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A Gift For Anne: An Accidental Hotwife Story


Prologue

Sam hung up the phone, finally confident that the gift he got for his wife would be waiting for her when she got to the hotel after her conference tomorrow. His hands shook when he thought about how she would react to it. It was something she’d wanted for some time, something he had wanted for her. He’d just never been able to bring himself to let her have it, even though he knew it would make her happy.

Would maybe make her feel like her old self, if only for a while.

Anne had always been a very sexual person. She’d been the go-to blowjob queen at her high school, but she was only getting warmed up. When she went away to college, a place where she didn’t have to worry about disappointing her family, she got even crazier.

When Sam met her near the end of their college experience, she had slept with three of his friends. When they started going out, he figured she was an easy lay and that he’d move on from her the same way his friends all did.

It didn’t turn out that way. Sam and Anne fell in love, and she seemed surprised at how doting he could be despite her stringing him along with no sex for several weeks while she still messed around. They hadn’t fucked, in fact, until after she’d gone through two more of his friends, who had no end to the stories they told about how hot she was, how tight her pussy was, how talented she was with her mouth.

He brushed it all off. He was jealous, sure, but in the end, he got the girl and never looked back. Still, a part of him had always regretted the sudden change she had made in her life for him, and he often wondered if she regretted it as well.

His favorite sexual fantasies, his most-watched porn, didn’t help matters any. He loved cuckold porn, videos that featured a man -- usually with penis caged or physically bound in some way -- watching their wives and girlfriends fucked by men who could do a much better job than the woman’s significant other could. He loved women who owned their sexuality, who felt comfortable fucking as many men as they wanted without caring what anyone thought of them. He even included Anne in fantasies he played out in his head, and they had been starting to roleplay them in bed.

Taking it to that next step, however… that was big.

He was a little jealous now of the gift he’d gotten her. It had taken a lot for him to work up to doing something so crazy, but he felt like she deserved it. He felt guilty for not being able to go with her to the conference she’d be attending. The fact that it was also her birthday tomorrow made him feel even worse.

Also, she was up for a big award, and she felt sure she would get it. It would’ve been great to be able to celebrate both things with her -- her birthday and the award -- but he just couldn’t get off work.

She was on her way to Palm Beach alone, where she would maybe get a big award and then spend the rest of her three-day trip there just relaxing, swimming, and sampling the cuisine, all on her company’s dime. She worked hard, rose through the ranks quickly, and deserved everything she got. His heart ached that he couldn’t be with her, but he hoped the gift he got her would make up for it.

He figured he would be a nervous wreck until she saw what it was, and probably for some time afterward, too.

It turned out he was right about that, but for reasons he could not have foreseen.


Chapter One

“I’m so proud of you, babe,” Sam said through her phone. “I just wish I could have been there to see it.”

“Me, too,” Anne replied, sighing while twirling some of her dirty blond hair around a delicate finger. She was riding a high right now, and sex would cap a perfect day. Alas, her husband had to stay home for work and would not be joining her in her hotel room this evening.

Anne had just received her company’s Salesperson of the Year Award, given out every year at their big conference. This year the conference was in Palm Beach, which, as cliche as it was, was the most exotic location she’d ever visited. It was certainly more exotic than South Point, Ohio, where she’d been born and had returned and sometimes felt destined never to leave again. The company had sprung for everyone to stay for three days, so it would’ve been the perfect vacation if she was able to spend it with someone she loved.

The award was always a big deal since it also came with a sizable bonus, but it was even more special this year. Anne was the first woman to win this award in the company’s nearly 100-year history. She did it despite everyone around her telling her the only way she could be successful at this company was to sleep her way to the top. Even Sam at first had (jokingly, she was sure, but given her past and the porn with which he was obsessed, maybe not) suggested she might need to find someone to blow to get anywhere.

The company even had to scramble to change the wording on the award plaque when it became clear she was going to win. It had previously always said “salesMAN of the year.”

“So, since I can’t be there, I’ve arranged something special for you at the hotel,” Sam said. His voice was quavering. “You’re in room 316, is that right?”

Anne gulped, instantly trying to figure out what he could mean. “Yeah, 316,” she said. “What is it?”

He laughed. “You’ll have to wait and see. Suffice it to say it’s something that you’ve wanted for a while. And something I’ve wanted for you but wasn’t sure about.”

She felt sweat starting to bead on her forehead. The first thought that popped into her head seemed crazy, but it grabbed hold of her and wouldn’t let go. Could he have arranged a man for her to fuck while she was here? She felt like slapping herself across her own face. Why had her mind instantly gone to that? It was something they’d often fantasized about, and their porn-watching rarely involved anything other than cuckold or hotwife videos. Sam had even posted pictures of her body — tiny A-cups and all — on Reddit for other guys to “tribute.”

It was an excellent kink for him to have, given how much she missed her old self. But, to her great disappointment, he had been adamant that he could never see himself allowing something like that in real life. That it would have to remain a fantasy forever.

“I have no idea what it could be,” she said, in a voice that was barely above a whisper.

“Oh, I think you know exactly what it could be,” he said, laughing again. “Why don’t you head on over and see for yourself. Happy birthday, baby.”

Maybe she wasn’t thinking clearly since she was still so excited about winning the award, but she couldn’t imagine that her husband had somehow gotten her anything other than someone to spend the night (or nights) with. How he would’ve arranged something like that was a thought she shoved out of her mind as quickly as it entered.

She almost came out and directly asked him before they got off the phone but didn’t want to ruin the surprise that she was already, with more than a bit of hope, expecting.

Her panties were positively soaked.


Chapter Two

Anne saw him as soon as she stepped off the elevator. He was every cliche imaginable: tall, dark, and handsome. He was wearing nothing but gym shorts and flip-flops and was waving a keycard over the door handle of her room.

“Hey there,” she said as she walked up to him, looking over every square inch of his body as she drew closer. He was fit as all hell without being overly muscular. His chest was mostly hairless, but there was a patch of hair below his belly button, pointing to treasures below.

She surprised herself with her own confidence, but why not be confident in this situation? Her husband was finally letting her indulge herself — and really, this was what he wanted deep down, too, even if he’d never admitted it. She’d seen his browser history; sure, they watched cuck porn together, but he watched way more often than just when he was with her.

“Hi,” he said, flashing impossibly white teeth. His lips were full and looked soft, and she could only imagine what they would feel like on her mouth — and other places.

“Let me get that for you,” she said, waving her own keycard over the door handle. She opened the door and walked past him, feeling on her arm the heat from his naked chest.

When he didn’t follow her immediately, she turned and smiled at him. “Well, don’t be shy,” she said.

He smiled again and said, “I’m not sure I have the right room.”

She wondered if his hesitation was because she probably didn’t look like the women he was used to servicing. While some men liked the whole innocent, girl-next-door look, she knew porn had shifted the attractiveness level of someone like her down a few notches. Not that she wasn’t pretty, but usually, this guy would be way out of her league, and she knew it.

“Oh, you have the right room,” she told him, slowly unbuttoning her blouse. “Come on in, and I’ll show you how right it is.”

She shrugged off the blouse and then removed the bra that she really didn’t need from her tiny breasts. As he stood looking at her amateur striptease, she reached down and pulled her panties down and out of her skirt.

He took a look up and down the hallway and then back to her. The fire in his eyes looked like he was about to eat her alive, and she couldn’t wait.

She felt dizzy like she might fall back at any moment. Luckily, he was there to hold her up as he kissed her for the first of many times.

---

He had his tongue in her slit almost before she had fully landed on the bed. She gripped the blanket covering the bed with both hands and held on for dear life. He was an animal down there, buried in her skirt, making audible slurping sounds as if he was starving, and her pussy was his favorite meal.

She couldn’t believe the sensations she was feeling. Sam went down on her occasionally but never like this. And back in her wilder days, most of her adventures left little time for foreplay. She started to wonder if she might have her first oral orgasm.

She didn’t have to wonder long.

He put a finger in her as he licked, and she was surprised that it went in as quickly and easily as it did. She must have been even wetter than she’d realized.

She had her first orgasm of the evening as shock waves of electricity coursed through her body. Her thighs clamped around his head so tightly that some part of her worried she might be hurting him. Most of her didn’t concern itself with thoughts of his well-being.

She had gone from not having anyone other than her husband in five years to coming on a guy’s mouth minutes after meeting him.

She realized she didn’t even know his name.

She was about to ask when he stood up and took off his shorts, revealing one of the biggest cocks she’d ever seen up close. It wasn’t like the ones you see in porn, and it wasn’t incredibly long, maybe 7 inches, but its girth was incredible. She sat up and reached for it, quickly forgetting the need to know his name.

She worked his shaft with both hands, eventually taking one hand down to cup his smooth, warm balls. Now it was his turn to be dizzy, it seemed, as he swayed back and forth as she stroked him.

“Anyone ever tell you you have magic hands?” he asked, closing his eyes and holding his head up in the air.

“Only my husband,” she said, rubbing a bit of precum over the head of his dick.

“Your husband?” he asked, suddenly turning all serious.

“Yep,” she said, as she stopped touching him long enough to slip out of her skirt. She went down on her knees, eye level with his cock, her back against the bed.

“I didn’t know you were…” he began, but she interrupted.

“My hands may be magic, but my mouth is legendary.”

“Oh, really?” he said but gasped as her tongue found his prick. He had a considerable amount of precum dripping from the tip which she cleaned off, savoring the taste. She didn’t give Sam many blowjobs because his cum tasted nasty, but it was her favorite thing to do back in the day. This stranger must have been doing something right because he was delicious.

Deciding to mirror his behavior, she engulfed his dick with more enthusiasm than she’d ever had giving a blowjob, and that was saying a lot. She missed giving multiple blowjobs in a day, like back in her high school years, and wanted to make up for lost time. She took as much of him in as she could, but he seemed to want more. He put his hands on the sides of her head, slowly running his fingers through her hair. She moaned as she enjoyed the feeling of his hands on her scalp, and then he shoved himself even farther into her mouth.

She gagged on his cock as he face-fucked her, ramming into her mouth with the same intensity as his tongue in her pussy only minutes earlier. Saliva ran out of her mouth when he pulled back, and she looked up to him with tears forming in her eyes. When their eyes met, she whimpered, but whether it was from pain or lust, even she couldn’t tell.

He stopped suddenly, pulling slowly out of her mouth. She fell forward, holding herself up with her hands. Her hair brushed against his sloppy wet dick.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Sometimes I get carried away.”

Through heaving breaths, she said, “It’s okay,” and she meant it. She stuck a hand on her warm mound, knowing what she would find and still not believing it: she was even wetter than before.

“We can stop if you want,” he offered.

“Fuck that,” she said, reaching for him again and licking her lips. “I’m just scared if you come too soon, I won’t get the main event.”

“No danger of that. I can be ready again in a few minutes. Ten tops. My refractory period is legendarily short.”

She raised both eyebrows and looked up at him, holding his prick in one hand. “Really? My husband’s done for the day if he comes once.”

“I feel sorry for him,” he said. “And for you.”

She smiled at that. “Now, where were we?” she asked, opening her mouth and inviting him back inside.

He was even rougher this time, but now that she knew what to expect, she got better at taking it. Every time she made eye contact with him, he smiled down at her and seemed impressed with her increased vigor.

“I’m going to come,” he announced smoothly as if he weren’t ramming her face at what felt like a hundred miles an hour. “I’d like it to be in your throat, but I’ll let you decide.”

Anne pressed her lips tighter around his glorious cock and started stroking with one hand. She felt the pulsing of his prick microseconds before he emptied himself into her mouth. She’d never let Sam finish in her mouth like this, and the hot, slimy mess that was suddenly flooding onto her tongue, against her teeth, and into her throat was too much to handle.

She fell back away from him onto her ass, coughing and gagging. Most of his cum spilled out of her mouth onto her breasts and stomach, her arms too tired and sore to attempt catching any of it. She’d had every intention of acting out porn scenes of playing with his cum before swallowing it all, but the harsh reality of it was just too much.

She fought back the urge to vomit, gasping almost uncontrollably. The cum ran from her stomach into her crotch, which she thought was pretty fucking hot, so she allowed herself to enjoy that.

He knelt next to her, his dick somehow still looking hard.

“Are you okay?” he asked, genuine concern coming across.

She nodded, still out of breath. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever been part of.”

He laughed, and it was a big laugh. “I thought I broke you.”

She used the bed to help steady herself as she got to her feet. “Not yet, but the night is young.”

He stood up and kissed her full in the mouth, even though she still had a fair amount of his cum on her face. He started to push her back onto the bed.

“Do you want me to clean this off first?” she asked.

“Nah,” he told her as he laid her back. “You’ll just have to clean more off later.”

He told her he was going to be gentle — he still seemed worried about the trauma he’d put her mouth through — but that was a lie, and, really, there was no need. Her pussy was ready and willing to do what had to be done.

He did enter slowly as if wanting to savor the moment. He met almost no resistance, which surprised her. Even Sam, with his much smaller penis, had to take it slow when entering her. What little pain she now felt with this strange new man, as his cock pushed against the walls of her pussy, was welcome.

Once he was in, his animal side took over once more. He slammed into her, and she felt the stirrings of another orgasm. She tried to help out by moving her hips in time with his, but it was pointless. What movement she managed to make was nothing in the wake of his onslaught.

He wasn’t making love to her; he wasn’t even fucking her. He was using her body for what right now seemed to be its only purpose. She may as well have been a Fleshlight.

And she loved it.

She came again only a few minutes into it, and when he realized she had, he slowed down his pounding until he stopped altogether. He just lay on top of her, supporting his upper body with his arms on either side of her, and brushed her dirty blond hair away from her forehead.

“Let me know when you want to continue,” he said, pulling his cock from her wet and gaping hole. “I know it might be… sensitive down there.”

Anne shook her head. “You have no idea. But I’m ready.”

She rolled over and stuck her ass up in the air. This whole experience felt like a porno, and she decided to lean into it. “My husband prefers missionary, so I don’t get this very often,” she said. “C’mon.”

“My favorite position,” he told her, moving behind her.

She felt his prick touch her asshole. It wasn’t the entrance she’d intended, but she couldn’t blame him. She was the one who stuck it in the air as if it were a goddamned invitation.

For all the men she had fucked and sucked in her younger days, she realized she’d never been all that adventurous. Nearly every time had been ordinary, run-of-the-mill, vaginal intercourse or a blowjob-then-done. When she felt the tip of this handsome stranger’s cock push against the one hole in her body that had never been occupied, she felt a sharp, stabbing fear. She said, in a voice so soft she wasn’t sure he was going to hear it, “Not that.”

If he didn’t hear it, she resigned herself to the pain that would follow. She had some vague idea that ass-fucking required a fair amount of prep work, but she wasn’t thinking clearly and decided to let whatever happened happen.

That in and of itself got her off — what was she becoming? Or, more accurately, what was she becoming again?

“Okay,” he said after what must have only been seconds but seemed much longer.

She had only a moment to wonder about what might have been, and then he rammed his cock into her pussy again, shoving her whole body forward on the bed.

When she came this time, there was no hint of him stopping like the other times. He only went on for about a minute after she came until he did as well, his orgasm accompanied by a single grunt.

It was only when she felt his hot mess bursting inside her that she realized neither of them had even thought about using a condom.

---

Anne opened her eyes to see him staring at her. She had a fleeting moment of panic as she emerged from sleep, but the tenderness in his eyes sent that panic fleeing.

“Did I fall asleep?” she asked, already knowing she had. She could feel his dried jizz on her face, stomach, and inner thighs and wondered how long it took cum to dry.

“Just for a bit,” he said. He kissed her on her cheek, where some of his dried cum remained, and said, “I really need to get going.”

She sighed. “Can I see you again?” she asked as he got out of the bed. “I’m here for two more days.”

He smiled and walked over to the desk, his flaccid cock still beautiful even when soft. He wrote something on the notepad lying on the desk.

“Wrote my number down for ya,” he said as he picked up his shorts to put them back on. “What’s in the box?”

“What box?” she said.

He nodded toward the desk, where a gift-wrapped box sat. “Looks like someone sent you a gift.”

“I don’t know,” she managed to get out through trembling lips. She looked at him and then back to the box and realized what she had done. “It’s my birthday,” she said numbly.

“Well, happy birthday,” he said. He bent over and kissed her forehead. “Guess you got all sorts of gifts today, huh?”

She looked up at him with shame and regret and lust all waging war in her mind and nodded wordlessly.

“Call me in the morning,” he said. “We’ll have lunch or something and then see where things go from there.”

And with that, he left her.

Anne didn’t know how long she lay there, terrified of the gift-wrapped box and what it meant she had just done to her wedding vows. She finally decided to get up and face the music.

She felt beautiful soreness between her shaky legs as she went to open the box. She looked at the notepad first. Her lover had written his number there, but not his name, so his identity remained a secret. This sent a shiver down her spine that only intensified the strange mixture of regret and longing she now felt.

She opened the box and saw that it was an ultra-realistic thrusting dildo she’d wanted for a long time. She’d seen one like it in a porno and told Sam about it. This one was modeled after a real porn star, famous as most of them were for his large cock. Sam had said he wanted to get it for her but thought he might be jealous since he was so conscious of his size. She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

And then her phone rang. She didn’t have to look at it to know who it was, and she couldn’t bring herself to answer it.

When she listened to the voicemail, she wasn’t surprised to find that Sam wanted to know how she liked her gift. She didn’t have it in her to call him back and pretend like everything was fine. She’d deal with it later — if at all.

Sam called again after midnight, no doubt worried he hadn’t heard from her. She might have answered at that point if she wasn’t busy. She had her brand new thrusting dildo drilling her cunt while she stared at the phone number written on the notepad.


Chapter Three

Anne woke up to the sound of her new thrusting dildo. Exhausted after the previous day’s activities, she must have gone to sleep without turning it off. At least she’d had the good sense to pull it out of her pussy first. She couldn’t imagine how sore she would’ve been by now if it was still going to town in there.

The damn thing had excellent battery life.

The sheet of memo paper with the stranger’s — her lover’s — phone number on it lay on the pillow next to her head. Part of the ink had smeared thanks to the saliva that came out of her mouth as she thought about him while her dildo fucked her, but it was still legible.

She didn’t know whether to be scared or excited about that.

She checked her phone. There were 14 missed calls — each with a voicemail — and twice as many texts from her husband. Sam was no doubt beside himself with worry that she hadn’t responded. After fucking a complete stranger because she thought he was the gift her husband sent her before finding the real gift — the dildo — she just didn’t know how she would deal with the fallout.

She still didn’t.

But she knew she needed to call Sam and at least let him know she wasn’t dead. She still had two more days here in Palm Beach, and she couldn’t avoid his calls for that long.

Sam answered on the first ring. He sounded like he’d been crying.

“Did you have your phone turned off all night?” he whimpered. “I was worried sick, Anne! I thought you hated the gift I got you and then maybe even me and…”

Then he just started bawling.

Ugh. Sam was in one of his moods again. He was usually a lovely guy, and she loved him very much, but when he got all whiny like this, it really soured her stomach.

“Listen, Sam, everything is fine,” she lied. “I was just really tired after getting to the room and went to bed early.”

It took a minute before Sam reduced his crying to mere whimpering. “So you didn’t see the gift I got you?”

She sighed. “I saw it,” she said. “It’s great.”

“Great?” he said, tears seemingly all gone now. “That’s not exactly the reaction I was going for…”

“Don’t be like that,” she said. “I really like it.”

“So you used it already?” he asked, noticeable excitement building in his voice.

“Yes,” she said. “I used it.”

“I thought you said you were tired,” he muttered.

She sighed again. This conversation was making her tired.

“I was so excited by your gift I used it immediately,” she said. “And I was drained afterward, so I went to bed.”

“Oh,” he said. “I guess that makes sense.” He sounded unsure.

It annoyed her that it sounded like he didn’t believe her, but given that she hadn’t exactly told him the truth, she figured it was just what she deserved.

“It’s a very nice gift,” she said. “Very thoughtful.”

“I thought so,” he said. “I wanted to remind you of the good ol’ days.”

“You mean when I was a slut?”

“Well, I wouldn’t put it like that. I know you gave up a lot when we got together.”

After yesterday evening, she couldn’t agree more. She hadn’t felt so alive since… well, since before she got together with Sam. At the time, she used to call herself a slut and own that shit. She hated that most viewed the term as derogatory. It was something that others wielded as a weapon of judgment against women (it was always only women -- men could fuck whoever they wanted and suffer barely any consequence) who enjoyed sex the way it was meant to be enjoyed -- with gusto and variety. She couldn’t wrap her mind around that being a bad thing. At least, not until she got with Sam. He was so sweet and took care of everything she ever wanted, that she thought giving all that up for one man was the way to go.

Now, she was more unsure of that decision than she’d ever been.

“Are you there?” he asked. She must have been lost in thought longer than she realized.

“Yes, I’m here. Look, Sam, I really appreciate the gift and…”

“Because I couldn’t stand it if I thought I might lose you.”

“Lose me? To a vibrator? I mean, it’s a hell of a sex toy, but…”

“I want you to enjoy yourself,” he said. “But I want to know I’m enough.”

He didn’t ask a question, but a question hung in the air across their cell connection regardless. She didn’t answer it.

“Am I not enough?” he finally asked. “Is there someone else?”

She wasn’t sure how he’d leaped to that conclusion, accurate as it was. It startled her enough that she remained silent, which just made Sam start crying again.

She wasn’t going to deal with this right now. She told him she’d talk to him later if he could compose himself and hung up the phone. She felt cruel for doing so and almost called him back to apologize. But she felt like her whole world had undergone a radical shift over the last 24 hours, and she wasn’t prepared to discuss how channeling her old self might fit in with her role as a sweet, loving wife.

---

She hadn’t entirely decided whether to call the number on the memo sheet before now. At least, that’s what she told herself. But, now, after dealing with the sniveling mess that was her husband, she longed for the man who had spoken to her so tenderly even as he used her body so roughly—the man whose name she didn’t even know.

She picked up the paper and typed his number into her phone.

His name was Douglas, he told her when she called. Never “Doug,” always “Douglas.” She told him hers. He said he’d love it if she’d have lunch with him. He said he had someone he wanted her to meet.

She felt a flutter in her stomach but had no idea why.

She dressed in one of her trademark floral-print sundresses. Her tiny breasts didn’t really need a bra, so she didn’t put one on. She thought about not wearing panties, too, but she was already so wet thinking about Douglas she didn’t want to risk leaving a mess on a chair somewhere.

She looked herself over in the mirror before she left the room. Her light brown eyes and dirty blond hair were her own but seemed to belong to another woman—a woman who would never betray her loving husband.

But that woman had left the premises yesterday. It hardly mattered that the reasons she did what she did were a misunderstanding of the nature of her husband’s gift and an auspicious encounter with a man who had mistaken her hotel room for his.

She had done it. Douglas had brought her to orgasm with his mouth, and she returned the favor before he fucked her as she’d never been fucked before. The damage had been done, and she saw no possible harm in meeting him for lunch.

It’s not like she was going to fuck him again, right?


Chapter Four

She met Douglas at Roger’s, a bar and grill. He was sitting at an outside table with a stunning woman who looked like she’d be right at home on a porn set. She had long, dark red hair with jet black streaks, heavy makeup, tattoos everywhere, and breasts that each had to be the size of Anne’s head.

The woman smiled at Anne as she approached their table. “Is this your friend, Douglas?” she asked him.

Douglas turned and flashed his bright white teeth at Anne. “Yes, it is. Anne, I’d like you to meet my wife, Montana.”

Anne felt like falling. “Your wife?” she whispered.

Montana smiled and extended her hand. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Douglas and I have an arrangement. One that he takes advantage of far more often than me. He can be quite… voracious.”

Anne took Montana’s hand and felt a jolt run up her arm as the other woman gently stroked Anne’s palm. “I love it when my husband comes back to me satisfied,” she said as her hand lingered on Anne’s. “And last night, he came back very satisfied.”

Anne felt herself blushing, and she also felt something she’d never felt this close to another woman: arousal.

“You weren’t lying, Douglas,” Montana said, finally pulling her hand away from Anne. “She’s cute as hell.”

Anne blushed again as Douglas pulled a chair out for her to sit down.

The lunch was surprisingly normal for such an intrinsically bizarre situation. They chatted about anything and everything except for what Anne and Douglas had done the day before. They talked about work, Anne’s Salesperson of the Year Award, and Montana’s career as a romance and erotica novelist. Douglas had helped found some social network Anne had never heard of, which was now defunct. Luckily for him, he’d managed to sell it off to a competitor and net himself enough money he’d never need to worry about anything again.

They talked about their personal lives. Anne told them about her wild past and marriage to Sam. Douglas and Montana didn’t pry about her husband and instead went on to regale her about their adventures as a polyamorous couple. They had an open relationship and could each pursue whoever and whatever they wanted. Anne was envious that they could enjoy so much freedom but still be devoted to one another.

They all had a good laugh about Anne’s misunderstanding about her husband’s gift that had brought them together. Montana said it was fate, and when Anne chuckled at that, Montana suddenly grew serious. She genuinely didn’t believe anything happened unless it was destined to happen. Anne, who had long ago stopped believing in those kinds of things, humored her but had to admit it was a comforting thought.

They surprised her by having heard of her town before. She’d never met anyone who wasn’t from South Point or nearby who’d ever heard of it. But Douglas had gotten his bachelor’s degree from Marshall University, just across the river in Huntington, West Virginia, and was familiar with the area.

Occasionally, Douglas or Montana would reach over and touch Anne’s hand as they talked about something. Throughout the meal, Anne felt Montana’s leg brush against hers under the table and stopped assuming it was an accident after the first couple of times.

So it didn’t completely take Anne by surprise to hear Montana’s suggestion.

“Let’s take her back to our room, Douglas,” she said, looking Anne straight in the eye.

“Great idea,” Douglas said. “I was hoping you’d say that. What do you say, Anne?”

Anne, who had only rarely before even considered the idea of touching another woman sexually, much less touching that woman and her husband at the same time, understood perfectly well what was being proposed. She thought of Sam, alone at home and maybe still crying because she hadn’t answered his phone calls the day before. Her pussy was wetter than it had been in her entire life, but there was just no way she could let this continue. Maybe the initial mistake could be forgiven, but if she crossed this line, she would become something entirely unlike herself.

The self she was supposed to be now.

“I’m sorry,” Anne said, holding back tears. “This is not me. You guys are lovely, and I wish things could be different, but…”

They each put a hand on her own. She was surprised at the tenderness radiating from this insanely hot couple.

“It’s okay,” Douglas said. “We understand.”

“We don’t want you doing anything you regret,” Montana said. “At least not too much. We’ll make do with the what-could-have-been.”

With that, Anne got up and left her wild new life behind.

Or so she thought.


Chapter Five

She thought she’d seen the last of Douglas and Montana, and that really had been her intention. She broke down as she walked away from their table and was full-on sobbing by the time she made it back to her room.

She threw herself on her bed and tried to collect herself. She picked up her phone, wanting to call Sam for some reason, thinking he might comfort her. After the way she’d ended their call earlier, though, she didn’t feel like she had the right to ask for comfort. Still, her finger hovered over his entry on her call list for some time before she finally threw down her phone in disgust.

But what was the source of her disgust? Was she ashamed of herself and what she’d potentially done to her marriage? Or was it something else?

After a while, she realized she wasn’t crying because of what she’d done to Sam. She was crying because of what she had done to herself. She’d wanted to go back to their room with them -- her pussy ached for the missed opportunity even now -- and she hated herself for turning them down.

She wondered if she still had time to turn things around and realized if she didn’t try, she might forever shut off this part of herself that she felt needed exploring. Her hand was opening her door before she even realized she’d made the decision.

---

Douglas had mentioned during lunch how he’d gotten their rooms mixed up. Their room was 416, exactly one floor above hers. He’d simply gotten off on the wrong floor and wasn’t familiar enough with the room numbers to realize his mistake. She timidly knocked on the door, wondering if they would even hear it.

Montana opened the door, completely nude. Anne considered herself straight, but the sight took her breath away and made her dizzy. The goddess before her was toned in all the right places and still impossibly curvy. Her large breasts, their erect nipples seeming to point right at Anne, looked perfect for tiny hands to explore.

“Hi there,” the other woman greeted her. Douglas came to stand behind his wife. “Everything okay?”

Anne nodded, wiping at her eyes. She felt embarrassed to show weakness in front of this creature, but not as much as she might have thought. “I was hoping…”

“The answer is yes,” Montana said. “If it’s what you really want.”

“I think it is,” Anne said, and she stepped inside.

---

Montana turned out to be just as greedy as her husband.

She pulled Anne’s sundress up over her head, licking at Anne’s nipples as she did so. Throwing the sundress to the side, she bent down to pull Anne’s panties down, turned Anne around, and shoved her, bent over, onto the bed.

Douglas took a seat in the chair at the desk and just watched.

And then Anne experienced having her ass eaten for the first time. She felt self-conscious because, while she was a very clean person, she obviously hadn’t known this would happen and hadn’t been prepared. If Montana had any issues with the cleanliness of Anne’s asshole, however, she certainly hid them well.

She was gentle with her tongue, barely probing the asshole itself. Instead, she licked around it and on it and eventually started using her lips, too. The feeling was more incredible than she would have thought possible.

Montana started rubbing Anne’s clit as she licked her ass. The sensation of another woman’s long fingernails there took Anne over the edge. Seconds later, she came on Montana’s expert fingers, raising her ass so it pressed against Montana’s face.

Montana pulled away, leaving Anne a quivering mess on the bed.

“Holy fuck,” she said, “I’ve never…”

From his chair, Douglas said, “This is going to be a fun couple of days, I can already tell.”

Anne rolled onto her back. Montana climbed onto the bed on top of Anne, her huge breasts dangling above Anne’s face. Anne couldn’t help herself, felt her hands drawn to the other woman’s tits as if she had done this a million times before.

She craned her neck up so she could reach Montana’s left nipple and kissed it. Montana groaned appreciatively.

She looked down at Anne and asked, “I’m guessing you’ve never eaten pussy before?”

Anne shook her head and shivered. Montana sighed and moved to straddle Anne’s face. She carefully lowered herself to Anne’s mouth and said, “First time for everything.”

Anne felt like she was watching from a distance, like it wasn’t her who was licking another woman’s pussy lips for the first time. She hadn’t known what to expect — not really — but Montana’s cunt tasted sweet, with just the hint of some sort of metallic flavor. The pungent smell made her dizzy, but it wasn’t bad — she actually loved it. She started kissing and licking with a fervor, mimicking what Montana had done to her ass. She smiled when Montana rewarded her with encouraging moans.

She could get used to this.

As she focused on pleasuring Montana’s snatch, she suddenly felt a mouth between her legs. Douglas had had enough of watching and wanted to join in. His expert mouth was just as she remembered it.

She had trouble concentrating on Montana’s delicious pussy, but Montana didn’t seem to mind. She looked back over her shoulder to see her husband snacking on Anne’s cunt. She started massaging her clit as Anne licked her, helping herself get to where she was going.

Not being able to see Douglas through his wife’s sexy body made what he was doing feel even better. She tried her best to grind her snatch into his face, and he must have noticed — he picked up the pace with his licking and gentle biting.

It was almost overwhelming. The intoxicating scent and taste of the beautiful woman above her, the sensation of an unseen mouth on her own pussy. If Anne had been asked what her husband’s name was at that moment, she might not have remembered.

She did her best to keep attention on Montana, but after a while, it was all she could do to occasionally lick the other woman’s tangy lips. Douglas was just too damn good with his mouth. Montana didn’t seem to mind; she was building to her own orgasm with Anne’s now meager efforts and her own fingers.

When they came together, at nearly the same instant, it was beautiful, impossible, chaotic.

Montana fell to Anne’s side after a moment. Anne, nearly out of breath, managed to look down at Douglas. He hadn’t completely stopped licking at her now almost painfully sensitive pussy. He looked at her and raised an eyebrow.

“You can stop now,” Anne said. “Give me a minute to recover.”

“Poor Douglas,” Montana purred. “Two gorgeous women in his room, and they finish without him. Whatever can we do to help him out?”

Anne looked over to her and smiled, biting her lower lip. “I’ve got an idea.”

As if able to read Anne’s mind, Montana motioned for Douglas to join them on the bed. Pushing him onto his back in unison, the two ladies licked either side of his rock-hard cock as their fingers played around his balls and taint.

As she watched Anne take her husband between her lips, Montana said, “It’s lucky he’s on his back. He can be a little… overzealous if you do that while he’s standing up.”

“She knows,” Douglas moaned, apparently enjoying Anne’s attention very much.

“Oh, really?” she said, raising an eyebrow at Anne, who smiled around the cock in her mouth. “Apparently, he didn’t tell me every detail from yesterday.”

Montana pulled her husband’s dick out of Anne’s mouth and engulfed it herself. Anne looked on in amazement, her fingers moving from Douglas’s prick to Montana’s face and back again, at something she’d only seen in porn. She felt the briefest of regrets when she realized she would never be satisfied with being only with her husband ever again.

Douglas started moaning louder, telling Montana not to stop. Anne had other plans, however.

“Let me have it,” she said.

Montana sucked hard one last time and then popped the cock of her mouth. She shoved it toward Anne and said, “Be my guest.”

Anne started sucking on the head of Douglas’s cock as if her life depended on it. Montana stroked it in time with Anne’s head bobs. Douglas got even louder.

“Go ahead, dear,” Montana coaxed him. “Empty yourself into your new slut’s pretty little mouth.”

No one else had called her that in a very long time. But Montana didn’t say it derisively, as had often been the case in the past. She seemed to use it in the same way as Anne always had, and her cunt responded to the word as if someone were touching her there. She started furiously rubbing her clit.

And for the second time in two days, Anne had jizz in her mouth. This time, she didn’t gag one bit.

Douglas and Montana watched with rapt attention as their new toy played with herself, the remnants of cum on her lips. After she had come, she collapsed, exhausted.

Douglas got up to go to the bathroom. Montana lay down close to Anne, absent-mindedly running her fingernails over Anne’s breasts.

“I’m a little out of practice,” Anne said.

“I couldn’t tell,” Montana said.

Anne felt her face flush, and she turned away.

Montana turned Anne’s face back and looked her in the eye. “Nothing to be ashamed of,” she said. “It turns me on when I find someone who enjoys this as much as I do. A lot of times, when we have a third, they’re not always so… enthusiastic.  Let’s just say… this is good for all three of us.”

She felt warmth well up inside her. She smiled as she snuggled against this strange woman’s shoulder. After a few minutes, Montana nudged her.

“One thing we do need to work on is your backdoor,” she said.

Anne gulped. “Yeah, he seemed a little disappointed when I wouldn’t let him…”

“Don’t worry about it,” Montana said. “He would never — and I mean never — force you to do something you weren’t willing to do. That being said, I think you’re missing out. And it is his absolute favorite thing to do, so…”

Anne sighed. “I’ve got one more day before I go home. I don’t suppose you could give me some tips for my first time?”

Montana rolled to her side and looked at Anne, smiling. “Sweetie, I thought you’d never ask…”


Chapter Six

After Montana gave her some advice on anal sex, and they decided that Anne would try to give Douglas what he really liked tomorrow, the trio fucked again. This time, they both raised their backsides to Douglas, and he alternated between Anne’s pussy and Montana’s asshole until the ladies both climaxed. Then he emptied himself onto their different yet equally sexy backsides, doing his best to ensure an even distribution of semen.

Anne didn’t make it back to her room -- or check her phone -- until after 8 pm. At which point she saw that Sam had called and texted more times than she felt like counting. All she wanted to do was soak her sore muscles -- there were a lot of those -- in the tub for a bit before going to bed. Tomorrow -- her last day in Palm Beach and with her new friends -- was shaping up to be a big day, and she needed the rest.

But she knew she owed Sam a phone call. None of this was his fault, and she really did feel bad about how he must be feeling. She didn’t bother listening to his voicemails or reading his texts before calling him.

She put her phone on speaker and put it on her nightstand. Douglas’s dried cum on her back and ass made her sundress stick uncomfortably to her, so she took it off as the phone rang. She sat down on the edge of the bed, waiting on Sam to pick up. Her thrusting dildo rolled toward her as she did so.

She looked at it and shrugged. Sitting against the headboard, she turned the dildo on and teased it over her folds, which were still surprisingly wet. After everything her pussy had been through over the last two days, she thought it might be ready for a break.

That was not the case at all.

She gasped as she worked the tip of the dildo into her pussy, surprising herself by how good it felt even after having such a wild time for most of the day. So it was the sounds of her pleasuring herself that Sam heard when he finally answered.

“Anne?” he spat out through the speaker. “What… what the fuck?”

His speech was slurred. Great, he’s drunk, Anne thought. She thought she should probably stop with the dildo, but she had just worked the head into her pussy, and it felt so good.

“Are you with someone else?” Sam demanded.

Anne wasn’t exactly thinking clearly between earlier events and the shaking dildo working its way a little farther up inside her. “Would you like it if I was?” she asked.

She heard a bottle break on the other end. “What the fuck kind of question is that?”

Despite what she had done and that Sam was relatively blameless, she felt anger welling up inside her. He knew what she was when he married her. He watched nothing but cuckold porn. He fantasized about it almost every time they made love. Who was he to act like something like this came out of the blue?

She wasn’t completely fair to him, she knew that. But shunning her own nature all these years wasn’t fair to her, either. There wasn’t an answer to this problem that was going to be satisfactory to both of them.

She turned up the speed on the dildo and pushed it farther inside. As the dildo got louder, Sam could finally hear it.

“Oh, I see,” he said. “You’ve got the dildo out.”

“Oh, Sam,” Anne moaned, “the dildo isn’t out. It’s so very far in that you wouldn’t believe it.”

Silence followed for what seemed to Anne to be a few minutes, but she couldn’t tell. She was lost to the vibrations in her cunt. Finally, Sam spoke again, and all traces of his drunk voice were gone.

“Why are you like this?” he asked.

“Oh, god,” Anne exclaimed, getting close. “Like… like what?” It was all she could do to get the words out.

“Cruel. You’re cruel. This isn’t like you.”

She pushed the dildo in as far as she could as he talked, his whining somehow adding to her pleasure. She felt more than a little shame as she realized she was getting off on his pain.

But she didn’t stop.

She was somewhat aware of Sam’s continued talking but couldn’t make out much of what he said. Her orgasm tore through her like a blaze through a dry forest, and her gasps and moans and grunts drowned out her husband’s voice.

He had hung up by the time she pulled the dildo out. She lay there, panting, trying to catch her breath and wondering what the hell she could possibly say to him to make this all better.

She knew what she had to do, so she grabbed her phone and did it.

---

Sam had started crying again before she could finish talking. She had told him about the misunderstanding yesterday concerning her gift and that when she found this handsome stranger outside her hotel room, she assumed he was the gift. She assured Sam she wouldn’t have done what she did if she had known the truth and that it didn’t mean she loved him any less.

She did not go into graphic detail, nor did she discuss what had happened today. Sam could only handle so much, and she was afraid she’d already blown by his limit.

She had tried putting this situation into a larger context, saying that compared to all the men she’d blown and fucked before they got together (and there were even a few after they’d started dating), one more just shouldn’t be that big a deal.

This did not help to ease Sam’s mind.

When he finally calmed down enough to speak, the first thing he said surprised her.

“Did… did you like it?”

Anne rolled her eyes. “What do you think?”

“Oh, god,” he said, sniffling again. “Was he bigger than me?”

“Why are men so concerned about that?”

He sighed heavily, but at least he seemed to be getting the waterworks under control. “I know what that answer means.”

“Sam…”

“I’m okay,” he said, surprising her. “Really. It’ll hurt for a while, I know, but as long as it was just the one time and nothing ever happens again, I’ll be okay.”

Now it was her turn to sigh. She didn’t mean to do it so loudly.

“What does that sound mean?” he asked, his voice shaking. “It won’t happen again, right?”

“Sam…”

“You’re going to do it again?!”

“I already did.”

“With the same guy?!”

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “And his wife.”

“Jesus Christ,” he said. “I can’t believe you.” His voice revealed more anger than angst, which was fine with Anne. She could take rage; his whining was just too much.

And then a thought occurred to her. “Sam… are you turned on right now?”

“Why would you ask me that?”

“Because I know you. I know what you like. And you might be jealous and upset right now, but I also think you like knowing a total stranger made your wife come harder than you ever have.”

She bit down on her lip hard as the words left her mouth. Her chest ached because she knew how cruel she was being, but there was another ache farther down to which she was now enthralled.

“It doesn’t matter,” he said. He sounded resigned to his fate, and that told her everything she needed to know. He would probably search on Pornhub in a few minutes for an actress with small tits and dirty blond hair and say Anne’s name several times while he jacked off.

And that was fine with her. It would be the best thing in the world if he would just give in to what they both wanted.

“Are we good?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he said. “You’ve got one more day there. I assume you’re seeing him again?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. No point in being gentle now. “I’m going to let him fuck my ass tomorrow.”

It took him a moment to respond. “Huh. I guess he’s not bigger than me, then?”

She laughed. “Oh, Sam, why would you assume that?”

“Just that you’ve never even let me try. I assumed you thought it would hurt too much, and…”

“He’s bigger than you, Sam,” she said. “Let’s just rip off all the band-aids. He’s not porn star size, but he’s longer and way wider.” At his silence, she said, “Happy now?”

“No,” he said.

“But are you horny?”

“Please don’t ask me that.”

“Your refusal to answer is itself an answer, you know. But I want to hear you say it.” She started rubbing her clit. “I’m touching myself right now, Sam. I’m touching myself while thinking about how much I want a long and thick cock stretching my asshole for the very first time. I’m going to give myself to a man in a way no other man has ever had me, much less you. I think you’re very turned on right now, and I want you to tell me if I’m right.”

Immediately: “You’re right.”

This was good. She didn’t want to discourage him from opening up about this. Unbelievably, she felt herself close to another climax.

“Do you have your cock in your hand, Sam?”

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Stroke it, baby,” she said. “Let’s come together, both of us thinking about what my ass is going to go through tomorrow.”

“Anne…” he said. It sounded like he might be close to crying again.

“It’s okay, baby. This is what we both want, deep down. It’s time to stop denying it.”

She slowed her fingers down, waiting to see if he was going to say anything.

“I don’t know, Anne,” he finally said.

“You don’t know,” she said, “but you’re jacking off right now, aren’t you?”

“Yes.” Without hesitation. Good.

“Good boy. Are you close?” He said he was. Though it was a struggle to keep talking as her pleasure built, she pressed on. “I keep wondering… what it’s going… to feel like. I bet it… hurts… like, a lot. But I’m going… to do it… anyway… I think I may even… beg him to fuck… my ass, Sam. Do you… think… he’ll… like…”

Her last word was lost in her moaning as electricity flooded her pussy for what seemed like the hundredth time today. Over the phone, she heard Sam gasp and knew that he had come as well. At almost precisely the same time.

“Sam?” she said. “Are we good?”

“I don’t know.”

“That’s better than ‘no.’”


Chapter Seven

The next morning, Anne stood staring at the 416 bolted to their hotel room door. She was a bundle of nerves and hadn’t slept well overnight. Nevertheless, she was wide awake, her heart pounding hard. She couldn’t quite bring herself to knock and at one point almost walked away. It seemed silly that after everything, she’d again consider leaving and never seeing these two again. After all her brave talk -- taunting -- with Sam about how much she was looking forward to doing this, she just didn’t know if she could. She was so scared of disappointing Douglas and Montana if she couldn’t handle what all three of them wanted her to handle. While she knew they’d never try to coerce her into it if she wasn’t ready, she wanted to please them so badly. She had almost decided it would be better not even to try than to try and fail.

It turned out to be a good thing for all three of them that Montana opened the door before Anne had a chance to vanish.

Wearing a bathrobe, Montana leaned forward and kissed Anne on the mouth, sticking her tongue ever so slightly between Anne’s lips. She pulled back away from Anne and ran the back of her hand gently across Anne’s cheek.

“We were starting to worry you got cold feet again,” Montana said, taking Anne’s hand and leading her inside.

“I did,” Anne admitted. “I just…”

“It’s okay,” Montana said. “If you don’t feel comfortable trying it, there are all sorts of other things we can do.”

That immediately put Anne at ease. She only felt a mild jolt in her chest when she placed her cell phone on the nightstand next to the bed and saw a giant bottle of lube sitting there, waiting to be used.

“Let me help you out of that,” Montana said, lifting Anne’s sundress over her head. Montana chuckled when she saw Anne wasn’t wearing anything under the dress this time. She threw Anne’s dress to the side and let her bathrobe fall to the floor before shoving Anne onto the bed.

Anne had only seconds to wonder where Douglas was before Montana started work on her pussy. As good as Douglas had been, his wife was so much better. She started at the bottom, dragging her tongue up Anne’s lips painfully slowly and only flirting briefly with her clit. Just as Anne thought Montana’s tongue was going to pierce her folds, she stopped and spent time nibbling around the edges of her sex before moving to her inner thighs.

It was the most frustratingly satisfying thing Anne had ever felt.

Anne was trembling, sure she couldn’t take much more when Montana started furiously rubbing her clit. Anne visibly shook as her orgasm arrived unexpectedly.

Montana got up on the bed and kissed Anne’s face, working her way from her cheek to her mouth. It was tender and loving, and it would have been easy to imagine this exotic woman as a long-time lover instead of as part of a vow-breaking dalliance.

Anne managed to ask a question in between kisses. “What was that for?”

“Just making sure you’re relaxed,” she replied. “It’ll help with the other thing.”

“I’m feeling… very relaxed,” Anne admitted, to which Montana smiled.

Anne heard the door open, followed by Douglas saying, “Hey, ladies.” The sound of his deep, smooth voice sent chills all over Anne’s body.

Anne propped herself up on her elbows and smiled at him. Looking much the same as when she first saw him, shirtless with gym shorts, his bare chest glistened with sweat. A silly thought of wanting to smell him popped into her head, and her pussy throbbed. “Hey, there. Where ya been?”

He smiled back. “In the fitness room.”

“He had to work off some excess energy,” Montana said. “He’s very excited about today.”

Anne blushed and sighed.

“Gonna hop in the shower,” Douglas said.

“I’ll get started,” Montana said, causing Anne to raise an eyebrow.

“Thought you already did.”

“Oh, honey. Hush and roll over.”

Anne did so and heard Montana pick up the lube from the nightstand. “I want you to know how much I like you,” she said. “I trimmed a couple of nails for this next bit.”

Anne clutched the bedsheets, mind reeling. She gasped when she felt Montana’s slick fingers go between her ass cheeks and touch her anus. Montana slid her other hand under Anne and started massaging her pussy lips.

“Couple things,” she said. “I know you like to hold your breath when you come -- I’ve seen you do it, and I do, too -- but try not to do that when he’s inside you. You need to stay relaxed, and it’s easier if you breathe normally.”

“O…. Okay,” Anne said, her voice breaking up as one finger pushed just inside her ass and more gently rubbed her clit.

“This isn’t porn,” Montana said. “Don’t be concerned with what it looks like. If you’re uncomfortable -- I mean, truly uncomfortable -- it’s not going to be fun for any of us.”

“That’s so right,” Anne said, leaving it up to Montana to decide if she meant what she was saying or what she was doing.

“Something else that’s so right,” Montana went on, shoving her lubed-up finger farther inside, “is it’ll be easier if you’re horny as fuck when it’s happening.”

“I… don’t think… that’s going to be… a problem.”

“I hope not,” Montana said as she shoved the rest of her finger inside.

Anne gripped the bedsheets tighter, expecting pain but not feeling any. Feeling the entire length of Montana’s finger felt uncomfortable at first, and she wondered how in the world anything bigger could possibly fit. But after a moment, it got less uncomfortable. By the time Montana started sliding in and out, Anne found herself trying to help by moving herself back and forth in tandem with Montana.

“You like that?” Montana asked. She had to know the answer already.

“You… might… say… that.”

“Good. I’m going to put a second finger in now. Let me know if you want me to stop.”

“I won’t.”

And she didn’t.

---

Montana was working with three fingers most of the way inside Anne’s asshole when Douglas came out of the shower. Montana removed herself from Anne, asked one more time if Anne was ready, and then worked a liberal amount of lube onto her husband’s thick cock.

Anne didn’t turn to look at them while they got him prepared, but she may have raised her ass slightly in his direction.

He got up on the bed while Montana smeared even more lube around and into Anne’s anus.

“Okay, dear, I think we’re good, but go easy on her.” As she said this, she spread Anne’s ass cheeks open wide, a finger from each hand gently teasing open the hole itself. The thought of Montana presenting Anne to her own husband in this way drove Anne even crazier than she already was.

“I’ll be gentle,” he said, rubbing his dick against Anne’s anus. “I mean it this time.”

That earned a little laugh from Anne.

As Douglas started to push against her asshole, her cell phone rang from the nightstand. Montana glanced at it and said, “I think it’s your husband.”

Pushing herself backward against Douglas’ cock, Anne giggled and said, “Put him on speaker.”


Chapter Eight

“Is that a good idea?” Douglas asked.

“The best idea,” Anne said. She held her hand out, and Montana handed her the phone. Sam wasn’t just calling her; he was using FaceTime. Part of her knew just how needlessly cruel what she would do would be, but she ignored that part.

She hit “Accept” and dropped the phone below her face.

On-screen, Sam blinked and tried to say something but couldn’t. He could clearly see Douglas behind her.

“Hi, baby,” Anne said.

“Anne, what the hell?”

“Sam, meet Douglas. His wife just spent 30 minutes fingering my asshole. Douglas has his dick between my ass cheeks. We were just getting started. Would you like to watch?”

Sam deflated. “I don’t know…”

“C’mon, baby. Watch me… for me.”

“Okay.”

She was surprised but pleased at how easily he took that. Douglas needed no further prodding to begin pushing himself into her.

“He’s starting to go in, baby,” Anne said. “Do you have your cock out yet?”

“No,” Sam replied.

“Get it out,” she said. “It’s okay. Nobody will judge you.”

He didn’t reply, but she could tell by how he was moving he was doing what she said.

“Good boy,” she said, grunting. “He’s got the tip in already, baby… and he is so wide you wouldn’t believe it. He really is a lot bigger than you.”

Sam leaned his head back against his chair and sighed. “Fuck, Anne…”

“That’s right, baby, I know what you like to hear. Are you stroking your dick right now?”

“You know I am,” he said softly.

“Sam, he’s hurting me,” she said. “But I don’t want him to stop. Should I tell him to stop?”

“Don’t.” She wasn’t sure if he wanted her to stop teasing him or not to tell Douglas to stop. Either way, she was thrilled.

“Good idea,” she said. “I won’t tell him to stop. In fact… Douglas, I think I’m ready. I want my husband to see my face when you shove it in.”

“I’m not even halfway,” Douglas said. “I’ll be slow, but are you sure?”

“Yes. And Sam, I don’t want you coming until I tell you to, is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Douglas, fill me up.”

She would never know for sure what her face looked like when Douglas slowly and methodically worked as much of his cock as he could into her anal cavity. She wondered if Sam could tell how much pain she was in at first and how quickly that pain gave way to only moderate discomfort before finally leading her to a place of bizarre fulfillment and satisfaction. Having Douglas inside her -- there -- felt wrong and beautiful and so, so sexy.

“He’s all the way in,” she muttered. “As far as he can be, I mean. I’ve never felt anything like this, Sam.”

Sam’s face was red, and his breathing labored. He was obviously enjoying himself as much as she was. Almost.

Douglas started moving out and then back in and, true to his word, was as gentle as he said. After only moments she was getting used to it and couldn’t believe she’d denied herself this feeling all along. Douglas must have been enjoying himself, too, because his breathing quickened, and she knew he was getting close.

Sam looked like he was getting close, too, and she said, “Hey, baby, I think Douglas is going to finish any minute now. Where do you want him to come?”

“Don’t make me say it,” Sam said. From the movement on the screen, he must have been giving his cock a workout.

“I want you to say it,” she said. “In fact, I want you to tell him.” She held her phone up so the camera would have a better view of Douglas. “Tell Douglas to come in my ass, sweetie. Then you can come, too.”

“Fuck,” he said. “Douglas… I want you to… come in my wife’s ass. Please.”

Her clit throbbed when he said, “please.”

“Yes, sir,” Douglas said, and she thought she might come just from that.

Douglas picked up his pace and started hurting her again. If circumstances were different, she would’ve told him to slow down or stop. But she was hornier than she’d ever been, and Sam was enjoying himself, and she wanted Douglas to have her in the way he wanted most.

And the pain was nice, in its own way.

She dropped her phone so she could put one hand over her mouth and grip the bedsheets with another. Montana got close, kissing the side of her head and positioning the phone so Sam could see things again.

“You okay?” she asked. Anne knew tears were forming along the sides of her eyes, but she nodded. The tears were more from the touching concern being shown by the man’s wife than from the pain the man was causing.

Finally, it was over. With one final forward push, Douglas came. Anne gasped at the feeling of his cum blasting into her, so different from when it happened in the usual place.  It felt like it filled her up completely but then immediately started rushing back out of her ass. She felt warmth spreading all over her body, which was probably in her head, but it made her feel so warm she couldn’t imagine ever being cold again.

Sam grunted on the other end of the FaceTime. Anne didn’t need to ask him if he’d finished.


Chapter Nine

She almost missed her flight. Douglas and Montana tried to talk her into staying longer, offering to pay for a flight later in the week. Or month. Anne didn’t think she’d ever stop blushing at the thought of being desired so much by this amazing couple. They tried to convince her to stay by pointing out she’d been too busy with them even to set foot on the beach. But she had to get back to her life. Her work. Her husband.

Douglas and Montana worked something else out, but Anne wouldn’t know about that until after reuniting with Sam.

---

Sam opened the door before she could even turn her key. He embraced her right there in the doorway, kissing her hard on the mouth. When he pressed himself against her, she gasped when she felt his cock. She’d never seen him this excited.

He was trying to get her blouse off even as she pulled her suitcase into the house and closed the door. She was tired after her flight and drive home but felt energized by his attention. Her pussy was dripping by the time he started clawing at her pants.

It wasn’t hard for her to mimic his enthusiasm. She ripped his shirt open, buttons flying around the living room. Once he had her button and zipper undone, she stepped out of her pants and shoved him back onto the couch.

She knelt in front of him and pulled his pants down. He grabbed her head, fingers lacing through her hair, and pulled her to him. She descended on his cock like she wanted to impress him.

The truth was, she did. Despite what she had been up to these last few days, she was still Sam’s wife. She was never going to go back to being completely faithful to him -- and she knew she needed to have that conversation with him sooner than later -- but resurrecting a long-neglected part of her could do nothing but make her a better partner to her husband. Hiding one’s true nature does no one any favors.

It was almost comforting, taking in Sam’s small penis. She couldn’t lie and say she didn’t prefer Douglas’ thicker and longer cock, but that man could sure give a girl a workout. Sam’s more modest size was easier to manage.

And easier to get all the way in her mouth, for sure.

Sam gripped her hair so tightly it hurt a little, but she didn’t mind. She felt a little sorry for what she’d put him through the last few days and wanted him to enjoy himself now. If he got a little overenthusiastic with her, she couldn’t hold it against him.

Truth be told, she often wished he’d be a little rougher than he was.

She sucked him for a minute or so and then pulled off of him. Holding his shaft and massaging it just slightly with a couple of fingers, she ran her tongue from balls to tip and back down. Then she put her mouth over his tip and started rubbing her tongue along the bottom of it while stroking him.

Disappointingly, he didn’t last long. She thought about stopping before he got to the point of no return because her pussy was aching for him to fuck her. But he begged her not to stop. So she didn’t.

He released into her mouth and gripped her hair even tighter. She swallowed his meager seed easily, having experienced the much more productive Douglas a couple of times now. She almost gagged a little at the taste and still couldn’t believe how much better Douglas’ cum was. But she felt a duty here, and she did her duty well.

“That was amazing,” Sam said when she finally pulled away from him, wiping a small part of him from her lips. “You’re amazing.”

“I’m horny is what I am,” she said, smiling. “What are you going to do about it?”

“Do you want me to go down on you?” he asked.

She considered it, but she was so worked up there was only one thing she wanted. And that was something long and hard inside her. She told him that.

“I don’t think I can for a little bit,” he said, looking down at his shrinking penis in shame.

“I bet you can,” she said, getting up to go to her bag. She pulled out the thrusting dildo.

She lay down on the couch, knees up and legs spread. She turned the dildo on and placed the tip on her pussy lips. She wiggled it at Sam.

“You want me to…” he started.

“Fuck, yes,” she said. “Pretend it’s your cock and have your way with me.”

When he took control of the dildo, she used both her hands to spread her lips open. He started slowly, pushing it against her opening but not quite going inside. When it finally did enter her, Sam seemed surprised.

“I’ve never seen you this… ready before,” he said.

“Get used to it,” she said. “I don’t think I’ve been dry since that first day.”

“Oh,” he said. He sounded somehow disappointed, but he didn’t stop pushing the dildo into her.

She closed her eyes and moaned. “Oh, that’s nice, Douglas,” she said. She’d said the name intentionally, curious what reaction it would bring from her loving husband.

“You fucking slut,” he said quietly. He probably didn’t think she heard.

“That’s right, baby,” she said. “I’m a fucking slut, just like I’ve always been. Use me like the fucking slut I am.”

He turned up the intensity of the thrust and rammed the dildo in as far as it would go. She yelped in pain but moaned a moment later. He pulled it almost out and then shoved it back in. Over and over again. At first, she felt more pain than pleasure, but she didn’t want him to stop. After a bit, the violent thrusts became all she wanted in the world. She didn’t open her eyes while he worked, but she imagined his face was red, filled with a mix of rage and unthinking lust.

At least, that’s what she wanted it to be like. The orgasm she had, with her husband abusing her with his thoughtful gift, wasn’t quite the best one she’d had all week.

But it was close.


Epilogue

Sam brought her to two more orgasms with the dildo. When he was finished, he didn’t say anything. He got up and went into the kitchen. She heard him pouring something into a glass. Whiskey, probably. She didn’t know if he was ashamed of himself or upset with her. Either way, he’d have to get over it.

She lay there for a while, feeling some stickiness on her face from Sam’s cum and on her thighs from her own juices. She was lost in thought, wondering where she might find someone like Douglas (okay, Douglas and Montana) nearby. She didn’t think there was anyone like either of them anywhere near South Point, Ohio, but she hoped she was wrong.

Sam would never again be enough for her. She didn’t want to break his heart, but there was no putting this genie back in the bottle.

She started to get up to check on Sam when her phone rang. Stretching as she got off the couch to answer it, she felt a tingling in her pussy. She thought it was her excitement over thinking about finding another lover, but when she saw it was Douglas calling, she wondered if she (or her pussy) might be psychic.

“Hello?” she said, hand shaking so much it was hard to hold her phone.

“Hi, Anne,” he replied. “Listen, I know this might be a surprise, so I hope you’re okay with it. Montana and I just got off the plane here at Tri-State Airport.”

He couldn’t have said what she heard him say. Tri-State Airport was the closest public airport to her, serving the entire Huntington, West Virginia, area. It was less than a half-hour from her house.

He had to be talking about another Tri-State Airport somewhere. But then why would he call her?

“You there?” he asked. “I hope this isn’t too much of an imposition, but Montana and I just didn’t think we’d had enough of you. We can do our work just about anywhere, and I thought it’d be fun to show her where I went to college. We thought we’d hang out in a hotel in Huntington for a bit and see if you’d like to… hang out sometime. Or many times.” He laughed at this last bit.

“You’re joking,” she said.

“Not at all,” he said. “We booked the flight as soon as you left our room earlier. Just lucky we didn’t have to wait for a later one. Here, Montana wants to say hi.”

“Hi, Anne!” Montana said. “Surprise!”

On shaking legs, Anne made her way back to the couch and sat down.

“I can’t believe you guys followed me,” she said.

“I hope it’s okay,” Montana said. “We didn’t want to scare you.”

“Scare me?” Anne said, touching her pussy. “I’m shocked. And amazed. And flattered. And extremely turned on.”

Montana laughed. “Well, good.”

Anne looked toward the kitchen, where she assumed Sam was still drinking. She sighed. What she was about to say would change things irrevocably. As if they weren’t already. But she said it anyway.

“I’m going to text you my address. I think it’s time you guys met my husband.”


Punished While Her Husband Listens: The Customer Services the Manager


Chapter One

The idiot cashier just stood there, smiling weakly at me. She had just told me she couldn’t refund the money I’d spent on an ink cartridge because the purchase was eight months ago. And because I had used most of the cartridge before the printer it was in died on me. And because I didn’t have my receipt.

I couldn’t believe this bullshit. These office supply stores were on their way out and could hardly afford to lose any customers. Didn’t she know how much money I spent in this store?

Not that it was that much lately. But a few years ago, my husband had a home office, and we spent hundreds of dollars a year at this location.

Hundreds of dollars! I mean, I’m sure it was that much in at least one year. And dozens of dollars in other years.

But none of that mattered. It wouldn’t matter if that ink cartridge were the only thing I’d bought from this store in the last year (which, come to think of it, it may have been…). I was a customer, dammit. Didn’t she know the customer was always right?

“I’d like to speak to the manager,” I said, feeling the tingle in the back of my neck as I always did when speaking those words. I admit I was a bit disappointed when the cashier didn’t quake in terror as these people sometimes do.

In fact, I thought I saw her actually roll her eyes and smile a little at my request as she summoned the manager over her walkie-talkie. I’d have to add that to my list of grievances. I smiled inwardly at the thought of how much my complimentary gift card was going to be this time.

My husband, Stan, just stood there uselessly like normal. He always insisted on accompanying me when I dealt with these customer service assholes but never did anything to help.

Much like when we were in the bedroom. More often than not, I had to take matters into my own hands no matter where we found ourselves.

“Can I help you?” the manager asked from behind me.

Good, I thought. Responding quickly was usually a good sign.

I turned around, prepared to unleash hell on the unsuspecting man, but stopped when I looked into his eyes. They were a dark brown, so dark they almost appeared black. I was mesmerized. I suddenly forgot everything I had been rehearsing to say.

He wasn’t more attractive than the average man; in fact, he had a “dad bod,” which I’ve never found appealing. But those eyes did something to me that I was not prepared for.

He smiled, and for a moment, his pearly white teeth distracted me before my gaze returned to his eyes.

“Is there something I can do for you?” he asked.

My heart pounded, and I felt an uncomfortable slickness between my legs at the sound of his voice. There were undoubtedly all kinds of things he could for me, I imagined.

Do to me.

“I…I…” I could not get the words out.

“We need to return an ink cartridge,” my useless husband offered.

“It’s from a year ago,” the cashier added.

I wanted to scream at her that it was only eight months ago, not a year, but I couldn’t get that out, either. I couldn’t do anything but stare helplessly at the manager.

“Would you like to come back to my office?” he asked. “To discuss your concerns?”

I’d never wanted anything more in my life than to discuss my… concerns with this manager in his office. I nodded. I managed to tear my eyes away from his to look at his name badge.

Matt. What a lovely name, I thought for no particular reason.

I noticed movement from Matt’s arm and looked down to see his hand on his belt buckle. I was suddenly as mesmerized by the shiny metal of the buckle as I had been by his eyes. I realized I was thinking about him removing his belt — for what purpose I could only imagine — and I got very dizzy.

My husband gasped when he noticed me faltering but did nothing to help.

Instead, Matt reached out, grabbing my arm to steady me. White-hot electricity shot through my body, originating at the place he touched and continuing until it reached my pussy.

What was happening to me?

Matt led Stan and me back to his office.

“It’s a little cramped in here, so if you wouldn’t mind waiting outside…” Matt said to my husband.

“No, that’s fine,” Stan said meekly.


Chapter Two

When we stepped inside his office, I had to wonder if his definition of “cramped” was different from mine. It was a much larger office than those I’ve seen in most retail stores — and I’ve been in quite a few.

He had a massive desk against one wall, and my first thought was wondering what it would feel like to be bent over it with him behind me. I felt terrible about my marriage vows in the back of my mind, but I knew whatever was happening transcended such petty concerns.

When he spoke again, his tone was utterly different from the congenial “customer service” voice he had used on the sales floor. His voice was deeper, harsher, louder without actually being loud.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Karen,” I said.

He rolled his eyes. “Seriously?”

I shrugged, fully aware of the hurtful stereotypes centering around awful customers with my name.

“We need to talk about your entitlement issues,” he said. “And how you treat employees making barely above minimum wage. Do you call them names? Harass them for following their company’s policies?”

“Sometimes,” I said, starting to sweat.

“I am not a fan of that,” he said, and my face got even redder. “You need to realize the effect you have on people who are just doing their jobs.”

No one had ever talked to me the way he was talking to me. In all the years that I’d been complaining to customer service agents and managers, no one had ever done anything but say “Yes, ma’am” and give me what I wanted. I was aware of my increased heart rate, as well as other… bodily changes.

“I’m sorry,” I said, suddenly ashamed of all the years I’d been guilty of doing just what he said. I was also ashamed because I’d disappointed this man. What kind of person would do that to him? My face flushed with embarrassment but also something different.

And my panties grew wetter.

“I don’t want your apology,” he said, unbuckling his belt. “I want you to take off your skirt and underwear and bend over.”

He could not have said what I thought he said. I must have been more lost in this unbidden fantasy than I’d thought.

“What?” I asked.

He sighed at the inconvenience of repeating himself. “I want you to take off your skirt and underwear and bend over. Is that okay?”

No. No way. I didn’t care how hypnotic his eyes were or how unrelentingly commanding his voice had become, or how much regret I felt for disappointing him.

Or how wet my panties were.

No way in hell was I going to take off my skirt for this man and what? Let him whip me with his belt? While my husband waited on the other side of the office door?

And yet I said, “Yes, sir.”

I stepped out of my high-heels. It felt like someone else was unzipping and lowering my skirt, but it was my hands doing it. And then those same hands slid my panties down, and before I knew it, I was completely naked from the waist down in front of this stranger.

I wondered if I should take off my top and bra. God, I wanted to. But he hadn’t asked me to do that, and I didn’t want to upset him any further.

“I said bend over,” he said, and I obeyed, leaning onto the big desk. “Do you know what’s going to happen?”

I said I did.

“And you want this, right?”

My God. I did. I said as much.

The first whack came before I finished affirming my consent. I cried out in pain. Part of me wanted to scream at him not to hit me again, but the rest of me wanted him to. The rest of me would get what it wanted.

“Honey?” Stan called outside the office, knocking weakly on the door. “Is everything okay?”

Matt patted my rear with his bare hand, sending shivers all through me. As adamant as he was getting my consent to be whipped, I’m surprised he didn’t ask before touching me with his hand. Not that I minded. He could touch me wherever he wanted. I almost told him so.

“Well, Karen,” he said. “Is everything okay?”

I nodded enthusiastically.

“You better tell hubby that,” he suggested.

“I’m fine, dear!” I yelled out.

“Maybe I should come in there,” Stan said.

“That won’t help!” I insisted.

“Okay,” he said. “If you’re sure…”

I had never been more sure of anything.

Matt resumed his punishment. Again and again and again, he put the belt to my naked ass. After the first couple of times, I didn’t think the pain could get any worse, but I was so wrong about that. I felt like I’d never be able to sit down again. I was in tears by the time he finished, but my pussy was so wet by that point it was dripping onto the carpet below.

When he was done, he put his belt back on. I almost sobbed when I heard him buckling it and realized he wasn’t going to take off his pants and do… what I wanted him to do. I remained frozen, bent over on his desk. My pussy throbbed as much as my abused ass cheeks.

He stood close behind me. I twitched my butt at him.

“You made a mess on my carpet,” he said. “You should clean it up.”

Without thinking, I got down on my knees and started to use my shirt sleeve to wipe up my juices.

“No,” he said. “With your tongue.”

There was never a chance I wouldn’t do it. I got down and licked at the wetness on the carpet, thinking before my tongue made contact, I would gag. But I didn’t. Fuck, I was so far gone the carpet tasted good.

I tasted good.

I moaned as I worked. I kept licking long past the point where there was anything to lick. My tongue was getting the carpet wetter than my juices had.

“That’s enough,” he said, and when I looked up at him, I saw something like horror in his eyes.

I couldn’t help but smile. He had wanted to teach me a lesson, and he had. It may not have been precisely the one he’d intended, but I learned it nonetheless.


Chapter Three

Stan pounded on the door. Well, as much as he could pound with his weak little fists. It was more like a slightly heavier knock than he’d made before.

“Karen?” he said. “I think I should come in there. I tried  the doorknob, but it must be locked from the inside because I can’t turn it.”

Still on my hands and knees and looking up at Matt, I said to my husband, “Are you sure you’re just not too weak to turn it?”

“Ouch,” Matt said, but he laughed.

“That’s not funny, Karen. What’s going on in there? I thought I heard something like spanking sounds.”

“It was something like that,” I said. “But I’m fine. We’ll be done in maybe a half-hour.”

“We’re done now,” Matt said. “Get dressed.”

“I don’t think so,” I told him, standing up. “In fact, I think this should come off, too.”

I unbuttoned my blouse and let it slip back off of my shoulders. Matt opened his mouth to protest, but before he could get any words out, I had my bra off, too. I took both of my breasts in my hands, squeezing them and pinching the nipples between both hands’ index and middle fingers.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’ve been a bad, bad girl,” I said. “And I don’t think the spanking you gave me does enough to make up for the way I’ve treated your employees.”

He was visibly sweating now. I had to fight not to laugh at that.

“It did,” he said, trying to back away from me as I stepped closer.

“No,” I said. “It didn’t.”

I grabbed him by the shoulders and turned us both around, backing him up against the desk over which I’d been bent only moments earlier. He offered only slight resistance when I shoved him down across the desk, his head pressed against the wall on the back side.

Then I climbed onto him.

He looked down at his pants, which I was now smearing with my juices as I ground myself against his crotch. I can’t remember the last time I was turned on as much as I was then. My musky scent filled the room and, while I’ve never been into that sort of thing before, I found the smell quite intoxicating. I hope Matt did, too.

“You should stop,” he said.

“It doesn’t feel like you want me to,” I told him.

I pushed my bare pussy down harder on his crotch. He rewarded me by moving his hips upward to help me out. I wanted to free his cock from his pants and get it inside me, but I could feel my pleasure building too rapidly for the interruption. Besides, I was afraid if I took direct attention away from pleasuring him, he might have second thoughts and throw me out of his office, naked, into the waiting arms of my pathetic husband.

And I was definitely pleasuring him. When I first started this impromptu lap dance, he’d looked concerned, almost apprehensive. Now, his eyes were closed, and the most delicious gasping sounds were coming out of his mouth. I wondered if I would manage to bring us both to a very happy peak at around the same time.

But that was not to be. I have always been easy to arouse and easy to bring to climax — for the right man, that is. And this man was the right one, at least at that moment.

I gushed all over Matt as my orgasm neared. My crotch made wet smacking sounds against Matt’s pants, and some of my juices made their way from him onto the desk. I could tell this was going to be the most intense climax I’d had in recent memory. I was so close, I couldn’t help panting in anticipation.

And just as I was about to get there, Matt sat up, grabbed my shoulders, and pushed me off of him. As rapidly as my pleasure had built, it just as quickly fled from me.

“What the fuck?” I said. “Why?”


Chapter Four

Matt looked up at me, wide-eyed. He flashed me a wicked grin. I suddenly had second thoughts about what I’d done. Reality came crashing back into my mind. I’d come into the store wanting to return a purchase and maybe get a free gift card if I felt the need to complain. How did it come to this, me, naked and grinding myself against a stranger on his desk?

Almost coming on a stranger, I thought, chills running through my body.

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling embarrassed. “I’m not usually like this.”

“Like what?” he asked, sitting up and looking at his pants. They were soaked through with me. “A filthy slut?”

I should have been offended, despite throwing myself on him and riding him like there was no tomorrow. Instead, my pussy, still leaking juices down my thighs, throbbed and wanted more.

“Yeah,” I said, rubbing my hand on his wet crotch. His cock twitched inside his pants. “You got a problem with me being a filthy slut?”

He stood, jamming his hand between my legs. I shivered at his touch.

“Not at all,” he said. “Just not what I imagined.”

“No?” I said. “How many customers bend over and let you whip them when they come to you with complaints?”

He smiled. “Only one, so far,” he said, wiggling some fingers inside me.

“Really? What made you try it this time?”

He shrugged. “I’ve been dealing with stupid customer complaints all week. Can’t take it anymore. I figured I’d have some fun, and if it got me fired, it’d be worth it. I didn’t expect it to work. And I certainly didn’t expect it to go this far.”

“I have no idea what’s come over me,” I said. “But I’m not really sorry about it.”

“Me either.”

This time it was him grabbing my shoulders and spinning me around. He pushed me back toward the desk, just like I had done with him.

Matt roughly spread my legs and knelt between them. He rubbed his hands up my thighs, stopping just before he got to where I wanted him to be before going back down to my knees. He did this over and over again, and all I could do was squirm.

“I’m surprised your husband isn’t knocking down that door,” he said. “Wonder why he didn’t say anything when you were screaming? When you were soaking my pants with your cunt?”

I moaned, beside myself with lust at the mention of Stan. At the mention of my screams, my cunt.

“I don’t know,” I said. “And I don’t care. Just…”

He laughed at me. “Just what?”

“Fuck me,” I begged, rubbing my pussy with both hands. “I know you want to.”

“Do I?” he asked.

He was finally moving his hands close enough so his thumbs brushed my slick folds, causing my whole body to twitch. I moved my hands out of his way and sighed with blessed relief.

“You’re getting my desk awfully wet,” he said, making circular motions with his thumbs as they pressed into my lower lips.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, feeling my orgasm coming already. “I’ll buy you a new one if you don’t stop.”

“You don’t want me to stop?” he asked, pulling his hands away suddenly.

“You’re being mean now,” I told him.

I started to move my hands back to my pussy, but he grabbed my wrists.

“That’s not a nice thing to say to me,” he said. “You should know good girls get what they want more often than bad ones.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, squirming again. “I want to be a good girl.”

He breathed in deeply and said, “Fuck. My office is going to smell like you for days.”

My face flushed again, and I said, “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” he said. “I love the way you smell.”

If he’d been touching me, I probably would’ve come from that.

As if summoned by Matt talking about him, Stan knocked on the door again.

“Honey?” he said. “Is everything okay in there?”

“Yes, dear,” I called back.

“That’s good,” Stan said. “I just got back. I went up front to buy a drink because I got thirsty.”

I rolled my eyes. “That’s nice, dear.”

“So, any idea how much longer you’ll be?”

I started to answer him, but as I did, Matt shoved three fingers into my pussy.

“Oh, God!” I screamed.

“Karen? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing!” I cried out, not sounding convincing at all with Matt hammering away at my opening now.

“I really think I should come in there,” Stan said. “C’mon, open the door.”

“She’s fine,” Matt told him. “Maybe you should go look around the store for a bit.”

“I want to know what you’re doing with my wife in there,” Stan said, trying to make his voice sound deeper than it was.

“No, you don’t, honey,” I said, my voice shaking as much as my body was thanks to Matt’s hand. “But I’m fine, really! More than fine!”

“You’re fucking him, aren’t you?” Stan asked.

“Not yet!” I cried out, so close to coming. “I mean, no! Just go look at printers or something!”

“If you’re sure…” he said.

I gripped the edge of the desk with both hands, prepared to let my orgasm wash over me. But Matt pulled his fingers out of me just before it happened.

“No!” I screamed, choking back a sob. “Why would you do that?”

“You told me to,” Stan answered.

“Shut up, Stan!” I said.

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll go look at printers, then.”

“Poor Stan,” Matt said, licking me off of his fingers.

“Poor Stan?” I snapped. “Poor me! Why the fuck did you stop?”

He laughed. “Let me make it up to you.”

He grabbed my legs and pulled me to the edge of the desk so that my ass dangled over. Then he buried his face in my crotch.

I gasped as he started eating me, lapping at my gushing hole like he was trying to quench the most tremendous thirst he’d ever had. Over and over again, he licked at the sides of my opening, and over and over again, he jabbed his tongue inside.

I had never had anyone do so enthusiastically what he was doing, and I had a year-long fuck-buddy relationship with a lesbian in college.

When he started nibbling gently on my clit, I squealed. I grabbed his hair with one hand and held onto the edge of the desk with my other. He was relentless, sucking in my juices as he kept careful pressure on my button with his lips and teeth.

My heart raced. I wanted to tell him not to stop but feared him doing what he did last time I told him not to.

I started moaning and increased my grip on his hair. My body twitched, and I knew my climax was only seconds away. Matt applied just a bit more pressure to my clit. I squeezed his head between my legs so he couldn’t pull away.

I held him like that for what seemed like a long time to me, and I’m sure it seemed even longer to him. I could sense the waves of pleasure that were about to wash over me, and I was determined to let them get to me even as Matt took his mouth off of my clit.

But Matt had other ideas, again. He put his hands on the edge of the desk to push himself away from me.

Reluctantly, I let the poor man go, my orgasm denied yet again.

He fell back away from me and onto his rear. As he caught his breath, I sat up on the desk so I could see him. The bottom half of his face glistened. Some of my juices were dripping off of his chin.

I don’t know that I’ve ever seen anything hotter than that.


Chapter Five

“That was incredible,” I told him. “I was even closer that time.”

“Glad you liked it,” he said. “Couldn’t breathe for a minute there.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said, standing up and looking down at him. “Looks like I just can’t help being a bad girl.”

“And what are we going to do about that?” he asked.

“Well… this is your office, right?” I asked. Before he could answer, I went on. “And you’re the boss here, right?”

He nodded.

“Then it’s time to show me,” I said, turning around and bending over the desk again. “Show me who’s the boss.”

He got to his feet and unbuckled his belt.

“What, you want another spanking?”

I laughed, reaching one hand behind me to pull apart my ass cheeks.

“Not exactly,” I said.

“You want me to fuck your ass?” Matt asked.

“Yes,” I said, but quickly added, “No. I don’t know. Just do it.”

“Sounds like mixed messages to me,” he said, but I heard the unmistakable sound of his pants dropping.

“I’ve never had anal sex before,” I told him. “And I know it’s going to hurt, but I need to be punished. Don’t I?”

“Your logic is flawless,” he said, making me laugh. “But without lube…”

“I have a lot of… natural lubricant you can use,” I said.

He didn’t need me to elaborate. I gasped when I felt him against me. He teased at my folds with his cock, circling the outside without going in. I still hadn’t seen what he was working with, which in and of itself sent a shockwave of thrill through me. It felt nice and wide as he finally shoved the head into my opening.

“Feels so good,” he muttered as his cock continued inside, filling me up.

Whatever he was working with had to be huge.

“I know,” I said, “but I’m being punished, remember? Maybe try telling me how awful I’ve been?”

“Right,” he said. “I remember, you worthless piece of trash.”

As he fucked me, he called me every name you can imagine. Names I’d never been called before. Some of them actually offended me, but they turned me on at the same time. No one had ever talked to me this way, treated me this way. I was used to being put on a pedestal and always getting what I wanted.

And, despite the incredible feeling of his rock hard shaft pummeling my cunt, this wasn’t what I wanted, was it? To be fucked by a stranger while he called me awful names?

But if it wasn’t, why had I almost come several times now? And why was I hoping against hope he’d just keep that cock inside me until we both came?

“That should be good,” he said, pulling out. “Fuck, you’re so wet. You’re the neediest slut I’ve ever seen.”

Whimpering, I squirmed against the desk and said, “Fuck my ass. Now!”

He moved my left cheek aside with one hand and used his other to place his dick against my anus. I resisted the urge to tell him I’d changed my mind.

I cried out as the tip of his cock breached me where I’d never been breached before.

“You okay?” he asked. “I’m barely in.”

“I’m fine,” I lied.

I didn’t know if I could handle it. Matt was incredibly gentle, incredibly slow, but this was a whole new thing for me. While I wasn’t exactly an anal sex expert, I knew the importance of lubricant and, as wet as my pussy was, my juices surely weren’t an adequate replacement for that.

But he was obviously into it. And I wanted to please him. And I needed to be punished.

Didn’t I?

“Don’t stop,” I told him.

“I wasn’t planning on it,” he said. “You’re finally going to get what’s been coming to you.”

The pain was intense. I started crying, trying to do it silently so he didn’t know. If he did, he showed no signs of knowing because he kept going.

I have never before wanted something and not enjoyed it at the same time. It was painful, humiliating, and I could never remember being more turned on.

Matt finally got himself inside far enough to start pumping in and out. After a bit, the pain began to subside a little. It never entirely went away, but instead of searing pain, I started to feel a kind of weird but pleasurable discomfort. I’m not making any sense, I know, but it’s the only way I can describe it.

He either realized I was growing more comfortable with him in my butt, or he didn’t care. He started hammering my butt harder than Stan usually did in my vagina, sending fresh waves of pain to join the strange pleasure I began to feel.

I’ve heard about anal orgasms, but I could tell I wasn’t going to have one. I was enjoying myself, despite the pain, don’t get me wrong. But if it was going to happen, it would take too long; at the rate Matt was going, he was going to get there way before I could.

I snaked my hand to my pussy and started working on my clit. My arm hurt from being pressed against the desktop by the weight of my body, but it was going to be worth it. I was so desperate to come I wouldn’t have cared if I broke my arm in the process.

“Oh my God!” I cried out. “Don’t you fucking stop!”

Just as I said that, Stan picked that moment to knock on the door again.

“Okay, now I know you’re fucking him!” he called out. “Karen, this has to stop, now!”

“Almost done, sir!” Matt shouted. “I’ll have her back out to you in no time!”

Stan sighed loudly enough to hear even through the door. “This is just like that time with Colt all over again…”

Not letting up on his relentless battering of my ass, Matt asked, “Colt?”

“Long story,” I said, not letting up on the relentless rubbing of my clit. “His cousin. Drummer for a band. We got locked in a garage together, and…”

“So you’re just a slut in general,” Matt said. “And not just for me.”

“Not… just… for you,” I said, finding it harder and harder to talk. “But, right now, especially for you.”

“Your husband’s never going to be able to satisfy you again, is he?”

I burst out in laughter. “He never has!”

“I can hear you!” Stan yelled. “This door isn’t that thick!”

“Sorry, honey!” I called out.

“I’m so close,” Matt said.

“Me too,” I told him. “I can’t wait to feel your cum in my ass!”

“I always do what my customers want,” he said, surprisingly calmly considering it was that moment he exploded.

I moaned as I felt the heat of his spunk as it painted my anal cavity. He continued moving in and out for a moment and then pulled out entirely. The sudden emptiness shocked me, as did the feeling of his cum flooding out of my ass. Some of it drained down my legs.

As soon as he was out, he grabbed me and pulled me off the desk, interrupting my hand during its vital work. I cried out as my climax was denied me yet again.

“Sorry,” he said. “What kind of punishment would this be if you got to come?”

I felt like crying. After everything he’d put me through, I wasn’t going to leave satisfied after all. The cum flowing down my leg on its way to the carpet was a stark reminder that he’d gotten everything he wanted while I was to be left frustrated.

My pussy would not stop pulsing at that thought.

“Maybe next time I see you, things will be different,” he said.

My heart skipped a beat at the thought of a next time.

“But right now, you’ve got another mess to clean up.” He pointed to the floor by my feet, where his cum had started to pool.

With no hesitation, I got on my hands and knees and slurped it all up. I closed my eyes, savoring the gooey, salty nastiness I devoured. When I was almost finished, he slapped me on my rear, and I giggled.


Epilogue

“I hope you learned your lesson,” he said as I got dressed.

“Oh, I did,” I told him, wincing as my skirt slipped across my damaged ass. “Turns out I really like being punished.”

“Well, I’m not sure that’s the lesson I was going for…”

“Too bad,” I said. “It’s the lesson I learned.”

He sighed. “So you’re still going to be a horrible customer?”

I chuckled. “Of course. If this is what I get for being one, I’m even gonna have to up my game.”


Gamer Girl Plays While Hubby Watches: Giving Everything She Has to Get Everything She Wants


Chapter One

“Dammit!” I exclaimed. “It got away again!”

Jay laughed as he walked into the living room. He fell onto the couch and looked at me. I sat in the recliner in the middle of the room, staring intensely at my phone.

“What did?” he asked.

As if he had to ask.

“You know,” I snapped.

“Oh, you mean this?”

Jay held up his phone so the screen was facing me. On it was the most beautiful animated dragon I’d ever seen. It was one of dozens of fantastical creatures in our favorite game, Mythics LIVE!, and the one that I’d just failed to capture for myself.

“You don’t have to sound like such an asshole about it,” I told him.

“I don’t know why your capture rate is so much lower than everyone else’s,” he said. “These things aren’t that hard to catch.”

“Technology hates me,” I said. “I’ve never been good with any video game, and you know it.”

“You haven’t tried many games, you know,” he said. “You call yourself a ‘gamer girl,’ but all you do is play mobile games.”

“There you go again, acting like they’re not real games,” I said, rolling my eyes. “And yet you seem to always be playing Mythics LIVE!”

“Whatever,” he said. “Regardless, this stuff doesn’t work any differently for you than for anyone else.”

I hated when Jay discounted my experiences and my belief that, as a practicing Wiccan, there’s something about me -- the fact that I’m much more attuned to nature than to manmade things, I think -- that makes it so technology doesn’t respond to me as well as it might someone else. And, yes, I’m aware of technopaganism and how some neopagans actually use technology in their rituals. But it’s never worked for me, okay?

I wondered how upset he’d be if I told him I thought him wearing his so-called lucky football jersey to cheer on his favorite team every Sunday was stupid.

“C’mon, let’s go to the park,” Jay suggested. “Mythics spawn at much higher rates there, even the cool ones, so you’re bound to catch something.”

“That’s what you say every time,” I said. “Why don’t you just give me one of your dragons? You have two now, right?”

“Four, actually,” he said.

“Four?!” I said. “Well, can I have one?”

“No,” he said. “You need to be able to play the game yourself.”

“Asshole,” I snapped.

He got off the couch and walked over to me.

“You’ll catch one at the park, trust me.”

“And if I don’t?”

He shrugged. “Then I guess you won’t have your dragon.”

I grabbed for his belt, trying to undo it. “I’ll blow you for it.”

He laughed, smacking my hand away. “You’d do that anyway,” he said. “You never need an excuse for that.”

Goddess damn him, but he was right. Maybe I needed to start holding out like some girls I know. Perhaps if I didn’t blow him almost every day, he wouldn’t be so damn cocky all the time.

But who am I kidding? My libido is uncontrollable at times and way higher than his. And I love giving blow jobs at least as much as he loves getting them. They held absolutely no bargaining power for me.

“Fine,” I said. “Let’s go to the park. But I’m gonna be mad at you if I don’t get my dragon.”

Jay needled me the entire time we walked to the park. He just wouldn’t shut up about statistics and “capture rates” and how data collected by a bunch of nerds on Reddit backed up what he was saying. He stopped short of calling my beliefs nonsense — he probably reasoned that I’d cut off the constant blow jobs if he insulted me too much —  but I know he thought that.

It was a beautiful day to spend in the park, I’d give Jay that. A bit hot, though. I was already sweating by the time we got there, and it wasn’t even noon yet. I wished I’d thought to wear something other than the very thin, white, button-up shirt I had on. And that I’d thought to cover my tiny tits with a bra. I looked down to see my nipples starting to poke through the now-damp fabric of the shirt.

As soon as we got to the park, I opened up the game on my phone and gasped. There were three dragons near us! The one I failed to catch in our apartment was only the third one I’d ever seen, and now there were three all at once! They were three different colors: green, red, and gold, but it didn’t matter to me which one I got. I touched the screen and made the circular motions around the green dragon since, according to Jay, they had a slightly easier chance of being captured.

A white and purple energy sphere — caused by my circular motions — enveloped the dragon. My heart raced as I waited to see if it would remain in its magical enclosure. Several seconds went by, and I was sure I had it, but it broke free at the last moment. It flew away, off the edge of my screen.

“Got ’em!” Jay said, playing on his phone.

“You got one?” I asked.

“One?” he said, laughing. “I got two of the three. The green one was a bitch and got away.”

I looked down at my phone. Only one dragon, the red one, remained on the screen. The gold one must have flown away while I was failing to get the green one.

“So you have six now?” I asked.

Jay nodded and looked very proud of himself.

“Can you try to catch this one for me?” I pleaded, batting my eyelashes and handing him my phone.

“Fine,” he said.

He took my phone, swirled his finger around on my screen, and laughed.

“Got it!” he said.

“Yay!” I exclaimed.

He tapped on my screen a couple of times and said, “And now that you know there’s nothing wrong with your phone, I let it go.”

My heart sank. “Letting it go” meant banishing it from the game world. It wouldn’t just reappear to give me another chance at capturing it.

“You asshole!” I said, slapping his shoulder with one hand and taking back my phone with the other. “Why would you do that?”

“I told you,” he said, “I want you to earn your own Mythics.”

He started walking deeper into the park, and I followed. No way I was sucking him off for a while after he pulled that stunt. The thought depressed me. Not as much as missing out on the dragons, though.

“All I have are a bunch of lesser Mythics, like leprechauns and some fairies,” I said. “You’re over there with your collection of dragons, and unicorns, and gryphons…”

“Don’t forget the phoenix,” he said. “I only have two of those, but still.”

I sighed. “I’ve literally never even seen one.”

As we walked by a picnic shelter, a group of three guys were tapping at their phones. One of them asked if the others had caught one of the dragons.

They all caught the dragons. Because, of course, they did.

“I wonder if any of them would give me a dragon,” I said.

“Maybe if you shake your ass at them,” Jay suggested.

What an idea. I knew he only said that because he’s insanely jealous and thinks I shake my ass at other guys all the time. Which I don’t. All the time, anyway. But if he didn’t want me to do it this time, he shouldn’t have been such a dick about helping me catch a dragon.

I was suddenly delighted to be wearing the shortest jean shorts I’d ever owned below my thin white shirt. The shorts made my ass look phenomenal. As for the shirt, well… my nipples were even more evident than before. I unbuttoned the top several buttons, exposing a fair amount of cleavage between my tiny breasts.

I was going to get a dragon. No matter what.


Chapter Two

I walked over to the three men — not much older than boys, really. A bit younger than Jay and me, they looked to be on the lower end of the typical age range for Mythics LIVE! Since it was based on a cartoon that was nearing the end of its run when I was little, you didn’t see many actual kids playing the game.

They had their eyes glued to their phones, apparently as into the game as Jay and me. I started to say something to get their attention, but Jay beat me to it.

“Hey, guys,” he called out. “My wife wants one of you to give her a dragon, but I don’t think you should.”

I swirled around to glare at Jay. As I did, I put one hand on my hip and made sure to ever so slightly bend toward him to present my fabulous-looking ass to the three guys.

“Why are you so mean today?” I asked, making my voice sound extra whiny.

The three guys all erupted in a chorus of laughter.

“Having trouble capturing a dragon, huh?” one of the guys asked.

I turned around to face them again. The one who’d spoken was the best looking of the three: tall, broad shoulders, scruffy blond hair.

“Yes,” I replied. “And my husband thinks it’s funny.”

“It’s funny because she thinks technology works differently for her than for other people,” Jay said. “Because she’s a witch.”

“Wiccan,” I corrected him.

“You’re Wiccan?” asked blondie’s friend. This one had dark brown skin and rich brown eyes.

I nodded.

“My sister’s into that stuff and can’t catch any of the really cool Mythics,” he said. “I always have to try to get extra ones to give her.”

“What a gentleman you are,” I said, walking closer to them, so they now surrounded me. I put my hand gently on the gentleman’s chest. “I’m Nikki.”

“Chuck,” the gentleman said.

Blondie said his name was Robert and introduced the third guy, an awkward ginger, as Daryl.

“Nice to meet you boys,” I said, looking at each of them in turn. “Now… you wanna help out this damsel in distress?”

Jay walked over to join us and said, “Don’t do it, guys. She needs to learn to play the game on her own.”

Seething with rage, I looked at Robert. If this little group of Mythics LIVE! players had a leader, it was him.

“Do you guys have extra dragons?” I asked.

They looked at each other, nodding.

“We all do,” Robert said. “I’ve got five. Six, maybe.”

I smiled. “Well… what if I made it worth your while to give me one?”

“What does that mean?” Robert asked. “Are you offering to pay one of us for a dragon?”

I smiled, licking my lips. I stepped away from Jay and closer to Robert, so close I could feel his breath on my face. “You might say that. Although… I’d be willing to… pay each of you for your help.”

Daryl, silent until now, finally spoke up. “You don’t need to pay me. I’ll just give you one.”

“Don’t do it, my guy,” Jay said. “She’ll never learn to play if she just gets stuff handed to her.”

Not moving away from Robert, I turned my head so I could see Jay out of the corner of my eye.

“What the fuck is your problem?” I asked. “These guys are willing to give me what I need, and I’m willing to give them something in return.”

I turned back to Robert, raising my hand to his chest but brushing his cock first. I giggled when I felt how hard he already was.

“Something they’ll never forget,” I said.

Robert stared into my eyes. His chest rose and fell, and I felt his heart pounding against my hand through his chest. But it was Chuck who spoke.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” he asked.

“Yes,” I told him. “I’m going to suck your dicks for dragons.”

“The hell you are,” Jay said, grabbing my shoulder to pull me away from my new friends. “We’re leaving.”

“You can leave if you want,” I said, looking him right in the eye. “I’m not going anywhere until I get my dragons.”

“Fine,” he said, tapping away at his phone. “I just sent you a trade request. I’ll give you your damn dragons.”

I looked at the game on my phone and saw Jay’s trade request. I hovered my finger over the “Accept” button before tapping “Reject.”

“You hit ‘Reject’ instead of ‘Accept,’” Jay said, the annoyance level in his voice reaching an all-time high.

“I know,” I said. “I don’t want your help anymore when it’s obvious these guys are more than willing to do what you wouldn’t.”

“I don’t know about this,” Darryl, the shy redhead, said.

“Shut up, Darryl,” Robert said. “I think we can work something out.”

I turned back to him and smiled. “Oh, I have no doubt we can.”

Robert and Chuck stepped closer to me. Darryl stayed where he was, but his eyes betrayed his eagerness.

“I am not going to let you do this, Nikki,” Jay said, grabbing my shoulder again.

Robert stepped around me to face down Jay.

“Doesn’t sound like it’s up to you, man,” he said. “It’d be best if you just walk away.”

Jay laughed, but I could tell he was nervous. “I am not going to leave my wife here with three strangers!”

“Fine,” Robert said. “Then you can stay and watch. But I wouldn’t try to interrupt us if I were you.”

I looked around, quickly taking stock of the situation. No one else was using the picnic shelter, and there was one corner where the walls offered a fair amount of privacy. There was a good chance if we did our business there, no one else walking through the park would see it. I nodded toward that corner, and Robert nodded back.

“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Jay said.

“What?” I said. “Getting what I want and teaching you a lesson at the same time?”

He muttered something else I couldn’t hear. He didn’t follow Robert, Chuck, and me to our destination, and neither did Darryl. I’d have to make sure to get the ginger involved before this was over; I had a feeling he might be the most fun.


Chapter Three

I gave Robert a gentle shove so he’d stand with his back against the left corner wall. Chuck assumed the same position against the other one. They had the biggest, shit-eating grins on their faces, but I couldn’t blame them. I’m sure this kind of thing didn’t happen to them every day. If ever.

“Drop ’em, boys,” I said.

“Both of us?” Chuck asked.

I nodded. “I can multitask.”

They didn’t bother trying to hide their glee, snickering like they’d just been told the naughtiest secret about one of their friends. When they dropped their shorts, I raised an eyebrow at my luscious snacks. The contrast in shades -- Robert’s light like most guys I’d been with and Chuck’s dark like way too few I’d experienced -- was delightful.

They were both bigger than Jay. Now, I’m not a size queen, so it’s never bothered me that he’s a little on the small side. There is some truth in the idea that how a guy uses what he has is more important than having an extra couple of inches. Still, I’d be lying if I said my heart didn’t skip a few beats when I looked at the two rock-hard cocks now pointing right at me, both tips glistening with the slightest amount of precum.

Chuck was at least an inch longer than Jay and much wider. I wouldn’t have any trouble wrapping my little hand around it like some you see in porn, but it would be quite the handful. And Robert, my Goddess. Just as I’d assumed he was the leader of this little Mythics-capturing group, he had to be the leader in cock size as well. It’s not like I had a ruler handy, but his dick had to be nine inches long or so. And it was just as wide as Chuck’s. I couldn’t help but wonder what that thing might feel like somewhere other than my mouth. A crazy thought, I know; it’s not like I was going to fuck anyone here in the park today, right?

Speaking of my mouth, it was literally watering in anticipation. For someone who loves giving blow jobs, I felt like I’d hit the jackpot. I may even have forgotten why I was doing this in the first place.

I wrapped a hand around each of them at the same time. They both gasped when I did.

“Jesus Christ,” Jay said. “Are you really doing this?”

I ignored him, but not because I was rude. I was just trying to decide which one of the boys I wanted to taste first.

Figuring I’d work my way up to the big guy, I bent toward Chuck. I closed my eyes as the thick head of his cock slipped through my lips and onto my tongue. I started stroking Robert’s monster, hoping I could multitask as well as I’d said I could. From their initial reactions, I don’t think I did a terrible job.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” Chuck said as I took more and more of him into my mouth.

“Jesus Christ,” Jay said again. He sounded closer this time. I felt his hand on my shoulder. “Nikki, you need to stop.”

“C’mon, man,” Darryl said. He sounded as close as Jay. “Maybe you should just wait over there or something. Where you can’t see anything. Or maybe just leave.”

“Fuck that,” Jay said as I continued my work. “Who knows what trouble she’d get into if I left?”

I smiled around Chuck’s cock. The thought of getting into even more trouble sent a sudden shock of thrill through my body. My pussy throbbed, and I realized my panties were soaked already. It was too bad I was so upset at Jay for not helping me get a dragon because he sure as hell wasn’t going anywhere near my pussy anytime soon.

“I’m gonna come,” Chuck suddenly announced, pushing me away from him. He grabbed his cock with his right hand and started furiously stroking himself. I didn’t have the heart to tell him he could’ve finished in my mouth, but then again, maybe coming on my face was his preference. Who was I to decide where he wanted his spunk to go?

Still stroking Robert, I tried to get a little lower so Chuck could finish on my face. With a grunt, he did just that. Rope after rope of his hot, sticky mess slammed into my face and hair. And yes, some of it got in my mouth.

When Chuck was finished, I turned my head, so Jay had a good view of my mouth. I stuck out my tongue to show him my gooey prize and then swallowed it.

“Jesus Christ,” Jay said for the third time. For an atheist, he sure said the Lord’s name a lot.

“Don’t act like you’re not enjoying this,” I told him, glancing down at his crotch. He was wearing light-colored khaki shorts, and the wet spot from his precum wasn’t exactly subtle, especially because of the bulge it was on.

I reached down and unsnapped the button of my jean shorts and then unzipped them.

“Darryl,” I said, “stop letting your friends have all the fun. Come here and finger me.”

“What?” Darryl and Jay said at the same time.

“I hardly think it’s fair that I’m going to make all of you come and be denied that pleasure myself,” I said. “Maybe I should stop what I’m doing to your friend here if you don’t help me out.”

“C’mon, man,” Robert pleaded. “Don’t let her stop.”

Darryl looked to Jay and shrugged. He came over next to me and squatted down.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice shaky.

I smiled. I took Robert’s cock in my right hand and used my left to grab Darryl’s hand. I guided him into the top of my shorts and released him, hoping he would take it from there.

He did. His hand descended to its destination, and I resumed my focus on Robert.

I lifted Robert’s massive cock, so it pointed straight up. I dove down and nibbled on his balls a bit before sticking out my tongue and soaking his scrotum with my saliva. As I started working my tongue up his shaft, Darryl’s fingers found my pussy. I gasped when he began circling my clit.

What Darryl was doing felt so good, I had to force myself to keep licking Robert. Most guys his age -- hell, most guys -- don’t even seem to know where the clitoris is, much less what to do with it if they find it, but my Goddess, he was excellent. I knew I had a good feeling about him, despite his meekness. My face flushed as heat radiated from my cunt throughout my body.

I wanted just to relax and let Darryl get me off, but I owed Robert a blow job. I reached the head of his cock, and I spent some time just swirling my tongue around the bottom of his tip. Most guys really liked that, and Robert was no exception. He pushed back against the wall as if trying to hold onto it for dear life. I probably could’ve made him come if I’d kept that up much longer, but I wanted to see what he felt like in my mouth.

I laid Robert’s massive prick onto my tongue and just savored the feeling for a moment. As I closed my lips around it and enjoyed how full it made my mouth feel, Darryl picked up the pace on my clit.

I squeezed my eyes shut as Darryl pushed me over the edge. I squealed around Robert’s cock as I came, electricity flying all through my body. I’ve always had incredible, easy orgasms but being in a public place, with cum in my hair and a stranger’s cock in my mouth while another stranger fingered me, made everything so much more intense.

“Jesus Christ,” Jay said, one more time.

I wish I’d had more time to savor the blossoming pleasure still going through my body, but I didn’t want to disappoint Robert. Forcing myself to focus on his cock, I let Darryl take his hand out of my shorts. I moved my head toward Robert, allowing the head of his cock to breach my throat. I went back and forth slower than with Chuck since I wanted to let Robert have his way with my throat without making me gag. Too much, that is. I couldn’t help it a few times; he was just so big.

I lost track of Chuck and Darryl, and I assume Jay was still standing around behind me saying “Jesus Christ” over and over again. I didn’t care about him or the other two or anything else at that moment. Only two things existed in the world: Robert’s cock and my mouth.

Robert started pumping in and out, in time with me as I moved. He surprised me with how gentle he was, and before long, we had built up a good rhythm. I loved the feeling of his massive rod in my mouth, on my tongue, and in my throat, and I thought I could keep doing this all day.

Of course, that’s not the way this works, and the inevitable did happen. Unlike Chuck, he made no effort to extract himself from my mouth as he came. I usually have no issues swallowing all of Jay’s cum, and I tried to do the same for Robert. But he just had too much. Wave after wave of searing hot spunk flooded my mouth. Much of it shot straight into my throat, and I did my best to choke it down without gagging on it. After a moment, I had no choice but to back up a little and open my mouth, letting some of his cum spill out of my mouth and onto my shirt, onto my bare knees.

I didn’t think he was ever going to finish, but finally, he did. I swallowed what was still in my mouth and then slowly pulled away from him. I held his cock up with one hand as I licked every inch of it, cleaning him up.

He looked down at me and smiled.

“Holy fuck,” he said. “You did all this for a dragon?”

I nodded. “I hope you’re not gonna back out of the deal.”

He laughed. “Are you kidding me? I’d give you my whole collection for that.”

I smiled, beside myself with glee. Jay was so used to my oral attention he seldom even thanked me or called me a good girl like he used to. Having such praise heaped on me for something I enjoyed so much was worth more than any digital dragon.

Of course, I would get my dragons, and a whole lot more, don’t worry about that.

“Shit,” Jay and Darryl said at the same time.

I looked at them and then to the place they were both looking. Another group of three guys was now on the other side of the picnic shelter, staring right at me, still on my knees in front of Robert’s deflating cock.

“Hey there,” I said. “You guys play Mythics LIVE!?”

They said they did.


Chapter Four

I stood up and handed Robert my phone. I told him and Chuck to take care of getting my new dragons into my game collection. I walked over to the new arrivals, none of whom could take their eyes off of me. Their gazes seemed to be glued to either my meager cleavage or unbuttoned jean shorts. They weren’t so bad-looking, either.

“So I just blew those two for dragons,” I said. “You guys got anything I might want?”

“Did they give you a stone dragon?” the brown-haired one asked. I shook my head. “I’d give you two of those.”

“I have a phoenix,” the one with dirty blond hair said.

I looked back at Jay and opened my mouth in mock surprise. He threw his hands up in the air.

“You need a Kelpie?” said the third, so tall he had to look down to make eye contact with me.

I stepped closer to Tall Dude and put my hands on his chest. “How’d you get a Kelpie?” I asked. “They only spawn in Scotland, according to my husband over there.”

“Your husband?” Tall Dude said, suddenly nervous.

“Don’t worry about him,” I said. “How’d you get the Kelpie?”

“It’s called spoofing,” he replied. “I trick my phone’s GPS into thinking it’s in other countries to get the regional exclusives.”

“Wow,” I said. “My husband thinks he’s a big expert on this game, but he’s never said anything about spoofing. I wonder what else you guys could teach me?”

I’m not going to tell you that Jay said “Jesus Christ” again. In fact, I’m not going to mention it again at all. Just assume that he kept saying it periodically, especially at specific points during what transpired next. You’ll probably have a good idea at what points.

I quickly got their names since I’m not the kind of girl who enjoys messing around without at least knowing that much. The one with brown hair and stone dragons was Eric. The one offering me the phoenix my own husband had been so cocky about was Sam. And Tall Dude, the spoofer, was Cal.

“Are you for real?” Sam asked.

I held up some of my hair. Chuck’s cum had dried somewhat, but there was no doubting what it was.

“This was the first load I sucked out today,” I said. “I swallowed most of the second.”

The new guys had all had growing erections before, but now they were at full mast.

“So… who’s gonna be number three?”

“What if we want more?” Eric, he of the stone dragons, asked.

I raised my eyebrow. “Someone’s ambitious.”

Cal stepped closer and gently caressed my cheek with the back of his hand. “Seems like you’re the ambitious one, ready and willing to do whatever it takes to get the best Mythics.”

I melted at the intimacy of the caress on my cheek and the tenderness in his voice as he complimented my dedication to the game. My pussy pulsated, and I had the sudden urge to drop my jean shorts right then and there.

But I wouldn’t have to do that work myself.

I led the three new arrivals over to the corner where I’d blown Robert and Chuck. Darryl had joined his two friends there now, while Jay paced frantically just outside the shelter. I spotted a small wooden bench, just big enough for me to lie down on, and asked Cal to bring it to us.

I lay down on the bench, my legs dangling over the edge. Sam and Eric got on either side of me and didn’t need to be told to drop their pants. They got on their knees, presenting their cocks to me like they were some kind of offering. As I took each of them in my hands, I wondered what Cal was up to as he stood by my dangling feet, looking down on the spectacle before him.

I only wondered for a moment. He got on his knees, too, and tugged at my jean shorts.

Despite what had already happened and what was happening now, I almost told him to stop. Was I really going to let my pussy be bared in front of these guys? In front of anyone who might wander into the picnic shelter? I couldn’t let this happen.

Could I?

I closed my eyes, wondering if I was the type of girl who’d lie on a bench in the park, two cocks in hand while her pussy was at the mercy of strangers.

I guess I was because I didn’t stop Cal. And neither did Jay, which surprised me even given that I’d blown off his earlier protests. It was one thing to blow a couple of guys and let another finger me. Spreading my legs and exposing my naked, dripping pussy to the world like I was now doing was quite a different level.

I’m not going to say, even now, that I had abandoned all rational thought. I was worried about what was happening, what it said about me that I would risk my health and safety, even my marriage, with my actions. Let’s face it — by this point, I knew what was going to go down, and I was okay enough with it to let nature take its course. But just know that I know how bad it might make me look.

Not that I cared about any of that once Cal’s tongue went to work on my cunt.

“Holy shit,” I said when Cal licked the edges of my pussy.

He teased me, licking around my lips but barely touching my slick folds themselves. I licked at Sam’s cock while stroking Eric’s, but I’m not going to lie. It was damn hard to focus on them once Cal decided to stop teasing and start poking his tongue inside my slit.

Between Cal’s attention on my pussy and the power I had over the other two, though, I was lost in my own world of pleasure. As I felt my second orgasm of the day fast approaching, I cared very little about my previous hesitation. About the damn game or its dragons. About much of anything, really.

I ended up getting more Mythics than I ever dreamed I’d have, but I don’t think I’d have been disappointed if I didn’t. 

I went back and forth between the two cocks, sucking one while stroking the other and then switching. At some point, I noticed Darryl standing over my head, his cock in his hand. I almost told him to stop, that I wanted to take care of him instead of him taking care of himself, but everything else overwhelmed my senses, my attention. Sam and Eric had unbuttoned my shirt entirely at some point — I don’t even remember them doing it — and clawed at my tiny breasts, rubbed my stomach, and took turns massaging my clit as Cal licked me.

As my pleasure built, I couldn’t focus on anything anymore. I slowed down my stroking and sucking until it eventually stopped altogether. If Sam and Eric were disappointed, they didn’t show it. Instead, they ramped up their attacks on my body, sucking on my nipples and biting my neck. Their fingers found their way inside my cunt, joining Cal’s expert tongue.

I’d had my eyes closed throughout much of this, but I opened them just before I came again. When I did, I saw Darryl, still jacking it right above my face. Instead of watching the show going on between my legs, he wouldn’t take his eyes off of my face. He looked so gentle, so loving, like he wanted to make sure I was enjoying myself.

I wanted to make sure he enjoyed himself, too.

I reached up and took over stroking his cock. The angle and position made it difficult, but I was determined to make him come.

The three guys working my pussy intensified their efforts, pushing me over the edge. I cried out and came again, my body thrashing. Sam and Eric put a hand on each side of me, concerned I would throw myself off the bench. And then Darryl shot his load all over my face and tits. I opened my mouth to catch what I could there, laughing as I felt Darryl’s whole body shake through his cock in my hand.

I didn’t stop twitching for what seemed like forever. I lay there, dripping juices from my cunt and covered in Darryl’s cum. Robert and Chuck were suddenly standing over me now, too, or maybe they had been there for a while, I don’t know. I was beside myself with pleasure, basking in the attention of so many new and yummy men, that such petty concerns as who was watching me get off just didn’t matter as much as it maybe should have.

And then Jay was there, saying, “Are you done yet? Can we go?”

His cock looked so big, straining against his khaki shorts, that I wondered if he wanted to go to stop what was about to happen or if he just wanted to get me home so he could fuck my brains out.

And I wanted my brains to be fucked out; you can be sure about that. But I didn’t want to wait to get home to have it done.

“I still need my Mythics,” I whispered.

“I’ll give you whatever you want,” Jay said. “Let’s just go home.”

“You don’t have a Kelpie,” Cal said.

I laughed when he said it since he was unaware that his Kelpie was the least of my concerns after his magnificent tongue work. But I was glad I’d be walking away from this — on shaky legs, I had no doubt at this point — with such a rare creature in my game menagerie.

“He’s right, Jay,” I said. “You don’t have a Kelpie.”

“Is it worth it?” my husband said. “Whoring yourself out for a goddamned game?”

I reached up and grabbed his cock through his shorts. “I don’t know, honey. You tell me.”

He gasped and pushed himself into my hand. I gently stroked him through his shorts for a moment, wondering if I could make him come like that.

“So what now?” Sam asked.

“You guys decide,” I said, still massaging my husband’s dick. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

I half-expected Jay to say something about that — at least “Jesus Christ” — but he remained silent. Other than a moan or two.

“Okay, then,” Cal said. “I know what I want.”


Chapter Five

Cal moved beside me, nudging Eric out of the way. He bent down and picked me up off of the bench. Jay gasped as I lost contact with his cock. Cal carried me to one of the picnic tables and lay me down, my ass right on the edge. It was much more exposed to anyone walking by the shelter than our previous location had been, but I was way beyond caring at that point.

“I want to fuck you,” Cal said quietly. “Is that okay?”

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, not nearly as quietly as Cal.

The other guys all came to stand around me, their cocks out in their hands. Robert and Chuck were working with rock hard shafts again. Even Darryl was stiffening up; quite impressive, considering he’d come so recently.

I couldn’t see my husband, which is a shame. I’d like to have seen his face as Cal started rubbing his cock against my soaking wet pussy.

I hadn’t seen Cal’s cock yet, which was a shame because as it went in, it sure felt like one I’d love to see. As wet as I was, it hurt a little as it poked through my opening, so it had to be big. Once it slipped all the way inside, I felt more full than I could remember feeling for a long time.

As Cal pounded my cunt, I reached out and grabbed whatever cocks I could grab. A couple of the guys got on their knees on the seats of the picnic table. I’m sure this was uncomfortable and maybe even painful for them, but they made no complaints with their cocks in my mouth. Most of the time, I didn’t even know whose cock was whose, and I didn’t care.

Cal picked up the pace, slamming into my cunt with all the force he could muster. I could tell he was getting close, and panic set in as I realized I needed to ask him to pull out. Jay and I had been talking about having kids, and it’d been a little over three months since my last birth control shot.

If Cal — or any of the other greedy young men I had at my disposal now — came inside me, it could mean more trouble than I might be prepared to deal with.

But he was so close, and it feels so good when a man shoots his load inside you, and the thought of having multiple men do that, one after another, was too much, and what was I supposed to do?

In the back of my mind, I thought Jay would intervene. Surely he had to know what was at stake here, didn’t he? What happened if I got pregnant and the child wasn’t his? If all these guys fucked me the way they wanted, we’d probably never even know who the father was. As Cal reached his climax, I decided if Jay tried to put a stop to it, I’d let him this time.

This was on him. It was in his hands.

And then it happened.

It was like a weight was lifted when I felt the first blast of Cal’s cum paint my insides. After the first couple of bursts, he pressed himself into me and stayed there, as if making sure none of his precious gift escaped my womb. As if to help him out, I latched my legs around him so he couldn’t pull out if he tried.

I say I’m a practicing Wiccan, but I don’t think about the Goddess on a daily basis. But lying there with warm seed working its way through my body, I thought about her then. Was her Mother aspect looking down on me now, eager to usher me away from her Maiden side?

I resigned myself to leaving such concerns in her more than capable hands as I asked, “Who’s next?”

Sam took Cal’s place between my legs and pushed his way inside me. He wasn’t as big as Cal and was much gentler, but it didn’t take him long to get to his happy place. His cum mixed with Cal’s as he and I came at the same time.

After Sam filled me up, Erik took his place, and then Robert and Chuck each fucked me. By the time they were done, Cal was ready to go again.

At some point during all of this, Darryl took his place by my side and fed me his cock. As I sucked him, he played with my hair and looked lovingly into my eyes the whole time. It seems weird to say, but having him treat me with genuine affection while the others relentlessly used my pussy was an incredibly intimate thing.

Not that I minded the pounding in my cunt, the seemingly endless stream of spunk that was now rushing back out of my pussy as fast as it could go in. But I think out of everything that happened that afternoon, the part I liked the most was when Darryl exploded inside my mouth.

I swallowed everything he gave me and wanted more.

Others came into the shelter to see what was going on, and some of them fucked me, too. I don’t even know how many. There were even a couple of women who joined in, including a gorgeous redhead. I was mildly disappointed that all she did was finger me a bit and play with my nipples.

She was responsible for pushing me over the edge into my final orgasm of the day, though, when she told me she’d really like to eat me out but didn’t want to deal with the copious amounts of cum gushing out of my vagina. I could feel it, of course, but hearing her describe just how much of the warm, sticky mess was oozing out of me and dripping down to the concrete floor of the shelter was something else.

It was the most intense orgasm I’d ever had, and I screamed so loudly I’m surprised someone didn’t call the cops. I did attract even more attention, and more guys showed up, wanting a turn.

I didn’t say no to any of them, even a pretty brunette who straddled my face and almost drowned me with her juices. I’m not into girls, but I didn’t completely hate it.

Robert took it upon himself to make sure I got all my Mythics. By the time he was done, going around and extracting dragons and phoenixes and other creatures (some I didn’t even know were in the game!), my game menagerie was full. I’d have to buy more slots if I wanted to capture anything else.

I felt like I was also full. Full of cum in my pussy and my stomach. I have no idea how many loads I took inside me, in either hole, but I felt warm and satisfied and complete. I just lay there for quite some time after it was over, surrounded by some of the guys who had used me all afternoon. After a while, only Robert, Chuck, and Darryl remained, not wanting to leave until I was ready to collect myself and go home.

And, of course, Jay was still there. He’d stood watch over the whole thing, making sure I didn’t get hurt and that none of the people who joined in the fun were underage. Not that that was a big concern; it was very rare for anyone younger than us to play Mythics LIVE! It was, as my teenage cousin said, “an old person’s game.”

He looked down on me and smiled.

“Do you hate me?” I asked him, suddenly very worried about that. I could barely see him through all the cum sticking to my eyelids.

He shook his head.

“Do you still want me?” I asked.

He smiled and answered me by moving between my legs and dropping his pants.

I didn’t come again — I was just too worn out for that — but when he filled me with my final load of cum of the day, I was as happy as if I had.

---

I got my dragons that day in the park. And three phoenixes. And a Kelpie. Jay paid for an increase to my game menagerie size so I could capture more Mythics, and it’s a good thing. The game company released an update a couple of months later and added all sorts of new stuff.

My capture rate is still shit, but thankfully I have several new friends who are willing to do some trading to help me get what I want.


Breaking Her Vows: A Cuckold Chastity Story of Biblical Proportions


Chapter One

“More wine, dear?” Jon asked, holding up the bottle when he noticed her glass was empty. They were about halfway through dinner.

“No, thank you,” Darla replied. “I’m going out with the girls in a little bit, remember? Wouldn’t want to already be drunk before we start.”

“So responsible,” Jon said.

“That’s me,” Darla said. “So, how was your day?”

Darla seemed to be having trouble paying attention as Jon attempted to regale her with the trials and tribulations of a corporate accountant. Her eyes kept darting away from him, and she nodded at odd times while he talked as if she hadn’t heard what he said. He tried not to let it bother him and pushed on until he was finished. His work was important to him, and it was important to her. He made enough money so that she could choose to only work when she wanted to and to have plenty of time for things like going out with the girls on a regular basis.

“So, on another topic,” he said, “I was thinking about asking Pastor Ethan about becoming a deacon.”

Darla raised an eyebrow. Jon thought she might have started sweating but couldn’t imagine why she’d have such a reaction.

“Really?” she asked. “Why don’t you go ahead and pour me some more wine after all and tell me what brought that on?”

Jon shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve always looked up to church leadership, even when I was a kid. And this church has had such a huge impact on our lives that I feel like I want to contribute more than I have. I think I have a lot to offer.”

She put her hand over her mouth. Was she stifling a chuckle? Jon had no idea why she might have found that so funny.

“And with Brother Henry’s last day at the church being this next Sunday, we’ll be down to only three deacons, so there’ll be an opening. Not sure there’s anyone else Pastor Ethan can trust to replace Henry so, why not me?”

“Why not you, indeed?” Darla said and drained her newly full wine glass.

They finished dinner. Darla stood and collected some plates. She took them to the sink to rinse them before putting them in the dishwasher. As she did so, Jon came up behind her and put his arms around her from behind. A slight but hard bulge pressed into her ass, and she smiled.

“What are you doing, dear?” she asked, continuing to rinse dishes.

“What does it feel like I’m doing, honey?” he asked, kissing the back of her neck in that one spot he knew she liked.

She turned around, and Jon’s hard little bulge pressed against her pubic bone as he pulled her into him. She gasped, and her face turned red. It felt pretty good to Jon, too, but probably not nearly as good as it felt for Darla.

“It feels like you’re doing something that might be detrimental in your quest to become a deacon for the Church of Many Erect Staffs,” she said.

Jon’s hands moved from her back to her sides and then began slowly upward, toward something she’d only ever let him touch once before.

“I won’t tell if you won’t,” he said.

“You know we can’t, Jon,” Darla said. “The vows we’ve made to the church, they’re too important to me. To you.”

“Please,” he said, his hands just under her breasts. “Unlock me. Just for a few minutes.”

Jon had made some church-defying moves on her before, but begging to have his cock cage unlocked was new. He pushed harder into her, the thing he wanted her to remove from his cock pressing even harder against her cunt. He was determined to make her want something he knew she couldn’t let him give her...

“I can’t do that, Jon,” she said. “You’d hate me for it if I did.”

“I promise, I won’t,” he said, moving his hands to her tits. Each of his thumbs found her nipples and slowly circled them, making her gasp.

She did the only thing she could do. She reached for the spray bottle by the sink and aimed it at Jon’s face. She squeezed the trigger before he realized what was happening.

Stepping back away from her and wiping the water off of his face, he said, “What was that for?”

“You need to cool off,” she said. “Maybe you should go take a cold shower. Besides… I couldn’t unlock you if I wanted to, remember? Three weeks ago, Pastor Ethan asked the wives to surrender our husbands’ keys as a show of loyalty to the church.”

He’d known this, of course, but being reminded of it made his face flush. Anger flashed in his eyes for the briefest of moments before he took a deep breath and smiled. He stepped back closer to her but didn’t touch her.

“You’re right,” he said. “Thank you for being my strength.”

She leaned toward him and kissed him on the mouth. Looking him in the eyes, she said, “Anytime, sweetheart.”

“This is all worth it,” he said, and even he didn’t know if it was a statement or a question.

“It is,” Darla assured him. “You know what Pastor Ethan says: ‘If chastity is holy before marriage, it must be extra holy afterward.’ Don’t you want to be as holy as you can be?”

Jon sighed. “Of course, I do. Again, thank you for never wavering in our commitment. I will strive to be as strong as you.”

She patted him on the cheek. She looked like she felt sorry for him, and sometimes he felt sorry for himself. When they’d started dating, they made a commitment to each other to wait until their wedding night to have sex. But then Jon found the Church of Many Erect Staffs and wanted to check it out. They liked the church and its message and became members just before their wedding day. Jon had been disappointed that one of the central tenets of the church was forever abstaining from sexual contact, but the benefits the church offered in terms of earthly gain and eternal reward were simply too great for either of them to pass up.

They dated for 14 months and had been married twice as long, and they hadn’t done much more than kiss. Jon’s hands occasionally betrayed him, and she’d let him touch her breasts once--twice, now--but it didn’t take much to remind him of his vows to the church.

The worst part was when he felt all mopey. He’d sometimes wonder why the women of the church weren’t required to wear chastity belts since the men had to wear cock cages. The answer was simple: Pastor Ethan knew men had more trouble than women when it came to resisting the sins of the flesh.

At least, that was the answer the men of the church were given.

---

Jon did take a cold shower in the downstairs bathroom as Darla got ready in the upstairs one. He was sitting in the recliner in the living room, watching a game show on TV, when she came downstairs. Wearing more makeup than he’d ever seen her wear and a skirt so short he could almost see her underwear, she looked like she was ready to go dancing in some club instead of out to drinks with “the girls.” Jon’s cock twitched uselessly in his cage at the sight of her.

“You look nice,” he said.

“Thank you,” she replied. “I’ll be out late, so don’t wait up. And if I don’t come home, don’t worry. I might crash at Susan’s.”

He believed every word she said.

She leaned down and kissed him on the forehead. Her perfume smelled really lovely, and he did his best to avoid looking at the cleavage so prominently displayed mere inches from his eyes.

And then she was gone, leaving him alone with his useless cock and his game show.

---

Jon discovered early on that the cage didn’t prevent him from masturbating. Whether it was allowed or not by the Church of Many Erect Staffs was a pretty big gray area and one on which he had never bothered to seek clarification. More often than not, he chose not to even when he felt the urge, simply because it felt like it was going against the spirit of the church’s tenets.

Sure, he had to be creative about it. It was possible to jack off the old-fashioned way, but it took longer and was painful. When he did it, he usually used a small vibrator he kept hidden from Darla.

Most of the time, it simply wasn’t worth bothering with, and the extra effort combined with his worries about what the church might think gave him enough pause to give up before he started.

Not tonight, though.

Just after Darla left, he thought he might be able to resist. He continued watching his game show and then the workplace comedy that came on afterward. But as the minutes ticked by, he grew more and more restless and knew only one thing would bring him peace.

He retrieved his vibrator and lay down in the bed he’d never fucked his wife on. He turned on the vibrator and held it against the cock cage, closing his eyes as what passed for pleasure these days washed over him.

Despite the barrier between his cock and the vibe, it wasn’t going to take long for him to come. It had been weeks since the last time he’d done this, and Darla had gotten him good and revved up this evening. Not that she’d done anything overtly to do so; he realized the feelings she brought to the surface were ultimately his own responsibility. His own weakness. His own sin.

He was close, so, so close, when his phone rang from the nightstand. He would’ve ignored it, but he always answered when he heard “(I Can’t Get No) Satisfaction” by the Rolling Stones playing from his phone.

Darla thought his choice for her custom ringtone was hilarious.

He laid the vibe down without turning it off and picked up the phone. His cock twitched, yearning for the release it had been promised. He tapped the “answer” button and said hello.

“Oh, God!” Darla screamed through the phone. She sounded like she was at some distance from her own phone. Jon could hear squeaking sounds that he immediately recognized as what having sex on a bed sounds like. “Holy fucking shit, that hurts!”

“You want me to stop?” a male voice said, also from a distance.

“Not on your life!” Darla said, following that up with a loud moan. “Tear me apart, you bastard!”

Jon felt tears forming at the edges of his eyes but somehow managed not to break down into full-on sobs. His heart pounded as he helplessly said Darla’s name into the phone. She obviously couldn’t hear him and was busy with other matters. Somehow she or the man attempting to tear her apart had accidentally tapped her phone screen and called Jon.

His cock was still twitching.

He laid the phone back on the nightstand after putting the call on speaker. He picked up the vibe and held it longways against his caged penis. Wrapping his hand around the vibe and his cock, he began stroking.

His wife screamed, a strange mix of pleasure and pain that had never blessed Jon’s ears before now, for several more minutes. She didn’t stop until Jon came, a pathetically small amount of sticky ooze escaping his tiny metal prison.

Jon smiled when he realized he and his wife came at about the same time, but a moment later, he cried anyway.


Chapter Two

Jon left the house the next morning before Darla got home, about an hour before he had to go for work. She’d texted him to say she was leaving “Susan’s” soon, but he didn’t know if he could face her so soon after what had happened.

Since he had some time to kill before work, he drove to the one place he thought he might find some comfort or perspective: Pastor Ethan’s house. Members of the congregation had an open invitation to stop by and talk to Pastor Ethan at his home if he wasn’t at the church. Hardly anyone took advantage of this, as Pastor Ethan was at the church more often than not, and no one wanted to appear rude by intruding on his home. Jon didn’t either but felt the situation warranted it.

The preacher lived in a house bigger than that of any of his congregants. It wasn’t quite a mansion, but it was what passed for one in this town. How Pastor Ethan could afford such an abode on a preacher’s salary tended to get people shunned if discussed. Jon rang the doorbell and stood waiting for a few moments in front of a great oak door on a front porch bigger than most rooms in Jon’s house.

Pastor Ethan’s wife, Jasmine, opened the door. She was wearing a short, silk robe that barely hid her giant, perfectly shaped breasts. Her long, dark hair was wet as if she’d just been showering. He tried not to even catch a glimpse of her cleavage and failed miserably. His cock twitched, which it seemed to be doing quite frequently lately.

“Oh, hi, Jon,” she said. “What can I do for you?”

“Is Pastor Ethan home?” Jon asked. “I have a pressing matter to discuss with him.”

“I’m sorry, he isn’t,” Jasmine said. “He went on over to the church early this morning. Had a meeting or something.”

“Okay, thanks,” Jon said, turning away and trying (and failing) not to look again at Jasmine’s cleavage.

The local Church of Many Erect Staffs was a short drive from Pastor Ethan’s house. Jon pulled into the parking lot and parked his sensible sedan next to the pastor’s gargantuan SUV, which must have cost more than many homes in the area.

Jon entered the church through a door in the back, near where the offices were located. It was the only door that would be unlocked when Pastor Ethan or one of the deacons weren’t conducting services.

As he approached the pastor’s office, he wasn’t surprised to see the door was closed. Pastor Ethan had a literal open-door policy but always closed the door when meeting with a parishioner. Jon was surprised someone would be seeking the pastor’s counsel so early in the morning, but maybe he shouldn’t have been. That was, of course, why he was there. He stood there for a moment and thought he could hear sound coming through the door. It was muffled so much he couldn’t tell what it was.

He knocked on the door.

The muffled sound stopped, and Pastor Ethan called out, “Come in!”

Jon tried to turn the doorknob but couldn’t.

“I think it’s locked,” he said.

“Sorry, sorry,” Pastor Ethan said.

This was followed by footsteps, the clicking of the door’s lock, and the turning of the doorknob. The door swung open, and Jon was greeted by Pastor Ethan’s flawless skin, perfectly sculpted hair, and smiling face.

Unlike Jon these days, Pastor Ethan was always smiling.

“Jon!” Pastor Ethan said, extending a hand for Jon to shake. Jon winced before even putting his hand in the preacher’s, knowing the other man’s grip was strong enough to hurt. This time was no different, except the handshake went on for longer than usual. “So happy to see you. Jasmine texted me and said you might be coming by. Come on in.”

Jon massaged his injured hand with his other one as he entered the room, which was empty other than the two of them. He wondered why Pastor Ethan had locked his office door--had had his door closed in the first place-- if he was alone and had been expecting Jon.

“Have a seat,” the preacher said, sitting down behind his desk and motioning toward a chair on the other side.

As Jon sat down, Pastor Ethan’s eyes darted to the large computer monitor on his desk. Jon assumed the muffled sounds he’d heard through the door had been coming from a video the preacher was watching on his computer.

When Pastor Ethan noticed Jon watching him, he said, “I was just reviewing tithing records for the year. Running a church isn’t getting any cheaper, you know.”

“Darla and I are always glad to do our part,” Jon said.

“I know you are,” Pastor Ethan said. “So, what brings you here this morning? Jasmine said you seemed distressed.”

Jon squirmed in his seat. He was annoyed with himself that he’d been so flustered that the pastor’s wife could tell something was wrong. He’d thought he was holding it together better, and the fact that his emotions were so obvious made things even worse. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out.

Glancing back at the computer screen before turning his full attention on Jon, Pastor Ethan said, “This is a safe space, Jon. You know we don’t have confessionals like Catholics, but you can think of my office as just such a place. You can tell me anything, and I won’t judge you. You know that, don’t you?”

Jon nodded.

“Judgment comes from no man and only from our virgin Lord and Savior,” Pastor Ethan said. “Have you done anything to earn that judgment?”

Jon’s face flushed as he recalled, with sickening detail, his masturbation from the night before. The church was vague on whether masturbation itself was allowed, but doing it while listening to your wife being vigorously fucked seemed a step too far in the wrong direction. He decided he would need to think about that and do what he could to atone for his sins. Regardless, he didn’t need to bring it up to discuss what he was here to discuss.

“Darla is… engaging in sexual intercourse,” Jon said. He wouldn’t realize until later that he’d phrased it in such a way as to make the issue more about her offense to the church than her offense to her wedding vows.

“I see,” Pastor Ethan said, looking at his computer monitor again. Looking back to Jon but not making eye contact, he continued. “And how did you come by this knowledge?”

“She accidentally called me while doing it,” Jon said. “Well, either she or her… lover did. I don’t think they had any idea I heard what I heard.”

“Fuck,” Pastor Ethan said, which was unlike him to say. “Sorry. It’s just… wow, that must have been hard to hear.”

Jon nodded.

“And you’re sure it was her?”

Jon nodded again and said, “It was definitely her.”

Pastor Ethan slumped back in his chair and looked at his computer screen.

“Well, that’s a problem,” he said.

“Tell me about it,” Jon said.

Pastor Ethan looked like he was about to say something else, but his gaze was suddenly directed at something behind Jon. Jon turned to see Deacon David standing in the doorway. A good-looking black man, David was so tall he had to stoop a little to fit under the doorway, and his broad shoulders hinted at his past as an offensive lineman for the local college football team.

“I’m sorry,” David said. “Is this a bad time? I can come back.”

“Not at all,” Pastor Ethan said, motioning him in.

David walked over to stand next to the preacher and glanced at the computer monitor.

“Jon and I were just discussing a problem with his wife,” Pastor Ethan said.

Jon felt his face flush again.

“Oh?” David said. “Is everything okay with Miss Darla?”

“It seems Miss Darla has been performing sexual acts,” Pastor Ethan explained. “And not with Brother Jon here.”

David said, “Oh, shit,” and put his hand over his mouth. It seemed to Jon to be quite a dramatic gesture.

“Oh, shit, indeed,” Pastor Ethan said. “Apparently, Darla or her lover accidentally called him last night while in the throes of her sin.”

“I actually didn’t mention that it was last night,” Jon said.

“But it was, though?” David asked. Beads of sweat dotted his forehead.

“Yes,” Jon said, thinking it was odd for the deacon to seem so interested in that fact.

“What would you like us to do about this, Jon?” the preacher asked.

“I don’t know,” Jon said. “I assumed the church had some sort of… intervention process when someone is led astray. I mean, I don’t want her to be ex-communicated or anything, but--”

“Ex-communication is only for men,” Deacon David said.

“Wait,” Jon said. “Women can’t be held accountable for having sex, but men can?”

Pastor Ethan shrugged. “The church thinks women have historically suffered enough when it comes to exploring their sexual nature.”

“We’re a pretty feminist church when you think about it,” Deacon David said.

Pastor Ethan laughed. “That we are, David, that we are. So, yes, Jon, we excommunicate men if they are found to be lacking in restraint, but there is… another option for women that we don’t discuss with just anyone.”

“You haven’t done anything to warrant ex-communication, have you, Jon?”

Jon blinked. “Well, no, of course not,” he said. His voice wavered a bit as he thought again about his masturbation. “So, should Darla have this other option applied in her case then?”

“As I said, we don’t discuss the Women’s Option with just anyone,” Pastor Ethan said. “That is a matter to be decided among church leadership.”

Which is all men, Jon thought. Whatever the “Women’s Option” was, it still appeared to be men deciding a woman’s sexual fate, just as they had throughout history. Some feminist church.

“I just wanted some advice,” Jon said.

“My advice is to ignore it,” Pastor Ethan said. “Confronting Darla about this might cause strife at home. The best thing for you to do is not to say anything to anyone, including Darla, and keep on making sure you’re blameless in the eyes of our virgin Lord and Savior.”

“Okay,” Jon said, saying something entirely different from “okay” in his head.

“Let me ask you a question,” Pastor Ethan said. “Has anything really changed? Even if Darla is having sexual contact with, I don’t know, five different men, is it taking anything away from you?”

“Five seems like an awfully specific number,” Jon said, scratching his head. “As far as I know, it’s only one.”

Deacon David laughed. “That’s beside the point. She’s not giving these five other men anything of yours anyway, right?”

“Most husbands probably wouldn’t see it that way,” Jon said.

“Ah, but you’re not most husbands, Jon,” Pastor Ethan said. “You’re a member of the Church of Many Erect Staffs, and you know there are more important things in this world than sexual relations.”

“I suppose…”

“And it’d be a shame for something like this to derail your ambitions to be a deacon,” Deacon David said.

“How did you know about that?” Jon said.

Deacon David rubbed the back of his neck. “Uh, I’m sure you mentioned it to me at some point. When we were talking about Henry leaving.”

Jon wasn’t so sure about that but decided to let it go.

“So, I’m just supposed to let her keep doing what she’s doing? What about her safety? Diseases? Pregnancy?” He barely choked out that last word as a lump formed in his throat at the very thought.

“I’m sure Miss Darla can take care of herself,” Deacon David said.

“Oh, yes,” Pastor Ethan agreed. “I’m sure she can.”

The two men seemed to be on the verge of laughter, but Jon thought he might be imagining it.

“I don’t know about any of this,” Jon said. “But I’ll have to think about it later. I have to go to work.”

“You do that,” Pastor Ethan said. “Get your mind on other things for a while. A good day’s honest work does wonders for a man.”

“Thank you both,” Jon said, standing up, although he wasn’t sure what he was thanking them for. If anything, he felt even more conflicted than when he’d arrived.

“Our pleasure, Brother Jon,” Pastor Ethan said.

The preacher put his hands on his desk and stood up. One of his hands slipped and hit a key on his computer keyboard when he did. Sounds played from the computer a moment later.

Sounds of a woman in pleasure.

Sounds Jon had heard before, very recently.

Sounds of Darla telling a bastard to tear her apart.

Pastor Ethan and Deacon David looked at each other, and then both turned their gaze back to Jon. Jon stood there, staring at the back of the computer monitor, wanting more than he would ever let them know to step around and see what was happening on the screen. He wasn’t aware of his mouth opening and closing wordlessly.

Jon moved his hands to cover himself as if he was worried about a visible erection. His cock twitched against his hands as he listened to the same sounds from the night before.

Deacon David started pacing the room, muttering curses under his breath, but Jon was only vaguely aware of that.

Pastor Ethan scrambled to hit the pause button again but didn’t do so until Jon heard Darla come for the second time ever. When the computer was silent once again, Jon looked the preacher in the eyes. He felt like he was going to be sick.

And then, he was. All over the preacher’s desk.

“I’m going to tell everyone about this,” Jon said. “The congregants. The other churches. The Many Erect Staffs Convention itself!”

“If you wish,” Pastor Ethan said. “But maybe you should talk to your wife about it first.”


Chapter Three

It was all about tithing. In a way, Pastor Ethan really had been reviewing tithing records when Jon went to see him at the church office. It was a different sort of tithing than Jon putting a check worth ten percent of his income into the offering plate every Sunday, but it was tithing all the same.

At least to hear Darla tell it.

Jon called off work--the first time he’d done so in nearly ten years--and went back home to talk to Darla. She was waiting for him at the kitchen table when he got home; Pastor Ethan or Deacon David must have let her know what had happened.

She stared at the coffee cup in front of her as she held it with both hands, not making eye contact. Another cup sat on the other side of the table, in front of his chair. He sat down and looked at his own cup.

“Why?” he asked after a minute.

“To pay for my sins,” she said. “Like tithing, in a way.”

It didn’t seem like tithing at all to Jon, but there were more pressing matters to discuss.

“What sins?”

“I was caught fornicating with someone,” she said. “Pastor Ethan presented me with something he called--”

“The ‘Women’s Option,’” Jon finished.

Darla nodded.

“Who were you fornicating with?” Jon asked.

She hesitated before answering. “Brother Henry.”

It took a moment before Jon’s mind fully processed what she’d said. Brother Henry was old enough to be her father and not a man Jon could see Darla finding attractive. The idea that she’d have sex with any of the deacons, much less Henry, was so alien he asked her to repeat herself.

“Henry,” she said.

“But it wasn’t real sex, right?” Jon asked. “Because of his cage?”

Darla laughed. “Oh, the deacons aren’t caged. Neither is Pastor Ethan.”

“Why Henry?” Jon asked as if anyone else would’ve been acceptable.

“I ran into him at the bar one night a few months ago when I was out with the girls,” she said. “I don’t know if it was the alcohol or what, but we both started confiding in each other about our needs. Henry’s wife is so into church doctrine she won’t even kiss him. And that’s how it started--with a kiss. He enjoyed it so much I thought he was going to come right there on the barstool. He wanted more. And so did I.”

“And that’s why he’s leaving,” Jon said. “Ex-communicated.”

Darla shook her head. “No. The rules are… different for church leadership than they are for you. He’s just transferring to the Raleigh congregation to be closer to some family.”

“Wait. So you were fucking someone else last night because you were caught fucking Brother Henry?”

“Yes.”

“So who was it last night?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“I’d rather you did,” Jon snapped, surprising himself and Darla with the forcefulness in his words. It wasn’t like him to raise his voice.

“It was Deacon David.”

No wonder David had acted so strangely earlier.

“Are there any others?” Jon asked. He knew what the answer would be as the pieces of the puzzle were finally falling into place.

“The other deacons,” she replied. “Amos and Tony.”

That’s four. Pastor Ethan and Deacon David had both mentioned five…

“And Pastor Ethan, I assume?” Jon asked.

Darla simply nodded.

“We’re all supposed to be chaste,” Jon said. “I can’t believe the leaders of the church get to do whatever they want while congregants are made to sacrifice. Just seems hypocritical to me, not to mention the doctrine being all over the place.”

Darla laughed. “You just described every religion ever, honey.”

“But they’re forcing you to pleasure them,” Jon said.

“They’re not forcing me,” Darla said. “It was my idea.”

“But the Women’s Option…”

“Is simply a lengthy series of counseling sessions with other women of the church,” Darla said. “I didn’t want to do that, so I proposed an… alternative.”

“You chose this?” Jon asked. “You chose to compound your sin instead of seeking forgiveness? Redemption?”

Darla rolled her eyes. “Look, Jon, I do like the church you got us involved with and agree with many of its tenets, but I’ve never in my life blindly followed any creed. I’m certainly not going to start now. And I have needs that you simply can’t meet.”

“Because I’m blindly following a creed.”

“Well… yeah. I know how important your faith is to you, but I’m not willing to sacrifice my pleasure for your faith. I hope you can understand that.”

“I’m not sure I can,” he said.

“You’ll come around,” she said. “You must have liked what you heard last night when David accidentally called you while throwing my phone across the room. Your vibrator was in a different drawer than it usually is.”

“You know about the vibrator?”

She nodded. “Your secret’s safe with me. And don’t worry… Pastor Ethan tells me he has a special sermon planned for this Sunday that will help the entire church understand our place in the grand scheme of things.”


Chapter Four

Jon squirmed in his pew on Sunday morning, rubbing his thumbs over the faux leather cover of his Bible. Embossed on the front were five shepherd’s crooks displayed in a star pattern, denoting it as the special Church of Many Erect Staffs edition of the Bible. This version, the only one allowed to be brought inside church walls, had several passages altered to show the real meaning of God’s Word that so many other versions failed to include. Jon had never doubted the veracity of the book he held in his hands. Not until very recently, anyway.

He was nervous about this special sermon Darla had mentioned and couldn’t help wondering if it related specifically to his newfound knowledge of his wife’s sexual freedom. He thought he’d feel better if she was sitting next to him like usual, but she’d told him she needed to do a few things before she met him there. As the regular sermon time approached without her joining him, he grew more and more uneasy. He texted her, then called her, but she didn’t respond either time.

Jon looked around. Many of the other congregants were relegated to standing room only. It was a packed house; news of the pastor’s special sermon brought in church members who rarely attended weekly services.

Darla was nowhere to be found when Pastor Ethan walked out on the big stage at the front of the pews. Flanking him were all four deacons. They were all dressed in matching white robes instead of their usual Sunday best, and none of them wore shoes. Chatter broke out among the other congregants, and Jon’s uneasiness grew and grew.

The large flat-screen televisions positioned at a dozen spots around the sanctuary showed the unusual scene on stage from various angles.

“First of all, I want to thank everyone for joining us,” Pastor Ethan said, his voice carried across the entire sanctuary thanks to the headset microphone he wore. “Today’s message is going to be different from what you’ve heard before in some ways, but maybe not so different in others. And it’s going to include some visual aids which I understand may not be to everyone’s liking. It’s why we’ve asked for no one under the age of 18 to be in attendance this morning.”

Jon had been too wrapped up in worry over where Darla was to notice before, but he looked around the sanctuary. There were never many children at a service (what with everyone--almost everyone, anyway--being sworn to chastity), but this morning, there appeared to be none.

“Let me begin by offering anyone who wants to leave the chance to do so now,” Pastor Ethan continued. “If you stay, you will witness acts of a sexual nature, right up here on stage, and I don’t want anyone to see something they’re not comfortable with. I’ll give you five minutes to decide to leave and will not hold it against anyone who does. If you stay, you are enthusiastically granting consent to witness what is about to take place.”

Jon thought he would be sick, but he did not stand up to join those who left. After five minutes passed, roughly half the sanctuary was full, and those who had been standing in the aisles sat down in newly empty pew seats. Most of them stared at Pastor Ethan and the deacons with rapt attention.

“One of the central tenets of our faith--the central tenet, in fact--is that chastity leads to godliness,” Pastor Ethan said. “The church asks those who are weak in their faith to abstain from all forms of sexual contact, lest you be lost to carnal desires that take your mind off service to our virgin Lord and Savior.”

Many heads nodded. Shouts of “Amen!” rose from the crowd. Pastor Ethan smiled.

“But in order for me to ask you, my precious flock of sheep, to give up something so monumental, I need to understand what it is I’m asking you to give up,” the preacher said. “Same goes for the other members of church leadership. If I and the deacons you see around me don’t understand the desires of the flesh, how can we ask you to fight against them with all your heart?”

More nods, more “Amens!” Some of the other congregants were literally on the edges of their seats.

“In order for us to fully understand your sacrifice, we have to make a sacrifice of our own,” Pastor Ethan said. “Not unlike our virgin Lord and Savior taking on the sins of the world, we as his representatives here on Earth have to take on the sins of the flesh, so you don’t have to. Although we as church leaders are much stronger in our faith than you, our flock, we still take on a great risk when we indulge in carnal desires. But we do it for you. To protect you. To secure your place in the eternal hereafter. Today it’s time for us to give you a glimpse of the great work we do for you.”

That earned the preacher a standing ovation from almost everyone in the sanctuary. Applause, shouts of praise, and sounds of foot-stomping filled the air.

“Of course, in order for us to experience this awful knowledge, we require aid,” Pastor Ethan went on. “We require someone to act as a… sacrificial lamb, if you will. Someone willing to give selflessly of themselves with no thought of their own eternal soul. Someone willing to do whatever we ask of her for us to understand the full range of human depravity.”

It seemed to Jon that the pastor and the deacons could have explored their carnal desires with each other or their own wives instead of Darla. He looked around until he found Pastor Ethan’s wife, Jasmine, and the wives of the deacons. They were all sitting together in the same pew, their eyes locked on their husbands. They appeared to be hanging on every word out of Pastor Ethan’s mouth. They were okay with this, just like everyone else in attendance.

Almost everyone.

Jon’s stomach churned as he clenched his fists in a rage unlike anything he’d ever felt before. The urge to stand up and object to the whole circus taking place was almost overwhelming.

So why was his caged cock bouncing around in his pants? He could feel sticky precum coating his thigh as his heart raced in a not-entirely-unpleasant way.

“So, without further ado, I’d like everyone to welcome the woman who is helping us save you from yourselves,” Pastor Ethan said. “You all know her, but you haven’t seen her in the way you’re about to. Come on out, Miss Darla!”

Darla walked through the door at the back of the stage to stand next to Pastor Ethan. She was nude, and Jon felt a sharp pain in his chest as he looked at his wife’s body for the first time.

Taking Darla’s hand in his and holding it up, Pastor Ethan said, “For the last year, Miss Darla has worked tirelessly to aid my brothers here and me in our understanding of the sins of the flesh. We thought it was time to impart some of that wisdom to you all. From a safe distance, of course.”

She’s not really going to fuck all five of them on stage, Jon thought stupidly. Not in front of everyone. Not in front of me.

The preacher and deacons all untied their robes and let them drop to the floor in unison. Gasps rose up out of the congregation as everyone saw five uncaged cocks, all different lengths and girths and all looking ready for action.

Pastor Ethan turned to face Darla, his cock brushing against her thigh as he did so. “Are you ready to begin, Miss Darla?”

She took his cock in her hand and said, “Amen.”


Chapter Five

As much as Jon wanted to get up and leave or rush up onto the stage to put a stop to this spectacle, he sat in his pew. He simply could not tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife’s slender fingers wrapping around the preacher’s rather large penis. In any scenario, Jon’s penis was much smaller than Pastor Ethan’s, and the cage wrapped around it only added insult to that injury.

Darla stroked Pastor Ethan’s rod, and the preacher moaned into his headset microphone. The moan seemed to descend on the entire congregation from the loudspeakers overhead.

Darla dropped to her knees, eye level with Pastor Ethan’s cock. The other four deacons surrounded them, stroking their own rods. Jon’s view of his wife was obstructed by the men surrounding her, but the televisions hanging from the ceiling and the walls made sure he could see everything.

Suddenly the name of the church flashed through Jon’s mind: The Church of Many Erect Staffs, indeed.

The realization that the name meant precisely what it sounded like hit Jon like a freight train as Darla began attending to the five erect staffs around her. Still stroking Pastor Ethan with her right hand, she turned her body to face Brother Henry and reached for Brother Amos with her left hand. Stroking both Ethan and Amos, she opened her mouth to receive Henry’s cock.

David and Tony each grabbed one of Darla’s tits as she sucked Henry and stroked Ethan and Amos. Before long, the six of them were moving like one well-oiled machine: stroking, sucking, groping. And moaning. So much moaning.

At one point, Darla let go of Ethan and Amos and began stroking the other two deacons without letting up her oral ministrations on Henry’s shaft. Henry grabbed the sides of Darla’s head and began ramming himself into her face, harder and harder with each passing second.

Jon’s cock was going crazy. Fighting back tears, he began rubbing himself through his pants, through his cage. It felt as good as anything felt to him down there these days.

Brother Henry suddenly moaned so loudly Jon thought he must be wearing a headset microphone like the pastor. But his sounds of pleasure weren’t coming from the loudspeaker; what was happening to him was simply enough to elicit such a forceful utterance one could hear it through most of the sanctuary.

The television Jon looked at suddenly switched views to show a closeup of Darla’s mouth on Henry’s cock. Jon had only a moment to wonder who was controlling the cameras as if they were filming a movie (a porno, Jon thought with an ache in his chest) before he saw the old man fill his wife’s mouth with cum.

Darla let go of the two cocks she’d been stroking so she could grab Henry’s ass, pulling him against her as he came. The camera zoomed in on her throat so Jon could see the bulges there as she worked to swallow everything Henry gave her.

Darla let go of Henry and pulled away from him. A long, thin strand of cum connected her mouth to his cock for a moment as she looked up at him and smiled. Then she caressed his balls with one hand, working her way up from the base of his shaft to the tip. She gently collected the other end of the cum strand as she lifted her head up. Opening her mouth, she fed the strand into her mouth, completing her work of swallowing every bit of his gift.

“You are a miracle,” Henry said, stroking Darla’s face.

“Amen,” Deacon David said, stroking his massive black cock.

“You got something for me, David?” Darla asked, lying down on the stage. “An erect staff, perhaps?”

The congregation laughed at that. Jon did not.

David moved to stand between Darla’s legs as she spread them. Jon--and everyone else in attendance--watched one of the TVs as the big black man knelt on its screen, his staff only inches away from Darla’s pussy.

A pussy Jon had never seen before that moment.

The camera zoomed in, as it had on Darla’s mouth around Henry’s cock, so the screen was filled with Deacon David’s cock as he rubbed it up and down on Darla’s glistening pussy lips. Jon looked up to the ceiling as Darla’s moans filled the room, raining down from the loudspeakers. Looking back to the stage, Jon saw that Pastor Ethan had placed his headset microphone on Darla’s head so everyone could hear how she felt about David’s attention.

Continuing to massage his own pointless cock through his pants, Jon returned his gaze to the big TV in time to see David penetrate his wife. He went slowly, agonizingly so, and Darla gasped as the bulbous head of the deacon’s cock disappeared inside her. David fed inch after inch of his big tool into her until he was buried as far as he could go, and then he started pumping.

“Oh, God!” Darla cried out, which wasn’t the first time such an utterance had been heard in this sanctuary, but the circumstances were certainly unique.

Standing in a semi-circle around Darla’s head were Pastor Ethan and the two deacons Darla hadn’t already serviced. They were all stroking their cocks, seemingly in time to David’s pounding of Darla’s cunt.

On the big TV Jon watched, Darla’s hand went to her pussy. As David fucked her, she massaged her clit. Her moans grew louder and more frequent, and Jon knew what was coming. He was about to hear a sound he’d never caused, and would never cause, from his wife for the third time.

Jon rubbed his cock with more and more ferocity as his wife came, right there on stage, in front of dozens of their fellow church members.

David’s moans were loud enough to make it to the headset microphone Darla wore, and they grew in intensity through the loudspeakers as he slammed into Darla’s pussy on the TV. Suddenly, he gasped loudly and stopped moving.

Surely he’ll pull out, Jon thought.

But Jon was wrong. On the screen, Jon could see the part of David’s cock that wouldn’t fit inside Darla pulsing as the big man exploded inside her. This went on for what seemed like forever before David pulled out. A virtual river of cum spilled out of Darla’s pussy, flowing down to the carpet of the stage below her.

She continued moving her hand around and around her pussy lips, working David’s cum into them as she moaned.

After a moment of this, the camera moved to show the three men stroking their cocks above Darla. Their faces betrayed what was about to happen to each of them.

As Darla continued playing with David’s cum on her lower lips, the pastor and two deacons came at nearly the same time. Darla giggled as their sticky spunk splashed her face, hair, and chest. She used both hands to spread some of it around her nipples before moving upward, collecting what she could until her hands got to her mouth. The camera zoomed in on her beautiful face, plastered with cum. She seemed to look right into the camera--right at Jon--and licked her fingers clean.

Jon came in his pants while staring into her eyes.


Epilogue

Jon sat next to Darla in Pastor Ethan’s office a few days later. The preacher typed away at his computer for a few minutes after they got there, and they sat in awkward silence until he addressed them.

“Thank you for coming in,” he said. “I wanted to make sure everything was okay with the two of you. Especially you, Brother Jon.”

They both answered at the same time.

“I don’t know how to respond to that,” Jon said.

“Everything’s great,” Darla said.

Pastor Ethan looked at Jon briefly before turning his attention to Darla. “That’s fantastic! Really glad to hear that.” Turning back to Jon, Pastor Ethan said, “So, I hope you have a better understanding of the church’s role in your salvation and appreciate your wife’s willingness to help church leadership with that role.”

“I guess…” Jon said although he didn’t understand much of anything.

“Great!” the preacher said, opening up a file folder on his desk. “Now, we can move on to another matter. I see here you’ve submitted an official application to become a deacon.”

Jon nodded. “With Henry gone, you’ll need someone you can trust to fill his shoes. I believe I am that man.”

Pastor Ethan drew in a sharp breath. “Yeah, well, here’s the thing. Being a deacon for the Church of Many Erect Staffs requires an exceptional level of control. You showed a notable lack of control during the service the other morning.”

“The service?” Jon said. “When you and the others were gangbanging my wife?”

Pastor Ethan nodded. “That’s the one. I’m just not sure we can trust someone who would masturbate while in the presence of other church members.”

“You guys were fucking my wife in front of them!” Jon screamed.

“In the course of an important sermon, yes,” Pastor Ethan said. “What we were doing served a valuable purpose. What you did showed you are still trapped by carnal desires.”

Darla patted Jon’s hand. “It’s okay, honey. Maybe you’ll have another chance in the future.”

“I love the way you’re always so positive, Miss Darla,” Pastor Ethan said.

“So, we’re just not going to have a fourth deacon for a while?” Jon asked.

“Oh, no,” Pastor Ethan said. “I’ve found the perfect replacement for Henry. He’s moving here from our congregation in Madison. Young, smart, and plays the piano like you wouldn’t believe. The ladies in the choir are going to love him.”

Someone knocked at the door.

“Ah, this must be him now,” Pastor Ethan said, standing up and going to the door. “I’ve been expecting him to stop by.”

Pastor Ethan opened the door. A tall, fit man with long blond hair stood there. Jon thought he couldn’t be older than 20. Pastor Ethan motioned for him to step inside.

“Jon, Darla, I’d like you to meet Peter,” the preacher said. “Peter, this is Brother Jon and Miss Darla, two of our most faithful.”

“You’re the Miss Darla?” Peter asked, eyeing Darla up and down. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

I’ll bet you have, Jon thought as his wife stared at the growing bulge in Peter’s pants and licked her lips.


Paying Off Her Husband’s Debt: A Cuckold Story


Chapter One

As the hot water rained down on Larry from the showerhead, he imagined it washing away his troubles as quickly and efficiently as it--combined with the body wash with June’s favorite scent--rinsed away the day’s dirt and smells. He knew someday his sins would catch up to him--they always did--but tonight, at least, he could try to forget about them and enjoy himself.

It was his birthday, and June, not known for having frequent adventurous moods in the bedroom, always got extra frisky for his birthday.

As good a mood as she seemed to be in this evening, he thought a blowjob might not be off the table.

Larry got out of the shower and dried himself off. He didn’t bother dressing and instead walked out of the bathroom with the entirety of his fully erect penis on full display. His four inches immediately began shrinking, though, when he saw June. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, dressed in her sexiest lingerie, staring at her phone and crying.

The words to ask her what was wrong were fighting to come out of his mouth, but the crushing weight of twin realizations--that he’d get no blowjob tonight and that he already knew exactly what was wrong--kept him silent. He didn’t have to wait long to see that he was correct on both of those counts.

“You said you’d stopped for good,” June said, not taking her eyes off of her phone.

“I thought I had,” he said, looking down. His chubby belly obscured the sight of his now completely deflated cock, but he imagined it looked as pathetic as he felt.

“You almost ruined everything last time,” she said, still not looking at him. “Looks like you couldn’t resist finishing the job.”

“What are you looking at there?” he asked.

“An email,” she said. “Your loan shark thought I should know what you’ve been up to. Says I might be able to persuade you to pay up without him having to resort to violence.”

“Who is it?” Larry asked.

Now she looked at him. “You don’t know? What, do you have more than one loan shark?”

Now Larry looked away from her.

“How much is it this time, Larry?”

When he didn’t immediately answer, she asked the same question again. This time the tone and volume of her voice forbade him to ignore her.

“Almost $100,000,” he said.

“Jesus Christ,” she said, getting up from the bed and grabbing her robe from where it hung on the bedpost near where her head usually lay. “I don’t know what’s worse: your gambling addiction or the fact that you’re so bad at it.”

“Where are you going?”

“I’m sleeping on the couch tonight,” she said as she walked past him. His head swam when he smelled her perfume and realized again what wasn’t going to happen tonight. “I’ve got a lot to think about.”

Larry hung his head in shame.

“Happy fucking birthday,” she said, and slammed the door behind her.


Chapter Two

The GoFundMe page had been June’s idea. She hadn’t discussed it with Larry beforehand, and he would never have agreed to it. Having his gambling compulsion--and the financial ruin it had brought upon the two of them--put out there for all the internet to see was simply not something with which he was comfortable.

Even if it meant losing the house, the cars, the vacation house, everything.

The GoFundMe page ended up doing precisely what June had made it for, although not in the way she’d originally intended.

By day 29 of their 30-day GoFundMe campaign, they had only raised $150 of their $100,000 target. Neither of them had expected to raise the entire amount, but they figured they might be able to put a dent in Larry’s considerable mistakes.

They were wrong.

Halfway through the campaign, June changed their page’s profile picture to one of just her in her favorite dress. Short, black, and form-fitting, she hoped it would at least catch the eye of people as they mindlessly browsed the internet.

She even went so far as to post daily updates wearing fewer and fewer clothes, jokingly saying she would have to start selling the clothes off her back. Most of these updates made it clear that she was asking for help because her husband had not only failed to provide for her needs but had actually driven her to near-poverty.

So far, it wasn’t working. Their campaign had thousands of followers, no doubt checking in to see what provocative new picture June would post each day, but only a couple of donors.

Larry didn’t know if he was more humiliated by his exposure to the world as a failure and gambling addict or by the fact that no one seemed to care enough to help him dig out of the hole he was in. Or that his wife had stooped to putting her body on display in hopes of attracting attention to their plight.

He had stopped obsessively checking the GoFundMe page after the first couple of weeks when it became apparent they weren’t going to get any real help from it. But on day 29, in the email he shared with June, he got a message from someone on the site.

Hey, beautiful, the message began.

What a strange way to start a message to a couple of strangers, Larry thought. He read the rest of the message.

If you really look like the pictures you have on GoFundMe, I am willing and able to pay off your husband’s considerable debt. And more, if you need more. I have something I’d like from you in return and welcome the opportunity to discuss it with you.

Larry sat back in the chair, stunned. Who was this stranger who could throw around 100 thousand bucks for someone they didn’t know? And what was it they wanted in return?

He thought about deleting the email and not telling June about it. But he had lied to her enough over the gambling mess, so much so that she threatened to leave him if she ever caught him lying again. He couldn’t risk it.

Plus, he really needed to get them out of this situation they were in.

When he told her about it, she sat down at the computer to see for herself. She told him to leave the room and close the door, and he did. After a few minutes, he could hear her on the phone with someone but couldn’t understand what she was saying.

She was in there for a long time.


Chapter Three

A few days later, the GoFundMe had expired, and Larry knew it was only a matter of weeks until they were scrambling to find a place to live. And a means of transportation. They were screwed, and he knew it.

So he couldn’t understand why June had spent much of the day getting ready for an evening out. She had kicked him out of their bedroom around 3 pm, saying she needed to shower, get dressed, and put on her makeup. He wanted to ask what was up with the bags from various clothing stores, including Victoria’s Secret, but thought better of it. She seemed anxious about something, and he didn’t want to upset her.

He wanted to talk some sense into her, tell her they couldn’t afford an evening out. But as time went on, he slowly realized she didn’t need him to join her wherever she was going.

When she finally emerged from the bedroom, she took his breath away. She was wearing a black dress — not the one from the GoFundMe profile picture, but one that showed even more cleavage and all of her sexy back. Her raven hair fell recklessly over her shoulders, the way she wore it when they were dating. For years it was rare to see her without a ponytail. Her makeup was over-the-top but perfect.

She looked like the archetypal pornstar.

“Where are you going?” Larry stammered. “Do you need a ride?”

“I have a ride coming,” she said. “Can you go to the bedroom and bring my bag in here?”

Still overwhelmed by how she looked, Larry didn’t question her command. He went to the bedroom, where he saw the largest wheeled suitcase they owned sitting on the bed. He looked around the room. Surely she didn’t mean this bag.

But it was the only one. He put it on the floor and pulled it into the living room.

“Thanks, sweetie,” she said. She hadn’t called him sweetie since finding out about the reemergence of his gambling problem. She hadn’t really talked to him much at all.

“Where are you going?” he asked again.

“I’m going to be spending some time with Howard,” she said as if telling him a name he didn’t know explained everything.

“Howard?”

She nodded. “Howard is the man who paid off your gambling debts and saved our asses,” she said. “I forgot to tell you all that was taken care of.”

Larry gulped, relief washing over him while wondering what “spending time with Howard” entailed.

He didn’t have to wonder long. Someone knocked on the door, and June almost tripped over herself getting to the door.

“Hello,” she greeted the tall man who had knocked. He had to be over six feet tall, with light brown hair and the barest hint of stubble framing his chiseled chin.

“Hi there,” he replied, smiling at June as if she was an old friend. “You ready?”

She nodded. “I’ve got my bag packed.”

He looked past her to the suitcase. “You don’t need it. I’ll take care of everything.”

“Okay,” she said. She turned to look at Larry for the first time since this stranger knocked. “Larry, I’ve taken a leave of absence from work. I’m going to be staying at Howard’s house for… a little while.”

“What?” Larry asked. “What do you mean?”

June smiled at him as if he were a toddler who was having trouble understanding something. “Howard was generous enough to get us out of the massive hole you dug for us with your gambling. In return, he wants my… companionship for a little bit.”

Larry swallowed hard. He wasn’t the most intelligent guy in the world, but there was no mistaking what she meant by “companionship.”

“How long is ‘a little bit?’” he asked.

“No more than a month,” Howard answered for June. “Unless you start gambling again, and we have to work something else out to make up for your failures.”

Larry’s mouth was dry. He could hardly talk. “Will I see you?”

“Yes, you’ll see her,” Howard replied, speaking for June again. “We’ll do a Zoom call every few days so you can see she’s doing okay.”

Howard walked to Larry, towering over him. He put a large hand on Larry’s shoulder and smiled. It felt like Howard could push him into the floor with that massive hand if he wanted. “Don’t worry. Your wife is in excellent hands.”

With that, he turned away from Larry, took June’s tiny hand in his, and walked out the door with her.


Chapter Four

The first couple of days were torture. Larry had tried texting and calling June but got no answer. It was impossible to focus at work. After work, he didn’t do much in those first few days but drink whiskey while sitting at the computer, waiting on the first Zoom call invitation.

He thought about hitting up some gambling websites but managed to refrain.

Finally, he got the invite. When Zoom launched, all Larry could see at first was Howard. He was sitting in front of the cam without a shirt, which didn’t concern Larry all that much. But then June walked into the frame from the left, and she was entirely nude. This concerned Larry quite a lot. She leaned over, holding herself up by her arms on Howard’s bare shoulder. She smiled into the camera.

“Hi, honey,” she said.

He couldn’t respond.

“Just wanted you to see June’s doing okay,” Howard said. “I’m taking excellent care of her.”

She giggled. “That’s so true. He totally is!”

What the fuck had happened to his wife?

“Why are you naked?” Larry finally managed.

“No need for clothes,” June replied. “Howard keeps everything here perfect, so we don’t need clothes.”

“You mean, like the temperature?” Larry asked.

“That’s exactly what she means,” Howard replied, smirking.

“Larry, have you been drinking?” June asked.

“A little,” he replied. He was going to need more after this.

“Just don’t do anything stupid,” she told him. “Like bet on shit you can’t win. Unless you want Howard here to bail you out again.”

“We’re going to sign off now,” Howard said, standing up. Larry gasped when his flaccid penis entered the frame. Even soft, it was several inches longer than Larry’s.

“See you in a few days!” June said, giggling. She shut down the call.

---

It was a week before he heard from June again. He was lying on the floor next to the computer desk, hungover, when he heard the Zoom notification. He knocked the chair over, trying to pull himself up.

When he finally got his ass in the chair, he opened the Zoom call. June was sitting there this time, her breasts still on full display. She was shaking her head as soon as the call started.

“I am so disappointed in you,” she said. “You’ve been gambling again.”

“What?” he asked. How did she know?

She answered his unasked question: “I checked our bank account. I see the transactions and… I am so disappointed in you, Larry.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, on the verge of tears.

“Sorry isn’t going to cut it this time,” she said. “Howard wants to show you the true consequences of what you’ve done. I told him I didn’t think you were ready to see it, but he insisted.”

“And I always get what I want!” came Howard’s voice from off-camera.

“See what?” Larry asked. But he knew.

Howard came into the frame. Well, his massive cock did, anyway. It was about eye level with June. She looked at it, smiled, and looked back to the camera.

“This is on you,” she said. “I’m doing this because of what you did, Larry. I need you to remember that, no matter how much it looks like I’m enjoying it. I wouldn’t even be here if you hadn’t almost ruined us.”

With that, she turned her full attention on Howard’s prick, which wasn’t even fully erect. She grabbed it with one hand and his balls with the other. After only a moment of her ministrations, it was rock hard, and she took it into her mouth.

With panicked breaths, Larry watched his beautiful wife do for this relative stranger something she had very rarely done for him. And she did it enthusiastically. Very enthusiastically.

Her hands never left his cock or balls as she moved her sloppy mouth over his dick. Saliva dripped from her lips as she moaned, almost as if she were getting physically aroused by doing this to him. Occasionally, Howard would reach for June’s tits, pinching and twisting her nipples and eliciting a high-pitched squeal from Larry’s wife.

Larry sat there, transfixed, watching someone who could not possibly have been his wife service another man’s cock so gloriously. He was going to be sick; he could feel vomit rising into his throat already.

When he realized his own much smaller penis was hard as a rock as well, he turned to the side and threw up all over the floor.

June must have heard him vomit. She pulled away from Howard’s cock to look at the camera. “You need to clean that up,” she scolded, still stroking Howard.

“I’m going to come soon,” Howard told her.

She giggled. Still looking at Larry, she said, “Don’t you dare look away. If you do, we’ll come over there and fuck on our bed.”

Howard grabbed June’s head--a little too roughly, if you asked Larry about it--and pulled it to him, so her mouth wrapped around his cock. He held onto the sides of her head, his fingers buried into her jet black hair, and rammed into her face with all his might.

Before he knew it, Larry’s hand found his own zipper, and then his cock was in his hand, and then he was stroking it as if what he was watching was just another video on Pornhub. He still felt sick to his stomach, felt like someone had punched him right in his gut, but he couldn’t help himself.

On the screen, Howard grunted. June’s head pulled back slightly but noticeably, and Larry realized the other man had just filled his wife’s mouth with cum.

It was too much for Larry. He came when he saw Howard’s jizz seeping out of June’s mouth. Larry’s cum flew straight up, landing almost entirely on his black t-shirt.

June wiped her mouth and coughed. Howard started laughing.

“Hey, babe, I think your husband came, too,” he said.

June looked at the camera, licking the cum that was on her lips. She burst out laughing.

“I had no idea you were going to enjoy that,” she said. “This was supposed to be a punishment!”

“Maybe we should punish him by not letting him watch,” Howard suggested.

“No,” Larry whispered.

“What was that, honey?” June asked. “You want to see more?”

Larry felt tears welling up in his eyes as he nodded his head.

“We’ll talk about it,” Howard said. “Maybe next time you can see me fuck her ass. She really seems to like that.”

Something she’d never let Larry do. It was like a knife stabbed right through his heart.

“This isn’t going to make you start gambling even more, is it, honey?” June asked. “If Howard has to save your ass again, well… he’ll have mine even longer.”


Chapter Five

A few more days went by with no contact from June and Howard. Larry occupied himself with whiskey and his other addiction, reasoning things couldn’t get worse at this point.

He was wrong about that.

He answered the Zoom call to see June sitting there, her perfect breasts still out and an angry look on her face.

“You can’t help yourself, can you?” she asked.

“I guess not,” he said.

“You’ve already spent, what, $10,000 again? After Howard’s gift?”

Howard’s gift. Larry almost laughed.

“For someone who gambles so much, you’d think he’d eventually learn how to do it better,” Howard said, unhelpfully, off-camera.

“I’m afraid this calls for more punishment,” June said.

Howard sighed. “Ass-fucking?” he asked. His heart skipped a beat; was he actually looking forward to that?

“We’re beyond ass-fucking,” Howard said, still off-camera.

“Howard is going to bail you out again,” June said. “And in exchange, I’m going to give him something he’s never had.”

Larry was aware of sweat on his forehead. “What’s that?”

“A gangbang.”

“That’s too much,” Larry said. “Please.”

June smiled. “Sorry, dear, you did this, remember? Do you want to know how Howard is selecting the other… participants in this gangbang?”

Larry shook his head, but June told him anyway.

“He’s scrolling through the contacts on my phone right now,” she said, “and randomly tapping names. Obviously, we’ll skip any of my family members but other than that… I’m going to call any person he picks and offer them a spot in the show.”

“We’ll keep at it until we get at least four that say yes,” Howard said.

Ignoring Howard, Larry asked, “Show?”

June laughed. “Of course, honey. I wouldn’t let you miss it. And you wouldn’t want that, either, would you?”

Larry was too ashamed to answer the question.

---

The next few days went by in a blur. Larry found it almost impossible to think about anything but June’s “show” and began neglecting his job even more than he had been. He even called out sick three days in a row, which was something he’d never done. The only thing that seemed to calm him was “betting on shit he can’t win,” as June so charmingly put it, so he did some more of that.

He did manage to go to work on the day of the show, but he didn’t know it was the big day until a conversation with his boss.

“Having a tough time lately?” Jared said, coming into Larry’s office without knocking.

Larry thought Jared was asking because he’d been out sick, which was odd because Jared never showed an ounce of empathy for his subordinates. He was the epitome of the bad boss: unlikable, full of himself, only concerned with how he could use others to get ahead in the world.

“A little bit,” Larry answered truthfully.

“Maybe it’ll all be over soon,” Jared said.

I doubt it, Larry thought. “Yeah, maybe,” he said.

“Well, I’m heading out early,” Jared said. “Got some big plans for tonight. You should head home early, too. You know, in case you’re still not feeling well.”

Nothing Jared said should have made Larry suspicious, but for some reason, he knew precisely what Jared’s big plans were. He didn’t know for sure that June had Jared’s contact info in her phone, but he was willing to bet she did.

Jared hadn’t been gone for five minutes when June called Larry and told him to be at his computer at 7pm that evening. When he asked her if Jared was part of her show, she laughed.

“Damn him for spoiling that surprise,” she said. “Good thing it’s not the only one I’ve got in store for you.”


Chapter Six

Larry had the Zoom application open and watched the clock in the bottom right-hand corner of his computer screen tick over to 7pm. He jumped when the meeting invitation came through even though he’d been expecting it.

He accepted the invitation, and his wife’s face filled the screen.

“Hi, honey,” she said. She sounded very sweet.

“Hi,” he said. He sounded, he was sure, very nervous.

“Everybody ready to get started?” Howard asked off-screen.

Larry heard mumbled voices of agreement in the background as June said, “I know I am. How about you, dear?”

Larry only nodded. It seemed to be the only thing he could do.

June stood up and turned her back to the camera. Larry sighed, her bare ass filling the screen as she moved away from the computer. Larry could see she was now in a bedroom, and she lay back on the bed, her ass on the edge and her legs dangling off.

Howard moved onscreen and sat on the bed next to June. He rubbed her breasts for a moment before moving both hands down to either side of her glistening pussy and spreading her lower lips so Larry could get a good view.

“Okay, who’s first?” Howard asked.

“I’ll go first,” said a voice Larry instantly recognized.

When his brother, Vick, stepped into view, his erect cock swinging in front of him, Larry suddenly found his voice.

“You said you weren’t allowing family!” he protested.

“I said my family members,” June said. “Not yours.”

“Hey, buddy,” Vick said to Larry. “No hard feelings, okay?”

He didn’t wait for Larry to respond. Instead, he moved between June’s legs, obscuring her luscious cunt with his hairy ass.

“Oh, God, Larry,” June called out at what must have been the exact moment of penetration. “Your brother is so much bigger than you!”

The other men in the room, still off-screen, had a good laugh at that.

Larry watched in abject terror as his brother pounded away at his wife, grunting and groaning while June yelped and laughed. After a few moments, she reached down and started stroking Howard’s cock. Jared climbed onto the bed on the other side and moved close to June’s head. Vick’s body was still in the way, but the telltale sounds of slurping made it clear to Larry that June was sucking his boss’s cock.

Larry didn’t know exactly when he got his own cock out and started stroking it, but there it was, all four inches of it, moving back and forth in the grip of his sweaty hand.

With a loud grunt, Vick stopped moving and collapsed on top of June. He lay there for a moment before getting up. When he did, a stream of his cum flowed out of June and onto the bedsheets below.

Just as Vick moved out of the way, Jared unloaded his cock into June’s mouth and onto her face. She coughed, trying to swallow what Larry’s boss had given her, and her body shook. More of Vick’s cum leaked out of her pussy.

Larry came all over himself.

And unlike the group on the computer screen, which included two other men who Larry didn’t even know, he was done for the evening. The others were just getting started.


Epilogue

After the gangbang, Larry figured he’d seen the worst of it, but he was wrong. Every Zoom call seemed more depraved than the last, and Larry had run out of things to imagine what Howard and others might be doing with his wife. He didn’t need to imagine because he saw everything.

He lost count of the number of times he saw Howard fuck every hole June had. He lost count of the number of different men June serviced, all under the watchful eye of Howard. He lost count of the number of times June orgasmed, but he was positive it was more than he’d ever made her come in their entire time together.

The humiliation was almost unbearable.

Larry was getting better at gambling, though. Any day now, he would start making money and not have to ask Howard for more…

---
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