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1.
I'm a wicked man, oh yes, I know that, but I dare any man in my position to be any different. It's not possible. Not when you live across the street from Amber.

I don't even know how to put into words how God damn sexy that woman is. Thirty-two years old but you wouldn't know it, looking at her. She has a juicy, round butt and what has to be D-cups. And it's not just her body, she's got these crystal blue eyes that seem to tickle your balls when you look at them and an oval face with a big mouth that always seemed to be smiling. 

That woman is every man's fantasy and I've got the testimony of all my friends to back it up. Someone so hot they shouldn't be living in such a boring middle-class neighborhood as ours. And especially not married to this dillweed professor who's thin like a bean pole, has the face of an eighty-year-old even though he's forty-one, and looks like he might be about to snap under the weight of her tits. 

So far the only theory I've been able to come up with is that either he's loaded like Scrooge, although he probably wouldn't live in Green Acres if that was the case, or that he's got a massive wiener. Given the evidence of everything, it has to be the latter. Lucky bastard.

I'm married, too. To Skylar. Don't get me wrong, my wife's a beautiful woman and I love her deeply, but compared to Amber, she's like a candle next to the sun.

I don't love her in that blazing fire of passion kind of manner, more in that familiar, at-ease kind of way. She's the person that's always there for me when I get home, ready with dinner. Or the one that gives me a neck rub after a stressful day at the office.

Skylar is the home-cooked meal. It tastes great and it's nourishing. It's what keeps you alive and gives you energy. Amber is more like a piece of candy that the boy inside of me just wants to snatch up and really enjoy for a few minutes, then discard.

I keep thinking about it more and more often as the weather gets hotter and hotter. One time, a few weeks ago, I saw her in the morning while I was making coffee. She walked to get the morning paper wearing nothing but short-shorts and a tank top. I nearly burned my hand pouring coffee all over it and spent ten minutes jerking off in the bathroom before leaving to work.

Up until this afternoon, she was the perpetual forbidden fruit. Since two years ago when the Hills moved in, I've been fantasizing on a near-daily basis about what it would be like to pluck her.

But then, earlier today, I got a text from an unknown number.

UNKNOWN: Is this Robert Matthews of 4332 Oak Road?

It was a weird text message to receive, for sure. Not the kind of crap you get from cold calls or ads. And, seeing as whoever it was had my name and address already, they knew how to get in touch with me even if I didn't reply.

ME: Yes. Who's this?

UNKNOWN: Hi, it's your neighbor. Arlen.

Oh, yeah. That is the professor's first name. Arlen. Never heard of anyone named Arlen before, but then again, I've never seen a guy like him with a wife as hot as Amber, either. Maybe the strange name was part of whatever allure he exuded over the woman.

ME: What's up?

ARLEN: I wanted to get your opinion on something

Knowing who it was didn't really help the weirdness factor. He was asking for my advice? Why didn't he just knock on my door? Or if it was urgent, why didn't he just call? Mostly, I'm surprised a guy like him knows how to text.

Nevertheless, I didn't have to do anything except go to the break room for coffee, so I waited while chatting with co-workers. Two minutes later, I received a picture and nearly spat out my coffee all over Mrs. Smith.

The sexy body of Amber filled my screen. She was in a bikini, lounging on a deck chair. Her eyes were hidden under mirrored sunglasses but she appeared to be sleeping. The bikini was blue and fairly skimpy. The top was definitely untied, just loosely lying on top of her magnificent tits. To cherry on top was her smuggling raisins.

I excused myself to the bathroom because Mrs. Smith was far too curious to get a look at what surprised me on my phone. Safely locked in a stall, I pulled the phone out again, just to make sure I hadn't imagined it.

It was definitely a picture of my hot ass neighbor sunbathing. I had the biggest erection.

ARLEN: What do you think?

The message pulled me back to reality. The one where the professor and my wife existed. The one where I had a gold wedding ring on my finger.

ME: I'm not sure what you're asking

ARLEN: What do you think about my wife? I know you like to look at her

Shit. I gulped. My hands were sweaty. That was not good at all. Had I really been that obvious in perving on Amber? 

Probably.

My day was going to end up being really shitty if I came home to Arlen talking to my wife. I would gladly have done anything to undo the last two years.

After several minutes in which I sat on the toilet, trying to come up with what to say to Skylar, my phone buzzed again. It surprised me and the phone slipped out of my hands, clattering on the tile floor.

ARLEN: She's hot, right?

Was he really asking me that? Was it entrapment? Some proof that he could show to my wife? I realized I haven't replied to him in quite a while. Was I acting too guilty?

ME: Sure, she's beautiful

I was happy with that answer. Nice and diplomatic. He was not.

ARLEN: Come on. Tell me you think she's hot and you'll see something nice

Yup. Definitely entrapment. I was one-hundred-percent sure that something fishy was going on.

However, that sword cut both ways. He kept pestering me to tell him his wife was hot. If he tried to incriminate me, all I had to do was show Skylar the messages on my end, then she'd see he wouldn't let up.

And, well, I was really damn curious.

ME: Okay, sure. She's hot

When the next picture arrived, I nearly dropped the phone again. It was a nipple, hard and perky. Arlen's fingers were in the picture, lifting the blue bikini top. The areola was rosy, almost invisible on her skin, about two inches in diameter. The nipple itself was surprisingly big, like a grape. 

My hand was shaking. Whatever the hell it was, it sure as hell wasn't entrapment anymore. 

ARLEN: She's hot, right?

ME: Yeah she is

ARLEN: Good. I'm glad you think so

And that was it.

Now I'm sitting back at my desk with my balls aching. I already rubbed one out but my erection just keeps coming back. I don't want to risk anyone catching me looking at porn in my cubicle, so I put my phone in my top drawer.

Out of sight, out of mind. Except both my sight and my mind are still on that picture. Why did he send me that? Does his wife know he took it? If she is napping, she wouldn't. 

A world of possibilities opens up before my thirsty mind.



2.
The Springfield Waterpark is damn nice, especially on a Saturday afternoon like this. The weather is perfect, just before Summer really hits. Mid-eighties, a nice breeze, no clouds. Just me and Skylar.

"I wish every day could be like this," she says, lying on her back, arms folded behind her head, staring up at the blue.

"I know. It's perfect, isn't it?"

"Not quite."

"No? What's missing?"

She rolls over on her side and her brown locks fall over her shoulder like a vitamin commercial. Good to know that the commercial stockpile of hair products that line our tub actually work.

"You know what," she says in that accusatory tone that tells me I'm being an idiot for not knowing what she's talking about.

Turns out I am an idiot because I do know what. Children. She's thirty-one, I'm thirty-three. I have a stable job as a programmer that pays more than enough to raise a family even if she quits her part-time job at the bakery. We have a house and a garden and two empty rooms that we're not using for anything important.

There's no better time than now and we both want it.

"You know what the doctor said. It will happen when it happens," I assuage her.

"We can try more often."

"We're trying as often as we can."

"I know but..."

"But what, Sky?"

"I've just been so horny lately. Maybe I'm hitting my sexual peak or whatever you want to call it. I can't stop thinking about making love and you're always busy at work and it's driving me up the wall."

"You have toys, right?"

"Yes, but toys don't knock me up. Otherwise, we'd already have five or six children."

It's an argument we've had before. One we're probably going to have again, even though we're both on the same side. I don't want such a great day to be ruined, however.

"Let's try when we get home. You look very beautiful today."

"Thank you!" she says and smiles at me.

My palms are sweaty. I can't believe I'm actually going to do this just moments after talking about having children with her. I reach for my bag and pull out my phone. There's a new message I haven't seen.

ARLEN: Looking forward to it, Bob

I scroll up to look, once again, at the picture of Amber's nipple. It's only on the screen for a split second and I'm already hard. Arlen and I have kept in the touch in the days following that.

ARLEN: Do you want to see more of my wife?

ME: Hell yes

ARLEN: I have some very nice pictures of her

ME: And you're going to show them to me?

ARLEN: Well... yes, but I would like something in return

ME: What?

ARLEN: Just a little quid pro quo. I can't help but notice that you have a beautiful wife, too

"Do you really have to keep looking at your phone?" Skylar interrupts.

"I just wanted to take a few pictures of you, if that's alright?"

"Oh?"

"Yes. I want to try sending them to Playboy, not because they should put you in there, but just to show them what they're missing."

Skylar laughed and I take a picture of her unabashed grin. I take a few more of her body, particularly her tits. It's exciting. I feel like a spy.

She keeps posing for me and I end up straddling her stomach, taking a top-down shot with her hair neatly arranged on the towel.

"Are you hard?" she asks and we both look down at the bump in my swim trunks.

"Uh huh. Feels like a long time since we've done something kinky like taking boudoir shots."

"Not since we were sexting in college. Do you still have those pictures?"

"No, they were all on that phone I dropped into Niagara Falls."

"Shame."

"I was thinking we should make some new ones. Phones have much better cameras, these days. I want to make a video of me fucking you."

"Oooh," Skylar squeals and her eyes light up. "Let's do that."

I lean down and kiss her.

We practically sprint toward the exit and while she's getting dressed in the locker room, I send two pictures to Arlen. One of her lounging like a french girl and the other a closeup of her tits. I also send a promise of more coming later.

Normally, the drive takes eight minutes but I manage it in seven. As I'm in the bathroom, dropping off the towels, my phone buzzes.

ARLEN: Wow she is hot!

That is followed by a picture. It's taken inside a bedroom. Amber is sleeping but the purple covers were tossed aside. She is naked from the waist up, only wearing a flimsy pair of green shorts. Her breasts are flawless and even without makeup, she's blazing hot.

ARLEN: Still game?

I manage to just barely fumble a response that I was definitely still game, trying my hardest not to cum right then and there. My cock is throbbing with pain.

I rush back to the bedroom where Skylar is lying naked on the bed. All the lights we have are on despite it being four in the afternoon. 

"Come on, Mr. Heffner. I'm all yours," she says, flaunting her tits.

The energy in the room is incredible and I take snap after snap of her sexy body. I've never seen her so motivated. Despite what she said, she takes charge of the session.

"Oh yeah, film my slut hole," she coos, slapping her own ass as she's kneeling on all fours on the bed, pushing her behind up all the way.

"Mmm, my pussy's always open for your business," she flirts, sitting there with her legs wide apart, spreading her labia with index and middle finger.

It doesn't take long until I can't take it anymore. I put the phone aside and pounce on her. We roll around, kissing, and end up with her on top of me.

"You forgot something," she says, handing me back my phone.

It's an incredible shot of her riding my cock, recorded in 60fps and Full HD. She's squeezing my cock with her vagina and I almost forget why I'm even recording it all.

Until she leans forward and dangles her boob in front of my face. I wrap my lips around the hard button and am instantly reminded of that picture of Amber's hard, large nipple.

Sucking Skylar's teet, I imagine that it was Amber whose tight cunt I'm fucking. I cum in seconds.

Both of us collapse on the bed, breathless, laughing, happy. It's a good thing she has no idea what a terrible person I am.

"Am I good enough for you?" she asks in the post-orgasm silence.

"Of course you are," I protest at once though my insistence is dampened a little by guilt. "Why would you ask me that?"

"I don't know. Maybe we're just getting older and that's it but it doesn't feel like you look at me the way you used to. You wouldn't be the first guy in the world to trade in his wife for a younger model."

"I would never do that, Sky. I love you and you are the only woman in the world to me."

"You mean that?" she asks.

"Absolutely," I say.

It's pretty much true, anyway. I'm not in love with Amber, after all. I just want to fuck her.



3.
The pictures range from suitable for the evening news to triple X. If someone finds these pictures in a thousand years, they'll' have enough angles and information to perfectly recreate Skylar.

I feel bad about showing something that intimate to a virtual stranger but that guilt is dampened by this intense, overwhelming desire to ravish Amber.

But I'm not just gonna show Arlen everything. No way. I send a very tasteful shot where Skylar is half covered by the blanket and she's cradling the pillow like a lover. It's obvious that she is naked but everything important is covered. I also send the next one that looks like she is yawning with her arms stretched out and her breasts lying flat against her chest. 

A minute later, I get a response from Arlen. It's another picture taken of Amber in the bedroom but this time with the flash on. His hand grips her thigh, prying open her legs. Between them lies one of the most perfect pussies I have ever seen.

It's shaved, which is already fucking amazing, since Skylar only does that for special occasions. But the real kicker is she's got these perfectly peachy lips that look like they're slightly swollen and I can already imagine sliding my cock between them to sink into that warm hole. I can't help it. I start jerking off while Skylar is in the other room, watching TV.

I don't get very far before the next messages trickle in.

ARLEN: Wow your wife is stunning

ME: Likewise

ARLEN: I'm sure you already guessed that this was working up to something bigger
ARLEN: I must confess that I've been fantasizing about sleeping with Skylar for months
ARLEN: And I've seen the way you look at my wife so I can safely deduce the feeling is mutual, no?

It hasn't occurred to me at all. The thought of someone like him sleeping with Skylar makes my skin crawl. I get that it's very ironic for me to feel that, but that is the case. None of my plans of fucking Amber ever included my wife being in on it.

That's just not who Skylar is.

ME: I don't think my wife would be interested in that at all

ARLEN: Oh, of course not. I'm just proposing an opportunity

ME: What kind of opportunity?

ARLEN: I haven't worked out the details yet but I want to an arrange an evening where you are alone with Amber and vice versa
ARLEN: And on that evening, you can attempt to seduce her. If she's interested, you can sleep with her

ME: And if not?

ARLEN: If not, then nothing happens and we know that there's no chance of it happening but at least we tried

Is he serious? The stuffy, archaic professor thinks that he has a legitimate shot at seducing Skylar? He must not know anything at all about her. She's a good person through-and-through. I know she would never cheat on me, ever. 

The thought of Arlen sitting in his tweet jacket at a bar, trying to chat up my wife is comical. Totally absurd.

Not that I know much more about Amber, of course. For all I know, she could be an ice-queen that doesn't even put out for her husband.

A light bulb flickers on above my head. Of course! The old goat wasn't getting any pussy from his own wife, that's why he's fantasizing about mine. And now he thinks that she won't spread her legs for anyone but that's where he's wrong. Amber is probably more than willing to fuck the first guy that shows her some attention.

I just have to smile at the whole situation. I can actually fuck Amber with practically no repercussions except for an embarrassing story from Skylar about how the weird neighbor tried to chat her up.

It's perfect.

ME: Okay, I'm interested

ARLEN: Really?

ME: Yeah. But no funny business, just honest flirting

ARLEN: Naturally. If it doesn't happen, it wasn't meant to be
ME: Right

ARLEN: Wonderful! I will think of a good way to arrange it
ARLEN: In the meantime...

A video appears. The thumbnail is already enough to bring my erection roaring back. I tap on it.

Arlen slides his middle finger into Amber's vagina. It comes back out covered in mucus, clinging to her bare labia. He slides it in again.

"Mmmm," Amber moans softly but she doesn't move.

I can't tell if she's awake or not. I don't care. The video is only about ten seconds long and by the third time it repeats, I blow my load. What an incredible rush!

I wonder how long it's gonna be before I slide my hard prick into that very hole and in a moment of good spirits, I reply with a couple pictures of Skylar on all fours, flashing her pussy. I don't care if that idiot jerks off to it or not. He's never gonna have the real thing anyway.



4.
I stand outside the Green Lemon, our favorite hangout joint, except today it's just me. I'm all dressed up in my finest Sunday clothes, which are actually a touch less formal than my office clothes. No tie but instead a nice blazer.

Definitely overdressed for the Green Lemon, it's more of a middle-class sports bar without the sports, but I want to make a great impression for exactly one person in there. I double check my appearance using my phone's camera, then tap a quick message to my wife.

ME: Shit having car trouble, gonna run late

At the moment, she's on the other side of Springfield at the Tiki Tavern, a cheesy theme bar. Waiting for me to arrive. Unfortunately, my car is going to run into even more trouble and I'm going to have to cancel our date, after which she'll have the evening to herself.

But all that doesn't matter anymore. I push that deep down and head inside the Green Lemon.

There she is, sitting next to an empty stool at the bar. Amber. She lights up the place like a sunbeam. The Green Lemon is fairly packed but not too loud, which is good. Not exactly a romantic atmosphere, but given the circumstances, it's the best I can hope for.

I take a deep breath and pat down my clothes just to make sure everything is still neat and proper. The most important part is confidence. Don't let her see how nervous I am. Make her want me.

Without asking, I slide onto the stool next to her. "Hey, Amber, surprised to see you here." I turn to the bartender. "Just a coke, thanks."

"Oh," Amber says, slightly startled. She's all dolled up with makeup and wearing glittering, red earrings. "It's Bob, right?"

"Yeah, Bob Matthews, we live across—"

"—the street, yes," she finishes. I offer her my hand and she shakes it. Her skin is soft and I can feel the electricity in her touch. "Sorry, I know who you are, you just caught me off-guard."

"My apologies," I say, sending my most dazzling smile in her direction. The bartender drops off my coke and I give him a nice tip. Don't want him messing up anything.

"It's quite alright, it's good to finally see a friendly face," she replies as if that hasn't been the case so far. She's definitely studying that friendly face, looking at me like a painting in a museum.

"Finally?"

"I was supposed to go out with my husband—you met him before, right?"

"I believe so. Arlen." She relaxes a little when she hears me say the name. That's good. She knows I'm someone she can trust.

"Yeah. Except his car broke down and he's running late. So far I've had three guys try to hit on me, can you believe it?"

"Hope I'm not being too forward but that's not really a surprise for someone who looks like that."

I can't believe it. Amber actually blushes. It's adorable and alluring at the same time. I wonder what her reaction would be if I told her I've seen a video of Arlen fingering her cunt. 

"Oh, um, that's—really?"

"Yeah. You seem surprised?"

"A little. I'm not really used to get that much male attention and Arlen isn't really the type to—nevermind."

"Really? I tell my wife that she's got a banging booty at least three times a day," I say, laughing.

Amber giggles like someone easily ten years younger. "She's a lucky woman. Is she coming?" she asks and cranes her neck to look around the bar for Skylar.

"No, I'm afraid not. She's having a girls night out with an old friend from college she hasn't seen in a while. I wasn't in the mood to be cooped up all by myself but I have no idea what I want to do, so I came here to contemplate my choices."

"Maybe I can help. What are your options?"

I'm amazed at how easy it is to flirt with her. Just being in her presence is a boost to my confidence. "Well, I was thinking about maybe seeing that new Marvel movie that everyone's talking about but Springfield U has a theater performance of Romeo and Juliet. I heard it's really good and I wanted to see it before the season's over."

"That's easy. Theater, of course."

"The problem is, it's such a nice night out, I don't really want to sit down for hours and watch something. I want to do something fun and exciting. Like going to Paris for one day."

"Paris Paris?" Amber asks, eyes wide, mouth open.

"Yeah, why not?"

"It seems... I don't know."

"You've never done something completely wild and unexpected? Something so crazy you think you're insane but it just makes you feel so alive?" I ask and lean in closer. You can practically cut the sexual tension with a knife it's so thick.

"That sounds incredible but my husband's not like that at all."

"That's a real shame, Amber."

"I know," she says and pulls a face. Regret? "I'm afraid it's just the theater for me."

"You're a fan of the arts?"

"Very much, I used to be in a play myself."

"Really?"

"Yeah, back in high school. Our class did Fiddler on the Roof."

"Let me guess. You were Tzeitzel?"

"Yeah, how'd you know?" she asks, totally surprised.

"You seem like the type."

"Is that a good thing or a bad thing?"

"Definitely a good thing."

"Were you in the theater, too?"

"Yeah, sort of. I was always backstage, programming the light and sounds. I'm a nerd, not an actor, that's why I became a programmer."

"Really? You don't look like the nerd-type."

"Is that a good thing or a bad thing?" I ask, chuckling.

"Definitely a good thing," she says and winks.

Everything is going great. Thank you, Arlen, for giving me all that info. I excuse myself to the bathroom where I tell Skylar that it's gonna take longer than expected to repair the car.

We talk for a while about the different sides of our theater experience. She laughs at my imitation of my high school teacher who had one of the bushiest mustaches I've ever seen and talked in a lazy Texan drawl. She tells me how much she misses being on stage.

Apparently, she and Arlen met at one of her performances. He was in the audience and fell in love with her but it took him six more weeks to work up the courage to ask her out. She says that she enjoyed the way he treated her, like a fine work of art, but I could make out the undertone right away. She doesn't want to be a piece of art, she wants to be touched and used.

I send an update to Skylar, telling her that it's probably better if we just call the night off. She texts back her regrets, saying how she's just gonna wait for me at home on the couch.

The story of how I met Skylar isn't nearly as romantic. We got matched up on an online dating service after a string of bad dates and neither of us had high expectations but we hit it off right away. It wasn't so much falling in love as building a house of love brick by brick.

It's like the rest of the bar isn't even there. Just the two of us in our own little universe. Plus the bartender, of course. I only drink coke, since I'm driving, but she downs three Margaritas, which makes her buzzed at best. It also makes her very handsy.

When she laughs, she likes to put her hand on my arm and it causes goosebumps to rise and my hair to stick up straight. She definitely notices it because she starts gently dragging her thumb across the bumps. But then the laughter subsides and we change topics and she removes her hand, until the next time.

We started out like acquaintances but now it feels like we're best friends. It's only been an hour so. I check my phone and realize it's already been two hours. I feel very confident about my chances with Amber, so it's time to tie up loose ends.

"Excuse me for a moment," I tell Amber and head for the bathroom, where I tap a quick message to Skylar.

ME: Crap they said they don't have the part. Gonna be a while before I get home

SKYLAR: Ok. I got a glass of wine to keep me company 

ME: Wish I could be there with you

I walk back into the main room of the Green Lemon and she's half leaning on the counter, grinning at me. "Who knew I had such a great guy living right across the street?" she coos.

"I know. I mean, I definitely have seen you around but I had no idea you were as fun as you are pretty," I shamelessly flirt back.

"We really have to go the theater together sometime."

"Yeah. I'm sure we can still get tickets to see Romeo and Juliet at Springfield U next week. One of the greatest love stories ever told, just the two of us. How does that sound?" I ask, laying down one of the most glaring signals all evening.

"I'd really like that," she says, looking me straight in the eyes. I can see the pleading in them. The hunger. The lust.

Everything feels right about that moment. I lean forward and she doesn't back out. She just puts her hand on her chest. Then she leans forward, too. Our lips meet and sparks fly. Like decades of tension are all relieved at once. 

Then a phone buzzes and Amber jumps like a cat doused with water. The phone is already in her hand.

"It's my husband," she says breathlessly. "He's stuck at the garage, oh no."

I groan. Why the fuck did that stupid motherfucker decide to text his wife right at the moment I'm tonguing his wife? God damn it. What a fucking prick.

"Oh," I say, biting down hard on my anger, only barely managing to suppress it.

The moment is ruined. Amber gets up and grabs her purse. "I'm sorry, I'm married," she says as if she's come to her senses. 

I don't say anything. I just sit there, looking and feeling like a schmuck. the finish line is already in sight. The crowd is already applauding but just before reaching the goal, I stumble and fall.

When I get home, Skylar is asleep on the couch in front of the TV. A half-empty wine bottle stands on the coffee table and her favorite vibrator is on the carpet.

I wake her up but she just says she's tired and wants to sleep. We kiss goodnight and all I can think about is how much electricity and feeling there was in that brief kiss with Amber and how little with Skylar.

It makes me feel even worse, knowing that I was so close.

But if Arlen thinks it's just gonna end there, he's mistaken. Amber is definitely hot for another man's cock, that much is sure. I don't mind waiting.



5.
Opportunity comes knocking on my door a lot faster than I anticipated. Literally. At seven in the morning, when I'm in the kitchen making a cup of coffee, someone knocks on the front door.

It's Amber, dressed in a bathrobe. She has a lot less makeup on than last night at the Green Lemon but that in no way diminishes her animal allure.

"Good morning," I tell her, as cheerful as I can manage it. My ears are strained to listen to Skylar but she's still upstairs in the bathroom.

"I'm really sorry about last night," she says.

"Don't worry about it."

"No, I feel really bad about ending it like that. I..." She hesitates and, curious, I let her work out her inner turmoil. "I still want to go to the theater with you," she says quickly and blushes.

Without giving me a chance to respond to that, she shoves a blank envelope at me. The moment it's in my grasp, she turns around and hastily flees across the street.

The entire interaction was weird but my heart is thumping nonetheless. I am going to fuck her. 

"Who was that?" Skylar asks, coming down the stairs in her own bathrobe. 

I whirl around and stuff the envelope into my back pocket. Do I lie to her? Did she see who it was? Did she hear Amber's voice? It's too risky. "That was Mrs. Hill from across the street."

I expected a lot of things but I did not expect Skylar to wince and pull a face like she just found out her parents died. 

"What's wrong?" I ask, closing the door behind me.

"She wasn't... upset, was she?"

"No, she just came by to say that the mailman had accidentally delivered a letter to them that was meant for us and she accidentally opened it, but it was just spam." I pat myself on the back for coming up with that on the spot.

"Oh. Good."

"Does she have a reason to be upset?" I probe. As far as I know, the two of them aren't really in the same circle of friends. Also, now that I'm definitely gonna bone her, I don't want there to be a chance that Skylar finds out.

"Yes, no, I don't know, it's embarrassing."

"What is?" I press, genuinely curious. Arlen never told me what happened last night.

"Promise not to get upset?"

"Sure."

"Promise not to laugh?"

"I'll try my best."

"I ran into her husband last night."

"Where?" I ask, feigning innocence.

"At the Tiki Tavern. I think he was trying to hit on me or something."

"He was?" I ask, trying my best not to laugh. Whatever happened must have been exceptionally clumsy. If it had been even a little bit charming, Skylar might not have told me.

"It was so embarrassing. He kept telling me about how he and wife are on a dry spell and at first, I thought he was just venting but then he kept repeating it over and over until—ew!" she says, raising her hands in disgust.

Now I actually laugh. Arlen, you idiot. It does confirm my suspicion, though. The two of them definitely aren't fucking, which does not surprise me whatsoever.

Am I the first guy that Amber is gonna cheat on him with? The thought is titillating. To be the first cock to free her from her chains of marriage. The powerful dick of liberty. I'm like a superhero. 

"I thought maybe they fought and now she's upset at me. You sure she wasn't angry?"

"Not in the least. I think you're in the clear."

She rushes toward me and I hug my wife. We stand there for a minute, rocking together. My dick is rock hard and surely she has to notice it but she doesn't say anything.

"We're never gonna end up like those two, are we?" she asks quietly.

"Of course not."

"Good. I can't bear the thought of you ending up in some rinky-dink bar, chatting up women while I'm stewing at home."

A pang of guilt hits me. That's exactly what I'm doing. "I'd never do that to you, Sky," I lie to her and she relaxes.

A few minutes later, on my way to work, I pull into the parking lot of a vacated Blockbuster and reach into my back pocket. The envelope isn't addressed to anyone. Inside is just a piece of folded paper.

You are cordially invited to
a private re-enactment of
Romeo + Juliet

performed by a surprise cast
of very motivated actors

Tonight, 8:00 PM
Hotel Gideon, 19 Washington Ave

It's all handwritten with gold ink. Tonight! It's gonna happen tonight!

Overcome by an assault of lust, I unzip my pants and jerk off right there in the abandoned parking lot.



6.
I stand in the ornate lobby of Hotel Gideon, looking around for Amber. There's a good-sized crowd in the spacious lobby. The hotel is hosting a convention for some sort of bankers, and nobody really pays me any mind although I've been there for a solid ten minutes.

Probably because I blend in fairly well. I'm wearing my work clothes, sans tie, because I didn't want Skylar to see me change into something better and then get suspicious. As far as she knows, I'm impromptu hosting a delegation of coworkers who arrived from India after my boss fell ill.

I told her it was going to be a long night and not to expect me back before midnight. That's going to give me plenty of time to work out my energy on Amber's pussy. Is she going to let me bareback her? I certainly didn't bring any condoms.

It's 8:02 PM and there's still no sign of Amber. Did she change her mind? No, that's unlikely. I saw the hunger in her eyes.

Maybe she's already in a room. I walk over to the front desk.

"How may I assist you, sir?"

"I think my, uh, wife has already checked in and I can't get ahold of her." I really should have gotten Amber's number.

"What is your name?" the clerk asks.

Shit. A choice. "Robert Matthews."

"Ah, yes. I remember. Your wife checked in an hour ago, she asked me to give you the keys. May I see some identification?"

Whew. That was easier than expected. I slide my driver's license over the counter and he wipes a keycard through a slot on the computer.

"Room five-thirteen, Mr. Matthews. Enjoy your stay."

I'm so full of energy I head straight for the stairs and leap up two steps at a time. To the first floor, anyway, at which point I realize that my legs are starting to hurt and there are four more to go.

The couple on the elevator looks at me like I'm insane, pacing back and forth. I just want to grab them by the shoulders and tell them that life is beautiful. The elevator dings and I run down the hallway to Room 513 and yank the key so fast through the slot it takes me three tries to open the door.

The room is empty.

All giddiness and excitement slams into a brick wall with that realization. It's not completely bare, of course. There's a bed and a TV and a table. But no sexy, tantalizing neighbor.

"Amber?" I call out but there's no response. She isn't in the bathroom or the balcony or under the bed. I double and triple check the room number. Did the idiot at reception give me the wrong room?

Then my eyes fall on the bed. There's a rectangular, gift-wrapped box that looks like it could hold a bottle of wine with a small tag attached to it, reading "For Later!" And a tablet with a sticky note on the screen, reading "For Romeo."

Some sort of game? Alright, I can do a little roleplay. Some foreplay before the main act. I pick up the tablet and pull off the sticky note.

The screen comes alive and just shows a picture of Amber. She's sitting with her feet pulled up in the room's cushioned chair in front of the drawn curtains, wearing nothing but lacy, black lingerie. A see-through bra and even stockings with a garter belt. Her hair is done up in a bushy knot.

Is it some sort of clue? I look at the chair and notice that it was moved to a different place than the picture. Then I look back at the picture and realize it's not a picture at all.

It's a video. Amber turns toward the camera and smiles.

"Looks like Romeo has finally arrived," she says.

"Amber? Can you hear me?" I ask tentatively.

"Yes, I can. I can see you, too."

The room she's in looks exactly like mine, so she has to be somewhere in the hotel. Does she want me to figure out where she is? Maybe the rooms represent houses on our street and she's in the one across from 513. 

"Where are you?"

"I'm as close as you'll ever get," she says and sits up in the chair, planting her legs on the carpet.

"What does that mean?" I ask, puzzled. Something is... off about the entire thing but I'm not sure what.

"Tell me how much you want me," she purrs.

Finally, we're getting back on track. "I want you like a man wandering the desert wants a glass of water."

"Mm, that's good," she says and unclasps her bra. It drops away, revealing her amazing tits. 

"I want to suck on your nipples. Why don't you tell me which room you're in and I'll satisfy you in ways your husband can't even dream of."

Amber squeezes her right breast. "You can't do anything with your clothes on, bad boy. Why don't you show me what you're made of?"

Okay, she's definitely still interested. Is she doing this because she's scared? Probably. It's her first time cheating on her husband and she's not quite comfortable yet. That's okay. I can deal with that.

I put the tablet down and quickly strip, having no compunction about showing off my body. Not that it's anything special and I should probably spend more time at the gym. Over the last couple of years, my tummy has gotten a little bit bigger to the point where it's starting to be noticeable.

But that doesn't matter now. It's my cock she wants and that is hard as a rock. Being a gentleman, I groomed it well in preparation, trimming my pubes down to just fuzz. As a bonus, it makes my dick look even bigger than it is. Not that it matters, of course. As the saying goes, it matters how you use it, not how big it is and I'm not that far off from average if you round up.

I pick up the tablet again and hold it in front of my groin. "You like that, Amber?" Shoving my dick at a computer screen inside of an empty hotel room is definitely a little embarrassing.

"Ooh, is that my new toy?" Amber says and giggles.

"Sure, why don't you come over here and play with it," I tease her and look down at the screen. Unfortunately, she hasn't taken off anything more than her top.

"Not just yet. I want to see if it works, first. Can you make it go big all the way for me?"

I'm a little disgruntled, seeing as how I'm so hard it's almost painful, but what the hell does she know? I wrap my hand around my dick and pump it a few times, then move the tablet closer than it was before. "You like that bad boy?"

"Oh good, it hasn't rusted yet or anything."

"Why would it rust? It gets used regularly."

"Really? With your wife?"

"Yeah," I say, patting my Johnson, "This little fella makes the missus scream with pleasure."

"I thought that... that you were more like me."

"Not at all, Amber. I think you'll find that I'm much more of a man than your husband ever was."

"If you're doing Skylar then what do you need me for?" she asks and I sense the hurt in her voice. The poor girl just wants to feel special after being neglected.

"Because you are the fucking hottest thing in Green Acres, Amber. There's not a guy in our neighborhood who wouldn't gladly sell his soul to get to fuck you. All you have to do is ask and guys will line the streets, begging to kiss your feet."

Amber giggles, clearly flattered. "I'm hotter than your wife?"

"By far. She's like a misshapen golem next to you."

"Maybe the two of us could marry and then she can have Arlen."

I actually laugh out loud at the suggestion. She's more like her husband than she realizes or it's just a cruel twist of fate that she suggests the same thing her husband did. "Wouldn't that be something?"

"If you could pound my p-p-pussy"— she stumbles over the word, bless her innocent heart— "you would leave your wife for me?"

Not in a million years but she doesn't need to know that. Once she's had some dick in her, she'll be happy again and think differently. "Of course. After being inside of you, my wife will feel like sandpaper."

"Oh no, the poor woman. What does she think about all this?"

"Who cares? Your opinion is the only one that matters."

"We could ask her," she says nonchalantly. 

That throws me for a loop, disrupting my flow. "What?" Why does she keep talking about my wife? It's a real mood killer. For that matter, why is she still in a different room?

"Hi, honey," an all too familiar voice greets me and Skylar walks into the picture.

The floor drops out underneath me and I stumble backward, dropping down on the bed. I blink several times but my wife is still on screen. She's wearing the same lingerie outfit as Amber, only her bra is still on.

"You've been very, very naughty," Amber coos.

I open my mouth to say something—anything—but the only thing that comes out is a hoarse croak.

"What's the matter, dear? Am I so ugly that you can't even talk to me anymore?" Skylar mocks.

My head is swimming. I don't know what the hell is going on. Am I dreaming? Is this all just a big nightmare? But when did I fall asleep? I mentally retrace my steps from that morning after receiving the envelope and find no gaps. 

Am I being poisoned? Is the air laced with a hallucinogenic drug that's causing me to imagine the whole thing? Am I gonna wake up lying in a tub of ice?

Skylar sits down on the armrest of the chair, neatly folding her legs to the side. Enough time has passed for me to at least accept that this is maybe real. "You're not ugly. I love you," I say and I know exactly how stupid I must sound.

"I'm confused. Do you still want to fuck me or not?" Amber asks.

"No! Of course not!"

"Uh, Bob, if you haven't noticed, you're naked in a hotel room, trying to exactly do that," Skylar attacks me from the other flank.

There's no way I can win this fight. What do I do? Retreat? Where? Where could I possibly go to escape from this? Nowhere, except straight to hell.

"I'm sorry, it was a mistake. Nothing happened and nothing will ever happen, I see that now," I start babbling, wishing I could turn on the waterworks.

"It doesn't have to be a mistake," Skylar says.

 Elegantly, she slides off the armrest, landing in Amber's lap. She sidles up to the hot vixen, leans back into her, and then they kiss. 

Now I know I'm officially mental. There is no way my wife is kissing Amber. It's just not possible. Especially not in the way she's doing it, letting Amber shove her tongue deep down inside of her mouth. I must have watched too much porn.

  The kiss ends with a smack. Amber's hand slips under Skylar's bra and squeezes her breast.

"Wha— What's going on?" I manage to ask.

"Have you ever had a threesome, Mr. Matthews?" Amber asks. Her hand slides down from the breast to wiggle inside of Skylar's panties. My wife lets out a soft moan.

"No," I admit and gulp. A wave of tingling washes over me. They want me to have a threesome with them? My wife and Amber at the same time? I'm confused but also really turned on. My cock is hard again. 

I never would have expected this kind of surprise in a million years. I went to bang the hot neighbor but it turns out I won't even be cheating on my wife. She's actually all for it. How the hell did that happen?

"What do you think about a threesome, my sweet dove," Amber croons in Skylar's ear, still fingering her.

"Yes, please," Skylar murmurs, just loud enough for the audio to pick it up.

"Hell yeah," I blurt out. "Let's do this. I got enough stamina to satisfy both of you fine ladies."

They both pause what they're doing and look at me. I point the tablet at my crotch and make a few thrusting motions. At the sound of laughter, I stop. Why are they laughing? It's not really a laughing matter.

"You really thought we want to have a threesome with you?" Skylar sneers, once the tablet is righted again.

Well, duh. Yeah. Of course. "Yes...?" I ask cautiously. 

"You think you can go behind your wife's back like this, insult her along the way, and then she'll just forgive you when you swing your little, bitty penis around?" Amber mocks.

"Okay, sure, I admit I may have been a bit callous but all's fair in love and war. Besides, the two of you seem to get along very well, so no harm done, right?" I shoot back heatedly.

"Hah! You think this just happened?" Amber laughs. She pulls her hand out of Skylar's panties to gesture at her torso. In response, Skylar nuzzles up to Amber's neck and starts licking it. "Hell no, what the two of us have has been flowering for months."

Months? They've been... whatever it is they have been doing for months? "Bullshit," I call her bluff.

"It's true," Skylar says. "She is an excellent lover."

"But both of us like having sex with guys, so I think it's finally time for this threesome to start."

Yeah, I guess I do kinda deserve a little ribbing. Turnabout. I'm not gonna be a sore loser and complain about my wife making fun of me a little after what I said earlier. Besides, I'm not really a loser in this scenario, am I? I muster up all the bravado I have in me. Let them see they haven't gotten me, yet. "Alright. Come on over, I'm ready for both of you."

They both burst out laughing, playing hard to get. Clearly, they're gonna make it a little harder for me than that. I'm starting to enjoy the back-and-forth. 

"You misunderstand," Amber says. "We're going to have a threesome but not with you."

"I don't see anybody else in the room."

"In that case, let me introduce you to Farrell."



7.
For just a split second I think that I accidentally dropped the tablet but it's just the view on the other end that's tilting forward. It's not sitting on the table or the chair like I had assumed. No, someone is holding it!

Whoever is operating the camera has brown knees. And brown thighs. Is that Arlen? No, it can't be. Arlen is as white as a sheet.

For the second time that day, the floor just seems to be yanked out underneath me. Fortunately, I'm sitting, because my knees are weak and a wave of nausea overcomes me.

Filling up the entire length of the screen is a black man's cock. Cut with a thick vein running along the shaft and a port wine stained head. It is without a doubt the largest cock I have ever seen, just lying there, lazily draping over his muscular thigh.

Alternating waves of hot and cold wash over me as I sit there, staring transfixed at that beast. White fingers enter the view. Nimble, dainty things, slowly wrapping around the base of the shaft. They look so tiny, like Captain Ahab trying to wrestle Moby Dick by himself. Only it's a black whale. Moby Cock.

On the ring finger of the hand wrapped around the cock is Skylar's wedding ring. Eighteen-carat gold. A nice, simple one like mine.

The camera moves again and I can see a blur of dark chest covered in tattoos until it comes to a rest on his face. He's young. Early twenties at most. He has a broad nose and his dark hair is woven into cornrows. He has a tiny silver stud on his left nostril. A fucking nose piercing. He breaks out into a grin and then he's gone again.

Back to his cock. With Skylar right next to it. She lifts it up and then scoops up the tip with her tongue, wrapping her lips around the big head. It looks like it doesn't even fit but then lo and behold, it pops inside.

"No!" I cry out. It's madness. The work of the devil. 

"Oh yes," Amber counters.

Another inch of that black monster disappears inside of Skylar's mouth but that seems to be the limit. She pulls it out again, leaving behind a coat of saliva that makes the dark skin shine. 

"I've always wanted to know what it's like to suck a real dick," Skylar says proudly, looking straight at me. Then she goes back to the cock, sliding it between her lips. As they mold themselves around the glans, she lets out a soft moan.

My chest hurts. My knees feel numb. My head is in agony. Is this what having a heart attack feels like? Am I dying?

I'm not. Unfortunately.

"Are you still watching, Bob?" Amber asks, saying my name like an insult. "Gimme that."

The screen shakes intensely and a second later focuses on Skylar's back. Amber walks around to the side until both of them are on the screen. The guy, Farrell, is sitting on the wooden chair, lounging. Skylar is kneeling in front of him with her head bobbing up and down on three inches of the guy's cock. It's maybe a third of the whole thing.

She can deepthroat me. I know that. She's done it plenty of times. She can fit my entire manhood easily inside of her mouth but she can barely manage a third of his. It's like a punch to the gut.

"You are such a pathetic wimp," Amber says. "I felt sorry for your wife every time we met. Remember that garden party from last year? We were talking and you were just blatantly staring at my tits the entire conversation and every time we met in the supermarket or anywhere else, you were just ogling me like a dumb brute who's incapable of any form of higher thought."

I don't know what to reply to that. I do remember the garden party. Amber had been wearing this floral dress that was so thin it was almost see-through and I could have sworn I saw her nipples.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp. Skylar's going at it, stroking his girth with both her hands, working the tip like a master. She switches it up, licking her way down the underside of his cock until her head disappears between his legs.

Is she licking his balls? I shudder at the lips I've kissed thousands upon thousands of times being used to gargle this guy's testicles while his cock stands erect, saluting the ceiling. It's so big!

"You fell for it hook, line, and sinker. Even I was surprised a little at just how quickly you sold out your wife. You were gonna offer your wife to some other guy just so get a piece of my ass. Well, are you happy, Bob? Your wife is about to get fucked ten ways to Sunday, you're finally getting exactly what you bargained for."

"No!" I protest. What in the world is happening? My palms are sweating. Everything had been a lie. The pictures. The messages. The date. Everything.

Amber laughs so loud that Skylar pauses to look around.

"I'm just teasing your pathetic husband a little," Amber says calmly.

"Oh yeah, I forgot he was watching. Hi honey," Skylar chirps and waves at me.

"Sky, please stop. I love you," I plead.

"Uh-huh yet in the past few years the only time you've been really into me was when you were trying to take nudes to send to your buddy so you could fuck his wife. You don't even know what love is. I didn't believe it at first when Amber told me that you keep ogling her and even when I saw the proof, I gave you chance after chance after chance of doing what's right but you didn't take any of them. I never even thought about cheating on you until you send those nudes to Arlen but after that, I knew Amber was right about everything. I've never felt so free until she broke the chains around my neck and now I'm going to finally fuck a real man."

I'm stunned. Speechless. Hurt. Angry. Confused. Terrified. I don't even have words for some of the emotions that are roiling inside of me. But I know she's right. I was a terrible husband. I did do all those things. I lied straight to her face, many times.

Oh God, what I wouldn't give to turn back the time two years, to before that demon moved into our neighborhood. I would never do anything so stupid again. I would have no eyes for anyone but Skylar. I'd quit my job so I could be there for her whenever she needs it.

"Well said, sister," Amber whoops. "Now let's get you dicked, this wait is killing me!"

"You?" Skylar snorts. "I've been picturing it for the entire week."

Skylar rises to her feet and unhooks her bra. How come I never noticed just how beautiful her breasts are? They seem bigger and perkier than usual, the way they were in college. She pushes down her panties but leaves on the stockings and garter belt. She's done some trimming, too. Her landing strip is gone, leaving her completely bare and smooth.

That in itself hurts. Like she's undressing for this dirtbag even more than I thought possible. She shaved off her bush for him, something she only does for special occasions like Christmas or my birthday.

Meanwhile, Farrell is sitting on that damn chair like it's a throne. He's got a shit-eating grin on his face, biting his lip while enjoying the sight of the two naked chicks in front of him. I hate him. I hate him with the fury of a thousand suns. At least I can't see his fucking nose piercing from this side. It's a small blessing but I will take what I can get.

"Okay, go stand in front of him," Amber directs. "A little closer. Farrell, open your legs to her in, yes. Okay, turn around." Skylar is standing with her ass hovering right over his penis.

"No, don't do this!" I yell. "Skylar, please, I'm begging you, don't do this. It's not too late, we can still fix this. Just the two of us, the way it's always been. Please." Tears are rolling down my cheeks.

"Sorry, honey, but this cock... if I don't find out what it feels like to have that inside of me, it's gonna kill me."

Amber cackles. "You're gonna love it. Now go, lower that tushy and claim your freedom."

"No! I forbid you!" I blurt out but it falls on deaf ears.

Skylar bends forward slightly and lowers her read toward the raging erection. Farrell is pushing on it, guiding it so it points right between her legs. I can tell when his head makes contact because Skylar jumps a little and for just a sweet, wonderful moment it looks like she changed her mind and is standing back up but it might just have been my wishful thinking.

"Hrrm," Skylar grunts, wiggling her butt left and right. "It's so big. I don't know if it's gonna fit."

Maybe that's my salvation. That he's physically unable to enter her. Then she'll realize what an advantage it is to have a penis my size. One that was made for her. 

That hope is immediately dashed when Skylar lets out a little yelp and looks around in surprise. "Oh my God, it's in! His tip is in," she exclaims, grinning from ear to ear. 

"Just barely," Farrell says, chuckling. It's the first time I hear his voice. It's far too pleasant for such a monster.

Slowly, Skylar gyrates her hips like she's somehow trying to literally screw his dick inside of her. She's enjoying it, though, I can tell that much. Her eyes are shut tight and her lips are slightly parted, the way she usually gets when I'm eating her out. 

But never when I'm fucking her. That realization hits me like a ton of bricks.

"This is going to take forever," Amber mumbles and she approaches the couple.

Her hand reaches out toward Skylar's stomach, coming in big on the right side of the screen like a giant tentacle. Her fingers start tickling Skylar just under her rib cage, where I know she is extra ticklish.

"No, no, no, wait, what are you doing?" Skylar yells, squirming left and right, trying to slap Amber's hand away. Skylar starts laughing uncontrollably and she loses control over herself. Then it happens. 

Splurch. She suddenly drops down, plunging all the way onto Farrell's cock.

Skylar lets out a blood-curdling scream of pain and I immediately jump to my feet, ready to rush to her aid. I feel so utterly helpless. But then mid-scream, it takes on a completely different tone. It's more of a low, guttural growl that draws out and devolves in a wet gurgle. 

She looks up at the ceiling and her eyes closed and her mouth opens again and she starts undulating her body like a snake. Back and forth, back and forth.

"Shit, that was a fucking hot," Amber says. The camera quickly pans down and I see that she has taken off her panties at some point too. Her free hand was working her pussy four fingers at a time, pulling out in a sticky, gooey mess. 

Then it's back to Skylar. "How do you feel, Sky?" she asks.

"I never knew sex could feel this good," Skylar rasps and each word is like a dagger in my heart. She's feverishly kneading her breasts while Farrell's hands are on her hips.

"Did you catch that, hubby?" Amber asks maliciously.

I don't answer. I can't. I wipe the tears away and sit back down on the bed. Defeated. It's all over. My wife is fucking another man.

What the hell do I do now?

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, yes. Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, yes," Skylar moans. Slow, deep moaning.

The camera turns back to Amber's malevolent face. She has a wicked grin and places her forefinger on her lips.

"Sky, watch out," I bleat, trying to do anything to disrupt them but either my wife can't hear me or she doesn't want to.

The camera moves really close to the action. I can see every ripple in her labia as it clings to the dark shaft. Her juices are literally dripping down, rolling over the testicles like a tiny waterfall. 

Amber's fingers make another appearance. She moves thumb and forefinger near my wife's hooded clit. Slowly. Darting forward, she grabs Sky's clit with pincer-like fingers.

"AAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" Skylar screams.

Immediately, Skylar jerks back and tries to up, only she can't, because she's got nine inches of Farrell stuck inside of her. She only moves about three inches up and then Amber makes another move for the clit and she plummets back down. 

"HOOLYYYYYYY SHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIT!"

Skylar starts convulsing. Her legs are trembling. She's already having an orgasm after only like two minutes of sex. Her entire body looks like it's trembling.

"Aw, shit, this is—I can't," Farrell pleads.

To torture me even further, Amber moves the camera really close. I can see her vagina contracting, over and over. Her labia, trying to push out the large object but unable to. Massaging his shaft with her pussy.

And then Farrell's cock starts pulsating too. Throbbing.

He's pumping his seed inside of her. Right in front of my eyes and I can't do anything about it. I can only watch.

Why am I watching? Why can't I just put down the tablet and run away?

My eyes are glued to the screen until both of them stop moving. Amber grabs Farrell's cock and tugs at it. It slides out of my wife like a long snake, leaving the hole with a wet slurch. His entire member is absolutely coated in white, frothy juices.

Skylar's hole is still open. It only closes slowly, as if the residue of his massive girth was still there, keeping it open. As it closes, a glob of milky white semen squirts out of her.

The camera steps back and I can see the two of them embraced. She's on top of it, his hand is caressing her chest and stomach. They're kissing. Not the slutty makeout sessions of earlier but gentle, romantic, deep, passionate, wonderful kissing.

That is, I think, even worse than the creampie.



8.
The tablet slips out of my grip and clatters on the carpet. I look around and realize that I'm not actually in the same room as them. I'm alone. By myself. I look down and see that I'm also hard.

Why do I have an erection?

"Aww, did you not enjoy that little show?" Amber asks from the floor. Her face is staring at me. How did I ever think she was hot? She's anything but. She's evil.

"Why are you doing this to me?" I attempt to ask but I don't even know if the words leaving my mouth are human.

"We figured you might be a little upset so we made you a little present. Go on, it's on the bed. I think it's time to open it."

Right. The gift-wrapped bottle of wine. I can definitely use a drink right about now. And if they poisoned it to get rid of me, I don't care. That suits me just fine. What's the point of my life anyway?

Leaving Amber lying on the carpet, I crawl up on the bed and tear open the cardboard box without care. What tumbles out of it is not a bottle of wine.

It's a silicone penis. Dark, large, heavy. It slaps against my thigh.

"The hell?"

"I see you found it," Amber chirps giddily from behind me. "Guess what, it's Farrell's penis. An actual one-to-one replica. We made a cast of it. I want you to be able to really see how big it is. You should touch it. Feel it. That way you know what's giving your wife pleasure."

I can barely fit my fingers around it, it's that big. There's no way it's an actual replica. It has to be fake or enlarged. When I hold it between my legs, it definitely doesn't look right. There's no way anybody could this under their pants. Impossible.

And besides, mine isn't that small compared to it, right? The dildo has a flared base so I can't compare it that way. I flip it around and hold it next to mine, tip poking into my groin. My entire cock's barely bigger than his glans.

No. I refuse to accept that. The problem is that it's such a weird shape and the tip is pointed, that makes it look longer. If I can just...

I push the dildo between my shaft and balls so that it's finally going to be level with the base of my penis. The ridge of Farrell's glans drags against the underside of my penis. It's like the Mt. Everest of ridges.

Does Skylar feel that ridge inside of her? I can't even imagine what she must have felt. I saw her reaction though. I've never seen her climax so hard. And it's all because of the power of Farrell's cock. The raw, masculinity of what I'm holding with both hands.

With my penis touching it, I can sense that energy. That fury. 

Shit! Far too late, I realize that I've been humping the fucking thing. A warm energy exploded out of my balls, leaving my body in an intense rush. I feel the pumping and I stop caring about anything except finally getting that sweet release.

When I open my eyes again, I see the mess. The entire shaft of the dildo is covered in my semen. I swallow and drop the damn thing. On top of everything else, I managed to accidentally spill my seed on a fucking silicone appendage.

My life can't get any worse.

"Bob?" Skylar's voice. Maybe it can. "Are you still there?"

I don't know why I return to the edge of the bed and pick up the tablet. Do I hate myself that much? 

Skylar's holding the camera and I can see her face. She's far too beautiful. Why don't I hate her? I see those soulful eyes and the only thing I can think about is those years of marriage we have together. The love that I know exists between us.

Over her shoulder, I can see Amber getting pounded. She's on all fours on the bed, with Farrell kneeling behind her, roughly slamming into her while he had a fistful of her blonde hair in his fist.

"It's so amazing to fuck him, Bob, you have no idea. The way it just fills you! Oh!" she babbles excitedly. "I feel like I just had sex for the first time in my life."

"I hate you," I spit at her.

Skylar just rolls her eyes. "Don't be absurd, Bob. Amber told me that you watched every single second of it. Couldn't seem to take our eyes off of it. And, well, I can see just how much you enjoyed."

"What?"

"Honey, there's no need to hide it. I can see it lying on the bed."

I whirl around to look at what she means when I see the cum-covered dildo. No! God damn it. Skylar starts giggling.

"Amber was right about you. You are a little cuckold after all."

"NO!" I bellow, mustering all the strength I have left.

I fling the tablet at the wall, where it makes a loud KTHUNK and the screen shatters.

Finally, at least, I'm by myself. Tears well up in my eyes.



9.
There's an insistent knock on the door.

I take a deep breath, steeling myself for the counter I know is coming. Skylar has come to laugh at her pathetic husband some more. Well, I'm cleaned up, dressed, and the dildo is out of sight, stuffed under the bed.

I take another deep breath but there's a click and the door opens on its own, catching me by surprise before I'm ready.

It's not who I thought it was. Arlen walks in and closes the door behind himself. He's looking like his usual stupid self in an olive turtleneck and slacks. He sees the broken tablet on the ground next to the table and does a little shake of the head.

Quick as a bullet, I lunge at him. Three steps. He backs away like a startled idiot but I don't follow through. Skylar is right. I'm pathetic.

The outburst sapped all my strength and I sit down at the edge of the bed again. Arlen joins me, sitting a foot to my left. 

"The girls wanted me to check in on you," he said.

"Why didn't they come themselves?"

"They're not done with Farrell yet."

So he knows. It's a tough pill to swallow. Questions are buzzing through my head but I can't even begin to sort through my thoughts. We just sit there, quiet, for a couple of minutes.

"For what it's worth, I'm sorry," he says, breaking the silence.

"What for?"

"My part in all this. Amber had me take those pictures of her to send to you."

"Why would you help her if you're sorry?"

"Because she's my wife and I love her."

"She's fucking some other guy right now," I lash out.

"I know. She's been sleeping with black studs for about, oh... eight years."

"Are you insane?"

"Quite the opposite. I think I know myself much better than other men."

"How can you possibly be okay with your wife cheating on you?"

"I'm not okay with it. I hate it."

"Then why are you married to her?"

"Ah, that's the crux of it, isn't it? You see, Robert, men like you and me, we're not meant to make love to women. We just don't have the right equipment. Black guys do. It took me a while to truly accept that, but I do. So what's the point of leaving Amber to find someone else? I won't be able to satisfy them, either. But Amber is incredibly gorgeous and we have so much fun together. I don't want to lose that. Just because we don't have sex doesn't mean we're not husband and wife."

"All this and you don't even have sex with her?"

Arlen stands up and unbuckles his belt. I'm too confused and overwhelmed to protest it. He pushes down his slacks and white boxers.

Instead of a cock, all I see a is a little pink plastic housing and a pair of testicles. His penis must be inside of that shell. There's a small slit at the front where I can see his glans. At the base is a golden key lock.

"It's called a cock cage. I can't take it off without unlocking it and Amber has the only key," he explains and lifts the plastic housing. His penis must be even smaller than mine. I can see that his testicles are fed through a ring that keeps it in place.

"You're not putting one of those on me," I say at once.

Arlen chuckles. "No one put this on me, I volunteered to do it on my own. I wanted something to show Amber just how dedicated I am to our marriage. How much I trust her. By giving her complete control over my penis, she will always know that I don't stay with her just because I want to have sex. I stay with her because I love her."

"You have that on all the time?"

"Oh no, of course not," he says and chuckles again. It's starting to annoy me. My anger is coming back. "A few times a month, Amber and I have a very romantic evening with candles and wine and music. After exhausting her with my mouth and toys, she unlocks me. Then she cleans me and applies lotion and takes care of my needs."

"I thought you said you don't have sex."

"We don't. She has this little silicone sleeve that feels just like the real thing and she slips that on me and after such a long time I'm really sensitive and pretty much climax immediately. I wish you knew how good those feel, it's so much better than when I used to sleep with her."

"You're insane!" I blurt out and stand up, pacing angrily. "Which room are they in? Tell me. I need to stop this idiocy for good."

Calmly, Arlen pulls his pants back up and buckles his belt. "I won't tell you that. Really. It's better if you're not there for the first time, so your wife can enjoy herself without worrying about you. She's done that all her life. They're gonna be busy for quite a while, it might be best if you just go home. You can wait for her there."

"Fuck you!" I yell at him and storm out the door, slamming it behind me as loud as I can.

I'm done with that madness. If Arlen wants to be that person, be my guest. But there's no way that's going to be me. The moment I get back home, I'm gonna start packing.

By the time Skylar gets home, I'll be gone and the divorce papers will be on the kitchen table.
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I'm sitting on the living room couch when the front door opens and Skylar walks in. It's three in the morning. My eyes are red and there's a pile of discarded tissues in a pile.

I couldn't do it. When I got home, all the anger just left me. Everywhere I looked, I saw her. In the pictures and the furniture and even the carpet. Everywhere I walked, I could smell her. As much as my heart hurts at the memory of her and Farrell, it still beats so strongly for her.

I still love her and I hate myself for that. 

"I forgive you," I announce, confronting her in the hallway. She jumps, startled.

Skylar's wearing a very short black dress. Her legs are bare now, the stockings gone. Her makeup is already taken off and her hair is still damp. She must have showered at the hotel. "You forgive me?"

"Yes. I want you to know that. What happened tonight was all just a big mistake. I lied to you and you... did what you had to do in order to teach me a lesson. Okay. I accept that. I don't like it but I think I deserve it, and I forgive you. Now we can move on from this and resume our life as—"

"Hah!" she laughs, interrupting my prepared speech. "Nothing's ever gonna be the same again, Bob. I'm meeting up with Farrell again tomorrow. And Amber promised to introduce me to a couple more guys. The sooner we find a steady black stud for me, the better."

"And us?"

"Arlen told me he talked to you about what it's like for him and I have to say, it's a bit too pathetic. I don't think that kind of life is meant for us. I need real men around me."

"I AM A REAL MAN!"

Skylar rolls her eyes. "Prove it."

"Okay. Fine. I'm gonna show you that I can satisfy you as good as any other man. Hell, better than any other man."

In four long strides, I cross the distance. I grab her by the shoulder, turn her around, and roughly thrust her against the front door. She doesn't protest. With one hand, I keep her pinned against the wood and with the other, I yank up her dress. She's not wearing any panties underneath. She looks clean but her labia is still red and swollen.

I push down my pants and pump until I'm hard. Oh God, it feels good to slip inside of her again. She's warm and incredibly wet, which is a good sign. She knows she can't resist me. A couple of thrusts and I've already have forgotten the horrible events.

"It's really late and I'm tired, Robert. If you're gonna fuck me, just do it already."

That bitch! But she's guessed wrongly. Her jibe only fires me up and I slam viciously into her backside. My hips grind into hers with every plunge.

She's somehow too wet. I can barely feel anything it's so slippery. I pull out to check what's going on and my cock comes back covered in a white, sticky mess. 

It's Farrell's cum, all over my penis. How many times has he come inside of her? Fertile and unprotected. Oh God. 

I can feel my orgasm rushing up from my balls and I hastily try to stick my penis back inside Skylar but I miss her hole and then it's too late, I'm spurting my semen on the back of her thigh in three weak squirts.

I stagger backward and my knees are too weak to support my body. I stumble and crash on the hallway carpet.

Pathetic and defeated. I look up at her and there's more semen spilling out of her hole. A steady stream runs down her inner thigh.

"How long is this gonna take?" Skylar sighs.

NO! If I give up now and she doesn't climax, then everything they've said about me is true. It's not! I am a real man.

And I'm gonna get her to climax. The one way I know works.

I scramble up on my knees and grab her buttocks. I dive mouth first between her legs, running my tongue through her slit.

The smell and taste are overwhelming. It's salty and soapy. I glomp down on her pussy and my mouth fills with Farrell's cum. I power through it, swallowing it all.

"Ooh, that's actually gooood," Skylar rasps.

I take that compliment and run with it, exhausting every single ounce of skill I have. My cheeks are covered in the sticky goo but I don't mind it that much anymore. The taste is something I can get used to.

"Oh yeah, that's a good spot," Skylar moans as I flick across her clit.

I ease up a little so I can lick up her thigh and scoop up some more of Farrell's cum. I push it deep inside of her with my tongue and then eat it out again before returning to the clit. 

Before long, I can feel her start to quiver and when her legs start squeezing my head, a rush of hope fills me. I'm still a real man who can make his wife cum.

After I'm done, I sit back down, panting. She turns to look at me and there's a warm smile on her face.

"You know, that was actually pretty damn hot. I think tomorrow when I come home filled to the brim, I'll let you eat me out again. How does that sound?"

I close my eyes, squeezing them shut tightly. "If that's what it takes to win you back, I will do it."

I'm ashamed of myself for even saying that. Ashamed of what I've become. 

But deep within in me, I'm afraid that if I lose Skylar, there's no hope of me keeping any other woman happy.




If you liked this story, please
check out some of my other works:

Cucked by Bitcoin

Joyce's Choice: An Interracial Cuckold Tale

Cucked on Christmas

The Valentine Thief: Cuckolded by a Stranger

Ice Cold Heat: An Interracial Cuckold Tale

The Accidental Affair: An Interracial Cuckold Tale

But I Still Love Her: An Interracial Cuckold Tale

Running For My Wife: An Interracial Cuckold Tale

The Planned Affair: A Cuckold Tale

Second Honeymoon: The Cuckold Gameshow


(also available on local Amazon marketplaces)

cover.jpeg
Clickold






