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Chapter 1

I’ve been to her shows a thousand times but even so, when the sex scene with my wife approaches, I hold my breath. This venue seats about two hundred and they were all treated, just moments ago, to the sight of Asha walking across the stage, shedding clothes as she went. It’s a love scene and while I understand there is no actual penetration, the actors sure do a convincing job. She’s fully nude ten feet from the bed. Everyone sees everything.

Asha loves being an actress and we’ve been fortunate. She’s landed well-paying roles almost her entire career. Tonight’s performance is her last for this gig and for the first time in a long time, she has nothing new lined up. We’re worried about the hit to our finances.

Asha stands by the bed and turns slightly. The audience sees her hot little body in all its glory. She works hard to stay in shape but when you’re doing four shows a week and each show has three sex scenes, you worry about what the people will see. Asha worries a lot. She flips her long hair over her shoulder, sassy, defiant, and argues with her lover. In a moment he will seize her arm and drag her into bed. After a moment of intense kissing and hands roaming, the lights will dim, and the crew will swap out the background for the next scene.

She knows I’m in the audience tonight, but that won’t affect her acting. She’s a true professional. I try to see as many of her performances as possible. I know she’ll pepper me with questions about how she did and what she can improve. Tonight, she was flawless.

Jasper, the male lead, grabs her arm and pulls. Asha stumbles towards the bed, tits bouncing, toned thighs clenching. Jasper rises to his knees and the covers slide off, revealing that he is naked like her. His large penis surprises the crowd, but everyone stays riveted to the scene. This couple is arguing but the sexual tension is high. Right on cue, Asha melts and gives in. Jasper pulls her onto the bed and moves over her. Her legs curl around him and they kiss. They speak their lines, gazing into each other’s eyes, but my vision is glued, as it always is, to his baton of beef wedged against her ass. The penetration is staged, and Asha assures me nothing has ever happened, but such scenes always steal my breath away.

Lines are delivered. Lights dim. Scene ends. Curtain draws. They have less than a minute to set up the next scene and I know behind that curtain people are flying.


Chapter 2

“How was my timing?” Asha asked.

We were in my car, headed for home. She’d said all her goodbyes and accepted her bouquet of long-stemmed roses and hugged and kissed and cried until there was no one left to say goodbye to. They always get so sad but as an outsider I know there’s an excellent chance they’ll see each other again when they are chosen for the next project. There’s only so many good actors around who are willing to do whatever the script calls for. Asha gets picked early every time. Not only is she willing to do what’s needed, but she looks great naked.

“A little rushed on the don’t touch me but spot on for the I’ll always love you.”

She nodded in agreement.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “I felt that too. Okay, good. Thanks, Waylen.”

She kissed my cheek as I drove.

“Did you hear back from Rowen?” she asked.

“Not yet, but I will. His mom is fed up with his immature ways. Rowen’s little sister is getting married. That puts pressure on him. Mom has cut his allowance down to one credit card. He still has money coming in but not much. Just enough to live. She’s tired of his antics.”

“He’s not a kid anymore.”

“No, he’s not.”

She laughed.

“We don’t need to worry about him,” she said. “His mother could cut him off completely and he’d be fine. There’s a long line of ladies willing to take care of him.”

This was true. Rowen is a heartless bastard but he’s a handsome heartless bastard. He’s thoughtless and self-centered and every woman thinks she’ll be the one to change him. Nope. Rowen cares only about himself. All that pussy was placed there by God for Rowen’s entertainment. He’s an asshole, but it’s impossible not to love the guy. He’s charming as fuck. I met him when we were just kids, and my father did work on his father’s mansion. We’ve been close ever since.

“I can’t believe Emma’s getting married,” Asha said. “First Rose and now Emma. Rowen is the only child still single.”

“Yes, and he’s the oldest. I think his mother has paid out a lot of money over the years to settle Rowen’s missteps. She’s tired of being sued.”

Our conversation drifted onto less interesting subjects. Asha was nervous about unemployment. She said nothing, carefully avoiding the topic, but I could tell. We did not live lavishly but we did spend every dime we made so without her income, things would be tight.

“Did Jasper hit on you again?” I asked.

Asha scoffed.

“Always. He says it’s to create tension on stage and I suppose it works but I wonder what he’d do if I ever gave in.”

“Probably trip all over himself.”

“Probably. This time he simply opened his robe and wagged his penis at me. Such a child. Like any woman would decide to have sex with a man based solely on the size of his dick.”

“Are you saying women don’t do that?”

We both laughed.

“Okay,” she admitted. “Maybe for the purposes of sex. But no woman would choose to have a relationship with a man for that reason.”

“What did you do?”

“I had a glass of cold water in my hand, so I threw the rest of it at him and then joked about how things contract when they’re cold.”

I laughed.

“That calmed him down. He toweled dry and tied his robe.”

We turned the corner into our neighborhood.

“Uh oh,” Asha said.

Parked in our driveway sat a new convertible Mercedes SL Roadster, cherry red, top down, and Rowen leaning on the fender, arms crossed.

“Scoundrel,” Asha chuckled.

“He has it written all over him,” I agreed.

“How does he know where we live?” she asked. “We moved in a month ago.”

“He stopped by for your birthday party. Made it as far as the living room when he saw Amy and came on to her. They left together right after.”

“Jesus, Amy. I need to talk to that girl.”

I punched the button to open the big garage door and drove in. Asha and I walked out to greet him. We shared hugs and then he spoke.

“I can’t make it on my own,” he said, laughing. “How does one purchase groceries? I don’t know how to pay a water bill.”

“Poor baby,” Asha teased. “Time to grow up.”

“I can’t believe my mother cut me off for real this time.”

“You knew it was coming,” I said. “She’s given you so many chances.”

He looked hurt.

“I thought that’s how it worked. I promise to do better, and she gives me chances. She appears to have reached some kind of limit.”

“What are your plans?” I asked.

He turned sheepish.

“I got kicked out of my loft,” he said. “Asshole landlord. I was hoping I could crash here. I’ll be out of your hair as soon as my mom stops being such a bitch. I’ll give my allowance to you guys to pay my share.”

Asha and I looked at each other. She gave me a tiny nod.

“All right, Row,” I said. “Normally I wouldn’t charge you, but Asha just finished a gig and has no money coming in, so your timing is good. No loud music, no staying up until dawn, and you’ll sit with us each time we pay a bill so you can learn how it’s done.”

“That sounds great.”

“I’m not finished. No dirty laundry laying around. You’ll take the guest room but neither Asha nor myself is your servant. You’ll do laundry and grocery shopping with us, just like paying bills. You are too old to be ignorant of this shit. It’s embarrassing.”

“I know, I know. But I’m ready to learn.”

Asha shook her head sadly. She slipped her arm through his.

“Come on, Rowen,” she said. “Grab your stuff. I’ll show you how to load a washing machine.”

He grabbed a small suitcase from the back seat, and I watched my wife lead him away. I wasn’t thrilled with another person sharing our home, but maybe this was a chance to truly help him figure shit out. Money wise, the timing was perfect. I headed for the guest room to make him comfortable, opening a window to air the room out and checking on towels. Asha’s sister had stayed with us recently, so the room was clean and ready. I heard them coming so I waited. Asha was explaining our routine day so he could cause minimal disruption.

“I have auditions all next week,” she said. “So mostly I’ll be in our home office practicing my lines. I also workout almost every day. Usually at the gym but sometimes at home. I use the office for that too. You know we love you and are happy to help.”

“Thanks. Thank you both.”

I showed him his room and where the bathroom was and where the spare towels are kept. He thanked us again. We left him to settle in.

“This could be a big mistake,” Asha said.

“So true. Let’s hope not. If it gets bad, I’ll tell him he needs to leave. He can flop at a budget suite until he grows up.”


Chapter 3

Things went surprisingly well. Rowen was at his best behavior, cleaning up after himself, respecting our place, learning how things work for the rest of the world. We missed our privacy, but the inconvenience was acceptable. Asha auditioned but call-backs take time. Rowen told his mom he was learning how to be an adult. She was skeptical.

Three weeks later, everything changed.

Asha and I came home from a lovely dinner and discovered Rowen sitting in a dark living room. He nursed a tumbler of whiskey.

“What’s wrong?” Asha asked.

“My mother’s a bitch,” he grumbled.

“What now?” I asked.

He took a sip.

“I’m doing everything she asked,” he began. “I’m learning how to be an adult. I told her about all the work I’ve done. She asked if I was dating someone seriously or still sleeping around. I told her I was in a relationship and had been for a while. She didn’t believe me. She said I was lying. I swore I wasn’t, and she told me to prove it. I need to send her pictures of us, my and my girlfriend, doing things together.”

“You don’t have a girlfriend,” Asha said.

“I know!”

“Why did you tell your mother that?” I asked.

“I want my allowance back. I hate being poor. No offense. I’m tired of her hounding me. She wants me to settle down and get married like my sisters. Everything is about appearances in my mother’s world. I’m an embarrassment for her.”

“You are kind of a man-slut, Row,” I said.

“I have sex with girls that want to have sex with me. What’s the fucking problem?”

“Your mom knows that’s your big weakness,” Asha said. “She won’t believe anything else is real until that comes under control.”

“I know.”

“You don’t have a girlfriend,” Asha said again.

“I know that.” He gulped his whiskey. “But I do have an idea.”

“What?” I asked.

“We make Asha my girlfriend.”

My wife and I stared at him.

“What?” Asha said.

“Think about it, Asha,” he said. “My mom is on the east coast. She’s never met you. All I have to do is send her pictures of me and my serious girlfriend doing couple type things. Waylen, you can take the pictures and I’ll send them. Dinner, movies, lying on the couch reading. My mom will eat it up. We convince her to open the money tap again and I’ll pay you guys a bunch of extra money. We all hang out together anyway. Just snap a few pics and send them. Soon she’ll believe and we can stop.”

“This sounds weird,” I said. “Maybe we should take a day and think about it?”

“Why?” Asha said. “It’s just pictures and video. What’s the harm? What are you worried about?”

“It feels dangerous,” I said.

“It’s acting,” Rowen said. “Asha will be playing the part of my girlfriend, and I’ll pay her for it. How is that different from what she does anyway?”

Rowen and I swung our gaze to Asha to see her reaction. My wife stood there, thinking.

“I’ll do it,” she soon said. “I doubt it will last a very long time. Your mom just wants to make you jump through hoops, so she feels like she has you under control. I know about controlling parents. If it starts to feel uncomfortable, we stop. Tell her I broke up with you.”

“Deal.”

Asha turned to me.

“You cool with this?” she asked.

I exhaled.

“Sure,” I said. “Why not? Sounds simple and we might even have fun with it. It’s like we’re running a con on your mother, who I haven’t seen since we were kids. I remember she never liked me much.”

“You were too poor,” Rowen said. “She’s only friendly to the rich. She never cared that you were my best friend. You were the only friend I had that never cared about the money. She couldn’t understand you.”

“How do we start?” Asha asked, already sinking into actor mode.

Rowen looked at the glass of whiskey.

“Grab a glass. We’ll pour you some and then Waylen can take a picture of us toasting. We’ll send that to her to get things rolling.”

I hurried to get another glass. When they were ready, I used Rowen’s phone to take the picture, telling Asha to hide her wedding ring. I told them to get closer, cheek to cheek, and smile, glasses raised. They did and I captured it perfectly. Row typed a message to go with it and hit send. I poured myself some whiskey too. We talked, and a few minutes later we got a reply.

Good, his mother said. She looks intelligent and lovely. Don’t fuck this up. I’ll request pictures at random times, so I know she’s not a rental.

He wandered away to continue texting.

“This will be fun,” Asha said. “I’ve never played a role like this.”

“I can already see your wheels turning,” I said.

“There will be challenges. My eyes must convince that woman that I at least am extremely fond of her boy. It actually helps our cause right now that he’s cut off. Clearly, I’m not his girlfriend for the money. I’ll need to get inside the head of his mom as much as I’m inside my own. Let me give Rowen a peck on the lips. Send her a picture of that.”

“I’ll take it like a selfie,” Rowen said, wandering back.

I handed the camera over. Asha sat on his lap and faced him. He turned to her. They both laughed at the awkwardness of the situation then got serious. My wife’s face went blank and then, like magic, she was a girl in love with a really great guy. Their lips touched, just a peck, and Row snapped the picture.

“Another,” Asha said. “Let’s do several, send her the best.”

Kiss, click. Kiss, click.

I felt my stomach tightening, my shoulders clenching.

“That one,” Asha said.

“Agreed.”

He typed a quick message and hit send.

“Enjoy your night,” she told him. “We’re heading for bed.”

“Same to you, and, guys, thank you so much.”

Asha wrapped her arms around my waist and hugged me on the walk to the bedroom. I shut the door.

“Did you enjoy kissing my best friend?”

She laughed.

“Jealous?”

“No. I don’t get jealous. I’m a secure and confident man.”

“You get jealous.”

I decided to dig in. I don’t know why.

“I don’t,” I insisted. “I promise.”

“Have I ever mentioned how good-looking Rowen is?”

“About a million times. You don’t mind this gig at all.”

“Not at all.”

We brushed our teeth and got ready for bed. I queued up the fourth episode of Three Pines and leaned against the headboard, waiting for her to join me. She exited the bathroom wearing a lacy see-through teddy. I immediately grabbed the remote and turned the television off. She laughed.

“That’s the response a woman hopes for,” she said.

“Is that right?” I asked. “I thought this was the response a woman hoped for.”

I pulled back the covers, exposing my rapidly growing penis.

She looked shocked and then acted cool.

“Yeah,” she said. “You’re right. That is a better response.”

I covered myself and she looked disappointed. She came close and pulled the blankets away. She held my dick upright, almost erect now, and kissed the tip. I tried to think of something witty but failed as she engulfed the head. I sucked air and arched my back. Her mouth felt fantastic. She breathed through her nose and slid her lips all the way down, increasing my pleasure by the second

“Fucking hell,” I groaned.

Asha worked my dick with a kind of desperation, like she was starving and only cum could keep her alive. She whimpered as her head bobbed and I surged harder. She was extra horny tonight and I knew why. I spread my legs, and she slid her lips down to my balls, lavishing attention.

The problem with marrying an actress is you never truly know if the emotion they portray is real. Forget about the massive insecurities that drive them to seek approval from others. I’ve met many actors through my association with Asha and almost all of them are introverted and insecure. Was my wife truly horny or was she portraying someone horny? I’d learned this lesson early in our relationship and come to terms with it. In moments like these I’ve discovered she is experiencing a mix of both. I focused on her oral attention and allowed myself to enjoy it without wondering why.


Chapter 4

Our lives hardly changed at all. True, Rowen was around more for all those moments couples share, like ice cream at the park, walks in the forests, or a day by the lake. He was with us now and I took plenty of pictures for his mother. I reminded her to hide her wedding ring.

They had already been friends for years, so they looked perfectly natural together. Mother suspected nothing. We started having fun with our charade, dreaming up new scenarios to send Mom. Most were innocent handholding, but Asha suggested we include some that showed a little kissing or hugging or arms around each other as they walked. My wife felt bodies touching sent his mother a strong visual message. Strong indeed. I felt a clench in my gut each time my wife offered an idea that put her in contact with him. I think she had fun flirting with the man and pushing my buttons.

The early days of summer gave way to the middle days of summer and the temperatures rose. Asha began wearing lighter clothes, looking sexy without trying. There were few auditions, but she wasn’t worried. Rowen’s stipend provided enough for us to pay our bills with some left over.

In many ways, it was like Asha had two husbands. If I was busy, she had Rowen to fall back on. With him around all the time, she was never bored. While I was stuck at work, they began to go places without me. I started receiving pictures just like the ones we sent to his mom. Their intimacy increased with their growing familiarity.

Our day at the lake should have been canceled when I got called into work to fix a problem, but it wasn’t. When I saw the disappointment in their eyes, I told them to go ahead and go, I’d come by as soon as I had the problem fixed. I was seated at my desk studying transcripts when the first picture arrived, appropriately captioned, Wish You Were Here. I saw Asha and Rowen floating on a raft in the middle of the lake. They were smiling and laughing and having a great time. I was happy for them. But what drew my eye was something else, something unintended. Asha wore a swimsuit I’d never seen on her before, and the cut of it showed a lot of skin. Cleavage, side and under boob, when I zoomed the photo, I noticed the protruding edges of both areolas. The slightly darker skin circling her nipples peeking over the edge of her top. Rowen must be getting hot. No way would he not notice.

I stared at the photo but eventually got back to work. I was the only one in the office on a Saturday, so I sat my phone down with the picture showing. I grabbed it again moments later when the next message arrived, a short video clip this time of Rowen doing a backflip off the raft. I heard Asha laughing with delight in the background.

“My turn!” she called out, setting the phone down and turning the screen black.

If she did a backflip in that top, both titties would slip out. Rowen would get an eyeful.

I pushed away from my desk. They were having a ton of fun, which I was fine with, but this sexy element was messing with me. I’d promised Asha I was a secure and never jealous kind of man. Was it jealousy I felt right now? Envy, maybe?

I heard a splash and laughter from the phone. Asha had meant to end the video but missed the button. The raft rocked with the motion of the water and the black screen lit up. Muffled and partially blocked by a towel or blanket, I saw enough. Asha pulled herself up onto the raft and, as predicted, both lovely tits hung free. She hurried to house them again but too late.

“You have gorgeous breasts,” Rowen said.

“Thanks, I guess,” Asha replied, embarrassed but also a little pleased. “I was born with these babies so I can’t take credit for anything. Shit, I left the phone on.”

I was pleased she sent the clip anyway, but I suspected she did not watch the whole thing first, believing it recorded the backflip only. Rowen had seen her exposed breasts, and I was unsure how I felt about that. Accidents happen and anyone close to their raft had the same view.

I got back to work, trying hard to concentrate. The next pictures that arrived were simple shots of a day at the lake, sterilized for his mother. They finished their day before I finished mine. I got home only minutes behind them. Asha was already in the shower, so I checked on Rowen. He showered too, but in the guest bathroom. The door was ajar so I impulsively peeked. I knew he was fit, but I did not know he carried that much size. His soapy penis hung down his thigh like a club. Bastard. Looks, money, body, and now this? Jealousy flared, and not simply because I envied his lucky life. I wondered if ever in their many times out and about my wife had somehow made the same discovery. Did she spy a bulge in his shorts or ever see him changing clothes?

I quickly retreated, finding Asha still under the hot spray. I called out her name and she squealed with joy.

“Join me, Baby!” she said. “It feels so good.”

I stripped and joined her under the water. I asked about her time at the lake and if she had fun and she went on and on. She asked about my job and if I was able to save the day and planted a big kiss on my lips when I said I did. She squirted shampoo and closed her eyes, and I took that opportunity to ogle her tits. Rowen had seen these beauties just hours ago. I felt strangely proud. Her breasts are lovely. Not too big but smooth and firm and flawlessly shaped as they rested on her chest.

“Are you staring at my tits?” she asked.

I laughed, so busted.

“Yes. So predictable. Sorry.”

“Go ahead. I like it.”

She rinsed the suds from her long hair and wiped the water off her face. She watched me staring.

“Rowen saw them today,” she admitted. “I kicked out of the water too hard, and it pulled my top down.”

“Were you embarrassed?”

“A little. But he called them gorgeous. Do I have gorgeous tits?”

“You do. Does it bother you that he’s seen them?”

“No. A million audiences have seen them when I’m on stage. Does it bother you that he’s seen them?”

“Not if you guys are cool with it. Accidents happen. I can help you get even by mentioning he has a big penis. I just saw it. I went to tell him I was home, and he was showering like you. Bathroom door and window were open to vent the steam and I saw him naked.”

“He’s big?”

“Yeah. You didn’t know? Not big like a porn star or anything but above average. By a good amount.”

“How would I know that about him?”

I shrugged.

“You guys do a lot together when I’m not around. I thought maybe you’d seen something, or he’d mentioned it.”

“Nope,” she said. “Nothing.”

“Well, now you know.”

“How is that fair?” she chuckled. “The guy has everything. No wonder he refuses to settle down. Why would he? Good luck, Mom.”

She handed me the soap and turned her back. I lathered, dipping farther than I needed to so I could suds her round ass too. She braced her hands on the tiled wall and pushed her butt at me. I spooned her and kissed her ear from behind. She slid her foot aside, parting her legs, and my penis slipped into the gap. She closed her strong thighs on me. I pumped, the slippery soap and warm water sending shivers of pleasure through me. Asha moved a hand down in front to nudge the head up and I pushed into her steaming cunt. God! That kind of pleasure hits like a hammer. I gasped into her neck and lightly bit her nape.

“Push it all the way in,” she moaned, and I did.


Chapter 5

I don’t do gyms, but Rowen does, so the next batch Mom got was them stretching together and working out as a happy couple. They came home and cleaned up and then Rowen went out the door for a date. Asha and I enjoyed a quiet evening at home and we both mentioned how much we missed it. We cuddled and watched a movie and fell asleep together on the big couch.

Keys in the front door woke us. The television has an auto-off so when Rowen and his date came in the front door, they had no way of knowing we were not in bed. They giggled from too much wine or weed, and she shushed him when he stumbled.

“Don’t be clumsy,” she whispered.

Asha looked at me and we held back laughter. I tightened my arms around her. Rowen and his new girl would pass soon on their way to the guest room. All Asha and I needed to do was wait.

Then we heard kissing. We heard the rustle of clothing.

“Not here,” the girl said. “Take me to your room.”

“I can’t wait,” he said.

We heard a zipper and Asha almost laughed out loud. She covered her mouth with her hand. Her eyes grew large. We lay frozen, waiting for them to leave.

“Suck it,” he said.

“You’re an animal,” she teased.

“That I am. I’ve gone months without and I’m dying, and you are something incredible. Simply gorgeous. I must have you.”

“You’re pretty hot too but we’re out in the open. What if they catch us?”

“It’s better here. My room is close to theirs. They’ll hear us and wake up. Put it in your mouth.”  

“So romantic.”

He laughed.

“Shut up and suck my cock.”

Asha and I heard the rustling of his pants.

“Oh,” she said. “Oh! That’s nice. You should have warned me though.”

“About what?”

“How big you are. I can’t take that.”

“Every girl says the same thing but then guess what? They do.”

“Have you fucked a lot of girls with your big cock, Rowen?”

“Too many to count.”

“So, I’m just a number to you?”

“Not yet, but the night is young.”

She laughed.

“You’re a heartless bastard.”

“That’s what they say.”

“Why should I mmpfh!”

Asha almost laughed again. It was clear Rowen had stuffed his cock into the poor girl’s mouth. We heard muffled protests which quickly faded. Soon a soft moan followed by a quiet slurp told us all resistance was gone. This new girl was already savoring the feel of that throbbing meat in her mouth.

“This is kind of hot,” Asha whispered, so low I barely understood her.

My wife wiggled her ass against my crotch. She was right: this was hot. We couldn’t see over the back of the couch, but neither could they. All we had were the sounds of sex to fuel our imaginations. They were only five or six feet away, but they were completely unaware of our presence. His date was getting into her blowjob, sucking harder and faster now.

“You got a nice cock, mister,” she paused to say.

“Please, sir, may I have some more,” Rowen replied.

She laughed again.

“You are more like Oliver Twisted,” she joked.

We heard him enter her mouth again. She was hungry for his cock. Asha reached a hand around and pushed her sweatpants down in back. She found the elastic waistband of my pajamas and moved her hand inside. I was already hard. She eased my dick out and guided me between her butt cheeks, hunting and finding her wet pussy. I gently pushed into her.

“Get your panties off,” Rowen told his date. “I’m going to fuck you right here.”

“Take them off yourself,” she shot back. “I’m busy.”

“I like her,” Asha whispered.

“Me too,” I agreed.

We heard feet shuffle and high heels click on the travertine as they took new positions.

“Condom, Baby,” she said.

“I don’t have one.”

“What? Is all this new to you?”

“I’ve been tested. I’m perfectly clean.”

Asha and I froze. Would she do it? Did she simply have to have his cock? I imagined her looking down at Rowen’s pulsating dick.

“Goddamn you,” she muttered. “If I get pregnant, we’re getting married.”

“Sounds good,” he said.

There was more rustling and then his date softly groaned.

“Oooooo, Jeez,” she murmured. “That’s a fucking cannon.”

“I’ll go slow.”

Feet shuffled and a quiet rhythm began. I imagined them standing, him behind her, the short skirt she’d put on earlier this evening, trying to look sexy, pushed up onto her ass. He held her hips and began to work his cock deep, back and forth, in and out.

“That’s a lot of good dick,” she groaned.

He pumped faster.

“I want to know what she’s wearing,” Asha whispered.

I gave her a look. Seriously? At a time like this her wardrobe is your concern? I rolled my eyes and Asha smothered a giggle.

“And what she looks like,” she added. “I bet she’s pretty.”

I pushed my cock deeper. Asha silently gasped and bit her bottom lip. I started a gentle in and out to match Rowen. Asha noticed what I did and melted.

“That’s sooooo hot,” she whimpered.

I fucked my wife in time with Rowen fucking his date. Her pussy got as wet as Asha’s, filling the air with the smell of hot pussy and the sounds of dripping cunt.

“You’re going to make me cum,” his date muttered, her voice filled with disbelief. “Make me cum. I love your cock. Make me cum.”

We heard her strangled groan. Rowen must have grabbed her around the throat. He plunged his cock over and over and partially strangled the girl and all she could do about it was orgasm. He’d covered her mouth with his free hand because we heard her throttled grunts and gasps.

“He’s making her climax,” my wife murmured.

I slowed my stroke. Asha rarely orgasms from penetration but if there was a chance she might because of our heightened situation, I wanted it. I pushed all the way in and paused for a heartbeat before withdrawing and doing it all again. Asha pushed her face into the crook of her elbow. The date’s orgasm was a drawn-out affair. She came a long time, whimpering and mewling. Her sounds got to Asha and my wife orgasmed too, hiding her face to smother the sound.

Rowen moved the girl away from the door and I noticed their reflection on the glass doors of the television console. He left his cock buried until her spasms slowed and stopped and then he withdrew from her guts and leaned back. The light from the porch shined through the front windows, illuminating his bold erection. Rowen sported a curved horn rising from his pelvis. He was thick and solid and strong. His date moved to her knees in silent supplication and bent the beast to her mouth. I peered over Asha’s shoulder to see if she’d noticed and discovered my wife riveted to the scene. We watched together as this pretty girl on her knees worked Rowen’s iron dick until he erupted with a frothy load. She licked and gulped his essence as quickly as he spewed it, and I thought Asha might cum again just from watching. How eternally beautiful it was to see a woman so completely submit to a man.

“She loves it,” Asha muttered. “Look at her go.”

The girl licked from balls to head, cleaning every inch of his throbbing penis. She held him reverently, savoring the flavor of the man, swallowing the seed he produced like she wanted to keep him inside her forever. When he finished his head hung, chin on chest. She stood and they kissed.

“More?” she asked.

“Much more,” he answered. “All night.”

“Good man.”

He took her hand and they adjusted their clothing before heading to his room. We watched them go until they left the reflection. His door closed.

Asha turned in my arms.

“That was the hottest thing ever,” she said, planting a deep kiss on me.

“So hot.”

“Rowen is a stud. What a man. I love how he just took control. She wanted to fuck him, but every girl feels a little shame over her own desires. Row took command. God, that was sexy.”

“Is that how you want me to treat you?”

She kissed me again.

“No, Baby. I want you to treat me like a loving husband. I’m just saying, you know, if a girl goes out to a bar to meet a guy and she runs into Rowen, she’s a lucky girl. That’s how you do a one-night stand. He’s terrible at the day-to-day stuff of a marriage. God, he’d be awful. But for meeting some guy and getting swept off your feet and thrown into a bed? Yeah, he’s perfect.”

“A cock like that is just a bonus.”

“His cock is what makes his whole sales pitch work. He has the right to be arrogant and cocky. Too many men act like that and then are duds in bed. Not Rowen. He acts like he can back up his words and then he does. That girl fucking melted when she saw his dick. All his bravado, which we women deal with constantly, turned into something real. She was thrilled. I was thrilled for her.”

A sweet cry of pleasure floated through Rowen’s bedroom wall. Asha slid down and took my hard dick in her mouth.

“Let’s take this to our bedroom,” I said. “I don’t want him to catch us out here.”

“Good idea,” she said.

We slid off the couch and held hands. As we passed his door, we heard her moaning and gasping.

“He’s fucking her brains out,” I said.

“Lucky girl. She’ll have stories to tell her girlfriends tomorrow.”


Chapter 6

Asha and I were planting a rose bush under our bedroom window when Rowen pulled up in his convertible. He left the car at the curb and crossed the lawn.

“Bad news, I’m afraid,” he said.

We stopped to listen.

“Mom wants to meet my girlfriend. She bought us tickets to fly to New York and spend the weekend at the Hamptons with her. We’d be home Sunday night.”

My jaw dropped.

“I’d love to see New York,” Asha said. “I’ve never been.” She turned her ten-thousand-watt smile on me and then saw the worry in my eyes. “Oh.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Oh. You’d be there and I’d be here. That’s no fun for me.”

“Come with us,” Rowen said. “Get a hotel close to my mother’s place. We hang out with her and then hang out with you. No biggie.”

Asha lit up again.

“That’s a great idea!” she said. “We all go to New York. I’ll be your girlfriend at night and Waylen’s wife during the day. Perfect.”

“Thanks so much you guys,” Rowen said. “I know this is dragging on longer than we thought. Hopefully this will get us there faster.”

He lifted his phone and wandered off, talking to Mom.

“New York,” Asha said, clearly excited.

I smiled and nodded and showed her I was happy, but inside my stomach flipped around. Would they share a room at night? Would they share a bed? Maybe Mom would insist on separate rooms since they weren’t married. She does hate scandal.

After our talk, things moved fast. Friday arrived and we boarded a plane. We planned nothing since we had no idea how things would go, reassuring each other that we’d stay flexible. A limo met them at LaGuardia, and I watched Asha and Rowen climb in and drive away. My wife and I had already said our goodbyes, but it was a gut check to see her leave. I took a taxi to my hotel room to wait.

Time is a bitch.

I kept glancing at the wall clock, so I grabbed my jacket and found a place to eat. I kept my phone where I could see it just in case but neither of them sent a message. I felt my guts digesting themselves and turned a hard eye on me. What was happening? Why was this suddenly difficult? The answer landed like a fist.

Now that I knew Rowen was hung, I no longer trusted anyone.

Did I think so little of my wife and best friend?

Was there something about Asha that made me doubt her now that we both knew? Maybe. Maybe I’d been subconsciously picking up on little clues, scattered comments or actions that had allowed distrust to worm its way in. What could I do about it? I tried to shove all my misgivings out of my head but that only made them worse. Ignoring them fanned the flames. I needed to face them head-on. What was the worst possible outcome? What would suck the most?

Fucking.

If Rowen and Asha fucked, that would be the worst thing that could happen.

Why?

This one took me a while but eventually I realized I was fearful my marriage would end. I was afraid Rowen the stud and his big dick could steal Asha away. He is charming and hung and fit and wealthy. I had a lot to worry about. I had good reason to worry. I loved them both, but they’re only human. What if something happened?

A new thought occurred, and I felt relief flow through me. Even if they fucked, it did not automatically mean the end of my marriage to Asha. There were lots of possible outcomes, including the act driving her closer to me. I’d flirted heavily with a woman at work until I realized Asha held my heart and I stopped. I never told my wife about that woman but just crossing the line even a little showed me what I truly cared about. I needed to trust my wife. I loved her. I needed to trust her. If she fucked Rowen and wanted to leave me, I needed to know that, too. Let’s get it out in the open and get on with our lives.

I sipped some coffee.

Most of my angst came from not knowing one way or the other. Resolution would feel fantastic. I drew a deep breath and held it, then let it out slowly.

No matter what happened, I’d be fine.

My phone buzzed. I snatched it off the table.

I told his mother I had to let a friend know I’d landed safely. Hello friend!

The picture was of Asha and Rowen seated at a tea table with a dour looking older woman. If she smiled, her face would shatter. I considered texting her back and saying don’t fuck him, but if I had to tell her that, then she wasn’t really mine. I texted back that I was glad she was safe and set my phone down again. I finished my food and coffee and headed for my hotel room, taking a long walk that took me to the Parrish Art Museum. I entered and killed a few more hours before eventually reaching my destination. I found playoff basketball and muted the sound.

The next message did not arrive until well after dark. I opened it to find a photo of Rowen and Asha lying on a bed. Asha was laughing, holding the phone to capture them both. They wore pajamas. The sheets looked expensive.

Oops! her message read. Look what Mother insisted on. She’s no prude. She’s a Modern Millie. No worries, we’ll behave.

My wife was having fun with this situation, just like we all knew she would. I finished the game and found a movie and actually managed to doze off. My phone woke me, hours later, when it chimed.

Goodnight, my sweet, she wrote. We’ll rendezvous tomorrow.

The picture was her in bed and Rowen behind her, on his side facing away and possibly already asleep. I was about to dim the phone when I noticed his pajama top was different from the first photo she’d sent hours before. I flipped to that picture and then back again, over and over, looking for little differences. Asha wore a different top too. By zooming in on the pictures, I was able to see around their bedroom a little. Piles of clothing on a chair and the floor, bathroom door open behind them and the mirror steamy. In the first picture I saw the dent over her shoulder of a bra strap. Not so in the second photo. She’d sleep next to him braless, those breasts he finds so gorgeous loose beneath her top.

I was killing myself with this nonsense. None of these things amounted to much. Maybe they played tennis or went swimming or did a million other things that could result in changing their clothes.

Sweet dreams, I wrote back. Miss you.

I fell asleep again, but my mind was jumbled. I dreamed of Asha sucking on a dick. Not Rowen’s, just a big veiny dick. She was laughing, playful, worshiping the dangling tube of meat. I woke up sweating and erect, Asha’s words ringing in my ears:

“She wanted to fuck him, but every girl feels a little shame over her own desires. But for meeting some guy and getting swept off your feet and thrown into a bed? Yeah, he’s perfect. His cock is what makes his whole sales pitch work. He has the right to be arrogant and cocky.”

That’s how Asha felt about the man and right now she was sharing a bed with him. Did they spoon? Was his thick cock nestled between her butt cheeks? Did she reach for him during the night like she sometimes does for me?

What about Rowen? He’s my best friend but I know he’s an incurable man-slut. No way he could share a bed with a pretty girl and behave himself. Such a thought would be inconceivable to him. Something would happen. My gut said it was true.

So why the fuck was my dick hard?

I threw the covers back. An orgasm would help me relax and fall back asleep. I shoved my boxers down to my knees and took my dick in hand. I closed my eyes, remembering the last time Asha gave me a blowjob. I focused on that and began stroking, but my mind drifted. I remembered Rowen showering. I remembered spooning Asha on the couch while we both watched the reflection of Rowen’s date sucking him off. I pictured that girl down on her knees and she slowly transformed into my wife.

Blood surged and my cock hardened. I imagined Asha sucking Rowen with perfect clarity. Our eyes met and she grinned around a mouthful of cock. He reached down and freed her tits from her dress. She held his cock up, displaying his impressive spear for my benefit. She kept her eyes on mine but slipped her mouth under to suckle at his ball sack.

I felt my orgasm rising.

I felt terrible guilt for fantasizing about such things. Asha had done nothing wrong. Why was I picturing her in such unfaithful ways? It was wrong of me, but my dick had never been harder. I was chasing a climax now, so nothing was off limits.

Rowen stood her up and spun her around. He shoved her forward and walked his cock to her slit from behind. I had time only to gasp and then he buried his cock in my wife. Semen blasted from the tip of my dick and arced across the bed. I heard the patter of droplets hit the comforter. I squeezed my eyes shut, stroking faster, and watched Rowen push every inch into Asha. My wife moaned. I moaned and shot ropes of hot sperm. Only his big balls remained outside her body, pressed against her cunt. He’d sheathed the whole long thick slab inside her. I moaned as my semen kept spurting, splattering my bare thighs.

Finally, I shot the last. I was a mess. My knuckles were covered. My dick and balls were dripping. I was dizzy but a huge yawn seized me. Sleep claimed me before I could even move my hand.


Chapter 7

I woke up in the same position, holding my deflated penis, my hand and body caked with dried cum. My mouth was dry like I’d slept with it open all night. I stretched, yawned, drank some water, and checked my phone.

Three messages had arrived from Asha while I slept, and I’d heard nothing.

I opened the first and gasped, then dropped to sit on the bed, my legs going out from under me. My wife had sent a photo with no caption. Just a picture. The room was dark, and Rowen was sleeping on his back beside her. With one hand she held the covers up and with the other she held her phone. Rowen had kicked his boxers off. They lay crumpled near his feet. He was naked from the waist down and he was hard as steel. His cock rested against his thigh, so fully engorged the raised veins cast tiny shadows from the flash of her camera. The angle and harsh light made him look twice the size of an average penis. What a menace. She might as well have sent me a photograph of a grizzly bear threatening her, or a huge black widow spider crawling up her leg. The danger was immediate and close. I studied every pixel of that picture. I checked the time she’d sent it and learned it had arrived right after I’d fallen asleep again. She’d spent almost the entire night in bed with that thing. I drew a ragged breath. I closed that picture and swiped to the next, terrified of what I was about to see.

She must have held the phone under her chin because the next picture was the entire length of her naked body. Breasts, nipples stiff, flat stomach, bald pubic mound, two feet holding the blankets up. Rowen’s half naked body ran along one edge. Asha was nude and under the covers with him.

Something squeezed my heart like it was trying to get orange juice from it. All the air left my lungs and I forgot to inhale. Thankfully, this photograph had a text message with it.

Rowen says his mother has an annoying habit of entering his room in the morning without knocking. We thought it best to make it look like we’re a real couple. So dangerous! Jealous yet? You ready to take back what you said? FYI, I’m soaked, but then again, I am a method-actor.

Lord above, what did the last picture have in store for me?

I gasped out loud.

Rowen was still dead asleep, but my wife had reached over and carefully lifted his hard cock to an upright position. She held him like a trophy, like big game she’d stalked and shot and now displayed to her friends. Her small hand gripped the base of his shaft, but her fingers did not meet.

They’d hugged innumerable times over the years. They’d kissed in friendly ways. Recently, they’d kissed with more intimacy, for the camera, for Mom. But now she was touching his cock, and touching crossed a line.

Rowen has the biggest cock I’ve ever seen in person, she’d written. Are you asleep already? Why aren’t you answering me?

I admit I stared. I stared at my wife’s fingers wrapped around his shaft. I zoomed and studied the wedding ring on her finger, her manicured nails, and, of course, my best friend’s dick. I understood better. Partly last night she was trying to get a response from me, escalating things, searching for a reaction. Frustrated, she’d given up and gone to sleep, like me.

I checked the time. They were up and about by now. I sent Rowen a text asking what the plan was for the day, but it was Asha that replied, slipping away from Mom to call me.

“How did you like those pictures?” she asked, once the pleasantries were out of the way.

“You had quite a night.”

“Nothing happened.”

“You touched his cock.”

“So? He was asleep. I touched him like a doctor would. I just wanted a good look at it. What’s it like having a hung best friend?”

“Pretty much what you’d expect. Years of watching him get all the girls and stride with supreme confidence through life.”

“That sounds annoying.”

“When you say nothing happened,” I said. “What does that mean?”

“Nothing sexual. He’s slept through the night.”

“No contact under the covers?”

“That’s not sexual. That’s incidental.”

“What happened incidentally?”

“The usual stuff.”

I waited. She was being vague, having fun teasing me.

“Okay, fine,” she said. “You’re no fun.”

“I’ll be fun later.”

She sighed.

“Our legs rubbed a fair amount. I felt his hand on my hip. The usual stuff.”

“Now tell me the parts you’re leaving out.”

She sighed again, but this one was exasperated.

“It’s no big deal,” she insisted. “It’s all stuff you’d expect from two people sharing a bed.”

I waited again.

“His arm rested under my breasts. His cock slipped between my legs. His butt touched my butt. I look like shit this morning because I woke up every time he inadvertently touched me or I touched him. I was on pins and needles all night.”

“Thank you.”

“We’re leaving soon for brunch in the city. Hopefully Rowen and I can get away for a little while after. I’d love to see you. He was right about his mom entering our room. We were both mostly naked and sleeping on top of the duvet. I was awake enough to know she saw us and backed out, after a good long look, of course.”

“Is she convinced yet?”

“Hard to say. They’re calling my name. I must go.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too, Baby. I hope we can meet up. I’m horny.”

She disconnected. I sat on the corner of the bed, staring at my phone. I opened messages again and found the last picture. Asha’s diamond caught the flash and sparkled against his rigid shaft. If I set aside the fact it was my wife doing the touching, the photo was hot and sexy. Of course she’s horny. I would be too if I spent the night naked in the same bed with a hot babe. My cock began to rise again as I looked at that picture and I wondered if I could get away with another orgasm. What were the odds Asha and I could meet long enough for sex?

I decided to risk it. I flipped to the body shot of her naked and then thumbed over to her holding his cock. I alternated between the two photos as I jerked off, a little bit hypnotized by the sight of Asha’s hand holding a big dick. It was a sexy, amazing sight.

I came fast and headed for the shower.

In the end it turned out I needn’t have worried about meeting Asha for a quickie. Mom never let them out of her sight. Night rolled around and I found myself back in my hotel room, hoping for more texts. I’d gotten precious few during the day and I was wondering how things were going for them. I heard nothing. Asha was too busy to send. In the morning I checked out and caught a ride to the airport, where I met them at our departing gate. Asha hugged and kissed me, explaining how Mom hovered all night, asking questions, watching closely. I said I was happy to put this trip behind us and they said the same. I listened to Asha tell me all about the city on our flight home.


Chapter 8

The three of us were eating dinner in the living room so we could watch a movie when the knock on the front door came. I hit pause and got up to answer it. Three big men wearing tactical gear burst into the room, pinning me against the wall and racing after Rowen and Asha. They used zip ties on us and placed us on the couch, Asha in the middle.

“You are Asha,” the leader said. “Which one of you is Rowen?”

“I am,” my friend said.

“Who are you?” the leader asked me.

“A friend. I’m Rowen’s best friend.”

He scoffed.

“We’ll see about that.”

One of the men had circled the downstairs, collecting the few photos we had. Only two showed Rowen. The other guy collected our phones and placed them on the coffee table. The leader examined the pictures.

“Why aren’t you in more photos?” he asked Rowen.

“I’m the guy taking the picture,” he said. “We do a lot together. Waylen doesn’t have a lot of money, so I bring him with me.”

“You like posing him with your girlfriend?”

“Those are just the photos I had framed, not all the photos we took.”

The leader looked skeptical, but he also looked annoyed and impatient.

“All right,” he began. “Listen up. Your mother sent me here to do a job. She believes you two are lying. I’m to determine if you’re truly a couple or if you’ve created some elaborate lie to get the money flowing again. I was going to do the whole private eye thing and spy on all three of you, but another, better job has come up and I need to put this one to bed. Here’s what’s going to happen. You,” he said, pointing at Asha, “are going to suck his cock right now, in front of all of us. Get to it.”

“What?” she snapped.

Rowen and I looked shocked.

“Do it,” the leader insisted. “Mother suspected there was another man involved and finding this guy here gives that some credibility. Suck your boyfriend’s dick. We’ll just watch and see how everyone handles it. I think I’ll learn enough to go back to mother with an answer.”

“I’m not going to suck Rowen’s dick. Certainly not in front of all of you.”

“Yes,” he said, suddenly menacing. “You will. Think of all the ways I could make things truly unpleasant for you or him or him. Would you like to see your friend punched in the face until he’s bleeding?”

I swallowed hard. I could barely breathe. Rowen’s mother is a cunt.

One man circled behind the couch and slashed the zip tie holding Asha. She rubbed her wrists. The men watched us closely, reading everything we did. I hoped Asha knew enough not to look at me or seek my okay.

“Get busy,” the leader said.

He and his men relaxed, slouching in chairs or leaning against the wall. Asha’s mind raced, seeking a way out. She raised her eyes to Rowen.

“It’s okay, Baby,” he said. “Just pretend they aren’t there.”

Of course he was so quickly fine with it. He was the one scheduled to get a blowjob. Was he thoughtfully reacting to Asha’s fears or was he an opportunist? I felt terrible the instant I thought such things. He was as trapped as us. When this was over, he’d feel awful for what had happened. My suspicions were unworthy. Asha gave him a weak nod, avoiding me entirely. She left the couch to kneel between his thighs. My heart was zooming, threatening to smash ribs and break free. I had to play it cool, or they’d know my reaction meant something else, but I doubted I could make it.

“You don’t need me here for this,” I said. “I have no desire to see his dick.”

“I do need you,” the leader chuckled. “I need you right there, watching. I need to read your face and know the truth. Keep your ass on that sofa.”

Asha started on Rowen’s zipper. Her hands shook. She drew it down and reached for the button. She opened the front of his pants.

“Stand up,” the leader said.

Rowen stood and gravity took over, dropping his pants in a pile around his ankles. He wore no underwear so just like that, his long bare cock hung in front of my wife’s face. I expected her to look away, but she didn’t. She stared right at it. I noticed his balls for the first time. They’d been obscured by angle or lighting until this moment. His big balls looked plump, full, like they sloshed with unspent semen. I kept my expression blank but feared I might pass out. Rowen kept his gaze on Asha, but she kept her eyes on his dick.

“The boy’s packin,” one of the tactical men said.

“Looks like this time the cobra has charmed the charmer,” said the other.

They all got a good laugh about that.

Rowen’s penis, untouched, began to fill. The head flared, pulling the shaft down from the added weight. Merely looking at Asha was enough for him. My wife saw what was happening to him and surprise coupled with excitement showed in her eyes. His dick began to lift, slowly, and she leaned forward to kiss the head. That sent a rush of blood surging and his cock twitched, thumping her softly on the chin. She jumped. The tactical men laughed. Annoyed by their laughing at her, she dragged her tongue along the top of his cock, starting at the hole at the tip and traveling every inch until she reached his trimmed pubic hair. Every man there felt that, including me.

“Oh, Mama,” one man said.

Nobody was laughing now. My wife lifted his growing cock and held it against his lower abs. She dipped her head and ran her tongue along him again, this time splitting his balls in their sack and then along the bulging underside of his cock all the way to the tip. Despite our terrible situation, I felt my penis shift inside my pants. It was an agonizing sight, yet I could not look away. Asha draped his penis on her face and slipped his balls into her mouth. These bastards wanted a show? My wife would give them a show. Rowen reached all the way into her hair.

She rolled his testicles around in her mouth, one then the other, and we all watched him grow. He lifted off her face and began to curve upwards, turning stiff, pointing at the ceiling. She got him hard as diamond and leaned back on her heels, proud of herself, admiring her handiwork. Rowen was into it now and stepped over her, steering her head back to his dick. He eased his fingers into her hair and tilted her head back. My wife dutifully opened her mouth. I’d stopped breathing a while back, but I gasped when his head vanished inside and she sealed her lips around him. She sucked, slurping a little, and then angled her neck to guide him deeper. He groaned.  She tried to bob on him, but he was too stiff. She pulled her mouth off.

“Sit,” she ordered.

He dropped like a rock. She climbed on the couch and leaned over his lap. He held his cock as an offering and she engulfed his meat again, vacuuming his cock and moving her head up and down. He rested an arm on her back.

“All right,” the leader said. “That’s enough.”

Asha continued. She was into it now. Her tongue swirled the head each time she reached the tip and before she plunged as deep as she could again. My wife fucked him with her mouth.

“I said that’s enough,” the leader said.

Asha continued. The man moved to the couch and pulled my wife off Rowen’s dick, leaving him covered with spit and waving in the air. A long strand of saliva connected her mouth to his dick.

“Now fuck,” he told them.

Rowen hung his head. Asha stared at the man, hard. Neither spoke for a long moment. My heart froze. I suddenly remembered the whole point of our little game, the whole point of the charade we played on Mother, was to get the cash flowing to Rowen again. I had to ask myself, was it worth it? We were doing all this for him. We needed the money he provided but, again, was it still worth it? Yet I did nothing to stop what was happening. I felt caught in a trance, each second pulling me forward to the next, mesmerized by Asha and the actions she took. She knew what we did as well as me, yet she also continued the charade. Buried deep in my mind was the question to which I already knew the answer. Asha understood she could stop at any time, but she didn’t. She didn’t because she did not want to. What she wanted was Rowen, and I doubted she even understood this about herself.

I found her lust electrifying. 

I saw it in every move she made, the way she touched him, the look in her eye. This desire was planted long ago and has been growing stronger year after year. Our ruse was but a thin veil for her to hide behind, justifying what she wanted anyway. The leader ordered her to fuck, and refusal never entered her mind. Why would it? She’d wanted to fuck Rowen for a long, long time.

My wife kicked off her slippers and whipped off her sweatshirt. She wore nothing underneath and each man there gawked at her pretty tits. She untied the drawstring and pulled her sweatpants down, kicking them away too, standing, briefly, before us all completely naked and unashamed.

“You can go to Hell,” she told the leader.

She faced Rowen and climbed on the couch, standing over and straddling him. She bent her knees and lowered her pussy, eager to feel him inside but masking her true emotions, even from herself. His cock throbbed, straining to reach her. Rowen was focused on the place where they’d unite and become one. He wanted her as badly as she wanted him. She paused, burning this moment into her memories forever but also doing the same to every man in the room. Asha reached down and took that hard dick in her hand, sliding her palms from balls to head, and then lined him up, resting the tip at her slit.

“Look at me,” she told him, and he met her gaze.

Her knees bent again, and her hips slowly sank. His cock head parted her labia and pushed through the tight opening. Both gasped softly as they felt that sweet penetration. His thick cock opened her wide, forcing her passage to spread, and she moaned, driving a dagger between my ribs. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. It was the worst thing I’d ever seen. My dick was stiff down the leg of my pants, but my heart was crushed. This could never be undone. From this moment forward, Rowen will have always had Asha, just like me. I watched his thick and veiny cock slowly vanish inside her. Asha perched atop his spear, using her body weight to drive him deeper. Her head fell back and her long hair swayed. She rested her hands on his shoulders and opened her knees wider, forcing his dick to reach all the way up, far deeper than I’d ever been. The room was absolutely silent.

“Love it,” my wife rasped.

She lifted several inches to feel him moving in there and then settled, driving his meat deeper than before. Up and down she worked her pussy, polishing his iron shaft, wetting his cock so he could reach the depths of her. At last her stretched pussy lips reached the root of his cock. She held herself there, head rolling side to side as she savored the sensation of a pussy stuffed with meat.

She lifted herself almost off his cock before plunging all the way down again. All the air rushed from her lungs. She paused at the bottom and then repeated her stroke. In seconds, she was fucking herself on him.

I watched my wife lose her mind riding on another man’s dick. His fat cock did things to her I’d never seen. She was soon moaning and gasping, driven crazy by the pleasure of his bulky meat. I barely recognized her. We’d made love many times, but I’d never seen her like this. She bounced on his cock, hungry for him, lusty and eager. An orgasm began to build and she chased it, crying out when it slammed into her. Her nipples stiffened and goosebumps traveled around her skin in waves.

We were all affected. Each of us adjusted our pants, stiff, uncomfortable erections trapped behind denim. I don’t know what they’d expected to see, but I was sure this display exceeded anything they imagined.

Asha climaxed again and this one took the top of her head off. My wife screeched and hugged my friend, pressing her tits against his chest and howling. Her cunt gushed juice down his shaft. She leaned back and grabbed his face, kissing him deeply while riding him hard.

“Enough,” the leader muttered, but Asha did not stop. “Enough!” he barked.

My wife was a runaway train. Her ass rose and fell, flesh slapping loudly, as she fucked herself on him. She was out of control, passionate, mind filled with nothing but fucking. Rowen grabbed a breast and stuffed her nipple in his mouth and Asha climaxed again, wailing like death was coming for her. She ground her cunt down on him until every ounce of energy drained from her. She sagged, spent. The leader motioned to his men and they stepped close, dragging a limp Asha off Rowen and lowering her to the floor.

“What about me?” Rowen complained.

The men laughed.

“You take care of that yourself,” the leader said. “Not my problem. Let’s go.”

They collected themselves and filed out the door. I followed them and shot the deadbolt, turning to face my wife and friend. Rowen’s cock stood up from his lap like a deep red spike. He gleamed with my wife’s juices. He stared at naked Asha lying on the floor and wrestled with himself over what to do next. Asha came around, lifting her head and glancing around the room.

“They’ve gone?” she muttered.

“Yes,” I said.

My wife rolled onto hands and knees and then crawled towards Rowen; her gaze fixed on his pulsating dick. She braced her hands on his thighs and pulled herself up, slithering onto his body and kissing him. She rose high enough that her pussy found itself poised over the head of his dick again, and then she reached down and nudged him in, easily sliding down his thick length. He moaned.

“I can’t leave you like that, can I?” she asked.

“No,” he rasped.

She moved her hips sensuously, milking his engorged member, coaxing his load up from his balls. I stood frozen, watching my wife fuck him now that she no longer had to. She rocked her hips and lifted a breast to his mouth. He suckled, alternating between her nipple and her hot kisses. I tried to find the words to protest what she did but found myself too hypnotized by her actions. She looked so sexy. It was clear what her intentions were and when he muttered she was going to make him cum, she only pumped her hips faster. He gasped and gripped her around the waist and moments later grunted as he began spraying hot sperm deep inside her. Asha cried out, impassioned, hungry for it and then satisfied to feel him pumping his load into her. She collapsed against his body, chest heaving. She’d fucked him when she was ordered to, but she’d also fucked him of her own free will. I tried to tell myself I was unsure how I felt about that, but my dick pulsated down the leg of my pants. It was clear how I truly felt about what she’d done.

Slowly, she came back to herself. She looked around, meek and confused. Reality dawned on her slowly and she raised her eyes to mine. Dismay twisted her face.

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered. “I’m so sorry.”

I sent my gaze over her body. She squatted on him, his fat cock still firm enough to stay lodged in her cunt. Semen leaked around the shaft and ran to his balls and there was a lot of it. Her pretty tits were mashed against his hard chest. Her back glistened with a sheen of sweat. She’d fucked him hard. She’d worked at making him cum. His fingertips dented her smooth skin as he held her in place on his lap. His cock buried in her felt fantastic and he wanted the moment to last.

Asha studied my face, searching for my reaction. I stood and stared, in shock, dumbfounded. She noticed the bulge in my pants.

“Are you—?” she said.

She removed Rowen’s hands from around her waist and pulled herself off his softening cock. His penis slithered out of the depths of her and flopped against his leg. She moved to the floor and crawled to me, hurrying to open my fly. She pulled my cock out. I was rock hard. She took my hand and leaned backward, pulling me with her. She laid on her back and opened her legs to me, and my eyes went straight to her leaking cunt. It was a painful and erotic sight. He’d stretched her and filled her and left a gallon of himself in her, yet I had to resist the urge to plant my mouth over the used slit and devour my wife until she came for me.

“Make love to me, Waylen,” she pleaded.

She plucked at my shirt, hoping to pull me down and in. I let her have her way. How could I not? My lovely naked just fucked wife offered herself to me. I fell on her and we kissed, and she was quick to reach down and guide me in. I exhaled everything in a shock gasp. Her slick and slippery pussy was an oven, cooking me in an instant. I pushed my dick through her sopping tunnel until my pubic bone met hers. The feeling was fantastic, but it was the knowledge, the mental stimulation that rocked me. I was fucking Asha after she had fucked another. My heart felt like it would explode. I couldn’t contain all this excitement. Asha danced before my eyes, dazzling, breathtaking, suddenly far more desirable than ever before. I grabbed her wrists and pinned them to the floor and began to piston my cock in her soaked cunt.

“Yes, Baby,” she whimpered. “Fuck me.”

I went a little insane. I admit that. She hooked both legs behind me and urged me to fuck her hard. This was her punishment and in delivering it, I washed her sins away. If I wasn’t okay with what she’d done, why was I erect? If I wasn’t okay with what she’d done, why was I fucking her and not screaming at her. With every thrust of my hips, her guilt faded.

“Cum in me, Baby,” she begged, and I pounded her even harder. “Add yours.”

I groaned. Her words set me on fire. Add your. Good God, I would squirt my semen in to mix with his. I groaned loud and long. The thought tortured me but also drove me on. A demon whipped my back, whispering terrible things about my wife and another man’s cock. I was so hard I feared I’d rupture.

When I came, it was an explosion. I didn’t spray semen, I spewed it, I blasted buckets out of my cock. I bellowed like an animal and screeched like a woman. The pleasure was so intense it sometimes crossed over into pain. I poured my nuts into her and then lost all strength, dropping on top of her like a wet towel. She hugged me and said sweet and loving things. I was dazed.

I vaguely realized I was crushing her, so I rolled to the side. My body was electrified. My mind spun out of control. I could not form a thought.


Chapter 9

“I’m not saying it makes sense,” Asha said. “It doesn’t. I see that now. But, in the moment, it was simply a continuation of what was already happening. Those men may have left our place but my task, the order I’d been given, remained unfinished. All I thought was poor Rowen, I did, and he didn’t. It felt incomplete. His poor penis looked neglected, standing up so big and tall. I couldn’t just leave him like that.”

Rowen had gone to bed. Asha and I sat on the very couch where she’d fucked him. A large wet spot sat between us, but I tried not to look at it.

“I think I understand.”

“Do you? That would be wonderful. I feel terrible but after all, the fault lies with those men, not me. Well, some with me but mostly with them.”

She shuffled closer, now seated on the spot. She had to feel it under her naked butt. Maybe she liked how it felt. Maybe she liked it because it was a mix of her and Rowen. She kissed my lips softly.

“You got hard,” she murmured.

I looked at my hands in my lap.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Baby. I’m sure it looked hot. We know Rowen so we know I was safe. It was just sex. Rowen and I have played the part of lovers for his mother so many times, having sex with him felt natural.”

“You liked it. A lot.”

“I can’t deny it. I figured we’d come this far, I might as well go farther, but I’m just acting, Baby. It’s not real.”

I scoffed.

“That was as real as it gets. I’m just confused and upset.”

“I thought you were secure and never jealous.”

“I did say that, once, but that was before I actually watched you fuck another man right in front of me. That shit was intense.”

“You got hard,” she said again.

She had a point. How could I argue? How could I say what she did upset me? Worse, how could I insist she never do it again?

“Let’s go to bed,” I said. “I’m tired.”

She kissed my earlobe.

“Maybe fool around a little?” she asked, coy.

“You knocked my dick out,” I said.

“I’m still horny.”

“Sorry, Baby. Penises don’t work like that.”

She nuzzled my neck, kissed my ear again.

“Tongues do,” she said.

I froze. She wanted me to give her head? After she’d been fucked? Twice?

She sat back, hopeful. Her pleading eyes skewered me.

“I know we still need to work out the emotional side of what just happened between me and Rowen. I get that. I know it’s not resolved. But it left me hot and bothered. If I’m honest, Baby, that’s the hottest sex we’ve ever had. I’m not ready for sleep yet. How could I be? Pussies don’t work that way.”

She grinned. How could I be mad?

I pounced, pushing her backward and lifting her legs. She whooped and tried to catch her balance but then my mouth was on her mound, my tongue splitting her labia. I tried not to think about what I was doing but discovered her slick pussy excited me. I pushed a finger in and licked her clit. She made incredible noises. I pushed her legs higher, over her body, and she spread them, offering her cunt. I realized I was still horny too. I parted her labia with my fingers and licked her delicate inner folds.

“God help me,” she groaned. “That feels amazing.”

She reached between her legs to grab the back of my head and pull my mouth against her. I pumped a finger deep and used another to tease her G-spot. She moaned, gratified. I surprised her with a pinkie up her ass, something we rarely play with, and soon she was moaning and groaning constantly. Her cunt and asshole spastically clenched around my digits, and it turned me on. I worked her until I had her close to cumming and then I really worked her, driving her pleasure to the stars and triggering a powerful orgasm. I did not stop nor give her even a moment to catch her breath. I doubled my attack and drove her climax even higher, tormenting the woman until I had her wailing. Her pussy was gushing, soaking my hands and face, but I was relentless, famished, tonguing and sucking, driving her insane. Her pussy tasted different but, in a strange way, better, or at least more exciting. Here was the evidence of what she’d done, undeniably.

She grabbed my leg and pulled, and I realized she wanted to sixty-nine. I shuffled into position and lowered my soft cock to her hot mouth. There are things a woman can do with a soft cock she cannot do to a stiff one, and I enjoyed all those things right then. I desperately prayed for an erection but if one never arrived, and it didn’t, I still enjoyed myself. When Asha orgasmed again, her pussy squeezed my finger like a clamp. 

At last, she could take no more. Now she was ready to sleep. We left the couch for our bed and snuggled. We had a lot to discuss, or maybe we had nothing. Rowen’s mother was to blame. I could give my wife a hard time for fucking Rowen when she wasn’t forced to but what was the point? What’s done, is done.

Asha was ready for sleep but now I wasn’t.

She sank into slumber like a lead weight. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling. She nestled under my arm and soon breathed deep and relaxed. I wondered what the men would report back to mother. I wondered if the sex test was their own idea or hers. I could see her suggesting it to them, she’s that big an asshole, but maybe she was vague in her request, and they took it upon themselves. I looked down at Asha naked sleeping body and saw Rowen’s hands on her again. I saw his thick cock invade her tight pussy. I saw again how her expression twisted from the intense pleasure. After a weekend spent in bed with the man, I had no doubts she found herself desiring him. Women always wanted Rowen.

Eventually, sleep came for me too.


Chapter 10

Five days later, it happened again. Rowen had just entered our place and announced he was home, and Asha and I were saying hello from the bedroom where we were hanging a new framed picture. Rowen stepped inside the house and tactical men shoved him from behind, pinning him to the wall. One man locked our door.  They marched him back to the bedroom and ordered Asha to suck his cock. Rowen protested and I protested but Asha only scoffed, acted like she was upset, and then whipped her hair around and tied it into a ponytail. She dropped to her knees with little hesitation and focused on his button fly. I thought I was going to protest again but my wife’s face stopped me. The anticipation I saw looked something like glee. She spread his pants open and tugged them down, freeing his hefty dick.

“Do you believe us now?” My wife asked the men, lifting Rowen’s penis and dropping the shaft on her tongue. She sealed her lips around his spongy prick.

“Keep going,” the leader said.

My wife needed no encouragement. She appeared eager. She stuck her tongue out and rested his head on it, then looked up to meet his eyes. Once she held his attention, she closed her lips, holding him in there, looking amused.

“I love it when you do that,” he said, taking her head in his hands.

She playfully tried to smack his wrists away, like couples do, but he held on. He began pumping his hips, gliding his fat dick in and out of my wife’s mouth. I suddenly remembered how she’d tasted after us, and I knew where this was headed.

Rowen got hard quickly. Whatever discomfort he’d felt the first time these men did this was long gone now. Soon his cock stood on its own, pointed at my wife and ready for more. The leader told both to strip.

“You hang around these guys a lot,” he said to me.

“We’re best friends.”

He looked skeptical.

“You ever bang her? She seems to like sex. Is Rowen ever too busy so she calls on your services?”

“Never.”

He pointed at my wedding ring.

“You married?”

“No,” I said.

“Are you gay?”

“No.”

“Hm.”

He returned his attention to the lovers, naked now, and moving onto the bed without being told. Asha tried to push Rowen onto his back but that did not match his mood. He grabbed her hair and pinned her on her back, swatting her thighs open and moving between her legs. Her eyes flared with excitement as he asserted himself. He moved over her, and they kissed. Asha’s hand sought his hard dick and found the stiff weapon already pointed at her pussy. She kissed him again and tugged him forward. He sank into her. My wife’s moan sliced right through me.

My critical eye told me this time was far more convincing than their first. They moved with familiarity, they touched with intimacy. They cared about pleasing each other. The report the leader would take back would be much more credible. Perhaps, he thought, the first time they were ordered to fuck they’d been too nervous having an audience. No more. These two were all over each other as if we didn’t exist. Rowen fed Asha his dick until his big balls covered her asshole. She groaned, filled with dick, and pulled his head down for hot kisses. He left his cock embedded for a long time before finally moving his hips. Asha rested a hand on his muscular ass just to enjoy the rise and fall as he fucked her. He dipped his head to suckle at her breasts before rising again to kiss.

Their desire and intimacy were off the charts.

So why did my dick grow stiff again?

Asha looked so sexual. The sounds she made, how wet she got for him, her stiff nipples and desperate yearning. She was so hot to fuck and be fucked I got caught up in her desire. We all did. Rowen too. She was a panther, a fiend. She brought her legs up beside his body to help him get deep, to help him touch places in her no man had ever touched. Her face showed me what his cock did to her, and she was losing control. That big dick was mastering her right in front of us all.

“All right,” the leader said. “Good enough. I’m convinced you’re a legitimate couple. You can stop.”

But there was no stopping them. They were ravenous. Rowen’s fat balls slapped her butt, and his thick shaft filled her tunnel. We all heard how her soaked pussy welcomed him. She smothered his lips with searing kisses. She held his head and whispered hot things into her ear, hot things none of us heard but which drove Rowen crazy. An instant later he was pounding my wife into the mattress. She circled his neck with her arms and opened her legs wide, then opened them wider, toes pointed at the corners of the ceiling. Her full tits bounced and shook. Her moans grew louder until she had to pull her lips away from his to howl as an orgasm slammed her. Rowen was true to his man-slut nature and never slowed, never paused, hammering my girl into the blankets and sheets until she cried out again, a second climax washing over the first. The leader may have told them they could stop but he and his men stayed rooted. This was something to see. Rowen was fucking my wife into oblivion, and she welcomed every stroke.

“Where do you want it?” he growled.

“In me,” she hissed. “Deep, Baby. Fill me.”

“Holy shit,” muttered one of the men watching. “That’s pretty hot.”

Rowen continued his assault, grunting from exertion, driving his cock deep over and over. Finally, his grunts became a long-drawn-out moan as he drove his cock deep one last time and kept it buried, balls rising and falling, asshole clenching and relaxing. He was blasting her full, sperm surging. My wife clawed at his back, recklessly eager to be claimed. His lust for her was exciting but her wild runaway desire for him turned my cock to steel. I can’t explain it. Watching her fuck him with such abandon made me want her more than ever. My cock ached in my pants. He was flooding her insides with his seed, inseminating my woman right before me.

I was inexplicably hard.

He crumpled as the last drop rocketed from his big dick. Asha wrapped comforting arms and legs around him, hugging him, murmuring sweet things.

“Let’s go,” the leader said. “I’ll make my report. Mom will be pleased.”

They filed out, looking back, leaving me alone with these two. I suddenly felt like I was intruding on something private. Asha happened to turn her head my way, recognition dawning. Her expression turned to dismay as she realized I was still in the room, still watching over them, and still her husband.

“Fuck,” she muttered. “I’m sorry, Waylen.”

I don’t know what expression I wore but whatever she saw turned her face quizzical. Her gaze traveled down my body to the obvious bulge in my pants.

“It turns me on that you love to see me fucked,” she said.

“Do I?”

“You do. It’s foolish to pretend otherwise.”

What could I say?


Chapter 11

The theater was deathly silent. Even the long red velvet curtains covering the walls held their breath. Nobody moved. The scene on stage was intense. The house lights were off with only a pale blue spotlight, an artificial moonbeam through a dirty window, to illuminate a small bed. The setting was a shabby inner-city apartment rented by a down on their luck and barely hanging on married couple.

Asha played the cheating wife.

Jasper played the wife’s lover.

Asha received call-backs on several offers, successful auditions from weeks ago, but she’d turned them down to do something edgy. This play was called Veracity, and she’d never done anything like it. She’d gone full nude before, but this play left how far things went up to the actors. Improvisation was written into each scene. The actors were free to go as far as they wished. The producers had them sign waivers stating they understood that they made all choices of their own free will.

“The intensity of realism is the point,” the director had told them. “I want the audience to wrestle with what their eyes are telling them, but I want to capture the actor’s surprised responses too.”

The play was rife with heavy scenes. In one a supporting actor would be allowed to lightly cut himself. Another would punch himself in the mouth. Near the end of the play, when the husband finally confronts the lover, the director asked that the fight be as real as possible.

I’d shared my misgivings with Asha, expressing to her what I felt was the difference between acting and actually doing.

“This takes method acting too far,” I’d said.

A week before opening night we were rehearsing her lines and she informed me the male who would play her lover had been selected.

“Not much time to learn his lines,” I’d said.

“He has few.”

“That makes sense. They just need a hot guy to stand there and be a hunk. It’s the wife that gets all the good lines. What’s his name? Have I seen him act before?”

She’d bit her bottom lip.

“Maybe,” she’d said, and acted coy.

“Have you worked with him?”

“Yes.”

“What’s his name?”

“Jasper,” she’d said.

Jasper. Tall, handsome, hung Jasper. He’s not as good an actor as Asha, but for this role he did not need to be. He had few lines, as Asha mentioned, but he had an outstanding body and an impressive penis, perfect for the part of a cheater. This was the man responsible for tempting a faithful wife away from her husband. He was a visual representation of why some women would cheat.

At this moment he stood nude before my nude wife, gripping her wrist, trying to convince her to fuck him one last time before they ended their adulterous relationship forever. Asha had delivered her lines about how she felt too guilty and could no longer see him. It was over. The audience, including me, held our breath to see how he’d respond. It was a crucial moment in the direction of the story. After this scene, their relationship would never be the same. The tension built. As if it had been written into the script, Jasper’s cock began to rise. The crowd stayed silent, but I felt electricity crackle.

Asha dropped to her knees like a devout Catholic finally hearing the voice of God. She stared at the thing as it grew, lifting and expanding. My wife assuming this submissive position was all improvised. Oral sex was not in the script. I know because I’d read her lines with her over and over for weeks. I know that play as well as she, and sucking dick was not part of this scene. My wife wrestled with her desires, what she wanted as opposed to what the scene called for. She was torn.

What happened with Rowen was not our fault. Rowen’s mother imposed that on us. Even when Asha went farther than she needed to, I still blamed Mom for putting us, and especially my wife, in that position in the first place. I did not fault Asha, and my reaction surprised us both.

But this was not imposed on us. This was Asha knowingly, willingly, crossing a line. I may have held my breath like every other person in that audience, but for altogether different reasons. The scene is about a wife cheating. Was I about to see mine do the same? Worse, was an auditorium filled with people about to witness my woman cheat? I spied the director in his box looking thrilled. Asha had added an element of sexual tension the director had never dared ask for. The audience was stunned but enthralled. They’d known this play would push boundaries when they purchased their tickets. Asha has been a different woman since she was coerced into sex with Rowen. Our marriage has never been so intimate. Asha has never been such a tigress in bed. Rowen got his money from mom and quickly rented a penthouse of his own. In some ways we were sorry to see him go. In other ways, we were not. When Asha first showed me this play and said she wanted to star in it, I knew what itch she was trying to scratch. 

Jasper’s cock had risen to point at her mouth.  Asha was mesmerized. She knew what she was thinking was wrong, but she struggled with her desires anyway. Jasper was a consummate professional, waiting for his leading lady to make the next move. Asha lowered her head and kissed him softly on the head of his cock. The audience was dying inside, stressed to breaking. The air in this huge room felt too thick to draw a breath. My wife knelt before a new cock and weighed what she wanted against what she ought to do.

Her lips parted and the tip of his cock eased into her mouth.

The crowd gasped. The tension wasn’t relieved, the tension doubled, tripled. She leaned forward slightly, and the head of his cock slid along her tongue, moving into her open mouth, vanishing from our sight. The audience squirmed in their seats. Jasper remained motionless, allowing Asha to do as she willed. My wife placed her hands behind his knees and gently pulled, easing his meat deeper, adjusting her neck to allow his inches to slip in. Her lips stretched around his girth.

“That’s someone’s wife,” the man seated next to me muttered to his friend. “Can you imagine? Look at the wedding ring on her finger.”

“This play blurs the line between acting and reality,” his friend murmured.

“I don’t think the male lead expected her to do this,” the first man said. “She’s sucking his cock all on her own.”

“Because she wants to. Look at that thing. What girl wouldn’t?”

They had a nice chuckle and then focused on the stage again. My heart was thumping behind my ribs. Asha moved slowly, languid and relaxed, sucking his cock like a dream. She held the crowd in the palm of her hand and knew it. She misbehaved and did not give a fuck. She wanted everyone to see how naughty she could be. She knew I was at her performance tonight, so that included me. She was sending a message to everyone, me included, that this was the new Asha, like it or not.

The problem was, I did.

My heart may have been racing but my eyes were glued. That fat tube of meat in her mouth held me enthralled. When, after a few minutes, Jasper helped my wife to her feet and pushed her backward onto the bed, I knew what was coming next. We all did. The theater was as silent as a tomb. He strode forward, still playing his role even with a impressive erection, and crawled on the bed between her legs. Every person in that auditorium was ready to see that thick cock penetrate her. They all wanted that. She opened her legs to him and reached down, taking his hard dick in hand and guiding him forward. They may have been playing roles, but they weren’t acting. How many scenes had they done together where this act was faked? Here, at last, they both got what they wanted. What had happened with Rowen and those men set us up for what was happening right now.

His cock rested at her opening for a moment as he used his weight to push through her tight hole. Then she groaned as his cock began to fill her and every person there felt what they felt. If an orgy had broken out right then in that auditorium, I would not have been surprised. The director wanted the audience to be shocked? He got what he wanted.

Jasper hooked his arms behind her knees and moved over her body, bending her legs backward and spreading them wide. Now we all saw his thick cock plugging her hole, stuffing her. We saw her winking little asshole, clenching like she tried to grip something. My wife moaned under him, stuffed with cock. He began to pump his hips, his gleaming wet cock a fleshy piston. He leaned down to suck one of her nipples, folding her body in half, and then he started to pound her. Jasper had known my wife for years. They’d performed scenes together too numerous to count. They’d kissed, hugged, pretended to make love over and over again and all that time, his desire for her was real. Here, at last, he was buried balls-deep inside her. This was a fuck he’d never forget. He’d make sure of that.

Asha muttered her lines and he spoke his but we’d all kind of abandoned the play. This was a love scene and what they said to each other mattered less now. They were fucking right in front of us.

“I hope he cums in her,” the man next to me said. “How hot would that be?”

“This show will sell out for months,” his friend replied.

My mind stumbled. He was right. Asha and Jasper would reenact this scene again and again for the weeks-long duration of this show. Sweet lord in Heaven. My wife would fuck Jasper four nights a week for months.

My dick began to stiffen. I needed to admit some things to myself.


Chapter 12

Rowen may have moved out weeks ago, but I was still finding his junk lying around. The man had a habit of saving every scrap of paper he came in contact with. I found phone numbers scrawled on bar napkins, receipts for clothing and carwashes. I found flyers for landscapers and real estate agents. I also found dirty socks and T-shirts and even a porno magazine. Rowen is insatiable.

I collected the trash in one bag and the clothing in another. I straightened the mattress. I was straightening the nightstand and chair when I noticed the corner of a scrap of paper tucked under the mattress. I lifted the pad and withdrew a hastily scrawled phone number and the name of a company.

Silent Professionals

It was Rowen’s handwriting. Curious, I moved to our office and checked on the Internet. Silent was a mercenary for hire website, coordinating civilians with tough pros. Why the fuck did Rowen need tough pros?

A bolt of lightning zapped me right between the eyes. How could I have been so stupid? His mother did not hire those men.

Rowen did.

Mother gave him the ultimatum and Mother demanded he send photos of his steady girlfriend and Mother insisted he bring the girl to New York so they could meet, but all that did was light a fire inside Rowen. Asha was probably the first woman Rowen got into bed that he did not have sex with. They shared so much intimacy, so much personal space, yet Asha got away, almost untouched.

Rowen couldn’t stand it. He hired guys to push their way into our home and force us to allow Rowen to finally get the girl he wanted. Hell, now that I thought about it, I remembered countless times I caught him looking at Asha over the years. He’d wanted my wife for a long time. Playing Mother’s silly game only made things worse. He cracked. He saw a way to have her, and he took it.

My best friend had lied to me. He’d lied to us both, me and Asha. Worse, and perhaps unforgivable, he’d ignited something in my wife, something rendering her as insatiable as him. Jasper fucked my wife several times a week now. The play was an underground hit. Word had spread and ticket sales were high.

I heard a thump at the bedroom door and turned to find Asha watching me.

“What did you find?” she asked.

I showed her the scrap of paper, and then I showed her the website. She connected the dots rapidly.

“Rowen paid those men?” she asked, already knowing the answer. “On one hand I hate that he lied to us. On the other hand, I’m flattered that he wanted me so badly he’d dream up such a scheme. I must admit I’m flattered.”

“I’m hurt. He lied right to my face. I thought he was my best friend.”

She slipped her comforting arm around my shoulders.

“Maybe he is,” she said. “In a way, he tried to protect you. Yes, he stole something that belongs to you, but he went to great lengths to hide the truth. Maybe he was trying to shield you from the hurt, while getting something he simply had to have.”

“I get what you’re saying, but a true friend would never have tried to fuck you. I know you love that he desired you so much, but I’m hurt.”

“Is it the sex that upsets you, or is it the lying? Because you’ve watched Jasper take me over and over on stage and not said much about it. Do you still get hard watching me get fucked?”

“Every time. I’m hurt that he lied.”

“Let’s confront him. I’ll invite him over to collect some things he left behind and then we can hit him with that paper you found and what our suspicions are. We can’t undo what he did but maybe you’ll get some satisfaction by looking him in the eye and telling him you know.”

“Not now. I’m too angry. I’m too upset. We’ll confront him, soon, but not now.”

She let it go. She was ready to face him, but I wasn’t. She was right. I do love watching her get fucked. God help me, but I do. I glanced at her face and was surprised to see disappointment. Then it hit me: Asha wanted Rowen to come visit again. Asha, my loving and devoted wife, wanted to be fucked by Rowen again. She didn’t care that he’d lied. She was pleased. She loved being desired so much, she loved being the prize at the end of an elaborate scheme. The same truth that hurt me, turned her on.

“Call him,” I said, impulsively. “I’ve changed my mind. Now that we know what he truly wanted, and since I can see you want it too, let’s invite him over and get everything out in the open. I’m not ready to lose my best friend and I love making my wife happy.”

Asha could not hide her glee.

“I know you want to fuck him,” I said. “Let’s see if it makes me hard.”

End.
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