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    FIRE WOMAN 
 
    The Cult 
 
      
 
    Anything can happen in New York City.  We’ve all heard that, but the range of human achievement, from the art in its museums and the music in its clubs, to the depravity in its slums and violence in its streets represent the heights and depths of mankind like no place on earth.  Anything can happen, and just about everything has. 
 
    New York City has been my home for most of my 46 years, born into the morass of crime and corruption that defined the five boroughs in 1975.  Even then I could feel the pulse of the City – the deep throbbing beat of 8 million hearts, all striving to get somewhere they weren’t – artists, musicians, models, actors, chefs, and even the trash collectors, cops, and bodega owners.  Hope seemed centered in Manhattan, even more so then.  It seemed the farther you were from there, the less chance you had to make it anywhere.  But as the 80s and 90s brought cleaner subways and safer streets to Manhattan and radiating bands of yuppies to the outer boroughs, Manhattan became even more pristine – the golden core of the Big Apple.  One no longer needed to be tough to live in Manhattan, or even the adjacent neighborhoods of Queens or Brooklyn.  You just needed to be rich. 
 
    So, it was not unusual to be in Manhattan in 2022 and see an impossibly beautiful woman walking down the street or having lunch with another impossibly beautiful woman.  These were the wives and daughters of financiers, sultans and oligarchs, or actresses, pop stars and super models.  They came from all over the world, descending on the city like some alien civilization.  NONE of them were native New Yorkers and NONE of them would consider associating with a native New Yorker.  This was their town now, and the natives were just like animals in the zoo, best herded into the increasingly small and distant outer reaches of the City. 
 
    That is why I both loved and hated Manhattan.  I wasn’t one of the chosen who could afford to live there, but I still had enough chutzpah to visit and dangle my particular brand of Brooklyn machismo in front of the fair maidens and pretty boys who could.  And when I did, I learned another thing about these alien invaders – they may not want any of their kind to know it, but they found the native men particularly interesting, the way so many women harbor secret fantasies about forbidden sex with the plumber, the mechanic, or the black body builder at the gym.  For the past 24 years I’ve taken advantage of that fact, leaving many a faceless husband, father or boyfriend none the wiser. 
 
    But despite that experience, nothing could have prepared me for that night at The Bitter End.  
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I had just recently reconstituted my former band, Imminent Threat, after a 24 year hiatus.  So many of our contemporaries were touring successfully that it seemed like a shame not to take advantage of the newfound popularity of 90’s rock n’ roll.  And besides, my life as a ‘former’ rock star needed a jolt.  Luckily I knew quite a few people in the industry still, including the owners of The Bitter End, and I was able to wrangle some sets to re-introduce the band, albeit with a new lead singer. 
 
    The gigs were adequately attended, although I’m not sure anyone had actually come to see us at first.  Just getting into a club in Manhattan in early 2022 was tough – many were still not open due to the lingering effects of Covid-19 and those that were had limited staff and limited capacity.   
 
    The crowds were mostly comprised of 30-something young urban professionals, or what we used to call Yuppies.  That means they were under 10 years old when we were at our peak and probably not there to see the band.  There were a few guys my age or older who looked like they might have come to see the band, still trying to look like the rock n’roll rebels they were at that time despite the receding hairlines and pot bellies that betrayed their age. 
 
    But by the end of the night, we had the bar’s attention – there’s just no way to ignore a wall of Marshall speakers and amps in a club that only holds 200 people.  But our new singer had them chanting and screaming, using his 26 years of sex appeal and charisma to forge new fans from virgin ears.  We were rebuilding the band’s following by paying our dues, one gig at a time. 
 
    That night at The Bitter End would have been just another gig like the rest but for one very unusual attendee.  She arrived just before we went on and sat alone at the bar.  I saw her walk in – there was no way to avoid it!  When she entered, the crowd near the door began to part like the Red Sea, allowing her to walk easily to the bar.  She strolled like a super model, seemingly a foot taller than everyone around her, radiating an aura that just pushed everyone away.  She wore a tight black dress with a low V in the front and a hem that stopped 8” above her knee.  When she reached the bar, one of the guys sitting there instinctively stood up and gave her his seat, like she had zapped him with some kind of subliminal message.  She sat down on the stool and crossed her legs, revealing a pair of black stiletto heels dangling from two of the most gorgeous, smoothest, impeccably sculpted legs I had ever seen.  As Phil Lynott would say, “I mean she was steamin’”. 
 
    But that was just her body!  It actually got better from there!  She had large dark eyes, like a Persian cat, sculpted cheeks and the most delicious full lips I had ever seen, all surrounded by a cascade of silken waves of dark brown hair that flowed down to her tight little ass.  When she turned to order a drink, I felt like God himself had just sent his Personal Assistant to scope out the band!  To me, that was the only logical explanation.  I had seen my fair share of gorgeous chicks in bars over the years, but nothing like this.  It looked like our gig had suddenly become a White Snake video – the one where the outrageously gorgeous and scantily clad chick walks around while David Coverdale stares seductively at the camera.  (OK, that’s every White Snake video – but you get the picture.)  This woman was other worldly.  I could barely play my drums, weak from lust and unable to peel my eyes from her. 
 
    I watched as guy after guy approached her, some lasting longer than others, but all eventually walking away.  She seemed nice enough, smiling, shaking some of their hands, sucking on her straw seductively as she listened to them, occasionally laughing, or responding briefly to a question.  The music would sometimes cause her to lean in, allowing them to feel her hair against their cheeks as they tried making themselves heard.  I wanted so badly to feel her hair against my face! 
 
    It wasn’t until the second set began that one of the guys finally made any progress.  He was a clean cut guy, roughly her age, good looking in a Tom Brady kind of way.  She seemed to take to him right away, as if she had known him forever.  But that couldn’t have been the case, unless she was there to meet him and he was 1 ½ hours late!  If that was the case, there was no way she would have been smiling and flirting with him like she was. 
 
    But this guy was smooth.  I have no idea what he said or did to open her up, but within 20 minutes of approaching her he had his tongue down her throat!  He had stepped between her legs, causing her to spread herself open, pushing her dress higher as she rubbed both hands behind his head.  She left them there, stroking his hair and neck while they talked, and then locked lips with him again, dropping her hands to his back and ass, pulling him closer to her. 
 
    I was a serious basket case by then, as was the rest of the band.  I had told them about her at the break and we were all fixated on her during the second set.  It was only through pure muscle memory that we were able to play the songs at all. 
 
    She and Tom Brady eventually stood together and faced the band, with her in front and Tom behind her.  She gyrated seductively to the music as he rubbed his hands all over her hips, belly, and eventually her breasts.  Her nipples protruded through her dress as she reached back and pulled him forward, sucking his tongue into her hungry mouth.  They really needed to get a room! 
 
    And evidently, they did.  By the time we finished the gig, they were gone.  I should have felt relieved, but I didn’t.  I felt cheated actually.  It was as if they had put on this show just to torture me, even though neither of them made any particular gesture toward me at all.  I had been hoping that maybe she would still be there when the show ended so I could take my chance with her, but instead I was left frustrated and extremely horny.   
 
    And that was just that night!  The following week was filled with all of the symptoms of infatuation – wound up, can’t sleep, can’t do anything right.  Ever since I set my eyes on her.
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    SHOOTING STAR 
 
    Bad Company 
 
      
 
    Those of you who might see me banging away behind the guys in Imminent Threat might think I am the quintessential meathead drummer in a second tier revival band – 46 years of bad road, tattoos on my arms and neck from a time when tattoos were for sailors and motorcycle gangs, and probably living an anonymous existence offstage in some shitty shot gun shack on Long Island.  All of that would be false, except for the tattoos.  And possibly the meathead part.  But I’m actually more complex than that.   
 
    Sure, my first love is rock n’ roll music of the hard and fast variety and has been since I first heard my Dad play “Blitzkrieg Bop” by a small hometown band called the Ramones.  In fact, those early Ramones covers have informed my sartorial choices to this day – Chuck Taylors, a pair of ripped jeans, a black t-shirt and a leather jacket if it gets cold.  It certainly wasn’t my Dad’s daily dark blue auto mechanic overalls with “Mike” stitched on the chest.  I knew early on that while my Dad was a huge influence on me, his choice of clothes, professions, and money would be three things I would not inherit from him. 
 
    But I did inherit my love of music from him and cannot deny his hand in developing the other two loves of my life – hot rods and hot women. 
 
    I was born Travis Bonham Parker in 1975 in the East Flatbush section of Brooklyn, New York, joining my two sisters and my parents in a small three-bedroom side-by-side on Midwood Street. My neighborhood was classic Brooklyn – one of the most densely populated patches of concrete and asphalt on earth.  But the one-story red brick bungalows with small front yards and large covered porches that lined both sides of the street distinguished our stretch of Midwood. It was like a scale model of the suburbs, except that the yards were so tiny and overgrown with long forgotten bushes that if you wanted to go outside, you played on the porch or in the street. 
 
    Luckily, Prospect Park was only a mile and a half straight west of our home.  To me, it was a 526 acre filter from the relentless grit and crowding of urban life. In the late 80’s my sisters and I spent most of our free time there, riding bikes, roller skating, playing ball of one type or another.  It was a place where a kid could be a cowboy or a baseball star or just lay under a tree and watch the fall leaves flutter down around you.  You could almost feel the fresh air and sunshine replenishing your body for another week in the concrete jungle that surrounded it. 
 
    But in the 70’s and early 80’s, it was also a dangerous place.  Like everything else in New York at that time, years of neglect had taken its toll on the park.  Buildings were allowed to crumble, the grounds went untended, and even the zoo animals began to disappear.  The year before I was born a study found that 44% of city residents would warn people to stay away from the park under any circumstance!  Luckily, by the time I was old enough to go there alone, the City had pumped several million dollars into cleaning up the park, eventually tipping the balance in favor of families and kids.  Looking back, it’s truly remarkable how much the revival of Prospect Park changed my life.  Most of my childhood memories are centered there, including the most life changing of them all – the first time my Mom took me and my sisters to see my Dad’s band play there. 
 
    My Dad played guitar in a folk rock cover band called “The Boyds”, named after his favorite band, The Byrds, but with a tongue-in-cheek Brooklyn accent.  They spent most Friday and Saturday nights schlepping equipment from one bar to another across the five boroughs while my Mom stayed home and made macaroni and cheese or frozen pizzas for the rest of us.  The Boyds covered songs by bands like The Byrds, Crosby, Stills and Nash, and CCR, thus were pretty good musicians despite only playing part-time as a hobby more than anything else.  Being kids, my sisters and I weren’t allowed to go to the bars to see them, so it was a rare treat when they played what is now known as the Lena Horne bandshell at Prospect Park.  I was literally blown away seeing my Dad standing on stage with hundreds of people dancing and clapping to every song.  For those two hours, he wasn’t my hard working auto mechanic Dad.  He was rock god “Johnny Boyd”, basking in the bright lights and encouragement of the adoring crowd.  (And yes, they adopted stage names in honor of The Ramones.)  I spent as much time watching the crowd as I did watching the band, and I credit that show for infecting me with the bug to be a musician. 
 
    I also credit my Dad, for although I didn’t know it at the time, that show was just another phase in his quest to mold me into the musician he wished he could have been.  The first step was naming me what he did – Travis Bonham Parker.  My middle name was my Dad’s homage to John Bonham, the legendary drummer for Led Zeppelin.  My nickname, T-Bone, was an abbreviation of Travis Bonham, but it was also a tribute to T-Bone Walker, the legendary blues guitarist who died just before I was born.  My Dad had been planning for my career in music even before I was born!  But he also carefully nudged it along, buying me my first drum set, arranging for private lessons even though he couldn’t afford them, and finally letting me take over as the drummer in his band when I was only 16 years old. 
 
    By then I was old enough to get into the bars they were playing even though I couldn’t drink.  I would play a set then sit around on stage while my Dad and the other guys headed to the bar for a beer.  I learned pretty quickly that being a 16-year-old drummer in a world of inebriated adults had its benefits.  The guys all thought I was some kind of prodigy, and the women all thought I was cute, at least compared to my middle-aged band mates.  And I was cute!  I wasn’t the full grown, 6’-2”, 195 pound gym rat that I am now, but I was getting there.  People told me I looked like a young James Dean, with the same chiseled face and bad boy gleam in my eyes.  But I think it was the sandy pompadour haircut and t-shirts that completed the comparison.  Whatever it was, there was something about me that women found irresistible – like moths to a flame.   
 
    I still try to understand the attraction women have for guys in bands.  Maybe it’s the combination of alcohol, songs about sex and girls, and a beat that makes them want to dance.  Maybe they are attracted to the confidence of the guys on stage and the admiration the crowd has for them.  Whatever it is, there were always at least a few girls at those early shows that were clamoring for my attention. They would show up in one or more packs and then set about trying to out-slut each other.  Just like guys prowling the bar for notches on their bed posts, these girls would show up for the expressed purpose of having sex with someone in the band.  Or everyone in the band if the band was particularly hot or famous.  Purely for bragging rights.  Now the guys in The Boyds were decidedly not hot, and that worked to my advantage.  With no competition, it was relatively common to find me between some cars in the parking lot after a show with my dick in some girl’s mouth while the others loaded the van.  These girls weren’t super models by any means, not like the chick at The Bitter End, but then I wasn’t yet “T-Bone Fucking Parker, drummer for Imminent Threat.”  Like Bob Segar said, we were all just workin’ on our night moves. 
 
    I wasn’t much for high school.  In fact I hardly remember being there.  I didn’t have many friends there, I didn’t play in any sports, and I didn’t date girls from school.  I had a few select friends I hung out with occasionally, but then hung out with The Boyds on weekends.  I really was a music nerd, wrapped up in music the way kids these days can spend all of their time playing video games. 
 
    By the time I graduated from high school I had already moved up the circuit a bit, drumming for a cowpunk band called Arrested Development.  It was a step up from The Boyds since we played original music, but it was ironically more of a struggle to get gigs.  We ended up playing on multi-band bills, usually as the opening act.  That is how I met the guys from Imminent Threat. 
 
    Imminent Threat was huge by punk standards, having already toured internationally.  But they were based in New York and played there often when they weren’t on tour.  Their front man was a guy named Peter Watt, but everyone called him Flash, not only because of his electric personality, but also because of the way he lived his life.  He was the stereotypical rock star – the shooting star – surrounded by women, drowning in alcohol and drugs, and living his short life like one long after party.  It was during one of those after parties that I finally saw what the rock n’ roll life was really like – the good, the bad, and the ugly.  The good part was the quantity of good looking woman roaming around.  The bad part was the unsustainable amount of drugs and alcohol being consumed.  It seemed obvious to me that many of the people there would not live to see their thirtieth birthday.  And that led to the ugly part. 
 
    Ironically, it was the ugly part that gave me my first big break in music.  The news hit the New York punk scene harder than anything else we had experienced.  The drummer for Imminent Threat, a guy named Charlie Quintos, was found dead in his apartment from asphyxiation – he choked on his own vomit.  Now we had known this to be a thing – John Bonham died from it, but when it happens to someone you know, it hits pretty hard.  Especially when we all knew it could have been us.  For several weeks afterward, the parties were perhaps a little more subdued, the laissez faire punk attitude a little less aggressive, and the innocence of youth just a little harder to remember. 
 
    That’s when I got the call from Flash.  They wanted me to replace Charlie. 
 
    This was 1995, a year before the release of the “Twister” album that would send Imminent Threat to new levels of fame.  I was a 20-year-old kid about to step into the stratosphere of the rock music industry.  The other guys in the band were in their early 30’s, having paid their dues and survived, albeit just barely.  One of their friends was dead, and another would soon be.  I decided then that if I was going to survive, I had to be different.  There was too much about the lifestyle that I liked – the music, the women, the laying around hotel pools waiting for the next gig, and too much that could kill you.  I decided I would join the band, but on my terms.  No drugs and limited alcohol. 
 
      
 
    ____________  
 
      
 
    My second love has always been cars.  Or more specifically, muscle cars.  Anything from the 50’s to the 70’s, which to me was the heyday of American car design.  No country could compete with the size, power and sheer design audaciousness of American cars from those three decades. 
 
    I parlayed my fortunes from my early days with I.T. into a small collection of classics, and then bought a body shop on Clinton Avenue just north of the Brooklyn Queens Expressway to tend to them.  The shop became famous for renovating these types of cars and along with becoming a highly sought after studio musician, became my main source of income after the band broke up, employing a team of four equally crazy car geeks. 
 
    It also became famous for some of the insane parties held there, especially in the late 90’s.  The space doubled as a rehearsal space for the band, and as such, always had a bevy of hangers on and groupies there when we practiced.  Inevitably, the drinking would lead to coke, the coke would lead to sex, and a full blown orgy would erupt on the hoods and in the backseats of the cars in the shop. 
 
    The place hasn’t changed since I bought it.  It’s still the shithole it always was – a garage door in the middle flanked by two industrial steel windows with cracked and grimy glass preventing people from seeing inside.  The office in the back is a legitimate business office during business hours, but also the scene of many a transaction of a decidedly more sexual nature as well – sometimes with the wives or girlfriends of my customers.  (Like moths to the flame…)  Who ever said business and pleasure don’t mix has never been to T-Bone’s Hot Rods! 
 
    But outside the shop is my favorite part.  I swear it hasn’t changed since the 70’s.  There’s still broken down cars parked along both sides of the street, abandoned boarded up buildings, and even a vacant lot across the street penned in by a dilapidated chain-link fence with razor wire across the top, where a long gone construction company used to park their back hoes and cement trucks.  Every time I step out onto the sidewalk I half expect Al Pacino to cruise by on the Honda Super Hawk he rode in the 1973 film Serpico. 
 
    My brownstone is only a 10 minute walk away on DeKalb Avenue.  When I bought it, it was definitely a diamond in the rough.  An architect and his wife renovated the building in the 80’s creating a two-story unit on the first two floors for themselves, and then an apartment on each of the two floors above.   
 
    But the neighborhood outside had still not become gentrified like it is now.  My only source of food when I first moved there was from Ellie’s bodega on the corner, or Cino’s, the Italian restaurant across the street whose décor was as shitty as their food was amazing.  The Alibi bar next door was also a shithole, although that never stopped me from becoming a regular.  And it’s still the same today, often voted the Best Dive Bar in NYC.  The only thing that’s changed since my first time there is the red vinyl booths that would sink to the floor when you sat on them have been replaced by wooden benches.   
 
    The two story unit has always been enough for me, so I have continued to rent out the two apartments to help pay the taxes and expenses.  Twice I managed to rent them to girls with whom I was to become amorous, if you will, but please don’t mention that to the New York State Division of Human Rights.  Sex with tenants is strictly forbidden! 
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    Which brings me to my third true love – women.  Plural.  Maybe it was my early introduction to sex through playing in a band, but I have never had a sustained relationship with just one woman.  I never needed to.  From those early blow jobs in the parking lots to this day, I’ve never needed to “date” anyone to have regular sex partners.  Women became the thing for me that replaced drugs in my rock star repertoire.  My addiction is sex, and when I need a fix, I know where to get it.   
 
    Now everyone assumes unlimited sex is just part pf being in a band.  In fact, most guys will tell you that’s why they wanted to be in a band in the first place.  But the truth is that even for rock stars, negotiating sex with strangers can be a challenge in the best of circumstances, and between tours women aren’t lining up outside your apartment door like they do backstage.  That is where my web of sex clubs and swingers’ websites comes in. 
 
    Even at the height of Imminent Threat, it was not unusual for me to leave a gig to meet a couple at their hotel so I could fuck a guy’s wife while he watched, or to arrange a visit to a sex club in the town we were playing and sample the local wares.  I found that women on those web sites and in those clubs are by far the most interesting to me.  They are there for sex, so that cuts out a lot of the mating bullshit. You gotta like a woman who allows her husband to post nude pictures of her online to attract sex partners, or who dresses up in her sluttiest outfit and enters a room full of strangers for the purpose of having sex with one or more of them. 
 
    Now, I’m not actually a huge fan of sex clubs.  It seems that most of the people there are poseurs of one type or another – all body paint, masks and outrageous outfits.  It’s like they think they’re at fucking Mardi Gras or something.  And with the explosion of social media and “influencers”, it seems too many people just want to say they were there.  But I can usually work my way through all of the game playing and find a willing partner or two, and I rarely leave the party disappointed. 
 
    With the hook-up websites, it’s completely different and in many ways more real.  No-one is dressed up like a Vegas showgirl, the husband isn’t wearing a chainmail jock and leather chaps.  The couple is there because they thought that maybe a little swinging might ‘enliven’ their sex lives.  And I do my best to please; my greatest pleasure being ambushing both of them by pushing the woman to ever greater levels of debauchery; To get her to do things she never did for her husband and make her beg for more is what gets me off. 
 
    That’s what I wanted to do to the sexy chick in the club that night.  I was obsessed with the thought.
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    SHOT DOWN IN FLAMES 
 
    AC/DC 
 
      
 
    Luckily I didn’t have to wait long for my chance.  The following Friday we had a gig at the Café Wha, another legendary club just around the corner from The Bitter End.  We were halfway through our first set when I saw her. 
 
    She looked the same as she did the week before – completely out of her element.  She was taller than everyone else, classier than everyone else, and just simply better than everybody else.  Seeing her in a bar dressed like that was just surreal. 
 
    I was momentarily stunned, but when I came to my senses, the one nagging thought about the whole situation re-emerged.  It just didn’t make sense that a woman like that would spend her Friday nights at rock n’ roll clubs cruising to get laid.  Yet there she was, looking like some chick in a Bond movie, long legs jutting from her short dress, sleeveless arms pressed against her sides as she stirred her drink with her straw.  The delicate tendons in her neck straining as she wrapped her red full lips around her straw and sucked her icy margarita into her mouth.  Alone. 
 
    I quickly wrapped up the set, signaling to the band that we would be ending two songs sooner than planned.  I needed to get to her before anyone else did.  As soon as I hit the last beat I leapt from my stool and bounded off the stage.  She was staring at her phone when I sidled up next to her. 
 
    “Hey, my name is Travis.  My friends call me T-Bone.” 
 
    She turned to look at me, and then held out her hand, “Well, hello.  I’m Tiffany.  My friends call me Tiffany.” 
 
    I snickered confidently, “TNT.  That’s funny!” 
 
    She smiled somewhat less amused, “Why do your friends call you T-Bone?” 
 
    I thought about telling her my friends use it to razz me about the large slab of meat between my legs, but that didn’t seem like an appropriate ice breaker. 
 
    “It’s a long story.  Maybe I’ll show it to you sometime.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes with not just a little disgust on her face.  I quickly tried to recover. 
 
    “Didn’t I see you at our show last Friday?” 
 
    “I don’t know.  Did you?” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure I did.  You a fan?” 
 
    “Actually, it was coincidence.  I’m not a fan, no.” 
 
    “Not a fan?  Then you just come to trashy bars alone for fun?” 
 
    “What, you’ve never gone to a trashy bar alone?” 
 
    She had me there.  It was a bit of a sexist comment. 
 
    “Well, I have.  Usually wishing to see a beautiful girl like you sitting all alone.” 
 
    “Yeah?  And then what?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve never seen a girl like you in a bar, but if I did, I would introduce myself and buy her a drink.” 
 
    She nodded in the direction of her almost empty glass, “I’ll take the same.” 
 
    I called over to Charlie the bartender, “Charlie, she’ll have the same!” 
 
    I then looked at Tiffany who was staring at her slender well-manicured fingers as she rubbed them up and down the stem of her glass.  My cock sprang to attention from the subliminal message she was sending.  When Charlie brought over her drink, she lifted it and turned to me to clink glasses. 
 
    “So, you bought the girl a drink.  Then what?” 
 
    She was definitely trying to start something, so I went all in. 
 
    “Then I try to get her to go home with me.” 
 
    She laughed, throwing her head back in a position I hoped to see her in later – head back, long, slender neck stretched out, mouth open, waiting for my cock to enter. 
 
    “Goodness!  Maybe a girl shouldn’t go to trashy bars alone!” 
 
    I moved in closer, sliding my arm across the bar and grabbing her slender forearm, “I’d make it worth your while…” 
 
    I realized she had spread her legs to allow me to get closer.  Her face was inches from my still wet t-shirt.  Her demeanor had changed.  I could tell by the way her half concealed breasts heaved up and down she was beginning to breathe harder. 
 
    “And what if said girl is not the type to go home with random strangers?” 
 
    She looked up at me with her enormous brown eyes and took a suggestive sip from her straw. 
 
    “Like the guy you went home with last week?” 
 
    She smiled seductively, like she was remembering the way the guy from last week kissed her at the bar, rubbed her belly while they swayed to the music, his hard cock rubbing between the cheeks of her ass.  And the way he fucked her hard afterward, again and again, until she finally snuck out as the early morning sun illuminated the disheveled room.  She then looked straight at my chest and raised her index finger toward me.  When she touched my chest I felt a spark – not from static electricity, but from the jolt of sexual energy that shot through me.  She began walking her fingers up my chest, watching them intently until they reached my neck and our eyes met again. 
 
    “Maybe you would play better if you kept your eyes on the drums rather than on me.” 
 
    “I play just fine with my eyes on you.” 
 
    She digested that thought, clearly interested, “Tell you what, if I’m still alone when the show is over, which I doubt, maybe we can get to know each other a little better.” 
 
    I was stunned.  She was easier than I thought!  It still didn’t make any sense, but I didn’t care at that point. 
 
    “Save it for me, Sweetheart.  You won’t be disappointed.” 
 
    She then did something I had never seen in all of my years in bars trying to hit on women.  She stuck her finger into her drink and stirred it, then lifted it slowly to her mouth and sucked it all the way in, wrapping her luscious full lips around it, and sliding it slowly back out.  All while staring directly into my eyes.  The message could not have been clearer. 
 
    She released her finger with a snap and purred, “Don’t be a stranger, Travis”, then took a long sip from the straw in her drink. 
 
    I was putty, boiling with lust and hard as a rock.  I considered pulling my jeans down right there and fucking her on her barstool.  She already had her legs spread with me standing between them.  I was convinced that she’d probably let me do it!  But I had a show to finish and a room full of people who would be leaving soon f we didn’t start playing again.  I also didn’t need to get arrested for indecent exposure.  Instead I reluctantly looked at her lustfully one last time, trying my hardest to convey the raw sexuality that I felt she was looking for, and then walked away, using my best rockstar swagger to seal the deal. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t concentrate the rest of the night.  None of this made any sense.  This chick was obviously flirting with me, yet she insinuated that she wouldn’t be waiting for me to finish the show; that she’d probably find someone better.  Who the hell was she?  Was she a hooker?  A groupie? A Russian spy?  Did she actually fuck and kill the guy from last week? 
 
    I didn’t care.  I was willing to take my chances.  From her seductive sucking of her finger, it was clear she could and would suck the chrome off a trailer hitch.  I was determined to get my hands on that tight body and feel her moist pussy squeezing my dick. 
 
    I wasn’t sure where we would go.  Did she live around there?  Was she staying at a hotel?  We’d have to figure that out later.  Going back to my place was probably not an option.  I pictured getting into an elevator at a hotel, pressing her against the wall and shoving my tongue down her throat.  She would grab my dick through my pants, feeling its impressive girth for the first time.  She would moan into my mouth as I kissed her, signaling her wanton desire.  We’d break the kiss as the elevator bell rang at our floor, tumble out of the elevator, and stumble down the hall to our room.  Once inside, we’d fall on the bed, ravaging each other’s mouth with our tongues and caressing each other’s bodies with our probing hands.  I’d find her soaking wet pussy and penetrate it gently with my fingers, priming her for the fucking of her life. 
 
    We’d fuck like rabbits all night long, cumming over and over again until we passed out from sheer exhaustion.  We’d wake up several times during the night and do it again, neither of us able to get enough of the other.  When I left in the morning, she’d wake up wondering where I was and more importantly, when she could see me again.  She’d be wondering how she could possibly live without me. 
 
    She continued sitting at the bar as we played through our second set.  Guys would come over to talk with her, but she would always end up alone.  As she talked to them, I could see her looking over their shoulders, looking at me.  Watching to see if I was watching her.  It only made me even more crazy for her. 
 
    I was feeling really good about my chances.  Several guys had tried to pique her interest, but all had failed.  I looked around the room to see if there were any likely studs left who might still have a chance.  That’s when I saw him. 
 
    It was Tom Brady again!  She hadn’t killed him after all.  But why was he there?  Why was he not sitting with her?  Then it hit me.  He was her husband! 
 
    Now, this wasn’t a complete shock to me.  In fact, I felt stupid to have not considered that earlier.  As I mentioned, I had fucked many a married woman before, usually in front of her husband and usually arranged by him.  But for some reason, Tiffany didn’t look like the type.  She was too young and too gorgeous to be a swinger.  And Tom Brady was too young and too good looking to get off watching his wife fuck another guy.  Unless he was gay!  But gay guys don’t marry chicks like Tiffany.  He had to be getting off watching her flirt with other guys! 
 
    At first I was pissed.  They were jerking guys around, dangling Tiffany’s sweet ass out there as bait only to pluck it away at the last second, leaving everyone frustrated and blue balled. 
 
    But then I was hopeful.  Maybe they weren’t going to pluck her away.  Maybe they would actually take me home to their place, where I could fuck Tiffany’s brains out while Tom got off in the corner.  That worked for me.  After all, she said if she was still there when we finished, we could “get to know each other better.”  And she was still there.  And Tom hadn’t come to “claim” her yet. 
 
    When we wrapped up the set Tiffany and Tom were still there, each sitting alone.  I was feeling confident as ever as we faked like we were walking off the stage but then returned for our planned encore.  We had been doing our encores with a drum solo that led into one of biggest hits, “BTK.”  That particular night I was feeling particularly energized, anxious to show Tiffany and Tom Brady what a virile stud I still was at age 46.  The solo starts out slow, with the only lights in the house focused on me, a perk of being the new leader of the band.  It then builds in intensity until the band kicks in with the first chord of “BTK” when the lights shift back to them and we belt out the tune to end the show. 
 
    I had drawn out the solo, flexing and preening all the while, building up quite a sweat and demonstrating the considerable staying power I still had.  I was sure Tiffany was sliding off her barstool in anticipation and her husband was trembling with fear.  When I hit the last beat and flung my arms in the air as the band kicked in, I looked to the bar.  Tiffany was gone.  I frantically looked at Tom Brady’s table.  He was gone too.  They had done it again. 
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    PRECIOUS 
 
    The Pretenders 
 
      
 
    I was livid when the show ended that night.  No one had ever played me like that, and I was resolved to make them pay for humiliating me.  The problem was I had no idea who they were or if I would ever see them again.  I mean, they could have been from fucking LA for all I knew. 
 
    As the following week went on I began to calm down a bit, almost shifting the blame from them to me.  They had the right to play their stupid hotwife games if they wanted to.  I was just one of the many chumps who thought I had a chance with a girl like that – as if girls like that come to bars to be picked up.  I was just as stupid as the rest of the idiots. 
 
    By week two I was convinced they were from out of town.  They didn’t show up at my gig the following Friday, so I was sure they were gone.  And I was happy about that.  I didn’t trust myself to keep my distance and avoid falling into their trap again.  It still burned my craw to think about Tom Brady fucking her while he pretended he was me, driving her crazy with the idea of fucking someone who wasn’t her husband.  But I was determined to stay clear of them and vowed to myself to be particularly wary of anything like that in the future. If it quacks like a duck, it’s probably a duck. 
 
    But I still couldn’t keep from wondering – just how close was I?  Did she really suck on her finger just to impress her husband?  And if she did, what else would she do to impress him?  If he put her up to all of that, maybe he could encourage her to go one step farther, and then another step.  Maybe he was plotting that very minute to convince her to really let herself go.  He could be trying to convince her that maybe she should follow me into the basement.  Maybe she should get on her knees.  Maybe she should open those gorgeous lips and wrap them around my throbbing cock.  Hold my hips while I grab her behind her head and slide all ten inches over that precious tongue.  Maybe she should let me cum in her mouth, then go upstairs and let him taste my cum on that tongue as she shoves it down his throat.  And maybe monkeys really do fly! 
 
    I was at a gig that Friday daydreaming all of that when I realized I had no idea what song we were playing.  Iggy looked at me strangely to snap me from my reverie.  It was bad – no matter how much I tried, I couldn’t forget about Tiffany. 
 
    And then I saw her again. 
 
    You couldn’t miss her.  When she walked into a room, everyone turned to look.  Then you see the hair, and then the face.  The room just parts to let her by, everyone staring as she walks past them. 
 
    Amazingly there was a spot at the bar and she quickly sat down, putting her giant purse on the bar and fishing out her phone.  I looked around but could not see Tom Brady.  I was sure he was there or would be showing up soon. 
 
    We were about to take our intermission so I would have plenty of time to confront her.  I briefly thought about just ignoring her, but she was just too shiny and bright to ignore.  I had to find out what she was about.  What they were about. She was like the sun drawing me into her field of gravity. 
 
    As I approached the bar she saw me coming and turned to face the bar, probably hoping I wouldn’t talk to her.  But if that was what she wanted, she sure picked a strange place to be. 
 
    “So, you hooked up with Lover Boy again.” 
 
    “So, you really need to pay attention to your playing.” 
 
    “It seems good enough to have you following me all over the city.  What’s your game?  You and hubby get off teasing poor guys like me?” 
 
    “Don’t flatter yourself.  We’re not here for you.” 
 
    “So, he is your husband?” 
 
    “I don’t need to explain anything to you.” 
 
    I looked at her chest, her pert tits half exposed at the edge of her lowcut dress.  I hoped she would lean forward just a bit more and expose her nipple.  She seemed nervous, more vulnerable than in control. 
 
    “No, you don’t.  But I’m beginning to take this personally.  If you’re not after me, maybe you should take your ‘hotwife’ act someplace else.  You’re messing up my drumming.” 
 
    She turned to me and smiled seductively.  I thought maybe I had broken through.  She grabbed my right forearm, which was still wet with sweat. 
 
    “You know, I’ve only talked to you one time, for like four minutes.  You don’t know the first thing about me, and yet you think I owe you something.  Don’t you think that’s a bit odd?” 
 
    “I think it’s a bit odd that you strongly implied you were interested in me when you stuck your finger in your drink and sucked it dry.  You certainly wouldn’t be the first chick to want to sleep with a rockstar.” 
 
    “Well, I apologize for that.  I didn’t mean to mislead you.” 
 
    “Yeah?  What did you mean to do?  Does hubby get off watching you tease better men than him?” 
 
    She threw her head back and laughed again, conjuring up the same evil thoughts as last time, except this time she seemed to be the evil one. 
 
    “You really are an oddly confidant man aren’t you?  Why is it that men like you, who probably can’t even read, think you are a better man than a man who actually owns a dress shirt?” 
 
    That pissed me off.  I moved in closer and slid my hand under her long back hair gripping the back of her neck.  I leaned in and pulled her close to my face.  She pushed back on my hand, suddenly looking scared. 
 
    I hissed into her face, “Tell you what, Tiffany, if that’s your real name, if you want to know what a real man is, you let me know.  I’ll give you a lesson you won’t ever forget.  But if you want to tease a bunch of guys so your hubby can jack off on your pretty little face, why don’t you just stay the fuck away from me?” 
 
    I let go of her neck with a shove and stood up to face the bar.  I was literally shaking with rage, thinking of the Thin Lizzy line, “If that chick don’t wanna know forget her.” 
 
    She stood up and abruptly grabbed her huge purse from the bar. 
 
    “You know, maybe you’re right.  You’re not my type anyway.” 
 
    I was flabbergasted.  Not her ‘type’?  What the fuck did that mean?  What was her ‘type’?  Closeted pretty boys who get off watching her tease real men who could actually show her what real sex was?? 
 
    I looked to the side of the bar for her husband.  Sure enough, he was grabbing his coat from the back of his barstool and heading after her, but not before shooting me a worried look, as if to say, “What the fuck did you do?” 
 
    I watched Tiffany strut out the door in a huff, her 5 inch heels clicking loudly on the wet terrazzo floor.  Her dress grabbed her tight little ass perfectly, the gold glitter shimmering red from the neon beer light in the window.  Chuckie’s had never seen anything like her.  I turned to Chuckie who stood watching her as well from behind the bar. 
 
    “What the fuck, Chuckie?  You know that chick?” 
 
    “Never saw her before in my life.  But she was a helluva lot better to look at than you!”  He laughed and shook his head, wiping the condensation ring from where she had set her glass before storming off. 
 
    “Well, she and her homo husband have been showing up at my gigs playing some fucked up game where she sits at the bar and teases every guy that hits on her.” 
 
    “Yeah?  Well, she was doing pretty well until you showed up.  Maybe you need a little better approach with the ladies.” 
 
    I chuckled and took one last swig of my beer before setting it on the bar. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe I do.” 
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    I JUST WANT TO MAKE LOVE TO YOU 
 
    Foghat 
 
      
 
      
 
    This was getting a little ridiculous.  I really needed to leave this bitch alone.  It would have been so much easier if she and hubby would leave me alone! 
 
    But they didn’t.  They kept coming back.  What was it about these two?  This really could not have been a coincidence.  I was sure they would make contact again.  I just couldn’t have predicted how. 
 
    I was working in the garage the following Wednesday when my phone buzzed.  I had a text from a number I didn’t recognize, somebody who wasn’t in my Contacts. 
 
    “T-Bone, it’s Thomas – Tiffany’s husband” 
 
    I was flabbergasted.  Thomas?  The guy’s name was Thomas??  
 
    “How the fuck did you get my number??” 
 
    “Chuckie gave it to me.  I told him it was for Tiffany.” 
 
    “Nice.  I’ll remember to kill him next time I see him.” 
 
    “LOL.  Don’t kill him.  He did you a favor.” 
 
    “Right.  Like talking to you is a favor?” 
 
    “Well, it might be.  I can explain.  Can we meet to talk?” 
 
    I was pissed.  I felt a lot more like carving him a new orifice than talking to him, but this was intriguing.  I wanted nothing more than to find out what these two were up to.  Why they seemed to show up at all of my gigs.  I had to talk to this guy. 
 
    “Sure, what do you have in mind?” 
 
    “How ‘bout tomorrow after work?  5pm downtown?” 
 
    “Sure.  How bout The Cellar Dog on Christopher?” 
 
    “See you then.  Thanks!” 
 
    Fucking Tom Brady was actually named Thomas!  It made me laugh.  It also made me wonder what the fuck was going on.  He seemed like a nice enough guy.  What could he possibly have to say to me?  I was dying to find out! 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I got to the Cellar Dog early.  I didn’t want to waste a minute hearing what Thomas had to say.  Turns out I could have chilled my heals a bit, as he was 30 minutes late.  I half thought he wouldn’t show up!  But when he did, he didn’t disappoint. 
 
    “Sorry I’m late T-Bone.  Traffic is a bitch at 5.” 
 
    I stood up to shake his hand, grabbing him maybe a little firmer than normal, “That it is Thomas.  Glad you could make it.” 
 
    “Absolutely T-Bone.  Hey, I’m a big fan – it’s an honor to finally meet you!” 
 
    I looked him up and down, he seemed too young to be a fan. 
 
    “How did you get to be a fan, Thomas?” 
 
    “Oh, we used to play rock music during football practice at Dartmouth.  I loved it.  Social Distortion, The Cult, you know; if it rocked, we played it.  So, we played a fair amount of Imminent Threat.  I now associate all of those songs with the good times I had back in college.” 
 
    Dartmouth.  Figures. 
 
    “So, your wife a fan too?” 
 
    He laughed, “Tiffany?  Ah, no.” 
 
    He ordered a Rolling Rock and turned back to face me. 
 
    “So, what did you want to talk about, Thomas?” 
 
    “I wanted to apologize for Tiffany storming out on you last Friday.” 
 
    “Yeah?  She’s a special one…” 
 
    “She really doesn’t have a lot of respect for our half of the species.” 
 
    “I can tell.” 
 
    “Well, when you look like she does, you see your fair share of bullshit from guys.  So, when you hit on her at the bar, she had heard all that before and been sorely disappointed.” 
 
    “She’s had bad lovers?” 
 
    “I’m the only guy who’s ever made her cum.” 
 
    Yikes!  That was quite the personal statement from a guy I met only moments before.  He didn’t waste any time.  I raised my eyebrows and said the first thing that came to my mind, “Congratulations!” 
 
    He chuckled, “Well, it’s only orally, but she says it’s enough for her.  It was enough to get her to marry me!” 
 
    I kept prying.  He seemed more than willing to divulge state secrets. 
 
    “So, you’ve never made her cum while fucking her?” 
 
    “She says it’s not possible.  I’ve never had trouble with any other girl.  She’s just not able to – at least no-one’s done it yet.” 
 
    This was getting very personal very fast!  I was beginning to guess where this was going. 
 
    “So that’s why you’re talking to me?” 
 
    He looked sheepishly at his glass, despite being a very confident guy. 
 
    “Listen, T-Bone, this might sound weird…” 
 
    He hesitated, so I egged him on, “No!  I’m good!” 
 
    He continued, haltingly. 
 
    “Well, I’ve been an I.T. fan for years.  I read your book.  Your ‘talents’ are legendary.  When I heard you restarted the band and would be playing small clubs in New York, it occurred to me that maybe I could hook you two up.” 
 
    “Hook us up?  Does she know that??” 
 
    “No.  She thinks it’s just the same game we’ve played before.  We have gone to dive bars before and done this.  She knows it’s a huge turn-on for me.  This time, I told her we’d go to bars where you are playing because I’m a fan.  She doesn’t know I was hoping you would hit on her.” 
 
    This was news!  But it was starting to make sense. 
 
    “Does she get off teasing guys, or is this your fun?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.  We both get pretty excited about it and go home and have amazing sex.  I think she really wants the attention from men; she just doesn’t think taking it any farther is worth her time.” 
 
    “And you do?” 
 
    “What man doesn’t wish his wife was a nymphomaniac?  I want her to crave sex like a wanton whore, not think it’s her wifely duty.” 
 
    Tiffany as a wanton whore – I liked the visual. 
 
    “You realize by definition a ‘nymphomaniac’ can’t control her urges.  Are you up for that? 
 
    He laughed heartily, “Oh man.  I wish!  T-Bone, I’m not worried about Tiffany losing control.  We’ve been together a long time – since college!  She keeps telling me I give her everything she needs.  I guess I’m just looking for a little more from her.” 
 
    I pondered that thought for a minute.  It kills me how a good thing is never good enough for a guy.  I mean, Brad Pitt was with Jennifer Fucking Anniston and left her for Angelina!  Now he’s left her too. 
 
    I changed subjects a bit.  I needed to know more about Thomas before agreeing to this deal. 
 
    “What do you do, Thomas?” 
 
    “I’m a hedge fund manager.” 
 
    “And you went to college with Tiffany?” 
 
    “Yep.  She was a European History major and I was in finance.” 
 
    “European History?  Sounds fucking boring.  Is Tiffany some kind of geek?” 
 
    Thomas laughed, “Hardly!  She’s smart, but not a geek.  The European History major was just a precursor for her law degree from Columbia.  She’s a real estate attorney.” 
 
    That fact hit home.  A fucking lawyer?!  Oh my God!  I didn’t even finish high school and I was supposed to outwit a lawyer and get her to sleep with me??  But I couldn’t let Thomas sense his studly impression of me was misplaced; I had to soldier on. 
 
    “A lawyer you say.  She doesn’t look like a lawyer.” 
 
    He laughed, “No, I guess she doesn’t, but she is.” 
 
    I took a drink of my beer and shook my head in disbelief. 
 
    “Well, it seems like a long shot Thomas, but I’m up for the challenge.  What makes you think she’ll go through with it?” 
 
    “We had a pretty big blow-up over the last fiasco.  I told her everything.  She knows that I really want this to happen.” 
 
    “You realize this could get dangerous?” 
 
    He laughed, “Oh, I’m not worried about that T-Bone!  You’ve been humping and dumping women for over 30 years.  You don’t strike me as a wife stealer.  That’s part of the reason I’m here.  That and your ‘talents.’  But I’m also not worried Tiffany will completely change who she is.  She’s a successful real estate attorney with a loving husband, a penthouse in the city, and more friends and possessions than she’ll ever need.  She wouldn’t throw that all away even for your dick!” 
 
    He was right about one thing.  No woman has ever come close to tying me down, and Tiffany definitely was not my type.  I would be glad to leave her begging for more of my giant cock, but I could never be married to an uppity bitch like her. 
 
    As for what she’d be willing to do after I was done with her, I couldn’t say.  But I was getting more and more determined to find out.  I wasn’t loving the subtle implication that I wasn’t good enough for Tiffany and that I was being used by Thomas for his own gratification. My goal at that point was to do everything I could to wipe the smug smiles off of both of their faces.  
 
    “Good points Thomas.  I certainly couldn’t compare to all of that!  I’d be glad to take a shot at transforming your ‘charming wife’ into a wanton whore for you.  When do we start?” 
 
    “When are you available?  Do you have gigs every weekend?” 
 
    “Matter of fact, I’m free this Saturday.  That work for you?” 
 
    He seemed super nervous, “Saturday?  Shit!  Saturday?  That’s coming up fast.” 
 
    He fumbled with his phone, checking his calendar, “Tell you what, let me check with Tiffany.  I’ll get back to you on that.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” 
 
    We talked a little more while Thomas finished his beer.  As he drained the last drops he got up to leave. 
 
    “Thanks for meeting me, T-Bone.  I can’t believe I’m actually talking to T-Bone Parker!” 
 
    “Absolutely, Thomas.  It was nice to finally meet you and close the loops on this Tiffany mystery.  I hope it all works out.” 
 
    “Oh, it will, T-Bone.  It will.” 
 
    He shook my hand and walked out of the bar.  I turned back to the bar and ordered another Rolling Rock.  I needed time to think. 
 
    I opened my phone and tried Googling Thomas Pace.  Finding information about both of them wasn’t hard once I found a site called LinkedIn.  Both his and Tiffany’s college and professional lives were spelled out there, like some fucked up bragging board for professionals. 
 
    It turns out Thomas was on the Dartmouth football team – he was the starting quarterback!  The parallels to Tom Brady were uncanny.  And Tiffany did attend both Dartmouth and Columbia and was currently employed by a law firm with offices in the World Trade Center.  Hoity toity indeed! 
 
    They were both 35, born in 1986.  That meant they were 9 when I joined I.T.!  They graduated from Dartmouth in 2009, and then Tiffany went to law school and graduated in 2012.  She had been a lawyer for almost 10 years.  
 
    Thomas told me he started out at some famous company run by some even more famous Dartmouth grad – Lone Bone Capital or some such shit.  I didn’t really care.  He was now out on his own with two other partners. 
 
    I put my phone face down on the bar.  I knew all I needed to know.  I just looked at myself in the mirror between the bottles behind the bar and smiled.  I could not believe my luck. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    Thomas didn’t waste any time confirming our date.  I was getting ready to head over to The Bowery Electric in the East Village for our gig that Friday when I received the text. 
 
    “We’re on, T-Bone!  8 pm Saturday at The Public Hotel in SoHo.” 
 
    “Great news, Thomas!  Looking forward to it!” 
 
    That was actually a gross understatement.  When I sent the response my heart was beating out of my chest, struggling to supply my quickly inflating dick.  I was actually going to meet Tiffany and her husband at a hotel for the sole and explicit purpose of having sex with her!  No bullshit, no games, no teasing – I was finally going to get what I wanted so badly since the instant I saw her!   
 
    I felt like I floated on a cloud as I walked the 10 minutes to the garage to get the van with the band’s equipment.  It was a warm summer evening, with the golden sun washing the brownstones and apartment blocks on the east side of the street.  It was a high unlike anything I had ever felt. 
 
    The gig was more of the same.  I felt rejuvenated – younger perhaps.  I was transported back to the glory days of I.T., when everything seemed to fall into place and everything was possible.  Before we lost Flash.  I couldn’t stop thinking about how Saturday would go, what it would be like to finally feel Tiffany’s naked body against mine.  What she would look like when I made her cum for the first time. 
 
    I was still a mess on Saturday.  In fact, I was so determined to make a great first impression that I bought a fucking dress shirt!  I actually walked to Macy’s in Brooklyn Heights and bought my first dress shirt since probably my confirmation when I was 14!  When I put it on I felt like Sly Stallone.  Some guys just don’t look right in a dress shirt.  But it seemed important to Tiffany. 
 
    It was a good way to kill the day.  I really could not wait until 8pm.  I shaved, showered, trimmed, clipped and scoured my body for anything that could be perceived as a flaw, like a high school freshman going on his first date.  It was pretty disgraceful how much I cared what Tiffany would think of me. 
 
    By 6:30 I just couldn’t wait any longer.  I walked down Dekalb to catch the G train on Hoyt Street.  I knew I could be at the hotel in 45 minutes, but I just couldn’t wait.  I decided I could get a drink at the bar while I waited for them.  Maybe calm down a bit so I didn’t cum immediately upon entering Tiffany! 
 
    When I arrived at The Public I was a little surprised.  I had never been there – its entry is very discreet, just south of Houston on the west side of Chrystie Street.  A leafy forecourt faces the street, hiding the hip scene inside the hotel.  There’s a super cool bar and lounge on the ground floor and another on the roof.  My impression of the Paces took a step up when I saw the place.  They were cooler than I thought, and definitely from an orbit different from my own.  
 
    I grabbed one of the plush green velour barstools at the Lobby Bar and ordered a beer.  I was really happy to have buttons on my shirt, but I wished for the first time I owned a sport coat.  I looked more like a limo driver than a guest of the hotel.  The place was really dark though, so my self-consciousness was probably for naught.  The only thing you could really see in the space was the bright yellow pool table with the gold balls.  I kid you not.  This place was cool. 
 
    It seemed 8pm was upon me in no time at all.  They say time flies when you’re having fun!  But that’s not what I was having.  I was having a panic attack.  But Tiffany and Thomas hadn’t arrived yet, so I had another beer. 
 
    As 8 became 8:30, my panic began to fade.  Along with my hopes.  I texted Thomas but got no reply.  I took that as a good sign – they were on their way, probably getting out of the cab and didn’t notice the text. 
 
    As 8:30 became 9 I was done.  It was clear they weren’t coming.  I fired off one last furious text. 
 
    “Don’t contact me again.  We’re done.” 
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    YOU REALLY GOT ME 
 
    Van Halen 
 
      
 
    To say I was angry would be a gross understatement.  At first I was angry with Thomas, then I was angry with Tiffany, and I was finally angry with myself.   
 
    I stewed all the way home on the subway, looking at my pathetic reflection in the window across from me, feeling like a complete chump in my light blue button shirt, like some kid who got stood up at the prom.  I vowed if I ever saw Thomas again I’d slug him.  But as I began to put myself in their place, I began to realize that Thomas had probably tried to get Tiffany to the hotel.  He was probably as excited as I was that day.  But somehow, as the day went on, she must have backed out, probably at the last second or he would have texted me.  And that could not have been a pleasant discussion.  The more I pictured the scene, the more I actually felt sorry for Thomas.   
 
    He probably told her how embarrassed he would be if they didn’t show up, and she probably told him she didn’t give two fucks about his embarrassment.  He should be ashamed of himself for setting it up!  Etc., etc.  Listening to the argument in my head allowed me to see her side as well.  Thomas was obviously pushing her to do things she didn’t want to do and the only indication I ever got that she was willing to go along with it came from him.  For all I knew he had misread her comments and she was never on board. 
 
    So, all that was left was me.  I was the idiot that allowed myself to be sucked into their orbit.  I was the one who had become obsessed with Tiffany despite all of her strong indications that she was not interested in me.  And if I thought about it long enough, which I did, I was nothing more than an accomplice in Thomas’s game to get Tiffany to do something she didn’t want to do. 
 
    I had a hard time sleeping that night, replaying all of the arguments and discussions in my head.  I was only able to get some sleep after I doubled down on my vow to cut them from my life and move on. 
 
    That wasn’t easy.  My resolve moved quickly to regret when my thoughts from earlier that day came rushing back – the images of Tiffany’s naked body, the look of desire in her eyes as I fucked her, her taut, velvet skin glowing softly in the golden lights over the bed.  I felt like I was soooo close to seeing all of that.  Was I making a mistake by pulling the plug? 
 
    I couldn’t know.  All I knew was they were driving me crazy and I needed some sleep.  I managed to block all thoughts from my mind, using a meditation technique that has worked well for me on nights like these, and drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I woke up the next morning to the sound of a text arriving on my phone.  I immediately jumped up to read it, knowing full well who it would be. 
 
    “T-Bone, sorry about last night.  Tiffany bailed at the last second.” 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, adrenaline flowing fast again.  I had half a mind to ignore the text, but the other half won. 
 
    “Figured.  I told you to stop texting me.  It’s obvious she isn’t up for this.” 
 
    “I know you did, T-Bone, but it’s not that simple.  I don’t think you should give up.  She almost went to the hotel.  I think she’ll do it.” 
 
    This was getting fucked up.  I was beginning to feel like Thomas was coercing Tiffany, and I wanted no part in that. 
 
    “Thomas, maybe you should just leave her alone.  I don’t get off on forcing women to have sex with me.” 
 
    “T-Bone, I’ll give you Tiffany’s phone number.  Text her yourself.  That might help.” 
 
    I didn’t want Tiffany’s number.  I really just wanted Thomas to leave me alone.  But there it was.  It popped up on my screen like a twenty dollar bill on the sidewalk.  I stared at it and then turned off the phone.  I knew I would text her, if for no other reason to put the final nail in the coffin of this whole idea.  But I waited a few days before I did. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    “Missed you at The Public on Saturday” 
 
    “How did you get my number?” 
 
    “Bathroom stall at Chuckie’s” 
 
    “F U.  Did Thomas give it to you?” 
 
    “You’re both smart and pretty.” 
 
    There was no answer.  I guess I never asked a question, so I persisted. 
 
    “Thomas seems to want more out of this than you do.” 
 
    Still no answer. 
 
    “Don’t you think it’s inevitable.  He really wants to watch you with another man.” 
 
    This time she answered, “No it’s not inevitable.  I don’t get it.” 
 
    Now I was playing marriage counselor, “Some guys get off on that.” 
 
    “Some guys are stupid.  I can’t convince him he’s all I want.” 
 
    That seemed sad, almost like a plea for help.  Thomas really was pushing her to do something she really didn’t want to do.  But it was also sad that she was denying herself the chance to see what I could do for her.  If Thomas was right, she had never truly experienced the kind of sex she could have with me. 
 
    “You don’t know what you are missing.  He just wants you to experience what he knows I can give you and he can’t.” 
 
    “There’s that arrogance again.  Thomas isn’t the only man I’ve been with.  I know what I have.” 
 
    “You haven’t been with me.” 
 
    “Let me guess – you have a really big dick” 
 
    “LOL.  Yes, a REALLY big dick.  But more importantly I know how to use it.  I’ll make you scream.” 
 
    There was no answer.  I stared at my phone looking for the three gray dots that never came.  Now maybe my last text was a bit strong, but I thought it deserved an answer.  Evidently she didn’t agree.  Her silence was all the answer I needed.  It seemed we were done.  For the first time in a very long time, I had been rejected by a woman. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    It took a while to get over it, but I had to move on.  I had never obsessed over a woman before and I was not about to start.  Sure, she was the most incredible creature I had ever laid eyes on.  And sure, I was supposedly this close to actually fucking her at The Public that night.  But it was obvious Tiffany wasn’t anywhere near as interested in sleeping with me as Thomas wanted her to be.   
 
    I dove deep into my work at the garage and with the band, trying hard to occupy my time with anything but thoughts of her.  I even trolled the Adult Friend Finder site for a new couple to mess with.  That can be quite time consuming – many of the profiles are no longer active, some are from couples that aren’t really who they appear to be, and others are people who don’t know what they want.  Then, when you find a couple that is both attractive and willing to meet, that can take time to set up. 
 
    I finally connected with a couple in their early 40’s from New Jersey named Corey and Bridgette.  Corey did all the communicating as usual, explaining that he and Bridgette were new to the lifestyle and were looking to hook Bridgette up with a guy while Corey watched, and maybe joined in.  Bridgette was a super cute blond, with a tight little body that she apparently honed as a part-time yoga instructor and full-time kindergarten teacher.  They posted pictures they took of her in her bikini while they were in Jamaica that spring, and then allowed access to the private pics they took during the same vacation of her having sex with a huge black islander they met while there.  It was that experience that led them to AFF, seeking more of the same. 
 
    We agreed to meet at their hotel in Greenwich Village on a Saturday night.  It was tough finding a date that worked for all of us, but definitely worth the effort.  Bridgette was a tigress in bed, more than willing and able to take everything I could give her. 
 
    It started with me straddling her face on the bed while Corey sucked her pussy.  She eagerly gulped down my cock like she had done to the guy in Jamaica, almost causing me to blow my wad when she came and groaned loudly on my dick, sending vibrations through to my spine.  I held on though and was able to move down and impale her still twitching cunt and bring her to another earth shattering orgasm before filling her with my first load of the night. 
 
    I flipped onto my back while Corey brought her to her knees and fucked her used pussy while she sucked me back to full mast, cleaning our combined juices from my dick in the process. 
 
    For two novices, these two were exactly what I needed.  For three hours, Corey and I took turns fucking Bridgette’s every orifice, leaving her spent and exhausted on the bed in a pool of cum.  They even let me stay the night allowing me to fuck Bridgette three more times throughout the night and the next morning.  They were still fucking when I left! 
 
    I left the hotel feeling pretty damn good about myself.  I was in my mid-forties and could still bring it.  The band was doing great, the sun was out, and walking through Washington Square while some guy played “New York, New York” on a grand piano seemed to affirm how great life was.  If I could make it here, I could make it anywhere! 
 
    It was then that my phone buzzed.  It was Thomas.  The air immediately rushed from my balloon. 
 
    I hesitated to read the text.  Just when I thought I had finally forgotten these two Thomas contacted me again!  I felt like a boxer up against the ropes, punched on the left side of the head, then on the right, then in the gut, unbale to protect myself.  I looked at the text. 
 
    “Tiffany says you talked?” 
 
    I shook my head in disbelief and banged out a response, “WTF??  This is getting old.” 
 
    “I’m sorry T-Bone.  Tiffany and I talked again.” 
 
    “Well, she sounded completely not interested to me.” 
 
    “She said she would do it.  She didn’t say when, but she said she would.” 
 
    “She told you she would do it?” 
 
    “She did!  She said if it’s what I really want she would do it.” 
 
    “Whatever Thomas.  I won’t hold my breath.  Let me know if something changes.” 
 
    “I will. I just think she needs a little more time.  I’ll be in touch T-Bone.” 
 
    I shoved my phone in my pocket in frustration.  Damn those two!  I continued walking down Broadway.  I needed to burn off some steam.  I texted Corey to tell him what a great time I had.  He responded immediately, like a normal person, and said they did too.  That we would do it again soon.  That’s the kind of couple I wanted to associate with.  Not these wishy washy reluctant prudes like Tiffany. 
 
    By the time I got home I had calmed down.  Maybe Thomas would be able to convince Tiffany to have sex with me.  And so what if he couldn’t – I had made new friends with Corey and Bridgette, and I could find more like them.  I didn’t need the Paces. 
 
    In fact, the following Friday we had a gig at The Knitting Factory in Brooklyn, a place near enough to my place that the guys and I were able to round up a half dozen young ladies and take them there in the van for an after party.  Or I should say Iggy was able to round them up.  They were all in their late twenties, and after several hours of plying them with alcohol and cocaine, Iggy chose two of them to take back to the Guest Bedroom, I was able to convince two of them to join me in my bedroom, and the other two guys fucked the other two girls right there on the Living Room floor!  Now keep in mind that Ian, our guitarist was 59 years old by then, and Chase, our bassist was 60!  Fucking two twenty somethings was a good get for them!  NONE of us needed the Paces in our lives. 
 
    But I couldn’t avoid them  Thomas texted the following Wednesday. 
 
    “T-Bone!  We’re on.  Can you meet Saturday?” 
 
    “You must be crazy” 
 
    “Seriously!  Tiffany said YES.  She agreed to meet you at The Public on Saturday.  8pm.” 
 
    I stared at the phone, trying to decide if it was possible for someone to hack my phone and pretend to be Thomas just to mess with me.  I even looked around to see if there were cameras hidden somewhere to catch my reaction!  There weren’t.  I texted back, “OK Thomas.  But this is it.  If she doesn’t show, we’re done.” 
 
    “Got it T-Bone.  Don’t worry.  She’ll show.”
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    COLD AS ICE 
 
    Foreigner 
 
      
 
    To say I was ambivalent about this meeting would be an understatement.  Nothing Tiffany had done or said to that point led me to believe this would be a joyous occasion, or that she would even show up.  But Thomas had led me to believe she was simply a mystery yet to be discovered.  I only needed to continue peeling back the pages.  So I went to The Public that night ready to be disappointed but hoping to be surprised.  
 
    Now I had played with plenty of married couples over the years, so I knew to never expect anything.  What people do behind bedroom doors is a fascinating study of human psychology.  But I fully expected to find both of them fully clothed, maybe drinking a bottle of wine, waiting for the hired bull to arrive.  They’d give me a glass, we’d shoot the shit a bit, then he’d tell her to suck my dick or something like that.  I’d fuck her and that would be it.  Neither of them seemed all that creative sexually from all I’d heard, and I expected a fair amount of first time awkwardness. 
 
    So, you can imagine my shock when Thomas answered the door to the room completely naked with a raging hard-on.  I immediately thought I’d walk in and find five other guys already fucking Tiffany’s brains out!  Instead, when Thomas stepped aside I could see into the room to see Tiffany also completely naked, but blind-folded and tied spread eagle to the four corners of the king-sized bed.  She laid there breathing heavily, her breasts pulled tight across her heaving ribs.  I was stunned. 
 
    The scene was surreal.  I had never seen a hotel room like that.  The bed was inside of a wood frame that wrapped completely under, up and around the bed.  It was like a stage upon which this virgin sacrifice was to take place, with a floor to ceiling window over the city as the backdrop.  Along with the city lights below, a half dozen candles on a small shelf on the wall at the foot of the bed provided the only light.   
 
    As I surveyed the scene, Thomas broke the silence, “Don’t worry, I didn’t fuck her.  I just revved her up a bit for you.” 
 
    She did indeed seem “revved up.”  You have to remember, I had never seen Tiffany naked, so to see her laying there in this state of arousal was almost sensory overload.  Of course, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her gorgeous face, half covered with the black silk blindfold, her mouth open and lips slightly puckered just begging to be kissed again.  But her perfect breasts summoned my attention, stretched tight but still firmly pointing straight toward the ceiling, her hard nipples straining to be sucked again. 
 
    I then noticed her hard, flat belly, undulating softly with each breath, exposing the soft mound of her pelvic bone.  She was shaved bare as a baby’s behind and wet as a juicy mango.  Her swollen pussy lips were spread wide, standing vigil over her gaping, dripping vagina and swollen clit.  Her juices glistened in the candlelight. Thomas had indeed prepared her well. 
 
    I was so turned on by the sight that I had trouble getting my jeans over my rock hard cock that had grown half-way down my leg.  Perhaps I had underestimated these two!  This was some intense shit. 
 
    As I unbuttoned my light blue shirt I turned to Thomas, “You sure she’s up for this?” 
 
    He just looked at her, barely able to control his excitement, “What do you say, Babe?  You up for this?” 
 
    She didn’t move or answer immediately.  I was worried she wasn’t. 
 
    She then answered, in a barely audible whisper, “Yes, Thomas.” 
 
    Not the best affirmation from my perspective.  Thomas continued,   “I want you to feel what a big cock feels like, Baby.  Do you want that, Tiffany?” 
 
    She didn’t answer.  She just bit her lower lip, pulling it into her mouth. 
 
    Thomas insisted, “Do you want that, Tiffany?” 
 
    She seemed flustered, impatient almost, “Yes, Thomas, I want that.” 
 
    That was all the confirmation I needed, if I needed any at all.  At that point, all I wanted was to feel my dick inside of this manifestation of female perfection splayed out on the bed just for that purpose, even if it did have a kinky ritualistic feel to it. 
 
    I pulled the Trojan Magnum packet out of my pocket that Thomas insisted I wear and tore it open.  As I grabbed it out of the aluminum envelope I looked at Tiffany.  She could hear the crinkling of the packet and surely knew what it was.  She knew she would soon be feeling a man other than her husband get onto the bed.  She would feel his hot skin on hers, hear his breath over her face, smell his scent.  She had to be wondering how she had gotten into this position, tied spread eagle, unable to stop what would happen next – the first touch of another man’s bulbous head spreading her glistening lips apart, moistening himself in her luscious lubricant.  The feeling of my rigid shaft driving into her.  The significance of it all would follow; she was being fucked by a man not of her choosing.  She could never be the “faithful” wife again.  She would wonder why her husband wanted this.  She would wonder what to do if the urge to cum overwhelmed her – should she hide it?  Should she let Thomas know how good it felt?  What did he want?  What did she want?  Did what she wanted even matter? 
 
    Whatever was going through her mind, I’m guessing she was more resolved than excited.  But I didn’t care. 
 
    I placed the latex disk at the tip of my throbbing dick and rolled the thin membrane over my shaft.  It was a strange feeling, since I had never used a condom before, but it fit snuggly, forming a tight loop at the base that reminded me of the cock rings I have used occasionally to keep the party going long into the night, if you will.  I told myself this was at least one good thing about wearing a condom.  It was the only good thing I could think of.  That, and being able to fuck Tiffany because I agreed to wear it.   
 
    I walked to the end of the bed between her wide open legs and climbed onto the bed, walking up toward her on my hands and knees.  I could feel the heat radiating from her naked skin below me.  When my face was even with hers I paused, then lowered hips until my belly was tight against hers but my arms still stiff in a push up position, allowing me to look down at this incredible creature.  It was the first time our naked bodies had touched.  She seemed scared and vulnerable, a far cry from the brazen, confident bitch that had made me feel inferior to her to this point.  I almost felt sorry for her.  Almost. 
 
    I also felt like this wasn’t my idea.  I didn’t dive bomb their lives.  They pursued me.  Or at least Thomas did.  But she let him do it.  And she agreed to be in this position.  She let him take her clothes off that night and tie her to the bed.  God knows how many times they had dabbled in BDSM?  She also let him suck her pussy while I’m sure he made her tell him how badly she wanted to feel another man’s dick pry her open. 
 
    I looked down at her, gently pressing my aching, raging dick against her slick opening.  She gasped, probably surprised to be touched there so soon.  I couldn’t help but taunt her, just a bit longer. 
 
    “You ready to feel that inside of you, Tiffany?” 
 
    She didn’t answer, but scanned the air for my voice through her blindfold.  She seemed to be waiting for the next thrust.  I reached down and dragged the tennis ball sized-head between her lips, spreading her slightly more, but still not penetrating her.  She cooed slightly, as I passed over her sensitive clit. 
 
    Thomas spoke up from the bench to the left of the bed, “Tell him, Tiffany.  Tell him you want to feel his cock inside of you.” 
 
    Tiffany bit her lower lip again, trying to muster her last ounce of defiance despite the fact that she literally had no choice.  Tied up like she was with two men determined to make this happen, she could only play along. 
 
    “Yes Thomas, I want it.” 
 
    “What do you want, Tiffany?” 
 
    “I want to feel his cock inside of ME!” 
 
    I drove my dick into her as she finished, causing her to almost shout it out the word, ‘me’.  I then looked at her to see the look of shock on her lips, her mouth agape as she held her breath.  She grabbed the ropes tying her arms to the bed instinctively as the realization shot through her – another man had penetrated her body.  A man other than her husband. 
 
    Her mouth began to close as she adjusted to my size.  It was unlikely she had ever felt anything like it before.  I don’t think she felt any pain, although I think she expected to.  The look on her face was one of fear more than pain, although I couldn’t see her eyes. 
 
    When she began to breathe again, I knew she had begun to acclimate herself.  It was a familiar look I had seen on many women’s faces – shock at being fuller than they had ever been before, an awareness that they were being touched in places they had never been touched before, and the sudden realization that maybe size really does matter. 
 
    For me it was like slaying a dragon, driving my spear deep into the belly of a beast that had tormented me for so long.  And I was determined to drive it deep, to grind it around inside of her, and leave her vanquished on the field of battle. I looked over at Thomas.  He looked back at me, cock in hand, slowly stroking himself as he watched his lovely Tiffany finally getting what he so badly wanted for her.  Or maybe more accurately, for himself. 
 
    I looked back at Tiffany, the look of shock still on her open lips.  I began slowly moving my hips back and forth, feeling the walls of her pussy pressing hard against me as I slowly began to fuck her.  It’s times like that when I feel really lucky to be who I am – to have fallen into this life of free love, or more accurately again, free sex.  To have the body and good looks to attract people like Thomas and Tiffany and the countless other couples I have done this with.  And to have lived the rock n’ roll lifestyle with all of the benefits that brings. 
 
    The difference with all of that and this moment with Tiffany and Thomas was that this was the only time I could remember that the woman or girl I was with didn’t seem to be an entirely willing participant.  I mean, she was literally tied up!  Her husband was obviously totally into it, but I couldn’t tell with her.  I dropped down onto my elbows so I could be closer to her, staring at her gorgeous mouth as she breathed deeply.  I wanted to kiss her but wasn’t sure she would reciprocate, so I fucked her long and deep instead, slowly building the sensations inside of her, hoping she would show any sign of letting go. 
 
    The magic of the moment wasn’t lost on me.  I knew I had no business being in this position with Tiffany – to be feeling her naked body beneath mine, the walls of her married pussy beginning to bring my own sense of arousal to unmanageable levels.  I felt the responsibility to make this all worth it for her, to make her wish she had let herself go sooner.  I increased the speed of my thrusts, knowing it would send me even closer to the edge. 
 
    I was grateful at that point for the deadening sheath on my dick, although I was pissed that I wouldn’t be drowning Tiffany’s cervix in semen.  As much as I was determined to bring Tiffany to an explosive simultaneous orgasm with me, I wanted just as badly to do that while leaving her pussy full of my spunk for her husband to remember me by.  That wouldn’t be possible that night. 
 
    But getting Tiffany off would.  Thomas had told me that no man had ever made Tiffany cum while fucking her.  She had said it wasn’t possible.  But from the sounds of her rapidly increasing breaths, I could tell she was close.  And so was I.  I held on for another ten minutes or so, concentrating on anything but the overwhelmingly erotic look on Tiffany’s face as I continued pounding her ever harder and faster.  I even looked at Thomas, only to see him still stroking himself softly, evidently saving his orgasm for his chance with Tiffany. 
 
    After about 15 minutes I put my hands under her ass cheeks, lifting her slightly to increase penetration.  My two index fingers reached between her cheeks to find her pussy juice had dripped down, allowing me to lubricate my fingers and stimulate her asshole.  That move got her attention, soliciting a breathless groan of approval. 
 
    “Oh God.….” 
 
    I was now fully on top of her, my chest pressing down on her breasts.  Her breath had become puffs, like a boxer being punched repeatedly in the gut.  But there was no resistance.  She was all in.  I continued my assault, my dick ravaging her pussy while I stroked her swollen sphincter.  She could only lay there while the sensations overwhelmed her. 
 
    When she came, it was like riding a bucking bronco.  She grabbed onto the ropes and pulled, then lifted her hips violently.  She lifted the entire weight of my upper body off the bed with her.  I squeezed her ass and held on tight, dealing with my own loss of control as I flooded my condom with shot after shot of hot cum.  I was half worried it would come off, and half hoping it would.  But whatever happened, there was nothing I could do but try to keep up the friction on Tiffany’s G-Spot, completing the first vaginal orgasm of her life. 
 
    She finally stopped thrashing when her body froze one last time.  She held her breath and twitched violently, then released everything all at once.  She melted back into the mattress under the weight of my body and exhaled everything she had inside.  I had slayed the mighty dragon. 
 
    I laid there inside of her with my arms still under her, hands on her ass cheeks.  We both were breathing heavily.  After several minutes I lifted myself up while remaining inside of her.  Looking down at her, I couldn’t tell if she had actually passed out!  She was breathing heavily but completely still, arms and legs still splayed towards the corners of the bed.  When she spoke, I knew she was more than cognizant. 
 
    She whispered, “Holy shit.”
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    GIVING THE DOG A BONE 
 
    AC/DC 
 
      
 
    So, the first time with Tiffany was far beyond anything I could have imagined.  Until it wasn’t. 
 
    First, the setting blew my mind.  I had no preparation for what I saw when I walked into that room.   It was erotic and slightly terrifying.  The erotic part was seeing Tiffany naked for the first time, stretched out on the bed with only the soft candlelight and city glow highlighting her velvet skin.  The terrifying part was that I really wasn’t sure if Thomas was actually some kind of evil genius or just a cold-hearted psychopath. 
 
    But then the wind was pulled from my sails just as I thought we were getting started!  After fucking her to the first vaginal orgasm of her life and soliciting a breathless “Holy shit,” I got up from the bed triumphantly to go to the bathroom to remove my bloated condom and apply a fresh one for round two.  When I returned, Thomas was already on top of Tiffany, pausing only long enough to thank me, strongly hinting it was time for me to go. 
 
    Not one to overstay my welcome, I did just that, without even an acknowledgement from either of them for a job well done. In fact, in reflecting back on my night with Tiffany, it occurred to me that she had never even said my name!  But I did receive a text from Thomas several hours later, thanking me for “everything” and offering to meet for a beer the following Monday. 
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    “Gotta hand it to you, man.  I didn’t think you’d be able to do it.” 
 
    I took a drink of my beer and gave him my best guffaw, “There was never any doubt, Thomas.  The ladies can’t get enough of The Bone.” 
 
    Thomas laughs, “You should have seen her after you left!  We’ve never had sex like that before!” 
 
    I pondered that thought. 
 
    “She wasn’t the most communicative lover I’ve ever had.  Did she even enjoy it?” 
 
    Thomas laughed again, “Oh, she enjoyed it alright.  Like I said, I’ve never made her cum like that.  She opened up plenty after you left.” 
 
    “Did she talk about it?” 
 
    “No.  She didn’t have to.  The way she sat on me and looked down at me, I could tell she was proud of herself.  She pleased her man and discovered she can cum! 
 
    I could actually picture that – her hands on Thomas’s shoulders while her long brown hair stroked his chest with each soft undulation. 
 
    “Did she cum again?” 
 
    “Um, no.  But she will.  And you’re the one who’s gonna make it happen.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure I was willing to do it again.  At least on their terms.  I decided it was time to maybe turn the screws a bit. 
 
    “What makes you think I want to?  I spent the last week thinking maybe I should stick to groupies and swingers.  At least they like sex!” 
 
    “Oh, Tiffany likes it.  And she likes it even more now.  I told you, she just needs to be, I don’t know, ‘broken in.’  She seems willing to do it again with you.  More so than last time.” 
 
    “Did she say she wanted to do it again?” 
 
    “Like I said, the way she fucked me afterward said all I needed to hear.” 
 
    I really couldn’t process the difference between the ravenous sex goddess Thomas described and the passive, literally restrained woman I experienced. 
 
    “So, tell me, why did you tie her up?” 
 
    He didn’t answer right away.  He just looked at his beer deep in thought. 
 
    “Because I wanted to.” 
 
    He paused to take a drink from his beer, thinking about what he wanted to say next.   
 
    “You see, T-Bone.  Getting Tiffany to this point has been a very long process.  Starting with dinner discussions about fantasies, then word play in bed, then toys, restraints, etc.  It’s all part of the fantasy.” 
 
    “Yours or hers?” 
 
    He laughed, knowing where I was going with the question. 
 
    “I guess it started with mine, and it’s taken me this long to make it hers.” 
 
    “That’s what I figured.  From what I saw on Saturday, I’d say it’s definitely not her fantasy.  She never even acknowledged my existence.” 
 
    “Oh, contraire, mon frere!  I told you, she was totally into it after you left.” 
 
    “Well, that could have been simply because she was relived it was over.” 
 
    He took another drink of his beer then turned in his barstool to look at me.  “Look, T-Bone, what proof do you need that she wants more?” 
 
    I took a drink and stared at the back bar, thinking about that for several minutes. 
 
    I broke the silence, “Tell you what – let’s have her show me if she wants more.  Why don’t you have her come to my show at The Cat Club on Saturday?  They have a nice office in the basement where the three of us can be alone.” 
 
    “You want to fuck her in the basement of a shitty bar?  I don’t think so T-Bone.  We can meet again at The Public.” 
 
    “Not this time.  I want to see her on her knees sucking my cock in a place she wouldn’t otherwise be caught dead in.  I’m sure you’d like to see that too.” 
 
    Thomas guffawed, “She doesn’t do that, T-Bone.  She’s never sucked my cock.  She says it’s gross.” 
 
    I was not surprised.  I’d heard about girls like Tiffany but never actually met one! 
 
    “Even more reason why she needs to do it.  Thomas, if she’s gonna be a ‘nymphomaniac’ she’s gonna need to suck cock.” 
 
    He laughed nervously, “Agreed, T-Bone.  But I’m telling you, that’s a hard sell.  That could fuck the whole thing up.” 
 
    I wasn’t worried, “Well, you seem pretty persuasive.  Tell her that’s the deal.  If she wants me to fuck her again like you say she does, I need to see her face stuffed full of cock first.” 
 
    He fidgeted in his seat and smiled ruefully.  I could tell the image appealed to him too. 
 
    “OK, I’ll tell her.  But you have to promise not to cum in her mouth.  She might agree to that.” 
 
    I was not ready for that.  This was really beginning to seem like a waste of time.  First the condom, and now this.  Cumming in a girl’s mouth is almost as good as cumming bare back in her pussy.  But I was desperate to see my cock in her mouth. 
 
    “OK, Thomas.  Seeing that pretty face covered in cum is worth the restraint – just this once.  But when I do fuck her next time, no condom.” 
 
    Thomas looked shocked, definitely not expecting that. 
 
    “T-Bone, this isn’t going to work if you start making demands.  You don’t even know where your dick has been from week to week.  How can we be expected to trust you?” 
 
    “Well, I might be willing to give her an exclusive – I’ll stop fucking around if I can fuck Tiffany anytime I want.” 
 
    Thomas just shook his head, “Jesus Christ, T-Bone.  Really?  You’re willing to fuck this up just when it was getting started?” 
 
    I thought maybe I was pushing too hard, too fast.  I backed down, “No, Thomas.  I’m not willing to fuck this up.  Just ask Tiffany if I can fuck her without a condom.  She might want that!” 
 
    “I’ll ask, but if she says ‘no’, are we done?” 
 
    At that point I really didn’t want to stop seeing Tiffany.  There was too much yet to do.  But I also wasn’t about to chase these two around playing their little sex game by their rules. 
 
    “Tell you what, if she sucks my dick, I won’t cum in her mouth.  But I will take that as a confirmation that she wants to fuck me again, and that we’re done with condoms.  Tell her that’s the deal.  You’re gonna like the feel of her cum-filled pussy, Thomas!” 
 
    He shifted in his barstool again and seemed suddenly flustered. 
 
    “We’ll see T-Bone.” 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I didn’t hear from Thomas for the entire week.  I had no idea if they were coming or not.  I started thinking that maybe I pushed too hard, demanding a blow job and an end to the condoms after the first time,  But Thomas had pushed me that far.  I was fed up enough to demand those things and risk fucking it all up.  I also suspected I might get what I wanted. 
 
    My suspicion dwindled as Saturday night approached.  Just like when they didn’t show up that night at The Public, I kept playing through in my head the discussions they must have had. 
 
    “He wants WHAT??” 
 
    “A blow job.  In the basement of a bar.” 
 
    “A BLOW JOB?  That’s not happening Thomas!” 
 
    “And he wants to fuck you without a condom.” 
 
    “ARE YOU FUCKING OUT OF YOUR MIND???” 
 
    The longer I didn’t hear from them the more certain I was that I knew her answer. 
 
    I soldiered on though – there were gigs to play, mouths to feed, rent to pay.  I was just going to have to try to forget her again.  Or wait for Thomas to come by again with a counter-offer.  At that point I was still pretty sure they weren’t quite finished with me. 
 
    As the gig began on Saturday I was oddly sure they would show up.  I waited around the bar at the beginning of the night, practically staring at the door to see who was entering every time the door opened.  When it was time to begin, they still had not arrived, so I spent the first set distracted again, staring at the door while playing the songs on autopilot. 
 
    Same with the intermission.  I stared, nothing happened. 
 
    By the time we started the second set I was done with them.  I actually began scanning the crowd for alternative victims to hit on after the show.  It seems Iggy had a few admirers in the front; a gaggle of cute young things in short skirts and tiny tops, shaking their young, tight bodies to get his attention.  Surely he wouldn’t be able to handle all of them.  
 
    We crushed the second set.  The band was getting tighter with every show, and Iggy had shifted to another level of showmanship that night, perhaps in an effort to woo the girls in the front row.  One thing fed off the other, and soon the room was electric.  It felt good to be back in focus, free of the Paces.  After all, I had notched that bedpost, slayed that dragon.  And best of all, I had proven to both of them that Tiffany could cum; she wasn’t the problem.  HE was.  I felt free to concentrate on what I love most – ripping peoples’ faces off with no holds barred rock n’ roll.  And as Ted Nugent might say, we had ‘em in a strangle hold, Baby! 
 
    Then the Paces showed up. 
 
    After that, I had a seriously hard time keeping up with the band.  They obviously didn’t share my unhealthy infatuation with Tiffany and they had no idea what her presence meant.  I knew what it meant!  It meant she had accepted my terms.  She would suck my dick in affirmation of the fact that I could fuck her bareback!  I mean, talk about hitting the jackpot!  It was like winning the Daily Double at 1000:1 odds! 
 
    They walked in and stood in the back – the bar was too crowded for them to find a seat.  It was probably too loud for them to want to get any closer.  Thomas went to the bar to get some drinks, leaving Tiffany standing nervously next to a bunch of metal heads in black t-shirts who had a really hard time concealing their furtive glances in her direction.  She looked like Allesandra Ambrosio standing next to Beavis and Butthead. 
 
    Her hair and make-up were impeccable as usual.  All I could see of her clothes were her delectable bare shoulders radiating like a copper metallic fender of a Spitfire GT.  And all I could think of was how all of it - her hair, her face and those beautiful bare shoulders would soon be slathered in cum.  MY cum. 
 
    I struggled through the remainder of the show following Iggy’s lead.  With each song he would look back at me, looking to see perhaps if I was feeling it the way he was.  He had to be disappointed; I was doing everything I could to speed up the transitions and finish the show, ignoring his banter and shooting him impatient looks. 
 
    Ironically when the show ended I had transitioned a bit.  I decided to take my time, making them wait like they did to me - without any word if they were coming or not!  I milled about the front of the stage, chatting with fans, drinking a bottle of beer one of them had bought for me.  Occasionally I would glance back at Tiffany and Thomas watching them stand uncomfortably trying to stay out of the way of the people leaving the bar.  They didn’t talk at all.  In fact, Thomas looked like he just wanted to get through this alive.  Tiffany looked like she was ready to explode with anger! 
 
    After I felt they had suffered enough and might actually leave, I sauntered back toward them. 
 
    “Thomas!  Welcome!  You missed the show!” 
 
    He looked back at me sheepishly, yelling back over the crowd, “Sorry T-Bone!  We couldn’t get a dinner reservation until 9!” 
 
    “Ah!  Well, I hope you saved room for dessert!” 
 
    Thomas smiled awkwardly.  Tiffany rolled her eyes. 
 
    “And how ‘bout you, Tiffany?  You don’t look pleased.” 
 
    She looked up at the ceiling like a teenager who is REALLY sick of her Dad’s pestering, “Can we just get this over with!?” 
 
    I chuckled at looked Thomas, “Always the feisty one!” 
 
    He just looked back apologetically and shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “OK.  We’re just going to walk over to that open doorway and go downstairs.  Tiffany, be careful.  The stairs are really slippery and it’s dark down there!  Follow me!” 
 
    I walked quickly toward the door to the basement looking back to make sure they were keeping up as they pushed through the crowd.  I then descended down the dingy stairs first, ducking to avoid the low bare incandescent bulbs overhead and dodging the various paint cans, rags, plastic bags and other miscellaneous shit that lined the sides of the already narrow treads.  When I reached the bottom and looked back, it was surreal to see Tiffany walking gingerly down the stairs semi-sideways, holding on to the handrail while her slender legs reached down to each successive tread to carefully place her shiny, black pumps with their 4” stiletto heels.  Nobody who looked like her had ever attempted the same. 
 
    When they reached the bottom, they followed me down an equally narrow passage between the coolers on one side and the stacks of kegs and boxes on the other.  All I could hear was the muffled din of the music and crowd upstairs and the dainty click of Tiffany’s pointy heels on the bare concrete floor. 
 
    When we reached the back wall, there was a small office on the right, and a tiny toilet room on the left.  The lone light over the mirror illuminated the toilet room revealing the dingy, graffiti covered yellow walls, the rust stained sink, and a toilet that looked like it hadn’t been cleaned since the Ramones last played here.  
 
    The office wasn’t much better.  When we walked in there was a couch along the wall in front of us and a desk against the wall to the right.  The desk was covered with stacks of papers, unopened mail, books, a computer that looked like an original Apple Macintosh, a phone, and a lone articulating arm lamp that provide the only light in the room.  And that was a good thing. 
 
    The dim lighting prevented us from seeing just how dirty the couch was.  It was a simple Mid-century modern slab of a couch with thin cushions and matching thin arms.  Between the boxes piled under the couch I could see the spindly chrome legs angling out at the four corners.  I couldn’t see exactly what color the fabric was.  At first glance, it seemed to be coffee brown, except at the edges where years of sweat, tobacco, and God knows what bodily fluids hadn’t obliterated it, you could see the original rich burgundy color. 
 
    The original pattern of the carpet could not be discerned.  That had an 18” wide dark gray path from the door to the desk that was either the gray rubber backing showing through or decades of greasy grime cementing the fibers into a glossy mat.  It was equally gross, but luckily for Tiffany, she wouldn’t need to kneel directly on the concrete floor.  Tiffany looked mortified.  I closed the door and locked it. 
 
    “So, I wasn’t sure you were coming.” 
 
    Thomas spoke nervously, “We got a late start and things got a little hectic.  We’re good.” 
 
    I looked at Tiffany, who was standing rather properly holding her black patent leather purse against her gold glittering mini-dress tightly with both hands.  Her arms were stiffly pointing toward the floor, as if trying to stay as far away as possible from any surface in the room.  The pose only accentuated her pert breasts beckoning from the low top of her dress. 
 
    I walked around to face Tiffany.  She looked around the room defiantly, trying hard to avoid looking at me.  I couldn’t tell if she was more scared or pissed off.  She looked both. 
 
    “And how ‘bout you, Tiffany?  You good?” 
 
    She looked at me with fierce eyes, “What do you think?  Nice place you chose.” 
 
    “Hey, this place is famous!  God knows how many young lasses lost their virginity down here.  Shit, Lou Reed probably fucked Edie Sedgwick on this couch.  Back when it was still red.” 
 
    Tiffany didn’t seem amused, “Good to know.” 
 
    “So, Thomas tells me you wanted to demonstrate your interest in continuing to see me.” 
 
    “Nice try.  I’m doing this for Thomas.” 
 
    That hurt, but only briefly.  I guess I didn’t mind who she was doing it for as long as she did it.  I had been imagining my dick in her mouth for too long. 
 
    I responded in my most smarmy tone possible as I began unbuckling my belt, “Of course, Darlin’.  We’re all doing this for Thomas.” 
 
    I then unbuttoned my pants, unzipped my fly and let my jeans drop to the floor.  As usual, I wasn’t wearing any underwear. 
 
    Tiffany just looked at me with contempt as I began stroking my dick to life.  She sure as hell hadn’t done anything to start the process. 
 
    “Thomas told me you enjoyed our little date last week.  I think you did too.” 
 
    She didn’t answer, but continued avoiding eye contact. 
 
    “Why don’t you show me and Thomas how much you’d like me to fuck you again.  This time without a condom.” 
 
    She looked extremely nervous or pissed off, I really couldn’t tell which.  I then heard Thomas’s voice from the dark far corner of the couch, “Go ahead, Baby.” 
 
    Tiffany finally looked at me with a definite squint of anger before quickly dropping to her knees, seemingly more determined to get this over with than excited about the prospect.  I looked down at the perfect part in her perfect hair, shinier and cleaner than anything this room had ever seen and couldn’t believe my luck; she didn’t even suck Thomas’s dick, and she was now about to suck mine. 
 
    I felt her tiny fingers grasp my hardening cock.  They were cold and boney in sharp contrast to mine, which I moved away to make room for her.  She seemed surprised at the weight as I let go, letting it droop briefly toward the floor.  She wrapped her hand tighter around it and raised it again, using her other hand to gently stroke it back and forth.  Her fingers were so thin and cold yet velvety soft.  It was like sliding against a series of smooth metal rings.  As she continued stroking me, watching it swell to maximum volume, Thomas spoke up again. 
 
    “In your mouth, Tiff.  No hand jobs.” 
 
    She hesitated, then opened her mouth.  I looked down and waited.  When I realized she was waiting for me I placed my hands on the side of her head and stepped forward.  It was really happening. 
 
    I watched as my dick slid past her straining lips, turning them inward for a brief moment.  As the head disappeared, I felt her tongue for the first time, sliding wet and warm along the sensitive underside of my cock.  Inch after inch descended into her mouth until bottoming out against her uvula.  I held myself there, feeling the wet warmth wash over me as I felt a slight movement of her tongue on the sensitive underside of my now very excited dick.  I felt a brief rush of victory.  This chick who had only the week before cum like she had never cum before without even acknowledging my presence was finally on her knees before me with my dick sliding over her soft tongue.  And her tongue was soft – so soft I could barely feel it.  I grabbed the back of her head, trying to push deeper so I could feel the pressure of her throat on the head of my dick.  I don’t know if I was too big for her or if she was intentionally using her tongue to stop me, but I could only get about halfway into her mouth before bottoming out.  It seemed pointless to keep trying.   
 
    I wasn’t sure this was going to work. She either had no idea how to give head or was determined to pretend she didn’t. I decided to take what I could get and began moving faster in and out of her mouth.  If I couldn’t stimulate my entire shaft with her tongue, I could still get off with her lips pinching the most sensitive underside where the head meets the shaft.  I also looked down at her, knowing that sometimes just the sight of a gorgeous girl sucking my cock can get me off. 
 
    When I did, I was jolted back to a memory I had of our only time playing in Prague.  Our manager had set us up in a sort of Airbnb apartment in a Soviet era apartment complex.  The owner had a basket full of lingerie catalogs next to the toilet in which he had cut holes through pictures of the scantily clad models so he could see his dick penetrating them while he whacked off!  Flash had immortalized the concept in our song “Model Citizen.”  That’s what Tiffany looked like to me – an otherworldly model with a hole where her mouth should be, stuffed with my now fully erect 10” cock. 
 
    Tiffany held onto my bare hips as I fucked her face, watching my raging hard on slide against her straining lips.  The sight did the trick. I was now at full mast, my dick fully filling her mouth so I could finally feel her tongue.  I leaned back and stroked in and out, determined to cum whether she liked it or not.  I was beginning to feel the familiar wave growing deep in my balls when I heard Thomas’s voice again. 
 
    “Not in her mouth, T-Bone.  Remember the deal.” 
 
    The deal.  Fuck the deal!  At that point I was determined to pump my simmering seed into Tiffany’s throat.  I held her head tightly as I groaned in pleasure, letting her know I was close.  She seemed like she might have been pulling away, but I held her head in place.  She squealed, pleading with me to let her go but I wouldn’t. 
 
    Thomas was frantic, “Don’t do it, T-Bone!” 
 
    I looked over at Thomas while I prepared to blow my wad in his wife’s mouth.  He didn’t move, probably wanting it as much as I did.  I could picture the scene – Tiffany’s virgin mouth flooding with my boiling seed.  Her eyes squinting hard as she tasted the bitter cream on her tongue for the first time, unable to keep it from sliding into her throat.  I looked at Thomas for a sign, something to say “Just do it”, but he looked more shocked than encouraging.  Then I thought of the scene when it was over.  Tiffany would be furious, spitting the remaining cum from her mouth, wiping her tongue with her arm.  And Thomas would probably never let me see her again.  They would storm out of the room and out of my life forever.  But the explosion was coming and I had to decide. 
 
    As I felt the first burst of semen serge from deep inside of me I finally made the decision; I pulled myself out and watched as I blew spurt after spurt of hot white jizz all over Tiffany’s upturned face.  Her eyes and mouth were clamped firmly shut, ensuring that none of it would penetrate her body.  But she also didn’t turn away.  She just sat back on her ankles face up, pinching her lips and eyes tightly closed as I painted her face with thick globs of semen. 
 
    When I finally stopped twitching and was sure I had spent it all, I looked down at Tiffany to see her beautiful face covered in cum.  Jackson Pollack would have been proud!  I grabbed my dick at the base and squeezed as I drained one last drop on her face, shaking the excess off the head onto her hair. 
 
    She then took her fingers and smeared the white globs from her eyes and mouth, then opened her eyes to find Thomas.  She opened her mouth and exhaled with cum all over her hands and face, a string connecting her upper and lower lip, The only words out of her no longer virgin mouth were, “Holy shit!” 
 
    Thomas seemed momentarily stunned at the sight, but then quickly got up and went to the toilet next door, returning with two wads of toilet paper.  By then the cum was dripping from Tiffany’s chin onto her ample cleavage below, sliding between the crevasse into the darkness below.  He handed the first one to Tiffany who used it to wipe her fingers clean and then took the second wad to wipe her face.  As she did, I pulled my pants up over my still wet dick and buckled my belt. 
 
    Thomas reached out with one hand and helped Tiffany up from her knees.  She seemed a lot less defiant this time.  More embarrassed than anything else.  Her mascara was smeared sideways in her eyes, taking on a Cleopatra look that seemed appropriate.  Thomas spoke first 
 
    “Well, thank you, T-Bone.  That was awesome.  I wonder if you could leave Tiffany and me alone a bit.  We’ve got some, ahhh, unfinished ‘business’ to attend to.” 
 
    I caught the drift.  He was going to fuck her brains out while smelling my cum on her face.  I got it.  Spending another second in The Pit did not seem to be an indignity Tiffany would be willing to concede.  But I knew when to make myself scarce.  Again. 
 
    “Absolutely, Thomas.  Make yourselves at home.  But just so you know, the club takes no responsibility for any communicable diseases you might contract down here.” 
 
    Thomas laughed nervously, clearly too turned on to speak, “No issues, T-Bone.  We’ll take our chances.” 
 
    I looked at Tiffany, who looked even more embarrassed than before, “Thank you, Tiffany.  I look forward to next time.” 
 
    She looked away but didn’t speak.  I wasn’t sure there would be a next time. 
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    I hung around at the bar that night for over an hour before I saw them again.  They came out of the basement door looking guilty as hell and bolted for the door.  It wasn’t until a few days later that I talked to Thomas. 
 
    “T-Bone!  Thank you for Saturday!” 
 
    “You’re welcome, Thomas.  Seems you made good use of The Pit after I left.” 
 
    “We did.  Tiffany was like a rabid dog.  She actually sucked my cock before I bent her over the couch and fucked her.” 
 
    I could picture the scene. 
 
    “Did you cum in her mouth?” 
 
    “God no.  She’s a hard ‘no’ on that.  But thanks for introducing her to oral sex!  In fact, her two times with you have really amped up our sex life!  She’s been grabbing my dick every chance she gets!” 
 
    I was getting pissed.  It was clear they were using me to turn up the gas on their sex life, while leaving me hanging. 
 
    I responded, “Glad to help”, even though the line from Pretty Noose about not liking what they had me hanging from kept ringing in my head. 
 
    “That’s why I’m texting.  She’s ready to see you again.” 
 
    “Ready to see me again?”  I felt like a sex therapist.  Maybe I could get reimbursed by their insurance company? 
 
    “And fuck me bare back?” 
 
    “Yes.  But you need to get tested.” 
 
    “I’m triple vaxed.” 
 
    “For STDs.” 
 
    “STDs??  I’ve never had an STD in my life!” 
 
    “T-Bone, you said in your book you’re a whore.  We can’t let you into our marriage like that without getting tested.  In fact, that will be a regular requirement, unless you agree to an exclusive with Tiffany.” 
 
    “An exclusive’s not happening.  After my two times with the Ice Queen I needed a dozen women just to thaw me out!” 
 
    “LOL.  Testing it is then.” 
 
    We arranged to meet at The Public hotel the following Saturday. 
 
    Getting the STD test was an extreme pain in the ass.  First I had to book the appointment online, which was relatively easy, but then I needed to fork over the $149 for the test!  So essentially I was paying to have sex with a chick who wasn’t even any good in bed.  At least with me.  But that was part of the draw – I needed to see if I could get her to act like she did with Thomas when she was with me.  A one-time payment of $149 seemed worth it at the time. 
 
    The worst part was waiting for the results.  We had arranged to meet that Saturday, but by Saturday I still did not have the results and had to cancel the date.  By the time I got them the following Tuesday, I needed to wait another four nights before I could see Tiffany the following Saturday.  Naturally, I fucked two more women between taking the test and getting the results, so it definitely wasn’t worth the wait! 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at the hotel I was curious as hell to see what they had planned this time. The room was on the 24th floor, so if nothing else, the view would be even more spectacular, with Tiffany in the foreground of course.  I fully expected some type of replay of the bondage scene from our first meeting. 
 
    So, you can imagine my shock when I saw Tiffany open the door.  She was not only not tied up on the bed, but answering the door for me was literally the only sign of decency she had ever shown me.  And to top it off, she was wearing a see-through silk teddy, g-string panties, and a pair of sexy high heels!  She looked incredible! 
 
    But the warm welcome didn’t last.  Other than the outfit and make-up, she was as cold as usual – I didn’t even get one of those pretentious European pecks on the cheek.  I guess I shouldn’t have expected much after what I had made her do the last time I saw her.  But when she turned to walk back into the room, I swear I sensed a little more sway in her strut than usual.  An almost, “come hither”, May West thing. 
 
    Following her into the room I could see Thomas sitting smugly on the couch, wearing his approval of his wife’s dutiful behavior on his face like a Times Square video screen.  The room was bigger than the first one but more narrow, with the couch on the left outside wall and a small table and chairs on the right.  The room was very sensuously lit, with only the light from under the platform bed, two lamps on the headboard and three candles on the table to warm the city lights.  Beyond the couch, the bare floor to ceiling windows wrapped around the king sized bed, giving Thomas and anyone else in the neighboring towers a perfect view of the festivities on the bed.  I stopped at the entrance to the room as Tiffany bent over to kiss Thomas tenderly on the lips, pointing her bare ass cheeks directly at me with her long legs slightly splayed to reveal the soft flat mound between her thighs. 
 
    When she broke the kiss she stayed in that position, staring into Thomas’s eyes with her hands on his shoulders.  He just smiled and said quietly, “Our guest is waiting, Darling.” 
 
    Tiffany kissed him again and then stood up to face me. 
 
    “Do you have the test results Travis?” 
 
    The chick knew how to ruin a mood. 
 
    I answered in my best mocking tone, “I do, Miss Tiffany.”  
 
    I reached in my jacket pocket and pulled out the envelope, handing it to her as she walked toward me.  It was surreal to see her stand there holding the papers, her long smooth arms pinching her pert breasts together as she read the document that would allow me to inseminate her.  I could only stare at the two perfect nipples straining softly against the sheer silk teddy in the cold air.  It was like showing your vax card at a strip club.  But if I passed this test, I was going to fuck the stripper.  Bare back.  Hard.   
 
    She looked up at me and handed the papers back to me. 
 
    “It looks like you passed.  Shocking.” 
 
    Ever the charmer. 
 
    “I told you I don’t sleep with dogs.” 
 
    She sauntered to the bed and sat facing me and Thomas.  “So how would you like to start?” 
 
    Jesus.  She had all the sex appeal of prison psychologist. 
 
    “Well, since your attitude is killing my libido, why don’t you peel off that teddy and play with your tits?  That might get me in the mood.” 
 
    She began untying the silk tie at her waist, releasing the bow with a slow pull from her perfectly manicured fingers. 
 
    “Sorry to make this so hard for you.  I know a man of your age can have difficulties ‘performing.’” 
 
    She brought her hands to her tits, cupping each one softly and pushing them up.  She then took the thumb and index finger of each hand and gently twirled her hardening nipples between them.  She looked at me as if daring me to resist her. 
 
    “Does this help?” 
 
    I stepped toward her without answering and quickly yanked my t-shirt over my head.  I was proud of my body, still ripped from years of drumming and working out, but even more chiseled now from my improved diet and reduction of alcohol intake.  I bunched my shirt in a ball, making sure to flex my tattoo covered arms in front of her face before tossing it on the floor next to the bed.  She seemed at least somewhat intrigued, as her eyes never left the bulging muscles on my chest. 
 
    I then undid my belt buckle, and then my jeans button and zipper, then paused slightly before sliding them to the floor and kicking them to the side.  I was naked but still not fully hard.  I began stroking my thickening dick. 
 
    “Does it look like I’m gonna have trouble performing?” 
 
    She was still twirling her now rock hard nipples, but looked down at my hardening tool and bit her lower lip. 
 
    “Hard to say.  You could be a one trick pony.  I like my men to stick around.” 
 
    Ha!  Now I knew she was bullshitting.  She didn’t like her ‘men’ at all from what I could tell, other than maybe Thomas. 
 
    “Well then, why don’t you help an old man out and suck on my little friend here?  Thomas tells me you’ve been practicing since the Cat Club.” 
 
    She licked her lips seductively, but didn’t move, “Maybe Thomas needs to be more discreet.” 
 
    I continued stroking my dick but pointed it directly at her face.  She looked back at Thomas who looked silently back at her.  She then looked me in the eyes, before leaning forward and putting her soft, warm hands on my hips.  I pulled my hand all the way to the base of my cock and held it straight toward her mouth.  She shook her head from side to side to move her hair from her face, then opened her mouth and leaned forward to envelope my cock. 
 
    The feel of her hot wet tongue on my dick was like nothing I had ever felt before.  I don’t know why.  Maybe I had been looking forward to this more than usual, but I had had countless blow jobs in my life and don’t remember ever feeling anything quite as amazing.  Her mouth seemed deeper, looser, more welcoming than the first time.  I know that probably wasn’t possible in so short a time, but something had changed.  She seemed into it this time. 
 
    I grabbed her hair and held her softly as she bobbed back and forth, using just the right amount of pressure with her tongue on the sensitive bottom of my dick.  I tried hard not to force myself too deep into her mouth, though I desperately wanted to.  I was determined to make her enjoy sucking me off. 
 
    “Oh my God, Thomas.  You were right!  Tiffany has been practicing.” 
 
    Thomas just smiled, clearly excited by what he was watching, “She definitely has been T-Bone.  But not on a dick like yours.” 
 
    I looked down at the side of her face.  I wanted to see my dick spreading her lips to the max again.  The sides of her face were sunken deep as her facial skin stretched taut between her gaping jaws. 
 
    I growled softly, “That’s no ‘pony’ dick is it, Tiff?    Open that mouth…  Ah, yeah…” 
 
    I looked down at her feet, spread wide apart to accommodate my body between her legs.  She had kicked off her shoes and her perfectly pedicured toes were bent, heels off the floor as she strained to accommodate the mass of flesh and blood in her mouth. 
 
    Watching her work, it occurred to me that despite all of her outward bravado, Tiffany had actually been studying how to give a good blowjob.  There was no way she just figured this out by practicing on Thomas.  And if she took the time to do her research, she must have been doing it to impress me!  She had all of the tricks down; she rotated her mouth as she bobbed back and forth, she did the same with her hand occasionally, but not the whole time, and she even pulled me out and stroked my saliva slicked dick while she sucked on my balls, one at a time, looking up at me with those cat-like eyes as she did. 
 
    When she took me back in her mouth I was a goner.  I thought there was no way I could avoid blowing my wad in her mouth.  I watched her as the feeling swelled in my belly, then heard Thomas’s annoying voice. 
 
    “Pull out, T-Bone.  Pull out!” 
 
    I looked down at Tiffany expecting to see a look of abject terror on her face.  Instead, she looked as calm as ever as she pulled me out and pressed me hard against her puckered lips and shook her head from side to side.  If I was going to come on her face, I thought at least she would be doing it with her lips instead of me doing it with my hand. 
 
    I closed my eyes and faced the ceiling, concentrating hard on the sensations building with each rub of her lips.  I was hoping I wouldn’t completely shoot my load past her and miss her face entirely! 
 
    But then she did something entirely unexpected.  I suddenly felt her shift quickly and her hot mouth wrap around the cool wet sides of my dick.  I looked down in disbelief to see her feverishly bobbing on my dick as my body reached the point of explosion.  If she didn’t know it was coming, there was nothing I could do to warn her. 
 
    Thomas called out, “No Tiff!  He’s going to cum!” 
 
    She either didn’t hear or didn’t care.  She held onto my hips and pumped me like a jack hammer as my molten seed boiled up from deep inside of me.  She stopped and scrunched her shoulders as I flooded her mouth, perhaps shocked by the acrid taste or the sheer volume of thick, hot jizz in her mouth.  But she didn’t stop.  She kept her head in place and swallowed every last drop of my cum, sucking air through her nose as she sucked me dry.  
 
    I held onto her head and opened my eyes to look incredulously and triumphantly at Thomas.  I don’t know who was more shocked.  Our mouths were both literally agape, eyes wide, staring at first at each other, then at Tiffany as she continued suckling me, and then back at each other. 
 
    As my dick became too sensitive I quickly pulled out of Tiffany’s mouth, laughing as she continued to suck hard to keep me attached. 
 
    “Whoa, Tiger!  I can’t take anymore!” 
 
    She took a deep breath and wiped her lips with the back of her wrist, looking defiantly back up at me.  She then turned on the bed and crawled up toward the pillows, arranging two of them by the headboard.  She plopped on her back and removed her panties, pointing her feet out daintily as she did.  After leaning back on the pillows, she looked back at me.  I was still shocked from the recent turn of events. 
 
    Referring mockingly to my now slightly deflated dick, she snapped me out of my stupor, “You’re looking more ‘pony-like’ now tough guy.  Why don’t you show me if you can do something with that tongue other than brag about how big your penis is?” 
 
    I was in an orgasm induced stupor and momentarily depleted.  But I had taken a Viagra, so I wasn’t worried about getting it up again.  Nevertheless, I was grateful for the reprieve.  If she had asked me to fuck her immediately, I might have panicked. 
 
    But I resented being talked down to like that.  Ever since the earliest days in The Boyds, women were anxious to have sex with me and would certainly not have talked to me like Tiffany was doing.  But this was different – it was the first time I was having sex with someone who wanted me to know I was not her preference.  She reminded me of that at every opportunity. 
 
    She spread her legs wide and reached between her legs, almost daring me to show what I could do.  Her lithe fingers dipped between her pussy lips easily as she stroked once, then twice, then dipped the middle two inside of her.  When she pulled them out, they were slick with her juices until she raised her fingers to her lips and sucked them clean. 
 
    I was completely off balance.  This wasn’t the Tiffany I had come to know.  This was more like the sex-crazed wife Thomas had described.  She seemed to be the experienced one, coaxing a momentary but undeniable sense of self-doubt from me as I crawled onto the bed and positioned myself between her legs, my face only inches from her completely shaved pussy.  Her lips were closed neatly, concealing her soft inner flesh, but I could smell the scent of her nectar as my mouth salivated in anticipation of tasting her for the first time.  I took both hands and parted her pussy lips, exposing the shiny wet pink flesh inside.  At that moment, all doubt washed away, realizing I was now seeing heaven for the first time.   
 
    She was very wet, betraying the fact that maybe she really did enjoy sucking cock; that it actually turned her on!  This was good on many levels, but at that moment, it meant that I would be treated to a mouthful of honey.  I dragged my tongue between her lips in one long, drawn out stroke, gathering as much of her juices on my tongue as possible.  She tasted sweet like I knew she would, the product of the lifestyle she led, free of anything that would tarnish her perfect body.  She smiled knowingly while facing the ceiling with her eyes closed, then reached down to rub herself once more. 
 
    I knew this was an important moment.  She might have been teasing me when she asked me to show her what I could do with my tongue, but from everything I knew about women, and from everything Thomas had told me about Tiffany, I knew I would be judged on how well I could suck her pussy.  I also knew if I succeeded, she would come even easier when I fucked her. 
 
    But perhaps most importantly, I wanted to suck her pussy like no-one ever had.  I had already been apparently the first man to cum in her mouth and the first man to make her cum while fucking her.  I was in the command center with a direct line to her brain.  If I could blow her mind sucking her pussy, I thought I could truly make her mine.  And as weird as it seems, that was my goal at that moment.  Maybe it was simply because it seemed impossible, but whatever the reason, I wanted her to experience yet another thing no-one had ever given her before and make her realize that if she wanted to feel any of it again, she’d need to get it from me. 
 
    That meant taking her from Thomas as well.  Or at least from under his control.  I was done with his rules and even more done with his buzz killing reminders that he blurted out while I was having sex with Tiffany.  While I latched onto his wife’s swollen clit with my lips and began swirling my tongue around it, I was picturing him watching with amazement, still trying to process how she was able to let me cum in her mouth while watching her moan in approval of the feelings between her wide open legs.  Surely he was sensing what I was – that his sweet priss of a wife was perhaps more ‘wanton’ than either of us knew at the time.  And the swollen state of her engorged clit was further proof of that. 
 
    It may seem weird to say, but to me a woman’s clit is like a cock – the more you suck on it the bigger and harder it gets.  If she’s feeling it.  If she starts to get too sensitive, or if she’s over stimulated and gets numb, her clit will actually deflate again.  At that point I will pull off and drag my tongue through her labia, or even flick my tongue over her perinium, just to give her clit time to recover.  Inevitably, when I get back to sucking her clit, she’s swollen again, and back where I want her. 
 
    With Tiffany that night, there was no need to let go.  Her clit was like a crisp grape in my mouth.  I was able to swirl it around until she was just on the edge of cumming and then slowly bring her back again.  You could see it in her body.  Her back would stiffen, her breath would slow, her fingers would lift from my shoulders… and then I’d slow down.  She’d sink her ass back into the mattress and let out a deep breath, knead my shoulders a bit to let me know she liked what I was doing, and then I’d very slowly bring her back to the edge. 
 
    We did this several times until she started to sound frustrated, letting out a breathy whine that sounded like a plea.  At that point I dove in for the final push, latching onto her clit and swirling my tongue around it and back and forth underneath it.  Her face showed the rush of sensations coursing up from her groin, and she dug her nails into my shoulders.  She raised her hips off the bed slowly, pushing her clit closer and closer to me.  I held onto her hips, continuing to suck as fast as I could.  When she came, she bucked her hips hard toward the ceiling, slamming her lips into mine, screaming out as the feelings overwhelmed her. I held on for dear life as she slammed back down again, and then shook violently as I continued to suck. 
 
    She screamed out, “OH GOD!  OH GOD!!” 
 
    Her hands shook on my shoulders and then gripped me hard.  That was my signal to slow down and bring her back slowly.  I didn’t want to let go, I just wanted her to ease back to earth gently, still floating like a feather before gently releasing my lips from hers. 
 
    When I let go I looked triumphantly up at her.  I could feel the cold air on my slickened face.  Tiffany threw her arm over her eyes and breathed deeply, her ribs expanding and contracting with each breath.  She was incredibly gorgeous.  The valley of her belly undulated like the sea beneath the plateau of her rib cage.  Her breasts rose proudly beneath her chin, her erect nipples signaling her excitement.  She smiled softly, basking in the glow of her post-orgasm bliss. 
 
    I began crawling up from between her legs, waking her from her private place.  She dropped her hand to her side and looked at me as I rose up to her face.  I felt her warm hands on my forearms as I looked down at her, arms stiff, dick poised at her still quivering cunt.  I was so hard at that point it only took a twist of my hips to rub my bulbous head between her slippery folds.   She pursed her lips and began to breath again, like a gymnast psyching herself up for a vault, and then waited.  She stared as I continued rubbing myself between her soaking lips, parting her more and more with each stroke.  I could feel her hard clit on me as I rubbed over it, eliciting a soft gasp from her open mouth.  When I finally entered her, I slid myself deep into her folds while dropping my chest onto hers, enveloping her body with mine in one fell swoop.  She gasped like a deflating balloon, as my weight pushed the air from her lungs.  She then grabbed my ass as I began sliding in and out of her body. 
 
    I looked down at her intently, trying to see any sign of what she was thinking.  She looked back equally intense, but without giving away her thoughts.  We were together.  Alone in our interaction.  Thomas could have been miles away. 
 
    Tiffany breathed an almost inaudible, “Oh God,” as I continued fucking her.  Her body felt so tight around me despite her wetness. It was amazing to finally feel her without a condom – skin on skin.  I slid easily in and out of her, feeling her silken insides as we continued to stare into each other’s eyes.  I still had never kissed her, and I really wanted to, but at that point it felt more like a tango than making love.  We were both daring the other to make the next move.   
 
    My next move was to increase the pace.  When I did she closed her eyes and tipped her head back, exposing her neck to me.  I leaned down to kiss her neck  as I thrust deep into her body.  She responded by spreading her legs wider and pulling me into her with her hands on my cheeks.  Her breathing intensified with mine.  Her head rocked rapidly on the pillow.  She wrapped her arms around my back and pulled me fully onto her.  In that position I could whisper in her ear. 
 
    “Does that feel good, Tiffany?” 
 
    She answered with a very soft, “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you want to cum again?” 
 
    “Oh God, yes.” 
 
    I fucked her harder, making sure to hit her clit with my pelvic bone with each inward stroke.  She became more vocal with her cries and groans.  When she came she thrashed wildly beneath me, straining against my weight to lift me from the bed.  I bore down on her, squeezing her body tightly with both of my arms like a straight jacket, making it abundantly clear she was my captive.  I was going to hold her tight and fuck her through her orgasm, threatening to never let her go.  The feeling of control and her cries of ecstasy proved to be too much for me.  Without warning I erupted in my own orgasm, flooding her womb with my second load of the night.  I could feel my ass muscles clench tight with each spasm until my body froze for a few seconds and then shuttered uncontrollably.  When it was finished, we both laid limp, welded together in lust and sweat. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what to think.  Of course, I was proud to have gotten her off again before I came.  And I was thrilled to have finally cum inside this gorgeous creature, not once, but twice that night!  But I was disappointed I came so fast.  I guess the significance of the occasion was too much to hold back.  As I laid holding her I was hoping she wasn’t disappointed in my staying power. 
 
    But I wasn’t really worried.  I was just getting started!  I knew I had a good two or three more hours of stamina left to rock her world.  And having cum twice already, the next time I would last much longer. 
 
    Which is why what happened next was so disappointing.   
 
    As we laid holding each other, I heard Thomas’s voice, “That was awesome, T-Bone!  I’m gonna need some quality time alone with Tiff after watching that!  You don’t mind do you?” 
 
    I opened my eyes in amazement.  Here I was, laying on top of the most beautiful woman I had ever been with.  My dick was still inside of her!  And this guy was asking me if I minded leaving him alone with her?  Of course I minded! I was just getting started.  I didn’t care if she was his wife! 
 
    I got up onto my elbows and looked at him, “Surely you jest, Thomas.” 
 
    Tiffany just looked up at me expressionless.  I don’t think she thought he was kidding. 
 
    “No, T-Bone.  We really appreciate you stopping by, but I think Tiff and I could use some alone time.” 
 
    The look on Tiffany’s face confirmed it.  She thought I should leave too.  I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Never one to overstay my welcome, I did just that.  I pulled myself out of Tiffany with a squishing sound and left her laying on her side, my cum no doubt dripping down the back of her thigh as I walked out the door.  As the door shut behind me, I felt like a gigolo who had done his job and was sent on his way.  I didn’t like the feeling at all.
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    UFO 
 
      
 
    So, by most definitions, I was doing pretty well.  Another guy was letting me fuck his incredibly beautiful wife on an ever more regular basis.  I had accomplished a number of firsts with her – first orgasm while fucking, first blow job, first swallow.  We had even dumped the condoms.  Every time I was with her things got better.  I should have been happy.  But I wasn’t. 
 
    I just couldn’t shake the thought that I was being used, and that Tiffany really wasn’t into me like I wanted her to be.  Everything that was happening seemed solely for Thomas’s benefit.  That’s why I decided I was done with their shit.  Something was going to need to change if I was going to continue seeing Tiffany. 
 
    Thomas texted me a half dozen times over the following week suggesting we meet again, but I just blew him off.  I just ignored the texts, even though they had become increasingly desperate. 
 
    When my phone buzzed on Thursday, I was about to block the fucker.  I looked down and saw it was her. 
 
    “Thomas says you won’t answer his texts.” 
 
    “Thomas is very observant.” 
 
    “What’s the issue?  I thought we had a nice time last week.” 
 
    “Maybe you had a nice time.  I felt like a fluffer in a porno movie for married couples.” 
 
    “What’s a fluffer?” 
 
    “It’s a person who gets the pornstars ready for their scene but doesn’t actually get any action himself.” 
 
    “It seems you got plenty of ‘action.’” 
 
    “Until Thomas told me to leave.  I wasn’t done with you.  I didn’t appreciate being told I was.” 
 
    “Ahhh.  You’re throwing a tantrum.” 
 
    “No.  I’m done with his shit.” 
 
    She took a few minutes to answer. 
 
    “That’s a shame.  I thought we were making progress.” 
 
    “That’s what you call that?  Progress?  I’m not your sex therapist.” 
 
    “Well, you sure have done a lot for us.  It would be a shame to not see where this could go.” 
 
    “Really?  You sound like you’re more optimistic than I am.  I assume you’re talking about for you and Thomas.  Not you and me.” 
 
    “I’m doing this for Thomas.  And for myself.” 
 
    “Which one is it?” 
 
    “There wouldn’t be one without the other.” 
 
    “And what about me?” 
 
    “You seem to enjoy yourself.” 
 
    I was getting pissed.  I felt manipulated by Thomas, but now she was avoiding my questions. 
 
    “So maybe you should convince me you’re doing this for more than just Thomas, cuz while I’m sick of his shit, your attitude could use some improvement too.” 
 
    “I can’t show you my improved attitude if you won’t answer Thomas’s texts” 
 
    “I answered your text.” 
 
    She waited a long time to respond to that.  I think she was getting my drift. 
 
    “Thomas and I are doing this together.  All arrangements need to go through him.” 
 
    That was exactly the shit I was finished with.  I tried to stand firm, despite the fact that Tiffany was basically begging me to fuck her again. 
 
    “Tell you what, if you two want to see me again, I need you to come to my shop and tell me exactly why I should.  Alone.  This is about you and me.  Let’s say next Tuesday at 5pm.  37 Clinton Avenue, Brooklyn.” 
 
    She didn’t respond right away.  Then five minutes later, “Text Thomas.” 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I didn’t text Thomas.  As far as I was concerned, she either came alone to the shop or it was over.  I was through being their sex toy. 
 
    The next four days I played the conversation with Tiffany over and over in my head.  On the one hand, it was incredibly hot that she was trying to convince me to have sex with her again, but on the other hand she refused to say she wanted it for herself.  She kept insisting that the path to her pussy was through Thomas.  That was decidedly not hot. 
 
    I wondered if she would tell Thomas about our texting.  Would she maybe ask him if it was OK if she met me alone?  If she had, he probably would have said yes, but if she had, it would have also proved she wanted to meet me as much as he wanted her to.  I wasn’t sure she was at that point. 
 
    That’s why I asked her to come alone.  That would force her to confront her desires, rather than hide behind Thomas’s.  But if she was committed to the concept of never playing alone, it could have been over. 
 
    That’s why I was a complete wreck by Tuesday.  I hadn’t heard from either of them and had no idea if Tiffany would come to the shop.  All indications were that she would not. 
 
    Nevertheless, I went to the garage at 4 that day to make sure the guys were gone by 5.  Two of the guys had already gone for the day, but my man Miguel was hard at work as usual rebuilding the 428 Cobra jet engine of a ‘68 Ford Mustang.   The 428 was a beast of a machine and extremely rare at the time.  I guess the 400 hp and the fact that it added another 30% to the cost of the car scared a few buyers off.  All of us couldn’t wait for Miguel to finish with it so we could take it for a spin!  So, it wasn’t easy prying Miguel away from it that night, but when I told him I had an important client coming in who didn’t want to be recognized, he got the hint.  It wasn’t unusual to have celebrities and other self-important types request anonymity in our business.  
 
    Miguel finally cleared out by 4:45, leaving me in my office while I pretended to be busy going through emails.  The fact was I couldn’t concentrate.  I just stared at the screen reading but not comprehending.  All I could see were the texts Tiffany and I exchanged.  I wondered if I had been too harsh.  Could I have said something differently?  Should I have contacted Thomas?  I was beginning to feel seriously sick. 
 
    Then I saw her. 
 
    I had been glancing at the door to the garage every 15 seconds or so to no avail, but when I looked for probably the millionth time, she stood silhouetted against the blazing light of the open garage door.  I rose up from my chair immediately, as if The Terminator had just entered the shop. 
 
    When I gathered my composure, I yelled over to her, my voice echoing against the steel and concrete, “Holy shit!  Look what the cat brought in.” 
 
    I walked slowly towards her, drinking in the sexy outline of her long, outstretched leg as she balanced on the other, her arms folded in defiance in front of her. 
 
    “Can I help you, Miss?” 
 
    She didn’t seem pleased, “I have an appointment with the lowlife who owns this dump.” 
 
    When I finally reached her, her face came into focus.  She looked pissed, her glossy lips curled slightly in a sneer.  The garage had never seen anything like her – the face, the hair, the shoulder-less short dress, the stiletto heels.  I felt like I was in a Whitesnake video from 1987, the words from “Is This Love” ringing in my head. 
 
    “Well, he’s not here.  I’m Travis.  My friends call me T-Bone.” 
 
    She walked past me, brushing me to the side, “Yeah?  My friends would call you “Asshole” for asking me to come to a shithole like this.  I thought the taxi driver was going to rape and kill me.” 
 
    I laughed, expecting nothing less from Miss Upper West Side. 
 
    “Hey!  “The price was right, and what happens on Clinton Ave. stays on Clinton Ave.  No one will hear you scream down here.” 
 
    She ignored that comment and continued walking slowly into the shop, her heels clicking like a grandfather clock on the oil slicked concrete floor. 
 
    “Do you own all of these cars?” 
 
    “Some of them.  But we’re restoring most of them for other customers.” 
 
    She continued walking, eyeing the cars as if she was there to buy one. 
 
    I followed two steps behind, watching her tight little ass sway alluringly in front of me, “So what brings you to Brooklyn?” 
 
    She continued walking, reaching out with her well-manicured hand to softly caress the hood of a newly painted 1966 Shelby Cobra.  The Cobra makes you want to do that - the bulbous fenders on either side of the gently rounded hood reminds me of where a woman’s pelvic bone meets her upper thighs.  Her fingers softly traced the crease as she walked around to the driver’s side of the car. 
 
    She then stopped and turned to face me, the look on her face no longer calm, “You said I needed to.” 
 
    I walked directly up to her and stared into her eyes, not willing to be intimidated by her suddenly combative tone, “I said if you wanted to see me again you needed to come here.  Alone.  And you did.  So why are you here?  Lube job?  Body work?” 
 
    Her eyes started to well up with tears, “Fuck you.” 
 
    By now I was inches from her face, “We do that too.  Is that why you’re here?” 
 
    She wasn’t backing down either.  She wore her outfit like a truce, but her behavior was an attack. 
 
    “I came because you won’t answer Thomas’ texts and he wants to arrange another meeting with you.” 
 
    “HE wants to arrange another meeting?” 
 
    She broke the stare down and leaned back against the car, “OK!  WE want to arrange another meeting with you!  What do you want Travis?” 
 
    I turned toward her and walked up close to her again.  I could tell she was trembling, like a scared bird or a rattle snake’s tail. 
 
    “I want some respect, Tiffany.” 
 
    She scoffed, rubbing her forehead as she shook her head, staring at the floor, “Respect?  Isn’t that why you made me suck your cock in the Cat Club basement?!” 
 
    “No.  That was to prove you wanted this too.  That this wasn’t just Thomas’ fantasy.  Since then, you’ve treated me like some gigolo you’re willing to fuck for Thomas’ kicks and then send me on my way.” 
 
    She shook her head in disbelief and puffed out a disgusted laugh.  She then looked up at me, “Then I’m sorry Travis.  I didn’t mean to make you feel that way.” 
 
    The tone of her voice was not entirely reassuring.  Her bare arms were stretched to her sides, palms down on the sensuous, rounded fender.  Her long legs were straight out in front of her, slightly parted.  The side of the car was pulling up the hem of her dress.  If it was one inch shorter, I could have seen if she was wearing panties.  “Then why did you do it?  Haven’t I made you feel things you’ve never felt before?  You never even acknowledged that.” 
 
    She looked to the side, a tear now streaming down the cheek facing me, “Travis, I don’t know how I’m supposed to act.  I wanted Thomas to know I still love him.  I guess I overplayed it from your perspective.” 
 
    “Is that what this is?  An act for Thomas?” 
 
    She sniffed and wiped the tear from her cheek, “I don’t know what this is.  None of this was ever my idea.” 
 
    I moved in closer, forcing her to part her legs, but she didn’t stand up.  She just looked straight ahead – at the obvious bulge in my jeans.  She then looked pleadingly at me. 
 
    “Travis, I need to show Thomas I love him.  He’s my husband!  I can’t just lose control in front of him with another man – I don’t want to hurt him!” 
 
    “What if he wasn’t here?” 
 
    She was looking to the side, trying to avoid my eyes, trying but failing to stop an involuntary sniff that jerked her head.  She then looked up at me, her glassy red eyes looking sadly into mine, begging for me to stop tormenting her. 
 
    “He wouldn’t know.”  
 
    I reached behind her head and combed her long silken hair between my fingers.  I then balled my hand into a fist and held her there with her hair wrapped in my fingers. She stared at me, unable to move.  But she didn’t try; she just stared back at me, lips trembling, eyes wide.  I leaned in and touched her lips to mine, kissing her for the first time.  I let go of her hair and ran my hands up her back, pulling her up from the car, squeezing her until I could feel her breasts pressing hard into my chest.  She was completely off balance, but didn’t resist.  Her hands rubbed hard on my back as she lifted one leg to pull her hips closer to mine.  I reached down and grabbed her bare thigh, rubbing my hand up and around her bare ass, pushing her dress up above her waist. 
 
    It all happened so fast.  One minute we’re talking like a couple breaking up and the next we were two lovers in a passionate embrace.  She continued to grind her lips into mine with both hands on the back of my head as I reached down with my other hand and pulled the other side of her dress up. I then grabbed both ass cheeks firmly, prompting her to jump up and straddle my body, pressing her crotch firmly against the growing bulge in my pants. 
 
    This was the ravenous Tiffany Thomas told me about – the one that she had concealed from me.  I had never even kissed her before, but there we were kissing like two long separated lovers in a black and white movie.  At that point, there was no choice but to lay her back on the Shelby.  When I did, she immediately raised her legs and scooted her g-string over them and then held her legs wide in a lurid offering as I pulled my jeans down to my knees. 
 
    I was harder than I could ever remember as I grabbed her under her knees and lifted her from the hot metal, sliding her toward me on the fabric of her dress.  I paused briefly, drinking in this moment of victory, the moment when my prize finally gave herself to me.  For me, not her husband.   
 
    When my dick touched her gaping pussy I could tell she was as ready and willing as I was.  I pushed forward, her lips giving no resistance as my dick cut through her like a hot knife through butter.  Holding her tiny ass with both hands, it seemed incredible her tiny body could accommodate me so easily.  I watched all 10 inches disappear before bottoming out with a slap of my balls against her bare ass.  She grunted when I did, like she was punched in the gut, but then groaned in approval as I began working my raging hard-on in and out of her body. 
 
    She had a look of desperation on her face, mewling and groaning with each stroke like a woman possessed.  She had never been so vocal with me, punctuating each thrust with a small coo of encouragement. This was what she didn’t want Thomas to see – that I was doing things to her that he never could.  
 
    I stood holding her thighs spread wide as I watched my massive tool drive in and out of her.  She looked down and then back at me with a pleading look of agony and ecstasy, surrendering any last vestige of defiance.  She was mine. 
 
    “I’m going to fill your hot little pussy with my cum, Tiffany!  Is that OK?” 
 
    She looked up at me, now holding her legs wide while I held her tiny waist, “Oh God.  YES!” 
 
    I pounded her harder, eliciting groans of ecstasy, “Oh god, YES!  Fuck me!  OH GOD!” 
 
    “Do you think Thomas will like that, Tiffany?  Coming home to find your pussy all stretched out?  Filled with another man’s cum?” 
 
    She didn’t answer.  The look of astonishment on her face said she didn’t care.  Her ass undulated rapidly on the soft steel beneath her with each jab of my 10” slab of pure lust.  She was nearing her orgasm with a look of shock on her puckered lips.  I gritted my teeth and pummeled her hard, determined to drive her to yet another earth shattering orgasm – the home wrecking kind, the kind that no love of a husband can replace. 
 
    I gritted my teeth, straining hard to bring her to heights she never felt before.  To take her places she would want to see again and again.  I reached up and pulled down her dress, exposing her pert breasts.  I kneaded her erect nipples with my thumb and index fingers as her tits heaved rhythmically beneath my hands. 
 
    “I think he will like that, Tiffany.  And we’re going to give that to him again and again, aren’t we?” 
 
    Her eyes were rolled back in her head as she laid back on the car, surrendering fully to me.  Suddenly she grabbed her thighs and pulled herself up, screaming in ecstasy, “OH MY GOOOOOD!!!” 
 
    She then paused in an abdominal crunch, holding her breath and quaking uncontrollably as the waves washed through her. I lost it at that point, groaning loudly as I drained my balls into her body. When she laid herself back on the hood she let out a long wail and then shuttered several times while I continued cumming like I never had before.  I swear I had a second orgasm just as I thought the first one had passed.  
 
    When it was over I collapsed on top of her, both of us panting hard from our exertions, our bodies fused together as one.  Having no place to rest my head, I finally pulled up and looked down at her, my cock still firmly gripped by her pussy. 
 
    “My God, Tiffany.  That was unbelievable.” 
 
    She smiled ruefully, perhaps feeling the post-sex guilt that often replaces the lust.  I pulled myself slowly from her body, knowing that when I did, a torrent of cum would no doubt come pouring forth.  She sat up as I did, looking down at the rivulet of thick, white cream as it slid down the fresh coat of Midnight Blue metallic paint. 
 
    “Holy shit” was all she could manage. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the car, her dress wrapped around her belly.  She finally mustered the strength to jump from the car, still looking at the cum sliding down the side. 
 
    “I’m sorry Travis!  What a mess!” 
 
    I laughed, “Ah!  Don’t worry, Babe.  That’ll wipe right off.” 
 
    I handed her a paper towel from the work bench so she could wipe herself off.  She spread her legs slightly as she reached down, scooping the cream from her juicy cunt.  The towel was completely coated, like frosting on a cake.  She threw the towel in the garbage can and pulled her dress back over her body, then bent down to pick up her panties. 
 
    “I should go.” 
 
    She seemed frantic, like she was suddenly late for some previous engagement. 
 
    “You don’t want to go to my place for round two?  It’s a five minute ride from here.” 
 
    “I’ve already done too much, Travis.  Thomas will be wondering where I am.” 
 
    There was that buzz kill again. 
 
    I repeated the name disdainfully, “Thomas.  What are we going to do about him?” 
 
    She looked sad, no doubt feeling remorseful for having fucked me behind Thomas’s back. 
 
    “We need to make it work, Travis.  We can all have what we want, can’t we?” 
 
    What I wanted most was to have Tiffany whenever and however I wanted her.  No STD tests, no rules, no limits. 
 
    “What we just had was amazing, Tiffany.  We don’t need Thomas.” 
 
    “We need to include Thomas, Travis.  I don’t want to be sneaking around on him.” 
 
    “Can we meet alone sometimes?  I like having you to myself – hearing you let yourself go.” 
 
    She leaned in to kiss me, causing the heat inside to rise as she lingered probably longer than she intended.  She then let go and looked sternly into my eyes, “We’ll see, Travis.  Answer Thomas’s texts.” 
 
    I looked at her with a mix of disappointment and hope.  I had pushed her as far as she was willing to go that day.  But I hoped it was the beginning of the end of Thomas’s grip on her. 
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    Jimi Hendrix 
 
      
 
    My phone buzzed early the next day. 
 
    “Tiffany said you’d answer my texts.” 
 
    “She also said you would stop being such a dick.” 
 
    “I’m sorry T-Bone.  I didn’t know you were unhappy with the arrangement.” 
 
    “Well, now you know.” 
 
    “She told me you would tell me what you want.” 
 
    “That’s all she said?” 
 
    “Does she know more?” 
 
    I thought about that.  Of course she knew more!  But she obviously hadn’t told him. 
 
    But as I thought about my conversation with Tiffany at the garage I realized we hadn’t come to any agreement.  I hadn’t really told her my terms for resuming our arrangement.  All she had said was, “We need to make it work.” 
 
    I answered Thomas’s question, “No, I guess she doesn’t.” 
 
    “So, what do you want?” 
 
    I spent the entire night formulating a plan to tell Thomas that he would no longer be in control.  That’s what I really wanted.  Tiffany’s actions at the garage were proof that she wanted more, and that she was willing to drive 45 minutes across town to the shittiest bowels of Brooklyn to get it.  But I didn’t want to break that to him in a text.  He needed to be told in person. 
 
    “Tell you what – meet me at Electric Lady Studios on 8th Street on Wednesday at 5.  I’ll explain it then.” 
 
    Electric Lady was owned by a friend of mine who let me and the band use it to cut some demos we could use to get a new record deal.  It was tough convincing record companies we were more than a revival band, especially without Flash.  It was also the perfect place to do what I had planned to do. 
 
    When Thomas agreed to meet me, I began putting my plan in place.  I rented the studio for the day, inviting the band to show up between 2 and 4pm.  We’d lay down a few tracks and I’d have them out of there by 5. 
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    Thomas arrived at the studio at 5pm sharp, just as the band was walking out and the sound engineer was closing down the booth.  I met him in the small lobby, a space lined with pictures of the people who had recorded there, including Bowie, Lennon, Led Zeppelin, The Clash, The Rolling Stones, Stevie Wonder – to name only a few.  One wall had a ginormous mural of the studio’s founder Jimi Hendrix, even though Jimi only spent ten weeks working there before leaving for his fateful final trip to London. 
 
    I get choked up about the place – all of the history and the ghosts – including that of my friend Flash.  Even the music industry itself seemed to be breathing its last breaths in these halls.  Thomas seemed appropriately reverent as I gave him a tour, but I cut the tour short and led him into the studio itself. 
 
    The band and I like to record our music as we would on a stage, so the three mics were arranged in front of my drum kit like they would be in any small club.  I explained the process to Thomas, who seemed genuinely interested – like a true fan. 
 
    I then pulled two small chairs from the side of the space and faced them in the middle of the room, in front of the mics.  From there you could see the sound booth very clearly through a very large, sound-proof window. 
 
    I began explaining why he was there. 
 
    “So, let’s talk about Tiffany.” 
 
    He seemed very nervous, perhaps because I was in my element, and he was so completely out of his.  I hadn’t realized how well that would work for what I was about to say. 
 
    “OK?  What about Tiffany?” 
 
    “Thomas, things need to change if you and Tiffany want me to continue playing your kinky sex games.” 
 
    “Like what T-Bone?” 
 
    “Like I’m done being your pawn.  If you want me to continue playing we need to start playing by my rules.” 
 
    He seemed startled by my abruptness, and I sort of regretted being so blunt.  He was so in awe of his surroundings, I hated waking him up from his ‘excellent adventure’. 
 
    He softly responded, “And what might those be?” 
 
    I tried to tone down my aggression, “Look, I’m not loving the fact that you pull the plug on me just when I’m getting started with her.  I need more time with Tiffany when I’m there.” 
 
    “OK, I can deal with that.” 
 
    “Second, there will be no more STD tests.  I don’t have time for that and they’re insulting.  And I won’t wear a condom.” 
 
    He seemed stunned by this. 
 
    “T-Bone, I don’t think Tiffany will go for that…” 
 
    He didn’t know yet that Tiffany already had agreed to that at the garage. 
 
    “Those are my terms.” 
 
    As we spoke the sound engineer interrupted from the booth, “T-Bone.  I’m out.  You need anything before I go?” 
 
    “I’m good, Sly.  Hey, can you turn off the mics from the studio?  Leave your mic on.” 
 
    “Will do, T-Bone.” 
 
    He hit a few switches then looked up at me, “Can you hear me?” 
 
    I nodded yes, then said, “Can you hear me?” 
 
    He shook his head ‘no’.  We exchanged thumbs up and he left. 
 
    Thomas turned to me, “His name is ‘Sly’?” 
 
    It’s actually Marcus Stone, but we call him Sly – you know, Sly and the Family Stone?” 
 
    He laughed knowingly. 
 
    As I was talking to Thomas the Fitbit on my wrist buzzed.  I looked at it briefly but I knew what it was.  I turned back to Thomas, “Hey!  I want to show you something, but first I need to turn off the studio lights.  The lights from the booth will be enough.  Just relax.  I think you’ll like it.” 
 
    I then walked into the booth and turned out the lights in the studio.  With the lights on in the booth, the studio was a black hole.  All you could see in the glass was a mirror image of the booth itself. 
 
    I then left the booth and walked to the Lobby.  Looking through the tinted glass entrance door out to the sidewalk, I could see my plan was coming together nicely.  Tiffany was impatiently waiting outside.   
 
    That day she looked more like a stewardess than the bar cruising man magnet that I was used to seeing out, wearing a dark blue jacket over a white blouse and a matching narrow blue skirt that stopped just above the knee.  The only indication of what she was there for were the shiny black stiletto pumps on her feet. 
 
    Of course when I say ‘stewardess’ I mean what a stewardess, or what we call ‘flight attendants’ now, would look like if played by Sophia Loren! 
 
    When I opened the door she burst through and threw her arms around my neck, planting her wet, soft lips on mine.  I wasn’t expecting that at all, but it took no effort to go with the flow.  I ground my lips with hers as our tongues intertwined, then slipped my hands under her jacket to rub her silk covered back and pull her closer.  When I broke the kiss, I leaned back to look her in the eyes. 
 
    “Someone’s glad to see me!” 
 
    She kissed me again and reached down to rub my hardening shaft through my jeans. 
 
    “I need you to fuck me now!” 
 
    “Whoa, Nelly!  What’s the rush?” 
 
    “I’ve been waiting all week for this!”  She kissed me again, sucking hard on my tongue and rubbing even harder on my now painfully hard cock. 
 
    I wasn’t sure I believed her reason for being in such a rush, but it didn’t matter.  I had asked her to meet me at the studio at 5:30, promising I’d make it worth her while.  If she was hurrying to get home before Thomas got suspicious, I would be taking care of that problem for her soon enough. 
 
    “Tell you what, Baby.  Let’s get out of the lobby.  Follow me.” 
 
    I grabbed her hand and pulled her down a short narrow hallway to the sound booth.  When I opened the door, I walked in first and turned as she entered the room.  I then reached behind her and pushed the door closed while pushing her against the door.  I then lunged on her and kissed her hard while I massaged her right breast with my left hand over her blouse. 
 
    Tiffany began undoing my belt buckle as I unbuttoned her blouse, exposing her white lace bra.  I then peeled her jacket and blouse off her shoulders and threw them on the back counter before turning to strip off my pants.  While I did, she quickly unzipped her skirt and dropped that to the floor, stepping out of it while still wearing her black stilettos. 
 
    She stood against the door wearing only her white lace bra and panties, while I was completely naked.  When I stepped forward to kiss her softly and remove her bra, she reached down and gently stroked the full length of my cock.  Her hand felt so warm and soft as she rubbed the underside of my dick, letting the increasing weight provide the only pressure. 
 
    I spoke loud enough for Thomas to hear over the studio intercom, “You are a horny little girl, aren’t you?” 
 
    She was shaking, “You have no idea.” 
 
    I kissed her again and then slid her panties down, running the palms of both hands over the smooth globes of her ass as I did.  When I reached between her legs, she exhaled deeply through her nose and pulled me tighter against her face.  She then broke the kiss just enough to inhale before sealing our lips again and groaning into my mouth. 
 
    This was going significantly better than I had imagined it would.  Without any coaxing or convincing, Tiffany was unknowingly demonstrating for Thomas her lust for me could no longer be controlled.  I could only hope he wouldn’t bang on the window or some such shit to ruin the mood like he so often did. 
 
    By that time, both Tiffany and I were past being able to stop the inevitable conclusion of our coupling no matter what Thomas did.  I moved Tiffany over to the mixing board and pushed her forward.  She reached out and found a free space for each of her hands, bending far enough forward to expose the glistening mound between her legs.  She spread her long legs slightly apart and looked at me in the reflection of the window in front of her.  Everything I could see in her face Thomas could see better.  She looked at me with a slutty lustful smile, gritting her teeth as if daring me to fuck her harder than I ever had before.  I was more than happy to oblige, but first I needed to hear her beg for it.  I needed for Thomas to hear her beg for it. 
 
    “Tell me what you want, Baby.” 
 
    “I want that big fat cock in my pussy!” 
 
    “Yeah?  How bad do you want it?” 
 
    She shook her ass at me and sneered, “I want it so bad, Travis.  Fuck me until I cum!” 
 
    “I thought you and Thomas were in this together?  Should we wait for him?” 
 
    “Thomas isn’t coming Travis!  Just fuck me!” 
 
    I positioned my raging hard on at her dripping cunt and parted her lips with my bulbous head, rubbing it up and down over her clit as I continued taunting her. 
 
    “Just like at the garage.  This is twice now that you’ve let me fuck you without Thomas knowing about it.  Do you think that’s RIGHT?” 
 
    I slammed my dick into her as I finished the question.  In the glass I could see her facial expression had changed to a lustful stupor, like the expression I had seen so many times on the face of junkies who feel the rush they had craved for too long.  Thomas could see it too. 
 
    I began work every surface of her tight little cunt, languidly sliding the entire length of my dick in and out of her body.  She stood looking at her face in the glass, mouth wide open, unable to speak.  Her breasts rolled gently back and forth with each thrust. 
 
    “TELL ME, Tiffany.  Do you think it’s right to fuck me without Thomas knowing about it?” 
 
    She wouldn’t or couldn’t answer.  She just looked back at me with only one thought in her pretty little head, “Just fuck me Travis.” 
 
    I increased the pace, although still using every inch of my cock to stimulate the deepest reaches of her womb.  She groaned loudly into the mic, “Oh God, YES!  FUCK ME!” 
 
    “You like that, don’t you Tiffany?” 
 
    “Yes Travis, I LOVE it!” 
 
    “Has Thomas ever felt this good?” 
 
    “OH, God!” 
 
    “HAS HE?” 
 
    “NO, Travis!  No one has ever felt like you!” 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you again, Tiffany?  Or is this the last time?” 
 
    That seemed to get her attention.  She looked desperately in the glass, “No, Travis!  I want you to fuck me again!” 
 
    I gritted my teeth and fucked her even faster.  She fell forward, eyes and mouth wide with wonder at the sensations building in her body.  Her elbows were now down on the mixing board as I held her hips and ground hard and fast on her g-spot.  
 
    “Then say it, Tiffany!  You’re done taking orders from Thomas! 
 
    She looked at me, brow furled, unable to speak as her body began to tremble. 
 
    “SAY IT, Tiffany!  SAY IT!” 
 
    I continued fucking her in a frenetic pace – the thought of taking a woman from another man while he watched helplessly driving me to heights of excitement I’d never felt before. 
 
    She lifted herself from the mixing board and looked into the glass, screaming as her orgasm raced through her body, “YES!  YES, TRAVIS!  I just want YOU to fuck me!  OH GOD!!!” 
 
    She threw her head back and groaned loudly as I began spasming hard into her body.  Her eyes were closed but I looked past her into the window, gritting my teeth in victory, hoping that Thomas heard and saw everything.  His wife stood shuttering in the glass, her tits quivering as her orgasm shook through her.  I held her hips tight, filling her cunt with yet another load of my potent seed.   
 
    The point was made – Tiffany had no idea Thomas was watching, and yet she had given herself completely to me. No STD test, no condom, no permission.  My cock was still buried deep inside of her as we stood covered in sweat, panting hard and looking into the glass.  Tiffany smiled lovingly back at me in the glass, gyrating her hips playfully to feel my dick sliding effortlessly against the cum slickened insides of her freshly fucked pussy. 
 
    When I threw the switch to illuminate the studio, Thomas was standing, his pants around his waist, dick in hand, and a small puddle of cum on the floor in front of him. 
 
    Tiffany gasped in abject horror.  She stood up quickly, almost bending my dick off inside of her.  Luckily I saw it coming and stepped back, withdrawing just in time. 
 
    “She screamed hysterically, “Jesus Christ!  What is he DOING here??” 
 
    I tried to lighten the mood, “Looks like he was jacking off to me.” 
 
    Thomas looked equally mortified.  He scrambled to put his still hard dick back into his pants and put himself together. 
 
    She looked at me with a mix of rage and disgust, before bending over to gather her bra and panties from the floor.  “You FUCKER!  You’ve ruined my MARRIAGE!!” 
 
    With the cocky arrogance of a guy who just had another man’s wife tell him in front of her husband she only wanted him to fuck her, I wasn’t too concerned, “I don’t know, Tiffany.  Thomas seems to have enjoyed the show.” 
 
    She was shaking with rage, struggling to get her bra clasped.  “Fuck you, Travis.  You tricked me!” 
 
    “Hey, you’re the one who attacked me as soon as I opened the door.  Thomas saw it all.  I did you a favor.” 
 
    She was now wearing her skirt and buttoning her blouse, still fumbling with rage. 
 
    “I trusted you, Travis.  We’re through.  You’ll never see me again!” 
 
    I plopped down in the engineer’s chair bare assed, my flaccid dick dragging painfully on the front edge as I sat down. 
 
    “Just relax, Tiffany.  He’ll be fine.  It’s what he wanted.” 
 
    She stormed out of the sound booth and blew past Thomas who was waiting in the darkened lobby. When the door clicked behind them, a pall fell over Electric Lady Studios like never before. 
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    WHOLE LOTTA LOVE 
 
    Led Zeppelin 
 
      
 
    OK.  So how many of you thought Tiffany had that coming?  Alright.  Now how many of you thought that was an extremely dick-like thing to do?  OK then.  I could see it both ways.  At the time, I thought it was a good way to get Thomas to see how Tiffany really felt about me, and I felt it was a good way for Tiffany to show him.  She certainly hadn’t been honest with him up to that point.  I also knew that Thomas wouldn’t take it nearly as badly as Tiffany did.  What I didn’t plan on was Tiffany flying off the rails like she did.  I should have seen that coming. 
 
    After Tiffany stormed out that day, I felt like she would eventually calm down after Thomas told her how much he enjoyed watching her lose control like she so obviously had.  But after a couple of days of silence from both of them, I was beginning to get worried. 
 
    Yes, it’s true that I had tricked both of them into revealing their deepest, darkest secrets to each other, and perhaps to themselves, but I felt like I had actually done them a favor.  At least at first.  When I didn’t hear from them, I wasn’t sure they were even together anymore.  Tiffany was that pissed off. 
 
    As the days turned into a week of silence I had trouble concentrating on anything else.  I could still play my weekend gigs – I could play these songs in a coma and often had, but my heart wasn’t in it.  I just watched the door both nights and hoped she would walk in.  Or even that Thomas would.  I needed to know where we stood. 
 
    I didn’t love the feeling.  I never gave a shit about any woman before.  In fact, I took pride in how little I cared about any of them after I had my fun with them.  But this was different, and I didn’t like it. 
 
    I told myself it was just the unfinished business that bothered me.  I hadn’t completely turned Tiffany into the wanton whore Thomas and I had discussed.  I was close, but then she stormed off in a huff and I hadn’t seen her since.  I just needed to finish her off. 
 
    Or so I thought.  The nagging fear I couldn’t shake was that maybe she was different.  Maybe I was actually afraid of losing her.  Ever since I saw her that first night at my show I couldn’t shake the thought of her despite the fact that I had already endured more indignities at her and Thomas’s behest than I would have ever put up with in the past.  And yet there I was – still obsessing over her. 
 
    I had this nagging feeling that I had really blown it.  I had Tiffany cheating on Thomas behind his back!  That could have gone on indefinitely, and during that time I could have dug my tentacles deeper into her and molded her into the woman of my dreams, exposing her more and more to my world of debauchery and watching her succumb to my every desire.   
 
    Now some of you might be wondering, “Wait a minute, T-Bone.  You regret fucking up your chance to steal Tiffany from Thomas partly because you would never be able to take her to orgies and watch her have sex with other people??” 
 
    And that would be true.  Thomas and I had that characteristic in common.  We both wanted a woman who loved sex so much she wanted it every way she could get it.  Something about Tiffany made me feel that could be her, but if I was going to release her inner nymphomaniac, it would not be for Thomas. 
 
    I resolved to send her a text, simple and direct – maybe even heartfelt.  “I’m sorry.  I hope you’re OK.” 
 
    After I pressed ‘send’, I imagined her getting the text and breaking down in tears, overwhelmed by the emotions she had pent up inside of her.  She’d text me back and apologize for flying off the handle and say she wanted to see me again.  She’d come over to my place, and we’d make hot, passionate love for two days, expressing our love for each other and deciding what to do with poor Thomas. 
 
    But that’s not what happened.  She didn’t respond.   
 
    I still didn’t know where she lived so I couldn’t easily go to her place.  I did know where she worked and I seriously considered going there, but I decided against it.  I imagined her getting really pissed if I did that! 
 
    Instead, I just let it go, telling myself she wasn’t worth the drama.  Even if they did want me back, they would no doubt subject me again to their terms, just as I was about to subject them to mine.  I was the one who would need to crawl back into their good graces, and that just wasn’t gonna happen. 
 
    The following weeks I went back to Le Trapeze a couple of times, having established it as my favorite sex club back in my early days with I.T.  I even hooked up with a couple of girls after a show one night.  Talk about drama!  I don’t know how I did it in the old days.  (OK, it was the cocaine.)  But these days, finishing a show at 11pm and then working for the next two or three hours to convince one girl to go home with you is almost too much work!  Try convincing two! 
 
    But none of that could replace the images in my head of Tiffany.  I was becoming seriously depressed. 
 
    To keep myself sane I resolved to concentrate on the band and continue working on new songs.  It was hard for me, because I was never a song writer in Imminent Threat – that was Flash.  I contributed musically and even occasionally tweaked a line or two, but song writing was definitely not my forte.  My other two original bandmates were no better, although Ian, our guitarist, wrote all of our music with Flash.  They were like Keith and Mick.  But now, putting together a proper I.T. album was going to take all of us, including Iggy, our 28 year old lead singer. 
 
    His name was actually Ross Eitel, but we called him Iggy because he was so skinny and liked to perform shirtless.  The kid had balls though, and could really carry a crowd, just like Flash.  But most importantly, he sounded like Flash.  He grew up worshiping I.T. and Flash, and actually started an I.T. cover band in high school.  That’s where I first saw him – at an open mic gig in the East Village.  I introduced myself and always vowed to bring him in if we ever got I.T. back together. 
 
    His other redeeming quality was that he was a virtual chick magnet.  We had girls at our shows who weren’t even born when we broke up going nuts over every song.  And that was because of Iggy.  All of us in the band were grateful recipients of some of his cast offs at one time or another. 
 
    That Saturday night at the Up and Under was no different.  There was a pretty good crowd pressed up against the stage and the band was feeding hard off the energy in the room.  I had forgotten about my door watch, too distracted by the row of bouncing young tits in skimpy halter tops in the front row.  I was actually beating the shit out of my drums trying to get their attention.  That’s when I saw Thomas sitting at a side table in the back of the room. 
 
    I almost dropped my sticks.  I know I missed a beat – everyone in the band turned to look at me and Iggy had to wait a few beats to resume where he left off. 
 
    After I recovered I looked at the bar, sure that I would see Tiffany alone.  But she wasn’t there.  At least I couldn’t see her.  But I was sure she had to be there.  My heart began beating out of my chest. 
 
    We were at the end of our second set which we usually followed with a two or three song encore.  I knew we had to play the staples, ‘Jackass’ and ‘Night Train’, but I was determined to end it there.  As it was, I almost blew out a couple of skins from the raw energy I was feeling. 
 
    When we finally finished, I did what I could to affect appreciation for the crowd – after all, it might have been the best reception we’d had since reforming the band, but after our bows I practically ran to the back of the room, looking everywhere for Tiffany, but settling for Thomas. 
 
    “What the fuck, Thomas?  Where have you been??” 
 
    “I’ve been trying to recover from your little stunt at the studio, T-Bone.  Tiffany and I needed some time to sort things out.” 
 
    “Is she here?  Is she coming?” 
 
    “No. Neither.  I’m here alone tonight.” 
 
    “Are you guys still together?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.  She was pissed, but we’re good.  Like I said, it took some time to sort things out.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like what we both want.  I guess I wasn’t being honest with Tiffany, and she wasn’t communicating with me.” 
 
    “So, what did you decide?” 
 
    “That we need to be more honest with each other.” 
 
    “Yeah?  Seems simple enough.  So, what brings you here?  I’ve been trying to get a hold of both of you.” 
 
    He played with his beer glass, scraping the water droplets onto the dirty paper coaster then looked up at me, “Tiffany wants to see you again.” 
 
    My heart just dropped, like I was on the hangman’s scaffold and was given a last second pardon. 
 
    “Oh my God, Thomas.  You guys are too much.” 
 
    He laughed, surely knowing what I meant. 
 
    “I’m sorry T-Bone.  But Tiffany never really took me seriously and I never really told her what my expectations are.  She also didn’t know how to deal with all of her own feelings.  That’s why everything seems so fucked up.” 
 
    That didn’t sound completely good for me. 
 
    “And what are your expectations?” 
 
    “You know what my expectations are.  I want to see Tiffany lose control like she did with you in the booth.  I want her to be a wanton whore.  But we all need to stay inside the lines.” 
 
    I wasn’t aware I had any lines, but I was painfully aware they did. 
 
    “Look Thomas, I’m no mind reader.  Maybe honesty is the best policy.  Exactly what are the ‘lines’?  What are your expectations?” 
 
    He smiled and cocked his head, carefully thinking about what he wanted to say. 
 
    “You may have noticed I enjoyed your little show with Tiffany last time.” 
 
    The shocked look on his face when I turned on the lights and saw him holding his dick did not signal ‘enjoyment’ at the time. 
 
    “I seem to remember you almost having a heart attack.” 
 
    He laughed, “Well, true!  But I also had obviously whacked off while listening to my wife tell you she’d do anything for you.  That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “So, what do you want?” 
 
    “I want to see that again.” 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    We continued talking until well after 1 am, both of us getting pretty drunk and possibly talking stupid.  But a plan formulated between us that seemed brilliant at the time.  As I walked up to their Upper West Side condo building a few days later, I wasn’t so sure. 
 
    Thomas had alerted the doorman that I would be coming so after introducing myself he simply smiled and gestured toward the elevators.  I don’t know what Thomas told him – I certainly wasn’t carrying a tool bag.  The conversation cracked me up. 
 
    “Hello, I’m Travis Parker, here to see Tiffany Pace.” 
 
    He paused, searching his memory banks, “Ah yes!  Mr. Pace said you’d be coming!” 
 
    Ha!  Cumming?  He had no idea! 
 
    The place reeked of old money – terrazzo floors, high ceilings with gilded moldings and polished brass chandeliers.  Even the elevator had an old fashioned brass gate you had to manually close. 
 
    I pressed the button for floor eight and watched the dial above the door begin to rotate.  It was an old elevator, so it wasn’t particularly fast, but it felt like I was hurtling through space at light speed.  I wasn’t sure I wanted it to get to the eighth floor at all.   
 
    It stopped with a loud ‘ding!’, and I opened the gate and walked out into the hall.  More terrazzo and gilded moldings, but with what appeared to be Art Deco era light sconces on the walls.  I took a deep breath and looked at the apartment numbers, then turned right and walked to the end of the hall to unit 804. 
 
    I listened for any sound inside but only heard the dinging elevators behind me stopping on floors below.  I inserted the key as quietly as possible into the lock and carefully opened the door, rotating like a cat burglar around it and then quietly closing it again behind me.  I was in their condo but had no idea what to do next.  The crash of glass on the floor scared the living shit out of me! 
 
    “Jesus Christ, Travis!  What are you doing here???” 
 
    I turned to see Tiffany frozen, her hands spread in front of her with her fingers wide.  She was wearing a tight white tank top and pink elastic short shorts with her long brown hair tied behind her head. 
 
    “Sorry for startling you, Tiffany.” 
 
    “Startling me?  You almost fucking killed me!” 
 
    She put her arms to her side and crouched to begin picking up the shattered plate on the terrazzo floor. 
 
    “How did you get in here?” 
 
    “I guess you left the door unlocked.” 
 
    She frantically gathered up the biggest pieces, and then began sweeping up the shards with the side of her hand. 
 
    “I mean how did you get past the doorman?” 
 
    I lied, “Oh, he’s a fan.  No issues.” 
 
    She then shrieked, “FUCK!” and looked at the side of her hand before laying down the chunks of shattered plate on the floor and pulling out a long, white shard of ceramic from the side of her hand.   
 
    I moved quickly toward her and wrapped her hand in my t-shirt, pressing hard on the spot where the blood had started to flow.  I don’t know why I did that – it was one of my favorite t-shirts, but it felt like the least I could do at the time. 
 
    She looked straight into my eyes, clearly unmoved by my chivalry, “What the fuck are you doing here, Travis?  Thomas will be here any minute!” 
 
    I knew that wasn’t true, but she didn’t. 
 
    “I came to see you, Tiffany.  You haven’t been easy to get a hold of.” 
 
    She yanked her hand away from me and put it in her mouth, sucking on it briefly before inspecting it closely.  The blood began flowing again.  She turned back in the direction she came from and I followed her into the kitchen.  Even dressed for house chores, she was stunning, her cute little ass wrapped tightly in the pink spandex shorts. 
 
    The kitchen was all white and black – with a white diamond tile floor with a black edge and base, white cabinets and walls, and black quartz counter tops.  Modern but traditional at the same time.  She grabbed a paper towel from the roll next to the sink and turned to lean her ass against the counter. 
 
    Looking at her hand, she pressed the towel against her wound and looked up at me, breathing more calmly. 
 
    “I didn’t appreciate what you did last time, Travis.  That was some serious bullshit.” 
 
    “It was, Tiffany.  And I’m sorry for that.  But I’m not sorry we did it.  That was some of the hottest sex I’ve ever had.  I had a freakin’ multiple orgasm!” 
 
    She peeled off the towel and looked at her hand again, ignoring my comment.  It seemed like it had stopped bleeding.  She turned to open the cupboard behind her, reaching up to grab a box of band-aids, but straining on her bare toes to reach it.  I quickly crossed the floor to help, putting my left hand on her tight ass as I reached with my right.  A classless move admittedly, but I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    She just as quickly moved away and took the box from me. 
 
    “I don’t trust you, Travis.” 
 
    I leaned back against the counter where she had been while she peeled the band-aid and put it carefully on her hand with the dexterity of a ballerina. 
 
    “Why do you need to Tiffany?  You were the only one there who seemed mortified by what happened.” 
 
    She put her fists on her hips and fumed, “I WAS mortified, Travis!  I TRUSTED you.  We agreed we could see each other as long as Thomas didn’t KNOW about it!  And you arranged to have him witness me cheating while he was watching in the other room!” 
 
    “Whacking off in the other room, Tiffany.” 
 
    “Whatever!  This whole thing had gotten out of control!  I don’t want to be a woman who sneaks around fucking other men behind her husband’s back.” 
 
    “But what if he wants you to do that?” 
 
    She stood staring at me as that thought sunk in, her breath showing her anger. 
 
    “Is that why you’re here?  Did Thomas send you?” 
 
    I moved towards her slowly, but her fists never left her hips.  I didn’t want to answer that question. 
 
    “I’m here because I can’t stop thinking about you, Tiffany.” 
 
    I put my hands on her bare shoulders and pleaded tenderly, “And I think you feel the same way.” 
 
    “Travis, no.” 
 
    “No what Tiffany?” 
 
    She crossed her arms defensively in front of her, squeezing her breasts together. 
 
    “I can’t sneak around on Thomas.  Stop.” 
 
    I leaned down to whisper in her ear, “I think you can, Tiffany.” 
 
    Her breath became heavier as I dropped my hands to her hips, “And I think you want to.” 
 
    She sighed heavily, “I can’t Travis.  Thomas will be home soon.” 
 
    “No, he won’t Tiffany.” 
 
    I stared into her eyes.  The gathering tears made it clear she was struggling with what she wanted and what was right.  She had obviously resolved to stop cheating on Thomas, so to be so close to doing it again was tormenting her. 
 
    She swept her hands to her sides and wiped mine from her hips, spinning away into the center of the room like a boxer extricating himself from the ropes.  She pleaded with me, “Travis, Thomas and I agreed to be honest with each other.  Having you here without Thomas knowing is not honesty.  It’s cheating.” 
 
    Her lips were trembling as she looked at me.  A tear rolled down her cheek.  I walked toward her again.  She backed away. 
 
    “NO, Travis!  Stop!” 
 
    She continued backing up until her ass hit the opposite counter.   
 
    “Thomas won’t find out, Tiffany.  I promise.” 
 
    She leaned forward, hands on her knees, begging me, “How do you know that, Travis!?  Did he send you here?” 
 
    This was progress, but I evaded the full answer.  “Because I’m meeting him in two hours downtown.” 
 
    I continued walking toward her until I was almost touching her.  I could feel the heat of her body against mine.  She turned her head to the side but didn’t push me away.  She just seemed to be rationalizing her thoughts.  I kissed her neck to hasten the choice. 
 
    When I placed my hands gently on her sides, I pressed the lump in my pants against her as I gently swirled my tongue on her sensitive skin.  She knew at that point she would have to give in.  She just looked toward the ceiling as the sensation of my lips on her neck flowed through her, melting her resolve.  When she didn’t push me away, I released my lips from her neck and backed away to look at her.  She turned to face me and I kissed her lips. 
 
    She seemed startled, grabbing the counter behind her at first to catch her balance.  She then reached up behind me to my shoulder blades to keep herself from falling back, not exactly reciprocating my affections, but also doing nothing to stop me.  I pulled her away from the counter and reached down to squeeze the tight globes of her ass, pulling her hard against the now bigger and harder bulge in my pants.  I forced my tongue into her mouth and engaged hers in a furious swirl of flesh, unleashing the pent up passion between us – weeks of mutual desire manifesting itself.  I reached down just below her ass cheeks and lifted her up, causing her to wrap her bare legs and feet around me and place her crotch against my painfully erect cock.  Only three thin pieces of fabric separated us from what we both really wanted. 
 
    I walked her back and placed her down on the black countertop, releasing my kiss long enough to pull her spandex shorts and panties from her waist.  She helped by pushing up with both hands on the counter, looking at me with her reddened eyes and swollen lips as she did.  I then undid my belt buckle and let my jeans fall to the floor while she lifted her tank top over her head. 
 
    She was completely naked as I spread her thighs apart and resumed kissing her.  She threw her arms around my neck and crossed them, locking me in place as she ravaged my mouth with her tongue. 
 
    I reached down to pull her closer to the edge of the counter and then released our kiss to grab my now raging dick.  She watched with anticipation as I pointed it directly at her defenseless pussy and then stepped slowly toward her.  Her eyes looked down, then up, then down again as my rock hard cock zeroed in on its target, until it was standing proud nestled between the folds her moist opening.  When I began penetrating her, there was no resistance.  She was wet.  She was ready.  And she was willing.  She just looked into my eyes and gasped as the slippery heat of her cunt enveloped my dick.  I slid deeper and deeper, until the cold quartz countertop touched my balls.   
 
    I broke the kiss and looked into her eyes, holding her hips as I stared back at her.  She looked concerned and surprised, brow furled and mouth wide open.  As I began gently sliding in and out of her,  I couldn’t believe I was finally fucking this woman.  Even minutes before, I wasn’t sure I ever would again. 
 
    She looked back, biting her lower lip.  Her resistance had melted completely from her face; all thoughts of Thomas, of ‘cheating’, of her responsibilities as a married woman replaced by the simple, primal, irresistible urge to feel herself cum again.  Sex can be like alcohol to an alcoholic – once you give up the fight to resist, you only want more. 
 
    I increased my pace and growled fiercely at her, “You wanted this as badly as I did, didn’t you?” 
 
    Her voice shook with each powerful thrust, “You’re a fucker, Travis.” 
 
    I repeated my taunt, wanting her to admit she couldn’t resist me, “You wanted this didn’t you?” 
 
    She closed her eyes, obviously beginning to feel the effects of my cock stimulating her G-spot, “Yes I wanted this, Travis!” 
 
    A euphoria swept over me like I had never felt before.  This freak of nature, probably the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, was giving herself up to me, willing me to take her where nobody ever had before, acknowledging that she needed this.  She needed me.  At that moment I never wanted to be anywhere else again.  I wanted to stay connected to her forever, feeling her body fused tightly around mine, floating high above the world to places no-one had ever gone. 
 
    I kissed her again and felt her shudder.  She grunted softly with each thrust and continued shaking until she broke the kiss and sat back with her mouth agape, saliva smeared all over and around her lips.  She was breathing hard with her eyes closed.  I licked her wet, slippery lips as I fucked her, feeling her body trembling, her orgasm welling in her belly. 
 
    When it came, she threw her head back and screamed.  Her belly convulsed violently in several waves causing her taut tits to jump each time.  I continued fucking her hard through her orgasm, trying to prolong it as long as I could, burning the feeling into her long-term memory so she would never forget it.  She leaned back on her stiffened arms, head back, eyes closed, her body shivering uncontrollably as the waves pulsed through her.  As she slowly returned to earth, I slowed my pace, gently starting the process again without letting her become too sensitive. 
 
    When she opened her eyes she looked drunk with lust. I buried myself fully into her and pulled her by the hips from the counter.  She shrieked and put her hands around my neck as I carried her from the kitchen and down the bedroom hall, my hard cock still fully buried inside of her.  I could feel her cervix pushing against the head of my cock as we walked down the hall. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “I’m looking for your bedroom.” 
 
    “No, Travis, not there!” 
 
    “Yes there.  Where is it?” 
 
    “NO, Travis!” 
 
    I walked into the last room at the end of the hall and saw the king size bed in the middle.  The large windows beyond overlooked Central Park.  This was obviously the Master Bedroom.  The bed was neatly made, no doubt by Tiffany.  I wondered how she felt as she made it that morning – did they make love that morning?  Did she pull the sheets up to cover the wet spot?  Was she proud of her renewed fidelity to her husband? 
 
    All of these thoughts swirled in my head as prepared to violate all of them.  I carefully placed my knee onto the bed with her suspended beneath me like a baby kangaroo, crawling up until I could lay her down with her head on the pillow.  I then laid on top of her, completing the transfer without ever pulling out, still wearing my boots and shirt.  I had no idea whose side of the bed we were on – I hoped it was Thomas’ side.  He would see the wet spot on the duvet cover, smell me on his pillow when he went to bed.  Hopefully even try fucking Tiffany and feel my cum still inside her. 
 
    “Travis, we shouldn’t be on this bed.  Thomas will know!” 
 
    I kissed her hard.  Her reciprocation indicated she really didn’t want to stop, despite her protests. 
 
    “Let him find out, Tiffany.  You said you wanted to be honest with him.” 
 
    She kissed me hard and wet as I increased the pace of my thrusts in and out of her body, perhaps realizing it was pointless to resist.  We would both deal with the consequences later. 
 
    She would never make love to Thomas again on that bed without thinking about me – about how I drove her ass into this very mattress with each powerful thrust, how I filled her like he never could, how she savagely willed me to make her come.  How she never wanted me to stop fucking her. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I vaguely heard the buzzing, waking up when Tiffany jerked away from me to look at my phone on the nightstand.   
 
    “Jesus Christ, Travis!  Why is Thomas calling you?” 
 
    I rolled over on my back, the memories of what Tiffany and I had done rolling in slowly like a warm summer breeze.  I smiled to myself. 
 
    “He’s probably wondering where I am.  I told him I’d meet him at the Peculiar at 6.” 
 
    I looked at my watch – it was 6:30.  I had been there for 2 ½ hours. 
 
    I was fully naked lying next to Tiffany who had plopped back on the bed and sighed heavily, “You should go, Travis.  He’s probably on his way home now.” 
 
    I rolled over on top of her. 
 
    “NO, Travis!  You need to go!” 
 
    I spread her legs apart with my knees and reached down to rub my hardening dick between her slippery lips.  I slipped easily into her, my two previous loads of cum providing ample lubricant for round three.  Or at least round three for me – I lost count of how many orgasms Tiffany had during the two solid hours of fucking we did before falling asleep in each other’s arms. 
 
    She was every bit the ‘animal’ Thomas described to me but I had never had the chance to enjoy for very long.  After I came the first time inside of her she wasted no time diving down onto my wet dick and sucking me hard again so she could mount me cowgirl style and fuck herself to another earth quaking orgasm. 
 
    This time she grunted loudly as she felt my dick fill her again and bottom out on her sensitive cervix. 
 
    She whispered softly and most unconvincingly, “You need to go, Travis…” 
 
    But I wasn’t leaving, and she really didn’t want me to.  Her rhythmic breaths kept time with my thrusts while her tight pussy massaged my dick like nothing I had ever felt before.  I was determined to leave her so stretched out and so full of cum that Thomas wouldn’t be able to feel her when he fucked her again and if he walked in while I was doing it, so much the better. 
 
    I boosted myself up on one elbow and grabbed her arms, placing them straight over her head.  I then held them both while I lifted my chest off of her.  In that position I could slam my pelvis down onto her causing a loud smacking sound as I slapped onto her sopping pussy and bulging clit.  I pummeled her like that while she bent her knees back toward her ears, opening herself as much as she could to me. 
 
    She wore a pained expression on her face as her body began to tremble.  Her nipples were like pencil erasers bursting from her chest.  I fucked her mercilessly until she exploded in yet another explosive orgasm, causing me to let loose another torrent of hot seed into her already sodden cunt. We both jerked with each jolt through my body until I finally fell spent onto her heaving chest. 
 
    We laid like that for a minute or two, Tiffany’s nails softly caressing my back.  I pushed myself up to look in her eyes.  She was smiling.  A look of contentment on her placid face.  I swear it was contentment.  I hoped it wasn’t love. 
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    TOUCH TOO MUCH 
 
    AC/DC 
 
      
 
    You may have guessed I don’t use the ‘L’ word often.  In fact, I’ve always believed love was for fools.  So, when I saw what looked like love in Tiffany’s eyes, it scared the fucking shit out of me.  I realized for the first time that I could be seriously fucking this girl up, and despite my tough guy persona, I wasn’t into ruining people’s lives. 
 
    I left the condo maybe a little quicker than I should have, leaving Tiffany with a bed full of wet spots and a pussy full of sperm.  Her body was swollen and red from all of the intense fucking and sucking she had endured, but she still stood naked at the door and kissed me softly before I left which I took as a ‘thank you’.  I walked past the doorman with a sly smile on my face, trying hard to imply that yes, I had just fucked the shit out of Tiffany Pace in Unit 804, and yes, her life would never be the same. 
 
    Now some of you might be wondering, “T-Bone, why the fuck didn’t you just tell Tiffany that Thomas knew you were going to the apartment to fuck her?  It would have been a whole lot easier!”  And you would not be wrong.  But for me, I wanted to know if she would do it without that knowledge.  I needed to know if she could resist giving in to me.  I suspected couldn’t. 
 
    Catching a cab back to Brooklyn, I immediately texted Thomas. 
 
    “Gonna be some stains on your duvet cover, Bro” 
 
    “OMG.  You did it?” 
 
    “I did.  A LOT!” 
 
    “Did you tell her I knew about it?” 
 
    “I did not.  She thinks she fucked me behind your back.  Again.” 
 
    “Did she cum?” 
 
    “Bro, I lost track of the times she came.  Not sure she’ll be up for anything by the time you get home.” 
 
    “OMG.” 
 
    “Good luck!  Talk soon.” 
 
    I looked out the window as the city rushed by.  8 million people in this town and I ran into Tiffany and Thomas.  Or rather they ran into me.  Thomas hunted me down and dangled Tiffany in my face.  I guess it was fate.  If I wasn’t my father’s son, if I hadn’t joined I.T. all those years ago, if I hadn’t written the book that so enticed Thomas, none of this would have happened.  And when I wrote the book, I had no idea it would lead to a woman like Tiffany falling in love with me and ‘cheating’ on her husband. 
 
    I was pretty disoriented by the time I got home.  I couldn’t have been more proud of the job I had done;  Turning the Ice Queen into a woman who would cheat on her husband just to feel your cock inside of her will do that to a man.  But I also felt something else.  Responsibility?  Empathy?  Lust?  All of those things?  I couldn’t put a finger on it. 
 
    You see, my goal was never to get Tiffany to fall in love with me.  My goal and Thomas’s was to make her crave sex so much that she would do anything to get her fix.  Thomas wanted her to cheat on him, to know that he could come home at any time and find his wife in bed with a client, a delivery guy, or even some guy she met in the park.  He wanted to feel her used pussy, to smell another man’s cum on her breath, to know that she was trolling the city looking for her next fix and could at any moment be bent over the hood of a car in some seedy garage.  And he wanted to know about it, to have her describe all of it in detail as he fucked her used body and smelled the cologne of other men all over her. 
 
    My goals were similar, but tinged with a bit of revenge.  Ever since I saw Tiffany at the club that first night, legs crossed on her barstool, long bare arms reaching down to her hands clasped on her knees, smiling and laughing as she skillfully blew off the men hitting on her, all I wanted was to fuck that grin off her face.  
 
    Like Thomas, I also wanted to see her sucking another guy’s dick while I made her cum.  I wanted to see the lust in her eyes as I fucked her pussy while another guy fucked her ass.  I wanted to watch her gulping down a load of another man’s cum as I laid beneath her driving my own jizz deep into her used pussy.  That’s why I joined the ‘lifestyle’ – the people I wanted to associate with all wanted those same things. 
 
    Now admittedly, Tiffany was special.  No one in the swingers groups or sex clubs could hold a candle to her – that body, that face, that hair!  The fucking Ivy League law degree!  People like her just don’t typically become raving sex maniacs.  But I sensed something with her.  She had already done things with me she swore she would never do – swallow my cum, fuck me bareback, and cheat on Thomas.  All to feel my dick inside of her and the earth shaking orgasms she thought only I could give her. 
 
    But getting her to fall in love with me was not the plan.  I could not let that happen.  She was not going to change me to meet her standard of what a ‘normal’ relationship was.  Love leads to possessiveness, which leads to jealousy, which leads to endless compromises.  I wanted none of that.  If I was going to be in any kind of a relationship with her it would be on my terms. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    It was still early when I got home that night.  I wasn’t sure what to do next.  Should I contact Tiffany the next day?  Should I wait to hear from Thomas?  Should I run like hell and not look back? 
 
    I really wanted to text Tiffany that night and ask her if she enjoyed our time together as much as I did even though I knew the answer.  Just seeing her admit it in a text would have been amazing!  But I also knew Thomas was probably all over her by the time I got home.  I pictured him bursting through the door and finding her asleep, sprawled naked on the bed, cum still oozing from her reddened pussy and pooling on the bed beneath her.  He would strip naked and join her on the bed, spread her legs wide and sink himself into the hot pool of cum still inside of her.  The feeling would be like nothing he had ever felt – like fucking a hot bowl of pudding, barely feeling anything at all but the warmth of her body and the cold evaporating cum on his balls as he fucked her.  She would undulate slowly beneath him as he leaned forward to kiss her ear, the smell of my dick and her juices still on her face.  He would want to know if she still loved him, or if she had given herself completely to me.  He would want her to say yes to both. 
 
    But he wouldn’t ask.  He wasn’t supposed to know what she had done.  That she had shamelessly given herself to me, let me fuck her until she could cum no more.  I would need to tell him that. 
 
    True to form, he wasted little time texting me the next day to learn all he could. 
 
    “Holy shit, T-Bone.  What did you do to Tiffany?  She was catatonic when I got home.” 
 
    “Did you fuck her?” 
 
    “After we went to bed I did, but she was not nearly the crazed sex maniac I expected.” 
 
    I laughed, “She left it all on the field with me I guess!” 
 
    “I guess!” 
 
    “How did that used pussy feel?” 
 
    “OMG.  Amazing!  I’m not sure she’ll ever feel the same.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m just getting started with that pussy.  I guarantee she will never feel the same.” 
 
    He didn’t answer, probably feeling that thought go straight through his ear to his dick. 
 
    “Did she tell you I was there?” 
 
    “No.  She didn’t say anything.  She tried to act normal, but like I said, she seemed distracted, or guilty.” 
 
    I tried to imagine what that must have been like for her, knowing she had more than willingly spent the afternoon fucking a man who was not her husband and then trying to act like nothing had happened.  She had to know she couldn’t hide the physical changes to her body.  Of course she felt guilty!  But she might have also been struggling with other feelings. 
 
    “Oh, she was guilty alright.” 
 
    “So, did you two make plans to see each other again?” 
 
    “We did not Thomas.  But when we do, I feel like it’s time to take this to the next level.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means I think she’s ready to meet some friends of mine.” 
 
    He didn’t respond to that bombshell, his dick probably monopolizing all of the blood in his body at that point! 
 
    “Holy shit, T-Bone!” 
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    He hesitated, then wrote tepidly,  “I don’t know if I’m ready that.  I don’t know if she is ready for that!” 
 
    “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Maybe eventually.  But this is all going too fast.  I feel like she’s gonna freak!” 
 
    “I think she’s ready.  Once I get her going, she won’t be able to resist.” 
 
    “OMG” 
 
    “It’s OK, Thomas.  I’ll take care of her.  I won’t make her do anything she doesn’t want to do.” 
 
    “I’m fucking shaking” 
 
    “I know”
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    NO MATTER WHAT 
 
    Def Leppard 
 
      
 
    I waited a few days before texting Tiffany.  I was feeling pretty cocky, imagining her losing composure as she waited for her next fix from me.  I wanted to make her wait.  It felt good to finally give in. 
 
    “Hey Babe” 
 
    “Hey! :)” 
 
    “Did you recover from the other night?” 
 
    “I did!  All set for Round Two!” 
 
    “The last bout went ten rounds.  I won!” 
 
    “Ha!  We’ll see about that.  I thought it was a split decision” 
 
    “Good point!” 
 
    This was going well.  It seemed we were back to where we were before the Electric Ladyland ‘incident.’ 
 
    “Did you tell Thomas I was there?” 
 
    She hesitated, perhaps unhappy to be reminded of her infidelity.   
 
    “I did not.  What he doesn’t know can’t hurt him.  Are we going to get together again soon?” 
 
    “How bout Friday afternoon?  You could come to the garage?” 
 
    “Why the garage? 
 
    “I have some people I’d like you to meet” 
 
    Just then my phone rang.  It was Tiffany. She wasn’t happy. 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about?” 
 
    “Whoa!  I just want you to meet some people, some friends of mine.” 
 
    “Look T-Bone, if you think I’m going to have sex with some creepy friends of yours you’ve got the wrong girl.” 
 
    “Calm down Tiffany.  I didn’t say anything about sex.  I just want you to meet them – see if you like them.” 
 
    “And then what?” 
 
    “Well then, maybe you could get to know them better…” 
 
    She yelled into the phone, “AND HAVE SEX WITH THEM??  Are you fucking out of your mind??” 
 
    Thomas had warned me she might not be entirely thrilled with the idea. 
 
    “Look, Tiff, I think you’d like it.  Imagine fucking four of me at once!” 
 
    “FOUR OF YOU??  What is it with men?  Why do you and Thomas want me fucking other men??  Whatever happened to ‘one man one woman ‘til death do us part’?” 
 
    “Um, aren’t you the one woman who’s fucking two men?” 
 
    “FUCK YOU, Travis!” 
 
    “Look, some guys like monogamy.  I’m not one of them.  Thomas isn’t either.  We think it’s sexy when you lose control.” 
 
    There was a long silence on the other end, followed by an audible sniff.  Tiffany was crying. 
 
    “Look, Tiffany, I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to do.  If you’re not ready for that you can let me know.  I really think you’d like it.” 
 
    She sniffed again, “I just want you, Travis.  And Thomas.  The two of you give me all I need.  I don’t want to be in an orgy!” 
 
    “You don’t know that, Tiffany.  You’ve never felt the overwhelming pleasure that can come from a pack of rabid dogs, sucking and fucking you like you’ve never been sucked and fucked before.” 
 
    She didn’t respond.  I tried pouring on the charm, “Look, Babe.  I love having sex with you.  You are the sexiest woman on the planet to me.  That’s why I want to do this with you.  Just come to the garage.  If it works out, great.  If not, then fine.  We can have sex, go to my place – whatever you want.” 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    The guys I wanted her to meet I called my “Homies.”  We called ourselves that not in the traditional sense – it was short for Home Wreckers.  You see several years earlier while I was a regular on hook up site called Adult Friend Finder I did a little research and selected 3 ‘all-stars’ from the site and created a four man profile.  Now I know that sounds a little weird, and possibly slightly gay, but I assure you, my intent was far from gay.  I admit that the guys I selected were among the best endowed on the site, but they had to be decent guys as well.  I actually contacted a half dozen guys, had drinks with each of them and explained the concept, and then chose three of them.  We’ve been the Home Wreckers ever since. 
 
    The concept is simple: couples contact us to gangbang the wife, usually while the husband films the action.  Over the years, we’ve done dozens of gangbangs, including multiple times with the same couples.  We even did a bachelorette party once, ala “Thunder Down Under” but without the dancing. 
 
    All of the guys have tremendous staying power and can cum multiple times, although as we have gotten older and generic Viagra became available, we have augmented our natural abilities to the delight of some and consternation of others.  They’re also all good guys – Dave is a fire fighter and the only African American, Tom is a high school gym teacher and football coach, and Lee is some kind of entrepreneur who seems to spend most of his time training for Iron Man competitions.  Needless to say, they were all extremely fit.  I was sure Tiffany would be another satisfied customer. 
 
    But the challenge was to get her to the dance.  When we hung up it was far from clear she would show up at the garage.  In fact, I wasn’t sure I would ever hear from her again.  She had basically hung up on me. 
 
    I had told Thomas about my offer, and he was as excited as I was, but we both knew it was highly unlikely Tiffany would show.  It had only been a few months since she sat at the bar teasing men she never intended to have sex with.  I had probably pushed her too far, too fast as Thomas warned. 
 
    When Friday afternoon finally arrived, I was a nervous wreck.  I was certain Tiffany wouldn’t show.  But the guys all showed up anyway, aware of the problem but anxious to meet this raven-haired beauty I had raved about.  We set the mattress that we used for these occasions in the center of the floor right among all of the cars in various states of repair.  When we filmed the gangbangs it looked just like one of those pornos where the damsel in distress finds herself unable to pay her mechanic and has to fuck the whole service department to get her car back.  If Tiffany did show up, there would be no denying what we had planned for her. 
 
    I had texted with Thomas earlier in the day.  He still had not talked to Tiffany about any of this so he wasn’t able to shed any light on her state of mind.  He did say she seemed particularly curt with him when he left that morning, but he couldn’t be sure why.  She had dressed for her morning Teams Meeting and could have been nervous about that. 
 
    For a couple that vowed to be more honest with each other it was odd that Tiffany still seemed to be cheating on Thomas.  It was as if she preferred it that way.  She could have told him about my suggestion and asked for his advice.  Or she could have asked him if it was his idea.  But she did neither.  She just kept it to herself, not even letting me know what she planned to do. 
 
    The guys and I sat in the office waiting for Tiffany.  Dave and Tom sat on the couch while I sat in the desk chair.  Lee brought in a stool from one of the work benches just outside the door.  When she was an hour late it seemed clear to all that Tiffany was not going to show.  I told the guys they could leave if they wanted and after another 20 minutes or so Lee took me up on the offer.  We were convinced we were wasting our time. 
 
    Dave and Tom and I continued shooting the shit for another ten minutes, continuing the argument about whether the Red Hot Chili Peppers really suck or not.  I was firmly on the totally suck side of the ledger, while Tom was a huge fan.  Dave acted like the referee, since he could not have cared less about the Red Hot Chili Peppers, but he was more of an agitator than anything else.  The argument was getting pretty intense when we all noticed someone darken our doorway.  It was Lee. 
 
      
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “Look who I found wondering the streets.” 
 
    He stepped aside to let Tiffany into the room.  She was stunning, wearing a flowing white blouse unbuttoned tantalizingly low and a tight black pencil skirt.  If she had worn a jacket, she left it in the car.  She stood with her legs stiffly beneath her as she gripped her black patent leather handbag with both hands in front of her.  She didn’t look glad to see me. 
 
    “Travis, we need to talk.” 
 
    Dave and Tom stood up quickly, like their buddy’s Mom had just broken up their high school beer party.  They squeaked around Tiffany and closed the door behind her. 
 
    I smiled nervously but stayed seated and gestured at the couch, “Have a seat.  Glad you could make it!” 
 
    “No thank you.  I’m not staying.” 
 
    “OK….  Why are you here then?” 
 
    “Because I wanted to see if you were serious.  Evidently you are.  The mattress is a nice touch.” 
 
    “Well, we like our girls to be comfortable.” 
 
    “Comfortable?  Getting raped on a dirty garage floor by four guys can be comfortable??” 
 
    I didn’t appreciate the “R” word, but I let it slide unnoticed, “Ummm, as comfortable as possible?” 
 
    “Fuck you, Travis!  That’s not happening.  It’s one thing to cheat on Thomas with you and a completely different story to be doing it with random strangers!” 
 
    “But what if Thomas wants you to fuck random strangers?” 
 
    “That’s NOT Thomas’s decision to make.  It’s my body and I will do what’s right for me!” 
 
    “Totally Tiffany.  You are absolutely right.” 
 
    I stood up and walked toward her.  “And what is right for you?  You could have told me that over the phone.” 
 
    She stepped back, “Fuck you, Travis!  I did tell you that!  I told you I was happy having sex with you.  I don’t need to have sex with other men.” 
 
    I stepped even closer, “Right.  I heard that.  But you’ve never tried it.  I think you might like it.” 
 
    “OF COURSE I never tried it, Travis.  I’m not some skanky whore!” 
 
    “That you are not!  You could never be skanky, Tiffany.  But you could be more of a whore…” 
 
    I reached out and caressed her cheek with the hairs on the back of my hand.  She flinched and slapped my hand away.  This was getting to be our own little pre-sex routine! 
 
    I took another step toward her causing her to step back again until her back was pressed against the closed door.  I reached behind her and turned the key to lock the door. 
 
    “Travis, I don’t want to have sex with those guys out there.  Why can’t we just have our fun, just you and me?” 
 
    I touched her cheek again, assuring her tenderly, “We can do that, Tiffany.” 
 
    I then leaned in and kissed her, pressing her back against the cold frosted glass of the door.  I felt sure that I could get her over the edge of her fears, into her lustful state, unable to control herself like I did at her apartment.  I began unbuttoning her blouse and then peeled it down her shoulders.  I knew from experience that although the glass was frosted, when right up against it you could still see through it almost like it was clear.  The guys outside could see her naked shoulders and back as clear as day.  I reached down and unzipped her skirt as well, letting that fall to the ground.  I knew they could now see the thin white straps of her bra and the thin lacy top of her panties.  Rubbing my hands on her ass I could tell her panties were the assless type, with a thin strap that disappeared between her cheeks. 
 
    She was kissing me back, her hands kneading my hair as she ground her lips into mine.  It seemed the locked door convinced her drop her guard – that I had acquiesced to her demands.  I knew she was horny – she didn’t drive 45 minutes across town just to yell at me.  And I was pretty sure that her plan was to tell me the way it was going to be before she would let me fuck her.  I knew she wanted to feel that rush, the fullness of my cock, my swollen head stroking every surface of her insides.  She wanted to walk out of that shop barely able to walk, dripping with multiple loads of cum.  My cum. She probably thought the guys would be gone by the time she left, or that she would strut right past them, proud of having fucked only the guy she came to fuck.  She would leave with her dignity – a married woman having an affair with another man – nothing too slutty about that. 
 
    When I unclasped her bra and began kneading her nipples, I knew my suspicions were correct.  She was hot to trot.  I slipped off her panties as she unbuckled my belt and jeans button.  When my jeans fell to the floor, I stepped back to peel them over my boots.  I then peeled off my t-shirt and threw it on the couch before pressing her against the door again as she stroked my growing hard on softly. 
 
    I kissed her hard again, stopping only to taunt her, “You want this cock don’t you?” 
 
    She had trouble responding with my lips all over hers, but she managed a throaty response, “Of course I do, you prick!” 
 
    I resumed kissing her again, slipping my hand between her legs. 
 
    “You are a little slut, you know that, right?” 
 
    She kissed me hungrily as I began rubbing her moist folds and her hardening clit. 
 
    “Admit it Tiffany.  You wouldn’t be here if you weren’t a slut.” 
 
    She didn’t deny it.  In fact, her passionate kisses and continued stroking of my dick affirmed it. 
 
    “I’m going to open this door and let the guys see what a slut you are.  Are you OK with that?” 
 
    She broke the kiss to answer, “No Travis.  Don’t let them in!  Just fuck me!” 
 
    She kissed me hard again, trying to change the subject. 
 
    “I don’t think you know what you want Tiffany.” 
 
    “Just fuck me, Travis!” 
 
    She was shaking now as I rubbed her clit with her slippery juices.  I then slipped a finger up the crack of her ass and rubbed the tight opening of her sphincter.   She groaned into my mouth as I continued kissing her. 
 
    She broke the kiss and tried to resist, “I can’t Travis.  I can’t cheat on Thomas like that.  Please just fuck me!  Take me home if you want, but don’t make me have sex with those men.” 
 
    She was pressed hard against the door, breathing heavily as she sucked my tongue into her mouth and continued rubbing her hands through my hair. 
 
    I reached behind her and unlocked the door, creating an unmistakable clicking sound.  She broke the kiss and looked at me terrified, like the sound of the clicking lock was a gun cocked behind her head. 
 
    “Travis!  No!” 
 
    I stared at her, totally naked except for her shoes, staring back at me with pleading eyes and incredibly erect nipples.  I couldn’t be sure she wouldn’t just grab her clothes and leave.  She gulped once but just stood there silently.  She seemed to realize she really had no choice.  If she was going to get what she came for, she was going to get it from all of us. 
 
    I slowly maneuvered her from the door to the center of the small office, holding her hand as I walked backward, my raging hard-on cantilevering straight at her.  Whatever was going through her mind at that point she complied easily when I stopped in the center of the room and pushed down on her bare shoulders.  She dropped slowly to her knees, then softly grabbed my hips before taking my raging hard-on into her mouth.   
 
    She had to have known the guys would be coming in soon and would see her on her knees sucking my dick.  Maybe she hoped that would be it – they would be content to watch.  I looked down at her as she bobbed slowly back and forth, expertly devouring the entire length of my shaft, seemingly oblivious of the opening door and of the guys walking silently into the room, all of them naked, guns blazing.  They snuck up behind her, staying slightly behind and out of sight, watching as she hungrily slurped my rigid rod.  I smiled at Dave and Tom who stood on either side, their cocks outstretched only inches from Tiffany’s cheeks.  
 
    If Tiffany knew they were there, she didn’t acknowledge them.  She had to have heard them stroking themselves so close to her ears, but she continued sucking my dick with her eyes closed, her protruding nipples betraying her excitement. I looked down at her head, bobbing purposefully on my cock. I was loving the feeling, and briefly considered letting her finish me off.  Her mouth felt that good.  Instead, I placed both hands on the side of her head and pulled myself out, causing her to gasp and look up into my eyes.  She looked at me with her mouth open wide, expecting me to put my dick back in her mouth.  Instead, I looked down at her and let my dick pulse menacingly over her open mouth. 
 
    She looked like a baby bird, her mouth spread wide, begging for her feeding.  I held her hair, tipping her head back.  She could see them then – Dave and Tom stroking their massive cocks on either side of her.  Her eyes darted back and forth and then back up at me, wondering what was to happen next. 
 
    She focused on me, opening her mouth wider, clearly signaling what she wanted.  By then maybe she was hoping the other guys would just cum on her face, maybe even into her mouth. Maybe she had seen the bukkake videos while researching blowjobs. I’m sure she thought if she could get them to cum like that, they wouldn’t need to fuck her!  But that was not to be. 
 
    I grabbed both sides of her head and turned her toward Dave.  This was the moment of truth – if Tiffany took Dave’s cock in her mouth, there would be no turning back.  If she didn’t, she might call an end to the entire game.   
 
    It was a sight to see.  Dave’s huge black cock inflated to the point of bursting, bobbing inches from Tiffany’s mouth with each beat of his heart.  The tension was palpable.   
 
    She looked back at me from the corner of her eye straining to make eye contact.  But she didn’t speak.  She just tried to turn her head back toward me, as if trying to see the expression on my face.  But I held her in place, facing Dave’s menacing dick.  Feeling the grip I had on her head said all she needed to know.  She would need to suck his cock, or tell me to let her go.  It was her choice to make. 
 
    She hesitated and looked up at Dave.  Alone in that room, naked, on her knees while surrounded by four naked men, she probably told herself she really had no choice.  But she did, and the choice she made was to open her mouth, signaling to Dave that she was willing.  I continued hold her head still as Dave walked forward, sliding his massive cock past her lips, curling them into her mouth until she opened them farther and adjusted.  His dick disappeared into her mouth, like a roasted whole tenderloin, inch after inch, until only his short pubic hair caressed her lips. 
 
    I continued holding her in place while Dave began working the thick rod of flesh in and out of her mouth.  It was truly an amazing site.  This gorgeous creature who only months before would only pretend to be flirting with other men for her husband’s gratification was now kneeling naked on the floor of a garage in Brooklyn sucking her first BBC.  All because I wanted her to. 
 
    Dave took full advantage of the opportunity, working her mouth for a few minutes while I held her in place.  She gagged several times, saliva running from the sides of her mouth and down her chin.  I let her acclimate to his girth before pulling her off to face Tom on her other side.  She gasped for breath during the brief reprieve, and then groaned under the strain as I pushed her forward onto Tom’s equally enormous cock.  If Dave was a tenderloin, Tom was a French baguette! Lee was kneeling behind her, his hand reaching down between her legs eagerly working her clit.  She was now completely lost, lust having overcome any last vestige of resistance.  I let go of her head only to watch her let go of Tom and turn again toward Dave to take him deep into her throat again, gagging as he pushed past her esophagus. 
 
    She rocked her hips slowly back and forth as Lee worked her clit with his fingers, clearly lost in the frenzy of sensations in and around her body.  If she was concerned about what Thomas might think if he knew what she was doing, she showed no sign.  She sucked on Dave’s cock for several more minutes and then turned to suck on mine, only to be overcome with her first orgasm of the night.  She opened her mouth and wailed loudly as the wave overcame her.  She held onto to Dave and Tom’s dicks like pull up bars at the gym as she shook violently on Lee’s hand, my dick floating freely inside of her wide open mouth.  When she finally stopped shaking, she sat back deflated on her heels, her head held down in exhaustion as she tried to catch her breath. 
 
    Tiffany was now putty in our hands, unable or unwilling to resist anything we wanted to do with her.  We lifted her to her feet and walked her out to the shop holding her up under her arms to steady her wobbly legs.  I stayed behind and undid my boots before joining them.  When I arrived, Tiffany was already on her hands and knees with Tom pummeling her pussy from behind while Lee finally got a chance with her mouth.  Dave stood to the side stroking his dick, waiting for his turn. 
 
    I took that as the perfect opportunity to Facetime Thomas, turning the camera to show Tiffany in action without showing my face.  Thomas must have been stunned to see his beautiful innocent wife skewered by two men he had never seen.  She rocked back and forth on their dicks like she had done this before, groaning her approval the whole time.  I propped my phone carefully on the fender of a Mustang parked just out of Tiffany’s line of vision so Thomas could watch while I joined the action.  Tom moved aside to let me take over fucking her while Dave stuffed her mouth again with his dick. 
 
    I had never fucked Tiffany in the ass, and I was pretty sure Thomas never had, but I was determined to make that part of the night’s festivities.  I licked my thumb and slathered it with saliva before massaging Tiffany’s tight little hole while I fucked her.  The fact that she continued groaning her approval indicated she was at least OK with what I was doing, and the groaning only increased when I slid my thumb all the way inside of her.  She now had an appendage in every hole, but the trifecta was not yet complete. 
 
    Being seasoned experts at this type of thing, Tom knew just what to do next.  He went back to the office to get the bottle of lube I kept stored in the cabinet and brought it back to the group.  Tiffany was still stuffed with two dicks, so she had no inkling of what was to come. 
 
    While Dave continued to fuck her mouth, I stopped fucking her long enough to crawl under her.  She let go of Dave’s dick and looked back, lowering her pussy onto me and then leaning forward to kiss me, ‘treating’ me to scent of Dave’s cock on her lips. She then looked up at Dave who pierced her face once again while she rocked back and forth on my cock. 
 
    Dave was the first of the guys to lose it, stiffening his back and jabbing his dick deep into Tiffany’s throat as he drained his balls into her.  Tiffany stopped rocking to concentrate on the cum filling her mouth, thankfully ale to gobble it all down without spilling any onto my vulnerable face.  That gave Tom a chance to slide in behind her and align his well lubricated dick between her ass cheeks.  
 
    When Dave was finally too sensitive to take any more, he quickly pulled his dick from Tiffany’s mouth, leaving her gasping for air before Lee took over and stuffed himself into her open mouth.  
 
    I was amazed at Tiffany’s ability to handle such a complex choreography.  She resumed rocking on my cock while sucking on Lee, seemingly enjoying the dance.  I could feel Tom playing around by the base of my balls as he prepared Tiffany for the next phase in her transition to total slut.  She must have felt his dick between her cheeks and known what was to come.  But she never let on.  She simply groaned loudly on Lee’s dick as she felt herself split apart.  Tom had penetrated her virgin ass. 
 
    She opened her mouth and mumbled her astonishment, “Oh FUCK!  FUCK!” 
 
    I could feel Tom’s dick sliding against mine through the thin wall of flesh between Tiffany’s anus and pussy, filling her and pressing her harder against me.  Tiffany could feel it too, as evidenced by her cries of agony or ecstasy. 
 
    “OH MY GOD!!!” 
 
    Lee was unsympathetic.  He grabbed her head and continued fucking her face, distracting her momentarily from what must have felt like giving birth.  Tom held himself still, letting Tiffany adjust to his girth.  When she resumed rocking on my dick I knew she was going to be OK.  We would ALL be fucking her ass that night. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    The next several hours was a non-stop cum fest, with all of the guys cumming in every orifice of her body.  She was a dripping, cum-covered slut.  Truly a sight to see.  I lost track of her orgasms, having difficulty distinguishing between the cries of pain from yet another giant cock in her ass and the wails of ecstasy that followed.  She seemed to realize that one led to the other, and by the end of the night, her ass was so distended that she no longer felt the pain. 
 
    By the time we were finished, the prudish Tiffany I had first met was no more.  She was a full-blown wanton whore.  She had not only surrendered to the gang, but she loved it.  We all came once each in her ass, pussy, and mouth, then spent the next 2 hours fucking her one on one, leaving her barely able to walk to her car to drive home.  She never once asked us to stop.  She even demonstrated her appreciation by kissing all of us on the lips before she left, then walking to her car twirling her panties on her index finger with cum still dripping down her thighs, shaking her ass at us as we all cat called after her. 
 
    The guys and I were just beside ourselves.  We had never had so much fun, nor had we ever been with a girl like Tiffany.  We laughed and high-fived each other as we recounted the night’s events after she left. For her part, Tiffany added many ‘firsts’ to her resume: first gang bang, first anal sex, first black guy, first triple penetration.  And she no doubt set a personal best for most orgasms in a night!  Even Thomas got to watch his wife have sex on live video for the first time. 
 
    I was in Seventh Heaven, convinced that I had found the girl of my dreams, and even more convinced that the games were over.  Having been to the candy store, there would be no keeping Tiffany from wanting more.
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    LOSE CONTROL 
 
    Evanescence 
 
      
 
    If Tiffany enjoyed her night with The Home Wreckers, Thomas was ecstatic!  He watched the entire thing from my FaceTime call, never taking his eyes off his lovely wife as she sucked and fucked us all dry.  It was amazing how far she’d come since the early days of her teasing. 
 
    By all measures, my original task was complete; I had transformed Tiffany into the nymphomaniac Thomas wanted.  There could be no question that she was no longer doing these things for him.  As far as she knew, she was doing all of this behind his back!  My job was done.  Except the part about  Thomas.  I wasn’t sure I wanted him around ever again while I was with Tiffany. 
 
    I was really happy about where things were with Tiffany, and there is no question that without Thomas, none of this would have happened.  But I knew Thomas still thought I was just a prop to improve their sex life and that Tiffany would always come home to him.  I wanted him to know that her capabilities and her willingness to stray from the script was beyond his control.  And to do that, I needed her to do something he would never want her to do.   
 
    The day after the gangbang I almost had to block Thomas to keep him from texting about how he wanted to see Tiffany taking on multiple guys again.  He was that excited.  He wanted me to arrange another ‘date’ with Dave, Tom and Lee, but this time, he wanted to be there.  I was reluctant to play by his rules again, but decided to use his excitement to my advantage. 
 
    I told him I would arrange the gangbang at the Cat Club during my upcoming show.  He and Tiffany could use The Pit, and I could get a turn with Tiffany during the break and again when the show ended.  He didn’t like the idea at first, knowing The Pit was such a hell hole, but he relented when I convinced him how hot it would be to see Tiffany fucked like a cock starved groupie in the basement of a rock n’ roll club.  By the time I was done describing the scene, he couldn’t wait for it to happen. 
 
    We agreed we would not tell Tiffany what we had planned for her – only that she needed to go alone to the club and dress in her sluttiest outfit.  We also agreed that we would not tell her he would be there to watch.  This was a particular kink for Thomas; he loved watching Tiffany doing things she swore she would never do but did anyway when she thought he wouldn’t know.  I was determined to make it a night neither of them would ever forget. 
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    One of the nice things about being in a bar playing band is that you can mill about the bar like a regular before and even during the show.  When I joined Imminent Threat, you wanted to get to the venue at the last second so you wouldn’t need to sit around too long in the Green Room.  The places we were playing now certainly didn’t have Green Rooms.  Most of them didn’t have anywhere for the band to hangout without being seen.  
 
    So that’s where I was when Tiffany walked in that night – standing near the bar sipping a cold one with Charlie, one of my roadies.  When she walked through the door I thought, “Holy Fucking Shit!  A supermodel just walked into the Cat Club!”  When I saw it was her, she just smiled and shook her hair to reorganize it from the wind outside.  Naturally it fell into perfect place.  She walked right up to me and kissed me softly on the lips.  I was momentarily and uncharacteristically off-balance.  It wasn’t really clear what we were at that point – boyfriend/girlfriend?  Fuck buddies?  So, for her to kiss me like that felt weird and wonderful at the same time. 
 
    “Well hello, Gorgeous!” 
 
    “Hey, Travis.  Cross-town traffic was a little slow.  Sorry I’m late.” 
 
    “No!  No!  You’re here in plenty of time.  We don’t go on for another 15 minutes.” 
 
    She reached into her giant black leather purse and pulled out some lip gloss to reapply over the gloss that seemed perfectly fine already. 
 
    I looked her up and down, “Look at you!  You look like you’re starring in a Motley Crue video!” 
 
    She smirked, “Well, thanks. I think.” 
 
    She was wearing a short black leather jacket over a concert t-shirt that was cropped at the belly and cut wide around the collar, revealing a black bra and a tantalizing amount of cleavage.  She also had on a pair of micro jean shorts and black leather high heel boots.  She was gorgeous. 
 
    “Where did you get the outfit?  I’ve never seen you in something like this!” 
 
    “Thomas told me you wanted me to wear something slutty.  I picked up the t-shirt and jeans at a consignment shop on 8th Street.  I already had the jacket and boots.” 
 
    I reached behind her to peel off the jacket, exposing a bare shoulder that seemed to glow like metallic paint.  
 
    I handed the jacket and Tiffany’s purse to Charlie, “Charlie, why don’t you take these down to The Pit for safe keeping.  Tiffany won’t be needing these tonight.” 
 
    Then turning to Tiffany, I introduced Charlie, “Tiff, this is Charlie.  He’ll be watching over you tonight.  If you need anything, just let him know.  Tiffany looked at Charlie and smiled, extending her hand to shake his. 
 
    “So, Thomas let you leave the house looking like that?” 
 
    Tiffany rolled her eyes, “After he had sex with me for the second time today!,” then added cheekily, “I hope you don’t mind…“ 
 
    I smiled, “Hey, what God has joined let no man put asunder!” 
 
    “HA!  I had no idea you had any respect for the sanctity of marriage!” 
 
    “There’s a lot you need to learn about me.” 
 
    “Thomas seemed more than anxious to see me leave the house like this.  All he said was, ‘See you when you get home honey’ and shuffled me out the door.” 
 
    And he was probably jacking off already imagining what his wife would be doing later. 
 
    “And the doorman?  He didn’t have a heart attack?” 
 
    “No, ironically.  New York doormen are known for their discretion.  At least I hope they are!  I think at first he thought I was a hooker walking through the lobby!” 
 
    We all laughed, and Charlie took off to drop Tiffany’s things in the basement office.  I escorted Tiffany to the bar and pulled out the stool we had reserved for her, on the end where she could see the stage.  I noticed everyone around us was staring at us, something that I was used to since I was a relatively famous member of a band these people were there to see, but they seemed more fascinated by this gorgeous creature in their presence.  She looked every bit the girlfriend of a famous rockstar although I was nowhere near famous enough to be her boyfriend. 
 
    The crowd was bigger than usual.  We had been playing around town for a few months and word was beginning to spread that we were bringing it hard every night.  A lot of the crowd were the usual I.T. fans; slightly older bikers, construction workers, and other various bad asses.  But there were young guys there too.  The only women in the crowd were there to see Iggy or with their groups of guys.  Tiffany definitely stood out! 
 
    She was a smart chick though, and as I learned when she and Thomas first started showing up to our shows, she wasn’t intimidated by anyone.  I ordered her usual – sparkling water and a lime and nuzzled up next to her. 
 
    “So, are you excited about tonight?” 
 
    She looked around discreetly, as if looking for anyone who might be trying to read her lips, “Oh my God!  I could die.  I’m so nervous.” 
 
    I laughed.  “There’s nothing to be nervous about, Babe.  You’re going to have a good time.  Trust me.”   
 
    I leaned in and licked her ear softly.  She giggled and bent her head down to evade my flickering tongue. 
 
    “There’s no way I trust you!  But I assume Thomas knows what you’re up to.  I trust him.  Sort of.” 
 
    “Oh, he knows.  Sort of.” 
 
    She looked warily at the crowd of men around the bar who were obviously staring at her.  “Well, whatever it is, hurry up finishing your show.  I don’t know how long I can fend off the wolves, especially in this outfit!” 
 
    I chuckled inside, “Oh, I think the time will fly.  Just listen for your name after the show starts.  We have a surprise for you.” 
 
    She looked at me warily, “Oh really?  I’m not sure I like ‘surprises.’” 
 
    I kissed her lips again, “Have I ever let you down?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes, “You’ve been known to push the limits.” 
 
    I laughed again, “Don’t worry!  You’ll love it!” 
 
    I kissed her one last time and walked off to join the band.  The lights were dimming and the show was about to start. 
 
     
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    As expected, Tiffany spent the first part of the show chatting with guys who pretended they simply wanted to get a drink from the bar and chose to do so from directly behind her, meaning they would need to lean over her just to get the drink.  In some ways it was funny watching guys fumble over themselves trying to talk to the pretty girl, but in other ways it was sad to see them fail so miserably.  She would turn to acknowledge them, say a few words, smile, and then turn her head back to the bar, shielding her face behind her flowing raven locks. 
 
    Halfway through our first set we planned a stop during which Iggy was to address the crowd. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The crowd roared back, “HEY!” 
 
    “Man, what a great crowd!  Thanks for coming out tonight!  Hey, we’d like to take a little break to introduce one of our newest Super Fans.  Tiffany!  Can you come up here a minute?” 
 
    The crowd turned to look behind them, seemingly all knowing who “Tiffany” was.  As the crowd parted, I could see Charlie escorting her to the stage.  She was flush with embarrassment, but smiling radiantly at the people on either side of her.  When she reached the stage she reached up to Iggy and he grabbed her delicate hand.  She lifted her leg and placed a black stiletto heel on the stage and he pulled her up.  She stood facing the crowd wearing just four of the sexiest, skimpiest articles of clothing I had ever seen.  I couldn’t stop staring at her tiny little ass cheeks as they peaked out from under her incredibly short cut-off jeans. 
 
    The crowd whooped and hollered. 
 
    Iggy just stared at her in exaggerated amazement, “My God!  Isn’t she something?” 
 
    More hoots and hollers.  Tiffany bent in a semi-curtsy, acknowledging the compliments. 
 
    “Ladies and Gentlemen, back in the day, before I was born…” 
 
    Iggy turned to look at me and raised an eyebrow.  I shrugged and hit two low notes on the tom. 
 
    He continued, “Back in the day, the guys had a very loyal following, including a group of girls they called the IT Girls!” 
 
    The crowd laughed and whooped some more. 
 
    “Some of you may have read about these lovely young ladies and their exploits in T-Bone’s book, ‘Imminent Demise.’  But T-Bone has decided that with the revival of the band, he would like to revive the IT Girls!” 
 
    Lots of “Whoooos” from the crowd. 
 
    “Tiffany here is our first INDUCTEE!” 
 
    The crowd went wild, even the young girls up front.  Tiffany stood with her arms in front of her, obviously embarrassed and completely unaware of what all of this meant.  She was no doubt hoping Iggy would finish soon.  But the crowd began chanting, “Show your tits, show your tits,” forcing Iggy to shout over them. 
 
    “AND TONIGHT IS HER COMING OUT PARTY!!” 
 
    As the crowd went wild, Iggy reached over and tugged the edge of Tiffany’s top a little lower.  He then held his hands in the air to quiet the crowd. 
 
    “So, Gentlemen, and Ladies if you are so inclined, Tiffany will be in the basement for the next couple of hours for a Meet n’ Greet.  Talk to Charlie, the huge scary guy by the base of the stage here if you want a chance to meet her!  He’ll set you up.  And if any of you other lovelies here in the front row want to join the IT Girls, please stick around after the show!” 
 
    With that he curtsied toward Tiffany and gestured for her to leave the stage.  She turned to me with her cat eyes glaring with disbelief.  She mouthed, “What the fuck?” to me with a look of shock and then turned toward the crowd. Charlie was there with his arms outstretched.  She crouched so he could lift her from the stage and gently set her on the floor.  He then took her hand and led her to the back of the room as she stole another quick glance toward me. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    After that, she disappeared.  As we finished our first set, I had no idea what was going on with Tiffany.  There was clearly plenty of activity by the basement door, and guys in the crowd seemed particularly agitated – lots of coming and going, high fives, laughing.  
 
    My plan was to go downstairs at the break to see what was happening, but I couldn’t wait to see what Tiffany was up to so I cut the first set short so I could race down to the basement. I naively thought maybe I could get a little something during the break.  
 
    The crowd must have thought the bar was on fire the way I hit my last note and dashed off the stage.  I pushed my way back to the door to the basement where Charlie was staring at his phone in front of a small queue of guys also staring at their phones. I tapped him on his shoulder.  
 
    “How is Tiffany?” 
 
    “Man, haven’t heard nothin’.  Guys go down but they don’t come up.” 
 
    I looked at the guys waiting in line, typical fans, slightly older, not particularly special in any way.  
 
    “How many guys have you let down there?” 
 
    He pondered that thought, “No idea, boss. A dozen?  Twenty?  I stopped when no-one was coming back up.  I assume they’re all waiting for a chance to talk with her. 
 
    The number shocked me. That was not my plan.  As I stood talking to Charlie, Thomas showed up as planned. 
 
    He glanced warily at Charlie, “Hey T-Bone, how’s it going?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Thomas.  I haven’t been down there yet.  You wanna check it out with me?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, I’ve been waiting all week for this.  Did she know I was coming?” 
 
    “I didn’t tell her.” 
 
    He turned away from Charlie and leaned in toward me, “Cool!  I’m so excited to see this!  But we need to be discreet.  I don’t want her to know I’m here.” 
 
    “Well, she’s been down there a while.  Let’s go take a look.” 
 
    I turned to head down into the basement with Thomas close behind.  Neither of us had any idea of what we would see, but I had a better idea than he did!  All we could hear as we descended the stairs was the din of the bar at first, with no guys in sight near the stairs.  But when we got to the basement I couldn’t believe what I saw and heard. There were probably a dozen guys queued up outside The Pit between the kegs and coolers while male grunts, groans and shouts of encouragement bellowed through the open door of the room. It sounded like a cock fight was raging in The Pit.  I heard nothing from Tiffany. The guys outside the room were packed tight against the door trying to see inside.  I tried pushing past them, but no-one would let me through.  
 
    Over their heads I could see probably another 8 or so guys inside, all facing the couch, except for one guy who appeared to be standing on the couch, looking down.  I finally pushed passed some of the guys and made it closer to the door. 
 
    When I saw Tiffany through the crowd in the room I couldn’t believe my eyes. She was facing the door, evidently completely naked except for her black leather boots flailing wildly in the air.  Her legs were spread wide open by a guy standing in front of her.  Beneath her was another guy, whose dick must have been buried in her ass while the other guy fucked her pussy! Together they had her in a rhythmic bounce, jackhammering in and out of her simultaneously while groaning under the strain. A third guy on the couch was holding her head while he fucked her mouth. 
 
    Thomas yelled into me from behind the guys outside the room, “T-BONE! T-BONE!”  He sounded frantic. 
 
    Tiffany seemed oblivious to anyone except the three violating her every orifice.  Her body glistened with cum on her face, neck and chest. The couch was soaked with more cum just below where the guy in her ass was jamming himself up as she plopped down onto him. The whole room reeked of the moist, earthy smell of sex, leather and sweat.  
 
    I was stunned.  This wasn’t the way I imagined this going.  It wasn’t clear she was doing this voluntarily, looking more like a gang rape than consensual sex.  I decided I needed to intervene, if for nothing else to make sure she was OK. 
 
    As I began pushing toward her, the guy in her mouth suddenly blew his wad, causing her to gag slightly.  He held her head in place as he finished in her mouth, giving her no choice but to swallow it all.  When he finally finished, he pulled himself out quickly and bent forward laughing, clearly proud he had forced the hot girl to swallow his jizz.  She turned toward me with a glazed look in her eyes while she swallowed hard and gasped for breath, but then turned her head to the guy mounting the couch on the other side to take his cock in her mouth without acknowledging me. I don’t think she even saw me. 
 
    I continued pushing forward, pushing guys out of the way until I stood just to the left of the guy fucking her with a clear view of everything that was happening.  Tiffany was holding onto the hips of the guy in her mouth while she bounced wildly on the guys in her ass and pussy.  She was trembling uncontrollably and groaning with each thrust.  As I reached out to grab her arm closest to me she suddenly opened her mouth and let loose a muffled, guttural wail that filled the room, sounding like she had just been impaled with a 3 foot lance.  As she did, I could hear Thomas calling out her name.  I had never seen or heard such chaos in my life. 
 
    I stopped instinctively.  The last thing I ever wanted was to interrupt a woman mid-orgasm!  She groaned and quaked as her orgasm shot through her body, then closed her lips again to resume sucking the cock in her mouth. 
 
    The guy in her pussy came next, stiffening hard before twitching three or four times into her body. She just continued sucking without acknowledging the fact that a total stranger had just possibly impregnated her.  When he pulled out, a torrent of white creamy liquid flowed from her onto the balls of the guy in her ass. She was completely saturated with cum.  
 
    Thomas continued calling to me as I watched in astonishment.  Never in the long history of my unabashed debauchery had I ever seen anything like it. Tiffany was awash a mass of swirling and bobbing legs, arms and cocks. My mind was mush as I tried to figure out if I should stop all of this, or if I even could!  Truth be told, my raging hard-on was doing most of the thinking.  As I hesitated, one of the guys that was standing cock in hand quickly stepped forward and slipped easily into her gaping hole.   
 
    I decided I should get the hell out of there.  Trying to get Tiffany away from that crowd seemed like trying to take a bone from a dog.  I also had to deal with Thomas, who was causing quite a ruckus just outside the room.  I quickly pulled out my phone and took a series of pictures and then went out to find Thomas. 
 
    I found him pressed up against a cooler by a guy who had his shirt rolled up in his fist. It looked like he was about to get his ass kicked.  The look of abject terror on his face said it all.  I quickly diffused the situation, thanks probably to the fact that the guy about to kill Thomas recognized me.  I grabbed Thomas by the shirt and pulled him upstairs. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    When we got to the top of the stair I turned to face Thomas. He was ghostly white. He grabbed my arm to steady himself.  
 
    “T-Bone. Who are those people?  What is GOING ON?” 
 
    I chuckled nervously.  I wasn’t really sure what was going on, but I didn’t want Thomas to think I wasn’t in control. 
 
    “I think it’s pretty obvious what’s going on Thomas. Tiffany is fulfilling your fantasy!” 
 
    He was frantic, his eyes darting around the bar as they bulged out of his head. 
 
    “That wasn’t my fantasy, T-Bone!  Those guys look like random bikers and thugs!  Where are your friends??” 
 
    “Thomas, those random bikers and thugs are I. T. fans. Show some respect.” 
 
    “FUCK YOU, T-Bone!  The deal was to have Tiffany have sex with your friends from AFF, not take on an entire bar full of strangers!” 
 
    “That was your vision, Thomas. I had to improvise. Tiffany doesn’t seem to mind.” 
 
    “I DON’T WANT HER FUCKING RANDOM STRANGERS!” 
 
    “Well, the pussy’s out of the bag, Thomas. I actually didn’t tell her what to do.  She did this all herself while I was innocently playing my drums.” 
 
    This wasn’t entirely true.  I wasn’t sure who started what was happening in the basement, but it seemed highly unlikely it was Tiffany!  But I wanted Thomas to think it was. 
 
    Thomas stood looking at me, shaking with rage. 
 
    “Fuck you, T-Bone.  You did this!  Tiffany would NEVER have done this on her own!” 
 
    I just laughed condescendingly, “Hey, Thomas, you wanted a nymphomaniac. Looks like you got one!” 
 
    He looked at me another few seconds, looking like he might haul off and hit me at any second.  He’s a smart guy though and knowing these were my people, he knew he’d end up in a very bad place if he tried.  Instead, he turned abruptly and stormed out the door. 
 
    I was pretty tensed up after that, adrenaline flowing for the fight I was sure was to come.  I quickly regained my senses though and told Charlie to grab the bouncer and get everyone out of the basement.  I was seriously concerned for Tiffany’s safety at that point. 
 
    I waited about five minutes until guys started shuffling out of the basement.  It was a steady stream at first – probably the guys who weren’t in the room yet.  The ones that were closer to the feast would be harder to convince.  When I felt like the stairs were clear, I ran down the stairs.  I was already late for the second set, But I needed to check on Tiffany to make sure she was OK. 
 
    I saw her laying back on the couch as I pushed past the last guys leaving the office.  Her head was on one arm with her arm slung over her eyes.  One leg was on the floor, but the other was bent up on the couch, leaning against the backrest.  It was a lurid scene. Her hair was stuck to her face, her lipstick gone, and her mascara was running down her face. Her neck and chest were full of blotches and her right inner thigh was wet, glistening in the lone desk light.  Her legs were spread open, putting her reddened, swollen pussy on full display, cum still flowing from her ass and cunt.  I leaned over her and touched her shoulder. 
 
    “Tiffany!  Are you OK?”  
 
    She looked up at me with a glazed look in her eyes.  She seemed drunk and disoriented, slurring her words like a boxer who insists he’s OK but clearly isn’t, “Oh my God, Travis.  That was intense!” 
 
    Her face was still wet with saliva and cum, with a large dollop of cum just below her nose and another on her chin. 
 
    “Are you alright??” 
 
    “I’m fine, other than now being the sluttiest whore in New York.” 
 
    I felt relieved.  She was joking with me!  “Well, I’ve always said, ‘Slutty whores are the best kind!’” 
 
    She groaned as she laid her left leg down on the couch, stretching it out for the first time in a long while. 
 
    “My God, I’m going to feel this tomorrow.  Where’s Thomas?  Did I hear his voice?” 
 
    “You did, but he left.” 
 
    She uncovered her face and looked up at me inquisitively.  She then sat up on the couch quickly. 
 
    “What do you mean he left?  He just left me here?” 
 
    “Well, he was a little overwhelmed by all of this.” 
 
    “OVERWHELMED?  You said he knew about this!” 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    “WHAT DO YOU MEAN NOT EXACTLY??” 
 
    “Well, he thought you were going to be with Dave, Tom and Lee.  He didn’t know about…. this.” 
 
    She began gathering her top and shorts from the corner of the couch.  Her panties were nowhere to be found. 
 
    “Oh my God!  He must think I’m a complete WHORE!” 
 
    “Well, he wouldn’t be wrong from what I saw…” 
 
    “That’s bullshit, Travis.  You set me up!” 
 
    “Hey, I might have ‘set you up’, but I never told you what to do.” 
 
    “I thought I was doing this for Thomas!  AND YOU!” 
 
    She lifted her long legs and slipped her shorts over her hips, sans panties.  She then pulled the t-shirt over her head and around her still wet tits, stuffing her bra into her purse.  She was in a serious hurry. 
 
    “Tiffany, relax!  I was fine with it!  More than fine. And Thomas will get over it.” 
 
    “What was he doing here?  Did you know he was coming?” 
 
    “He came to see what you were doing.  I guess he didn’t expect what he saw.” 
 
    She stood up and hit me hard on the chest, “You are SUCH an asshole, Travis!  YOU did this!” 
 
    “Look, Tiff, for two people who pledged to be honest with each other, you and Thomas aren’t being honest with anyone!  Least of all yourselves.” 
 
    She shuffled around the room, grabbing her leather jacket then turned to look at me, the rage contorting her face as she yelled back at me, “YOU have NO RIGHT to manipulate us like this.” 
 
    I stood my ground, “You need to look in the mirror, Tiffany.  You went freely into that basement knowing full well what was going to happen.  And Thomas sent you here hoping to sneak up on you to watch you whoring yourself out to my friends.” 
 
    She looked at me with one last look of disgust and stormed out of the room, clipping the door frame as she stumbled on her still wobbly legs.  
 
    I watched her tight little cum-filled ass sway hard as she strutted toward the stairs. There was nothing I could do at that point, so I just let her go.  She was going to need some time to calm down.  And I still had a show to do!  I had to get back upstairs myself. 
 
    I looked around the room one last time.  It was too dark to see much, but I could clearly see the shiny spot where Tiffany had sat putting on her clothes.  There were several other dark spots on the couch as well, which were cold to the touch.  The room smelled like an orgy – part gym locker room, part pussy, part semen.  The air was thick and damp.  It was fucking hot imagining about what had taken place there. 
 
    At the time I didn’t really know how pissed off she was.  I had been there before with her, and things always blew over.  I returned to the gig feeling pretty good about what a raging slut she had become, although it sucked knowing I wouldn’t get to fuck her myself that night. I had visions of taking her home and sampling that used, distended body all night long. But I felt positive she would be back for more very soon. 
 
    I also felt good knowing Thomas was finally realizing that he no longer controlled Tiffany.  He led her to the pond but now couldn’t stop her from drinking.  Their little married hotwife games weren’t going to be enough for her anymore. 
 
    

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
    SO CRUEL 
 
    U2 
 
      
 
    There are things that happen in clubs and at rock shows that become legendary. Tiffany’s performance at The Cat Club was one of those.  In fact, one thing I had not considered as a relatively old person was the impact of social media. Guys had posted videos and pictures everywhere of the proceedings. Luckily, Tiffany was barely recognizable with all of the bodies all over her and no-one who knew her would ever believe she would do such a thing.  But for Imminent Threat, our name again became synonymous with old school sex and rock n’ roll, and our shows were getting bigger and bigger. Apparently guys thought we would be providing free orgies in the basement every night, and I wasn’t about to discourage that rumor!  Luckily, Tiffany and Thomas don’t run in my circles and most likely had no idea Tiffany had become a legendary groupie, but I did resolve to make sure Charlie confiscated all phones if we ever did that again.  
 
    Of course, for all I knew, Tiffany and Thomas were fully aware of the social media storm. I hadn’t heard from either one of them for days. This was becoming a pattern; I get Tiffany to do something she might not have otherwise done, shit hits the fan, they stop talking to me. Repeat.  
 
    When my phone finally did buzz the following weekend it was Tiffany who broke the ice with a text. It was a Sunday afternoon and I was sitting around recovering from my show the night before. 
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    “Talk?” 
 
    “Yes, talk.” 
 
    “Not my preference. You left me hangin’ last week. “ 
 
    “You left my formerly normal happy life in a shambles.” 
 
    “Sorry about that. “ 
 
    “When can we talk?” 
 
    “How bout now?” 
 
    “How bout Tuesday at noon?” 
 
    “A nooner?  Works for me!” 
 
    “At The Elk, it’s a coffee shop in the West Village” 
 
    “Decidedly not sexy, but OK.  I can undress you with my eyes.” 
 
    “Tuesday at noon. Don’t be a dick.” 
 
    “I’m told my dick is my best quality!” 
 
    She didn’t respond.  I didn’t expect her to, but it was good to finally hear from her.  It meant there was a chance it wasn’t over between us.  It was also possible the only reason she wanted to meet in person at a fucking coffee shop was exactly because it was over between us.  Classy people don’t dump people with texts.  And Tiffany was all class.  And sass.  And, well, ass.  I was seriously hoping that wasn’t the purpose for the meeting. 
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I got to The Elk uncharacteristically early for me and walked in like I was wayyyy too cool for the place, which wasn’t really true. The place looked like every other faux rustic coffee shop anywhere in the world. My 100% black attire fit in well with the reclaimed wood, black metal and white walls. I was feeling pretty good about myself until I realized Tiffany wasn’t there.  
 
    I sat down at a table by the window so I could see her when she arrived.  Looking around it was clear The Elk was a chick place.  Everyone there was female.  Except me.  And this being the West Village, all of the ladies assumed I was gay.  Which is weird because no matter how manly I tried to be, looking uber confident while looking around the room, flexing my arm a little more than necessary while lifting the menu, I realized they still thought I was gay.  I thought about standing up and announcing loudly that I wasn’t. 
 
    After about 15 minutes, Tiffany finally pulled up outside in a taxi. I was a basket case, like a defendant when he sees the jury walk back into the courtroom. I was about to learn my fate. I didn’t like caring as much as I did.  
 
    Part of my feelings could be explained by the leg that emerged from the back door of the cab - long, lean and attached to the same black stiletto pumps I’d seen her wear before. The flashbacks immobilized me temporarily, like an attack of PTSD.  But when she got out of the car, her attire was considerably more conservative than the last time I saw her. She wore a very slim, very fitted sleeveless dark blue dress with a choker collar that zipped up the back. Nothing the Prime Minister of England wouldn’t wear if she was a 35 year old Victoria Beckham! If she was Daisy Duke at the Cat Club, she was Jackie Kennedy that day. 
 
    I watched as she confidently strode to the door carrying a black leather case and a large black purse, swirling her long dark waves out of her face and over her slender shoulders. All I could think of was, “Only in NYC. “ Everyone else was probably thinking, “Who the fuck is this chick?” 
 
    They must have been shocked to see her walk up to me, probably immediately deciding she was my defense lawyer!  But lawyers don’t typically kiss their clients, even platonically on the cheek like she did with me.  That wasn’t great, but it beat a slap in the face.  They probably decided she was my real estate agent. 
 
    She placed her bags on an empty chair and sat down with a heavy sigh. 
 
    “Holy shit. Traffic still sucks in New York.” 
 
    “Hey, at least you’re on your side of town. I took the fucking D train. “ 
 
    “Yeah, thank God I don’t need to do that!  I don’t remember the last time I took the subway.” 
 
    I pondered that thought. She thought she lived a life of privilege. I thought she needed to be less of a snob. Certainly, her performance at the Cat Club was a step in that direction. Until she left.  
 
    The waitress came over to take our order.  Tiffany ordered the House Granola with fruit and an Iced Chai Latte. I had the ham and egg sandwich and a coffee.  
 
    “So, great to see you.  What did you want to talk about?” 
 
    “I need to know, what did Thomas think was going to happen when he let me leave the condo that night dressed like a Holland Tunnel Tart?” 
 
    I chuckled to myself – that image had a certain appeal. 
 
    “He thought you were coming to fuck the Home Wreckers again.  I told you that.” 
 
    “And he was OK with that?” 
 
    “He begged me to set it up!  Why?” 
 
    “Because he has barely talked to me since, except to call me a whore and that he can’t trust me.” 
 
    I yelled out, “THAT”S BULLSHIT!” 
 
    She put her finger up to her lips and shushed me. 
 
    I repeated myself quietly, “That’s bullshit.  He wanted to watch you!  That’s why he wanted me to set it up.  He thought it would be particularly hot if they fucked you in The Pit.” 
 
    The waitress then arrived with our drinks.  Tiffany smiled at her, acting like we were just having an innocent discussion about yoga.  She then took a drink of her Iced Chai Latte and looked at me like the lawyer that she is. 
 
    “And that’s not what happened, is it?” 
 
    I laughed and shook my head in disbelief, “No.  That is definitely not what happened.” 
 
    She didn’t seem amused, “Why weren’t they there?” 
 
    My heart stopped briefly, but I recovered with a sarcastic grimace, “Umm, they couldn’t make it?” 
 
    “They couldn’t make it?  All three of them?” 
 
    I took a drink of my coffee to stall.  Unfortunately, there was no judge to whom I could yell, “Your Honor!  I object!  Badgering the witness!” 
 
    I just said sheepishly, “I didn’t ask them.” 
 
    She smiled ruefully and looked to the side, her lips tense with anger.  She looked down at her drink and continued the interrogation, “You didn’t ask them.  And why not?” 
 
    I hesitated; not sure I should tell her the truth. 
 
    “Honestly?” 
 
    She sat back and stared at me.  She was absolutely stunning. “Yeah, honestly.” 
 
    I looked at my coffee, and twirled the cup 180 degrees in the saucer. 
 
    “Because I wanted to see what you would do.  I wanted him to see what you would do!” 
 
    She stared dejectedly at her drink, holding it with both hands. 
 
    “So, you did set me up.  You made me believe that I was doing what Thomas wanted knowing that wasn’t what Thomas wanted.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you believed, Tiffany.  If you recall, I never told you to do anything.  Iggy called you to the stage and said you’d be in The Pit for fans who wanted to meet you.  No-one said anything about sex.” 
 
    She continued looking at her glass, tears welling up in her eyes. 
 
    “Tiffany, what happened at the Cat Club was what you wanted.” 
 
    She grabbed her napkin and dabbed the tears from the corners of her eyes. 
 
    “So, you think I’m a whore too.” 
 
    “No Tiffany!  I think you’re one of the sexiest women on the planet!  You just happen to be trying to suppress an above average appetite for sex.” 
 
    She scoffed, “An ‘above average appetite.’  That’s funny.  I would never have done any of this if Thomas didn’t want to play his hotwife games.  None of this was my idea.” 
 
    “Those weren’t games, Tiffany.  Thomas wanted to see you with other men.  That’s why he brought you to me.  He thought I could seduce you.” 
 
    She chuckled again, “And I guess he was right.  I cheated on him every chance I got.” 
 
    That wasn’t entirely accurate.  She didn’t technically ‘cheat’ since Thomas knew about each time.  But the truth is she thought she was cheating, and she did it anyway. 
 
    “Yes you did.  And those were some of the best times of my life.” 
 
    The heavy talk was interrupted again by the waitress when she brought our food.  I immediately dug into my sandwich while she picked around at her fruit and granola.  She seemed sad.  I tried to change the subject, at least temporarily, talking about the growing popularity of the band and how our manager was making dates nationally.  We had just booked a show at a huge summer music festival in Milwaukee.  We did everything we could to avoid talking about the next part of our conversation – the ‘what now’ part. 
 
    When she finally resumed the discussion, she seemed nostalgic, like she was talking about the past. 
 
    “You know what’s weird? I can’t stop thinking about the number of men I’ve now had sex with.” 
 
    “Really?  Why?” 
 
    “Because a girl always keeps track of that.  It’s like a measure of what a slut you are.  I felt pretty proud that I had only slept with five guys prior to Thomas.  I thought that was a pretty good number – not too slutty, but not a prude either.” 
 
    “And now what are you?” 
 
    “Well, you were number seven, Tom, Dave and Lee were 8, 9 and 10.  And after the Cat Club, God knows where I’m at.  I’m not even sure what counts as ‘sex’ anymore!” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think it matters.  As long as you also can’t keep track of the orgasms!” 
 
    “Oh, I definitely lost track of that!” 
 
    We both had a good laugh over that, the only laugh of the day. 
 
    “I think that’s great, Tiff.  You have to be proud of that.” 
 
    She smiled to herself, hopefully thinking about how great she felt while in the throes of passion, rather than the guilt I so badly wanted her to overcome, for her sake and mine.  She looked so peaceful at that moment, like she had come to terms with who she was and what she wanted. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m gonna miss that.” 
 
    I was stunned, like an arrow had flown silently from somewhere behind me and lodged 6” into my spine. 
 
    “I’m sorry?” 
 
    She looked at me coldly, “I said I’m going to miss those, Travis.  I’m done with all of it.  I’m going back to Thomas.  To the way things were.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious!” 
 
    “Oh, I’m serious.  I’m going to ask Thomas to take me back and do everything I can to earn his trust.” 
 
    “But Thomas doesn’t want that!  He was enjoying your exploits when they were on his terms.” 
 
    “Thomas doesn’t know what he wants!” 
 
    “He was pretty clear to me.  He wanted you to become a ‘nymphomaniac’!” 
 
    “A ‘nymphomaniac’?  Isn’t that what I was at the Cat Club??” 
 
    “Exactly!  Which is why his reaction was so bizarre.” 
 
    She pondered that thought.  
 
    “Even more obvious he doesn’t know what he wants.” 
 
    I was getting desperate. What I said in those next few minutes could determine if I would ever see Tiffany again. If I would ever look into her eyes again and see love staring back.  
 
    “But what do you want, Tiffany?” 
 
    She sat silently again, tears gathering in her eyes.  
 
    “I want my life back most of all. The stuff with you was fun, but it’s fucked everything up.” 
 
    “Is that all it was?  ‘Stuff’?” 
 
    “Look, Travis. We had a good time. But it has to stop.” 
 
    “No, it doesn’t, Tiffany!  Let me talk to Thomas. We can make something work. He clearly wanted more than a ‘faithful’ wife.  Now you need to decide what you want. It doesn’t need to be either/or.” 
 
    “I don’t trust you, Travis!  I don’t trust Thomas to know what he wants either.  And most of all, I don’t trust myself.” 
 
    “Trust yourself to do what?  Fulfill others’ expectations of you?  If you can’t resist temptation, maybe you should give in to it. No regrets.” 
 
    She sat fidgeting with her empty Chai Latte glass. 
 
    “Tiffany, wouldn’t it be fun to leave here and get a room at the Gansevoort and spend the whole afternoon together?” 
 
    She smiled and looked up at me with her big brown eyes.  I swore she was about to say yes. 
 
    “Travis, it’s over.  I need to go now.” 
 
    I was crushed.  Literally desperate to make her stay and talk this through.  I needed to find a way to keep her in my life. 
 
    “Tiffany don’t!  Let me talk to Thomas!” 
 
    She stood up and grabbed her purse, pulling out $30 and putting it on the table.  She then looked sadly at me. 
 
    “Goodbye, Travis.” 
 
    I stood up and yelled to her as she walked out the door, “Tiffany!” 
 
    I chased after her, no doubt freaking out the waitress who thought we were running out on our bill.  Tiffany was walking across the street to catch an uptown cab. 
 
    When I caught up to her, I walked breathlessly next to her, “Tiffany, I’m going to talk to Thomas.” 
 
    She was all business, “Travis, don’t bother.  Thomas and I tried to live your lifestyle and it didn’t work.” 
 
    “But it did work, Tiffany!  Thomas was thrilled with the things you did!” 
 
    “Until he wasn’t.  I can’t live like that.” 
 
    When she reached the other side of the street a cab arrived immediately to pick her up.  I opened the door for her, and as she threw her bags in the car and crouched inside, she looked up at me, her huge brown eyes welling up with tears again. 
 
    “Goodbye, Travis.” 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    As I watched her cab pull away, I was desperate to change her mind, but I knew I would need Thomas’ help. 
 
    I returned to The Elk and the withering look from the waitress who thought we had dined and dashed.  It wasn’t one of my better days with the ladies.  I assured her that I fully intended to pay her and ordered another coffee.  I needed some more time to make my next move. 
 
    I immediately texted Thomas. 
 
    “Thomas, we need to talk.” 
 
    I saw the 3 dots appear under my text, but got no response.  After a minute or so, the dots went away.  I tried again. 
 
    “Dude, we need to talk.  Can you meet me?” 
 
    Again, no response.  I was frantic.  Had I been thinking clearly I might have thought he was actually working and could not respond.  It was a Tuesday afternoon and most people actually worked on Tuesdays.  He could have also been thinking about how to respond.  Afterall, from what Tiffany had told me, it seems Thomas was not planning to ever talk to me again. 
 
    So, what I did next was totally irrational – one of those things they tell you to take three deep breaths before doing.  The nuclear option of texting.  I sent him my picture of Tiffany in the basement of the Cat Club with a cock in every orifice. 
 
    That was sure to snap him out of his stupor!  He had never actually seen what she was doing as he tried to get into the room, so graphic proof of what a wanton whore his wife could be must have blown him off his chair.  He could take his two fingers and zoom in on the cocks in her ass and pussy, seeing the two hands spreading her cheeks wide as their owner’s dick was half buried in her ass.  He could see the other guy holding her legs under her knees, pushing them back by her ears as he impaled her reddened pussy with his glistening cock.  And he could zero in on the dick in her mouth, her cheeks sunken from hungrily sucking the man’s sperm into her mouth. 
 
    In retrospect, it was a dumb move.  I had just tried with all of my heart to convince Tiffany that we could make this work, strongly implying that I could be trusted.  And then I sent her husband a vivid confirmation of the cause of his anger.  What he would do to her after seeing it was far from certain.  Part of me was hoping he’d throw her out.  The irrational part. 
 
    The other part of me was appealing to Thomas’s predilection for seeing his wife lose all sexual inhibitions.  I took a gamble that he would find that picture as alluring as I did, jacking off while looking at it like I did, hoping to see it again in person like I did.   
 
    When he didn’t respond, I was despondent.  Perhaps, I thought, I had gone too far this time. 
 
    Now, keep in mind that I wasn’t in that picture!  I wasn’t even the last guy to fuck her!  And that was part of the tragedy in my mind – Thomas and Tiffany were cutting me out because of a sex act that I didn’t even participate in!  Sure, I manipulated her into it, and sure, I misled him, but in the end, she made the choice.  I was only trying to demonstrate what was really going on with Tiffany. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    As another week passed by, I had time to reflect on what I had done to get myself into this situation.  It was clear to me that everything I had done up to that point was all part of a plan to take at least a part of Thomas’ wife from him, to interfere in their lives without either of them realizing what was happening.  Thomas had his vision of what he wanted from this, Tiffany thought she was just following Thomas’ lead, and I was pulling the strings.  Neither of them had any idea what my intentions were or the depths to which I was hoping to lead her.  They were probably right to avoid me.  I was a cancer in their relationship. 
 
    But they couldn’t.  Just as I thought all hope was lost Thomas contacted me.  Evidently my gamble of sending him the picture of Tiffany worked.  He agreed to meet me, again, “just to talk.” 
 
    We met at The Peculiar Pub in Greenwich Village, one of my favorite beer bars in the city.  It was a Thursday evening, a pretty quiet night in most places, so we would be able to talk easily. 
 
    I arrived on time at 6pm, and true to form with Thomas and Tiffany, he was late.  When he did finally arrive around 6:20, he was exasperated. 
 
    “Jesus Christ!  Do all the cabbies have COVID or something?  I couldn’t get a cab to save my life!” 
 
    “I don’t know, Dude.  I took the subway.” 
 
    “Oh jeez!  I don’t know the last time I took a subway.” 
 
    Like husband like wife.  They’re both snobs.  He asked me what I recommended for beer, so I told him I was drinking a Tripel Karmeliet.  He ordered the same.  I wasn’t a subway snob but I could be a beer snob. 
 
    “So that was quite the picture you sent, T-Bone.” 
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    “I did not like that.  I had half a mind to press charges for extortion.  What the fuck do you want?” 
 
    “I don’t want anything from you, Thomas.  Other than a chance to see Tiffany again.” 
 
    He chuckled to himself, “For what?  So you can whore her out to the entire city and make a fool out of me again?” 
 
    I paused, hoping to bring the temperature down a bit, “No, Thomas.  So, all three of us can get back to the good times we were all just beginning to have.” 
 
    He took a sip from his beer and shook his head.   
 
    “You know, when I looked back at the ‘good times’ Travis, I realized they were always by your rules.  We were always the ones that needed to bend to your demands; first the condoms, then the testing, then the swallowing, then the gangbangs and anal sex.  And then whoring Tiffany out to an entire bar full of I.T. fans.  You played both of us, amping up the stakes every time.” 
 
    I had never seen this side of Thomas, but it made sense.  He had to be a sharp guy with balls to have gotten where he was.  He also was no longer the fan who wanted the drummer with the big dick to seduce his wife. 
 
    “I seem to recall you enjoying all of it, until that last part.” 
 
    “The entire bar of hooligans fucking my wife like she was some kind of drugged out groupie?” 
 
    “There were no drugs involved as far as I know.  Tiffany did that all herself.” 
 
    “And you had nothing to do with it.” 
 
    “Well, I asked Iggy to introduce her to the crowd and tell them she was doing a Meet n’ Greet in The Pit, but no, I never told her what she should do next.  I was as shocked as you were!” 
 
    “And you never thought asking her to dress like a prostitute might strongly provoke the crowd?” 
 
    “You saw her leave the condo.  Why didn’t you stop her?” 
 
    “Because I thought I knew what she would be doing!  We had an agreement, T-Bone!” 
 
    “Thomas, you wanted to watch Tiffany in a gangbang.  That’s what you got.” 
 
    He slammed down his beer and looked at me threateningly, “T-Bone, you don’t get it.  I needed to be a part of this if this was going to work for me.  I can’t have you and Tiffany doing whatever the fuck you two want behind my back!” 
 
    This wasn’t going well, but it seemed like he might be negotiating. 
 
    “I get it, Thomas.  I’m sorry.  I put Tiffany in a bad position.  She told me she thought she was doing what you wanted.” 
 
    “And that’s the problem, T-Bone.  You can’t be trusted with Tiffany.  Every time I give you an inch you take a mile.” 
 
    I let that sink in a minute, again hoping to diffuse the situation.  That “t” word was getting problematic. 
 
    “What if you were there?  Then you could see everything firsthand and put a stop to anything you weren’t OK with.” 
 
    He didn’t answer.  He just looked at his beer glass and shook his head. 
 
    “Look, Thomas, I’m getting the band ready for some touring we’re going to be doing on the East Coast – Boston, Philly, Baltimore.  That involves Friday night rehearsals at the garage and a bunch of friends – guys and girls.  It usually gets pretty nuts. We start out at the garage and end up partying until early in the morning at my place.  If you’re up for it, why don’t you and Tiffany stop in.  You don’t have to stay.  If nothing else you get to see some behind the scenes rock n’ roll lifestyle.” 
 
    He lifted his glass and finished his beer with several gulps and then just stared straight ahead, at nothing in particular. 
 
    “You know Thomas, what happened at the Cat Club was no accident.  Tiffany made that happen.” 
 
    He then looked at me,  “You know the worst part of all of this?”  
 
    I just looked at him, waiting for him to continue. 
 
    “It was listening to her cum while some guy who wasn’t particularly well hung fucked her.  That means it isn’t a guy’s dick size that matters.  It’s the fact that she gets excited fucking other guys.  Any guy but me.” 
 
    That was a particularly grim assessment, but one that could have worked to my advantage. 
 
    “And you would deny her that pleasure?” 
 
    He just snickered ruefully and shook his head while standing up from his barstool.  He then paused and looked at me, a look of defeat on his face. 
 
    “See ya round, T-Bone.” 
 
    I stood up quickly, my barstool scraping loudly on the terrazzo floor, “Thomas, don’t go!” 
 
    He just turned and began walking out as I yelled after him,  “We’ll be at the garage the next three Fridays! 8 o’clock!” 
 
    I watched him walk out of the bar, and then stared at the glass entrance, hoping that maybe he would come back.  When it was clear he was gone I ordered another beer and contemplated the situation. 
 
    Thomas’s confession of inadequacy seemed to be a step in the right direction.  If he truly loved Tiffany, why would he deny her the pleasure she had found with other men?  And he had said himself that he got off on having sex with her after her exploits and that her sex drive had revived immeasurably since they first discussed following through on their games with me.  I had reason to believe that somehow this would all work out for me.  That I would feel myself making love to Tiffany again.
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    UNDER MY THUMB 
 
    Social Distortion 
 
      
 
    One of the things few people know about being in a band is how fucking boring it can be.  Bands don’t talk about it for a couple of reasons – one, because band members are notorious for saying nothing that makes any sense in an interview, and two, we all want you to think being in a band is all sex, drugs and rock n’ roll.  And it is all of those things, but usually only when the sun goes down.  The other twelve or so hours a day is spent sleeping off the night before and waiting around for the next gig.  And often guys and girls fill that time with more drugs. 
 
    That’s what killed Flash.  And Jimi, and Jim, and Janis, and Bon, and Kurt, and you name it.  The other enduring truth about rock n’ roll is how many people died.  That’s why I changed the equation and tripled down on the sex part of the equation.  While Flash was off hunting down his next fix or passed out at a crack house, I was bangin’ some guy’s wife in the suburbs.  Sure, there would almost always be alcohol involved, but if you took the sex seriously, which I did, you couldn’t let it affect your performance. 
 
    So, I spent a lot of time at sex parties and on AFF arranging dates with couples and horny women, building an impressive black book of friends who I trusted.  These are the people I invited to the garage rehearsals. 
 
    Now, these “rehearsals” were often just another excuse to throw a sex party, but the rehearsals I invited Thomas and Tiffany to were also to relearn some rarely played songs from our “Terminator” album, which we planned to play in its entirety over the gelling summer American tour.  That’s the other thing people in bands don’t talk about – how fucking boring it is to play the same 20 songs night after night after fucking night.  You need the drugs just to make you forget the monotony.  So, I was looking forward to relearning and playing these songs. 
 
    It never took long for the sex to start at one of these rehearsals.  Every girl there dressed like she was trying out for a Poison video and the guys all looked like pornstars – tight black t-shirts with bulging, tatted up arms and chests, blue jeans and work boots.  At least while they were wearing anything at all.  Sure, the body paint would eventually come out – it always did at these things, and the glitter, (I really hate the glitter), but the people I invited to the party were never poseurs.  These were serious participants in the ‘lifestyle.’ 
 
    That first Friday was no different.  Less than an hour after we started, sex had broken out in all corners of the garage.  One girl was on her knees between two of the cars taking turns sucking the cocks of two guys on either side of her.  Another girl was bent over the hood of a Dodge gritting her teeth as her hair flailed around from the thrusts of the guy fucking her.  And another girl was laying on the hood of a ‘68 Mustang while one guy sucked her pussy and another guy fucked her mouth.  I could also see a group of guys standing around a woman on her knees in the office, stroking their dicks and waiting their turn with her.  I couldn’t see into every dark corner or between all of the cars to see what else was going on. 
 
    What I didn’t see was Tiffany and Thomas.  Neither one of them had given me any reason to believe they would come. In fact they both clearly said they were done with all of it.  But I somehow hoped Thomas would have processed my appeal to his love for Tiffany and given in to her needs.  You know, “If you love something, let it go…?” 
 
    By the time we finished playing it was a full blown orgy.  Iggy didn’t even need to get off the stage before the girl who had been dancing naked in front of him while he finished the last song eagerly unzipped his pants and slipped his dick into her mouth.  She stood with her legs slightly parted and her hands on his hips while another guy reached between her legs from behind and played with her clit, causing her to rabidly devour Iggy’s dick in a fit of overwhelming passion. 
 
    I stood watching in amazement for a minute or two before turning to see my friend Stacy walking toward me, completely naked, skin blotched with evidence of the men before me and with a come hither look and swagger that left no doubt what she had in mind.  She grabbed my hand and walked me over to a freshly painted Spitfire, turning to sit down on the fender, and then leaned back on the hood as she placed her bare feet on the fender, legs spread wide for me.  I began unbuckling my pants, looking first around the room again to look for Tiffany, but then looking down at Stacy’s obviously freshly fucked pussy.  Her lips were red and swollen, with a small glob of cum marking the opening. 
 
    That’s the thing about orgies – you need to be OK with all manner of bodily fluids, scents, and tastes.  You never know where that mouth you’re kissing has been.  But that’s the other thing – if you want to be popular at orgies, you need to let the women know you are OK with whatever they had done.  If they can taste a stranger’s cum in their mouth, so can you. 
 
    And so, dipping my raging hard-on into Stacy’s dripping cunt was just to be expected.  And so was tasting the cum in her mouth that one or several of the guys had already deposited there.  I was so fucking worked up by then that I didn’t care what or who she had done.  And truth be told, I love the feel of a used pussy.  My dick is big enough that a woman is never too stretched out for me, but the silken smoothness of a cum-filled pussy is like magic on my dick. 
 
    I slid easily into her like I had so many times before at various sex parties and even occasionally at my place.  Stacy is an amazing fuck with a tight body and a pretty face.  She loves sex as much as I do and can never seem to get enough.  That’s why we’re both still single; neither one of us could ever imagine settling down with just one person.  I was pretty worked up by that time, having watched people fucking and sucking for the better part of the previous hour, so I wasn’t going to last long before popping off inside of Stacy.  Luckily she was getting into it too, moaning and gasping with each thrust of my dick deep inside of her.   
 
    By the time I was about to lose it a young blond named Jennifer had joined us.  She was a local art student at Pratt and relatively new to the scene.  I don’t know if she was 20, but she had the sexual creativity of an artist and the body of Venus.  I first met her at The Alibi, the dive bar next to my place, and it didn’t take her long to get me back to my place for a crazy night of uninhibited sex.  She always came to these events with a guy named Ty, an African American from Bed Stuy who I knew from the Brooklyn sex scene long before I met Jennifer.  I think he's more of a fuck buddy to her than a boyfriend; she always comes with him but leaves with other people, usually one or more other black guys.  Which is why I worry about her - she’s much too pretty and much too blond to be getting into cars with complete strangers at 2 in the morning.  I keep telling her that, like the big brother I seem to be to her, but she doesn’t listen.  Every time I see her I’m just glad she’s still alive! 
 
    That night she nuzzled up behind me as I was fucking Stacy, pressing her soft nipples into my bare back.  She then reached around me and gripped the length of my cock as I slid in and out of Stacy, effectively creating an extension of Stacy’s pussy with her hand.  When I came, it felt like Jennifer was milking my dick into Stacy!  And perhaps she was; when I stopped twitching and finally pulled out, Jennifer dropped to her knees and lapped the cum gushing from Stacy’s gaping lips like heavy cream from a cup. 
 
    I stepped out of my jeans and put them on the hood of the Spitfire as Jennifer continued slurping at Stacy’s juicy cunt.  It looked like she was bound and determined to make Stacy cum.  I walked through the garage looking between the cars for Tiffany or Thomas, my semi-rigid dick bouncing in front of me like a divining rod.  They were definitely not there.   
 
    When I got to the office, the group of guys had two girls on their knees with two guys each working them from the front and back.  When the guy fucking the nearest girl came he groaned loudly, holding her hips tight as he pulsed hard into her.  When the guys saw me, they called to me to take his place. 
 
    “She’s all yours, T-Bone!  Primed and ready!” 
 
    I grabbed the bottle of lube from the desk. 
 
    “No thanks, boys!  I’m looking for someone else.  Have at ‘er!” 
 
    I left the room on a mission.  Tiffany wasn’t coming, and I was pissed, deciding to relieve my frustration with a little ass fucking.  When I found who I was looking for, she was laying on her back on the hood of a T-Bird, catching her breath as the guy who had just cum inside of her stood over her sweating and panting hard.  He stepped aside as I walked up to Emily, a tight little brunette that I had spent some time with in the past.  Enough to know she loves anal sex. 
 
    I grabbed her by the hips and rolled her over.  She was groggy, but obviously knew what I wanted.  She willingly rolled over and spread her cheeks with her hands.  I poured a healthy dose of lube into my hand and slathered it onto my hardening dick and around her prone asshole.  From the feel of her, I could tell I wasn’t going to be the first to fuck Emily’s ass that night.  She was already lubed up, and slightly open as I began penetrating her.  Even then her sphincter was still too tight for my girth but I would not be denied.  I grabbed the base of my cock and pressed the head hard against her.  I then rotated my hand in a stirring motion, effectively drilling the bulbous head of my dick into her tight little hole.  She groaned as I spread her wider, forcing myself deeper and deeper into her ass.  When I finally slipped past her tight outer ring, I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her toward me, impaling her completely.  When I was fully buried, she let out one last groan before I slowly began pulling myself out again. 
 
    If Tiffany walked in at that point, it probably would have been the end for us.  I would have continued fucking Emily’s ass right in front of her, showing her what could have been hers.  She would watch Emily surrender completely to me, screaming and shaking as her orgasm trembled through her prone body.  I would leave Emily bent over the car for the next guy, who would take my place in her now wide open ass and fuck her to another earth shaking orgasm.  By the time we were done with Emily, she would be laying on the dirty, cold concrete floor, completely drained from her endless orgasms. 
 
    That’s what I wanted for Tiffany.  But she never showed.  
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    I made the most of the situation though.  Having already cum inside of Stacy, I pummeled Emily for the better part of 20 minutes, getting her to cum hard on her fingers while I ravaged her ass.  When I finally came, it was one of those bizarre extended orgasms you get when your dick is squeezed so tight you can barely ejaculate at all.  I thought my dick was going to explode!  Luckily it didn’t, and after I finished inside of Emily I just left.  I wasn’t in the mood to bring the party to my place like I normally would have.  I just wanted to go home and forget the whole thing.  I knew the guys would take care of the place and lock up when they were finished.  
 
    My plan was to end up at my place with Tiffany and Thomas, and somehow convince her to stay.  To sleep with me, in my bed, so I could wake up and feel her next to me, make love to her in the middle of the night and wake up in the morning and do it again.  I wanted Thomas to hear us while he tried to sleep in the Guest Room across the hall, maybe even watch from the bedroom door as I brought his wife to multiple orgasms. He would know in no uncertain terms that he not only didn’t need to ask Tiffany to fuck other men – he couldn’t stop her.  She would show him in no uncertain terms that she needed what other men could do for her. 
 
    But that’s not what happened. 
 
    By most measures, I had had a good night.  Had a few beers, played some music with my band, and fucked two very attractive women.  Most guys would call that a good night.  But to me, it was a failure.  Tiffany not showing up ruined everything.  
 
    The following week I tried hard to forget Tiffany.  I realized that nothing she or Thomas had said should have given me any realistic reason to believe they would have shown up that Friday.  The last word from both of them was “goodbye.” 
 
    If I was going to stay sane I needed to accept the fact that it was over.  Tiffany had done it all for Thomas.  She kept telling me that.  But I never believed her.  I kept telling myself that she was cheating on Thomas because she needed to.  She couldn’t control her urges to be with me, to be taken by me, to feel my dick inside of her.  Yet every time Thomas hit the brakes, she freaked.  Just like this time.  She wasn’t doing any of this for her or for me.  She was doing it for Thomas. 
 
    I had no idea how anyone could be so altruistic.  I had never done anything for anyone but me.  It was hard to imagine doing something I didn’t want to do only because someone I loved wanted me to do it.  But then I never loved anybody but myself. 
 
    That whole week and the week after I kept myself busy at the shop and hung out with friends, even stopped by The Labyrinth for “Cuck and Bull” Wednesday.  (You can guess which one I was.)  It was good to take my frustration out on some guy’s wife while he watched her lose all control.  But even then, all I could see was Thomas looking back at me while I did what I was doing to Tiffany.  I wanted that so badly. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    By the time the third Friday rolled around, I was pretty despondent.  I thought about cancelling the rehearsal, but actually thought it would be easier to just let it happen than to cancel.  The parties were getting bigger and bigger each week as word got out what a good time it was and more people showed up.  And the parties helped burnish our image as the torch bearers of the sex and rock n’ roll legend. 
 
    We also had a lot of work to do as a band, so cancelling would have been a mistake.  We had most of the songs down, but the second side of the “Terminator” album has the notorious “Scorched” song, an 8 minute ditty that none of us could play live the first time when we were young and at the top of our game.  Back in 1996, it was our attempt to do a “La Villa Strangiato”, the epic Rush song with multiple songs within a song and killer guitar, drum and bass riffs throughout.  To me that was the song that spawned Metallica, released 3 years before Metallica formed!  Playing our version over 25 years later was only possible with the help of prerecorded portions, but it would take time to coordinate all of that. So, the rehearsal went on as planned.   
 
    I had no hope that Tiffany or Thomas would show up.  That was water under the bridge.  I just went about my business as the new leader of the band and herded the guys up on stage, a task made more difficult by the gathering crowd of scantily clad women who were there mainly for the sex!  But the unofficial motto of Imminent Threat is “Work Hard, Play Harder”, and the boys soldiered on, anxious to get the work done so the play could begin. 
 
      
 
    ____________ 
 
      
 
    By 10 o,clock the garage was near capacity.  I could tell because we have an old timeclock near the door with a metal rack that used to hold the timecards the guys would use to punch in and out every day.  The rack is oversized for the space, with slots for 100 timecards.  My Dad used to put his timecard in this exact rack back in the day, but we used it to hold the phones of the people who come to the parties.  Our roadie Charlie mans the door, making sure no single guys get in, and also exchanging everyone’s phone for a timecard with a number on it.  When the cards are gone, Charlie closes the door. 
 
    We had been playing for almost two hours, so couples were pairing up at a rapid pace, and groups were congregating in various dark recesses of the garage.  Almost no-one was paying attention to the band by then despite all the noise we were making, except the half dozen or so young girls in the front auditioning for the chance to be the first to fuck Iggy.  The rest of us were carefully judging them as well, knowing that Iggy’s cast-offs were always carrion for the rest of us. 
 
    I had determined that I was going to have fun that night.  It was our last rehearsal night before we left on tour, and I had already spent too much time pining for Tiffany.  That night I was going to let loose, and God help the ladies who met my gaze. 
 
    We nailed our version of “Scorched” that night, getting through it on our first take.  It felt so good driving through the blistering finish where the song builds to a cacophony of instruments to simulate the destruction of the earth.  I had my eyes closed, arms flailing, sweat flying from my head as I smashed my symbol at the end, actually snapping the tip of my stick off in my exuberance.  As the echo faded in the garage I glanced instinctively over my right shoulder toward the door.  It had become a habit.  That’s when I saw them. 
 
    We played with our backs to the street facing the garage, with the door to my right, but slightly behind me.  Thomas and Tiffany were inside the door, but hadn’t yet walked into the space, down the narrow space between the stage and the south wall of the garage where I would have easily seen them.  But when I turned around and saw her silhouette, I knew immediately – it was Tiffany! 
 
    In the glaring sodium streetlight from the street I couldn’t see her face, but I could tell it was her standing next to the slightly shorter Thomas.  They were like Sonny and Cher, except Cher was a dog next to Tiffany!  And admittedly, Thomas was better looking than Sonny.  All I could see of Tiffany was her long, luxurious hair flowing in waves over her slender shoulders and her narrow hips wrapped in a tight black dress.  It was some kind of leather halter dress, probably actually a leather-like stretch material since it was literally painted on her.  No leather can grip you that tightly without suffocating you!  She stood with her arms crossed in front of her and one leg straight out to one side, balancing precariously on what had to be 6” stiletto sandals. 
 
    I was momentarily stunned, but managed to call out to them, “Thomas!  Tiffany!” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what to think.  From Tiffany’s demeanor it wasn’t clear she was a happy camper.  And since I couldn’t see their faces clearly, I couldn’t tell if either one of them was smiling.  Then Thomas called back as the house music kicked in, “Hello, T-Bone.  We need to talk.” 
 
    I walked to the side of the stage and jumped off as they walked toward me, “Of course, Thomas.  Thanks for coming!  Don’t mind all of the naked people having sex everywhere.  I told you these gigs get pretty crazy.  I assume Charlie took your phones?” 
 
    Thomas seemed annoyed, “Yes, T-Bone.  Charlie took our phones.” 
 
    That was a good sign.  They were planning to stay.  At least for a while. 
 
    “Great!  We don’t want you taking pictures Thomas and posting them to your Twitter account!” 
 
    If he found the humor in that he didn’t show it.  The music was getting loud again, and now they both looked annoyed. 
 
    “Let’s go to the office where we can hear ourselves think.” 
 
    They followed me as I walked them to the office, not saying anything as we passed dozens of people in various stages of various sex acts.  I looked back at them once to see Tiffany looking like she was walking through a leper colony.  The kicker was when we walked past a young girl getting t-boned by a couple of guys on the very mattress where Tiffany experienced her first gangbang only weeks before. 
 
    When we reached the office there was a brunette on her knees with her mouth wide open surrounded by a group of guys.  The guys were taking turns jerking themselves off into her already cum-filled mouth and onto her face.  When she saw us enter the room, she struggled to swallow it all as I bellowed out for everyone to leave, grimacing hard as she struggled to get the thick liquid down her throat.  That’s yet another thing about orgies – people tend to do things they’ve never done before. 
 
    When all of the naked bodies left the room I locked the door to face Tiffany and Thomas.  The room smelled unavoidably of sex, not unlike The Pit did that fateful Friday.  I felt vaguely like a bit of a scumbag, being the host of such an obvious den of depravity.  Still, I had to keep my chin up.  After all, I still had my clothes on! 
 
    I spoke over the thumping of the muffled music outside, “So how can I help you two?  I gotta say, I am flabbergasted you’re here.” 
 
    Tiffany stood silently by the door as Thomas spoke first, “We have something to tell you.” 
 
    “Oh?  Something that couldn’t have been handled by responding to the 1500 texts I sent both of you?” 
 
    He looked serious, almost dejected, “T-Bone… we had things to work out.” 
 
    “Tell me more, Thomas.  What things?” 
 
    “Like how we move forward from here.” 
 
    I looked at Tiffany who stood with her arms crossed by the door, still not looking all that thrilled with the situation.  I couldn’t tell what her demeanor was about.  Was she pissed off?  Embarrassed?  Terrified?  Whatever it was, I was feeling pretty good about the fact that they made the 45 minute trip from the Upper West Side to Clinton Avenue just “to talk.”  I took a chance and decided to walk up to her, putting my face close to hers, not trying to threaten her, but just enough to invade her personal space - just enough to see what she would do. 
 
    I then addressed her, “And just where are we, Tiffany?” 
 
    She didn’t flinch, standing her ground firmly, but looking toward the ceiling to avoid looking at me.  She just stood there breathing through her nose.  Rapid breathing.  Breathing to catch her breath.  She was either really nervous or something else.  I moved closer. 
 
    I looked into her eyes as Thomas explained, “T-Bone, Tiffany confessed it all to me.  I know everything.” 
 
    I stopped when I couldn’t get any closer to Tiffany without pushing her into the door.  Her breath was unmistakably strained.  She was trying to suppress the fact that she was mildly hyperventilating.  I put my lips close to her straining neck, smelling her hair, her skin, the moisture wafting up from her cleavage.  What Thomas had said was news to me.  I didn’t know what Tiffany could have “confessed” to Thomas that he didn’t already know. 
 
    I spoke softly, rattling the skin on her neck with my voice, “What did you tell him, Tiffany?” 
 
    She didn’t answer again.  She just leaned against the door and breathed out heavily, deflating herself.  She dropped her arms by her side and put them both on the door, lowering her face but turning away from mine.  She looked like she wanted to melt into the door and disappear.  
 
    Thomas prodded her again, “Tell him, Tiffany.” 
 
    I didn’t wait for an answer.  I didn’t need to.  We had been through this drill before.  Back in The Pit that first time.  At The Public the first time.  Thomas’s urging let me know that no matter what it was, Tiffany would not be resisting me that night, whether that was her idea or Thomas’s.  I gently grabbed her chin and turned her toward me.  Her lower lip was shaking like she was about to cry.  I looked into her eyes until she finally looked back at me.  Without breaking eye contact, I leaned in to kiss her, hoping to overwhelm whatever thoughts she was struggling with.  It had worked before with her.  Her lips were moist, soft, receptive.  She closed her eyes and drew a long, deep breath.  I wrapped my arms up under hers, pulling her to me.  She exhaled as she grabbed me around my head and melded her lips with mine.  It was working.  I then pulled back to stare into her eyes.  She was trembling, her eyes pleading with me, for what I couldn’t be sure.  While still staring into her big, brown, glassy eyes I reached down between her legs and lifted her dress slightly with my left hand, extending my right between her thighs.  I wanted to know if she was wet.  I suspected she was.  She just stood and watched, waiting for my reaction to what I found. 
 
    When I touched her she flinched.  Stroking my finger up, expecting to caress the silk of her panties I found only the silken slit of her hot, sodden pussy.  My finger slid easily into her and then over the bulging knob of her swollen clit.  She grabbed my head again and kissed me hard as I easily spread her open with my upturned fingers and stroked her clit harder with my entire hand.  I had never felt a woman in a more advanced state of arousal. 
 
    Thomas spoke again as we continued probing each other’s mouths with our tongues, “Tiffany told me she wants to continue seeing you.  Without me interfering.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, but feeling Tiffany’s drenched pussy and her feverish kisses confirmed what Thomas was saying.  And for the first time, she was letting herself go in front of him!  I pulled back again but continued stroking her clit until it was a rock hard bud sliding between my fingers. 
 
    I growled into her face, wanting her to say it to me, “Is that true, Tiffany?” 
 
    She was panting hard, breathless from the kissing and the growing feelings between her legs, “Yes, Travis.  It’s true.” 
 
    “And what does that mean?” 
 
    She just stood with her legs spread, palms spread wide against the door to keep from sliding down.  She was literally putty in my hands, willing to be molded into anything I wanted her to be.  Thomas responded, “We decided Tiffany would spend a couple of nights per week with you at first, as it works with all of our schedules.  She will go out on dates with you, stay at your place, you can stay at ours...” 
 
    I continued stroking Tiffany, who had evidently lost all ability to speak. She licked her lips and pursed them, begging me to latch onto to them again.  
 
    Thomas continued, “I would stay in the Guest Room…” 
 
    I called back to Thomas, “You say ‘at first’, Thomas?” 
 
    He was still very business-like, unlike his wife who was a puddle of sexual vulnerability, “Yes.  At first.  We’ll see where things go from there.” 
 
    The way things were going, I could have taken Tiffany anywhere at that point.  She would have agreed to anything.  But I didn’t want to press my luck.  Yet.  I had both of them where I wanted them. 
 
    I rubbed my hand hard once or twice over her swollen lips and clit and raised it to her mouth.  She parted her lips, then her teeth, and then sucked my fingers into her hungry mouth.  She closed her eyes as her tongue probed between my fingers, scrubbing the viscous liquid from them and sucking it into her mouth.  Her head bobbed back and forth on my hand like she was sucking cock.  She could not have been more ready for everything that was about to happen next. 
 
    I pulled my hand from her mouth and grabbed her by the hand, guiding her over to the desk.  I pushed some papers aside and motioned for her to sit on the desk. 
 
    There was no need to talk at that point.  It was obvious to all in the room that there was no limit to where things would go from there.  This was Tiffany’s final surrender, and Thomas would be witnessing in person for the first time just how far she was willing to go to fulfill her fantasies. 
 
    But what was ironic is that they were both getting what they wanted, and perhaps Tiffany had finally realized that by giving in to her desires Thomas’s desires could also be fulfilled.  It was a win-win situation.  Or better, a win-win-win. 
 
    I pulled off my t-shirt and pants while Tiffany fumbled to unzip her halter dress.  It fell onto the desk behind her as she kicked off her sandals and lifted her bare heels to the edge of the desk. Her pussy shimmered in the low light of the room, beckoning me with the assurance that there would be no resistance ever again.  Her body was mine to take, to have whenever and however I wanted. 
 
    I savored the moment, looking at her offer herself to me, her love lips inflamed with anticipation.  She bit her lower lip sensuously as she watched me stroke myself to maximum strength.  When I touched her dripping opening, she gasped, watching intently, craving the feeling she had been missing.  Her drug of choice.  And like a junkie who finally gets her fix, she drew in a deep breath as my warm, hard flesh filled her body. 
 
    I spoke softly to her as I began slowly pumping in and out of her sopping wet pussy, “I missed you, Tiffany.” 
 
    She responded haltingly between breaths, “I missed you too, Travis.” 
 
    It was a bond I had never felt before, but there it was.  I wasn’t sure I wasn’t in love.  I wasn’t sure I cared.  It just felt soooo good.  We both let the fix we craved wash over us. 
 
    I stroked in and out of her as she began to quiver, eyes closed, relishing the feeling of fullness in her belly.  She had been close to cumming when I sat her on the desk, so it didn’t take long to get her floating high on the edge of her impending orgasm again, the one that she would not try to suppress in front of Thomas.  The first of many more pleasures to come that she would no longer deny for the sake of their marriage. 
 
    I fucked her harder, trying to inch her closer to the edge. She was so tight it looked like I was turning her inside out with each outward stroke of my cock.  But she only spread her legs wider, inviting me to penetrate her as far as I could physically go.  She mewled with each stroke, acknowledging the feeling and encouraging me to continue.  There was no attempt to hide from Thomas the overwhelming joy she felt at that point. She literally begged me to fuck her harder. 
 
    I wanted to and I did.  But she felt so good I was worried I wouldn’t last.  I wanted so badly to claim her as my own, to fill her body with my seed, but I also didn’t want our coupling to end.  Everything about it was so perfect; her body, her desire, the amazing feeling on my cock, the fact that her husband was watching her give everything to me, hearing her acknowledge what she had been hiding from him for the past few months. 
 
    And that last part was important to me.  If you recall, Thomas chose me to seduce Tiffany in no small part because he thought she could never fall for a Neanderthal like me – she had too much in life to lose.  But all that she had paled in comparison to the feelings I was giving her.  It’s a story as old as time – kings, queens, actors and actresses, teachers, politicians – giving it ALL up for love.  In biblical terms, he had offered a fruit so tempting that neither of us could resist. 
 
    Somehow I held on, fucking her to a tremendous orgasm without losing it myself.  When she finally came, she threw her head back and groaned like she was giving birth, blurting out several “OH GOD”s in the process.  From the look of it, she hadn’t cum since that night at The Cat Club and from what Thomas had told me, she probably hadn’t.  She stared at me like a woman possessed as her belly spasmed in several short bursts. 
 
    I continued fucking her in long, firm strokes through her orgasm, eventually slowing my strokes to let her down gradually.  She continued staring at me with a mixture of satisfaction and mischief, as if she was free at last to be herself.  I could hardly grasp that I was finally where I had wanted to be so badly for the previous weeks.  When she could finally speak, and with my cock still rocking rhythmically in and out of her, she looked lustfully at me and spoke barely above a whisper,  “Oh my God.  Thank you.” 
 
    I stared into her eyes, seeing that connection I sensed our first time at her place.  She seemed to be asking “What’s next?” 
 
    I heard the din of the party outside – the music, the laughing, the screams and groans.  It was clear to me what was next.  I looked at the door and then back at her.  She was sitting up slightly, arms back on the desk, body swaying with each stroke of my cock into her body.  She looked down and smiled, biting her lip playfully.  I raised her legs again and increased my pace.  I was determined to finally cum in my beautiful girl.  It had been way too long. 
 
    I fucked her for another ten minutes or so, climaxing simultaneously with her in another crescendo of groans and cries.  Thomas could only watch as I brought his wife to places he had never been able to.  I couldn’t believe my fortune: here I was staring down at the women who had promised herself to Thomas.  The woman who assumed she would forever be his faithful wife.  And she would have been fine with that!  But Thomas wanted more – he wanted to know what it would be like if Tiffany actually craved sex, rather than give into it as a wifely duty.  But as they say, “curiosity killed the cat.”  And I was out to kill their marriage, one fuck at a time. 
 
      
 
    _____________ 
 
      
 
    Before we walked out into the garage I wanted to make sure Tiffany had her shoes on.  I didn’t want her beauty at all sullied by the filthy garage floor.  I fetched them from the floor, putting them on her myself as she stretched her impeccably painted and buffed feet out one by one, like a Queen being dressed to face her court.   
 
    I then held her hand in the air like a King escorting said Queen as we both walked naked to the door.  If she resisted the first time with the Home Wreckers, she was more resigned this time.  She knew this would happen.  She wanted it to happen.  We stood together at the door while she took a deep breath, steeling herself for what was on the other side.  Her pert breasts heaved heavily as she tried to catch her breath.  When she nodded to me, I opened the door slowly, watching as the shop lights cast deep shadows under her breasts, beneath the slight crease between her abdomen and thighs, and finally over the smooth mound just above the gift she was about to bestow on the crowd of complete strangers that now stood gaping at her in wonder. 
 
    Another thing about orgies is that the guys always seem to outnumber the girls, despite the rule that single guys are not allowed, so there were plenty of guys standing around near the door to the office while waiting their turn with the girl on the mattress just outside, or the one on the hood of the Dodge on the left.  There was even a small group of guys just standing in a circle naked, just drinking their beers and shooting the shit.  They all turned toward Tiffany like wolves spotting a deer in the woods, gawking silently as she entered the garage.  Even the girl on her back on the mattress saw her and scampered to her feet to make way for The Queen. 
 
    Tiffany stepped forward carefully as I held her hand in the air.  The floor was slick with years of grease and grime and evidently slippery under her stiletto heels.  But she was probably also a bit wobbly from the two orgasms she was still recovering from.  The crowd of guys around the mattress parted as I led her through them.  The mattress was still covered by the red sheet I had put on at the beginning of the night.  Tiffany knelt down on her hands and knees facing the shop, carefully spreading her long legs around the dark crimson wet spot in the middle.  I turned to walk away, but looked straight into the eyes of a tough looking guy with tattoos on his neck that I had never seen before.  I simply stared back at him and walked past, answering his question without a word. 
 
    By the time I was next to Thomas and turned around the guy had knelt behind her, sliding his dick between her freshly fucked folds and driving himself deep into her.  She gasped and looked back, mouth open in shock as she began to feel his thrusts.  She then turned to the front only to find another guy gripping her chin with one hand and the top of her head with the other.  He held her head in place, dangling his rigid dick inches from her open mouth, waiting for her to open her mouth before impaling her face and burying her nose in his tightly cropped pubic hair.  The feeding frenzy was on. 
 
    Luckily this wasn’t her first rodeo; she had her gangbang debut with the Home Wreckers and the wild night at the Cat Club.  Both of those were completely different experiences, and this would be another.  This would be more like a combination of those – the same onslaught, mosh-pit feel of the Cat Club, but with guys who knew what they were doing like the Home Wreckers.  I was sure Tiffany was going to love this experience. 
 
    I grabbed a couple of shop stools for me and Thomas to sit on while we watched.  He was lucky to still be fully clothed; I had to sit on the cold steel stool with my bare ass.  I don’t know if he felt lucky. 
 
    He was witnessing live and in person for the first time how an orgy works.  Actually, an orgy can work in a number of ways – one is where a guy hooks up with a woman and fucks her brains out for as long as possible, ideally leaving her spent and full of cum while her husband looks on in disbelief.  This type of guy is very popular with the ladies. 
 
    Another is where a group of guys tag team a girl.  The goal is to cum as quickly as possible and let the next guy have his chance.  Guys who do this well are very popular with the other guys!  The result for the ladies is meant to be the same, but rather than one guy fucking them to multiple orgasms, this is a group effort.  For the women, it’s like being fucked by some super stud who cums multiple times but never loses his hard-on.  This is what Thomas was now watching. 
 
    I watched him as he squirmed and fidgeted, hands on both knees craning forward to see, then leaning to one side to see around a guy that was stroking his dick waiting for his turn.  He watched as the guys took turns depositing their potent seed in his young wife and as she shook and shuddered through multiple orgasms.  After 45 minutes she had already serviced a dozen guys and just couldn’t hold herself up any longer.  She plopped onto her back and shielded her face from the glaring shop light overhead, cum flowing freely from between her spread open legs. 
 
    One of the guys then stepped forward and lifted her from the mattress.  He was a tall black guy, thin but ripped.  She wrapped her arms around his neck as he rotated her around in front of him, grabbing her ass as she wrapped her legs around his thighs.  He slipped easily into her and began fucking her standing up in an impressive display of strength and dexterity. 
 
    Thomas and I watched in disbelief, amazed at the guy’s ability to manhandle Tiffany so easily, but also at Tiffany’s obvious desire to be fucked in this way by someone she had never met.  She simply wrapped her arms tightly around his neck and kissed him deeply while he thrust up hard into her body. 
 
    Meanwhile, another of the guys couldn’t resist the sight of Tiffany’s highly vulnerable ass on full tantalizing display as the black guy spread her cheeks wide while holding her in place.  The second guy stepped forward and began rubbing the ample amounts of fluids between Tiffany’s legs on her prone asshole, eventually slipping one finger deep into her.  It was now Tiffany’s turn to squirm as she moaned in approval, first with one finger, then with two, until she was groaning uncontrollably with the feeling of three fingers in her ass and a giant cock in her pussy.  She threw her head back in an almost desperate attempt to drive herself down on the fingers in her ass while the guy holding her dropped her up and down rapidly on his dick. 
 
    When she finally came, she unleashed and unholy wail that echoed throughout the garage.  The guy fucking her joined soon after, gritting his teeth under the strain of continuing to bounce her on his dick while he squeezed off multiple spurts of cum into her already saturated womb.  They say that an average guy produces half a billion sperm per ejaculation.  At that rate, Tiffany now had about 3-4 billion already swimming around inside of her! 
 
    When the guy inside of her finally clenched off his last drop, he walked Tiffany back to the mattress while still inside of her and then pulled her off, placing her gently down on her knees again.  She leaned forward in exhaustion, face down in a wet spot near the top of the mattress, leaving her ass still high in the air.  I’m not sure if she knew what would happen next, or if she was even capable of rational thought.  The Tiffany I knew wouldn’t normally put her beautiful face onto a cold wet spot of someone else’s bodily fluids! But the guy who had been previously fingering her ass certainly had his wits about him. 
 
    He joined her on the mattress and knelt behind her, his dick perfectly aligned with her pussy which was by that point, a foaming, dripping mess.  The guy dragged his dick through the swollen, slippery folds of her lips, lubricating himself before adding his sperm to the copious load already inside of her.  Tiffany seemed neither anxious nor resigned; she seemed like she might have fallen asleep!  It was only when she felt the pressure on her asshole that she opened her eyes. 
 
    Her eyes and mouth went wide as she felt her ass being pried open.  She began beathing heavily as the guy continued trying to force himself into her.  She groaned loudly as she felt the pain, but raised up on her hands to help.  She actually raised herself up to better align her body with what this total stranger was trying to do to her.  He grabbed her hips and pushed, eliciting several pleading cries from Tiffany. 
 
    “OH GOD!   OH GOD!  OOOOOOHHHHH!!!!” 
 
    She screamed one last blood curdling groan as the fat head of his dick finally cleared her sphincter, allowing the narrower shaft to slide all the way into her tight little ass.  It was only then that one of the guys watching handed him a bottle of KY, which he promptly poured down onto his dick from a distance as if he was Tom Cruise in the movie Cocktail. 
 
    Tiffany looked back at him, gritting her teeth as he began firmly fucking her ass. Her tone had suddenly changed, “YES!  Oh, YESSS!”  
 
    She put her face and shoulders back down on the mattress freeing up her hand to massage her clit.  Even over the din of the crowd and the other groans and screams in the shop you could hear the sloshing of her fingers through the globs of cum in her pussy and the slapping of thighs on her ass.  She closed her eyes and surrendered to the feelings welling up inside her. 
 
    I looked at Thomas.  His eyes were fixated on Tiffany with a look of stunned arousal on his face.  So many thoughts must have been going through his head; He said this was what he wanted, but now that he was witnessing it, it had to be a shock.  The bond between a man and wife has a lot to do with the trust they each have that the other needs them, that the two of them give each other everything they need to be happy and fulfilled in life.  Looking at Tiffany he had to be wondering what she was thinking – did she feel cheated for having been denied what she was feeling at that moment?  How could he ever give her what she apparently needed now?  She was detached completely from him and she was in total bliss. 
 
    I looked back at the guy in her ass to see him pretending to ride her like a rodeo cowboy, eliciting whoops and hollers from the guys watching and waiting their turn.  It was a demeaning display, one that luckily Tiffany didn’t acknowledge.  She was too far gone from the ministrations of her fingers on her clit and the feeling of the cock in her ass.  When he came, he stopped his clowning around and gripped her hips, pulling her as close as he could, grimacing and facing the ceiling with his eyes closed as he twitched several times into her body. 
 
    Tiffany continued stroking herself as the next guy took his place, easily sliding his pre-lubed shaft into her now gaping asshole.  Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open as her face rubbed roughly against the mattress with his thrusts.  The look on her face was almost dreamlike, despite being violated so thoroughly in front of dozens of strangers.  Thomas needed no further proof that Tiffany was enjoying everything that the guys were doing to her.  
 
    When she finally came she shuddered silently for several seconds, furling her brow and groaning loudly as she lifted herself onto her hands.  As her body stiffened with each wave, she involuntarily thrust herself back onto the cock in her ass, clenching her sphincter hard on the shaft and triggering yet another load of cum to flood her body.  She then fell onto the mattress and laid panting on her side.   
 
    Thomas was dumbfounded.  I have to say I was too, despite having seen plenty in my days attending parties like these.  I guess it had a lot to do with the fact that I had never really known the women I saw do similar things at similar parties.  I knew Tiffany when she was the prim and proper young lawyer playing flirting games with her young husband.  The one that in no uncertain terms informed me that I would be sleeping with her only in my dreams.  Now she laid panting on a dirty mattress on a dirty floor as the cum of a dozen men flowed from her ass and pussy down the back of her thigh. 
 
    She seemed completely cashed at that point and so were most of the guys who were still standing around.  Those who might have had something left decided to let her rest, perhaps out of respect for this goddess who had given so much of herself already.  I was not quite so magnanimous. 
 
    Watching her for that hour and a half had me bursting with the urge to be inside of her and feel her used body around me.  I wanted to ask her how it felt, if she was willing to do it again, if she was finally willing to let herself go.  I looked at Thomas, who seemed completely shell shocked.  He was not about to make a move to reclaim his wife.   
 
    I stood up from my stool, my dick a heat seeking missile between my legs.  I knelt on the mattress and lifted Tiffany up, repositioning her on her back.  She never opened her eyes but complied easily as I lifted her knees and spread her legs.  She was the image of perfection, her skin glowing under the sodium lights, shimmering with each breath, her ribs protruding over her taut, sunken belly and her nipples straining toward the ceiling.  The vein in her neck bulged as she faced sideways, pulsing with each beat of her heart. 
 
    I laid down between her legs and guided myself to her.  She was soft and wet, softer than I had ever felt her.  Her pussy gave no resistance as I slid into her, a silken pool of liquid joy.  I laid myself fully on her, wanting to feel her breasts push back against my chest.  My face was buried in the mattress next to her head.  She groaned softly into my ear as she felt my girth spread her wider than she already was. 
 
    But she didn’t talk.  She just laid there quietly as I began sloshing in and out of her used pussy.  That is until she felt it building again.  Only then did she acknowledge she was even conscious. 
 
    She mewled softly into my ear, “ Oh God…” 
 
    I continued my long strokes into her, careful to ensure her clit could feel me rubbing past it with each stroke.  Her breathing increased.. I then began asking her my questions, soft enough so only she could hear them. 
 
    “Does that feel good, Baby?” 
 
    “Did you like feeling all of those cocks inside of you?” 
 
    She answered equally softly, “Yes” to each question.  Her face was fully visible to Thomas.  He could see her saying yes, but he couldn’t hear the questions. 
 
    Then I asked her if she was my slut.  She answered yes again. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around me as I increased my pace, her breath and groans getting louder and more desperate.  I asked her if she wanted me to make her cum. 
 
    “YES, TRAVIS!  YES!!” 
 
    I pummeled her hard into the mattress, her feet flailing in the air.  The slapping of my thighs against her wet crotch filling the air with the snapping sound of a whip.  She cried out in desperation, “YES!  YES!” before crumbling to pieces in yet another explosive orgasm.  I rose up on my elbows to look at her, seeing her laying beneath me, mouth open, trying to catch her breath.  She smelled like cock but looked like heaven.  I couldn’t resist kissing her swollen lips, fusing mine to hers in a final confirmation of our bond.  She pulled me closer and held me there until I finally added another load of cum to her already saturated body. 
 
    We were both completely spent.  Emotionally and physically.  I laid there inside of her for another few minutes while she played with my hair.  She then whispered into my ear, “Can we go home now?” 
 
    I raised up on my elbows again and looked into her now open eyes. 
 
    “Home?” 
 
    She gently stroked my scalp with her perfectly manicured nails. 
 
    She smiled lovingly, “Yes, Travis.  To your place.  I don’t need to be home until Sunday.” 
 
    I kissed her again tenderly, lovingly.  It had finally happened.  The change had come. 
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    The End 
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoyed this book!  If so, please leave a rating or even better, write a review.  I’d love to hear from you. Thank you! 
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