me ready when she gets home.”

I gestured at the living room, closed the front door, and followed. I took my favorite chair. Football played on the widescreen. Mitch stood by Kira’s chair and began to undress. He gets a perverted thrill from rubbing my nose in it. He folded his clothing as he disrobed, placing his boxers atop the small pile. I tried so hard not to glance at his dick but failed. How could I not look at the thing? Kira was smitten. His size, combined with a natural roughness in the way he handled her, had my wife wet all day. He tried to act casually, but I knew inside he was ecstatic. This was better than any argument on the lawn. He was in my house and soon to be in my wife. He dropped into the recliner and grabbed the remote, changing the channel to Jeopardy.

“I was watching the game,” I complained.

“I’ll put the game back on. I hear her car pulling so I can’t watch long. She’ll want this right away.”

He tugged his dick and wagged it at me. Asshole. He continued to play with the thing, gaining size for when Kira opened the front door. He gripped the shaft and pulled, then squeezed, preparing his cock. We heard the door to the garage open and close and her heels on the tile as she entered the house. She stepped into the living room, smiled at me, and then swung her eyes to his dick.

“I am a lucky, lucky woman,” she chuckled.

She kissed my cheek and then my lips and then moved to him. She hefted his soft cock and heavy balls on a palm.

“Would you like to take a shower with me?” she asked.

“I’d love it.”

“We won’t be long,” she said to me. “Maybe once I’ve freshened up you can join us in the bedroom. If you’re in the mood.”

I knew this was her way of bridging the distance and weaning herself off Mitch. Including me in their sex was something new. Mitch wouldn’t like it, but he’d ride this train as long as he could. He knew this was temporary. Her invitation to me showed her fascination with him was waning.

“I’d like that,” I said. “Let me know when you’re ready.”

He followed her to the master bathroom. I remained behind in the living room, trying to watch the game. Her occasional laughter drifted down the hallway. I heard the shower come on. I also heard a light tapping on my front door. I answered it and found Tabitha on my doorstep.

“Hi,” she said.

I gawked before I could stop myself. She wore a simple white T-shirt and no bra, cut-off denim shorts with pockets sticking out. She was the quintessential Hot Young Babe found on every beer poster across the nation. The full round globes of her breasts stretched the thin cotton, topped by slightly higher bumps of her puffy nipples. I wanted to rip her clothes off and fuck her brains out. The girl screamed sex.

“Is my dad here?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Is he fucking your wife? Is he fucking Kira?”

“Yeah.”

“Right now?”

“Yup.”

“She found out about us?”

“Yes. She saw your email.”

“Shit. Sorry. I know she hasn’t told my dad. You know she’s just using him to get back at you because you guys hate each other. Women are like that.”

“I’ve learned.”

“Fuck. I am so sorry.”

“Not your fault. What can I do for you, Tabby?”

She chewed a lip.

“I kind of have a boyfriend now.”

“I’m happy for you, Honey. I hope he makes you happy.”

“He does, but he’s been hinting about sex. We haven’t done anything yet. That’s why I’m here. I’ve been avoiding that with him because I don’t know anything. He’s older, in college, and I want to avoid looking stupid or childish. Anyway, can you help me?”

“Of course. What do you need from me?”

She got bashful.

“Lessons. I want you to teach me how to fuck. I want to learn how to suck a dick, but I mean really well. I want to be amazing. You know a lot and we’ve already hooked up once so I thought it would be easy. You know, comfortable.”

Dear God. I ran my eyes over her again. Was this some fucked up test? Did Kira put Tabby up to this? If she did, I was going to fail.

“I’d love that,” I said. “You’re absolutely beautiful, Tabitha. There’s no way I can refuse, even if I wanted to, which I don’t.”

“I don’t want to make trouble.”

I shook my head.

“The trouble was the secrecy. The trouble was the lies. If I allow Kira a new man from time to time, she’ll allow me a new lover too. I just can’t lie about it. That was the problem.”

“My dad cannot find out.”

“Agreed. That would be bad for everyone.”

She took a step inside to kiss my cheek.

“I’ve got to go,” she said. “Thanks for everything.”

I watched her ass walk away. What a fucking babe. My luck was off the chart. I returned to my game and soon heard Kira call me to the bedroom.

Things were looking up.

Until I got to the bedroom.

Both were nude and on the bed Kira and I share every night. My wife sucked his cock with fevered abandon. Nothing leisurely or tender about it. She was starving, ravenous for sperm. Both hands stroked his slippery length, twisting as they rode up and down, in time as her bobbing mouth sucked hard. The veins along his cock strained against the thin skin.

He pulled her off his dick and shoved her to the mattress, pushing one leg wide and jamming his thick cock into her wet opening. She grabbed his ass and pulled him deep. They were animals, rutting like beasts in heat. Kira soon flipped over and offered her pussy from behind. Mitch sank all the way in. I’d been invited to join them, but my passion did not run nearly as high.

I held back and watched.

Mitch had been pounding her pussy for a while when he stopped abruptly. He withdrew his long shiny wet dick. Kira pouted.

“Follow me,” he told her. “You too,” he said to me, as he walked by, headed out into our home.

Kira and I followed the man. How strange to see him walking through our lovely home with a cock like iron. When he got to the kitchen, he waited for Kira to join him. He pressed her to her knees and pushed his cock into her mouth. After a while he lifted her to her feet and turned her away, bending her over the marble kitchen counter. He entered her from behind, forcing a deep groan out of her. He fucked her for a time and then stopped.

From the kitchen, he led her to our library.

One by one, he dragged my wife from room to room, fucking her on almost every piece of furniture we owned. He made her suck his cock everywhere. He sat in every chair, on every bed. He fucked her in every room. He sometimes fucked her standing against a wall. He placed memories in our married heads that we’d never forget. As long as we lived in this house those places would always be the spot where Mitch had fucked Kira, where Kira had sucked his cock. Devious fucker.

He took our home from us. No, he took our home from me. Kira would share those poignant memories with him, probably with a little rush of adrenaline. She’d always remember the way Mitch had fucked her here or she’d suck his big hard cock there. Bastard. He sensed his privileges with Kira might be coming to an end, so he was going out with a flourish.

“Come here, Jeff,” he said, holding her foot out for me to take.

I did. I held my wife wide open for him to fuck.


Chapter 12

I finished tying the loop around Tabby’s wrist. I stepped away from the bed to stand beside my wife. Our sweet young plaything squirmed, writhing in anticipation of what we were about to do to her.

“She has such a pretty pussy,” Kira said. “So smooth and pink.”

“Naturally hairless,” I said. “Nothing grows there. Not yet anyway.”

Kira smiled at me. I’d approached her openly about Tabitha’s request, determined, this time, to hide nothing. She needed a few days to think about it but then came back with a yes, as long as she was included. When Tabby said she found girls almost as attractive as boys, I knew we were good.

We all agreed we needed to hide everything from her father.

I could scarcely believe what my own eyes showed me. Tabitha was tied to our bed, star-fished with arms and legs pointed at the four corners. Her luscious young body lay waiting. She was eager to learn.

“You first,” I told my wife. “I want to watch you with her.”

Kira may have agreed to my liaisons, but I was careful not to show too much interest in this young woman. I made sure Kira knew she was first with me. Kira kissed my lips and crawled onto the bed. Tabby felt the movement and lifted her head, gazing down her flat tummy at my wife’s approaching mouth.

“You’ve never done anything with a woman?” Kira asked.

Tabby shook her head, too tense to speak.

“Me either,” my wife purred. “Although I’ve thought about it a lot. I’m thrilled my first time will be with you. I’m thrilled that my first time will also be your first time.”

I undressed, watching. Girl on girl sex has never done much for me but it was sure doing something for me now. I suppose when one of the girls is your wife, things change. Kira began kissing Tabby’s knee and slowly planted kisses up the girl’s inner thigh, heading for her pussy. Tabitha’s cunt was a mere slit in a bald mound, no inner labia visible. She looked fresh and sweet and delicate. Kira drew closer, hot kisses on sensitive skin, and Tabby was soon panting. The young woman’s hips began to undulate.

“You’re driving me crazy,” Tabitha whimpered.

“That’s the idea,” Kira chuckled.

My wife kissed and nibbled all around Tabby’s opening. The poor girl was writhing in minutes. Kira eased a fingertip between the wet folds and Tabby sucked air sharply, exhaling in a soft moan.

“Is jeff going to fuck me?” Tabby pleaded.

I opened my mouth to speak. Kira cut me off.

“Eventually.”

My wife reached for something hidden under the edge of the mattress, withdrawing the large realistic dildo we’d taken from Gia. Kira gently teased Tabby’s opening with the tip.

“First, you’ll fuck my replica friend. I learned to suck cock on this penis. You’re going to love it.”

My wife rested the cock head at the girl’s opening and gently pushed. I moved closer for a better view. Tabby’s tight labia blossomed before the invasion, snug young pussy opening to accept the penetration. Tabitha groaned.

“That feels good.”

“It gets better.”

Kira waved me closer, pulling my head down with her own, bringing both our tongues to tease Tabby’s cunt and clit while my wife fed that young pussy inches of latex cock. Tabby groaned deeply.

“Show me everything,” the young lady begged. “Do what you want to me.”

Kira got a wicked flash in her eyes.

“Do you mean that?” she asked.

“Fuck yes,” Tabby moaned.

“You know the kind of work my husband does?”

“Yeah,” the young woman mumbled. “He got me and my friends into the music festival.”

“I want you to come as my date to the next executive party,” Kira said. “I want to dress you up and show you off. I might even share you with my favorite actor.”

“Who?”

My wife leaned close, whispered in the girl’s ear. Tabby’s eyes got big.

“Would you like that?” Kira asked. “Would you like to fuck him?”

“Yes!”

My wife turned to me.

“Put your cock in her,” she said. “Fuck her while I make her eat my pussy. The next time you have a casting party, she’ll come along too. I’ll share my crush with her.” Kira moved up to look Tabby in the eye. “Who knows?” my wife said. “You may even get to be in a big time Hollywood movie.”

Tabitha’s face lit with delight. I moved up between her legs and eased my throbbing cock into her depths. Kira brought her pussy down on the young woman’s face. Tabby lapped at that cunt like an obedient dog.

Hollywood was going to love her.


Chapter 13

Aaron tensed, ready to come out of his seat. Across the room Cate and Kira sat at a table with a handsome and world-famous man. I placed a calming hand on my friend’s forearm.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” Aaron growled.

“You can. You gave her a hall pass.”

“I never thought she’d get to use it.”

“Life’s funny like that.”

“He keeps touching her arm.”

“She welcomes his touch. Look at her face. Have you ever seen her this excited? His touch will lead to kissing. Kira will make sure of that. Kissing will lead to fucking. By the time Kira and Cate return to us, our wives will carry that man’s seed in them.”

“Jesus, Jeff. How can you sit there and say that?”

I watched Kira lean in and kiss the movie star.

“Because I’m thinking of Kira,” I said. “Because I know how much she loves this. I don’t put myself first. You need to imagine how excited Cate will be when she returns. Picture the sex you’ll have as you reclaim her. Trust me, my friend. There’s nothing like it. Instant addiction.”

Aaron settled into his chair. He sent his eyes around the Wild Orchid, noticing how everyone understood exactly what our wives were doing.

“It’s humiliating,” Aaron grumbled. “All these people know that man will soon fuck my wife. I’m just sitting here allowing it to happen.”

“How many of these wives wished their husbands were so giving?”

Aaron surveyed the club again. He saw envy everywhere.

“Cate will come back to you ravenous for sex,” I told him. “She’ll be a changed woman. Your marriage will be better. Your sex life will be magnitudes better. Look at her. Can you see her arousal?”

“Yes.”

“She looks sexy.”

“She does. She looks starstruck.”

“My wife has already fucked that man several times. I’ve seen his big cock sliding in and out of her. It’s the most erotic sight on Earth.”

“Wait. You say he has a big cock?”

“Yes, and he knows how to use it. Cate will lose her mind.”

Aaron took a gulp of whiskey. The ladies had moved closer to the man and now took turns kissing him. He pushed his chair away from the table, dropped cash to pay for their drinks, and took their hands.

“They’re leaving with him,” Aaron said.

“Yup. He rents the Presidential Suite next door whenever he visits. He’ll take them there and fuck their brains out. Our wives will return to us in the morning, exhausted.”

Aaron’s expression turned distraught.

“What do we do in the meantime?” he asked.

“Wait. Fret. Fantasize. Prepare ourselves to take back our wives. Masturbate without orgasm so we are rock hard when they get home.”

Cate and Kira glanced back at us. Kira wore a playful grin. Cate looked wicked. She slipped her arm around the movie star’s waist and hugged him. Aaron groaned softly.

“She does look hot right now,” he admitted. “You sure he has a big cock?”

“Yes. That matters to you?”

He nodded.

“It does. If we’re going to do this, and it appears we are, I want it to be as

mind-blowing as possible for her. I want her world turned upside-down.”

I chuckled.

“Trust me when I tell you, it will be.”

End.
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