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Prologue
 
 
I know why I made the deal; money. If I’m honest with myself, I also made the deal because of Linda’s persistent arousal. 
 
She can become sexually aroused without any stimulation, climbing right to the edge of orgasm. She’d do anything, with anyone, to go over the top.
 
Now I’m sitting, hidden behind a screen, allowed to watch the devil fuck my wife. I’ve agreed to this, but when I see his cock for the first time, I know that I may lose her forever. 
 
He’s as big around as a softball bat, and so heavy that he needs to use his hands to hold it up, even when he’s hard. 
 
He’s already fucked my wife with that monster and now I can see her panting, begging him to put it inside her again. She spreads her legs wider as she tells him that her pussy belongs to him now, that only he can really satisfy her.
 
I’m not allowed to leave the room, and my cock is so hard that I wouldn’t leave even if I could. My heart is breaking as both my wife and I watch that monster push through her folds.
 



Chapter 1
 
 
I was frustrated working in a small town, in a small office. We were far from headquarters and far from our regional office. I was in the Northern reaches of the Midwest, might as well have been working at the North Pole.
 
My name is Chris, and I was just one of many office managers at a large tech firm. 
 
The only difference between those other techies and me is that I’m comfortable around women and people in general. Most of my fellow employees couldn’t even talk to our receptionist, and she was a grandmother who just wanted to baby them.
 
Finally, after two years of proving my worth to the company in Podunkville, I was promoted to assistant manager in a real city. It had major league basketball, baseball, and an NFL team that had won not one, but two, Super Bowls. This was the big-time baby!
 
I didn’t even have to tell people where the city is. They’d already heard of it. 
 
When I moved, the company put me up in a guest motel while I looked for a real place to live. They were generous, in the corporate sense. They’d pay for the first month, after that I was on my own.
 
Linda and I met in a dance club. It was a big club, with three separate bars and two dance floors, in addition to some booths around the sides.
 
Since I didn’t know anybody and wasn’t sure of the culture of my new city, I stood by the railing between the two dance floors and watched the action. 
 
I wanted to see what I could learn about the people, and maybe find somebody to have fun with.
 
The patrons seemed to fall into several general groups. The first group that I noticed were the beautiful women. There was no shortage of them, but they were either clumped together talking, in separate tribes, or being asked to dance all the time. Most of them wore figure-hugging club clothing, good make-up, and had well-tended hair.
 
The next group were the not-so-pretty women. That group out-numbered the first, but they were often in the same tribes. 
 
They knew each other. Maybe they’d even come together. Maybe the not-so-pretty women were hoping to get cast-offs from their beautiful friends.
 
Then there were the handsome men. In this city, it looked like most of them held manual labor jobs. That made sense given the local industries; these guys weren’t relying on fitness club memberships for body development, they worked for a living.
 
Once I made that connection, it made sense that the beautiful women were not often with the handsome men. If you were a stunning woman, in this environment, you went where the money was likely to be. In this case, with the not-quite-so-well-built men who wore expensive suits and polished, leather shoes. Our group, at least probably the one I fit into the best.
 
The final group, I labeled as the miscellaneous. Guys still wearing the work clothing they’d been in all day. Women who’d come directly from the school where they taught, one with finger-paint on her skirt.
 
After people-watching for a while, I put down my drink and asked one of the miscellaneous women if she wanted to dance. Her face showed shock that she’d been asked, and not by some guy wearing bib overalls either.
 
She was pleasant looking, and the music was so loud we couldn’t talk even if we wanted to, so we just danced. Sometimes together, sometimes far enough apart that it was hard to tell who we were dancing with.
 
I had two goals, the first was to check out the scene and get a handle on my new city. The second was to get laid. The woman I was dancing with might be a good candidate for the second goal, if I could work up the enthusiasm. Please don’t be too hard on me, it had been a long time!
 
While we were dancing, I saw one of the most spectacular looking women I’d ever seen outside of a Hollywood blockbuster. She was a tall blonde with perfect movie-star looks. She also had mammoth breasts which didn’t seem to be well confined, judging by the way they moved inside her top.
 
Most of the men in each of the groups were stealing glances at her. She appeared to be paying no attention to any of us. 
 
The other interesting thing was that she didn’t seem to be part of a tribe. I only saw her talk to one other person. A woman who appeared to be here with a date.
 
I went back to concentrating on my dance partner, after all, I had goals. I was making eye contact, smiling, but not too much. 
 
It seemed to be working until she said, “I’ve got to sit down for a while, maybe I’ll see you later,” and was gone. I’d just been dumped by a miscellaneous, mid-song!
 
All I could do was go back to the bar, lick my wounds, and resume my post between the dance floors. I’d only been standing there for a few minutes when I felt a tap on my arm.
 
I turned to find myself confronted by the beautiful, sky-blue eyes of the movie star woman. The lady every man was lusting after.
 
“You look lonely. Do you want to dance with me?” She asked as though there was a chance in hell that I’d turn her down. She sounded hopeful.
 
I think every man in the place wanted to dance with her. Some would have wet their pants if she’d even spoken to them. 
 
“I’d love to! My name’s Chris, by the way,” I answered.
 
“Linda,” she said, smiling. “Almost nobody introduces themselves around here. Thank you. I’m impressed.”
 
I’d impressed her! My goals shifted, I didn’t think getting laid was on the table, but maybe a date would be.
 
We danced, until a slow tune came on. Linda looked at me questioningly, and, when I held my arms out ready to dance, she smiled brightly, fitting herself against me. Those huge tits were pressed against me, and my goals began to change again.
 
Unfortunately, my cock was changing too. I was fully erect, almost immediately. My cock is average in length; maybe a little thin. I don’t know, I’m not an expert on cocks, other than my own.
 
Linda didn’t pull away, she just looked up and gave me a knowing smile before fitting herself against me once more.
 
I could feel my cock slide against her as we moved. I was afraid that I’d embarrass myself by cumming in my pants. It was then that Linda moved her head so that her mouth was near my ear. She didn’t say anything, she just groaned and ground back at me whenever my hard-on rubbed anywhere near her pussy.
 
When the song ended, we held each other for a moment longer while I asked her if she’d like to go out with me.
 
“Let’s go somewhere now and have some coffee. I want to get to know you a little better first,” she answered, still smiling that movie-star smile.
 
“Does everybody tell you how beautiful you are?” I asked. Stupid, stupid, stupid. I was mentally kicking myself as soon as the words were out of my mouth.
 
“It’s always nice to hear,” she answered with a smile. It was a diplomatic way to handle the situation, but her face showed that she didn’t believe that she was beautiful.
 
Then it hit me: she thinks she’s one of the not-so-pretty women.
 



Chapter 2
 
 
We settled on a coffee place near her apartment, and that I’d drive.
 
We walked to my car, talking all the way; conversation was not going to be a problem. I liked her already.
 
When she saw my out-of-state license plates she stopped. Pointed at them and said that we’d have to talk about that. First.
 
The coffee shop she directed me to was open all night and catered to the after-hours crowd. They all knew Linda and greeted her as we walked in. 
 
We were led to a small booth crammed into a corner. I’m sure the booth was selected for us on purpose because Linda had to slide in first. Her already short skirt slid further up what looked like a perfectly shaped bare leg.
 
Because of the size of the booth, we had to sit so close that my leg was touching hers. I apologized, but all I got was that smile in return.
 
“I liked dancing with you,” she said. Maybe it was my imagination but I thought I saw her eyes drop to my crotch for a second. 
 
I returned the favor. “You’re a wonderful dancer too, and the pleasure was all mine.” I let my gaze flash to her breasts, then back up to her laughing face.
 
“OK. We’ve established that we’re physically attracted to each other. Now tell me about those license plates.”
 
I went through the whole story of working for a tech company, in a position that sometimes required me to travel and sometimes to be transferred. I told her how I’d just been moved but that I expected to be here for at least a few years.
 
She asked me about my work and where I went to school. When I asked her, she told me that she worked here in the diner, but then became a little more vague. 
 
Later I would find out that Linda hadn’t gone past high school. I would never have guessed it. No wonder she considered herself one of the lesser women at the club. It wasn’t visible on the outside, but she carried it on the inside. A sense of low self-esteem. 
 
A different kind of man would have been mentally rubbing his hands together and plotting how to use that to take advantage of her. I wasn’t that kind of guy. I felt protective of her for some reason. She was so beautiful and obviously had above average intelligence. How could I help her? I can be such a sap sometimes.
 
We talked until it was almost light. Near the end of our very long cup of coffee, I happened to mention my birthday. Linda’s face showed signs of shock.
 
“That’s my birthday, too! How did you do that?” she demanded, as though I had performed a trick.
 
“No really! I had no idea when your birthday was. Here, look at my driver’s license,” I insisted.
 
She studied that little piece of plastic. Alternating her gaze to look at me. 
 
“Oh, damn. We’re exactly the same age. What time where you born?”  When I told her, her mouth dropped open even further. We were born within minutes of each other, 27 years earlier.
 
“Of course I’ll go out with you. I would have said yes even if we weren’t some kind of twins.” She looked very happy. 
 
Somehow the shared birthday made me a good choice for a date. Maybe even a good choice to mate with?
 
Linda casually touched my arm as she asked where I was living. The heat of her fingers caused my breathing to become irregular. I told her that the company had me in a guest motel.
 
She tilted her head as I answered her. “We’re going to have to do better than that. Would you like me to help you look?”
 
My breathing was no longer irregular. It had stopped. I barely croaked out, “I’d love to have your help!”
 
There was that smile again. It occurred to me that somehow, by some miracle, we were having the same effect on each other.
 
“Good. Who knows? We might even find time to dance together, again.” Her eyes sparkled and her hand moved from my arm to my knee.
 
I had to excuse myself to visit the men’s room before walking the short distance to her apartment. My erection was full and if I didn’t adjust myself, my hard-on would have been obvious.
 
I wondered what girls did? Linda was in the ladies’ room. Was she mopping up? Did she have to do anything? Did I have the same effect on her? 
 
Later, when we knew each other much better, she told me that she’d had to remove her panties and carry them home in her purse. Oh, how I wished I’d known that at the time.
 
The kiss at her door was momentous. We kissed and groaned for several minutes. Linda wasn’t shy about kissing. I was hard again and Linda wasn’t shy about pushing herself against me either.
 
With a sigh, she finally stepped back. Her face was flushed as she said, “I should go in now. Thank you.”
 
“Yeah. If we keep kissing like that I’m going to mess myself. In a good way,” I assured her.
 
I loved her laugh. “Call me and I’ll help you look for a place to live,” she said as she unlocked the building’s front door and went inside.
 



Chapter 3
 
 
The next morning, I thought of Linda, remembering the night before; and I masturbated. Later, I called her, my cock still dripping as she answered the phone.
 
She sounded surprised and pleased when I introduced myself. I hadn’t waited the usual two weeks, or even the extraordinary short three days. I’d waited about ten hours.
 
“If you’re not busy later this week, I’d like to take you up on your offer to help me apartment hunt. I’d also like to take you to dinner,” I said, after the preliminaries.
 
“I’d love that. How about if we get together before so I can identify good areas of the city for you?” It all sounded so cut and dry, but beneath the surface a lot of flirting was going on.
 
“I really enjoyed being with you last night,” I began. “Am I being too forward wanting to see you again, and using apartment hunting as an excuse? I don’t want to scare you off.”
 
That was greeted by soft laughter. “You don’t need any excuse, Chris. I want to see you again too. Come over to my place tonight and bring all your apartment guides and a map.”
 
She had given me another erection, just by suggesting that we get together to go over a map of the city. I wanted to see her. I wanted to sit close to her. I wanted her hand on my knee again.
 
I managed to say, “OK,” and to arrange a time. I didn’t jack-off again, although I wanted to. Just the sound of her voice and the knowledge that I’d be seeing her again was enough.
 



Chapter 4
 
 
Linda was smoking from a bong when I arrived at her apartment, carrying maps and apartment guides. The air was heavy with the smell of pot.
 
Pot didn’t bother me much. I had a lot of friends that smoked, and certain departments in the tech industry seemed to live on the drug. It just wasn’t my thing.
 
As we pored over all the material I brought, Linda relit her bong. The more she smoked the more relaxed she became and the more she smiled at me. I was getting a mild contact high from the smoke, making me relax along with her.
 
On the map, she marked where she lived and where I worked. She also circled good areas to live and places convenient to both locations. She crossed out neighborhoods that she wouldn’t recommend.
 
“And, of course, you might want to live close to me,” she said, leaning in for a kiss.
 
I was in paradise. Her lips were puffy soft. She bravely pushed her tongue into my mouth again, moaning softly. We wrapped our arms around each other and fell back so that I was slightly on top of her.
 
She cupped the back of my head as we kissed. I lightly stroked her face and neck, letting my hand trail down her side, to her hip, and then I pulled her against my body.
 
She groaned as I slid my hand under the edge of her shirt and over her bare belly. She became more and more frantic as my stroking neared her breast.
 
She wasn’t wearing a bra, and when I cupped as much of her breast as I could and felt her nipple, she pulled her head back to look at me. Her eyes were at half-mast from the pot and she studied my face as I caressed her boob.
 
“Do you like it?” She asked. “Do you like playing with my breasts? Are they too big?”
 
All I could do was moan as I pulled her tee shirt up and buried my face between her mounds. “They’re perfect,” my voice was muffled by her tits. “You’re perfect.”
 
Her hands were on my ass, pulling me between her spread legs. She was pushing her chest into me.
 
“I like it when my nipples are squeezed. I really like the feel of your hand on me. Oh wow, I can feel your hard-on.” She ran her hand over my straining erection.
 
It didn’t take much doing to get her tee shirt off, the entire time she was stroking my erection through my pants. Even laying on her back, her breasts were huge. Every move she made caused them to wobble and my erection to stiffen even more.
 
Later I would discover that I could even see her boobs when her back was turned to me. They were so big, yet firm, that they bulged out to the sides, past her arms.
 
“Your turn,” she said, as she unfastened my belt. “Let’s see it.” She pulled my pants down just enough for my erection to spring free. 
 
The sight of her marvelous breasts wobbling as she worked on my pants was almost too much for me. As I explored and caressed her tits, Linda stroked my hard-on, milking pre-cum.
 
“I want you to go down on me, Chris. I want to feel that tongue where it counts,” she said as she pulled off her shorts and panties. The sight of her light blonde pubic hair and the pink slit it couldn’t hide caused my cock to jump. 
 
As I ran my tongue over her mound, she opened to show me her wonderful, wet folds. Linda was clearly aroused, and the first touch of my tongue caused her to moan and spread her legs even further.
 



Chapter 5
 
 
We left a trail of clothing behind us on the way to her bedroom. I didn’t really look around the room until morning, right then I was only interested in her bed.
 
I kissed my way down her body. Sucking and nibbling each protruding pink nipple as she moaned her approval. I spent time on her belly and her thighs before getting to her pussy again.
 
Using my fingers to spread her open, I licked her pussy from the bottom to her clit. I made my tongue wet and flat so that I could taste as much of her as possible. She tasted sweet, except for the hint of a tangy flavor near her hole.
 
Her pussy dripped as she squirmed under my oral assault. Her excitement was building and I needed to bury my cock inside her.
 
As I moved up her body she welcomed me with widely spread legs and open arms. I didn’t need my hands to find her opening, I slipped right in her. I’d never felt anything as good as Linda.
 
She was soft, wet, hot and just tight enough to grip my cock. I didn’t give in to my instincts to start pounding her. If I had, I wouldn’t have lasted very long. 
 
I moved in and out of her slowly, all the while kissing her lips, her neck, her face. Kissing anything I could reach, while telling her how wonderful she felt, and how fabulous she was.
 
Linda was groaning and fucking back at me, pushing her ass off the bed so that we ended up slamming together. 
 
There was something different about her pussy, something I’d never felt before.
 
She was placed differently somehow. Just a little higher so the bottom of my cock was rubbing against the bottom of her vagina. The friction was different, the sensations more immediate, stronger. It was hard not to cum.
 
Great for me, but I couldn’t stretch her enough to really stimulate her. Even though my cock is slightly longer than normal, it’s not very thick. She was getting off by rubbing her pubic mound against me.
 
I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold off for long, it felt too good, so I pulled out and went down on her again. When I first pulled out she opened her eyes and looked at me as though she was going to protest. 
 
As soon as my tongue touched her clit, her eyes closed again and she started to hump my face. I could tell she was close, she used both hands to hold my face against that perfect pussy. Linda was squealing, becoming even louder as her orgasm began.
 
As she came, she forced my mouth against her clit, cutting off my air, but allowing her to rub against me until her orgasm passed. 
 
“Wow, Chris. I mean, wow. I’ve never done that before. I’ll have to remember that little trick.” She was breathless as she talked, sounding a little like Marilyn Monroe. 
 
“Usually guys just shoot off about two seconds after getting inside and then leave me high and dry. Thank you.” She noticed my visibly throbbing hard-on at about the same time.
 
Grasping her ankles so that her legs were spread wide apart in a sexy “V,” she told me, “Finish inside me. I want to feel you shoot.”  
 
That’s what I did. I easily penetrated her and started pounding her as hard as I could. My only goal was to get off. She’d cum, now it was my turn.
 
That break was enough for my orgasm to recede and I fucked her long enough for her to cum a second time. This time, we finished together.
 
As we lay next to each other, covered in sweat and breathing hard, Linda turned to me.
 
“I haven’t cum with a guy inside me in a long time, and I don’t think I’ve ever cum with a guy at the same time. You’re the first. Want to do that again sometime?”  
 



Chapter 6
 
 
We did do that again. In fact, over the next two or three years, we would satisfy each other every time we got together.
 
We would drift apart for a time. Then one of us would call the other, and we’d be an item again. Linda is a wonderful cook, and besides, we’d miss each other.
 
However, I didn’t like Linda’s friends, primarily because they were almost all druggies. She still knew and hung out with her old high school friends and that’s what had happened to them.
 
Some of them were pretty rough and worked where they could because they’d done time and rough jobs were what was available to them. Most were serious drug users.
 
I was sure that Linda was fucking most of the guys. It turned out that she was not only doing the guys, but some of the girls too. I found out later she’d even turned a couple of tricks as a favor to one of her girlfriends. 
 
The important thing to me was that when we got together the sex was almost magical. Our shared birthday seemed to mean a lot to Linda. To her, it was like we were the same person; two halves of the same whole. Logically that made no sense, of course. We just happened to have the same birthday, but to Linda it meant we were destined to be together.
 
In addition to the sex we also got along well together. We liked each other and our conversations flowed easily. Even the pauses seemed natural.
 
If we hadn’t seen each other for some time, we could restart the conversation as though no time had passed. We could pick up right where we’d stopped months before. This fed Linda’s opinion that, because of our shared birthdays, we were meant to be together.
 
We had a standing date, once a year, on our birthday. No matter what else was happening, Linda and I celebrated together.
 
I wasn’t sitting around waiting for her in the meantime. I went through a variety of girlfriends and even lived with a woman for several months. Sex was easy to find in the city, and even though I enjoyed the variety, it always came back to Linda.
 



Chapter 7
 
 
Linda loved sex. I think she smoked as much pot as she did to numb herself. Later I discovered just how much she needed sex.
 
We were at my apartment one night and Linda hadn’t been able to score any weed. We decided to drink instead and play “Truth or Dare.”
 
The one thing guaranteed to make Linda horny is alcohol. She couldn’t handle it very well. It went straight to her pussy.
 
We played for a while. Mostly, Linda asked me questions about my family and my childhood. There was nothing that I wouldn’t answer.
 
I asked Linda a question about her father and she refused to answer. Just flat out would not tell me anything about him.
 
The dare was that she had to rub her pussy against the edge of the table for five minutes or until she came, whichever happened first. 
 
I knew she was going to do it right away from the smile on her face, but still she had to put up token resistance. Then we had to get the rules straight; with panties or without?
 
I was just getting pissed enough that I said without panties. Bare cunt against bare wood. Linda looked a little hurt, like she was just fooling and I had gotten too serious.
 
She did it. She took off her jeans and her panties and lined up on the edge of the table. It took only a stroke for her lips to open wide and for the table to start getting wet. 
 
She bent forward to get more contact as she started to grunt, deep in her throat. She humped faster and a pool of liquid was collecting on the table. I could see how the edge was pushing her clit every time she slid backward.
 
Soon her hands were gripping the edge of the table, her eyes were closed, and she was seriously fucking that corner. Before the five minutes was up Linda was coming.
 
“Oh god, damn you Chris. You made me fuck a table.” She continued to hump until the last echo of her orgasm had passed. 
 
By then, I was naked and standing behind her. I grabbed her hips and pushed her face down. I didn’t mean to, but I pushed her face into her own pussy juices.
 
With her hips up, I was able to penetrate her in one push. Linda’s face came off the table, her eyes closed, pussy juice dripping from her nose and chin. Her mouth was open and I could hear a series of “oh’s” in rhythm with my thrusts. 
 
I fucked her hard. Her fucking that table was one of the dirtiest things I’d ever seen. I had one hand on her back while I pounded her, forcing her face into the puddle on the table. It was about the only time that I ever called Linda a slut as I fucked her.
 
She came before I did. She started to cum when I told her what a slut she was for fucking a table. For rubbing her slut cunt on the table and cumming. Her orgasm triggered mine and I exploded inside of her. 
 
We never talked about what happened but the memory stayed with me. I wanted to unleash that Linda again. I didn’t know what did it: the absence of pot, the presence of vodka, or just her mood. I saw that Linda again, just not with me.
 
I tried to talk about it, but Linda didn’t want to at all, not about what she liked or what she’d done. I didn’t think it was embarrassment or shyness. There was something else that got in the way.
 



Chapter 8
 
 
Linda had a hard time tempering her desires. Whenever we were alone, she wanted to fuck. She was always turned on. She was even able to have an orgasm without being stimulated. 
 
We could be sitting at a bar, not doing anything but talking, and Linda would get that look. The look she got when she was going to orgasm. She’s so pale, that when her face flushes, it’s obvious what’s happening.
 
Sometimes she’d run for the lady’s room, but sometimes she’d have to sit there and ride it out. 
 
Once we were at an elegant banquet, given by my company, when it happened to her. We’d been served a different type of wine with each course, and Linda had drained each glass.
 
In the middle of the speeches Linda leaned into me, whispering, “Oh god Chris. It’s happening,” she looked desperate as she stuffed a cloth napkin in her mouth.
 
Soon that wasn’t enough and she pushed her mouth against the sleeve of my suit coat, napkin and all, as her arousal intensified. She gripped my thigh so hard that the marks were visible hours later.
 
An orgasm out of nowhere, but nobody seemed to notice. They were too busy looking at the speaker and we were at the rearmost table.
 
“Would you fuck anybody here right now?” I whispered to her. My cock was hard in my pants, I wanted to pound her.
 
She nodded, unable to take her mouth away from my suit coat.
 
“Would you fuck the black guy who took our order?”
 
An emphatic nod ‘yes’ and the arousal seemed to intensify. It felt like she wanted to crawl on my lap and fuck me.
 
“Show him your cunt,” I ordered. I looked down to see Linda’s big blue eyes gazing up at me. She looked desperate. 
 
When the waiter came around again, Linda swung sideways in her chair, faced the back of the room, and pulled her dress up and her panties aside.
 
The waiter stopped in his tracks, looking at my girl’s red, dripping, excited pussy. She was still holding the napkin tightly against her mouth, breathing hard through her nose.
 
The waiter beckoned her to follow him. “I can help you with that, honey. Just come with me.”  He spoke as though she’d dropped something on her dress and needed help getting it out, no big deal to anyone watching. 
 
Linda looked at me, we’d never talked about other men but we were both single, I just shrugged.
 
Almost an hour later, just as the banquet was breaking up, Linda returned. She’d clearly repaired her hair and makeup, but the truth was all over her face. There were fresh whisker burns on her cheeks and her smile was back.
 
Linda refused to tell me what happened. She just said, “They took care of my problem for me.”
 
“They?”  
 
All I got back was that sly smile.
 



Chapter 9
 
 
After finally making our exit, I rushed Linda back to our room. I heard the door close behind us as I pulled off her clothing and threw her, laughing, onto the bed.
 
“Eat me.”
 
“What? You’ve been with other guys.” I was turned off by the idea but my cock hadn’t gotten the message. I pulled off my pants, exposing my raging erection.
 
Linda spread her legs wide, showing me her throbbing clit. I couldn’t remember ever being able to see her like that. “I’m still horny and if you don’t eat me I’m going to go find those guys again.”
 
“Tell me what happened.”
 
“Eat me, Chris. God, please, I’ll tell you everything,” she begged.
 
I hate the taste of sperm. When I was younger I’d tasted mine, just to see what it was like. It tasted like bleach, it was horrible. But Linda was reaching for the house telephone as I crawled between her legs.
 
I was staring at a well-used pussy. Her thighs were shiny, and her pubic hair was matted. Her slit was an angry shade of red, so easy to see on a lightly colored blonde.
 
Using my thumbs, I spread Linda’s labia apart and started licking her throbbing clit. It didn’t take long before my licking caused her to start moaning.
 
At her encouragement, I moved down; holding my breath, until I was licking her slit from bottom to top. She was stretched open and the more I licked, the more cum oozed out of her. I used the hotel sheet to wipe my tongue, minimizing the amount that I swallowed.
 
Linda came while I worked on her. I don’t know how many times. Her moans would turn into muffled screams and she’d capture my head between her thighs, then release me, asking me to eat her some more.
 
My cock was aching, hard as steel. I crawled up Linda’s body intending to fuck her like never before. But she stopped me.
 
“No, Chris. I’m too stretched, I wouldn’t be able to feel you anyway. Jack off on my boobs while I tell you what happened.”
 
She used her arms to hold those mammoth breasts together for me as I stood beside the bed. I really wanted to fuck her but I’d seen how stretched she was. I would have had a hard time getting any friction inside her.
 
Linda turned her blue eyes to me as I started to stroke my cock. Her hand was buried, once again, in her pussy. Stroking her clit.
 
“There were two of them,” she was panting so much that it was difficult for her to get the words out. “They made me take off my dress, and my bra. They really liked my tits.” For the first time, I noticed the red hand-prints on her boobs.
 
“When they took off those ridiculous striped waiter pants, they had really nice black cocks. Oh Chris,” she said, stroking even faster, “their cocks were so big around, they were like tuna cans, only long.”
 
“Our waiter went first and I helped him. I spread myself for him. He took me from behind and I encouraged him to fuck me. Oh, he was so good, Chris.” She was looking right at me as I stroked my almost ready to cum cock.
 
She was trying to tell me something. Something important, but her pussy wanted my undivided attention.
 
“He was so excited to be fucking a blonde white girl while at work. He just pounded in and out of me while I orgasmed, over and over again. Chris, I couldn’t stop cumming.”
 
“He came inside me, while the other guy pushed his cock to the back of my throat and shot his load. There was no foreplay, they just wanted to fuck the blonde whore.”
 
As Linda said the last words, I exploded. Ropes of cum landed on her face, her breasts, and finally dribbled out to land on her arm. She didn’t blink, even when my cum sprayed her cheek. Those big blue eyes just seemed to smile at me.
 
I didn’t understand it. Linda was telling me about being fucked by other men and I was excited like I never had been before. 
 
My heart was pounding, while I was physically hurting from the jealousy I felt. I should have been resentful, angry even. In a way, I was, but I was so turned on that those feelings didn’t seem to matter to me.
 
I couldn’t explain why I’d told her to show her pussy to our waiter. I hadn’t considered that he might take her away. Now I wished that I could have been there to watch.
 



Chapter 10
 
 
I might have been in love with Linda. I don’t know, we never said the words, but the connection between us was very strong. Even when we weren’t seeing each other we were somehow connected.
 
One night while we were fucking, my thin cock sawing inside of her, I whispered in her ear, “Do you wish it was one of those black guys fucking you with his thick cock?”
 
I turned my head and Linda’s blue eyes were staring up at me. She’d stopped moving.
 
“I wish I’d been there. I wish I could have seen you being taken like that.” I was still moving inside her. Linda’s eyes went to half-mast as she started moving her hips against me again.
 
“I’d love to see you fucked by those big cocks. Would you like that? Would you want me to watch you?”
 
Linda was moving hard against me now, growling deep in her throat. “Yes!”
 
We came together, the memory in Linda’s head, the fantasy in mine. I didn’t know why I’d said it, what had caused me to suddenly want to see my girl full of thick black cocks.
 



Chapter 11
 
 
Linda’s life situation was getting rough. Not only was she doing more drugs than normal, but one of her old boyfriends was becoming a problem, a stalker.
 
I knew Linda was smoking a lot of pot, and probably doing other things as well, and I didn’t like it. She knew I didn’t like it, but she felt like she was caught in a no-win situation. 
 
Drugs were used so heavily by her friends and Linda couldn’t overcome her own need. She felt that the drugs were necessary to calm the sudden arousal that she’d feel from time to time. 
 
She’d been to doctors but, according to her, they didn’t understand what the problem was. They wished their own wives had whatever Linda had.
 
She didn’t think she could work without something to keep things under control. It might have been an excuse, but in a weird way, it was a damn good excuse.
 
I’d been in the city for over four years, an eternity with my firm. I wasn’t surprised when I was suddenly transferred across the country. My first call after getting the news was to Linda.
 
“I’m being transferred, I have to contact the moving company and start making arrangements today. So, here’s my question, and take your time, think about it. Do you want to come with me?”  I suddenly couldn’t face living without Linda.
 
“Yes,” she hadn’t hesitated. We went from being occasional fuck-buddies to a live-together couple in a strange city in the blink of an eye.
 



Chapter 12
 
 
I went ahead without Linda, while she packed up both our apartments. When she arrived, I had an apartment rented and all we had to do was put up with some crappy furniture until the movers appeared with our things.
 
Linda had managed to escape her stalker and, because she didn’t know anybody in our new city, she wasn’t using drugs either. Things were better than ever.
 
We decided that we’d known each other long enough, and since we were making a fresh start in a new town, we should get married. We admitted that we loved each other, and had for years.
 
Linda cried in my arms as I stroked her hair. Just saying the words was a release for her. I’d been whispering the words to her and I felt wonderful knowing that she loved me too.
 
Linda took care of the preparations. She arranged for the marriage license and the Justice of the Peace; and within a month we were man and wife. No fuss, no big deal.
 
Nothing really changed. We were learning how to live together, and after all this time, things just fell into place.
 
We explored together, we saw all the sights and checked out new restaurants and landmarks. Linda wanted to see everything.
 
While I was working, she’d wander the city, talking to people, making friends. In a very short amount of time she was more comfortable there than I was.
 
When we caught up with each other, usually on the weekend, I was amazed at how often Linda was hit on by other men. It seemed that every day a different guy would try to pick her up.
 
Since Linda didn’t have any way to numb her sexual desires, it obviously became harder and harder for her to turn these men down.
 
She would tell me what they said, how they approached her. She’d tell me how it affected her, how her pussy would get wet. How sometimes she’d have to come home and masturbate.
 
Every night she wanted to fuck, not make love or anything like it. She wanted me to bang her. She’d beg me to use her harder; to go faster.
 
I couldn’t fully satisfy her. I could eat her to orgasm, sometimes she’d even cum while I was inside her. But she was always left wanting more.
 
We visited sex shops where I bought her dildos and vibrators. Each one bigger than the one before.
 
I’d tell her stories while she used her current favorite toy. How she’d be picked up on the street and a man, then two men, finally several men, with fat pricks would fuck her all day.
 
How they’d tie her up and pass her around, how they’d humiliate her in public. Eyes closed, she moaned as I talked, imagining the situations.
 
That satisfied her for a while. She’d cum from the combination of my stories and her vibrator. But it was like ethnic food, an hour later she’d be horny again.
 
As beautiful and sexy as she is, she was a big hit with my new co-workers. They all wanted to talk to her when the company had get-togethers, and she wanted to flirt with all of them.
 
It wasn’t limited to my co-workers. She’d flirt with any man she met. Even the guy in the next apartment, although Linda had become friends with his wife. She couldn’t help herself.
 
She’d talk to him for a few minutes in the hall and come back to our apartment to change her panties. In some ways, it was a miserable situation. 
 
Linda was miserable because she was horny all the time and couldn’t get relief, and I was because I spent my evenings eating her out. It was beginning to be like work.
 
That may seem like heaven on earth, but trust me, it wasn’t. When eating Linda’s pussy became a chore, something was seriously wrong, and something had to be done.
 
I couldn’t help her score drugs, although she could make some connections herself. 
 
She ran into the guy who did maintenance work around the complex. He promised to get her pot in return for sex.
 
Linda told me about his offer the next weekend. She was so desperate and I was so tired of the whole damn thing that I took advantage of her. I’m not proud of what I put her through.
 



Chapter 13
 
 
“Chris. I’m getting desperate,” she started. “I can’t help myself, I’m horny all the time.”  
 
That would have been welcome news to most husbands. “How horny, Linda? Are you horny enough to take off all your clothing and get down on your hands and knees?” I was being an asshole.
 
Linda stood and started to strip. First her blouse, revealing a bra that looked like it was made from concrete, allowing no way to see her tits.
 
When the solid bra was gone, I could see her exceptional boobs. They jiggled as she threw the bra on top of her discarded blouse.
 
Last came her jeans and panties. For the first time I saw that she had trimmed her pubic hair into a light blonde landing strip.
 
Her slit was a vivid red, opened slightly and very wet looking. I could just see her clit poking out from between the lips.
 
Linda dropped to her hands and knees, looking up at me as I looked down at her. Her boobs are so big that her nipples reached below her elbows.
 
“I’m so horny that I’ll do anything, Chris. I don’t care how degrading it is, just make me cum,” she begged.
 
I walked behind her and started playing with her pussy. She opened to my touch, a growl escaping her lips. 
 
“What were you going to ask me? Or is this it?”
 
“Oh Chris. Damn it. Don’t stop. You know Dennis, the handyman?”  
 
I admitted that I knew who he was.
 
“He told me that he’d supply me with pot if I’d let him fuck me,” she was panting. As she confessed to me, her pussy opened further and I watched as a drop of clear liquid formed and fell to the carpet.
 
“You want to, don’t you Linda?” I asked her while sinking three fingers inside her.
 
“Chris. Please. I have to do something!” Her hips were pumping my fingers as though they were a cock inside her.
 
“Okay,” I said.
 
“Okay? I can fuck him? You don’t mind?” she was looking back at me and her hips still pumped against my fingers.
 
“Only if I can watch. That’s the deal, Linda. You can do it, I’ll be jealous as hell, you’ll hurt me. But I’ll let you fuck him if I can watch.”
 



Chapter 14
 
 
Linda gasped, pushing herself against my fingers, her breasts swaying.
 
“How do I do it? Tell me what to do, Chris. I’ll do it.” The final word came out as a screech as Linda climaxed again. 
 
My wife wasn’t looking for a simple orgasm, she needed something much deeper. An orgasm just made her more aroused and she needed something that would calm her itch.
 
“You’ll tell him you’ll do it. You’ll fuck him for pot. But he must show you the weed first,” I instructed her.
 
“Okay. What if he’s changed his mind or wants to fuck first?” 
 
I knew there was no chance that he’d change his mind. But playing games with the weed was possible, maybe probable.
 
“You’ll wear a tee shirt, no bra,” I instructed her.
 
“No bra. Oh, god that’s so good.” Linda’s pussy was as wet as I’ve ever seen it.
 
“If he hesitates, just play with one of your nipples. Make it hard, make sure he watches,” I told her.
 
“Put your cock in me. Please fuck me now,” she pleaded, almost in tears.
 
“Then meet him back here and introduce him to me. Tell him you need my okay and that I need to watch or the deal’s off.”
 
“What? You really want to watch?” she stopped moving against my hand for just a moment.
 
“If he has a problem with that, take off your tee-shirt. Let him see your boobies,” I told her as I pushed my cock inside her wet hole.
 
“And remember. He only gets to fuck you once. If he wants more you must get my permission first. Do you understand?” I demanded.
 
“Yessss…”
 
Oddly we’d only fucked doggy style once before. My cock wasn’t rubbing against her pussy the same way from the back. It felt like I could last longer.
 
I still wasn’t thick enough, but I tried to make up for it by fucking her as hard as I could. As I drove her gorgeous face and huge boobs into the carpet, Linda went from orgasm to orgasm. Thanking me for each one.
 



Chapter 15
 
 
On Saturday Linda disappeared for a while. A short time after she returned there was a knock on the door. Linda opened it, and Dennis walked in looking very nervous and unsure of himself.
 
Dennis was a younger guy, not very big but obviously strong. He stood inside the living room looking nervously at the carpet as Linda stood next to me.
 
“Dennis has something to ask you, honey,” Linda said. She sounded breathless again, her Marilyn Monroe voice.
 
“Um. So, the thing is,” Dennis struggled to get the thought out.
 
“The thing is, Linda told me that if I want to … um … fuck her, I had to ask your permission.” He leaned toward the door as though he was ready to run at any moment.
 
“That’s right,” I told him. “Linda, do you want to be fucked by Dennis? You know that you have to be on your knees to ask me for permission,” I told her.
 
My wife looked so hungry I thought she might try to eat him alive. She eased herself to her knees, then put her hands on my legs.
 
“Dennis promised me some stuff first, honey. Then can he fuck me, please?” she was begging.
 
“Dennis, do you have something for Linda?” I asked him.
 
“Not with me. In my truck,” he answered. He was staring at Linda, who was now on her hands and knees facing him. Her breasts, even inside her tee shirt, were hanging half way down her arms. She was using one hand to caress a breast, and pinch its nipple, through the fabric of her tee-shirt.
 
“I’ll be right back,” and Dennis was gone.
 
Linda and I pulled her tee-shirt off while he was away, so the sight that greeted him when he returned was my wife’s bare tits and hard nipples.
 
He walked across the room and gave me a baggie which I passed to Linda. There was no way I could judge it. She sniffed the contents and handed the bag back to me with a smile.
 
“Dennis, you know that I’ll be watching?”
 
“Yes, sir,” but by that time Linda was already at his waist, fumbling with his belt. Seconds later she was caressing his half-hard cock with her left tit.
 
“Here Dennis. God, please fuck me right here,” Linda didn’t even want to wait until they could walk back to the bedroom. She was pulling off her shorts and tossing me her soaked panties.
 
I stood up just long enough to spread a blanket on the floor. It wasn’t much, but it would keep my wife from getting rug burns.
 
Dennis was pulling off his clothing so fast that he damn near fell on his ass. His cock was a little shorter than mine but fatter. Not porno huge, but bigger around than I am. No big veins, but the mushroom- shaped head was a good size.
 
Linda was already on her back, her large breasts draped across her chest. Her pussy was open and very wet.
 
“Dennis, please,” she said. “Fuck me in front of my husband.”
 
“Can I talk dirty to her?” he asked me. I nodded my approval as I pushed my hand inside my sweat pants to play with myself. I didn’t want to pull my cock out in front of Dennis.
 
“You’re a real slut, aren’t you?” Dennis said, lining his cock up with her pussy. “You want me to fuck you while your husband watches. Tell me you’re a slut.”
 
“Oh god, I’m a slut! Please put it in. Oh, yes. You’re so big. Now fuck me, Dennis.”  Linda didn’t want to wait.
 
I couldn’t help it; my hand was inside my pants playing with a throbbing erection. Linda glanced at me, her eyes wide when she saw my hand in my pants and my obvious excitement.
 
Dennis wasted no time, his hands full of my wife’s tits, he pounded into her. Like men before him, he seemed surprised by how she felt.
 
“Oh wow. I think I’m going to cum,” he wailed.
 
“Pull out!” Linda was frantic. “Don’t cum yet.”
 
But it was already too late, Dennis’ cock was pumping his seed into my wife.
 



Chapter 16
 
 
Linda worked on him for a while, but poor Dennis was done. He wanted to go again, he really did, but it just wasn’t going to happen.
 
As soon as Linda gave up, Dennis left. I think he dressed in the outside hall. I would guess that before he had his belt done Linda had her water pipe out and was sitting next to me, smoking.
 
I hated the smell, but I was gratified to see Linda’s face start to relax. She was still horny of course. Dennis hadn’t finished the job, but she wasn’t feeling the urgency that had been plaguing us.
 
I wondered if Dennis would be back for more. He’d either be ashamed and would hide or he’d remember Linda’s body and want to try again.
 
I was betting on Linda’s body winning out. I was wrong. Dennis turned out to be one and done.
 
If love meant that I couldn’t imagine being with anybody else and that I enjoyed every minute we were together, then I was in love with Linda.
 
Linda wasn’t big on making declarations either, but when she told me that she loved me too, I chose to believe her.
 
After Linda had smoked some, she turned to me and asked, “Chris, what was that really about? You just watched your wife get fucked by another man. You’re not angry about it, in fact, you have a hard-on.” Her hand went to my still throbbing shaft.
 
She slipped her hand into my pants and stroked me while asking, “Do you want to finish me, or is there something about watching that gets you off?”
 
“Just so you know,” she continued, “I’m okay either way, but I’m confused. How can you just watch your wife doing something like that? Don’t you love me? Am I just an object to you, a convenient hole to use?” 
 
It was time to come clean, I had to tell her the truth. This was going to be difficult, since I wasn’t completely sure what the truth was.
 
“There are several truths, Linda. The first truth is that I’ve grown to love you, as a person. Certainly not as just a ‘convenient hole’ to use,” I began.
 
“I love making love with you. I love the closeness, and I love feeling your love for me, but I know that I can’t really scratch your itch any more than Dennis did. Not really. At best, I can give you a little relief.”
 
“Another truth is: I have a weird fascination about watching you have sex with another man. I’m turned on by it, I love watching your face and hearing your cries as another man satisfies you, or tries to satisfy you,” I told her.
 
Linda was watching me intently. It seemed that she was taking in every word and examining each one for its meaning.
 
“I’m watching the most beautiful woman on the planet, at least to me, get stripped naked and used. Sometimes like a common whore, which is what Dennis was doing. I’m sorry, but that’s just plain hot.”
 
I was having trouble getting everything out for her, or even making sense of it all myself.
 
“Another truth, I don’t want to lose you, ever. But when I watch you with another man, there is always that possibility. You might find somebody that you like better, and I’ll lose you to them.”
 
“In a weird way, that makes it even more exciting for me. It makes it dangerous, and danger is exciting. I’m doing a really bad job of describing this for you,” I concluded.
 
Linda was quiet for a long time, she smoked some more and looked at the wall. I could almost hear her mind churning, but there was no outward sign of her thoughts.
 
“Chris,” she started. “Is this just some lame excuse to sleep with another woman? Linda’s fucking other guys, so fair’s fair, I get to have my jollies too?”
 
“Or, are you trying to get me to try swinging? Because I’ll tell you, I’ve thought about that,” she was staring at me as she talked.
 
“All I can say is that I have no interest in any woman but you. This is not an excuse for me to run around. I love you, and I don’t want to jeopardize that, I’m not even interested in swinging,” I assured her.
 
“I consider this, in a weird way, to be my gift to us. To allow you to scratch that itch, or whatever it is, and for me to, I don’t know, get so excited that I just want to fuck the shit out of you.” What a lame thing to say. I was embarrassed as soon as it was out of my mouth.
 
Linda smiled, put her pipe down and rested her head against my chest.
 
“You love me, I can’t tell you how happy that makes me. I love you too, Chris. I’ve loved you since the night we met, and if watching me fuck other men makes you happy, then it makes me happy too,” she said.
 
“You don’t have to worry about losing me,” she was laughing. “Nobody has ever ‘scratched that itch’ yet.”  
 
This was not the complete reassurance that I wanted, but then, complete reassurance would have taken some of the danger out of watching her.
 



Chapter 17
 
 
Linda started exercising. Perhaps we shouldn’t have been surprised when that somewhat helped her, along with the pot, to control her sexual cravings. Linda took up jogging and the complex had some upper body equipment she could use. 
 
Jogging was problematic, of course, with Linda’s heavy chest. She had to get a super-duper heavy duty exercise bra. 
 
Within a short time, Linda was in fantastic shape. She looked good to begin with but now she was cut with lean muscle.
 
The arousal wasn’t constant. Most of the time Linda said that she felt turned on, but not out of control like she had been the day she begged me to let her fuck Dennis.
 
Because of all the exercise she was having far fewer episodes of heavy arousal. Our quality of life was improving and we were growing even closer to each other. 
 
I’m not sure what we had started out as, but now we were a loving, married couple. We even talked about having kids someday.
 



Chapter 18
 
 
One of our biggest customers was a company headquartered in New York, but with operations all over the world. Why we handled it instead of the New York office, I don’t know. Probably because the company didn’t have a very big staff there.
 
For years, we’ve dealt with the purchasing and IT departments. When it was time to visit again I asked Linda if she wanted to go to New York with me.
 
She was thrilled, she’d never been there and the idea of seeing St. Patrick’s and the Museums, not to mention the shopping. She even wanted a coach ride around Central Park.
 
Linda stayed up all that night, working on the computer, making her wish list. She didn’t care that I would be gone for one day visiting the client, she had plenty planned.
 
When we arrived at the Midtown Hilton, Linda was already awe struck. All we’d done was ridden in a cab from JFK and she was wiggling on the seat of the cab in excitement.
 
She was pointing out things to me. She knew what bridge we’d driven across and what parts of town we’d driven through. She even had an ongoing conversation with the driver.
 
That didn’t surprise me, Linda is an extremely beautiful woman and even New York cab drivers are human. I think.
 



Chapter 19
 
 
When I arrived at the client’s office on Wednesday I was surprised to find that the CEO was in the meeting with us. Fortunately, I had come prepared and the presentation went well.
 
When the formal part was finished, Randy, the CEO and owner, asked me how long I’d been with the company and where I was staying. I was making casual conversation with one of the richest, most powerful men in the country.
 
When I told him that my wife was with me he insisted that we join him for dinner at his club. His limo would pick us up at the Hilton at 8:00.
 
I called Linda’s cell phone as soon as I could and told her to find something appropriate for dinner at one of the most exclusive private clubs in the world. I also told her not to worry too much about the cost, the company would pay for it. Randy’s company was worth millions to us every year, we could afford a few thousand for a dress.
 
A few thousand is what it cost. By the time I returned to the hotel, Linda was starting to get ready for a big evening. She was about to get in the shower, standing in the middle of the room naked, when I came through the door.
 
Of course, I couldn’t let that opportunity go to waste, and as we hugged and kissed I was already shedding my suit.
 
She felt so good against my bare skin, her breasts pushed against my chest, and my cock hardened against her pussy.
 
“Chris stop, I have to get ready,” but Linda was panting.
 
I caressed her leg, letting my hand get closer to her pussy until I could feel that she was already wet. I heard her breath catch as my finger slide through her lips and caressed her clit.
 
She pushed herself into my hand but was saying, “Chris, not now. Please, you’re going to get me all worked up.”  Her hand was pumping my erection, making me harder by the moment.
 
“I’m serious Chris. God, I want you to fuck me right now. I’m so excited I can’t stand it, but I’ve got to get ready. Please.” She pushed lightly against me as I let her go. That damn exercise was working too well.
 
I collapsed on the bed, my erection waving in front of me, as my wife disappeared into the bathroom. Moments later I heard the shower come on. I was tempted to join her, but she was right. We didn’t have much time.
 
After giving my cock a few strokes, remembering the feel of Linda’s breasts, I got up to shave and dress for the evening.
 
When Linda was ready she almost caused my heart to stop. She had purchased a beautiful red peek-a-boo cocktail dress with a deep v-neck that showed just how large her boobs are, and a short skirt that showed off her perfect legs. Once again, I tried without success to get her into bed. 
 
Because of how the v-neck was cut, Linda hadn’t worn a bra. Her boobs were in danger of bouncing loose at any moment.
 
Randy was so delighted to meet my wife; his eyes grew large and he barely acknowledged my presence. The club was as elegant as I’d imagined, with seats that were so soft they threatened to swallow a person whole.
 
We sat in the lounge first; Randy insisted that Linda join him on a small couch. The waiters glided around the room silently, collecting orders and delivering drinks.
 
I half listened as Randy quizzed my wife about her travels around New York City. Linda buzzed with excitement as she told him all that she’d seen and done. She sat sideways on the couch, giving him a clear view of her cleavage and thighs.
 
Randy hadn’t collected his vast wealth and position by ignoring the good things in life, he was paying attention to Linda.
 
When we went in to eat he had his arm around my wife, gently leading her with his hand on the bare part of her back. I couldn’t help but notice that his fingers were caressing her.
 
Throughout dinner I felt like a 3rd wheel. Only at one point did Randy ask me some pointed questions about my presentation. He was a smart guy and he asked intelligent questions. It was my good fortunate that they were questions I was ready to answer.
 
Linda was getting that red-faced look by the time Randy was signing the check.
 
“I’d like to continue this tonight. I’ve really enjoyed meeting your wife Chris,” he said. “But I have an important meeting in the morning before heading out to my house in the Hampton’s.”
 
“I have a wonderful idea,” he continued. “I would love to have you and Linda as my guests this weekend. Have you ever been to the Hampton’s?” he asked.
 
We both admitted that we hadn’t and before we knew it, Randy’s limo would pick us up Friday morning. No need to extend our stay at the hotel, just bring everything with us.
 



Chapter 20
 
 
Thursday was the only day we had to shop and get ready. We hadn’t come prepared to stay in a mansion on the beach. 
 
By this time, Linda knew where to go to buy what we needed. Another couple of thousand dollars later and we were fully equipped for a weekend in, perhaps, the most exclusive zip code in the country.
 
I couldn’t help feeling apprehensive. I knew why we’d been invited, and it wasn’t my presentation. We’d been invited because Randy was smitten by my wife. 
 
I didn’t know if he’d make a play for her, but Linda and I sat down to talk about it. At least I wanted to talk about it; Linda’s opinion was that he was just being thoughtful.
 
“Okay, you may be right, but if he does make a play for you, please let me know. Before anything happens.” I could only hope that my wife didn’t have an arousal attack, or whatever they were.
 
The next day, a limo ride took us to the most opulent mansion I’d ever seen. Linda stood by the car, her mouth hanging open as she saw where we’d be staying.
 
We could hear the ocean and that sound, combined with the house in front of us, told me we might just be out of our league.
 
Randy came out to greet us and had one of the servants take our bags to the rooms we would be staying in. While that was happening, he led us through the house to the patio in back.
 
Minutes after settling in, food and drinks appeared as if by magic. We ate, drank too much, and talked. Randy was a charming host and this time I was included in the conversation.
 
After too many drinks, Randy turned serious. “I have a proposition for you,” he began. “Chris, what if I not only agreed to your proposal, but doubled it?”
 
“Wow, that’s wonderful! I look forward to working with you.” I drew my hand out to shake his. I think that’s called the presumptive close.
 
“Not so fast Chris,” he continued, not taking my hand. “There’s a condition,” his hand was on Linda’s knee but she didn’t seem to notice. Or maybe she didn’t care.
 
“The condition is that Linda spends the weekend with me, with all that implies. She’ll even sleep in my bed, with me. Do you understand the condition?” he asked.
 
I was shocked and my mouth hung open. He had taken me completely by surprise. I glanced at Linda but she was studying Randy intently.
 
My wife patted Randy’s hand on her knee and said, “Maybe triple the order?”
 
“Okay. Three times what your husband proposed, but a week. Not just a weekend.”
 
“Randy, can you give us a moment?” I asked.
 
“Of course, I’m going to do my daily laps in the pool.”
 
We watched as he took off his shirt and pants, revealing a tight bathing suit underneath. I had to admit, the guy was in shape, and the bathing suit showed a good size bulge.
 
“Chris, how much is that worth to us?” Linda asked.
 
“To the company…  Millions,” I answered.
 
“No, to us.” She wanted to know what my commission would be.
 
I took a moment to run some calculations in my head. “Between $750,000 and $800,000. Maybe a million,” I answered.
 
This time Linda’s mouth dropped open. “Dollars? In one lump?”
 
“Well, minus taxes. But yes, one lump sum,” I answered. “Plus, I’d probably be promoted.”
 
Linda stood up, telling me to bring my briefcase, and taking my free hand she walked me over to where Randy was standing.
 
“Randy. If you sign the papers or write the letter, or whatever it is you do to make the deal final right now, I’ll do it. I’ll spend the week with you, I’ll do anything you want, and you can do anything you want to me,” she pronounced while sticking out her chest.
 
My heart stopped. He could do anything he wanted. Holy shit! That covered a lot of ground.
 
“There’s only two conditions,” she stated.
 
“Yes?”
 
“You can’t permanently mark me, and sometimes my husband will be present. Not to join in, just to be there.” Linda was thinking fast. She was way ahead of me. My head was still spinning.
 
Randy looked at me and held out his hand. “Chris, the order for me to sign?”
 
I quickly rummaged through my briefcase, changed the order to read three rather than one, and passed it to him along with my pen. Randy barely glanced at it before signing as CEO/Chairman.
 
Linda took my hand and held them both out to Randy. “Chris, thank you for giving me to Randy.” She made it look like I was presenting her hand to him. “I know that I’m exclusively his for this week.”
 
When I got to the room we were to share, Linda’s luggage was gone. Already moved to Randy’s. 
 
I wondered if she remembered that I had to fly back on Monday. That she’d be here alone with him for the entire work week. I guessed she hadn’t forgotten at all.
 
Now I was the 3rd wheel, there was no denying it. My wife was fucking another man, and that might not be all they were doing. 
 
I couldn’t even watch until somebody gave me directions; this place was a real mansion. I didn’t even know which wing they were in.
 
My emotions were hard to describe. I was numb, it had all happened so fast, and even though my wife was having sex with another man, we were going to get a lot of money. I’d probably also get promoted for bringing in this order.
 
But still. I missed her, and I was hurting. Jealousy stole my breath; I felt like I’d taken a punch to the stomach from a heavy-weight boxer. 
 
Worst of all, I had an erection that would not go down. I wanted to see, I wanted to jack off. I was dripping pre-cum into my shorts.
 



Chapter 21
 
 
Later I sat alone in the dining room. I knew I was on time but only the staff was there. A half-hour later Linda and Randy walked in, holding hands. Randy was smiling, Linda was smiling too—but looked dazed.
 
She was wearing a light robe and I could plainly see her nipples through it. When she looked at me, her eyes had a glassy, far-away look, but her Hollywood smile was back. She looked happy.
 
“Linda.” I had to say it three times before she heard me and looked my way. “How are you? Are you okay?”
 
“Oh, Chris,” she said in her Marilyn Monroe voice. “I couldn’t be better,” she hugged Randy’s arm, squeezing it between her breasts.
 
She looked at him with adoration. “Randy has the most amazing cock.” I didn’t think that they could get any closer, but Linda proved me wrong.
 
She pressed her body against him, touching him wherever she could. “And wow, does he know how to use it!”
 



Chapter 22
 
 
Randy left the room to attend to some business and Linda sat next to me. For the first time, I could see her swollen sex, still throbbing from the fucking she’d received.
 
“Honey, it’s incredible!”
She was still in a smiling sex induced haze. “He’s so long and so fat. I don’t know how to explain it.”
 
She took a break to finish her wine before continuing. “Here’s the best I can do. It’s like there’s an itch, deep inside of me. I didn’t even know it was there, all these years. Do you understand?”
 
I nodded that I did, in a way.
 
“Well, Randy’s cock is so thick and so long that he reaches that itch. He scratches it, sort of. That’s not a very good analogy, but it’s the best I can do.”
 
She continued, “When he’s inside me I just want to keep him there, scratching that itch. Oh honey, I feel peaceful right now. For the first time in years I don’t have that ‘arousal’ feeling.”  
 
“I still want him inside me again, because his cock feels so good.”  Her voice dropped to a whisper, “He lasts a long time too, maybe because he stretches me open as far as I can go.”
 
“I know I’ve hurt you. I know that I’m hurting you right now. I’m so sorry honey. You know that I’m yours, that I love you, that this is just for a week.” She looked so earnest and concerned that I moved to hold her.
 
“No, Chris. You can’t touch me this week. I want to hold you too. I want to kiss you and hold you, you’re my husband. If nothing else, just think about the money.” 
 
Okay, I’d think about the money.
 
“I want you to watch, real soon. I hope you enjoy it like I do.” And giving me another quick peek at her engorged cunt she moved back to her side of the table.
 
When she sat down, her breasts wobbled and she smiled so wide and bright. I could see her, but I missed her more than I had before we talked.
 
After dinner and drinks I asked Randy if I could talk to him for just a moment.
 
“I’m on a flight home on Monday, I haven’t made arrangements for Linda’s ticket for next Saturday, but I’ll take care of that before I go,” I began.
 
“Nonsense Chris. I’ll arrange for her to get home on one of our company planes. You don’t have to worry about a thing. I have to leave for a meeting in London, so she’ll be alone anyway,” Randy continued. 
 
“I’ll also arrange for her to be taken to your house by one of our drivers. She’ll travel first class the whole way.” He clapped me on the back. Randy didn’t stand in line at airports, or any other place that I could think of.
 
“You just concentrate on taking care of my business. I’m counting on you. Also, Sunday night seems like a good time for you to join us in the bedroom, don’t you agree?”
 
“I have a telephone meeting with China that will tie up most of the day tomorrow, so you’ll have to entertain Linda. Just remember the rules.” With that, Randy and Linda were off.
 



Chapter 23
 
 
I didn’t see them that night, but I heard them. Much later, when I was certain that the staff were either gone or asleep, I went exploring. It took me almost an hour and several wrong turns, but finally I heard a woman squealing as she went from one orgasm to the next.
 
“Randy, wait let me catch my breath.” It was clearly Linda and they hadn’t bothered to close the door. “Let me fuck you for a few minutes.” I could hear the rustle of sheets as she moved. It was a sound I’d heard so many times before.
 
Linda must have slowly pumped her hips on his hard cock. “Linda, I love the way you fuck me,” it was Randy’s voice. “No other woman has ever been able to take all of me.”
 
“I want to take all of you. Now that I know what it’s like, I’m not sure I can live without being so full.”
 
The sound of sheets rubbing together became more urgent as the pace of their mating increased. I’d heard Linda turned on before, but never like this. It was rare for her to talk during sex, but now she was describing what he was doing to her.
 
“You’re so deep, so deep inside. Nobody’s ever been that deep before,” she said. “Oh god, it’s so good. I’m so open for you, I want you so much. I want you all the time. You own me, now.”
 
My cock was harder than it had ever been before. I stood in the hall silently stroking myself as I listened. I’m not sure how long I stood there before I came in my handkerchief. 
 
When Linda bellowed her next orgasm, I made my way back the way I’d come. I knew how to find them now, but emotionally I was a wreck. 
 
She’d found the man to replace me, I was done. A goner. I just didn’t know when or how, but I was sure that she’d never be satisfied with me again.
 
What emotion is beyond sad? I was truly miserable by the time I found my room again. I was alone in the same house that my wife was in, but I wasn’t sure if I’d ever sleep with her again, or if she’d even want to be my wife.
 
For the remainder of the night I threw a pity party for myself, wallowing in my depression. I was ashamed of having orgasmed while listening to her, even more ashamed that my erection would not go away. 
 
I kept replaying the sounds in my head, and each time a little drop of pre-cum would seep out of my dick.
 



Chapter 24
 
 
The next morning only Linda was at the table eating breakfast when I made my way downstairs. She looked happy, but tired. Her eyes were red rimmed from lack of sleep.
 
“Hi honey,” she sounded like everything was normal. I was jolted, at least part way, out of my depression from the night before. We’d both agreed to this, and I wanted Linda to be happy.
 
I sat down across from her without saying anything. Her smile faded as she looked at me. She knew that something was wrong, we were in sync in so many ways.
 
“I love you Linda.” I said those words so rarely that her eyes opened wide in surprise. “I don’t want to lose you, but I want you to be happy. You seem happy. Are you?”  I needed to know what I was facing.
 
“Chris, please understand. We both agreed to this. I didn’t know that I’d be having the best sex of my life, but I love you. You’re my husband. No matter what, I don’t plan on being one of Randy’s ‘girls.’”  She was trying to reassure me without being able to touch.
 
“But, I’m going to enjoy every second of this week,” she continued. “For the first time since I was little more than a girl, I woke up this morning without feeling like I was about to cum. I did have an orgasm this morning, but that was different,” she said the last bit sheepishly.
 
As I was served breakfast I asked her what she wanted to do since we’d be alone together, and we couldn’t touch, make love, or even kiss. 
 
“I want to lay by the pool, listen to the ocean, read my book, and talk to my husband. If he wants to talk to his wife that is,” she said, her blue eyes fixed on my face.
 
“He and I could even talk about what we’d like to do with the commission check.”
 
I gave her a weak smile as she gathered up her things and pushed back from the table. “I’ll be at the pool in about an hour.”  
 
It was up to me now. If I didn’t join her our marriage was in serious jeopardy, and I’d be the cause of it. I ate the remainder of my breakfast as fast as I could and went up to my room to change.
 



Chapter 25
 
 
I was already at the pool, comfortable on a lounge chair with another pulled up next to me, when Linda came out. With a full smile, she spread her towel on the other chair and sat down next to me. 
 
“Chris,” she began hesitantly. “Chris, can you tell me why you’re….” She was having a hard time finding the right words. It dawned on me that her voice was a little rough this morning. Yelling during orgasms will do that.
 
I looked over at her, surveying her perfect long legs and the way her breasts almost spilled out of her bathing suit. I was embarrassed that looking at her was causing my cock to thicken.
 
Linda noticed my look, and my thickened cock.
 
“Are you enjoying this, Chris? Is that the problem?” She asked me with that sly smile on her face.
 
“I’m afraid I’ve lost you,” I blurted out. “You’re the love of my life, and I’ve lost you. Worse, knowing what you’re doing, and will continue doing after I fly home, is the most erotic thing I’ve ever experienced. I’m confused by my own feelings but, in the end, I’ll be alone.”
 
“I don’t know what to say, Chris. I’ve already told you that I love you and that I’ll be coming home to you. This started out as just about the money, and has now become about finally finding a way to get some relief.”
 
“Damn you, Chris. You should be happy for me. You’re getting what you wanted, and for the first time, so am I.”
 
“Enjoy your day off,” she gathered up her things and stormed back into the house. I was left feeling disgusted with myself and with no way to smooth things over with Linda.
 
The rest of the day was miserable. I’d fucked up, and unable to fix things, all I could do was crawl back into my head and examine my bleak thoughts. One at a time, repeatedly.
 



Chapter 26
 
 
By the time a young lady came to collect me from my room, I’d eaten a lonely dinner, and I didn’t know what to think. All I could do was hang on to Linda’s promise to come back to me as though it was a life preserver.
 
The young lady introduced herself as Carrie, and said her job was to escort me to Randy’s bedroom and to keep me company.
 
Carrie was young, she looked like a college girl, probably no more than twenty-five years old. She had dark hair and a slim, girlish figure. 
 
She chatted as we made our way through the mansion, taking a roundabout route to the bedroom. One of her jobs was to confuse me I guess, so I wouldn’t be able to find my way back alone.
 
Nobody was present when we arrived. In the corner was a dark screen, just high enough that when I sat in the soft armless chair only my head would be visible.
 
Carrie squatted next to me. “Okay Chris, here’s the deal,” she began. “Randy doesn’t want to see your dick and he doesn’t even want to see evidence that your arm is moving. So, let’s start by taking off everything from your waist down.”
 
“Wait, that’s not the deal,” I protested. “The deal was that I get to watch,” my voice ran down as I realized my mistake. I could watch, but how I watched had not been spelled out. I’d just learned a valuable lesson about my new customer; I removed my pants and underwear.
 
Carrie was gentle as she fitted Velcro cuffs to my wrists and secured my arms to the bottom of the chair. I couldn’t touch myself if I tried.
 
“He’s not a complete asshole, Chris. My job is to be your hands,” Carrie said, caressing my cock. “So, here’s how it works. I’ll be your hands, maybe even your mouth,” she was smiling as she talked.
 
“My leg will be touching your hand at all times. If you’re close and want me to stop for a few minutes, just tap my leg like crazy. I’ll back away. If you want, I can even put this blindfold on you or these ear plugs.”
 
“I’ve been with Randy. I’ll do anything to be with Randy again. Once a woman’s been fucked by Randy she’s spoiled for other man,” her gaze was dead serious.
 
My heart fell through my stomach again. Carrie had just confirmed my worst fears, but my damn traitor cock hardened at the thought.
 
“If you’re ready to cum, just hold my leg. I’ll take care of any mess. But, you’re staying until I’m told you can leave. Do you understand all that?”
 
I was to tap like crazy for her to stop. Grip her leg to finish. Why did she care to know in advance if I was going to cum? 
 
We heard laughter in the hall; Randy and my wife were getting near.
 



Chapter 27
 
 
They shared a brief look at my head just visible above the screen. Linda, god bless her, gave me a small smile and I gave her a weak one in return. Randy’s face held no expression. 
 
They turned to each other, I watched as Randy took my wife in his arms. Their kiss started out mild, but soon Linda had her hand behind his head, pulling his face into hers.
 
Her head wasn’t still, first kissing him from the right side, then the left, moaning continuously. Her eyes were closed as she gave herself to him.
 
Randy was busy unzipping her dress as Linda attacked his mouth. Her dress fell to the floor revealing my completely nude wife. Her large breasts were now pressed against his shirt, his hands caressing her ass.
 
Randy broke the kiss and gave a small push to Linda’s shoulders. She immediately fell to her knees and started working on his pants as he stroked her long blonde hair.
 
I was shocked by the size of his cock when my wife pulled it free. I’d only seen dicks that size on the internet and then, it seemed, only on black men. 
 
It looked like the business end of a softball bat and so heavy that, even hard, it wouldn’t stand up straight unless he held it up.
 
I won’t try to guess at the length, it was long enough to reach from my wife’s wrist to her elbow, and it wasn’t hard yet. Fortunately, when he did get it hard, it didn’t get much bigger.
 
My cock was completely erect and I felt Carrie lightly stroking me with her soft, small hand. 
 
“I have a rubber ball gag we can use, if you think you’re going to make any noise,” she whispered to me.
 
I shook my head ‘no’ without taking my eyes off the scene in front of me.
 
Linda was making love to Randy’s cock. There’s no other way to describe it. She was licking it, sucking on it, rubbing it across her face and her breasts.
 
While holding that beast, my wife lifted her boob and rubbed herself against him. I could only imagine the feel of Linda’s soft breasts rubbing against my hard-on, her nipple scraping across the head of my cock. I shuddered at the thought of it.
 
Carrie looked up at me, I guess concerned about my shutter. She slowed her stroking until she knew I was okay.
 
“Have you ever had a cock like that, Linda?” Randy asked.
 
“No. It’s so big.” My wife said, before using her tongue to lick the underside of his mushroom head.
 
“How does it compare to your husband?” Now he was just being an asshole.
 
“You’re much bigger, Randy. I love your cock,” she said in front of her husband. She loved his cock. He’d won and he knew it.
 
“Lay down on the side of the bed, on your back,” he ordered. Linda scrambled to obey.
 
“Now spread your legs and put your hands under your knees. That’s right, pull them back and apart as far as you can,” he directed.
 
I could see my wife’s cunt, spread open for another man. She was already swollen, open and dripping. Her breathing had picked up, as had the sound of her panting.
 
“Are you my slut this week, Linda?” he asked. He was demonstrating his power for me. He didn’t need to, I already knew he was holding all the cards.
 
“Oh god, yes. I’m your horny slut Randy. I’ll do anything you tell me to do.”
 
“What if I told you that we were going to tattoo ‘Randy’s Cunt’ right here,” he said, touching my wife’s mound.
 
“Whatever you want Randy. I’ll do it.” 
 
My breath caught in my throat.
 
Carrie got my attention, pulling her shorts down just enough for me to see the words ‘Randy’s Cunt’ tattooed on her pubic mound. She smiled at me and mouthed the word ‘see?’
 
Randy was moving around the room, emptying his pockets, hanging up his clothing. All the while leaving my wife on the bed, her swollen sex pointed at me. She started to squirm.
 
“How are you feeling, Linda?” he asked.
 
“I want you Randy. Oh please, fuck me now. I’ll do anything you say. You can tattoo me if you want, I know we said you couldn’t mark me, but I’ll do it,” her breathing was rapid. Close to hyperventilating. 
 
A large wet spot was forming on the edge of the bed beneath her pussy.
 



Chapter 28
 
 
Randy was chuckling as he moved my wife sideways on the bed. I couldn’t see her pussy anymore, but Randy pushed her spread legs so far back that I could clearly see him rubbing his huge cock on her slit, from the side.
 
Linda was bending forward as far as she could, watching as he rubbed against her. She was making little happy sounds in her throat. Occasionally, she’d look at him, and then back down to her pussy.
 
I watched as Randy’s cock start to push inside my wife. The thing was so long and so wide, I didn’t see how it could possibility fit. Linda’s eyes closed as a long, soft “oh” filled the air.
 
Carrie was stroking my hard cock, but slower now. I looked down to see her eyes closed and her other hand pushed into her shorts. She was listening to my wife and reliving the feeling.
 
I tapped her on the leg to get her attention and she looked at me with some annoyance before taking her hand away. I thought I’d ruined everything when she pushed the hand from her shorts under my nose and let me smell her arousal.
 
She smelled wet and musty. My erection became even harder.
 
After that, she concentrated on my erection, while still touching herself.
 
Meanwhile, Randy was slowly easing his cock into my wife. He’d pushed in an inch or two and fuck her for a while, before pushing in another inch or two and fucking her some more. The further in he pushed the more Linda responded.
 
“Has your husband ever fucked you like this, Linda?” Randy was taunting me. Prick.
 
Linda just groaned, her head moving from side to side on the bed.
 
Randy shoved in hard, pushing his massive cock all the way inside my wife. Her eyes and mouth opened wide in shock.
 
“How’s that, Linda? Do you like my cock all the way inside?”
 
I felt like I could cum at any moment and I tapped furiously on Carrie’s leg. She stopped what she was doing and grinned up at me as she stroked her own pussy even faster.
 
“You’re in me all the way. God, I’ve taken all of you. Oh, Randy. I have your entire cock inside me!” Linda looked as happy as I’d ever seen her.
 
As Randy started to fuck her, going all the way inside and all the way out again, Linda’s moans became frenzied. 
 
“You really own me, Randy. I’ve taken all of you, and you own me.” Linda convulsed with an overpowering orgasm, pumping herself against that cock as much as she could.
 
Randy pulled out after that and I watched as they recovered in each other’s arms. Seeing his thick erection didn’t shock me anymore, but watching as they shared an intimate kiss broke my heart.
 
Linda directed Randy to sit on the side of the bed, facing me, as she sat on his lap. Both her feet were on the ground, her back was to him and her face pointed squarely at me.
 
She didn’t look in my direction as she reached between her legs and guided that fat mushroom head into herself. Into the pussy that I used to think of as mine, but I was now faced with the fact that she wasn’t mine any longer.
 
As my wife dropped down on his cock, her eyes closed and her mouth again dropped open. She made no noise but for the sound of her lungs emptying as all the air was driven out of her. 
 
I could see her take all his cock at one time. Linda didn’t ease him into her swollen cunt, she swallowed him. Her lips were stretched as wide as I thought they could go. Every movement seemed to pull her entire pussy in and out of her vagina. 
 
She wiggled around on his lap, enjoying the sensation of being so full.
 
“You’re touching it. Oh, Randy. You’re touching the itch. Thank you, thank you!” She came again, before moving her legs inside of his and starting to bounce up and down on him.
 
Each bounce seemed to cause another orgasm as she went faster and faster. Randy was squeezing her boobs and pinching her nipples. At the speed she was going, her large breasts would having been flying into her face, if he hadn’t held them. 
 
I watched, my cock swelled with cum as Randy tried to slow her down as he neared his climax. I was squeezing Carrie’s leg as hard as I dared.
 
Before Carrie could finish me, Linda was off his lap and taking the head of his cock in her mouth just as he came. In an unfortunate bit of timing, I was shooting into Carrie’s mouth at the same time.
 
It was the first time that my wife had swallowed cum. She used her hands to pump him dry while the mushroom head stretched her lips. When he was done, she licked up whatever she hadn’t swallowed. 
 
As they cuddled together, enjoying their post-sex bliss, Carrie led me back to my room. I didn’t bother to watch where we were going, I felt too depressed that such an important part of my life might be ending.
 



Chapter 29
 
 
The next morning a cab took me to JFK, and before I knew it I was walking into our empty house. If not for a text from Linda, I would have felt like I was out of her life, that she wasn’t thinking about me. 
 
Why would she? Randy was giving her something I couldn’t, not to mention the advantages of his immense wealth. 
 
That first text came the same day, Monday. I’d just cleared security at JFK when Linda wrote to tell me, “I’ve had some much fun, I really wish you were still here. I miss you so much!”
 
My heart started pounding, I thought I was having a heart attack right there at airport security. I immediately wrote back, “I love you too. Nothing in this world is worth more to me than being married to you.”
 
When I got back to the office with the new sales order, my bosses were too excited to contain themselves. I was a fucking hero, man of the hour, the greatest salesman alive. In no time a complete team was organized around me and we were buried in the details of Randy’s account.
 
As I suspected, before the end of the week I was promoted to Executive Vice President and given a raise that made my bonus seem average. There was talk of moving me to our corporate headquarters.
 
This part was all perfect. I didn’t have time to think much about Linda, except when we were sending text messages and emails to each other.
 
I might not have had time to think about her, but I did. She was always in my thoughts, sometimes I was so busy that she occupied only a corner of my mind, but she was always there.
 
Linda’s emails and texts were causing me to have serious erection issues as she told me what was happening back at the Hampton’s. I couldn’t read them at work, but just seeing that she’d written me was enough to cause my breathing to become irregular and for my heart rate to increase. It was hard not to spend the rest of the day fantasizing about what she might have to tell me.
 
I lived in fear that one of those messages might be the one ending our marriage. Instead we grew closer talking to each other as we sent messages back and forth. I became more secure in her love for me.
 
The last time we’d actually spoken, if it could be called that, had been by the pool. I’d been miserable to my wife and I’d hurt her.
 
It’s impossible to describe how much her messages meant to me. We might not survive this experience as a couple, but for now my wife was thinking of me and missing me.
 
I immediately texted back, “I miss you too Linda. Despite what I said, I want you to enjoy yourself. Is the itch still gone?”
 
I had to wait until Tuesday before she could respond, “I’m sneaking these, I want them to be just between us. The itch hasn’t come back but my pussy’s getting really sore. Just wait until I get home!”  
 
She’s still planning on coming home! A boulder had been lifted off my chest. Randy may have her body, for now, but I had her heart.
 
Tuesday was the big day at the office, exciting things were happening, fast. For me, nothing was more exciting than Linda’s text. I read it a dozen times that day. The part about her pussy being sore, combined with my memories, gave me an impossible erection that I had to conceal as I worked.
 
Going home alone that evening wasn’t as difficult as it would have been without her messages. I was exhausted from my day at the office, but relieved that I still had a wife who loved me.
 
Wednesday started out as a beautiful day, clear skies, and a temperature that was just about perfect. The office was in full swing as we set up the team to work with me handling Randy’s account.
 
Linda’s text came in just as we were having lunch delivered. “Going to a party tonight. I’ll be late but I’ll send you an email, if I can. Love you.”
 
I didn’t know what to make of this. Were they going to a dress up “Hampton’s Party,” or was he taking my wife to some other kind of party? Why would Linda have to send me an email, unless she would have a lot to say?
 
Just like that my good mood vanished. I knew that Randy would be fucking my wife all week, I’d made my peace with that, but what was this party?
 
I brooded at my desk for a while before pulling myself together. There was nothing I could do except to get back to work. First on my list was to decide how I would service the account?
 
I wasn’t sure how I’d be able to provide service. How would it go, meeting with Randy? I’d have to see him often, would he gloat? When I didn’t sleep, those were the thoughts that kept me awake.
 



Chapter 30
 
 
I made it through the rest of the day without another message from Linda. Wednesday night an email arrived from her. The first email was followed by two more, much later.
 
“You won’t believe the party! It was all about selling clothing for some worthy cause or something. The wives were all modeling the clothes. But, here’s the interesting part, we could only wear the single article of clothing that we were selling as we walked around the party. I was selling a pair of very expensive shoes. See the picture attached. This is me selling just the shoes.
 
My hand shook as I opened the attachment. Linda had taken a picture of herself in front of a full-length mirror. She was completely naked, except for a pair of high-heeled shoes. Her large breasts showed signs of Randy’s sex play, but she looked amazing to me.
 
The email continued: One of the wives was selling just the bra, another one just the panties.
 
I love you, and I miss you so much. Linda”
 
All that night I waited for the follow up email. My imagination ran wild until almost 5:00 in the morning when my computer dinged to let me know that her email had arrived.
 
“I can’t really describe the party, you wouldn’t believe it. All these rich men, wearing their tuxedos, and all the young wives (and me) walking around wearing just the one item we were selling.”
 
“Do you want to hear all this? Write back and tell me before I write more. I love you, and I don’t want to hurt you!”
 
I immediately replied, “I want to hear all about it. I love you so much Linda.”
 
Seconds later my computer dinged again, “I love you too, and I miss you more and more every day. Please stop reading if this is too much for you.”
 
“I walked around this crowded party wearing only high heels. I looked just like the picture I sent you, and my breasts seem to be attracting a lot of attention.”
 
“All the men, and many of the women, stopped me and asked me questions about the shoes. They didn’t give a shit how I answered, it was just an excuse to feel me up. Women too! I’ve had so many women feeling my tits tonight, I don’t think my nipples will ever go down. And, every guy either felt my ass or stuck his fingers up my cunt.”
 
“By the time I got to Randy I was dripping down the inside of my leg; I was so turned on that I was breathing like I’d run a marathon. Randy didn’t waste any time, he just bent me over the back of a chair and fucked me. He was already erect (I don’t know how I missed seeing that!).”
 
“It seemed like the entire party was watching as I went from orgasm to orgasm. It took me a long time to come down after Randy filled me up. Somebody gave me a towel to sit on so I wouldn’t spoil an expensive chair.”
 
“That seemed to start everybody, soon all I could see were naked bodies, everywhere.”
 
“Chris darling. I so wish you’d been there. I so wish you were here with me now. I’m sleeping all alone in our ‘old’ bed while I recover. I know I’d recover faster with my husband! I love you and miss you so much.
 



Chapter 31
 
 
Thursday was a long day for me. Since I hadn’t slept, the days ran together, and it seemed like it was still Wednesday. By the time I got to the office, I’d been awake about thirty hours.
 
The office was buzzing with excitement. Everybody had a job to do, and because I was the account executive, I faced a never-ending series of questions and decisions that had to be made. The excitement was contagious. It wasn’t until the afternoon that my energy ran down.
 
I was more in love with my wife than ever before. I sent her a text saying that just before stepping out for lunch.
 
I hadn’t been back more than a few minutes when my phone chimed. Breaking my own rules about waiting until I was home, I read her message immediately.
 
Linda had written, “I love you more than ever too. Seriously, I can only enjoy all of this because I know that you’re enjoying it too. Do you think my pussy will ever recover? I worry about that, it feels so loose!”
 
I sent her a return text. “I’ll make sure to give it a through checkup when you get home!”
 
She sent a smiley face. “You’re so good to me. I’m so worn out, I’m going back to bed. You are the love of my life, Chris.”
 
Just as I walked into the house Thursday night, my phone chirped one more time. “Randy wants to try my ass. What do you think?”
 
My erection was so fast and so strong that my zipper started to come down because of the pressure. I immediately wrote back, “Make sure he uses a lot of lube, much more than he wants to use, and stay relaxed!”
 
Just as I was getting into bed, she messaged, “OMG. That was amazing. I didn’t think a woman could orgasm from that! Oh Chris, he filled me up. I love you, honey, thank you for giving me the experience of my life. But I can’t wait to come home to be with you.”
 
Friday started out in a fog for me. The full impact of what we were doing hit me like a Nolan fastball between the eyes. 
 
I was not only letting another man use my wife, I was encouraging it. We were walking a tightrope where she could be gone in a minute, and it would be my fault just as much as it would be hers. I might never see her again, and the only thing keeping us together was the depth of the love that we were discovering we had for each other.
 
I hadn’t realized how much Linda loved me until we exchanged those texts and emails. Not only was she experiencing more sexual excitement than I could possibility give her, but the first thing she wanted to do was to tell me about it, and that she loved me.
 
There was one last email, sent early Saturday morning: “My cunt is so sore, he fucked me all night. Still, I can’t wait to take my husband to bed! I want to be cuddled, held and loved. Randy just fucks; I’m aching for you. 
 
Please be gentle with me, but I’ll understand if you want to fuck the shit out of me. If you want to punish your cheating wife. Maybe you could tie me down?” Smiley face.

 
Saturday, as I worked in my home office, the front door opened and Linda walked in, looking completely different. Her hair was different, her clothing was new, her eyes were puffy with dark rings.
 
The chair I was sitting in fell over when I jumped up as quick as I could to hold her. I grabbed her so hard that she had to back pedal a few feet or we would have both fallen. We were laughing together.
 
Our hello kiss was as intense as our first kiss had been. I’d missed her so much and had been so turned on by her messages, I poured all my emotions into that kiss.
 
Linda finally pulled away, still laughing. “My mouth is a little sore, honey. But that’s nothing compared to my pussy or, well, that other part.”
 
“Honey,” she continued, her eyes wide, “the itch is gone. It hasn’t been gone since I was seventeen. It’ll probably come back, but for now, I feel like a normal woman!” She was so happy. There was so much joy in her voice, that it could only match the happiness I felt at holding her again.
 
“We should probably talk,” I said.
 
“Yes, we probably should.”  Linda wouldn’t let go of me as we took a seat on our living room couch. “I’ve missed you so much, Chris. I don’t want to let go of you, I need to make sure that I’m really home.”  She was beaming at me. 
 
“Here’s where we start,” she said as I sat down. “No matter what happened, no matter what you heard, I love you. And only you. What I told you in those texts and emails is the truth. You’re the only man in the world for me.”
 
“Oh,” I had to stop for a minute to swallow the lump in my throat. “Linda, I can’t tell you what this week has been like,” I answered. She stroked my face, with an understanding smile.
 
“First, tell me about work. What happened when you brought in that order?” Linda began. It wasn’t where I wanted to start, but it gave me time to collect myself. I filled her in on all the developments.
 
As I talked, Linda’s smile became wider and her eyes sparkled. “Oh, honey!” She clapped her hands, “Executive Vice President! Home office. Oh, my god.”  She held her hands over her mouth as her sparkling eyes stared up at me.
 
Her face fell and her smiled faded as she asked, “Was it worth it, Chris? I know what you saw. I even know that you were outside our door one night, listening to us. It might not have seemed as though I looked at you, but I saw the sadness in your eyes.”  She swallowed before asked again, “Was it worth it?”
 
I took a few moments to go into the kitchen and get us coffee. I had to collect my thoughts.
 
“Until you walked in that door I was afraid that I might have lost you forever. It wasn’t worth that. Nothing is worth losing you,” I said.
 
“I’m home to stay, so now…?” She prompted me.
 
“Maybe. If your itch is gone for a while. Then it was worth it. God, Linda. I love you so much and I’m so happy.”  
 
We were holding each other, laughing together as I continued, “Even your texts and emails made me happy. Only your shoes? And he fucked you in public?”  
 
Linda was holding her fingers over her mouth as she laughed with me. Her eyes shone with excitement.
 
We took some time to pull ourselves together again before picking up the conversation. There was no need for her to tell me more about her week. 
 
“So,” I began. “Our corporate headquarters are in New York, and I just got the email confirming that we’re being moved there.”
 
Her mouth dropped open again. “Oh god. Okay. Randy will be an issue, or he might be a blessing in disguise,” she began. “He’s already offered me a job if we ever move to New York.”
 
“I’m not surprised,” I said. “He probably knew before I’d even left his mansion, with all the connections he has.”
 
“I’ll have to take the job, you see that don’t you Chris?” she asked. “I can’t turn it down and he’ll want to fuck me, and I can’t turn that down either.”
 
I didn’t bother asking her if she couldn’t turn it down because he was so good or to help my career. It was probably some of each, but my money was on that magic cock.
 
“Okay, I understand that,” I answered. “What’s the blessing?”  
 
“It can be a blessing because I don’t think that the itch has been permanently fixed. Not in just one week. He scratched the itch and I’m feeling good, but we should expect it to return.” She sounded like she was just stating a fact about the weather. It was neither good nor bad, it was just a fact that she’d be returning to the full arousal state again.
 
“Since we’ll be in New York, and I’ll be working for him, we can just let him scratch that itch for us. It’s better than some handyman and Randy’s the only man who’s ever done it.” 
 
I had to agree. I didn’t want to, everything inside me was rebelling at the thought, but she was right. Better the devil we knew.
 
“There’s one more thing, Chris. I know we agreed, but in the end…well…” she said as she lifted her skirt to show me her bare and still swollen pussy.
 
On her pubic mound were tattooed the words:
 
Randy’s Cunt
 



Author’s Note
 
 
Persistent Genital Arousal Syndrome (PGAS) is a serious medical condition. One woman, that I’m aware of, has taken her own life because of it, and many others have had the quality of their lives destroyed by the condition.
 
My intention was never to make light of this condition and if, along the way, I’ve offended any woman suffering from PGAS, I sincerely apologize.
 
If you think you may have this condition, or if you know someone you think might be so afflicted, I urge you to seek medical assistance. The syndrome is much better understood now by the medical professional than it has been in the past.
 
***
Find Thomas on Twitter @thomasr2100
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