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The Wife 1: From House to Hot







Chapter 1


Brenda laid back in the warm bubbly water, letting the heat soak into her as each ripple washed away her tension. She put her left leg up on the side ledge of the clawfoot tub and concentrated on her right. She carefully slid the razor across her skin, eliminating fine tiny leg hairs in long smooth strokes. She finished with her right and then switched legs, duplicating the process on her left leg. She had nice legs, and once she had them smooth she planned to set the razor down and be done, but she looked down at her pubic area and changed her mind. 
"Why not?" She shrugged. Sometimes Paul was in the mood after a big game, so she shaved her little mound too, carefully removing all the silky red hair from her crotch. She rinsed the razor in the hot water and continued, making sure she didn't leave any weird spots or patches. She might as well go all out, any job worth doing was worth doing right. When she perfected her masterpiece she dropped the razor in the soap tray and laid back in the scented water. She enjoyed the feeling of the warm water against her bare pussy. It made her feel a little naughty and fun all at the same time. 
She had been working hard, spending most of the day helping her husband Paul prepare for his big Super Bowl party. She'd made sure there was plenty of ice-cold beer, and she had made tons of snacks. There was fresh-cut fruit with dressing and sliced veggies on a tray with ranch. She had made queso dip and shrimp cocktail, homemade pinwheels of meat and cheese wrapped in flour tortillas, and she'd even made her semi-famous seven-layer dip for the guys to enjoy. 
And now they were all down there in the den right now, watching the game on the big screen and enjoying the fruits of her labor. Luckily the master bath, just off her bedroom was far enough away that she couldn't hear too much of the ruckus. Once in a while, she would hear a hoot or a holler, and she could only assume the team they wanted to win had just scored or made a major play. Truth be told, she didn't even know who was playing, and she didn't care. Football was a big deal to her husband and his silly friends, but if she had her druthers, she'd as soon watch paint dry.
Brenda didn't dislike her husband or his friends, but Paul was a pretty cut and dried kind of guy. He had a great job, and he made good money. He had always taken good care of her as far as that went. She never wanted for anything, but he was very predictable and plain. He had mousy brown hair and hazel eyes. He was about ten pounds overweight, and a few inches under six feet tall. He was kind, and he could sometimes be funny, but he was a very regimented man. He liked to work hard all day, come home to a warm meal, and occasionally have missionary-style sex.  
She had worked on him, trying to get him to open up to some new things in the bedroom, but he didn't take to it. He would put his mouth on her on rare occasions, birthdays, and anniversaries, but his attempts were lackluster at best. He seemed to enjoy receiving oral, but that was about where his sense of adventure ended. He had a decent dick, a little more than six inches long and sufficiently thick, but he wasn't the kind of guy who stretched the front of his pants. Once in a great while, usually when he'd had enough beer to delay his gratification, he'd been able to make her cum, but it was by no means guaranteed. She was kind of hoping he might have enough beer by the time the game had ended and everyone had gone home, but she knew if he had too much he would pass out before anything fun happened. 
She grabbed her sleep mask from the towel rack, put it over her eyes, and leaned back, letting her head rest against the sloped back of the tub. It felt so good as she let the hot water do its magic, flushing out all her frustration. She exhaled slowly, letting her stress leave her body on her breath as she felt her mind begin to clear. The water was high, almost up to her chin, covering all but her knees and her face in the deep tub. She could feel herself falling asleep, drifting off to dreamland in the hot water and scented soap.  
As she started to drift she dreamed of a man. A handsome man, tall and strong, with smoky dark brown eyes and dark hair. She imagined his cologne smelled like sage and spice, and she imagined she could smell it on his bare chest. She imagined kissing his hard pecs and kissing down his sculpted abs. She imagined his cock, thick and long, laying against his thigh. She imagined his balls, hairy, heavy, and full underneath that dick. She pictured wrapping her fingers softly around that meaty cock and feeling it warm and pulsing in her hand. She thought about how it would taste, and imagined parting her lips and taking him into her mouth. 
Brenda's dream was interrupted by the hallway door opening. The guests always used one or both of the downstairs bathrooms, one being a full bathroom with a shower and tub, and the other being a half bath just off the laundry room, with only a sink and a toilet. She knew it had to be her husband Paul. He would come upstairs to relieve himself sometimes when the other bathrooms were full. Brenda didn't even bother taking off the sleep mask. It helped her relax in the harsh glow of the bathroom lights.  
"Downstairs all occupied?" She asked. 
"Mmh," she heard his mumbled reply just before she heard his stream splashing into the toilet. 
As she heard the last few squirts hit the water she waited for the flush, finally hearing the whooshing sound and waiting for it to cease before saying anything more.
"I hope you're not drinking too much, I have a surprise for you tonight."
He responded with another grunt.
"Would you like to see?" Brenda asked, smiling under her mask. 
"Hmh," she heard him mutter again.
She lifted her pelvis clear of the water, hoping the sight of her bare pussy might get some kind of reaction from him. Sure enough, she heard his footsteps moving over to the tub, and she smiled under the sleep mask. She sank back down in the water, happy that she could still command some kind of reaction from him. And judging from his quick approach, he wasn't too drunk yet. She wanted to give him something to keep in mind, so he didn't go overboard with the drinking. 
"Would you like to touch it?" She asked shyly. 
"Mmh," he grunted.
She felt his hand enter the water and then felt his fingertips slide gently between her folds. She sighed as he touched her, and gasped a little when he rubbed her clit a little bit. Then she moaned as he eased a fingertip barely inside of her. 
"That feels nice," she moaned as he fondled her. It wasn't his usual fumbling touch, he was being deliberate and slow, and it felt great. She might be in luck after all. Part of her wished the game was already over and the strangers in her home would leave. 
"Do you want a little preview of later tonight, just to keep you from getting too drunk?" She asked, leaning forward and opening her mouth. 
Her little daydream about putting her mouth on a tall, dark, and handsome guy, coupled with his fingers on her sex had her revved up. She didn't care that he'd just taken a piss. He let his cock into her open mouth, and she was surprised at how big he was. He must have been really turned on by the shaved pussy. She wrapped her lips around his shaft and sucked him, twining her tongue under his swollen head for a few loving licks. She took him as deep as she could, but couldn't fit him all in her mouth. And that was the moment she knew she had made a terrible mistake.




Chapter 2


Brenda reached up with her hand for the sleep mask and felt a hand on her wrist, holding her arm firmly but gently. 
"You can take that off, and find out who it is. We can both pretend this was all a big mistake, I was drunk, you were blindfolded, how could we have known any better? Or you can leave it on, and you can pretend I'm whoever you want me to be, and we can keep going," a man's voice, much deeper than Paul's said quietly. "And Paul never has to know anything happened."  
Brenda was stunned and lost for words. Even if she had words, she couldn't say anything at the moment, because this stranger had his dick stuffed in her mouth. And the worst part was she had offered it to him. Want to touch it? Want a little something to keep me in mind? All of it had been her doing, her own words. What would she say had happened? What would she tell Paul? How could she tell Paul? 
Brenda pulled her mouth slowly off the dick and felt the hand on her wrist release her. She took her hand away from the mask. "What do you want?" She asked, her voice trembling. 
"I want you to keep going," the voice was so deep but so quiet. "Nothing we haven't already done. I want you to suck my cock while I touch you again."
Brenda didn't know what to do. She hesitantly opened her mouth again, and she felt his fleshy head slide past her lips. She sucked his dick, smelling a cologne on his body that was not Paul's brand. And she hated that she loved it so much. His dick was so different, so thick and so hard, swelling even more in her mouth. She could feel her tongue running over veins bulging tightly beneath the skin, and she could taste the salty slick dribble of pre-cum on his tip. 
"You're so beautiful Brenda," the stranger said softly. "And your mouth feels like heaven." 
She wanted to rip the mask off, to see who that deep voice and that big dick belonged to, but she was scared. Afraid of who it might be, and even more afraid of who it wasn't. 
"Now I want to taste you the way you tasted me," the stranger said softly. "If you want it too, if you want to feel my mouth on you, just stand up, turn around and bend over. If you don't want it, then I'll go." 
Brenda hesitated, not knowing what to say or what to do. What did he mean he would go? Go tell Paul what happened? She couldn't bear the thought of that. Brenda stood on shaky legs, unsure of what to do, and still blinded by the sleep mask. She carefully turned, and then bent over in the tub, gripping the side with her fingers and pushing her fanny toward the stranger. Almost immediately she felt the stubble on his cheeks as he pressed his mouth against her backside. Then she inhaled sharply as she felt his tongue press against her asshole, licking her little rosebud hard. And then she sighed as she felt his tongue dive into her wet opening, licking around the rim and sliding inside her pussy. She gasped again as he struck her clit, his tongue flicking across her bud and then massaging it in small circles. His hands gripped her ass cheeks and pulled them apart, letting him in even deeper. His mouth felt like it was everywhere at once, inside her, then on her clit again, and then stroking across her anus. She realized with a strange mix of joy and dread that if he kept going, he was going to make her cum. 
She tried to hold off, willing her orgasm to not happen, but the pressure of his talented tongue was too much for her to bear. If she could have seen her hands gripping the side of the tub, she would have seen her knuckles turn white from the effort, but it didn't matter. It was all she could do to stifle a cry of joy as she came, her orgasm ripping through her like a bolt of lightning, sending electric aftershocks from her center throughout her body to her extremities. Her toes curled as she came, and her stranger stayed right with her, licking up the juices that felt like were flowing from her pussy. He ran his tongue back up inside of her, making sure to avoid her sensitive nub as he cleaned her out. 
He released her backside from his grip, but not before licking her asshole a few more times, sending jolts of pleasure up her spine. "Was that good for you?" He asked.
Brenda didn't say anything at first as she stood back up and turned towards him. "Yes," she quietly admitted. "Are we done?" 
"I want to fuck you," he said in that same low gravelly tone. 
His words were so clear, so matter of fact, that they struck her like a slap in the face.
"Here?" She asked.
"Yes," He answered. "You could sit up on the sink, or lean over it, or we could lay on the floor and go at it. I really don't give a shit, but if you feel as sweet as you taste, I want to be inside of you."
She hesitated for a few seconds. "Okay," she finally said, her mind spinning, not knowing what to do. "Help me out of here?" 
The stranger took her arms and helped her step out of the tub with the mask still in place. She held his strong arms and stepped out onto the bath mat. Then she felt him let go and she wavered slightly as released his grip, but soon she felt his touch again. He was patting her dry with a soft towel, getting all the water off her neck and shoulders, then moving to her back and drying her arms. Next, he patted down her breasts and wiped the towel down her midsection before moving on to dry her legs. He started at her feet and ran the towel up each leg, making sure to get behind her knees. 
Then he grabbed her by the waist and lifted her off her feet. She could feel his strength when her feet left the ground, lifting her 120 pounds with ease. She didn't hear any change at all in his breathing, as if she weighed no more than a feather. She felt a chill as her bare ass touched down on the smooth cold porcelain edge of the vanity. He moved between her legs and she lifted them instinctively, without even meaning to. She could feel him close, warmth radiating from his body. She felt him move and heard him pushing his pants down out of the way. 
"Are you okay with this?" He asked, very close now, his mouth right by her ear. 
"I don't want Paul to know," she whispered back with trembling lips. 
"Do you want me?" He asked, breathing the words in her ear.
She didn't answer immediately, not saying a word until she felt the swollen tip of his cock pressing against her wet opening. "Yes," she whispered her shame.
"I want you to enjoy this. I'm going to make it good for you," his deep voice came again, still at her ear. "But just so you know, I will cum inside of you." 
"Please don't tell Paul," she begged, not willing to admit how bad she wanted him. Ashamed of how wet her pussy was, wanting his penetration.
"I'll never say a word," he promised. Then he pushed his big cock inside of her. 




Chapter 3


Brenda gasped at the invasion, sucking in air as his thick cock filled her. She had known since she heard his voice, but even if he'd never said a word, she would have known now. He was bigger than Paul. Much bigger. She'd known when she tried to fit him in her mouth that he was longer, but now, buried inside of her, she could tell he was thicker too. She wanted to be angry, she wanted to be mad at this man, but he felt so divine. His length and his girth filled her in a way Paul could not. And his long slow strokes deep inside of her were touching nerve endings that had lain dormant for years. 
She felt his mouth on her, kissing her neck and nibbling at her ear. She felt his breath, warm on her skin. Then she felt his arms, big and strong, wrapping around her and holding her close to him as he drove up into her. She let her head fall back as sensations overwhelmed her. She wanted him badly. She wanted him to fuck her hard and fast, but he maintained his long, slow, and steady pace. Then he kissed her, pressing his lips against hers gently. She could not say why, but she parted her lips and their tongues touched. He tasted like beer and pussy, but his kiss was sensual and soft, which made her want him more. She was ashamed of what she was feeling, but she did not want him to stop. 
He kept one arm around her, holding her in place, but he moved his other arm back between them, and she felt him massaging her breasts. His hands were big but gentle, and he playfully cupped her breasts and pinched at her nipples. It didn't hurt at all, more of a teasing pinch than a painful squeeze. Brenda was breathing hard now, and she shuddered as she realized she was going to cum again. She threw her arms around him and leaned into him, burying her face in his chest as her second orgasm overcame her. She could feel her pussy contract and spasm as she came, and she felt herself get even wetter as he continued his steady strokes. 
"You came again," he said softly in her ear, a statement, not a question. 
"Yes," Brenda admitted. 
"Do you want to cum again?" He asked, still whispering right in her ear. 
"Please," she said, hating the fact that it sounded begging. 
He began to pump harder and a little faster, shoving that wonderful big dick up inside of her, filling her with every stroke. She began to pant and whimper, biting her lower lip to keep from crying out with pleasure as he fucked her harder. The only sound was the wet squelching sound of her soaked cunt as he pounded his girthy cock up into her. He reached over to the switch and turned on the fan in the ceiling light, which helped drown out some of the noise. 
"Are you ready to cum?" He asked.
"Yes," she whispered back. 
She wanted to protest it, to cry out against the invasion, but when she opened her mouth all that came out was a low moan as she came again. He had stuck a finger up her asshole, all the way past the knuckle. It made her cum immediately, and her pussy clutched and gripped at his shaft as her third orgasm overtook her. She wanted to hate this man, this stranger she couldn't see. She wanted to curse him and how he was taking advantage of her, but the truth was he had made her cum more in the last half-hour than Paul had in the last six months. 
"Leave it in," she whispered, feeling her face heat up as she blushed. 
"You like it?" He asked.
She didn't answer him, keeping her mouth shut and biting her lower lip as she concentrated on his cock muscling its way inside of her, pushing her open.
"Tell me or I'll take it out," he threatened in his low husky whisper. 
"I like it," she finally breathed up to him. "I like your finger in my ass." 
He began to thrust even harder, shoving the finger in time with his dick as he continued fucking her. She wrapped her legs around his hips, giving herself over to him, letting him drive as deep as he wanted with his cock and his finger.
"More?" She whimpered against his chest. 
He knew what she wanted, and he added a finger, driving both digits up her dark passage to the web of his hand. 
"Oh goddamn," she groaned against his chest as he violated both of her openings at once. 
He continued to fuck her relentlessly, pushing with his legs, driving up so hard that each stroke lifted her off the vanity counter.  
"Are you close?" He asked her. 
Brenda didn't answer, she was now lifting and dropping herself with her legs, helping him fuck her even deeper. 
"Tell me," he demanded quietly. 
"I'm close," she admitted between ragged breaths. 
"Do it," he instructed. "Cum on my cock one more time." 
"Pull out and cum on my tits," she said, "or in my mouth, just not inside, please?" 
"No," he said plainly. "You're going to cum on my cock, and I'm going to bury a big load of cum right up inside your sweet pussy." 
"Ung," she groaned as he fingered her asshole hard and fucked her even deeper. She tried to hold out, but she came again, cumming so hard she squirted, flooding him with her juices.
Then he held her down on him, holding himself deep within her, and she felt his cock twitch and jerk. She knew what it was, and as much as she hated herself for it, she wanted it. She wanted to feel that warm cum jetting up inside of her. Her nails raked his back as he spilled inside of her, and she felt him keep thumping, knowing it was a huge load as he kept spurting within her soft warm pussy. 
He withdrew his fingers from her ass, and then lifted her again, up off his wilting cock. He set her down on her feet and then grabbed her fresh panties from the edge of the vanity. He leaned down with them in his hands, reaching to her feet. 
"Step in," he said. 
Brenda lifted a foot and felt a slight brush as he slid them up. 
"Other foot," he said.
She stepped in and she had the oddest sensation of silk sliding over her skin as he pulled her panties up to her waist, pulling them snuggly against her crotch, trapping his load inside of her. 
"There you go," he said. "Now get on your knees and clean me off." 
Brenda dropped to her knees and opened her mouth. The stranger stuck his cock in her mouth and she closed her lips around it, sucking the remnants of their sex off his member and tasting the salty sting of his jizz on her tongue. 
"Thank you," the stranger said, reaching down and touching her face softly. "You are a beautiful woman, you have an incredible body, and you are a wonderful fuck." 
"Thanks," Brenda said softly, not knowing how to respond to that. 
"Leave the blindfold on until I'm gone," he instructed. "And if you do one more thing for me, I promise I'll never breathe a word of this to your husband." 
"Anything," she said desperately. 
"Make him eat you tonight. Don't shower, don't bathe, just leave it like it is, and make him eat your pussy," he instructed. 
"I can't do that," she protested. "He'll know what we did." 
"He won't," the stranger said. "Just tell him you're wet for him and ask him to lick you." 
"He's going to know," she was almost crying now.
"Listen to me," the stranger said. "He won't know a damn thing."
"How can you be so sure?" Brenda asked. 
"Because guys like Paul only see what they want to see," he assured her. "And besides, you want him to do it." 
"What?" She asked.
"You want him to eat your pussy, and you want him to taste the cum of a real man when he does," the stranger said. "Tell me I'm lying. Tell me that doesn't turn you on. Watching your sorry assed husband licking your pussy, and tasting the cum put there by a man who knows how you need to be fucked." 
"Just go, please?" She begged.
"Call me a liar," he said. "Call me a liar if I'm wrong, or admit I'm right, either way, I'll go." 
Brenda's mind raced, but she kept coming back to a mental image of Paul licking her slit and tasting the stranger's leftovers still inside of her. She could even hear herself telling him how wet she was for him, and smiling as he licked this guy's cum from inside of her. And she hated herself for it, but if she was honest, the idea did turn her on. 
"You're not a liar," Brenda confessed, lowering her head. 
The stranger didn't say a word, but Brenda heard the door close and she knew he was gone.




Chapter 4


Brenda ripped off the sleep mask, making her pupils dilate and contract rapidly as her blue eyes struggled to adjust to the harsh white glare of the bathroom lights. From the reflection in the mirror, no one would know anything had happened. Sure her skin was flushed and pink, but she could say that could have been from the hot water in the tub. Her nipples were erect but she could play that off as catching a chill from the cold hard ceramic tile against her bare feet. 
But everything below the waist told the tale. Her silk panties were already showing a dark spot where she was leaking a stranger's cum. Her legs had goosebumps and were still trembling. Her inner thighs showed red marks from where she'd had them wrapped around a stranger's hips. She could feel her pussy slightly swollen and puffy against the silken material of her panties. She thought about pulling them down and cleaning herself up, but she didn't. 
The stranger might be waiting, just outside the door, and he might break his word if she broke hers. Instead, she strapped on her matching bra and then reached for her pajama bottoms. She pulled them on and then put on the matching top and buttoned it securely. She was torn between going to go to bed and laying down, and running downstairs to see if she could tell which one of her husband's friends had done this to her. She realized she didn't even know what time it was. Her phone was on the nightstand, in her bedroom, and there wasn't a clock in the bathroom.
A sudden knock on the door made her jump like a scared rabbit. 
She took a deep breath. "Just a minute," she called out. 
"Babe?" Paul's voice called out. "You okay in there?" 
"Uh, yeah," she answered, her mind racing. "I just got out of the bath." 
Paul came into the bathroom, looking at her and smiling. "You forgot something," he pointed out. 
Brenda turned with dread in her heart. She just knew there would be some incriminating evidence, some glob of jizz on the floor or something that would point out the dirty act she had just done with some stranger in the bathroom. She looked but didn't see anything wildly out of place. 
"What?" She asked, distracted by his question.
"You forgot to drain the tub," Paul said. "The game is over, can you come downstairs?" 
"Sure," she said. "Give me just a second to brush my hair." 
"Everyone is saying goodbye," Paul explained. "I think they all just want to say thanks for the snacks." 
"Okay," Brenda said, quickly running a brush through her dark red hair and pulling it into a loose ponytail. 
"Let's get them out of here," Paul said. "We won, I'm in a great mood, and I'd like to make love to you tonight." 
"I'll be right there," Brenda said, blushing as she put on her slippers. 
Paul walked out of the bathroom and she leaned on the vanity, taking a deep breath to calm her nerves. She followed him out, shutting off the lights and closing the door behind her. 
When she walked into the den, everyone began clapping and cheering. She blushed again, and her eyes darted fervently around the room. 
"Thanks for all the snacks, Bren'," Kyle, a long-time friend of Paul's said. 
"Yeah, that seven-layer dip was over the top!" Dale, another buddy agreed.
"You're welcome guys," Brenda said. "I'm glad you liked it. And it sounds like the game went well?" 
"Hell yeah, it did!" Steve said. "We won by two touchdowns!"
"Nice!" Brenda said with a smile, not knowing if that meant they won by a lot or a little.
She knew it wasn't any of those three. Kyle had a well-maintained beard, and she had definitely felt stubble against her backside when the stranger had gone down on her. Dale was a nice guy, but he was far too thin to have been her mystery lover, and Steve was on the opposite end of the spectrum. He had far more belly than her stranger, and he wasn't strong enough or tall enough to have lifted her up onto the vanity. 
"Thanks for everything, Brenda. Your pie was amazing," She heard the deep voice from her left and turned to see Lane smiling at her. Lane had worked with Paul for the last two years, but she didn't recall ever seeing him like this. Or maybe her experience had made her see him differently. Lane had sandy blonde hair and a rugged face with a strong jaw. He had two days' worth of stubble on his tanned face, but all that just accentuated his icy blue eyes. He was tall, a little over six feet, broad at the shoulders and narrow at the hips. 
"She didn't make the pie, Lane," Steve said. "I brought that from the store." 
"Whatever," Lane said with a shrug, not taking his eyes off Brenda. "It was still the best pie I ever ate." 
Brenda felt herself blushing again, but hoped it wasn't too obvious. "Glad you liked it," she replied, looking down to break away from the heat of his stare.
She knew it was him. The voice was a dead giveaway and he had the build. If she was being honest, Lane was the only one of Paul's friends that looked big enough or strong enough to have lifted her off her feet. He was the only one who wasn't bearded or cleanly shaved, and when she caught a glimpse of the lump at the front of his jeans, she knew it must have been him. 
The four men all thanked them for their hospitality and then made their way to the door. After making sure everyone was okay to drive or had a ride, Brenda and Paul closed the door, alone for the first time since early that afternoon. 
"Boy am I tired," Brenda stretched and faked a yawn.
"Well don't be too tired just yet," Paul said. "I'm horny as hell, and you looked so sexy in the bathroom earlier, I need you, Bren'." 
"Can't we do it another night?" Brenda asked. "I'm a little tired, and I have all this mess to clean up." 
"No, no, it was my friends and my party," Paul said. "I'll clean it all up first thing tomorrow. I took the day off. Let's just go to bed before you get too worn out." 
"Okay," Brenda finally agreed. "I guess so." 
"Awesome!" Paul cheered, taking her hand and leading her up the stairs to their bedroom. 




Chapter 5


"You just get undressed and lay back," Paul said when he'd closed the bedroom door behind them. "I'm going to make you feel good." 
"Oh, Sweetie, you don't have to do all that," Brenda protested as she took off her pajamas. "I know you've been drinking a little. We can just skip right to the fun part if you want?"
"No, I want to do it," Paul stripped out of his clothes as he explained. "I don't do it nearly enough, and it's the least I can do for you after all you've done for me today."  
"Ooh Baby," Brenda cooed, quickly changing tactics. "Just talking about it is making me so wet." 
She took off her underwear, and climbed into bed, praying for a miracle. She hoped he would buy that she was that wet. She hoped he was too drunk to notice that her pussy was leaking the cum of another man. Maybe she would get lucky and he would pass out before he got to it?
As Paul climbed into bed, she pulled the covers up to her neck. 
"Are you hiding under there?" He asked playfully. 
"Yeah," Brenda said. "You know I'm kind of shy." 
"It's okay, I can find my way in the dark," Paul assured her, slipping under the covers. 
She felt his hairs brush the underside of her leg as she lifted it out of the way and he slid under, giving him access. This is the moment of truth, she thought. This is where he discovers what happened and I'll have to come clean about what happened in that bathroom. She felt his tongue on her, felt him brush it against her clit, sending vibrations throughout her body. She felt it dive inside of her, licking within her opening. 
"Holy crap, Bren'!" He called out from under the covers.
Oh shit, she thought. It's over. He knows. 
"You shaved your pussy! That's so fucking hot!" He continued. 
She felt a relief break like a wave over her. 
"And you weren't kidding," Paul said from beneath the covers. "You really are wet." 
"Yeah, Baby," she said, not knowing what else to say. 
Her eyes pressed closed, half in prayer that he wouldn't discover her dirty truth and the other half in pleasure as his tongue entered her again. She tried not to think about what the stranger had said, but she couldn't help herself, and it drove her crazy. The stranger had been right, she wanted this, and almost without thinking about it, her hand went to the back of her husband's head, pushing his mouth against her sex, feeling him lick the stranger's - who was she kidding, she knew it was Lane's - mess out of her pussy. 
"This is so hot!" Paul said from under the blanket. "You're so fucking wet right now."
"It's all for you, Baby," Brenda called out, pressing his face into her opening again. "I want you so bad. Lick me all up." 
Paul continued to lick her slick wet pussy, using the only technique he knew, sticking his tongue inside and then dragging it up over her clit. It wasn't unique or special, but tonight it was working. Brenda felt herself pushing towards an orgasm, and she ground her hips against his face as she felt it build. The inevitable wave washed over her and she arched her back as she came on her husband's mouth, feeling him lick inside of her as she released. 
"Keep going, don't stop," Brenda panted, still holding his head against her. "Lick me clean." 
Paul continued, licking her up and down as she finished and recovered.
"That was a lot," Paul said, finally raising his head from between her legs and wiping his mouth. 
"Fuck me," Brenda breathed the words. "I want to feel you inside of me right now." 
Paul flipped the blanket back and moved up to his knees between her legs. He was hard, and he slid inside of her slick cunt with ease. He began to stroke inside of her, humping into her with short fast strokes. 
"You feel so good," Paul said, collapsing down on her. "You're so wet and open." 
"It's because you ate my pussy so well," Brenda lied. It's because I had a big cock fucking me silly and then blasting cum inside less than an hour ago, she thought. 
"Does it feel good?" Paul asked, thrusting into her hard. 
"Yeah Baby, it feels great," she said. That part wasn't a lie. She didn't know if it was because she had been so turned on by his mouth on her, or if it was the secret dirty thrill of knowing he was getting sloppy seconds. Whatever it was, it was working. He did feel really good. Was it possible that her husband was trying harder on some subconscious level because of her state? She wished he would take more time because he was doing a pretty good job, and if he could last, he might even be able to make her cum again.
"I can't hold off for long," Paul said, dashing her hopes. "Where do you want it?" 
"Slow down a little, try to make it last," Brenda said, feeling him relax his pace just a little. "Where would you like to cum?" She was hoping he would tell her, take command of the situation and just tell her that he was going to let off in her pussy, or that he was going to pull out and spray her tits, or pull out and cum in her slutty mouth, anything to show he could take charge. 
And tonight, she would have taken it. She would have held her boobs together and let him blast his warm goo all over her nipples. She would have taken his cock in her mouth and let him shoot his salty load on her tongue, and she would have swallowed it too. Hell, as horny as she was feeling, she might have even let him stick it up her ass and squirt his load in her back door if he would only say he wanted to. If only he would tell her what he wanted and taken it, she would have loved it. 
"You can have whatever you want," she said softly, trying to encourage him.
"Ugh, oh god, oh shit, oh fuck!" He cried out, slipping out of her and dribbling out a few spurts on her belly as his climax overtook him. "It feels so good." 
"Yeah Baby," she said, holding him and rubbing his back as he recovered from his orgasm, breathing hard as he lay on top of her. "It feels really nice." 
"Are you okay?" He asked between breaths. 
"Yeah," she replied. "You were great."
"You've been great all day," Paul said as his breathing finally slowed. "Helping me with the party, getting everything ready, making the snacks, and now this. This is the perfect ending to a great day. I love you, Honey." 
"I love you too, Babe," she responded, still rubbing his back, but thinking about dragging her nails down the stranger's back as he'd driven his spike up inside of her. 




Chapter 6


The stranger - Lane - was back, this time in her bed. He was lying between her legs, pounding his meaty cock inside of her as Paul laid there with his back to them. How could he be asleep? The bed was shaking like an earthquake as he pushed himself deep inside of her in a series of hard thrusts. She was right on the edge, she was about to cum. 
"Should I pull out?" The stranger asked. "Do you want to see me cum on him?" 
"No!" She protested, wondering why Paul didn't stir. 
"I will," he said. "I'll shoot my load all over his face." 
"No, please don't," Brenda begged, hoping Paul would wake up and do something, anything!
"Do you want me to put it inside you, and make him eat it out again?" He asked. "Do you want to see your husband licking my cum out of your fresh fucked cunt?"
"No," she said, but not very firmly, realizing Paul wasn't going to fight back. 
"No?" He asked as he slammed inside of her. "You don't want to make him suck my jizz out of your used pussy?" 
"No," she said with even less authority this time, looking over at him lying next to her, doing nothing to stop this man.
"Yes you do," he said in that deep quiet voice. "You want me to fuck you, and you want my cum inside of you, and you want to make him lick every last drop out of you." 
"No...no I...I..."
"Yes you do," he insisted. "Call me a liar." 
"You're not lying," she shamefully admitted. 
Just then her eyes snapped open, and she realized it was just a dream. She looked at the clock, seeing that it was already 7:00, but not understanding why the alarm hadn't gone off. Then she recalled that Paul had the day off. He hadn't set an alarm. It really didn't matter to her, there would be no going back to sleep after waking up like that. She sighed to herself and swung her legs out of bed, feeling a little soreness in her groin as she did. She let her feet hit the floor, and looked back at her husband, still sleeping soundly. She smiled at his back and then got up out of bed and found her robe. 
Brenda went downstairs and was immediately reminded that they hadn't cleaned up from the party. There were still paper plates, plastic cups, and empty beer bottles on the coffee table. She knew Paul was true to his word, and he would clean it up when he got out of bed, but she didn't feel like waiting. Besides, she needed something to do while she waited on her coffee. She cleaned off the table and gathered up all the trash. Then she worked on the kitchen, cleaning out the empty dishes and bowls and setting them in the dishwasher. 
She heard the coffee maker going through its final steps, finishing off her pot of warm wake-up juice as she was wiping down the tables and counters with a wet cloth. She tossed the washcloth in the sink and found her favorite mug in the cabinet. Brenda put in her usual two shakes of sugar and then poured the java, mixing it slowly with a spoon. She sat down at the kitchen table and enjoyed her first drink of coffee for the day, feeling the bite of caffeine and smiling as her craving was sated. 
Brenda was thinking about all that had happened the day before. She was able to almost laugh at how foolish she had been to assume the man in the bathroom with her had been Paul, but she should have known when he touched her under the water. Even at the peak of his sexual prowess, Paul had never touched her like that. Oh sure, he'd rubbed her and fingered her and had his hands all over her pussy before, but he was never that good. He was never that acutely sensual. She shivered as she remembered offering him her mouth that first time, and she should have known instantly. Even if he took those little blue pills, Paul would have never been that big. Maybe she wanted to delay the knowing, maybe she wanted to pretend it was Paul so she could taste it, so she could feel a strange cock in her mouth. 
Part of her wished she hadn't been so cavalier, so foolish as to do that. Once she had done that, she was so scared of what he would tell Paul that she had agreed to the rest of it. She wished she could say she hated it. She wished she felt some sense of shame. She was embarrassed, certainly, but she wasn't ashamed. He had fucked her so good, and made her cum so hard and so often that she couldn't look herself in the mirror and say she didn't like it. She couldn't say she didn't want it. 
She shook her head and took another drink, hoping the coffee would help wake her up and bring a little clarity, or at least a little common sense. The second drink didn't help, and the third didn't either. Her thoughts kept drifting back to the events, playing them out over and over in short little clips. Like the jolt of electric pleasure that had shot through her when the stranger had his mouth on her ass. It wasn't the accidental little lick that sometimes happened during oral sex, it had been direct, deliberate. He had even tried to stick his tongue inside of her back door.
Then her mind flashed to an echo of his words, bouncing around aimlessly inside her head. How he had told her to make Paul eat it, how could he have known? How could he have been aware of how much that would turn her on, how empowered it would make her feel? The stranger obviously wouldn't be around to see his threat respected, so the real question was, why had she let it play out? She had taken advantage of him, of Paul and his weakness in his inebriated state. She had tried to stop him, but she didn't try very hard. She could have said she had a headache, she could have said she was starting her period. She could have said any one of a hundred excuses that women used every day to deny their husbands. But she didn't. 
She'd let him lick her. She'd let him stick his tongue in her messy pussy and she'd encouraged him to lick it all up. She'd lied to him, telling him she was wet for him. She'd pretty much duped her husband into licking another man's cum from her cunt, and she should feel ashamed. She should feel horrible about letting him do it, and she should feel even worse about lying to him. But the truth was she had loved it. She had reveled in the fact that he was dragging his tongue through a stranger's load and sucking it into his mouth. And the truth was, that was what had made her cum last night. The satisfaction of the act had brought her off, and she had cum so hard. Even thinking of it now, his mouth on her used pussy, was making her wet. With a sense of dread, mixed with anticipation, she understood what her desire was. She wanted to do it again.   




Chapter 7


"Babe! You should have woken me, I said I would clean it up," Paul's voice from behind her in the den made her jump. 
"Oh it's okay," Brenda said. "It wasn't bad at all. I had it done in ten minutes." 
"Yeah, but it was my mess," Paul said. "I didn't mean for you to have to clean it up for me." 
"It's okay, Baby. Cleaning up each other's messes is part of the deal sometimes," Brenda said, smiling slyly at the double entendre, knowing he wouldn't get it.
"Well the next time you've got a big mess, you just say the word and I'll clean it all up for you," Paul promised, almost making Brenda blow a drink of coffee out her nose.
"Whoa, are you okay there?" Paul asked, coming to her and patting her on the back. 
"Yeah," Brenda said, getting up to get a paper towel and coughing a little. "Just went down the wrong pipe." 
"Hey, how about I make it up to you right now?" Paul asked, rubbing her shoulders as she sat back down. 
"Oh yeah?" Brenda asked. "What do you have in mind?" 
"I need to go by the office this morning and pick up a report I have to work on for tomorrow," Paul said. "Why don't I stop on the way back and get us a big box of donuts?" 
"That sounds great, Baby," Brenda said, patting his hand on her shoulder. "I'd love some donuts." 
"Okay," he agreed. "I need to hit the shower real quick and then I'll run." 
"Okay, Sweetie." 
She kissed him goodbye when he was heading for the door, and then Brenda went upstairs to take her shower. She let the hot water run for a moment before stepping in, and she felt it running through her hair. She used her favorite shampoo and then the matching conditioner. She then picked up her razor and stared at it for a moment, considering all the trouble that had started with a very similar process yesterday. She shrugged it off and hit her armpits and then repeated the leg shaving, even though they still felt pretty smooth. It was irritating to feel it grow back, so she went ahead and shaved her pussy again too, making it smooth. 
Then she soaped up with her favorite poof sponge, lathering up her entire body, spending extra time on her pussy, making herself feel fresh and clean before slowly rinsing off under the warm spray. She stayed in the shower for a long time, letting the water wash away her concerns and her feelings. In the steamy shower, she was able to think clearly about what she was going through, and what it meant. 
There were two things that she knew for certain. Two basic truths that she tried desperately to cling to as she thought through the issue. Neither one of them was difficult to understand or to grasp, but the two truths were impossibly hard to reconcile. 
Number one, she did not want to lose her husband. She loved Paul. He was a good and decent man, he worked hard to give her everything in life she wanted. Sure, it had only been four years, but they had dated for two before taking the leap. She had been with him for six years, and he had made her a housewife, letting her stay home and work on her art while he went out and earned a living for both of them. And it was a nice living. She cared for him and wanted him to be happy, and she did not, under any circumstances, want to see him hurt. And she loved that Paul not only supported her dream of being an artist financially, he also supported her emotionally. He wanted her to succeed and do well, and he did not want her to have to struggle to live. It was wonderfully comforting.  
Number two, she did want to fuck another stranger. She wanted to feel that rush again, knowing the taste of a strange cock with her tongue, knowing the feel of that unique warm hardness with her pussy, hell, maybe even with her ass. She wanted to feel a man's hands on her body, the touch of a man who wasn't trying to keep her or love her forever. She wanted to feel the rough touch of a man that wanted to use her. She wanted the mouth of a man that wanted to taste her, all of her. And most of all, she wanted the cock of a man who wanted to fuck her. Not to have and to hold, not to make love, but to fuck her. Hard. 
And even though she hated herself for it, she wanted to feel her husband put his mouth on her after. She wanted to feel that secret desire come to life as he licked her clean. She wanted to feel that intensity as he made her cum again while licking another man's seed from her used cunt. She didn't want it in the dark or under the blanket. She wanted to see it in the naked light. She wanted to see that pearly cum leaking out of her and she wanted to see him take it on his tongue. 
"I've got to get out of this shower or else I'm going to end up diddling myself again," Brenda said to herself, laughing at the craziness she was feeling. 
As she got out she grabbed two towels. She wrapped one around her hair and used the other towel to pat herself dry. As soon as she started, her mind flashed back to the way her stranger had dried her when she got out of the tub. His gentle patting and rubbing the soft towel against her skin belying how hard he was about to fuck her. She shivered as a chill ran down her spine, looking over to the vanity and remembering her ass pressed against the cold porcelain as he had stroked into her.
Brenda sighed at the memory and clung to her two truths. One, she would absolutely not hurt Paul, and two, if she had a chance, she would definitely fuck another stranger. She pressed her eyes closed and then opened them again, willing away the filthy mental images she was toying with. She finished drying off and determined to go back downstairs to her art room and paint. Maybe that would help her ease her mind and help her fixate on something other than sex. She could use a good distraction right about now.  




Chapter 8


She was deep into her work when Paul's voice from behind surprised her. "I love it," he said. 
"I haven't even started painting yet," Brenda said, looking at him with a smile. "It's just a sketch." 
"It's powerful," Paul commented. "I can't wait to see it. I bet it's going to be amazing." 
"Thanks, Hon'," Brenda said. "But there's only one thing I want from you right now."
"Donuts?" 
"It is donuts," Brenda said, laughing. "How'd you know?" 
"On the table in the kitchen," Paul said, leaving her in the art room. 
She hadn't eaten breakfast, and it was already approaching noon. She didn't care that it wasn't healthy, she had a voracious appetite, and she wanted a donut!
She set down her charcoal pencil and stepped away from her work, looking back at the woman standing in the middle of flames that she had drawn. "Not bad," she commented to herself as she wiped her hands on her artist apron and headed for the kitchen. 
Brenda poured another cup of coffee, grabbed a napkin, and sat down at the kitchen table. She opened the box and selected a donut and was just taking her first delicious bite when Paul spoke up. 
"Hey, it looks like that easel I ordered for you will be arriving tomorrow, and I'll probably be a little late with this report I have to work on. Will you be home?" He asked.
"Yeah!" She was excited about the upcoming arrival. "And even if I wasn't, I'd change my plans to be here for that. I've got yoga on Wednesday, but I plan to be here all day tomorrow." 
"Okay, good," Paul said. "I don't think we'd have any issues, but Steve was telling me about some porch pirates he had experienced over the holidays." 
"Ah, yeah, I've never seen any trouble in our neighborhood, but there's no sense in taking chances," Brenda agreed. "I'll be here." 
"So what's the new art?" Paul changed subjects. 
"I'm not sure yet, just had a girl in my mind, kind of like a phoenix type thing...I don't know," Brenda shrugged. "It's weird, I don't know."
"Well, it looks amazing, stay with it!" Paul encouraged her. 
"I think I will," Brenda said. "Thanks, Babe." 
The rest of the afternoon, Brenda spent her time working on her new piece. She finished the sketch and then started in with oil paints, working them together to get the exact shades she wanted and the perfect look. She thought hard about dimensions and focal points and made her accents and shading where they would make the most difference. By the time she was ready to start dinner, the bottom half of her painting was complete. She stood back and admired her work, critiquing her mistakes and owning her successes. She liked the way it was progressing. 
She threw together some chicken breasts over alfredo pasta for dinner, and she and Paul ate at the table. 
"Did you get your report done?" She asked. 
"I think so," Paul said. "But you never really know with those things until the meeting is over." 
Brenda nodded her understanding. 
They hung out and watched some TV after dinner, and then went to bed without any of the previous evening's extra-curricular activities. 
Tuesday started with the alarm that Brenda was so used to, and she got up to see her husband off to work. She made coffee and toast while he showered and dressed, and he ate while standing and slurped down his coffee before moving for the door. She straightened Paul's tie for him and brushed off the toast crumbs from his jacket before she gave him a sweet short kiss to send him on his way. 
"Love you," she said.
"Love you too," Paul said. "Remember I might be a little late tonight. Not bad, probably six or seven at the worst." 
"Okay," Brenda said. "I'll hold off on dinner until I hear from you."
"See you then," Paul said, heading to the attached garage. 
Brenda listened for the garage door to close before she cleaned up the small breakfast mess, poured her coffee, and then went to shower. After her shower, she decided to work on her art, and she dressed appropriately, throwing on an old pair of plaid lounge pants and a paint-stained white T-shirt. She didn't even bother with a bra, because she wasn't planning on going out at all.
She went back to her art room and started in where she'd left off, continuing her work on the fiery woman. She thought that probably wouldn't be the best name for it when it came time to give it a title, but it would work for now. She worked on the woman's dress, torn and flowing, but not burnt. She performed a fun contrast, making the dress the color of flames, mixing reds and oranges and yellows - and she did the flames in hues of blue. She was almost ready to work on the woman's skin tone when she heard her doorbell ring. 
"Who the hell would be here at 10:00 in the morning?" She asked an empty room. Maybe it's my next handsome stranger? She thought to herself, laughing at her joke. 
Just before she put her hand on the door, she remembered her delivery. In a rush of excitement, she yanked the door open, just as the delivery man was about to knock. 
"I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't hear you coming to the door. "I was going to knock, but..."
"Oh, it's okay," Brenda said, suddenly forgetting all about her new easel in light of the dashing man on her doorstep. "Come on inside out of the cold for a second. Do you need me to sign for it?"  
He was tall, well over six feet, and his cocoa brown skin was perfect and smooth. His hair was cut very short, and his eyes were the color of almonds. He smiled at her, with perfect teeth and a gorgeous grin. She had never seen a man make a plain brown uniform look so good.  
"No, you don't have to sign," the driver said. "I just wanted to make sure you got it. Some packages have been disappearing around the area lately." 
"I'd heard that too," Brenda said. "Won't you please come in? Just for a minute? Can I get you a coffee or something? You must be freezing out here."
"Oh no, ma'am. It's company policy, we can't go inside a customer's home," he said, holding up a hand. "But thank you for the offer." 
"Okay, wait here just a second, and I'll go get you a coffee to take with you," Brenda said. 
Brenda rushed to the kitchen and found a small thermos-style mug with a lid. She filled it with hot coffee, wondering for a second if he liked sugar and cream. She decided to add it and quickly stirred it up before bringing it back to the door. To her delight, he was still standing there, waiting for her. 
"Here you go. You look sweet enough already, but I added some sugar and cream just in case," she flirted with a smile, handing him the mug.
"Thanks," he said, taking it from her hand and looking down at her wedding ring as he did. "But I don't know when I can bring your cup back." 
"Don't you guys ever get breaks?" She asked, continuing to flirt. "You know, if you had a break, you could park down the street. The company doesn't have to know you're here."  
"Um, you look like you might already have somebody returning mugs," he grinned, pointing to the ring on her hand. 
"Mmh," she said, looking at the ring. "Well, my other mug won't be coming back until six or seven tonight, so if you get a break..." she left it open. 
"Thanks for the coffee," he said, toasting her with the mug. 
"Thanks for the delivery," she said with a wink. "If you have anything else to deliver, you can just slip it in any time." 
"Okay," the driver said with a smile, turning to go back to his brown truck. 




Chapter 9


Brenda tried to go back to her art, but it was useless. All she could think about was the beautiful delivery truck driver. She thought about his smile and playful eyes. She thought about how tall and handsome he was, and how he made that crappy brown uniform look so good. And she thought about how big his hands were when she had handed him the coffee. And she kept thinking about her ham-fisted attempts at flirting, how stupid and obvious he must have thought she was. 
She couldn't concentrate on anything else, and the more she thought about him, the more hot and bothered she became. She could feel a damp area beginning to form between her legs. She had never had a black man before, and she wondered how different it might feel. Mostly, she wondered if the stereotypes were true. Were they really bigger? She knew she had to stop those thoughts, or the art wouldn't be the only thing getting delayed. If she kept thinking about it, she would end up rummaging through her nightstand to find her vibrator and spending some quality time in another bath. 
Thinking about the bathtub didn't do her any favors either. That was where she had enjoyed her first taste of extra-marital sex, less than forty-eight hours ago. 
Have I already become that much of a whore in forty-eight hours? She wondered. Jesus, what the fuck is happening to me?
She finally dropped the paints and pulled the cloth down over her canvass. She went back to the living room and opened her new easel. It was the one she had always wanted, made out of aluminum so it was nice and light, and so adjustable it could work at almost any angle. It must have cost Paul hundreds. And he had got it for her simply because she pointed it out in an online ad and mentioned that she'd like to have one like it someday. The man was a saint. He supported her art, he loved her to pieces, and he would do absolutely anything for her. So why could she not get excited thinking about him? When all it took was a nice smile from a delivery boy standing on her porch to have her pussy practically drooling.
Brenda was becoming frustrated with her situation, and angry with herself. If she would have only taken that stupid sleep mask off when the bathroom door first opened the other day, none of this would have happened. She would have been able to go about her week just like any other week. She could do some light cleaning, a little bit of laundry, and she could be making progress on her art instead of standing here in the middle of her studio thinking about cock. Big black cock, sliding into her mouth, or pushing inside of her wet little pussy, fucking her for hours, and cumming inside of her. What the fuck, Brenda? Stop! She scolded herself.
She decided to make a sandwich and then after she'd had some lunch, she went back upstairs and took another shower. She didn't bother washing her hair this time, thinking she didn't want to have wet hair if the driver did come back. Which made her think she was making a mistake, standing in the shower like she was, she would never hear the doorbell if it rang. She finished quickly and then got dressed. She put on sexy underwear, just in case, a silky white set, and threw a silk robe on over it. She worked briefly on her make-up and hair, and then rushed back downstairs. 
Brenda sat on the couch to wait, flipping through a magazine she found on the end table. It was only two in the afternoon, but her eyes felt unreasonably heavy. She considered laying down, just for a little bit. The delivery man wasn't coming back anyway. She was certain she would find the coffee mug on her porch one day with a little thank you note, and she'd probably never see him again. She thought about searching online to find something to order. Maybe increase her odds a little bit. She decided to do it. Right after a quick cat nap on the couch. Only for a few minutes. 
She woke up almost two hours later to the sound of her doorbell. She jumped when she heard it and rushed to the door, remembering at the last minute to fluff her hair and make sure her robe wasn't open. When she opened the door, she wished she had left it open. 
Standing on her front porch was the same delivery driver she had been thinking about all day. 
"I brought your cup back," he said with a smile. "My name is Martin." 
"Hi, Martin," she said with a warm smile. "I'm Brenda. Are you on your break?" She asked, batting her eyelids a little. "Did you bring me a special delivery?"  
"No," he laughed. "I just wanted to return your mug and say thanks for thinking of me this morning. It was great coffee." 
"I'm glad you liked it," Brenda said from just inside the doorway. "Are you sure you won't come in?" She reached her hand to the tie on her robe, slowly pulling it undone. 
"I probably better not," Martin said, his eyes fixed on her hand at the tie. "I don't want to interrupt anyone else returning a mug." 
"It'll be at least another two hours," Brenda said, pulling the tie undone and letting her robe fall open. "A lot could happen in two hours." 
Martin sighed and hung his head, but then he looked back up. He could see her sensual body under the robe. The tight silk high-cut panties barely hid her pussy, and her generous breasts almost spilled from the top of her low-scooped matching bra. 
"Two hours?" Martin asked again. 
"At least two hours," Brenda confirmed. 
"That doesn't leave much time for getting to know one another," Martin said. 
"I won't waste your time," Brenda promised. "I'll have your cock in my mouth as soon as the door is shut behind you." 
"Damn girl, you don't mess around do you?" 
"Only on my husband," she smiled. "Come inside? Please?" 
Martin looked up and down the street outside and then stepped across the threshold. Brenda shut the door behind him quickly and shot the deadbolt closed. Then she turned to him, shrugged out of her robe, and dropped to her knees in front of him. She reached for his pants and undid them, pulling them down slightly. He was wearing tight white boxer briefs, that hugged his waist and the tops of his thighs. She looked down to the bulge hidden behind them, and slowly pulled them down, letting his cock flop out.
Even in its semi-erect state, she could tell he was big. It hung heavy over the waistband of his shorts she had pulled down, pulsing right in her face. Brenda just stared at it for a second, admiring the thick dark trunk and the swollen purple head, just barely visible behind his uncut foreskin. She hoped this interaction was about to become a twofer. She had never had a black man, and she'd never had an uncircumcised man. 
She parted her lips and leaned forward.  




Chapter 10


As she sucked Martin's big black cock, it swelled and grew to its full size. She could feel it growing in her mouth as she lavished it with her tongue and lips. She brought her hands into the game, stroking him with her left and gently squeezing the base with her right. His size was having a dramatic effect on Brenda, and her pussy was dripping wet at the thought of what was to come. If he was this big in her mouth, she couldn't wait to feel that size inside of her. 
Martin let his head fall back as the beautiful stranger sucked his cock. The way she licked and sucked him was driving him wild, and the feel of her small hands on his big dick was only adding fuel to the fire. She was squeezing just right, gripping his shaft and tightening her fingers just a little as she stroked him in time with her mouth sliding up and down his shaft. The tongue technique was on point too, the way she would lick under the sensitive tip at the top of her stroke was amazing. 
"You've got to stop," Martin groaned. "You're gonna bring me off before we even get started." 
Brenda pulled off of him to talk, looking up at him from her knees. "It's okay, you can cum in my mouth if you want to." 
"Damn," Martin shook his head. "My friends were right, you white girls are crazy. You don't want to even get it in first?" 
Brenda laughed a little at that, supposing the stereotypes probably ran both ways. "It's okay," Brenda said. "Honestly, you can cum in my pussy the second time." 
"Holy shit," Martin exhaled. "Keep sucking that cock then, Gorgeous, and I'll fill your mouth." 
Brenda happily went back to work, taking him inside her mouth and putting in maximum effort. 
Martin looked down at her sexy face getting stuffed with his dick. He put his hands carefully on her soft red hair and she moaned around his dick as he gently gripped her head. She moaned even louder as he began to buck his hips while he held her head, fucking her pretty white mouth with his big black cock. The visual image, accompanied by the tricks of her talented tongue, was rapidly bringing him to the breaking point. After a few more strokes of her oral pleasure, his body went stiff as his muscles seized and spasmed. He held her head tightly, holding himself as far as he could get in her mouth as he let go. 
Brenda knew it was about to happen by the way he suddenly went still. His grip held her head down on his massive cock, forcing him deep into her mouth, the tip almost against the back of her throat, and she loved it. The dominant way he forced himself inside of her as he came was making her so hot. And then there was the cum, spurting almost straight down her throat as he unloaded his heavy balls in her mouth. She didn't have to consider swallowing, his load was halfway down the hatch as soon as he started. She reached around his legs, firmly grabbing his ass cheeks and holding him tight against her face as she kept sucking him, letting him finish in her mouth and then licking him clean, making certain to get every last bit from his tip before releasing him. 
"Oh fuck, that was nice," Martin said. 
"If you liked that, just wait until you get inside of me," Brenda said up to him with a smile. 
"You think you can get me hard again?" Martin asked with a raised eyebrow. 
"That'll be the easy part," Brenda said. "Fitting you in my tight little pussy is going to be the hard part." 
"Dirty talk like that will certainly get me hard faster," Martin laughed. 
"You like it?" She asked, standing up and wrapping her arms around him. 
"It's hot," Martin said. "I mean, you're sexy as hell without it, but the dirty talk is kind of my weakness." 
"Oh yeah?" She asked. "How dirty do you like it to be?" 
"Dirtier the better," Martin admitted. 
Brenda reached behind herself and released the clasp on her bra, letting it fall away. She pushed her chest out toward him and regripped his shrinking shaft. She looked up into his eyes as he put his hands on her breasts, gently massaging them and pinching her nipples softly as stared back into her big blue eyes.
"I want you to take me upstairs to my bedroom," she whispered. "I want you to lay me on my marriage bed, and I want you to fuck the shit out of me."
"Ooh, yeah, just like that. Keep talking," he said, closing his eyes as she slowly tugged his dick. 
"I want you to be balls deep inside of me," Brenda continued. "I want to feel your big cock pushing me open, stretching me out, and making me cum. I want to cream all over your big hard dick, and when you've had all you can take, and when you've fucked me every which way you want, I want you to cum too. And I want your jizz in my pussy," she moaned.  
"Oh fuck," Martin breathed out, feeling his cock begin to stir once again. "No condom?" 
"No, Baby," Brenda said. "I want to feel every inch of your big...bare...black cock shoved up inside of me. And when you're up against your limit, I want you to bust your nut deep in my pussy. I want to feel you spraying cum in me, I want you to fill me up with it until it's dripping out of my wet, swollen, sore cunt."
"Goddamn," Martin said. "That's working." 
He wasn't lying, she could feel his dick starting to stiffen again in her hand. "I want you to have it however you want, Baby. You can take me from behind, or I can get on top of you and ride. I can lay down and put my ankles up to my ears and let you just pound the shit out of me. You can have whatever you want, Baby, however, you want it. You can swap back and forth from my pussy to my mouth if you want, and I'll suck my pussy juice off your thick cock, just so you can shove it right back in. All that I want is to make you happy, and to feel your big load shooting inside of me." 
"You're not trying to have a baby or something are you? Some white girl fantasy, having a mixed baby just to piss off her rich white husband?" Martin asked.
"What?" Brenda asked, stopping for a moment.
"The no condom thing?" Martin suggested. "The desire for me to nut in your pussy?" 
"Oh, that?" Brenda caught on. "No, I'm on the pill. I'm not trying to have any babies. I want your cum in me because when my man does get home, I'm going to make him lick me." 
"Fuckin' shit! Are you serious right now?" Martin asked in a low voice. "You're going to make him lick you afterward?" 
Brenda felt him twitch again in her hand when he asked about it, and she understood it was a turn-on for him. "Hell yeah, I am," she groaned. "That's my favorite part. He's a big deal at his work, and he makes good money, but when he comes home tonight, he's going to be my bitch. I'll tell him I'm wet for him, and he'll believe me too. And I'm going to make him lick your cum right out of my used pussy."
"Fuck," Martin breathed the word.
"Can I tell you something?" Brenda asked. 
"Sure you can," Martin said quietly, thinking he was going to hear more dirty talk. 
"I know you probably hear this all the time, but I've never had a black man before," Brenda confessed, looking up into his almond eyes.
"Really?" Martin asked, the surprise taking a moment to settle in before he made his admission to her. "I've never had a white woman either."
"Can we be each other's first?" Brenda asked, still tugging his cock, feeling it completely hard and pulsing again. "Can I be your first?" 
"Take me upstairs Brenda," Martin said.  
"I want that so bad," Brenda said. 
Martin smiled down at her, and she stood up, took him by the hand, and lead him up the stairs, barely remembering to take her bra and robe up with her. 




Chapter 11


"How do you want me?" Brenda asked when she had him in her room.
"Just lay back," Martin said. "Let's start simple and we'll go from there." 
Brenda laid on her back and lifted her legs as high as she could, folding her knees and exposing herself completely to him. Martin moved onto the bed between her legs and put the tip of his hard cock against her wet opening. He could feel her trembling beneath him, although he didn't know if it was anxiety or desire that made her shake.
"Are you okay?" He asked. 
"Yes," Brenda said. "I'm just nervous." 
"Me too," Martin said. "I'll be gentle." 
"At first?" Brenda asked with a wink. 
"For now," Martin agreed with a smile.
He pushed slowly inside of her, and her eyes went wide as she felt his girth. Her pussy was slick and wet, so he kept sliding in farther, and her mouth went slack as she felt his length. He kept going until he was as far as he could go, but not quite bottomed out against her. Then he pulled back a little and began to thrust, carefully pushing in and out of her damp center. 
"Fuck," she breathed. "That's so big." 
"You like it?" Martin asked. "Am I hurting you?" 
"No, it feels amazing," she promised. 
He continued, stroking steadily in long smooth movements within her velvety soft cunt. After just a few minutes, she began to moan as he fucked her. She started working at it, pushing back against his inward thrust, getting him deeper and deeper each time. Finally, after several attempts, she felt him bottom out with his hips touching her inner thighs. 
"There it is," she groaned. "You can go faster now if you want to." 
Martin did, lying on top of her and jacking his hips as he drove within her. 
"It feels so good," she cried out as he stuffed her. 
"You feel good too, Girl," Martin said between long thrusts. "You're so damn tight." 
"Open me," Brenda encouraged. "I want to be loosened up." 
Martin began to huff as he picked up his pace, breathing heavily as he started fucking her harder. Brenda began to writhe under him, his fast and deep strokes pushing her to the edge of an orgasm. 
"I'm going to cum," Brenda moaned. 
Martin kept driving, beginning to pound into her, his hips slapping against her inner thighs at the bottom of every stroke. 
"Uhh, oh, oh shit, oh fuck," Brenda called out as her orgasm overcame her. 
Martin could feel her get even wetter and the strange and wonderful clutching of her pussy as the spasms ran through her. He slowed down and held still, letting her recover from her climax. He used it as a chance to catch his breath too, relaxing before he went too far. He still wanted more of her, and in other positions. 
"Do you want to ride?" Martin asked, hoping she'd say yes. 
"Fuck yes," Brenda agreed instantly, slithering away from him and letting him lay near the middle of the bed. 
She rose to her knees and moved until she was straddling his hips. Then she slowly slid down his pole, impaling her pussy on his hard cock, letting herself sink until she could feel his balls pressed against her ass crack. 
"Mmh," she moaned, beginning to ride rhythmically up and down his shaft, feeling his dick fill her every time. 
She put her hands on his chest and began to ride hard, working her hips to bounce her ass against his legs as she worked his cock. She wished she had a mirror or something to see what it looked like. She would have loved to watch his dark cock sliding up into her white pussy. She used him as a living dildo, riding him hard as she bucked against his rod. Her boobs bounced in time with her humping motion, and she stroked her hands across his hard pectoral muscles as she rode. She tried to hold off, but he was going to make her cum again. More accurately, she was going to make herself cum, fucking herself on his big cock as he laid there in the middle of her bed. It worked, and she came again, falling onto his cock and holding still as another climax wracked her body. She let her head fall back and a shiver raced down her spine as her orgasm flowed through her. 
"You good?" Martin asked with a knowing smile. 
"I came again," Brenda admitted. 
"I felt it," Martin said. 
"You did?" She asked.
"Oh yeah," Martin assured her. "You're so tight that I can feel you gripping me when you cum." 
"I'm sorry," Brenda apologized.
"It's nothing to apologize for," Martin assured her. "It feels incredible."
"Do you want me from behind?" Brenda asked. "Do you like it like that?" 
"I do," Martin said. "But go ahead and suck my cock first."
Brenda lifted her leg and swung it over the side of him. She looked down at his dick, standing hard as a rock now and glistening with her cum on it. She leaned down and took his slick cock in her mouth, tasting her pussy on him as she sucked it. After just a minute or two he stopped her.
"You're good at that," Martin said. "But we've got to stop or I'm going to nut in your mouth again, and I know you said you wanted this one inside you." 
"I do," Brenda admitted, pulling her mouth off him. "I want to feel it down deep." 
"Bend over then," Martin suggested. 
Brenda moved to the middle of the bed as he rolled out of the way, getting in position on her hands and knees with her ass up and her back arched. Martin moved in behind her and his cock twitched as he looked down at her creamy white ass beneath him. He wanted her this way. He wanted to be able to look down and see his black dick sliding between those pale cheeks as he fucked her from behind. 
He placed the tip against her soaking cunt and then savagely thrust inside of her. 
"Oh fuck," Brenda moaned as he bottomed out with his abdomen pressed against her ass. "That's so fucking deep." 
"Hurt?" Martin asked. 
"No, Baby," Brenda said. "It feels good. Fuck me." 
Martin took her direction, gripping her hips and bucking as he slid his dick in and out of her sopping pussy. It made a loud squelching noise as he pounded her, and he looked down and watched himself enter her over and over. 
Brenda didn't think it was humanly possible, but she was about to cum again. He was so deep in this position, and looking over her shoulder at him was making her so hot. The way he smiled at her and kept looking down at her ass while he fucked her was making her crazy with desire. She pushed back against him hard as he pushed forward into her, and at his deepest point, she came again. She was so worked up and wet that she could feel herself dripping on the bedsheets between her knees as she came. 
Martin again paused to let her recover as she caught her breath. "Your ass is so sexy," he said, looking down at it again. 
"If your cock wasn't so damn big, I'd let you fuck me there too," Brenda teased.  
"Right here?" He asked, sliding a fingertip into her asshole. 
"Oh fuck yeah," Brenda moaned, pushing back against him again. 
"Take it, Girl," Martin said, thrusting back inside her hard as he slipped his entire finger up her backside. 
"Goddamn, yes!" She cried out, pushing hard against him now. 
Martin started fucking for real, driving his cock deep in her pussy and plunging his finger all the way in her ass. He might have been able to make her cum again, but it was all becoming more than he could bear. The sight of him pushing her open, and seeing how her greedy ass swallowed his finger was making him hot as hell. He was almost at his limit. 
"I'm going to cum," he warned her. 
"I want it," she said, still pushing back against his thrusts. "I want your cum inside of me." 
"Fuck, Baby Girl," Martin moaned out, withdrawing his finger from her dark passage and grasping her hips. He held her like that and pressed himself deep inside of her as he reached his peak.  
Brenda felt his cock jerk inside of her as he spurted out his load deep inside her pussy. She smiled with satisfaction as she felt a vague warmth spread inside of her pussy, knowing his seed was spilling into her. 
"Oh goddamn!" Martin cried out and his legs shook as he sent blast after blast deep within her pretty pink folds.
Brenda stayed in place, pressed up against him as he finished, loving the feel of his warm belly pressed against her ass. "Thank you," she said. "That was incredible." 
Martin was about to reply when Brenda's phone began to buzz. Her eyes shot open and she slid forward to grab it off the nightstand where she'd left it when she'd gone to take her shower. 




Chapter 12


It was a text message from Paul. "My idiot friend just spilled coffee all over my shirt and tie! Who drinks coffee at 5:00 in the afternoon?"
She thought for a moment before replying. "Oh no," she typed. "And right before your big meeting?"     
"Meeting is pushed to 6:30. Thank God," he typed back. "I'm on the way home now to change my shirt, but then I've got to go back." 
"Late dinner?" She tapped the send key. 
"Afraid so," he wrote. "But I can visit for a little bit when I get there." 
"Good," she wrote back. "I've got a quick surprise for you." She turned over and laid on her back, taking a quick picture of herself on the bed, from her boobs up with a sexy smile. She double-checked the image before she sent it, making sure there wasn't any incriminating evidence in the photo and then pressing the button again.
She could see the bubbles on her screen that indicated he was responding. "Be there in five minutes," his message read. 
"Should I be freaking out right now?" Martin asked her. 
"I'm sorry," Brenda said. "But right now I need you to listen to me, and not freak out."
"Okay?" Martin said, raising his hands in a classic what-the-fuck gesture. 
"My husband will be here in less than five minutes. We don't have time to get you out. Get your clothes and get in the closet. I need to get a new shirt and tie out of there for him, but it's a walk-in, there's plenty of room for you," Brenda explained. 
"You want me to do what?" He asked with his eyes wide.
"Less than five minutes, Baby. Please listen to me. I have to work fast," Brenda continued, getting out of bed and opening the closet. She dug through a few options, trying to remember what jacket he was wearing. She closed her eyes and recalled this morning - god, that seemed like a week ago - and suddenly remembered wiping the toast crumbs off his navy blue coat. "Navy!" She cried out. 
"What?" Martin asked, gathering up his clothes and quickly trying to dress. 
She ignored him for the moment and pulled out a baby blue shirt and a striking maroon tie with navy paisleys on it. "Perfect," she said, holding the two up together. 
"In the closet?" Martin asked, wearing his unbuckled pants, but not yet his shirt. 
"Yes, please," Brenda said, carefully laying the shirt and tie on the dresser. "Martin, if you care for me at all, please stay in there and don't make a sound."
Martin let her push him into the big walk-in closet and close the louvered door behind him, and it snicked shut just as he heard a door inside the house open and a man's voice.
"Brenda?" Paul's voice called out. "Brenda, where are you?" 
"I'm up here, Baby," she replied, digging frantically in her nightstand, and finding what she needed at the last second. 
When Paul walked into the room, his bed was a mess. The covers were all wrinkled up, and his gorgeous red-headed wife was lying in the middle of it on her back with her legs splayed wide, looking at him with seductive eyes and slowly pushing a smooth thin vibrator in and out of her obviously aroused pussy. 
"Jesus Christ," Paul said, his shock not strong enough to stop his smile. "I guess you missed me, huh?" 
"I already laid out a shirt and tie for you," Brenda said softly. "But since you said you had a few minutes to stay, I wanted to give you a little show."  
"I like what you're showing me," Paul said with a big grin. "Can I join the show?" 
"Sure you can," Brenda moaned as she diddled herself. "I'm getting so wet, and this vibrator feels good, but what I really need is my man's tongue." 
"You want me to lick you?" Paul asked with lust in his eyes. 
"Please?" she begged with a husk in her voice.
Paul stripped off the jacket and tossed it on the dresser. He ripped off his coffee-stained tie and shirt, throwing them to the floor before crawling up on the bed between her legs. 
"Jesus, you are super wet," Paul said. 
"Sorry," Brenda said. "I was thinking about how you licked me the other day, and to be honest with you, I was doing this when you messaged me." 
"Got a head start on me, huh?" Paul asked, still smiling. 
"Yeah, I've been at it for a while now," Brenda said. "But it's just not the same without you and your sexy mouth." 
Paul didn't say anything else. Brenda slid the vibrator out of her pussy as he lowered his mouth to her. He struck her clit with his tongue, eliciting a moan from her. He loved to hear that sound, so he dug his tongue deep in her cleft, tasting her creamy cunt. He couldn't believe how wet she was, and knowing she was so aroused made him even more excited. He kept licking and sucking her pussy, licking up all her wet cream and swallowing it as she moaned and twisted under his mouth.
"Keep going," Brenda called out. "It's driving me wild!" 
Paul redoubled his efforts, licking as far as he could get inside of her and occasionally flicking his tongue across her tender nub, making her groan each time. He kept eating her, swallowing her cream like it was a fine dessert. 
"I want you," he said, looking up at her from between her legs. 
She looked down at her husband, seeing Martin's cum all over his mouth and chin as he stared up at her with expectant eyes. 
"I want you too," she said. "Would you do something special for me?" 
"Anything, Brenda," Paul promised. 
"Would you fuck me in the ass?" She asked. 
"You want that?" Paul said. "I mean, hell yes, but...are you sure?" 
"I want it, Paul," she moaned. "I want your hard cock in my ass while I use this little toy on my pussy." 
Paul didn't ask any more questions. He stood up, kicked off his shoes, and quickly dropped his drawers. As he climbed back into bed, Brenda lifted her legs high, just like she'd done for Martin earlier. 
Finding her in bed like this, pleasuring herself with the toy, and her pussy being so very wet had Paul hard as a rock. He looked at her one more time as he positioned the tip of his throbbing cock at her slick asshole. He asked the question with his eyes. 
"Yes," she whispered. "I want it."  




Chapter 13


Martin could not believe what he was seeing. From his vantage point in the closet, his view was less than ideal. He had to look through the louvered door, peering between the slats to see what was going on. He was shocked and amazed to see Brenda hadn't been joking in the slightest. She had found the toy in a drawer and she had stuffed it in her overworked pussy just moments before Paul walked in. 
It was a good plan, Martin thought. The vibrator action would explain why she looked like she'd just been fucked, but he couldn't believe Paul would fall for the 'oh I'm so wet' line about her leaking pussy. Even seeing it with his own eyes was hard to comprehend, but it happened nonetheless. Paul had crawled between her legs and bent his neck, putting his face right in her pussy, and started eating. 
Martin watched in shock as Paul licked up all of the cum from Brenda's cunt and even swallowed it, thinking it was all her. And just when he thought he couldn't be shocked any further, he'd heard Brenda offer Paul her ass. Watching it happen right in front of him was crazy. Here he was, hiding in the closet after just fucking this man's wife nine ways to Sunday, watching him lick the load of cum he'd just shot in her pussy, and now he was about to watch him fuck her in the ass. 
That was smart too, Martin thought. If she gave him her ass, he wouldn't have any idea how swollen and sloppy she was deep inside her cunt. Then again, if eating another man's cum from her slit hadn't phased him, Paul may not notice that either, but better not to take chances. For now, he watched as Paul put the tip of his cock against her back door, and he'd just heard her say she wanted him to do it.
Then he watched as Paul pushed his cock inside of her. Even from inside the closet he could hear Brenda gasp as her husband's dick pushed inside of her puckered asshole. He watched Paul begin to thrust in and out, and aside from being an unbelievable show, it was also strangely arousing. The anal part was pretty obvious. Since he'd enjoyed sliding his finger inside that tight little brown eye just a few minutes ago, he knew that was a turn-on. But the whole oral thing had been oddly erotic as well. Something about watching this rich white man lick his black working-class cum from inside his wife's cunt had him throbbing hard. It was all he could do not to stroke himself as he watched. 
The view wasn't the greatest, with the louver slats distorting his image of the action, but he still had a front-row seat to an intense fuck. Paul didn't seem like the type, being so clean and well-heeled, but he was going crazy on her ass. He had started slow, pushing inside gently, but now that he had himself wedged in there, he was fucking her hard. All he could see from the closet was the very back of the slender pink toy, but from how Brenda was holding it, he knew what was happening. She was plunging the vibrator inside her pussy as her husband fucked her asshole.
He knew she was cumming when she let go of the toy and laid her head back on the pillow. Just before that, she had her head lifted, watching as she intently shoved the toy in her opening while Paul thrust underneath it. But now her mouth was open and gasping for air and her hand went limp, allowing the toy to slide out of her juicy cunt. Yep, that was an orgasm, and from the looks of it, it had been a big one. 
Paul was slowing down too, and even though the slats blocked his view, Martin imagined the faces he was probably making. 
"Do it, Baby," Brenda called out to her husband. "Cum in my ass." 
Martin couldn't see the man's face, but he noticed he went completely still and he heard the loud grunts and groans. He knew what was happening. Paul was getting his nut inside Brenda's sweet ass. Good for you, Paul, Martin thought. She's been a bad girl, she deserves a cock right up her sexy little butt. He smiled a little at the thought of it, but for his own safety, he resisted the urge to laugh. 
He watched them untangle themselves, and move apart. And at that moment, he thought his little peep show was over, but then he saw Brenda lean down to her husband's crotch. It looked like she was taking his cock in her mouth. Had she just gone ass to mouth? Even the idea of it was making him so fucking hot! He reached down and squeezed his dick, finding it still slick from Brenda's pussy, making it even harder to resist the urge to stroke himself. He finally did, for a minute, sliding his pants down a little and fisting his hand up and down his hard shaft as he watched her head bobbing up and down on what he could only imagine was her husband's cock. He stopped masturbating when she stopped sucking, and he watched her help him dress in the clean shirt and new tie, thinking it was very kind of her to help him tie it and make sure it was straight. Then he watched as she helped him back into his jacket and absently brushed off the shoulders. 
The husband leaned down to tie his shoes, then stood again and kissed her on the cheek.
"I've got to get back for the meeting, but thank you so much for helping me," the guy said as he stopped in the doorway. "You were incredible tonight." 
"Thanks," Brenda said. "It was good to me too. It's been a while since we've done that."
"Yeah, it has," he agreed. "But it still feels amazing." 
"Thanks," Brenda said, and even though Martin wasn't close enough to tell for sure, he imagined she was blushing. "I'd walk you out, but I better go take a shower and get cleaned up."
"It's okay," Paul said. "I know the way. I'll be back in just a few hours. I love you." 
"Love you too," she said sweetly, closing the door behind him and then listening for the sound of the engine as her husband started his car and drove away. 
She waited a few minutes more, just to be certain, and then she came to the closet and opened the door.   




Chapter 14


"I'm sorry about that," Brenda said, hanging her head in shame. "He wasn't supposed to be home until later. I'm sorry you had to see or hear that or whatever." 
"Why?" Martin asked. "You looked beautiful." 
Brenda looked up at him, and he could tell she was almost on the verge of tears. 
"Hey, what's wrong?" Martin asked again. "I thought that was what you wanted. Did he hurt you?" 
"No," she sniffed. "But I'm hurting him. I'm cheating on him and humiliating him, and it's all because I'm a selfish slut."
"That's not true," Martin said, stepping out of the closet and putting his arms around her. "You're not selfish." 
"I am," Brenda said. "Can't you see that? Even now, after I just had him, all I can think about is what I want."
Martin thought he knew what that was, and he took a verbal leap. It would either end in a sweet reward or a slap in the face, he wasn't sure which.
"You want to suck my black cock again," Martin stated. 
Brenda closed her eyes to stifle the tears and nodded. 
"And then you want me to fuck you one more time before I go," he added. 
She nodded again. 
"Then get on your knees and start sucking," Martin instructed. The way she immediately followed his command told him he had been right. "But," he added. "Just so you know, now that your husband has you loosened up, I'm going to fuck you in the ass." 
She looked up at him from the floor and smiled, taking his cock back in her mouth and sucking it greedily. 
"Yeah, that's what you want, isn't it?" Martin said, putting his hands back on her head as she bobbed on his knob. 
"Mmh-hmm," she moaned as she sucked him even harder. 
"You want a man to tell you what he wants and then take it," he said, feeling her tongue flitter under the head of his dick. 
He didn't presume to have her figured out, but from her reaction, he thought he had a pretty good idea of what she wanted.  
"Yeah, Bitch, suck that black cock," he said, acting even more dominant, and feeling her respond positively to it. "Get it nice and slick, because I'm gonna fuck you right in your sweet white ass with it." 
She reached her hands to his balls and massaged them as she sucked him, trying to stuff him as far as she could into her throat. His dominant talk was having the same effect on her as her dirty talk did on him. 
"Oh, you like that don't you, Snowflake?" He growled at her. "You like the idea of this monster pushing up your back door?" 
"Mmmmh," Brenda moaned around his cock.
"Are you my dirty little slut?" Martin asked. 
"Mmh-hmm," Brenda murmured in the affirmative.  
"I want you to bend over the bed," Martin said, still holding her face on his dick. "And I want you to reach behind yourself and hold your ass cheeks apart with your hands."
"Mmmmh," she moaned again. He noticed she was rubbing her clit with her other hand as he talked. His talk was making her wild with desire. 
"And I'm going to shove every inch of my big black cock right up your tight little shit ring," Martin said quietly. "And I'm going to fuck your ass so fucking hard." 
"Mmmm hmmm," she whimpered around his shaft, rubbing her button hard and sliding fingers inside herself as he talked. 
"When I'm done, I'm going to cum in your nasty little slut ass," Martin continued, almost whispering now. "And when I pull out, you're going to suck my black cock clean." 
"Aaahhh fuck!" She cried out, pulling her mouth off him and cumming against her hand as she masturbated.
"I see you like the dirty talk too," Martin smiled as she gasped for breath on the floor. 
"I hope it wasn't all just talk," Brenda said, smiling up at him from her knees. 
She got to her feet and moved to the bed, bending low over the covers with her feet far apart. Then she looked back at him over her shoulder and used her hands to grasp her butt cheeks and pull the white globes apart, showing him her dark passage, with pearly cum from her husband still leaking out of it. Martin stepped in close behind her, using his hands to aim his erection at her anus, pressing the tip hard against her puckered rosebud. 
He didn't wait for permission. He didn't ask if she was okay. He simply pushed forward, feeling her stretch as his swollen head pushed inside of her, watching it open to accommodate him. And the way she looked back at him, begging him with her eyes. It was driving him crazy. He pushed further inside and she cried out. He felt the head of his cock slide past her sphincter and he pushed in further, sliding into her ass. 
The heat was incredible, and she felt all slick and nasty, her husband's cum acting as lube inside of her. Martin loved the way she tried to use her legs to push back against him. She wanted, even more, so he gave it to her. He began to thrust, stroking hard into her backside as he fucked her ass. He reached down and grabbed her wrists, pulling them off her ass and holding her arms behind her. He pushed in even deeper, driving almost his entire length into her sweet little butthole over and over.
"Is this what you wanted, Baby?" Martin asked as he fucked her hard. 
"Uh-huh," she groaned as he plowed her. 
Martin was doing his best, but he couldn't hold off much longer. The tight slick heat of her asshole was rapidly bringing him off. 
"I'm going to cum in your white ass, Girl," Martin snarled. "And you know what happens after that." 
"Uh-huh," she moaned. 
"Tell me," Martin said. "Tell me what happens after I shoot all my cum in your ass."
"I'm going to clean your cock," Brenda cried out. "I'm going to suck that big dick and get every last drop." 
"That's right, Bitch," Martin said. "And you're going to suck my balls too." 
"Yesssss," she hissed her agreement in a groan. 
Martin pulled her wrists back hard, holding himself deep in her anus as he let go. He came so hard his balls ached, spurting what felt like a river of cum deep inside her ass. 
"Oh fuck!" He cried out as his orgasm flashed through his body.  
As soon as he pulled out, Brenda dropped to her knees and took him in her mouth. She looked up at him and sucked his cock clean, staring him right in the eyes. Then she pulled her sweet mouth off his dick and put it on his sack. She sucked a testicle into her mouth and licked along the underside of it, still making eye contact. Then she sucked the other one, then she sucked his cock again. When she finally pulled off of him, she was smiling. 
"You're not selfish, Brenda," Martin said. "You're a beautiful woman, with an amazing body." 
"Thank you," she said, finally looking down. 
"Don't do that," Martin said, lifting her chin gently so she would look into his eyes again. "Don't look away from a compliment. I want you to hear me. You're not selfish. You're just a woman that knows what she wants and what makes her happy."
"I do love him," she said, looking away briefly, but then looking back into his eyes. "But I love him differently than I love this." 
"I know," Martin said. "And I don't want to do or say anything that would change that." 
"Thank you," she said. "Thank you for coming here tonight. Thank you for all this." 
"I should be thanking you," Martin said to her. "You were amazing. I should have been fucking white girls this whole time." 
She tilted her head, trying to make sure it was a joke. He tried to keep a straight face, but eventually, he cracked a grin. 
"You're pulling my leg," she smiled. 
"Yeah, I'm just playing," he confirmed. "But seriously, you were amazing. You're crazy good at sex." 
"Well, what can I say?" Brenda shrugged. "You have a cock that brings out my best."
"Let me see your phone," Martin said, holding out his hand. 
Brenda turned and pulled it off the nightstand, unlocking it and handing it over.
"Put your mouth on me one more time," Martin said. 
Brenda didn't question it at all, she just opened her mouth and took his cock back into her mouth. Martin leaned around and took a picture of her as she looked at the phone. It was a close-up, with nobody identifiable, just Brenda's red lips wrapped around his black dick. Then he created a contact, naming it the same as the name of his company. Then he used that picture as the thumbnail for the contact. 
"There you go," Martin said, handing her back the phone. "If you ever need me again. If you want me again. Even if it's just for coffee or a talk, you text me at this number."
"Okay," Brenda agreed. 
"Or if you just need to hear how beautiful and sexy you are. You hit me up, and I'll remind you of how this was the best day I've ever had."
Brenda smiled at him and stood up, wrapping him up in a hug. 
"Now stop all that," Martin teased. "You gonna have us fuckin' again if you don't quit." 
Brenda laughed as she pulled away from him. "Thanks again," she said. "For everything." 
"I've gotta get outta here," Martin said. "Before he comes in here again and you make him eat that load out of your ass." 
Brenda giggled at that. "That one wasn't for him," she said, touching Martin's chest before he buttoned up his brown shirt. "That one was for me." 
She walked him out, and as she had suggested, he had parked quite a ways down the street. 
"Thanks for the delivery," she teased with a playful grin. 
"Thanks for holding the door open," he said, teasing right back. 
"Anytime," she said. 
She watched him walk away for a minute, but then closed the door softly behind her. She pulled her robe closed and leaned against the door for a second.  She tried to keep her thoughts in check. She knew it wasn't love. She loved Paul, and even though she enjoyed toying with him right after a stranger fucked her, she didn't want to hurt him. Tonight had been amazing, and fun and Martin had found out what made her motor run, but it had also been risky. She would have to be more careful in the future. She didn't want to hurt Paul, so she would have to be more careful not to get caught. And she certainly didn't want Paul or a lover to get hurt in a physical confrontation, so she would have to be safer. But as she drew her phone out of her robe pocket and looked at the picture, the only proof she had left of that big cock in her mouth, she knew one thing for certain...she wanted to do it again. 





The Wife 2: From Hot to Caught







Chapter 1


Brenda's art had flourished in ways that surprised even her. The Flaming Lady painting that she had started on after her bathroom experience with her husband's friend, Lane, had been completed and sold at auction for several thousand dollars. She would like to imagine her artistic flair had finally found its form, but she knew that wasn't true. The ability and desire to work at this new level had started with her special visit in the bathroom on Superbowl Sunday, and then it had slightly waned. But it took flight again after her special delivery from Martin, the driver of the big brown truck.
Regardless of what had inspired her work, she was very happy with the money from her sale. She had used a small part of it to buy some new brushes and a few exotic colors she'd been wanting to try. Brenda knew Paul would have bought her whatever art supplies she asked for, just like he had bought her new easel, but it was nice to be able to get what she wanted on her own. She had immediately put the new tools to work, painting another woman, this time she painted her scaling a rock bluff. She had started with such excitement but lately, she was beginning to falter, losing her muse and feeling the magic slipping away from her work. However, she had an idea that just might be the hot ticket to revive her spark. 
She tried to force the scheme out of her mind, thinking at first it had just been a coincidence that the art had taken off at that particular moment. But no matter how hard she concentrated on her work, the idea just wouldn't leave her alone. She would push it aside and focus on shading or contrast, but it would come sneaking back in, standing at the periphery in the shadows. Brenda finally decided to do something about it. She blew an errant strand of her long red hair out of her face with a sigh and then put her palate down. She made up her mind to recapture her painting spirit.
She grabbed her phone and cautiously typed in the contact information. The contact picture was one of her, with a big dick in her mouth. If she hadn't been there when the picture was taken, she wouldn't have known who it was. All she could see was her pretty white mouth and red lips stretched and sealed around a thick black cock, but she could feel herself getting wet looking at the image, remembering the exotic taste of his uncut cock. She typed several different versions of her message, only to erase them before she dared to send it. A thousand questions and doubts battered her brain. Did he do things like that often? Would he feel like she was being clingy or needy after only a couple of weeks? Would he even remember who she was?
Brenda finally took a deep breath, blew it out slowly, typed a few words to Martin, and pressed send. "Hey handsome, got time for a delivery?" She decided to go with flirty and short, eschewing several other ideas she had entertained, including any mention of his hefty dong.
She waited impatiently for a reply, and after a few minutes thought maybe she had made a mistake. Then she looked at the screen and watched as bubble icons flashed, indicating he was responding, and then her heart sank when she saw the reply. "New phone, who dis?" 
She was mortified. Not only did he not remember her, but he had also gotten rid of his phone in the two weeks since their last encounter. Brenda could feel the heat of embarrassment rising in her cheeks as she began to type a response. 
"So sorry, I must have the wrong number."
The bubbles appeared again. "Just kiddin' Boo, what time is good for you?" 
He did remember! Her heart soared as she understood he was joking, and she felt her pulse begin to race as she considered the possibilities. 
"I'm here all alone until 5:00," she typed back. "I want to see you again." 
"3:30?" The response came quickly. 
Brenda looked at her watch. It was already almost one. 
"Perfect," she replied. "See you soon." 
Brenda rushed upstairs to the master bedroom and started a bath. While the hot water was running she went through her drawers, trying to find just the right outfit to compliment her mood. She decided on black, in honor of her lover of choice, and picked out a nice lacy set of briefs and a strapless bra to go with it. Then she hurried into the bathroom to check her water temperature and pour in her favorite bubble soap. 
With that job done, she shut off the water and got in to luxuriate in a nice long soak before Martin arrived, taking her time to scrub with her loofa and put her razor to work, smoothing her legs and armpits, then shaving her pussy too. Once she was silky smooth she washed and conditioned her hair, rinsing it until only clean water flowed through her red locks. With a separate cloth, she washed her face and ears, and then folded it across her eyes and laid back to let the hot water soak in. She had it warm enough that her creamy white skin was turning a light pink color, and when she put her arms out on the sides of the tub, steam rose off them. 
She laid back and thought of that big game Sunday when she had been caught in a very similar position by her husband's friend Lane. She tried to think about Martin, the man she had coming to see her, and how his big cock was going to make her feel, but being in the bathroom made her mind keep drifting back to thoughts of Lane. She recalled the way he had her stand up and bend over, and how he had eaten her out from behind. The stupid sleep mask she had been wearing had kept her from knowing who he was at that time, and her fear of him telling her husband made her leave it on. But afterward, when she had gone down to see her company off, all doubts were cast aside.  
Lane was the only one who had the stubble she'd felt against her ass as he'd licked her, and he was the only one of her husband's friends big and strong enough to have lifted her off her feet, setting her bare-assed on the marble vanity. If that wasn't enough to make her certain, the long lump in the front of his jeans had been the other give-away. He was the only man in the house that day packing enough dick to have made her cum like that. And how she remembered that part! Cumming against his mouth standing in the tub, and then cumming on his big cock as he drove it up inside of her. 
Brenda was happy that Martin was coming over, maybe he could help her clear her mind of what Lane had done. Not that she had put up much of a fight, but it still took her by surprise and he had embarrassed her in her own home, with her husband in the house! Martin would make her forget temporarily, but she had a feeling that memory wasn't going to be gone for long. Every time she took a bath, she would remember it. Sooner or later she was going to have to confront Lane. That was the only way she would ever get any real peace.  




Chapter 2


By the time she answered her door at 3:30, she had dried herself off, put on her sexy underwear, blown her hair dry, styled it, and put on a little make-up. Even in the mirror before she went downstairs she had to admit, she looked hot. She was very glad to find that Martin had the same reaction at her door. 
"Damn, girl, you look fine as hell," He had said, letting out a low whistle of appreciation.
"You look good, too," Brenda blushed. "I've never seen anybody make that brown uniform look so good." 
"It would look even better on the floor next to your panties," Martin said, licking his lips seductively after his statement. 
"Don't want to waste any time, huh?" Brenda teased. 
"Not one second," Martin said, pulling the door shut behind him. 
"What would you like?" Brenda asked her words a little more breathy than she had intended. 
"What I'd like is for you to get on your knees and start sucking my cock," Martin said.
Brenda moved to her knees, never taking her eyes off his. She kept staring at him as he unzipped his pants and dropped them and his shorts. She didn't look down. She just opened her mouth and let him shove himself inside. Even when she started sucking his semi-erect dick, she kept looking into those smoldering almond eyes. 
"Holy shit that feels good," Martin moaned, finally closing his eyes and breaking the contact. 
When he looked down again Brenda was working him over with her mouth, shuttling her hand in time with her lips, up and down his cock. She lavished his dick, sliding her tongue under the shaft, making sure to lick the bottom of his swollen head on each pass of her mouth. He was moaning and groaning as she sucked him, and she loved to hear it. His sounds built her confidence and let her know she was doing a good job. 
"You're so fucking sexy," Martin said softly, making her look up at him. "Those blue eyes just shining up at me while you suck my dick."
She pulled off of him with her mouth but kept stroking with her hand. "Do you want me?" She whispered.
"Hell yeah," Martin assured her. 
"How do you want me?" Brenda asked. 
"From behind," Martin said. "Right there on the couch," he pointed to the nice leather sofa in their living room. 
Brenda stood up and took his hand, leading him over to the couch where she bent over and made a dramatic show of taking off her panties, slowly sliding them down and stepping gingerly out of them. Then she got on the center cushion on her knees with her legs spread wide and leaned over towards the back of the couch, exposing herself to him.
She turned and looked back at him over her shoulder as he unbuttoned his uniform shirt. "Like this?" She purred. 
"Just like that," Martin agreed, dropping his shirt on the floor. "That's perfect." 
"You like it?" Brenda teased, shaking her ass just a bit. 
"With an ass that gorgeous, you know like it," Martin confirmed. "Are you ready?" 
"Please," she said softly. 
Martin stepped in behind her, grasping his shaft and aiming the swollen tip of his throbbing cock he pressed it up against her damp center. 
"Yes," her voice barely a whimper. 
Martin began to push forward, slipping between her velvet folds. Brenda's mouth went slack as she felt his girth open her, stretching her to accommodate him. He was so warm and heavy inside of her, that it made her weak. She thanked whatever gods might be that she was already on her knees because there was no way she could have kept her feet under the intense pressure of his cock filling her. Her eyes rolled back and her lids fluttered as she felt him go even deeper, steadily moving inside of her with the relentless push of a wave moving up the beach.
"Fuck," Martin sighed the word as he became encased within her. "You feel fucking amazing, girl." 
Brenda looked over her shoulder at the half-lidded eyes of her lover. "Fuck me," she begged.
Martin grabbed her hips, pulling her roughly against him, his hips touching her ass cheeks. Then he began to thrust, stroking in and out of her in long smooth motions, almost escaping her grip at withdrawal, and completely stuffing her at maximum insertion. He heard her begin to groan and gasp as he drove into her repeatedly, her sounds becoming more high-pitched as he began to move faster, driving even harder. She didn't have to say she was cumming, he could tell. He could feel it in the way she pushed back hard against his thrust, and the clutching spasm of her damp pussy as he stayed deep inside, giving her a brief pause to recover.
"Good?" Martin asked while holding her against him.
"So fucking good," Brenda confirmed. "But I want to look at you." 
He withdrew slowly, begrudgingly, and let her flop down on her back on the leather cushions of the sofa. She threw one leg up on the back of the couch and let her other fall until her foot hit the floor. Martin moved between her soft white thighs, but stopped short, lowering himself until his face was right at her cleft. She could feel his breath on her sex, and then she felt his tongue inside of her. 
"Oh shit," she gasped, biting her lower lip to keep from cursing more. 
Martin licked inside of her and all around her gaped opening, licking up the remnants of her juicy orgasm, tasting her sticky and sweet in his mouth. He moved down to lick her ass, loving the taffy feel of her rosebud under his rough tongue. Brenda arched her back, pushing back against his jaw, trying to get more of his mouth on her and in her. Martin moved his mouth up to her bud and secured his lips around her swollen clit, sucking on it and flicking his tongue across it rapidly. Brenda couldn't help herself, she came again, the pulsations sending electricity throughout her body. Her eyes rolled back again, and she orgasmed so hard her toes and fingers throbbed. 
"Jesus," she breathed. "So intense." 
She inhaled sharply as he quickly moved up and sank himself within her again, driving inside with one deep push. Then he began to fuck her hard, his hips slapping against her inner thighs at the bottom of every stroke. Brenda started to breathe heavily again, whimpering softly at the invasion of his dick smashing her open with every thrust, and leaving her empty and wanting on every withdrawal. 
Martin leaned hard into her, finding her mouth and kissing her deeply as he fucked her. Brenda didn't care where his mouth had been, she wanted his kiss. She wanted to feel those lips that had worked on her pussy so well working on her mouth. He kissed like he fucked, deep and strong, pressing his lips against hers and sliding his tongue into her mouth where she met it with hers. She could feel his strong chest pressing against her breasts as he put more of his weight on her, and she put her hands on his ass. She could feel the thrust from him, his butt tightening on each drive forward as he pounded her endlessly. 
Brenda actively tried to hold out this time, but she couldn't withstand his onslaught, cumming a third time as she gripped his ass to hold him deep inside of her. This time it was too much for him as well, and she heard him groan into her mouth as she felt his cock jerking in her cunt, spilling his warm cum in spurt after spurt deep within her soft walls. She opened her eyes to see his pressed tightly shut as he fired inside of her, draining himself and leaving her full and sloppy wet with his cream inside. She laid still and stroked his strong back as he caught his breath and tried to recover. 
When they finally pulled apart she could feel him leaking from inside of her, and she quickly pulled her panties up to trap the remains within. Martin dressed while Brenda found a robe to put over her sexy underwear.    
"Four-thirty," Martin said. "I better go." 
"I wish you didn't have to," Brenda said. "You were so good." 
"You were incredible," Martin said, buttoning his shirt. "Text me again sometime." 
"I will," Brenda admitted. 
"I know," Martin said with a wicked grin. He leaned in and kissed her, and then turned to go. 
Brenda watched him almost to his truck and then shut and locked the door once more.




Chapter 3


Brenda made sure to clean up any evidence in the living room. She quickly wiped down the leather cushions of the sofa with a damp cloth, smoothing them out and looking around on the floor nearby to see if she had dropped any incriminating fluids. Not seeing any, she went upstairs and quickly threw on a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt over her racy underwear. She wondered if she might have time for a quick shower, but even as she considered it she heard the garage door opening. Thinking fast she threw back the covers on her side of the bed and climbed in. No sooner than she had the covers pulled up to her neck she heard her husband calling her name. 
"Brenda?" His voice called up the stairs. "Hey, Bren'? You up there?" 
Footsteps followed his voice up the stairs, pounding hard on the planks as he came up. Brenda worked on her best 'just woke up' look and lifted her head just as he came in the door. 
"Hey, Baby," she said with a sleepy grin. "You're home." 
"Yes I am," Paul said with a gleam in his hazel eyes. "And I've got great news!" 
"Really?" Brenda asked, picking up on his excitement. "What's going on?" 
"I got it!" He said. "I got the promotion!" 
"Oh wow, really? That's awesome news baby!" Brenda tried desperately to recall the details as he stood there. "So you're a vice president now?" 
"Yes!" Paul exclaimed. "It finally happened!" 
"That's so good, Sweetie," Brenda said. "I'm so proud of you."
"How proud?" Paul asked, lifting his eyebrows suggestively at her. 
"Somebody came home in the mood," Brenda joked, hoping he would be willing to wait. 
"How would you like to fuck a vice president?" Paul asked. 
"Mmh," Brenda moaned. "That has a nice ring to it," she understood he wanted it here and now. "Let me get out of these sleep clothes and take a quick shower," she suggested. 
"Oh no," Paul said with a smile. "The VP wants his cock sucked right now." 
"Yes sir," Brenda agreed, smiling up at him and propping herself up on her elbow. 
Paul unzipped his pants and dropped them around his knees. He must have been very excited about his promotion because he was hard as a rock. He stepped up to the side of the bed, near her face, and she opened her mouth and took him in. She looked up into his eyes as he smiled down at her. She couldn't help but wonder as she slid her lips up and down his shaft if he had any idea this wasn't the first cock she'd sucked today. For some reason that simple idea, the secret knowledge, thrilled her as she worked him.
Brenda could tell he was excited too. Not for the same reason as her, obviously, but by the feel of him throbbing in her mouth and the way he put his hands on her hair. Paul rarely ever touched her head during oral. The most he would do was lightly stroke her hair or maybe a grazing loving touch of her cheek as she sucked him, but this time she could feel his hands on her head, his fingertips exerting slight pressure. It made Brenda excited to feel him touching her like this, it made it feel new and exploratory, and it let her know how much he wanted her. 
"I'm ready," he said, looking down at her. 
Brenda pulled her mouth off him. "You want me?" She asked, smiling up at him.
"Yes," Paul said. "It's my turn to taste you." 
Brenda reached down and slid her sweatpants and pajamas off, and tossed them to the floor, hoping that in his aroused state he might not notice that she was still messy from her previous encounter. Paul slid under the covers in a flash and his mouth found her center. She could feel his tongue pressing inside of her and his lips pushed against her sex. It felt so very good, and her eyes closed after watching his head bob under the covers for a moment. 
He slid a finger inside of her as he licked, and she moaned in response, so he added a second finger. This wasn't his usual pleasantly gentle oral sex. Paul was eating her pussy like it was his job and another big promotion was just around the corner. As she felt her impending orgasm approaching she had the strangest urge to confess to him. She wanted to tell him everything. Tell him that she had invited Martin into their home and she had sucked and fucked his big black uncircumcised cock. Tell him that Martin had eaten her to an orgasm. She wanted to tell him that he was licking and sucking Martin's cum from her cunt. 
But she didn't. She thought, at least on some level, that he must know. How could you eat another man's creampie, for the third time now, and not know? She wasn't certain what he would say, but the idea that it might hurt him was more than she could bear. Even if he did know, on some subconscious level, the mental picture of heartbreak blooming in his eyes was too painful for her. The thought that he would feel betrayed, especially on this special day for him, was a bridge too far. So instead of telling him her secret, she put her hands under the blanket and ran her fingers through his hair. And she held his face pressed to her as she came all over his mouth. 
It wasn't her biggest or most powerful orgasm of the day, that prize went to the one she had with Martin's mouth on her, but it was a very pleasant rolling wave that flowed through her. Martin continued to lick inside of her as she recovered, finally lifting up and shedding the covers as he moved forward. Brenda opened her legs wide, folding her knees and lifting them high to allow him access. Martin pushed inside of her easily and sank his full length within her soft walls. She moved her hands down his chest to his hips, pulling him deeper within and grasping at his ass while he fucked her. 
"You feel so damn good," Paul said, smiling down at her. 
"You do too," she responded. "You're so hard."  
Paul smiled and continued stroking deeply within her. "You miss me again today?" 
"Yes," Brenda breathed. 
"You were so wet," Paul said. 
"I'm sorry, I guess I just got excited by the power of your new position," Brenda lied. "I've never fucked a VP before."  
"Does it feel different?" Paul asked. 
"Yeah," Brenda said, and that part wasn't a lie. "You're fucking me hard and I kind of like it." 
"Oh yeah?" Paul asked, adding even more pressure to his thrusts. 
"Yeah," Brenda groaned as his pounding intensified. 
"Can a VP get special considerations?" Paul asked between breaths as he stroked inside of her.
"Anything you want, Baby," Brenda promised, hoping he would ask for something kinky and wild. 
"I want to cum in your mouth," Paul breathed to her. 
"Is that what you want?" Brenda cooed her questions. "You want to feel my lips wrapped around you when you shoot your big load?" 
"Yes," he groaned.
"Then do it, Baby," Brenda said. "Fuck me hard and cum in my dirty little mouth." 
Her dirty talk did the trick. Paul stroked hard inside of her a few more times and then pulled out, moving awkwardly over her to straddle her chest. Brenda lifted her head to him and let him in, sealing her mouth around his slick shaft as he came. Paul grunted and groaned as he let go, and she could feel his powerful spurts and taste his bitter tang as he came in her mouth. She took him all and used her tongue against his tip, licking and sucking to get the last remnants of his climax. He slowly withdrew from her mouth as she swallowed his cum, feeling the salty slick load slide down her throat.
"You're so fucking hot," Paul moaned as he watched her drink him. "I love you so much." 
"I love you too, Mr. Vice President," Brenda smiled as he looked adoringly down on her. 




Chapter 4


Brenda's artistic flair sky-rocketed again, her inspiration coming to her in easy strokes of the brush and light flicks of the tip as she worked on her painting the following morning. The walls her character climbed were done to perfection, the sheer rock face coming to life under her talented hands. Sometimes it felt as if the brush were a chisel and the canvas a stone. She wasn't so much creating the picture as uncovering it, peeling back layers to reveal a mirror of what was in her mind. What was beginning to emerge was a picture of confidence and success. Her rock climber was almost to the top, and victory was just over the next ledge. 
Brenda knew, on some level, what was driving her creativity and success. That same confidence in her brush that she had experienced with the woman in the flames was now coursing through her hands as she painted her rock climber. She had suspected it before, but it was even harder to deny this time. The sneaky sex with men outside of her marriage was part of her muse. But, as she continued to paint, she wondered what specific aspect of the encounter was the inspiration for her work. 
Was it strictly the forbidden fruit? Was it as simple as having someone other than her betrothed in her arms? Was it the feel of a different man holding her and prying inside of her with their needs? Maybe it was the cock itself. Could it be that her art was simply inspired by those other men's larger and thicker dicks? Surely it wasn't that juvenile. Certainly, it had to hold a deeper meaning that exceeded her base and simple enjoyment of a big penis. Maybe it was the more forceful and powerful way they treated her. Perhaps she was a woman that needed to be taken rather than simply had. Could that be it? A simple matter of strength and aggression, some leftover remnant of the caveman's brain responding to their dominance? 
That idea scared her a little and gave her an uneasy feeling, but it also created a butterfly effect in her stomach. She continued painting, adding subtle detail and refinements as she went, thinking more deeply about her inspiration. Was it the effect it had on Paul? Could that be it? Did she enjoy the way he licked her afterward, running his mouth through another man's mess? Was it having that sense of control and power over him? Some method of humiliation or shaming to have him lick a stranger's cum from inside of her? But that didn't make sense, because Paul didn't even know about the other men. Or did he? She thought back to her idea the night before, the concept that on some level, however subconscious, he had to know all that wetness wasn't just her. 
She suddenly shivered and a chill passed up her spine as realization began to dawn in that dark secret part of her mind. It was all of it. It was the strangers and their big cocks. It was the way they took her forcefully with strength and passion. It was how it made her feel, and it was the power she used over Paul afterward, the rush of feeling him her clean-up, and the naughty pleasure of his tongue inside of her when she was sloppy and used, and it was the way he fucked her after. 
Brenda felt a twinge in her groin and felt herself getting wet as the memories of her encounters passed through her mind in a jumbled and mismatched order. The way Lane had set her bare bottom on the cold vanity and fucked her so hard. She thought about the way Martin had taken her ass after hiding in the closet while her husband had done the same. How her ass had been stretched so far to take him, and how pleasantly sore she had been afterward. She recalled Paul's mouth on her after the game on that Sunday and seeing Lane's cum on his chin as he lifted his head from her crotch. Her eyes pressed closed as she pictured the different men in different poses, and her brush dropped to the floor. She shuddered as a finger slid inside her waistband and traced along her damp cleft, slipping feathery and light over her clit. 
She replayed a mental image of Lane, licking her from behind. The way his stubble had roughed against her cheeks and how his tongue had played across her asshole while she was bent over in the tub. Brenda drew in a sharp breath as a fingertip slipped inside of her wet opening. Her eyes flashed open and she stared at her painting, almost done, so close to being finished. She understood her own needs and desires, and how alike she was to her work. She began to achieve something resembling self-realization while standing there in front of her painting and masturbating.  She slipped her finger farther inside herself, and then added another finger. She pressed down against her sensitive nub with her palm, rubbing against it as she fingered herself. 
Her lips parted and a sigh escaped. She recalled how Lane had put his cock in her mouth, and how foreign and strange it had been to suck him, thinking - or pretending - that he was her husband. Then she thought about Martin and the different but equally appealing taste of his uncut foreskin on her tongue, and the pure girth of him inside of her mouth. Brenda's fingers twisted and twined, pushing deeper inside of herself, the pressure on her clit increasing as she mashed her hand against her sex. 
She came in a torrent, flooding her hand with her slick juices as her orgasm arrived in force. She could feel her pussy clamping and gripping at her fingers as she let go, allowing the sensations to rush outward from her core. She let out a breath she didn't know she had been holding and sucked in air in a series of ragged and shallow gasps. She slowly withdrew her hand from inside the waistband of the soft cotton sleep pants she'd been wearing and brought it to her face. She looked at the evidence, glistening on her fingers, and then sucked them into her mouth, tasting herself as she licked them clean. 
Brenda left her art room and walked into the kitchen. She washed her hands thoroughly and then made herself lunch. As she ate she pondered her predicament, and what she needed to do. Some part of her was very satisfied with her newfound sexual prowess, and she knew she didn't want to go back to the boring sex life she'd had before. But another part of her felt like something from those experiences was lacking or unfinished. 
Suddenly she realized what she wanted to do. It was what she needed to do. A move to get closure on that one experience, a way to get back some sense of control and ownership of her bathroom. She made up her mind to fuck Lane again. 




Chapter 5


"I think she's cheating on me," Paul said, terrified and relieved all at once to hear the words out loud. 
"What?" Kyle asked. "Why would you say that?"
"I don't know," Paul replied, trying to collect his thoughts. "It's just a feeling, you know? Like when you feel somebody staring at you and then you look up and see someone looking in the window. It's like that. I don't have any evidence or proof, just a feeling, but I can't shake the feeling."
"When did it all start?" Kyle asked. 
"I don't know, a few weeks ago I guess. Maybe a month?" Paul answered. "It was right after the Super Bowl." 
"So did she do something or say something or what?" 
"No, Kyle. It's not that simple. It's like I said, more of a feeling." 
"Has she been making any unexpected trips, strange phone calls coming in, anything like that?" 
"No. Nothing like that." 
"Paul, you know I'm your friend, but I think you might be reading too much into it," Kyle said. 
"I might be," Paul admitted. "But I just can't shake the idea." 
"Have you done anything about it?" Kyle asked. 
"No, what would I do? What can I do?" 
"You could start with something simple, put up a camera in your home," Kyle suggested. 
"We have a doorbell camera," Paul said. "We don't have the service to record things or whatever, but I can see who's coming and going. I get alerts on my phone." 
"No strange visits?" Kyle asked.
"She had a delivery a while back, but that was just an easel I had ordered for her," Paul explained. 
"Have you thought of putting up something inside the house?"   
"No, do you think I should?" 
"Look, Paul, it's up to you. If it really is just a feeling, I wouldn't worry about it. But, if it's making you so crazy that you're telling me about it, maybe it's time to do something about it?"
"I'll consider it, but I'd have to be sneaky about installing something like that," Paul said. "And then there's the chance that she finds it. What do I do then?" 
"I don't know what to tell you," Kyle said, holding up his hands. "Tell her you wanted to make a sex tape or something?" 
"Jesus, Kyle. That's even more embarrassing than telling her I think she's cheating." 
"I think whatever you find out will be embarrassing enough on its own without having to make up stories," Kyle laughed. "I'll be all you get to see is her walking around and watching TV or cleaning the house or whatever." 
"Possibly," Paul said, considering the idea. "I'll think about it." 
"Look, Paul, Brenda is awesome, and she loves you. I don't think anything is going on. I think maybe your imagination is getting the best of you." 
"I hope you're right, Kyle." 
Paul left Kyle's office and went back to his own. He started searching the internet to see what kind of options he might have, and he found a dizzying array of choices. There were cameras designed to look like house plants, lamps, picture frames, and even some that were completely functional mantle clocks. The idea of it made him nauseous, but the thought of what might be happening behind his back was even worse. He found a model of the clock camera that was available at local stores and decided to make a little detour on his way home that night. 
He left the packaging and the receipt in the car, and when he came into the house that night he told his wife it was a gift for his promotion. He set it on the mantle above their electric fireplace and plugged it in, setting it to the correct time and admiring the clever work of whoever had designed it. He activated the camera's ability to send video and linked it to his phone where he had downloaded the application to view the camera's footage. 
Paul was blown away by the image displayed there in high resolution. He could see every aspect of his living room, the front door, and even part of the kitchen and dining area. He could also see the lower landing of the staircase and the doorway to Brenda's art room. He shut the application off and pocketed his phone when Brenda called to him that dinner was ready. 
After dinner, she showed him her new piece, which was almost complete. He admired her skill and her talent, and it was easy to see the love she had for her art as she looked at the piece with him. 
Was that what made him think she had started cheating? The way her art had flourished lately? He shook his head at the notion. 
"It's an amazing piece, Brenda," he said to her. "I think it's your best work yet." 
"Thank you, Sweetheart," Brenda said, moving close and wrapping her arms around him. "I'm almost finished with it. Just a few more days and it will be ready." 
"I'm sure it will bring a good price at the auction," Paul said. 
"Mmh," Brenda smiled. "I hope so." 
They went to bed that night without any extra activities, and as they laid there each within their own mind, they thought about their plans. 
Brenda thought of how best to get in touch with Lane. She had plans for him that far exceeded what little she'd allowed in the bathroom that fateful Sunday. 
And Paul thought of what he would find with his new camera. He hoped he would only find his wife going through her daily routines and the minutiae of being a housewife. But if it were more than that, he intended to find out. If his wife was cheating on him, he was going to know for sure. He wondered as he tried to sleep if he was ready for what that might mean to his relationship and his life. He considered, for the first time, if he wanted the truth. 




Chapter 6


Paul never locked his phone, and Brenda was able to easily get Lane's contact information from it before he woke that morning. She went through her morning routine of making coffee and toast for her husband, but once he was out the door and on his way, she grabbed her phone used her new contact info to send a text to Lane. 
"I had a good time at the Super Bowl party," she typed and sent.
Brenda worked on her painting to pass the time, wondering if he would even have the guts to reply to her. She sipped her coffee and admired her work, adding little touches as she went. The only real missing piece left for her was the sky. She wasn't sure if she should paint a cloudy overcast or a glorious sunset overtopping the bluff that her climber was trying to navigate. 
She had almost decided on a sunset when her phone buzzed again. It had been over an hour since she had sent her message, and she leaped to the phone to see his response.  
"Me too," was all it said. 
Me too? She thought. That was all he sent? She was disappointed at first, but the more she thought of it, she knew it was the safe response. 
"Did you like our bathroom?" Brenda sent back, trying to get him to open up a little more.
She set the phone down and chewed on her nails, waiting for his reply. It didn't come for a while, but she could tell from her screen that he had read her response. She sipped her coffee some more, waiting to see if he would answer her question.
When her phone buzzed again she jumped a little. She turned it over and read his response. 
"A little tight, but a nice space," he had sent.
Brenda thought it over. What would an appropriate response be? She wanted something that would let him know she wanted to reconnect, but not something too over the top. Flirty, but fun. 
"You should see it now," she typed. "I got rid of the blinds." 
She hoped he would take the hint. 
"Oh really?" The response came quicker this time.
"Yeah," she sent back. "Changed the whole dynamic." 
"That sounds nice," he typed back. "Might be worth another visit." 
"Whenever," she replied. "But this time you could come in the back door."
"Yeah?" He sent back.
Brenda realized he probably thought she had just made a reference to anal, but she was so excited about the possibility of seeing him again that she didn't care. 
"Absolutely," she typed.
"I can probably get free this afternoon," he replied almost immediately. 
"You know where to find me," she typed back. 
"2:00?" was his reply.
"I'll be here," she sent. 
Brenda felt her face flush with color as she began to understand what she had done. She had just invited the man who had taken advantage of her back into her home. 
But this time would be different. This time she would be the one taking advantage of him. This would be on her terms, and she was going to make him pay for doing that to her. She was going to make him want her so bad he couldn't stand it. She planned to drive him crazy. 
She decided the first part of her plan should be to make sure she was ready. She took her phone with her and went back into the kitchen. She poured out what was left of her coffee and then went upstairs to take a bath. In the tub, she cleaned up, washed her hair, and put her razor to work again. Paul and Martin seemed to appreciate her when she was shaved smooth, and she didn't hear any complaints from Lane on the day of the game either, so she smoothed herself again.
She enjoyed a nice long soak and when she got out she dried and styled her long red hair, and then put on a little bit of makeup. In her bedroom, she picked out something naughty to wear, a nice blue set of panties and a bra that matched her eyes. She put a robe on over all of that and checked the time. It was almost one, but even though she hadn't had any food that day, she wasn't really hungry. She decided to forego lunch and went downstairs to wait. 
Brenda started doing some more to her painting, feeling like sunset wasn't exactly what she wanted for the sky. Maybe a midday sky was the way to go. It would certainly save a lot of time with shading and shadows, but she wasn't certain what the right answer was. She was still staring at her work when a knock at the back door startled her out of her daydreaming about art. She pulled her robe around herself, just in case it wasn't who she was expecting, and walked out of her art room to answer the door. 
She smiled as she saw Lane standing on the deck at the door, wearing a very sharp gray suit over a white shirt with a maroon tie.
"Come inside," she said, opening the door. 
"I always do," he grinned, slipping past her and leaving a scent of cologne as he passed. 
She had caught his smart-assed double entendre as he entered the house, but she decided not to respond to it.  
"Can I get you some coffee or something to drink?" She asked. 
"I'm not here for that," Lane said simply. 
"Not much for foreplay I see," Brenda commented, staring at his strong jawline and that same rough stubble still there. 
"That's not true, I love foreplay," Lane said, staring into her blue eyes. "It's the preamble I could do without." 
"Fair enough," Brenda said. "Would you like to go upstairs?" 
"I'd love to," Lane smiled. "But I need you to answer one question for me first."
"What question?" Brenda asked.
"Did you make Paul go down on you after the game?" 
Brenda's face flushed bright red. She couldn't believe he would ask that, but considering their last connection, it didn't seem that far-fetched.  
"Why do you want to know that?" She asked, looking up into his azure gaze. 
"Because I want to know before we go any further if you fed Paul that creamy surprise I left inside you," Lane asked. 
Brenda gasped at the naked way of speaking, his open honesty feeling harsh against her usual easy-going style.
"Well?" Lane asked. "I'm waiting." 
"Yes," she finally confessed, embarrassed and ashamed of herself.  
"You did, huh?" Lane's smile showed off his perfect white teeth. "You made him eat that spunk out of you, didn't you?" 
Brenda nodded shyly, loving that it seemed to turn Lane on, but hating the nastiness that seemed to be behind his question.
"Okay then," Lane said. "Let's go." 
She looked into his deep blue eyes for a moment longer and then took his hand. She turned and lead him up the stairs to her bedroom. 




Chapter 7


Paul couldn't believe his eyes. The camera had been boring and predictable most of the day. He had watched intently in the morning as his wife Brenda had passed by the hidden camera. He'd watched her have her morning coffee. He'd seen her put on her painting clothes and enter the art room. He'd even seen her sitting at the table eating her lunch. Paul was beginning to think his friend Kyle was right, all he was going to see was the boring everyday life of a housewife. 
But all that had just changed. He could have sworn he had seen her go upstairs with someone following her! He tried to figure out how to go back, going crazy trying to find some kind of rewind function, but he couldn't find the option on the app. He remembered something the salesman had said about the camera. One setting on the camera was for viewing, and the other for recording, and for the life of him, Paul couldn't remember how he had set it. 
He tried to picture it again in his mind. It had been Brenda, his wife, wearing a robe. But had he seen a gray-clad man following her, or had that just been his imagination? It was driving him insane. It was only a flash on his screen for a few seconds, but he could have sworn he saw it. He quickly accessed his doorbell camera, trying to see if perhaps it had captured anything, but there were no notifications. Nothing on the driveway, lawn, or street front seemed to be out of place. Everything was as it should have been. 
Paul wanted to believe it had just been a figment of his imagination, a fleeting image derived in his mind to fit his fears. Surely the image he had only caught a piece of was not what it looked like. He tried to hold on to that idea, it was just his brain playing tricks on him, but he couldn't shake his suspicion. He finally decided to find out for himself, setting an automated reply on his email before restarting his computer and grabbing his jacket as he swiftly walked out of the office. 
He drove home in a hurry, angry at himself for probably wasting his time and ruining his afternoon to follow what might be a wild goose chase. He didn't see anything odd or out of place as he pulled onto his street. He was in such a hurry that he didn't even bother with the garage, stopping on the driveway and walking to the front door. He was careful not to make any noise with the lock as he let himself in. If his wife was cheating on him with another man he wanted to catch them red-handed. 
Paul carefully closed the door behind himself, trying hard to limit any noise. He slid his shoes off and placed them near the front door. Walking carefully in socked feet he moved to the foot of the stairs. Looking up the stairs he couldn't see anything, but he could hear light music playing and what sounded like voices. The urge to call out his wife's name was very strong, but he choked it down. Instead, he ascended the stairs as quietly as he could, stepping near the edges of the step to keep any creaking from giving him away.
Halfway up the stairs, he could hear the music more clearly, and he could hear voices but they were hushed and he couldn't make out the words. He cautiously stepped higher, feeling an electricity surge through him. His senses were alive and his heart was pounding. His pupils dilated, and his ears burned as he climbed higher. The voices were louder now, but they didn't seem to be talking. The music still drowned out what words they might have been sharing, but it was more than one person. He stopped just shy of the upper landing, trying to make out any language he might decipher. His pulse pounding in his ears was now becoming more of a deterrent than the music.
A terrifying thought occurred to him. What if it wasn't what he thought? What if someone had broken in and was assaulting his wife right now? What if he was standing here on the stairs, hesitating while his wife was being tortured by home invaders? The criminal element in the neighborhood that had been stealing people's packages was a known issue. What if they had gotten more desperate? What if they had moved beyond porch piracy and had stepped up to home invasion? Terrible images cascaded through Paul's mind, and a bead of sweat trickled down his back. 
He was woefully unprepared, which was a hell of a thing to realize at this late stage of the game. Why hadn't he stepped up his home security with an alarm system? It's not like he couldn't afford it, and it would probably have saved him money on his home owner's insurance. Why hadn't he ever purchased a firearm or learned how to use one? How was anyone supposed to defend themselves from this type of thing without any weapons? Should he call the police right now? Dial 911 and hope somebody was close enough to respond in time?
"Oh God, Yes!" Brenda's voice called out. He recognized it instantly. "Fuck me! Fuck me so fucking hard!"
Paul's imagined home-invasion scenario broke simultaneously with his heart, like a shattered windowpane, jagged shards crashing and tinkling to the floor. He realized he was holding his breath, and he felt a tightness in his chest. He blew out his breath softly, and he felt the saline sting of tears as he realized his worst fears had become reality. His wife was with another man, in their marital bed, giving herself to him and having a grand time doing it. 
Paul had to force himself to take the last three steps to the landing, still being careful, maintaining his silence as he climbed and stepped onto the carpeted landing. He felt his hands forming into fists, and an unimaginable rage began to course through him. His brain injected adrenaline like a street racer injecting nitrous oxide. He could feel everything, the carpet fibers under his socked feet, his pulse thumping in his neck pounding just behind his eyes. He forced himself to take those last few steps to the door. 
The door to his bedroom was partially open, only a few inches, but enough to provide him with a view to the end of his marriage. He steeled himself against what was coming, knowing he didn't want to see it, but understanding that he had to. He hoped seeing it with his own eyes would allow him some sense of closure, some final confirmation that he hadn't been crazy. Silently, cautiously, he stepped forward and leaned to peer through the crack.  




Chapter 8


Lane and Brenda were deep in the throes of passion. She had been on him from the minute they had gotten in the bedroom. They didn't even get the door all the way closed before she had his belt unbuckled and dropped his pants. Kneeling in front of him she had taken his semi-erect cock in her mouth and started sucking him. Able, at that point, to get his entire dick inside, burying her nose in the pubic hair of his abdomen as she took him in. She had teased his tip with her tongue, feeling him grow and swell in her mouth as blood rushed to his organ. She had looked up and watched him close his eyes as she sucked him, and she loved the way he groaned when she had pulled off his cock and sucked his balls, licking his sack and sucking a testicle at a time into her mouth while she stroked his shaft with her hand. When she put him back in her mouth, fully erect, she wasn't able to take all of him. She did the best she could, letting his engorged cock head tap against the back of her esophagus until she gagged as she tried valiantly to deep throat him.
Brenda had loved the way he put his hands on her, twining his fingers in her hair and violently pulling her mouth up and down his shaft. She left her mouth open and slack, letting him do whatever he wanted, and he held her head as he shoved himself in and out of her mouth, fucking her face. The dirty things he had said while he was doing it were a turn-on, and she could feel herself getting damp as she throated his cock. 
"Swallow that cock you little whore," Lane had hissed. "Fuck me with your mouth. That's right, that feels good. Who's my dirty little slut?" 
"I am," Brenda had moaned around the thick dick in her mouth. 
"What are you going to give me?" Lane asked. 
Brenda had pulled his dick from her mouth with a wet plop, saliva dripping and glistening on it as she freed it from her lips. "Whatever you want," she answered meekly. 
"You would do anything for this dick, wouldn't you?" Lane had asked, sneering down at her. 
"Yes," Brenda said breathily. "Anything you want." 
Lane stepped out of his shoes, letting his pants and boxers fall to the floor. He had stripped off his jacket and tossed it carelessly on the floor too. Brenda had stood and helped him loosen up his tie, enough that he could slide it off over his head. She started at the bottom of his buttons and he started at the top, undoing his shirt and letting it fall away too. 
"Lose the robe," Lane instructed. 
Brenda untied it and let it drop behind her, leaving her wearing only her sexy blue matching underwear. 
"Damn you look good," Lane husked. "Get back on your knees." 
Brenda had dropped to her knees again and took him back in her mouth. 
Lane threw one leg up on the foot of the bed, striking a Captain Morgan pose. "Get in there," he instructed. 
"Wha?" Brenda had asked with her lips still wrapped around him. 
"Get underneath me and lick my ass," Lane commanded, his blue eyes positively glowing. 
Brenda didn't ask again, she moved her face underneath him and moved her mouth upward, letting her lips glide across his hairy asshole, feeling the puckered flesh against her tongue as she stuck it out and licked him.
"Ugh, fuck," Lane had moaned out at her oral touch. 
Brenda smiled, finding a kink that he liked. 
"Eat my ass, you little slut," Lane whispered. 
Brenda continued, sliding her tongue all over his anus and trying to tease the tip inside. 
Lane pulled her back by her hair until her mouth was at his throbbing cock again. "Open your mouth," he instructed. 
Brenda obeyed and he shoved his dick roughly back into her mouth, sinking it as deeply as he could and bucking his hips against her. 
"Are you ready for me now?" Lane asked. 
"Mmh-hmm," Brenda moaned around his cock. 
Lane pulled himself out of her mouth and grabbed her arm, lifting her to stand in front of him. He leaned down and kissed her hard, pressing his lips against hers and sliding his tongue inside her mouth. Brenda had returned the kiss, massaging his tongue with hers and letting her mouth be open and willing, soft against his hard invasion. 
"Do you want me?" Lane asked, breaking off the kiss. 
"Yes," Brenda had whispered. 
"Tell me," Lane said. "Tell me what you want." 
"I want you. I want to feel your mouth on me," Brenda said. "I want you to make me cum like you did last time." 
"Where do you want me?" Lane had asked. 
"Anywhere, anywhere you want," Brenda had begged. 
"I'm going to eat you and make you cum, and I'm going to lick it all up," Lane had said still holding her arms and keeping her close. "And them I'm going to fuck the shit out of you. I'm going to fuck every hole you've got." 
"Yes," Brenda breathed the word. 
"I'm going to make you cum over and over, and then I'm going to fuck your sweet little asshole," Lane said through gritted teeth. 
"Yes," Brenda agreed without hesitation. 
"I'm going to pour my cum inside your tight little starfish," Lane said with a savage smile. "And when Paul gets home, you're going to feed it to him."
Brenda only nodded, not trusting her voice. 
"You're going to make him eat my cum out of your ass," he insisted. 
"Yes," she agreed breathlessly. 
"Turn on some music, take off your underwear, and get on the bed," Lane commanded. 
Brenda had fumbled, reaching for the remote to turn on the stereo. She finally managed to get it playing, an urban beat pounding from the speakers, and then she had stripped out of her bra and panties, completely naked, and had crawled onto the bed. 
"That's good," Lane said. "Stop right there." 
Brenda was still on all fours on the bed, her ass close to the edge and her head near the middle of the bed. Lane had knelt to the floor putting his face level with her backside, and he had dived in. She felt the delicious stubble again, scratching against her skin as he put his mouth on her. Her pussy was dripping wet and she could feel him licking it up, sucking down her cream as he ate her from behind. She gasped out loud and grabbed the blankets in clenched fists as his tongue darted inside of her and then moved down to tickle her clit, finally moving up to lick across the taut rim of her anus. 
She cried out and pushed back against his face as he ate her hungrily, driving his mouth into her sex, pushing against her button one moment and pressing inside her opening the next. He was driving her towards a hard and fast orgasm, and she wanted it. She wanted to feel him licking her up as she came against his mouth, and at the pace he had going, she was going to get there fast. She felt him withdraw and heard his voice. 
"Do it you little cunt," he hissed. "Cum on my face." 
His dirty talk thrilled her on some level she couldn't explain, and the feeling of his mouth on her again instantly was electric. He used his hands, moving his thumb to steadily strum across her nub as he ate her pussy and ass. It was right there, her orgasm a boulder perched at the top of a mountain, needing only the slightest push to roll down. Lane twisted his body to lie under her and lick her clit, and roughly shoved a finger up her ass. That did it. Her orgasm thundered through her and her legs shook as she flushed his face with her juices. Lane licked her up, becoming more gentle and kind as he cleaned her pussy. 
"Stay just like that," he had said when he finished. 
Brenda's legs were shaking so badly that she could hardly hold herself up, but she tried to maintain the posture. Then she felt his cock pressing against her opening, and her eyes fluttered shut as the swollen tip pushed inside of her. He sank in completely, sealing himself inside of her as she felt his hips press against her butt. 
"All good?" Lane asked, moving his hands to grasp her hips. 
"So fucking good," she had moaned into the blankets. 
He began to pound into her from behind, and she cried out in pleasure. 
"Oh God yes!" She said. "Fuck me! Fuck me so fucking hard!" 
Both of them were so wrapped up in the sensations of the moment and how good it felt that neither of them noticed a man watching them through the crack in the door. 




Chapter 9


Paul felt like he was standing in quicksand. He knew he needed to do something, anything, but he felt powerless as he watched the spectacle unfold. He was frozen and immobile, and the lump in his throat kept him from speaking. All he could do was stare in disbelief as he watched the two of them going at it. 
Lane was his friend, a co-worker that he had confided in and respected, a man that he thought he could trust. Yet there he stood, plain as the nose on his face, standing behind his wife and pounding his dick inside of her. 
And Brenda, the woman he had pledged his heart to, was the beautiful redheaded woman he had promised to love forever. She was on the bed on all fours, taking Lane's thrusts with enthusiasm and a satisfied smile. Giving herself to him, letting him have whatever he wanted as he plowed into her over and over again. 
Paul understood, at least on some basic level, that the longer he stood there and did nothing, the worse his heartache would become. The more he watched them the more he became less the scorned man and more the voyeur. But one thing he didn't understand, at least not in that tempestuous moment, was why he was getting hard. The longer he stood there, the more he watched his friend fucking his wife, the more his cock swelled. Was it some type of genetic thing? Some type of sexual competition gene leftover from ancient evolution? 
His broken heart was screaming at him to do something. To go into the room and beat Lane senseless, or to slap his wife for her slutty infidelity, but his brain wouldn't let him move. He stood transfixed, watching the two of them fucking on his marriage bed and getting harder by the second. He reached down absently to adjust himself, his erection becoming painful as it swelled at an odd angle. He could hear them, the strokes coming so fast and hard that Lane's hips were slapping against Brenda's ass cheeks as her moans intensified. 
"Oh fuck! Oh shit, yes! Goddamn!" Brenda cried out, pushing herself back hard against Lane's pelvis. 
Paul realized he was witnessing his wife cumming on another man's cock. The way her eyes were pressed tightly shut and she threw her head back in ecstasy, her red hair flinging through the air to land on her back as Lane held still and gripped her tightly against him was a dead giveaway. She had just reached an orgasm and was breathing hard to recover, looking over her shoulder at Lane with that gleam in her eye. Paul also saw, to his horror, that he was stroking his cock through his pants, sliding his hand up and down his shaft, feeling the smooth fabric of his pants gliding over his dick as he watched his wife cum.
He watched through the crack in the door as Lane withdrew from her, and his cock was a monster. Thick and heavy, still hard as stone and glistening with the juices of his wife's orgasm on it. 
"Suck it," he heard Lane say. 
Brenda didn't ask or hesitate, she spun quickly on the bed and as Paul looked from the doorway, she took that slick cock in her mouth and sucked it. Paul watched as Lane put his hands on her head and forced himself deeper into her mouth, thinking at any minute Brenda would cough or gag, but she didn't. She just looked up at him with those adoring blue eyes and sucked his big dick. 
"Lay on your back," Lane demanded. 
Again Brenda moved at his command, laying back on the bed and folding her legs, lifting them high and spreading them far. Paul was still stuck, unable to move as he watched Lane move between her legs on his bed and sink his massive cock inside of her. The sound of her satisfied sigh tore further into the already broken pieces of his heart, and he watched Lane's hairy ass begin to move up and down as he stroked his dick inside of his wife. 
Paul could hear how wet she was for Lane, an audible squelching sound accompanied each thrust as his friend fucked his wife. He could see how hard Lane was working, driving his dick deep inside of her with every thrust, sitting up slightly and holding her legs open. He leaned down to her, and Paul could only assume he was sucking and licking her breasts as he plowed her. They were still on top of the blankets, and Paul could barely make out his wife's lower lips, stretched around Lane's cock as he continued to pound. 
Time seemed to stand still as he watched, unable to move from his spot, his feet frozen to the floor. Paul looked down to find his hand down his pants, stroking his cock as he watched the scene unfold. He was angry and embarrassed and ashamed as he gripped and tugged at himself. 
"Fuck yes, fucking A! Oh, holy fuck!" Brenda called out, forcing Paul to focus on them again as she came again while Lane drove into her.
Once again he watched Lane become still, buried deep within her sweet folds, but no longer thrusting as Brenda recovered from her climax. When she did, Lane rolled over to lay beside her, a little out of breath himself. 
"You know what to do," he said, and Brenda moved, lifting herself, propping on an elbow to move her face to his crotch and suck his cock again. 
"That's a good little fuck toy," Lane said, degrading her. "Now climb up on my cock and ride you dirty slut." 
Brenda obeyed him, straddling him at the hips and lowering herself onto his shaft. Paul had a bird's eye view of that swollen cock sliding up inside of his wife's soaked cunt.  She began to ride, undulating her hips and grinding against him with his dick wedged firmly within her. Paul realized with a mixture of dread and fear that he was still stroking himself, watching his wife take Lane's cock. 
And she was taking it like a pro, sliding provocatively up and down his member, almost teasing him out at the very top, only to slide back down inserting him fully. Paul could see her better now, her pussy lips stretched around Lane and her sweet little asshole appearing to wink at him at the bottom of every stroke. She continued to ride and Paul continued to jerk, both of them working closer to a climax. 
"Oh shit, goddamn, fucking fuck!" Brenda cried out again, and Paul could see her juices soaking Lane's cock as she came once more on top of his dick. 
She didn't wait for him to ask this time, she simply pulled herself off him and moved her face to him, taking him in her mouth once more. Paul could see now how well she sucked him, getting all the juices from her pussy off his cock before letting him plop from her mouth, still engorged and throbbing. 
"Are you ready now?" Lane asked her. 
"Yes," Brenda meekly replied. 
"Do you want lube?" 
"Yes please," Brenda asked. "You're so big." 
She reached to the nightstand drawer and withdrew a tube of the gel, and using her fingers, she worked it into her ass crack, smearing it over her anus.
"Do you still want this?" Lane asked, his voice somber and deep.
"Do you?" Brenda asked. "Do you want to sink that big cock deep in my ass?" 
"Yes," Lane said, arching an eyebrow in surprise. 
"Do you want to feel the heat inside me as you fuck my little asshole open?" 
"Yes," Lane said, sensing a slight turning of the tables. 
"Do you want to leave me gaped open with a big load of sticky cum inside my tight little asshole?" 
"God yes," Lane agreed, sounding like he was the one begging now. 
"Then take it," Brenda said, moving to the center of the bed on all fours and leaning her head down, arching her back and pushing her ass up. "Fuck my ass and cum inside of me." 




Chapter 10


Paul was stunned at what he was seeing. His hot and sexy wife, the woman he'd loved since they'd first met was offering her ass to this outsider. The most intimate and dark sext act he could imagine, and she was giving it out as if it were nothing. Bending over and pushing her hindquarters in the air like a cat in heat, asking him to take her in that way, from behind. 
He had to do something to keep this from happening, he had to at least try. Suddenly an idea came to him and he pulled out his phone. He brought her name up in his recent contacts list and dialed. 
He held the phone to his ear with one hand while he kept the other on his dick. He could hear it ringing on his end, and hear the buzzing from her phone on the nightstand. 
"What's that?" Lane asked, hesitating as he moved behind her. 
"It's Paul," Brenda said. 
"Should we stop?" Lane asked.
"No," Brenda said over her shoulder. "Fuck my ass. He can wait." 
Paul felt the lump in his throat growing bigger as he pressed the button to end the call. She wasn't stopping for him or anything else in the world. All she wanted was Lane's cock, and she intended to have it. 
Lane moved forward, positioning himself between her splayed legs, his big hard cock pressed right up against her. Paul held his breath as he watched them, and then he pushed in. Slowly at first, easing his tip past her sphincter as she opened up to him, her taut dark passage stretching to fit him inside. Lane looked down and watched as the head of his dick slipped in, easing past her tight ring. 
Suddenly Brenda pushed back hard against him, sinking him several inches inside her ass. 
"Ugh, fuck yeah," she moaned as he penetrated her. "Fuck my ass. Fuck me hard." 
Lane accommodated her, grasping her hips and shoving more of his cock inside. Brenda began to pant and moan as he started stroking in and out of her, driving his dick farther inside her ass with each thrust. 
"You like that?" Lane asked when he was finally seated fully within her. 
"I love it," Brenda said over her shoulder. "Don't you?" 
"It's so fucking hot," Lane sighed. "It feels amazing." 
"Keep going," Brenda urged. "I want it hard and deep."
Lane began thrusting again, pile driving his cock inside of her ass time after time as she gasped and moaned, cursing and pushing back against him. He pulled all the way out, and even from across the room at the doorway, Paul could see her cute little rosebud gaped open, begging for more. Lane sank back inside of her, repeating it several times, withdrawing completely only to slam back in.
"Fuck yes," Brenda called out. "Fuck me, fuck me," she begged. 
Lane was pounding for all he was worth, sweat beading on his forehead and dripping down onto her creamy white ass cheeks as his hips bucked. He delivered his heavy cock as far as he could into her depths, probing inside of her further than he imagined possible. She was taking him to his balls with every stroke, and his hands left prints on her hips as he gripped her hard and pulled her back onto his spike. 
Brenda reached under herself with a nimble hand, sliding rapid circles on her clit with her finger as Lane fucked her ass. She was very close to another release, and she buried her face in the blankets and screamed out as another orgasm ripped through her.
"I'm close too," Lane said. "I'm going to cum." 
"Do it, Baby," Brenda called over her shoulder. "Bury that cock in my ass and fill me with your cum." 
Paul didn't know it was going to happen, but it did. He came all over his fingers as he stroked his cock, thick streams of jizz spurting out down his pant leg against his thigh as he reached his climax. It was the hardest orgasm he'd ever experienced, making his knees weak and his face pale as the blood rushed to his aroused sex. The cum kept spurting, all over his hand and inside of his pants as he let go. He was worried he would pass out, collapse right there on the floor, giving himself away, but he managed to catch his breath and slowly recover.
He had a front-row seat for Lane's climax, watching the man pull his wife back onto him, seating himself deep inside her asshole as he grunted and groaned, spurting out his release inside of her. Paul watched as his wife smiled over her shoulder at Lane, and he imagined what she was feeling, the satisfaction of his warm semen spilling inside of her. He imagined what it would feel like to have that big cock pulsing inside of her as he shot his cum in spurt after spurt inside her tight hot ass. 
He watched his friend withdraw his slick cum coated cock from his wife's asshole, and then he stood and watched as his wife moved again, putting her mouth on him and sucking his dick. That was the peak of betrayal, watching his gorgeous wife not only give everything she had to offer to this man, this pretend friend, but to also have to see her suck his dick straight from her ass, cleaning him with her pretty mouth after he'd been inside of her in that way.
Paul wiped his hand clean on his shirt, not caring about his clothes, not caring about much of anything. He stepped away from the door and went into the guest bedroom, silently closing the door behind him. He could still hear them, the awkward sounds of them getting off the bed and dressing, the strange sound of another man's voice speaking to his wife. 
"That was amazing, Brenda." Lane said.
"Thanks," Brenda replied. "You were so good." 
"You too," Lane agreed. "But I better get going before Paul gets here." 
"Good idea," Brenda agreed. "Thank you for coming." 
"It was my pleasure," Lane assured her. "Let me know if you need another visit." 
"I will," Brenda said. "I'll walk you out." 
Paul could hear their footsteps descending the stairs and he closed his eyes as a single tear ran down his cheek.  




Chapter 11


When Brenda came in from the deck she jumped as she saw Paul sitting at the dining room table. 
"Oh my gosh!" She said, clutching her robe at the top. "I didn't even hear you come in." 
Paul looked up at her with sadness in his eyes. "I've been home for a while now," he said simply. 
Brenda's mind raced, trying to come up with the right words. "How long?" She finally asked.
"Long enough," Paul answered, sighing heavily. 
She was caught. She knew it as sure as the sun would come up tomorrow, she was busted. "What did you see?" She asked carefully.
"I watched my wife sucking a man's cock," Paul said, his voice rising steadily. "I watched her squeal like a stuck pig on his dick," he spat. 
Brenda felt color flooding her face as her cheeks burned red. "Paul..."
"I watched you let him fuck you in the ass!" Paul continued. "And I watched you suck his gooey dick afterward." 
"Paul..." she started again, tears sprouting in her eyes and beginning to spill down her cheeks. 
"What?" He asked, pounding his fist on the table, making her jump. 
"I'm sorry," she said, her voice trembling. "I'm sorry you had to see that."
"But you're not sorry you did it, are you?" He asked, his words sharp as razors. "And don't you dare fucking lie to me."  
Brenda didn't say anything for a moment, thinking of what words would help him understand. "No, I'm not," she admitted. 
"Was this the first time?" Paul asked, staring down at the table, not even looking at her. 
"No," she confessed quietly. "It wasn't." 
"Fuck!" Paul said, slamming his hand down on the table again, making her flinch again in response.
Brenda didn't say anything else, she was considering how much she wanted him to know. 
"Paul?" She finally asked, wanting him to look at her, to see her standing there, but unready for it when he did finally look up. 
She could see the hurt and anger in his eyes, she could see the way his gaze pierced her, shooting through her and the wall behind her. She saw his rage, but there was something else written on his face. Something beyond the pain. She could see longing and passion. She could see he still loved her, and that hurt her more than anything he could have said at that moment. 
"Will you stop?" Paul asked. 
"What?" She asked, not understanding the question at first. 
"Will you stop seeing him?" Paul repeated the question.
"Paul, it goes deeper than that," She said. "It's so difficult to explain." 
"Try," Paul said. "Try to make me understand. Was I not good enough to you? Did I not give you everything you ever asked for? Where did I fail you?"
"You didn't," Brenda said. "You didn't fail me, I'm the one who chose this." 
"Why?" Paul asked, not seeing her reasoning. "Why would you treat me this way? Why do you want to hurt me?" 
"I didn't mean to hurt you, Paul. I never wanted to hurt you. You have to believe me," Brenda pleaded. 
Paul looked into her eyes, waiting for more, wanting some kind of reason that made sense.
"Paul, I love you. You are my husband and I love you. I love how you've always supported me and made me feel loved, but this goes beyond that. This is my art." 
"What?" Paul asked, flabbergasted at her explanation. "Your art makes you fuck my friends behind my back?" 
"No," Brenda said, breathing deeply, pressing forward with her thoughts. "My art takes flight when I do this. The flaming lady? I started that after the first time, and I finished it after I had done it again. It's what drives me. It's what makes my talent work." 
"Brenda," Paul said, spreading his hands wide. "That's crazy. You're not..."
"Listen to me, please?" Brenda asked, interrupting him. "It gives me inspiration. It makes my art what it is, and I finally found my joy." 
"Pfft," Paul blew out a disgusted breath. 
"And I'm not going to stop." 
Paul looked into her eyes, seeing that she was deadly serious. 
"I'm going to keep seeing other men. I'm going to keep fucking them," she stated, hating how it hurt him to hear, seeing the pain in his eyes. "And I know that's not something you can take. It's not something you can tolerate. I know I'll have to leave." 
"Brenda..." Paul started. 
"Let me say this," Brenda stopped him. "Let me get this out, and then you can talk." 
He paused, waving his arm, giving her the floor. 
"I'm not going to stop. I will pack my things and go. I can go tonight if you want, but this is what drives me. This is what makes me the artist I want to be. And I'm not going to lay that down. Not for you, not for anyone. Even if it costs me everything, I'm not going to give up," she explained. "You can hate me for that. I deserve that. I deserve your hate. I'm the one that broke the rules. I'm the one that cheated. And if you can't look at me the same and if you can't love me anymore, I understand. I'll take my things and go. Or..."
"Or what?" Paul asked, floored by her admission and what she had said. 
"Or, if you still love me, if you still want me, I can stay," she said. "But the rules are going to be different." 
"Different how?" Paul asked, still angry but curious. 
"These men, these other guys I fuck, that's what they are to me. They are a fuck that I enjoy. They inspire my art, but I don't love them. I do love you, and I always have," she explained. "But our relationship would have to be different to keep living this way. You'd have to understand my needs, and I'd want you to allow me what I need." 
"Go on," Paul said, not sure of why he was listening to any of this. 
"You would have to let me fuck them and suck them. You would have to watch as I gave myself to them, and I would use you and humiliate you, both during and after," she said. "But after that, after I was done with them...there's nothing I would refuse you." 
"What?" Paul asked. "What the fuck are you saying? Are you saying you want me to see you like that? Are you saying you want me to watch and let it happen, and that I can have the leftovers after you're done?" 
"Yes, Paul," Brenda said. "That's exactly what I'm saying." 
"I don't understand," Paul said, holding up his hands, helpless again. 
"You do," she said, praying her instincts were right. "You understand, you just don't want to admit it." 
"What?" 
"Why didn't you stop us?" Brenda asked, stepping forward, more confidently now. "Why didn't you make a move to keep it from happening if you watched it happen?" 
"I don't...I couldn't...I just..." Paul realized he didn't have the answer to that legitimate question. 
"What did you do, Paul?" Brenda asked, taking another step. "What did you do instead of rushing in there and stopping him?" 
"I watched you," Paul said. "I just stood there and watched you." 
"That's not all you did, Paul," Brenda said, looking down at his stained pants. "You did more than that, didn't you? You can tell me, we're laying it all out on the table here. Truth only. Tell me what you did." 
"I...I...I fucking stood there and I jerked off," Paul admitted, hanging his head in shame. 
Brenda sighed with relief. She had guessed right. "Was it hot? Did watching me with him make you hot?" 
"Yes," Paul hissed, hating himself for stating the truth. 
"That's what I want, Paul. I want the truth from you," she said. "And that's what our life would be. You can still have me. You can take whatever you want. We can still have a normal life together, but from time to time, you're going to have to watch me with other men. I'll never conceal it from you again. You will know everything."
"What are you saying, Brenda?" Paul asked. "You want me to be your second choice?" 
"No," Brenda said. "I want you to be my husband, and I want you to be my kink. Become my fantasy. You can be my slave while I do what I do, and afterward, I'm yours again to do whatever you desire with. Those are my terms, Paul. I won't have it any other way. I've damaged us too badly to go back to normal, and even if I could, even if you could find some way to forgive me, I don't want that life. This is what I want. You can agree, you can give me this, or I will get my things and go."
"So you're the one who cheats, and you're the one who gets to make ultimatums?" Paul asked incredulously. 
"Yes, Paul," Brenda said. "I know it's not right, and I know it's not what you wanted us to be, but it's all I can offer you. You can have me, I'll still be yours, but I will not give this up." 
Paul looked into her eyes, trying to gauge how serious she was. He realized she wasn't joking or kidding. She meant every word. He had to decide, here and now, at his lowest point, if he wanted to keep her or let her go. 
"What do I have to do?" He finally asked. 




Chapter 12


"You can start by taking me upstairs," Brenda said. 
Paul stood up from the table and took her outstretched hand in his. He lead her up the stairs and back into their bedroom, the same room where he had just watched everything fall apart. 
"What now?" Paul asked. 
Brenda smiled at him and dropped her robe to the floor, completely naked underneath. Paul couldn't help but notice how aroused she was, her nipples standing proud and erect as she climbed onto the bed. 
"He's still inside of me, Paul," she said. "I'm all messy back there." 
Paul made a face but said nothing. 
"I'm going to need you to clean me," Brenda said, lying back and spreading her legs. "I want you to eat his cum out of my ass." 
Paul turned his head away and grimaced. 
"Oh, don't look so upset, Baby," Brenda teased softly. "It's not the first creampie you've eaten. It's just the first one I've told you about." 
Paul crawled begrudgingly between her legs. "This is what you want?" He asked.
"Yes," she moaned to him. "I want you to eat my lover's cum." 
"And then?" Paul asked. 
"And then I'll give you whatever you want," Brenda promised. "You can take anything." 
"Your ass?" Paul asked. 
"If that's what you want, yes," Brenda said with a ragged breath. "Whatever you desire, I will do." 
Paul looked into her eyes and then lowered his mouth to her. He could see the thick creamy load seeping from her anus, and although it made him feel queasy, he bent his head and licked her. He could hear her moans and feel her writhe against him as he licked further inside of her, letting all the milky fluid flow into his mouth. He swallowed everything, licking and cleaning her and then moving up to her pussy. He licked that too, pressing his tongue hard against her clit, hearing the satisfying sound of her moans getting louder as he worked her over. 
She came hard, putting her hands in his hair and pushing his face into her pussy. Paul licked that up too, letting her recover as he cleaned her out. 
"Good?" He asked, looking up at her and moving forward on his knees between her legs. 
"So fucking good," Brenda groaned. 
Paul positioned his cock, throbbing hard in his hands, pointing it directly at her already abused anus. He looked up at her one last time just to be certain. 
"Anything you want," she cooed to him. 
Paul roughly rammed his cock into her ass, satisfied at hearing her moan out against his invasion. He didn't ask her if it was okay. He didn't wait for her to get used to his size. He just started fucking her ass hard, harder than he had ever fucked her before, roughly ramming his dick in and out of her ass, hating her for cheating on him but secretly loving the dark forbidden heat of her tightest hole. 
"Fuck yes," Brenda moaned. "Fuck me however you want to. Use me!" 
Paul did, moving his hands to roughly grab her breasts as he pounded her asshole. 
"Take it, you slut," Paul snarled as she whimpered against his thrusts. 
"I'm taking it, Baby," she said. "Take what you want. Do whatever you want." 
"I will," Paul grunted, slamming his cock up her ass over and over, slapping his hips against her inner thighs with each thrust. 
"Fuck that feels so fucking good," Brenda cried out. 
Paul continued, but he was getting close. He couldn't hold out much longer. The thought of how he had seen her used, the images of her doing such bad things with his friend Lane kept haunting him. And as much as they made him angry, they made him hard too. He couldn't recall ever fucking her this hard, and she was taking it all with grace, letting him mistreat and abuse her ass. He wanted to feel bad about it, but he couldn't. He was enjoying it too much. 
He felt his impending orgasm, right there at the edge of letting go. 
"Open your mouth," he said. 
Brenda didn't ask. She didn't complain or say anything. She simply obeyed, opening her mouth wide. 
Paul withdrew from her sloppy wet asshole, feeling on the verge of cumming again. He moved quickly and forced his dick into her open mouth. 
"Suck it," he demanded. "Suck it and swallow my cum." 
Brenda sealed her lips around his shaft and stroked the underside of his cock with her tongue. His jizz immediately began to spurt out, lacing across her teeth and the roof of her mouth, spraying against the back of her throat. He came hard, his eyes pressing shut as the climax burned through him until he finally stopped, shuddering and shaking. Brenda kept her mouth on him, sucking and licking, getting every last drop before he pulled free. Then she swallowed his load, drinking his cum. 
She smiled up at him. "Thank you," she said, as a tear rolled down her cheek. "Thank you for keeping me, and not throwing me out." 
"I'm not done," Paul said. "As soon as I recover, I'm going to fuck you more. I'm going to fuck you all I want." 
"Yes," Brenda said. "That's what I want. I want you to have whatever you like, as much as you like. Whenever you want." 
Paul laid down next to her. "This is crazy," he said. 
"I know," Brenda admitted. "But I do love you. I know you may not believe or understand that especially considering everything that happened, but I do." 
"I love you too," Paul admitted, wishing it weren't true. 




The Wife 3: Cuck-Maker







Chapter 1


Dawn! The answer seemed so obvious when she stared at the canvas. Brenda had been contemplating what background sky to paint for her rock climber, and the only logical answer was a dawn sky. What better way to illustrate her new awakening than to paint the perfect new day above her character who had almost reached the top? She smiled to herself as she began to color the top of her work with the reds, pinks, and orange colors of a new dawn.  
Paul came into the art room with a cup of coffee in his hand. 
"Looks like you're getting close to finishing," he commented from the doorway. 
"Close," Brenda agreed. 
Paul stepped closer to her, standing at her side and admiring her talent. "It's going to be amazing," he said. "I'll leave you to it," he leaned in and gave her a quick kiss and then left back through the door. 
"Thank you," she said to his back. "I'll be out when I'm finished." 
Paul softly shut the door behind him and went to the living room to watch TV. He switched on the sports channel and watched baseball, but it was more to pass the time than for any deep feelings for a team or the sport. He just needed some distraction, some background noise to accompany his thoughts as he dwelled on his new life and his new role in their relationship. 
From the outside, it didn't seem as if Brenda had changed at all. Her art was taking more of her time than it ever had, but he didn't mind that. He loved to watch her paint, and he derived happiness from seeing how satisfying it was for her. She did have an amazing talent, an eye for the human form, and a natural skill for aspect and ratio. The way her gift allowed her to give life to her characters was fascinating. They didn't seem like an artistic representation of a person, but an actual person, someone who would speak to you if you were brave enough to talk first, someone who would look at you if you dared to stare back. 
Her change was on the inside. And even though it hurt him to think about it, he felt like he had made the right decision. He had allowed her the greatest gift he could ever imagine, and the most costly. He had given her freedom. As he thought of it, the gift wasn't so much a thing he had given as a thing she had taken. However, it was true that he had allowed it, supported it even. 
Two weeks ago he had caught her in their marriage bed with one of his co-workers. He hadn't confronted them in the act, he had waited until they finished and her lover had left. For her part, Brenda did not try to deny it. She wasn't even ashamed of it. She was upset that she had been caught, and she was honestly heartbroken that she had hurt him in the process, but aside from that, she was unrepentant. She had even told him she intended to do it again. It had pained him to hear those words, but he wondered if it wasn't better in some ways.
She hadn't lied to him or pretended that it was something that just happened. She had been open and honest and admitted that she enjoyed the contact and that she wanted more. Brenda had offered to leave, to go if the pain was more than he could stand. But she had also explained exactly what his role would be if she stayed. He would still be her husband. He would still be her provider. And in bed, between the two of them, he would be her man. She would give him anything he needed. However, she would have outside lovers. And if he wanted to participate in that aspect of her sex life, his job would be that of cuckold. He would lick her to get her ready, and he would clean her when they were done, he would be hers to command, and he must obey. 
The strangest part of all of these changes was not that he had agreed to it, but that he was turned on by it. The painful truth was that he hadn't interrupted her session with his co-worker because he liked it. He liked it enough that he had masturbated quietly outside the door, watching through the crack as she had given herself to him. He had stood there doing nothing to stop them as she'd given him her mouth, her pussy, and even her ass. He hadn't made a move to stop them or to hurt her lover. He'd just stood there watching like some perverted peeping Tom, jerking his cock helplessly. And he'd done nothing to stop them as he came all over his hand, spurting all over himself harmlessly as he watched them fuck. 
Paul felt a shiver run down his spine. Not from what he'd done while watching them, but for what had come after. When he had tried to confront her for her behavior and she had not only admitted to her infidelity, but she had turned the tables on him. He didn't know what he'd been hoping for. Maybe some tearful admission and a big apology? Maybe some promise to never let it happen again? But that hadn't been the case. Instead, she'd told him how things were going to be. She had owned up to her actions and let him know, in no uncertain terms, what the conditions were going to be for her to stay. 
And then, on top of that humiliation, she'd made him eat her out. That normally wasn't a job he would have complained about. He loved to lick her and please her orally, but this was immediately following her lover. She made him lick her lover's remains from her ass right then and there in the dining room. And he wasn't proud to admit it, but he did it. He went to his knees and he ate her ass. He licked that cum out of her open and abused hole and sucked it into his mouth, and he swallowed it too. She had shown him exactly what his new role would be. 
He had fucked her after that. He had not been gentle about it. He had bent her over their bed and he had taken her from behind, driving deep inside of her and thrusting as hard as he could. He intended for it to be punishment, but he could tell she enjoyed it. The harder he pounded her the wetter she became, and with how she had cried out when he had stuffed himself in her asshole, he knew she had an orgasm. That didn't stop him from enjoying it, and he fucked her hard there too, driving inside of her with each stroke, burying himself inside her until he came too, shooting inside of her rectum as he finished. He had withdrawn his cock, still angry about her cheating, and he had pulled her roughly off the bed by her arm. She fell to her knees and looked up at him, and then she opened her mouth. He inserted himself, wilting but still semi-erect and smeared with the remains of his climax. She took him in her mouth and sucked him clean. She kept staring at him the whole time, her bright blue eyes unflinching from his gaze until he finally smiled down at her and stroked her pretty red hair. 





Chapter 2


"It's done!" Brenda called out, breaking his trance as she swept into the living room. "It's finally finished!"
"Congrats, Sweetie," Paul said. "We should celebrate. Dinner? You name the place." 
"You can take me Venittos', but first I want you to take me," Brenda said, walking to him and sitting close on the couch.
"Take you where?" Paul asked, not getting the hint. 
"Upstairs," Brenda said, leaning in and kissing him on the ear. 
"Oh!" Paul said, finally cluing in. "Take you, not take you."
"Is that okay?" Brenda asked, kissing his ear. "Can you take me upstairs?" She asked, kissing down the side of his neck. 
"I think that's something I can do," Paul said, starting to smile as her hand traveled up his thigh. 
"Really?" Brenda breathed into his ear. "Do you think I could sit on your face?" 
"That sounds nice," Paul said softly. "Do you think you could suck my cock?" 
"Ooh, I'd love to do that," Brenda said, massaging his crotch through his pants. "And I'd like to suck your balls too." 
"Only if you're going to let me eat your ass," Paul smiled back. 
"Quit talking and take me upstairs," Brenda husked, looking into his eyes.
Paul stood up and took her by the hand. Walking away he led her up the stairs and into their bedroom. He began to strip off his clothes and she did the same, shucking off her painting coveralls and stepping out of her panties. She smiled at her husband as he dropped his pants to the floor and she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. Paul laid back on the bed, scooting until he was almost to the middle. 
"Are you ready for me?" Brenda asked, bare and beautiful, the slightest glisten of moisture at her folds indicating her desire. 
"So ready," Paul answered, his erection standing straight up as if to verify his response. 
Brenda moved onto the bed with him. She leaned down and kissed him on the lips, sliding her tongue gently across his before breaking it off and mounting his head on her knees. She gently lowered herself to him until she felt his tongue slip through her slit, making her eyes flutter shut. She was trying not to put her full weight on him, but he reached up, took her by the hips, and pulled her down forcefully onto his face. Her eyes flashed open as she felt his tongue shoved inside of her damp core. She sighed with pleasure and leaned forward, bending at the hip, until her mouth could reach him. 
Paul moaned into her pussy as she took him in her mouth, feeling the warmth of her mouth sliding over his swollen tip and her delicate tongue licking along his shaft. He groaned again when she took her mouth off his shaft and took his left nut in her mouth, sucking and licking on it. He continued licking inside of her, pressing hard on her nub with the tip of his tongue before dragging it back to her opening. He could feel her move to his other ball, and he grunted out softly as she sucked that one too, so he decided to up the ante, putting his lips around her aroused bud and sucking on her clit as he flicked his tongue across it.
He could tell he was getting her close, so he pulled off her, slipping his tongue back down to rim around her cleft and then sliding it roughly over her anus, trying to press the tip inside. 
"Oh fuck," she moaned before taking him back in her mouth, concentrating on sucking his cock and trying to delay her impending orgasm as long as she could. 
She put up a valiant effort, but it was no use, her orgasm was coming with unstoppable force. It started like an avalanche with a low rumbling just below her stomach, and it continued to flow down the steep slope of the mountain, building energy and mass as it cascaded down. She pulled off his dick, and even though her mouth was open, no words would come. All she could do was groan as she came all over her husband's face, her dampness dripping from her.  
Paul cleaned inside of her, licking her up and tasting her juices as she recovered. 
"That was amazing," she said. "Thank you." 
"My pleasure," Paul assured her, wiping his chin as she maneuvered herself off him. 
"My turn," she said, moving to mount him again, this time over his hips. 
Brenda reached behind herself and grasped his rigid shaft, guiding him in as she slowly sank onto his throbbing cock, letting herself slide down as far as she could. 
"Mmh," she moaned at the bottom of her downward stroke. "That feels nice." 
"You feel amazing," Paul said, smiling up at her as she began to ride him in slow undulating strokes up and down. 
"Fuck," she whispered as she rode him. "Talk dirty to me, baby." 
Paul didn't know what to say, he didn't know how dirty she wanted him to be. "How dirty?" He finally asked.
"Filthy," she answered, beginning to grind hard on him. 
"Fuck me, Baby," he said, unsure of his next step but willing to try something new. "Fuck me like I'm one of your strangers." 
"Oh shit," she groaned, riding him even harder. "Yes, like that."
Paul assumed that was having the desired effect. "I want you to fuck me like I watched you fuck Lane," Paul said. "Be my little whore." 
"Yes, fuck yes!" She called out. 
"Does that excite you?" Paul asked, beginning to thrust up to meet her downward strokes. 
"Yes," she breathed. "Keep going." 
"I watched you sucking his big cock," Paul hissed up at her, seeing her throw her head back in pleasure as she continued to slide up and down.
"Yes, yes, more!" She said. 
"I watched him fuck you right in your sexy little ass," Paul said. 
"God yes!" She cried out.
"I watched you get ass fucked right here in this room, and I watched him cum inside of you," Paul accused. 
"Oh, fucking shit!" Brenda cried, settling on his cock and cumming again. "That was so hot," she said as she caught her breath. "Did it make you hot too?" 
"Yes," Paul hated himself for agreeing, but it was true. 
"Should I try?" Brenda asked. "Would that make you cum hard if I talked dirty to you?" 
"You can try," Paul agreed, again ashamed of his feelings. 
"I'm going to do it again you know," she said, starting to ride again. "I'm going to call a friend over, maybe two, and I'm going to give them everything." 
"Ungh," Paul grunted, feeling his already engorged penis begin to throb inside of her. 
"Ooh, you do like it," Brenda noted. "I can feel you swelling inside of me."
"Yeah," Paul sighed his admission. 
"I'm going to get two guys. Two black guys," she continued. "And I'm going to let them fuck the shit out of me." 
"Ohhh," Paul exhaled and closed his eyes. 
"And I'm going to make you watch," she kept going. "You're going to have to sit there and watch those big black cocks open me up." 
"Mmh-hmm," Paul moaned. 
"And I'm going to let them pull out and spray their cum on my tits." 
Paul grunted in response, his eyes firmly closed now. 
"And I'm going to make you lick all that cum off me," Brenda said. "But only after I suck their cocks clean first." 
"Fuck," Paul groaned, feeling himself let go.
Brenda could feel it too. The rhythmic thumping and jerking of his dick inside of her as he shot jet after jet of cum inside her warm pussy.
She leaned down and kissed him on the mouth. "Did that feel good, Baby?" She asked. "Did you like the dirty talk too?" 
"I did," Paul confessed. "It felt amazing." 
"Good," she whispered in his ear. "Because I'm going to make that happen for real. But not today. Take me to dinner you big stud." 
As she dismounted him she could feel his cum sliding down her inner thigh. She smiled, proud that she coaxed such a big load from him.  




Chapter 3


They had a nice dinner that night at Brenda's favorite Italian restaurant, but the next day was Monday and Paul was back on the grind in his office. Even though he had gone over the possibilities a million times in his mind, he still had a nagging feeling about being in the workplace with Lane. His friend, more like a former friend, and co-worker, who also happened to be fucking his wife. He'd seen him walk by his office twice already that morning, and each time he saw him he felt the same familiar pang of a knife in his back. 
He couldn't help but compare himself to his nemesis. Paul had medium brown hair that he kept short and clean and brown eyes. His skin was pasty and pale, and he kept his face clean-shaven. He was a few pounds overweight and a little pudgy in the belly above his belt. Lane, on the other hand, was the very picture of all that was male. He had longish blonde hair and icy blue eyes. His face was accentuated by a chiseled jawline and accented by a permanent two-day stubble that had to be on purpose. His body was hard and toned, broad shoulders and narrow at the waist. Unfortunately, Paul also knew from first-hand observation, that he had a big thick cock to match the rest of his all-American good looks. 
It was no wonder Brenda had been attracted to him. He was everything that Paul was not. But, he reminded himself, he did have two small advantages over Lane. One, with his recent promotion in the company, Lane was now his subordinate in the workplace. And two, Lane had no idea that Paul knew about his role in his wife's infidelity. Sure, he had to endure watching the two of them together, and that had been painful, but at least he hadn't given Lane the satisfaction of seeing him in that distressed state, upset and crying. 
He was there considering what he could do to improve his station when his phone buzzed. It was a text message from Brenda.
"I have plans for Wednesday night," she had sent. "I'm going shopping." 
"Okay," Paul sent back. "Anything special that I need to be aware of?" 
"Nothing too crazy," Brenda replied. "It's what we talked about last night." 
"What?" Paul sent back, concerned about which part of last night she might be referring to.
"The thing we talked about before dinner," Brenda sent.
"Oh," Paul responded. "I thought that was all just pillow talk." 
"I told you, Paul. I told you from the start. This is how it's going to be." 
"I understand," he sent back. 
"I hope you do," she replied. 
That was where he left it. He had considered sending something else, a kissy face emoji or something to let her know he still loved her and cared for her, but for some reason, before he sent it he thought about Lane. Is that something Lane would have sent? He thought it over and decided there was no world in which he could imagine Lane sending anything so cheesy or needy, so he decided to send nothing. He left her message on read but did not reply.
Brenda had been busy with other text messages that morning too. She had messaged Martin, her favorite delivery driver, and she had invited him over Wednesday evening. He had, of course, asked about her husband, and she had assured him he would be out of town for the night. She had also asked if Martin has a friend he might bring. A friend with similar talents - that was the word she'd used in the message - to his. He had asked if she meant another single guy with a big black cock. She affirmed that was indeed what she was looking for, and she expressed her desire to be shared with another friend if he was okay with that. He had replied that he would see what he could do and that he would see her Wednesday night.
After texting Paul, Brenda had driven to town, letting the GPS mapping app on her phone guide her to the address she had selected. When she arrived, she had to spend a few moments in the car, psyching herself up to go into the store. She'd been in an adult bookstore once before, but that had been in college and she had been super drunk. She thought about her newfound confidence, and how the old Brenda would have never dared to walk into such a place in broad daylight and stone sober. She was a new woman now, a full-time artist and a creative spirit, and she needed to purchase a few things to help her express her newfound self. 
She may have walked in with confidence, but once she was actually in the store, her uncomfortable nature took over. Everywhere she looked there were almost naked ladies, pictured on almost everything, and there were cocks everywhere. Rubber cocks, plastic cocks, even giant cardboard cocks standing up on display next to the other cocks. She could feel the eyes of the store employees on her as she cautiously perused the store, and she could imagine the kinds of things they must have been thinking. She found herself in an aisle full of dildos, their exaggerated phalluses standing tall and proud as if they were all erect just for her. 
"Is everything okay, Miss?" The soft voice of a woman snapped her back into reality and out of cock-gazing. 
"Yes," Brenda said absently, "I'm just looking." 
"Alright," the store clerk said. "Take your time, and if there are any questions I can answer, I'm here to help." 
"Thank you," she replied, feeling her cheeks blush as she considered asking her questions.
"My name is Amanda," the clerk said, extending her hand. 
"Brenda," she replied, shaking her hand. "And I've got to admit, I do have some questions." 
"Great!" Amanda said. "That's what we're here for. What can I help you with?" 
"Are all these toys pretty much the same?" Brenda waved her hand at the fake penises around her. "Are they any that you would recommend?" 
"They are definitely not," Amanda said. "And I'd be happy to make a recommendation, but I need to know what you're into. What kind of experience are you trying to have?" 
"I don't," Brenda started. "I don't know what you mean?" 
"It's okay," Amanda gently touched her arm. "This is a safe space. You can talk to me. Let me explain. There are several toys here that might suit your needs, but if I know a little bit about what those needs are, I can better advise you. For example, what I might recommend for a lady who wanted a nice relaxing evening to herself would be one thing. But, what I'd recommend for a lady to use with an experienced lover is quite a different item. Make sense?" 
"I see," Brenda said, realizing Amanda was right. "I'm looking for something to use with a partner...maybe two partners."
"Excellent!" Amanda said with a smile. "Let's see what we can come up with." 
Amanda showed her a few options, but Brenda was drawn to the lifelike versions. Amanda demonstrated two very realistic silicone cocks, complete with bulging heads, veiny shafts, and both flesh-toned. The bigger one was dark, like a black man's cock, and the slightly smaller one was the pinkish tone of a white man. 
"What about for him?" Brenda asked. 
"Ooh, does he enjoy toy-play as well?" Amanda asked.
"I don't know," Brenda said. "But if he does, I don't want to be unprepared." 
"Good thinking," Amanda said softly. 
"And I also need something kind of kinky. Like a disguise maybe? And some handcuffs too," Brenda said. 
"I like you," Amanda said. "You're my kind of girl. Let's see what we can find." 
By the time Brenda left the store Amanda had to help her carry her purchases out to the car. 




Chapter 4


When Paul got home from work Brenda had dinner ready. It looked wonderful, smoked pork chops with a leafy green salad and mashed potatoes with gravy. She served him wine with dinner, a German Riesling with a sweet aftertaste and a fruity finish. Paul enjoyed the food, but he couldn't help but think she had gone to all the trouble for a reason. He wondered what kind of proposition she was about to make.
"Was your shopping trip productive today?" He asked, thinking that would be a safe topic. 
"It certainly was," Brenda smiled. "How was your day?" 
"Just another day at the office," Paul said, not divulging the secret envy he felt towards Lane. "So, are we going to talk about these plans?" 
"What plans?" Brenda asked, pretending not to know. 
Paul just looked at her across the table, waiting for her to acknowledge what she had texted him about that morning. 
"Oh, for Wednesday?" Brenda asked. "I'm inviting over a man, maybe two men. They're going to have their way with me, as much as they want, and you're going to watch." 
She said it so matter-of-factly, so point-blank, that Paul could only stare at her for a moment. 
"It's part of the deal, Honey," she said sweetly. "You remember the deal don't you?" 
"I do," Paul admitted, the bitter taste of rejection overcoming the sweet wine in his mouth.
"Don't look so sad, Baby. You'll still have me after they're gone," Brenda said, noticing the downtrodden look on his face. "And you'll get to watch them. You know how excited that makes you, the things you said last night gave it away." 
"I see," Paul said. "Do I know these men?"
"No," Brenda said. "Unless you know Martin, our African-American delivery driver?" 
"It's black guys?" Paul asked, his mouth left open. 
"Is that a problem?" Brenda asked, staring him down. "Are you racist?"
"No," Paul finally said. "It's not a problem." 
"Good," Brenda said. "Because I'll need some help from you." 
"Help?" Paul asked. 
"Yes," Brenda confirmed. "I need you to help me get ready for them. Can you do that? Can you help me?" 
"I don't know. I think so," Paul said. "What can I do?" 
"You can start by cleaning up dinner, while I go shower," Brenda said in a sultry voice. "And when you're done, you can come up to the bedroom." 
Paul went to work, putting away the leftovers and wiping down the table. Then he did the dishes and put them in the dishwasher. Before he finished he started the dishwasher and then went upstairs to find Brenda.
She was out of the shower. She had a short and sheer green nightgown on, and nothing underneath. 
"All done?" She asked him as he walked into the room. 
"Yes," he said. "I even started the dishwasher." 
"You're a good boy," she said giving him a seductive wink. "Take off your clothes."
Paul unbuttoned his shirt and let it fall to the floor. Then he unbuckled his pants and let them drop. He stepped out of them and peeled his socks off too. 
"Good," Brenda said. "Now put this on." She reached into a box beside the bed that Paul hadn't noticed and withdrew a clear vinyl package with an outfit of some sort inside. 
"What's this?" Paul asked, accepting the package from her. 
"It's what you'll be wearing in the closet," she said, meeting his eyes. "While you watch them fuck me." 
Paul unzipped the clear vinyl bag and pulled out the black vinyl suit from within. He gave her a dubious look, and she motioned with her hand for him to go on. 
"Go in the bathroom," she said. "Put it on." 
Paul walked the few steps into the master bathroom and closed the door behind himself. He thought it was ridiculous, but he put on the outfit she had given him. It was made of thick and shiny black vinyl, complete with foot covers and zippers up the sides. The outfit came with matching gloves and a zippered mask that encased his entire head. There were two eyelets and a protruded nosepiece. The mouth opening was zippered by a hidden zipper beneath the vinyl folds. 
He looked at himself in the mirror. The vinyl suit covered him entirely except for his crotch. His cock and balls were hanging out, surrounded by a patch of brown pubic hair. He thought he looked ludicrous wearing it. Like some type of black shiny slightly pudgy Spiderman with his cock hanging out. He laughed at the image of it, but he walked out of the bathroom to show Brenda what it looked like. 
When he walked back into the room he found Brenda on the bed, she had an array of sex toys and lubes surrounding her. 
"You look amazing," she said softly to him. "It's just like I pictured it. Are you ready to help me now?" 
"I think so," Paul said, realizing how muffled his voice was. He reached up, fumbling with the mask and finding the zipper. "I think so," he said more clearly.
"Good," Brenda said. "I'm glad you got that open. I'm going to need that mouth of yours." 
"Do you want me to lick you?" Paul asked.
"Yes," she breathed the reply.
Paul crawled up onto the mattress, moving between her legs. He slid her short nightgown up and moved his face to her groin, sticking his tongue out and running it through the soft lips of her pussy.
"That's good," she said, pressing her hands against the cool back of his vinyl mask and pushing his face hard against her sex. "That's so good."
Paul licked inside of her, sliding his tongue up and down her slit, pushing his tongue inside of her opening. He enjoyed hearing her moans and the way she moved her hips, grinding against his mouth. He loved the buildup, the familiar taste and feel of her softness on his lips and his tongue. He could tell she was close, and he drove her further, pressing hard against her clit with his tongue until she finally let go. Her orgasm flooded his mouth and he licked it all up. 
"That was perfect," she said as she caught her breath. "Now I need it inside of me." 
Paul started to move, trying to position himself to insert his hard cock inside of her damp opening. 
"No, I'm sorry," she said, pushing lightly against his abdomen. "Not you, the toy," she motioned to her left where the large black dildo was waiting beside her on the bed. 
"This?" Paul asked, reaching for it. "This is what you want?" 
"Yes," she moaned. "I'm wet enough for it now. Put it in me, Paul. Fuck me with it...please?" 
Paul reached down and grabbed the thick toy near the base and picked it up. He placed it between her legs, putting the bulbous tip of the large fake phallus up against her wet pussy.
"Do it," she groaned. "Push it inside me." 
Paul eased the toy forward, watching through the eyes of the mask as the silicone cock pushed his wife open. 
"Goddamn, fuck yes," she moaned as he pressed it further into her. "Fuck me." 
Paul began to withdraw the toy, just a little at first, before driving it back inside of her. He started slowly, but he began to move more quickly as her breathing intensified and she began to gasp. By the time he had her on the edge again, he was slamming the fake cock in and out of her, burying it almost to the big fake balls attached at the base.




Chapter 5


"Don't stop!" She panted. "Please don't stop. I'm almost there." 
"You said you needed my help," Paul said, looking down into her eyes as he held the toy firmly within her. "You needed me to open you up for them. That's what you wanted, wasn't it?" 
"Yes," she said, still breathing hard. "That's what I want."
"Let's get you ready then," Paul said, his smile hidden behind the mask. "Let's get you ready for both of them." 
"What?" Brenda asked. 
Paul reached down and picked up the other silicone cock, still plenty big, but not as obscenely large as the one wedged in her cunt. 
"Suck it," Paul said, pushing the swollen plastic tip against her lips. 
Brenda opened her mouth and allowed Paul to stick the other dildo in her mouth. He began to stroke more slowly with the one in her pussy as he pushed the other one in and out of her mouth. 
"Is this how you'd do it for them, Brenda?" Paul asked as he fed her mouth and her pussy silicone cock. 
"Mmh-hmm," she said around the dick in her mouth. 
"Would you let them stick it in both ends like this?" He asked quietly.
"Mmh," she moaned as he stuffed the lighter-colored dildo further into her mouth. 
"What if they wanted both your holes?" Paul asked, slowly withdrawing the fake phallus from her lips so she could answer him. 
"What?" She asked now that her mouth was empty. 
"What if one wants your pussy and the other one wants your ass?" Paul refined the question. "Are you going to give them that too?" 
Paul moved the other dildo, still slick with her saliva down beneath the larger one, pressing the tip of it against her anus. 
Brenda realized what he was doing, but she wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of hearing her say no. 
"Yes," she whispered to her black vinyl-clad husband. "Anything they want." 
"Then we should get that ready too, shouldn't we?" He asked, pushing the second toy into her ass, pressing her puckered rosebud to open slightly. 
"Yes," she whispered again. 
Paul drove the toy further inside of her, pressing the tip into her asshole. She moaned out in response but lifted her legs even higher, giving him the access he needed to get the job done. He slid it in even further and smiled again as she groaned against his invasion. He worked slowly at first, but firmly until he was sliding both toys in and out of her at the same time. After just a few minutes he was able to fully insert both toys in their respective holes, and he could tell from the noises she was making, Brenda was on the brink of an earth-shattering orgasm. 
Just to add fuel to her fire he leaned down and licked her engorged button as he shoved both toys in and out of her. That did it. With his tongue on her clit and the two silicone cocks shoved deeply into her holes Brenda came hard, squirting a bit of clear fluid as her climax slammed through her. 
"Fucking shit!" She cried out as Paul licked her juices. "Jesus that was big." 
"Yeah," Paul said. "It looked big." 
She smiled as she caught her breath and he slowly withdrew the toys. 
"Is it my turn now?" Paul asked, looking expectantly into her pretty blue eyes. 
"You probably don't want that," Brenda said. "Because if I let you do that, you're going to have to practice too." 
"Practice what?" Paul asked. 
"Look," Brenda said. "Your position in all of this is just to watch until they're done, and then you can come out. But until they go, you're going to be closed in the closet."
"I understand that," Jason said. "And I agreed to that part." 
"I know," Brenda replied. "But I also said that after they were done, you were going to clean me." 
"I remember that too," Paul said, not as eager for that part of her night. 
"So, if you want me. If you want to fuck me, the only way I'll let you tonight is if you cum inside of me," she said. "So you can practice eating it out." 
"You want me to lick up my own cum?" Paul asked. 
"No," Brenda said simply. "You don't have to do anything. We can stop right now. But if you want to have me tonight, those are my terms." 
Paul looked down at his wife, her beautiful body laid out beneath him, her openings gaped and swollen, soaking wet from her exertions. Then he looked down at his erection, throbbing and hard, jerking slightly in time with his pulse. 
"Fuck it," he said, sliding back between her legs. 
"You certainly can," Brenda smiled at him. 
He slid inside of her easily, and began to stroke in and out of her well-used pussy, slamming hard against her as he gave her all he had. She moaned and he grunted as he pounded inside of her over and over, loving the feel of her being so open and wet, fucking her as hard as he could. 
Brenda could feel his balls slapping against her abused asshole and she thrilled to the feel of a real warm cock after the cold and lifeless feel of the silicone dicks. She could sense Paul was getting close, feeling him engorged to his maximum size and pulsing within her. He was doing a great job tonight, and she felt a little guilty about her plan, but she intended to follow through with her threats. Even though he had made her cum twice and was doing a good job of stuffing her at the moment, she did not want to lose control. She had to let him know she was the one in charge. 
Paul bottomed out, pressing himself deep inside of her and holding her there as he reached his peak. He grunted out in pleasure and Brenda could feel the thumping of his cock inside of her as he spurted out his orgasm, cumming deep inside her pussy. 
When he finished he laid down against her with his face nuzzled against her neck, and she stroked his back as he caught his breath. 
"That was nice," she said, still stroking him as she felt him wilt inside of her.
"Thanks," he said, his lips against her neck. "You felt so fucking good." 
"I'm glad you liked it," she said. "I think it was good practice. But now I need you to take the mask off." 
"What?" Paul asked, lifting slightly. 
"I don't want to get your uniform all messy," she said. "You know, for when you suck that cum out of my pussy." 
"Mmh," Paul mumbled, unzipping the mask and laying it aside. "So you were serious about that part?" 
"Yes," Brenda said, staring into his eyes. "You made a mess. Get down there and clean up your mess." 
Paul obeyed her, moving his mouth to her groin, looking up one last time to make certain she was serious.
"Eat me," she said. 
Paul moved his mouth to her, tasting the salty tang of his jizz as he licked her open pussy. 
Brenda let her head fall back and a satisfied sigh escaped her lips as her husband licked his cum flowing from her cunt. 




Chapter 6


Tuesday had gone by in a flash, Paul barely remembered anything about the day at work, but he did recall watching the online auction late that afternoon as Brenda's painting of the rock climber sold for just under ten thousand dollars. It was amazing for him to watch, and as the bids kept climbing higher, his chest swelled with pride. He was so happy for her and so proud of her work.  
He asked her what she wanted to do to celebrate, but she said she was saving her celebration for the following night. They ordered food in, and she strictly forbade any sexual activity the night before. She didn't want to be sore and swollen for her guests the following day. So they watched a movie together and then went to bed. The next morning Paul got up and went to work, just like any other day, but he was anxious about the night to come. 
Brenda was a little nervous too. She never did get confirmation if Martin was coming alone or if he was bringing a friend. Either way would be fine with her, but she secretly hoped he had found somebody. If it was anywhere near as good as it had been the other night on their practice run, then she was more than ready to try two cocks at once. 
She spent plenty of time preparing that afternoon, taking another long bath and making sure to shave her pussy completely bare and silky smooth. She spent an hour doing her hair, and when she'd finished with her make-up and nails it was almost time for Paul to get home. She decided on the skimpiest of underwear, a lacy black thong, and a matching black lace strapless bra, and the only thing she wore over it was a silk robe tied at the waist. She checked herself in the mirror one last time before Paul got home, and decided she did indeed look very sexy. 
Paul ate a light dinner when he got home, just a sandwich and some chips, but Brenda couldn't bring herself to eat a thing. Her nerves were frazzled and she still didn't know who was coming over. After he ate she made Paul put on his vinyl suit, and once dressed she placed him in the bedroom closet with explicit instructions not to make a sound. She did have the forethought to put a comfortable office chair in the closet, and she had even gone as far as to provide him some lotion and tissues in case the action became more than he could bear. 
No more than five minutes had passed from the time she had shut the louvered closet door until Paul had heard the doorbell ring and had heard her footsteps down the stairs as Brenda went to answer the door. For a long few minutes he didn't hear anything, even straining against the confines of the vinyl mask all he could make out was a garbled conversation and the occasional laugh from his wife. He was concerned for her, but at least if she was laughing he felt like she was safe. Maybe it wasn't the guys she had promised were coming? Maybe it was some random neighbor that was stopping by to say hello?
When Brenda opened the door she was smiling from ear to ear. She was so happy to see Martin standing there on her porch, smiling back at her. But what made her truly happy, what brought out her genuine smile, was the fact that he was standing with a friend. 
"Brenda," he said. "Good to see you again. This is my friend, Eric." 
"Hi, Eric," Brenda said, moving slightly so the cut of her robe revealed more of her thigh. "I'm so happy you both could make it. Please come in?" 
She moved aside as the two black men walked past her into the living room. She closed and locked the door behind them. 
"Can I get either of you something to drink?" She asked. 
"I'd love to have a beer," Martin said. "What about you, E?"
"Yeah, beer would be great," he said. 
Brenda went to the kitchen, retrieving two beers from the fridge and appreciating the cool air coming out of the appliance that helped her with the heat that was building between her legs. Martin looked even better in his street clothes, loose baggy jeans, and a nice polo shirt, and his cologne smelled like heaven. His friend Eric was a handsome man too, slightly taller and a little thinner than Martin, but still a nice-looking guy. She walked back into the room and handed both of them an open bottle of whatever brand her husband kept in the fridge. 
"Sorry, there's not a lot of options," Brenda said as she passed them the beers. 
"This is fine," Eric said, looking at the label. 
"It's good," Martin said, taking a drink. 
"So," Brenda said, unsure of how to start the conversation. "Did you tell Eric why I asked you both here?" 
"Yeah, he explained a little bit," Eric said. "He said your old man was out of town tonight, and that you might be a little lonely?" 
"Exactly," Brenda said. "Or at least exactly enough," she laughed. 
"So," Martin said. "Where would you like to start?" 
"Well," Brenda said. "Since we have the whole place to ourselves, I thought we might as well go up to the bedroom...if that's okay with you two big strong men?" 
"Fine by me," Eric said. 
"Show me the way," Martin agreed. 
When Paul heard the footsteps coming back up the stairs, he knew it wasn't neighbors or friends stopping by for a chat. This was it. These were the guests she had been expecting. Martin and Eric weren't what he was expecting. He didn't know what he imagined, but he didn't expect two very nice clean-cut young black men. He felt racist for even thinking it, but he was secretly relieved that it wasn't two ghetto gangster types. He thought everything would be okay, but his mind changed when he saw Martin unzip his pants and pull out a thick black cock that rivaled the fake one they had used two nights ago.  
It might not be fine after all, he thought. Her pussy won't be the same after this. He didn't have to worry about her pussy too much, because the first thing Brenda did was hit her knees, and take as much of that black cock into her mouth as she could fit. He didn't want to watch, but just like the time before, he couldn't tear his eyes away. 





Chapter 7


And Brenda made a spectacle of it too, putting so much in that she was choking and gagging as she tried to fit him in her throat. Paul couldn't help but notice that once in a while she would cast her glance over to the closet, almost as if confirming he was watching as she let Martin's dick bounce off the back of her throat. She made sure to pull off him and lick his bag too, slurping and sucking his balls before moving back up to engulf his tip once more. While she was sucking Martin's cock, another uncircumcised black dick flopped on her shoulder. She pulled her mouth off and turned to look up at Eric. His cock wasn't as long as Martin's, but it was every bit as thick, maybe even girthier at the base where she wrapped her fingers tightly before taking him in her mouth. 
From the closet, Paul could only watch through the eyelets of his mask as his beautiful red-haired wife sucked the guys' dicks. He watched as her sexy gloss-coated lips slid up and down their thick shafts, occasionally seeing a flash of swollen purple flesh as she pulled enough out of her mouth to twist her tongue under the head. Even though it caused a painful tear in his soul to watch her be unfaithful, he couldn't deny the power of her beauty and his cock was responding to her decadent behavior, beginning to rise to full attention and throb in time with his heartbeat. He watched in helpless wonder, breathing hard inside the vinyl mask as she sucked and licked and kissed their cocks and balls, giving them all her oral affections. 
Brenda was loving the feel of their hot and heavy cocks in her mouth, but her pussy was feeling neglected, and dripping wet. 
"I think we're ready to move to the bed," she said, pulling off Eric for a moment. "Could I get one of you at the top and one at the bottom?" 
"Sure thing," Martin said, undressing the rest of the way and climbing up on the bed. He settled near the middle, sitting up by the pillows. Eric undressed and moved too, setting himself up near the foot of the bed. 
"That's perfect, guys," Brenda said, using a remote to turn on the stereo in the room to an urban beat. "Let me hang up my robe and I'll be right out." 
Paul had a moment of panic as she walked to the closet, but it was a big walk-in closet and she only opened the door enough to slide in. She looked down at her husband sitting in the chair, his mask on and his cock rock hard. 
"Enjoying the show?" She whispered as she leaned down to him.
Paul didn't want to risk being heard, so he just nodded his head. Brenda smiled at him and shrugged out of her robe, hanging it on a hanger in the closet behind him, putting her close enough for him to touch. He couldn't resist, and he grasped her ass cheeks with his vinyl gloved hands, pulling them apart slightly. 
"Does Daddy need a taste?" She whispered in his ear. 
Paul nodded again, and she slipped her panties down around her thighs and bent over in front of the chair. Paul leaned forward and licked her asshole, sliding around her rim and then he drug his tongue through her wet folds, tasting her moisture immediately. She quickly pulled away, stood up, and slid her panties back up. She turned and winked at him and then slipped back out the door, closing it behind her, leaving him with his view through the slats. 
Paul stood up in the closet so he could get a better view as he watched her clamber up on the bed between the two men. 
"Damn girl!" Martin said. "You look so fucking good." 
"Thanks, Sweetie," Brenda said. "I think you guys both look tasty too." 
"You weren't lying a bit," Eric agreed. "She's hot as fuck!" 
Martin and Brenda laughed at his enthusiasm while Brenda slid off her panties and unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor.
"Martin, since you've already had me, would it be okay if I suck your dick while Eric fucks me?" Brenda asked. 
In the closet, Paul felt his cock twitch as he heard his wife ask another man to fuck her, and on the bed, Brenda moved to all fours, leaning down to where Martin was sitting, putting her head right between his legs. 
"Yeah, Babe," Martin agreed. "Whatever you want." 
"Good," she said, opening her mouth and engulfing the engorged tip of his dick while Eric positioned himself behind her. 
"What are you doing man?" Martin asked his friend. "You gotta lick that first! I'm telling you, she tastes sweet as honey," he said to Eric.
"Oh yeah," Eric agreed, moving his face to her backside. 
Brenda sucked Martin's cock while Eric ate her from behind, and his tongue felt divine. It was wide and flat, and when he pressed it against her clit it sent shivers throughout her entire body. She didn't know if it was just the excitement of another new penis or the nerves of having two at the same time, but whatever the reason, Brenda could feel herself already at the doorstep of an orgasm. If Eric kept licking her like that she was going to flood his face. She pulled her mouth off Martin's dick to say so over her shoulder. 
"I'm going to cum," she moaned. 
"Damn right you are," Eric said, as he lifted his face from her rear and moved behind her, inserting his big thick cock into her wet pussy from behind in one swift movement.
"Oh fuck," Brenda called out, her legs trembling as her climax thundered through her. 
She let her head drop to Martin's lap and since she was in such close proximity anyway, she sucked his balls as she tried to recover from her orgasm. 
Eric held himself pressed deep within her, his hands gripping her hips as she came, and as she began to catch her breath he began to thrust inside of her, pushing her open further with each stroke. He increased his pace until the sound of his hips slapping against her ass was as loud as the music playing in the room. As he fucked her from behind, she began to suck Martin again. When Eric would thrust forward it would push her down on his cock, and she soon picked up a timing, pulling up as Eric withdrew and sliding down as Eric pressed forward. 
From the closet, Paul couldn't see much of the action. He could barely make out Brenda's sexy lips wrapped around Martin when her hair fell out of the way for a moment, and he could only see a little bit of Eric's shaft pushing into her from behind, but the loud squelching of her wet pussy as he fucked her and the moaning of Martin let him know that she was doing a good job at both ends. Paul's pulse was pounding as he watched the action, and he looked down to see his dick bobbing up and down in time with his heartbeat. He let his gloved hands travel down, his fingers gripping his shaft as he lightly began to tug on himself while he watched. 




Chapter 8


"Goddamn this pussy feels good," Eric said from behind her. "I'm getting close to busting a nut." 
"You can cum inside me," Brenda pulled off long enough to say. "If you want to," she added before she wrapped her lips around Martin again. 
"You okay with that, Martin?" Eric asked. "You mind sloppy seconds?" 
"Go for it, man. I would do it if I were in your spot," Martin said with a laugh.
"You sure that's okay, Baby?" Eric asked Brenda. 
"God yes," Brenda said, pulling off again. "I want it." 
"Ungh," Eric grunted, grasping her hips and pulling her hard against him, holding himself deep in her. "Shit, goddamn, oh fuck!" He cried out as he shot his load inside.
Brenda took Martin back in her mouth and she moaned around his thick cock as she felt Eric's pulsing and the strange and wonderful warmth of his cum squirting inside of her. She loved the feel of him warm and wet inside her as she continued to suck Martin. 
"Hey, Sexy?" Martin said. "You about ready to switch." 
"Mmh-hmm," Brenda said, pulling off him again. "I've got this about as hard as I can get it."
"Yeah you do," Martin said. "You suck it any harder and I won't make it to your pussy." 
"That's okay too, you know?" Brenda teased him, looking over her shoulder at Eric. "Either one of you. If you want to cum in my mouth, it's okay." 
"Good to know," Eric smiled, withdrawing his wilting cock from her soaked opening. 
Brenda could feel cum seeping out as she turned around, but as she wrapped her lips around Eric's cum-smeared cock, she felt Martin press into her from behind, plugging the leak. It felt so good, his extra length stretching her even farther than Eric had. She moaned around Eric's cock as Martin sank into her. 
From his perspective in the closet, Paul watched as the second man of the night entered his wife. And from the expression on her face, the way her eyes popped wide open as she sucked Eric's cock, he could tell Martin was big. Paul also realized how turned on he was, looking down he could see his dick dribbling precum from the tip as he slowly tugged on it. He felt tremendously guilty, but he squirted a little bit of the lube Brenda had put in the closet on his vinyl gloves to ease some of the friction. He let his breath out slowly as he stroked himself in the closet, watching his wife getting thoroughly fucked. 
Brenda could feel Martin's familiar length and girth filling her, loving the satisfying way he was able to open her fully. She also enjoyed Eric's cum inside of her, acting as a lubricant, letting him slip in and out of her easily. She pushed back against him as she sucked Eric, cleaning all the leftover jizz off his cock and swallowing the mess while Martin pried her open from behind. 
Martin grabbed her and pulled her back against him, fucking her with long and slow strokes, pushing all the way in and then withdrawing until only his tip was inside of her. She was moaning and groaning and shoving herself against him, willing him to go faster, but he held steady, driving her with his consistent slow thrusts. When she started to pant, he knew she was close, and he stayed the course, pulling her back onto him, seating deeply inside her as she came. He could feel her pussy spasm and squeeze his cock as her climax overcame her. 
"Shit!" Brenda cried out, pulling her mouth off Eric. "Fuck that feels so fucking good!" 
Paul watched her cum on Martin's cock, and he heard her cries of passion as she let go. The satisfying way she tilted her head and arched her back with her eyes pressed tightly shut gave away her emotions as she achieved her peak. 
"Are you close too, Baby?" She asked over her shoulder. 
"Almost there," Martin grunted out the words. 
"Do it, Baby," Brenda urged. "Fuck me hard cum inside of me. I want to feel it shooting inside me." 
Martin followed her advice, grasping her hips and pumping within her, fucking her hard. 
"Yes," Brenda begged. "Yes, yes, just like that." 
Martin kept going, increasing his pace until he was slapping against her cheeks at the bottom of his thrusts too. Finally, he was still, pressing himself deep within her. 
"Oh fuck yeah," he groaned. "Fucking A." 
Paul couldn't be sure from the closet, but it certainly looked like he was cumming, filling his wife's sweet pussy with cum as she pressed her ass up against him like a common slut, taking it all in. 
"Mmh," Brenda moaned. "That feels so fucking good. I love the feeling of you cumming inside me. Fill my pussy up."
Martin finally withdrew, his cock plopping out of her with a wet sound. "Thanks, Doll. That was great." 
"You about ready to go again?" Brenda asked, tugging playfully on Eric's cock. 
"I'd love to," Eric said. "Lay back, I want to pile drive that sweet pussy." 
Brenda lay on her back in the middle of the bed. She folded her legs at the knee, lifting them high and wide, exposing herself directly to the closet door. Paul had a good view of her from his spot, She looked swollen and wet, cum trickling out of her in a steady stream. The sight made Paul jerk himself harder, but he stopped when Eric moved into place, blocking his view. He laid between her legs and sank his cock into her overworked cunt, squelching inside of her loaded slit as he entered her. Paul couldn't tell for sure, but as Martin moved around he was in the perfect position to dip his cock directly into her mouth. Even though he couldn't see it, he was certain it was happening. 
Brenda could see it perfectly, Martin's long dark cock, beginning to soften, glistening with cum and slick from her cunt hung right above her face. She opened her mouth and took him in, enjoying the musty taste of him as his foreskin-covered tip slipped into her mouth. She sucked him clean and then moved on to lick his balls. Martin dipped them teasingly into her mouth as his friend Eric began to fuck her again. Brenda felt a naughty tingle as an idea came to her, and leaning her head back, her tongue darted out to lick Martin's asshole. 
"Oh fuck, Baby, you nasty," Martin moaned as he felt her tongue slide across his anus. "You like that?" 
Instead of answering, Brenda licked his ass again, pressing her tongue against it and rimming him. 
"She's getting dirty now, Eric," Martin said while Brenda licked his anus. "Fuck this girl in the ass. She's ready for it. Aren't you girl?"
"Mmh-hmm," Brenda moaned her answer from under him. "Fuck me. Fuck me however you want. I don't care, I just want you inside me." 
"Alright then," Eric agreed, pulling out of her pussy and sliding down slightly to press his tip against her back door. 
He began to push inside, the cum leaking out of her providing sufficient lube as he opened her ass with his thick cock. 
Brenda began to worry that she might not be able to take him, but Martin reached down and slid his fingers rapidly against her clit and as the sensation raced throughout her body, she forgot all about the massive cock pushing inside her tightest hole. She thought Martin was just doing it as a distraction, to take her mind off the stretching pain of a big cock going in her ass, but he kept going, and the longer he flitted his fingers across her bud, the closer she got. By the time Eric was inserted, sliding in and out of her ass, she came hard, squirting fluid on Eric's belly as Martin continued flipping her bean. 
"Damn, look at that!" Eric said as he thrust inside her back door. "She's a squirter!"
"Told you so," Martin leered as he pulled his hand away and used it to push his cock back inside Brenda's willing mouth. 
She did her best to suck him, but it was so hard to concentrate with Eric's girth pushing her open from below. 





Chapter 9


She could feel Martin beginning to swell in her mouth again, and she thought now would be the time to bring it up. She grabbed his shaft and pulled him free of her mouth. 
"Can I have you both?" She asked. "Could you do that for me?" 
"What are you asking for?" Martin questioned. "We can do whatever you like, but you're going to have to explain this one to me."
"I want you," she said, reaching up and placing a hand on Martin's chest. "I want you to lay down on your back and let me climb up on you. I want to ride your cock." 
"Yeah, Baby, we can do that," Martin assured her. 
"And then I want you, Eric," she said, looking down to meet his eyes. "I want you to climb up behind me and slide back into my ass."
"Shit, girl. I'm down if he is," Eric promised. 
Martin was already moving, lying down on his back as Eric carefully withdrew from her. Brenda felt a strange emptiness, a hollow feeling as Eric pulled out of her ass. He stepped back, allowing her to twist, moving around to make it easier to mount Martin. She lifted one leg over him, reaching behind herself to align him with her opening, and then sliding down, feeling him penetrate her, filling her sloppy pussy with his huge cock. She slid down and down until she was fully seated against him. Then she bent forward, lifting her ass ever so slightly.
"I'm ready for you now, Eric," she said.  
Eric straddled his friend's legs on his knees, lining himself up with her tight little ass, pressing the tip against her once again.
"Yes," Brenda sighed as she felt him pushing against her. "Do it." 
Eric pushed forward, sliding more easily this time into her anus, pushing past her sphincter and looking down to see his shaft disappear between her creamy ass cheeks as he entered her. 
"Fuck," Brenda moaned as she felt her orifices filled with two big black cocks. "You guys are so big. It's so fucking good." 
As she leaned forward her breasts were directly in Martin's face and he took advantage of the position, sucking the top of her left breast into his mouth and slipping his tongue over her aroused taut nipple. The sensation was amazing, Martin's mouth on her body, both of their dicks piercing her, filling her. She began to move, undulating her body and pivoting her hips, grinding softly against their hardness as they fucked her. She thought she might be able to hold off, but the feeling of having both men at once was too much for her, and she came again, sitting back hard, stuffing herself with their warm thick cocks. 
Paul was near a tipping point of his own, watching through the slats in the door as her wife took on both men. He was stroking himself harder but trying to be quiet as he watched her riding them, letting them enter her, letting them have whatever they wanted as they used her. He could feel his climax approaching. His balls were drawn up and tight, his stomach felt light and fluttery. His breathing was ragged and raspy as he crept closer to the peak. He wasn't the only one getting close. 
"I can't take much more of this," Eric said. "Your ass is so hot." 
"It's okay," Brenda breathed over her shoulder. "Cum inside me again. I want to feel it in my ass." 
Eric tried valiantly. He survived several more thrusts, managing to hold out for a few more minutes, but he finally buried his cock as deep as he could inside her tight ass and then sighed, leaning against her back as he emptied his heavy balls inside her. 
Paul could see Eric's butt cheeks clench with every spurt as he came in his wife's asshole. It was more than he could take too, and he opened his mouth to let out the breath he'd been holding, conscious to make no sound whatsoever as his load shot out on his gloved hands, falling heavy and wet on his vinyl clad feet as he came. 
"Goddamn, baby-girl," Eric said. "You're fucking amazing." 
"Thank you," Brenda said as he withdrew from her bottom. "You were too." 
"Alright then," Martin said. "It's down to just you and me. Let's see if you can ride me to the finish line." 
Brenda smiled down at him, and she began to grind again, pushing herself down hard against his massive cock, letting him have it all. Faster she went, slamming herself down on him over and over, forcing him as deep as he could go, feeling his tip pressing the top of her cervix as she rode. She threw her head back, letting her red hair cascade down, almost brushing her ass at the bottom of her strokes as he slid up and down his cock. 
Paul could see her smile from the closet. He could see the way she let her head fall back, and how her eyes were half-closed as she pounded herself onto Martin's spike, over and over until he finally couldn't take it anymore. He watched as Martin's head lifted off the pillow, his face twisted into a snarl and his hands gripped her hips, pulling her down roughly onto him as he began to grunt and Paul knew he was cumming inside his wife again.
Brenda gently slid up and down as Martin recovered from his climax, laying his head back on the pillow and pulling in the air in a series of deep breaths. 
"Good?" Brenda asked, smiling down at him. 
"So fucking good," Martin admitted from the pillow. "I haven't cum like that in a long time." 
"Well I'm glad it was in me when you did," Brenda breathed back to him. "You felt so good."  
"Goddamn, y'all. I was only watching, and I even thought it was hot," Eric admitted. 
Brenda looked over and Eric was stroking his slick cock, beating off as he had watched the two of them fuck.
"Oh Baby," Brenda said, carefully dismounting Martin. "Let me help you with that." 
She moved onto the floor, just outside the closet door, and Paul watched helplessly as she sucked Eric's balls while he stroked himself. 
"Fuck!" Eric cried out. "I'm going to cum again." 
"Right here, Baby," Brenda offered, leaning back and pushing her breasts together. "Cum on me." 
"Goddamn!" Eric said loudly, squeezing his cock and milking it as his load shot out. 
Paul had a close-up view of Eric's thick black dick shooting pearly white cum in ropes all over his wife's lovely tits. He watched as globs of jizz splattered against her nipples and ran between her breasts, and he kept watching as she put her mouth on him and finished him off with her tongue, sucking him clean. 
"You're so hot, Baby Girl, but we do have to go back to work tomorrow," Eric said. "It's getting kind of late." 
"Yeah, I guess we should be going," Martin said. 
"I hate that you have to go," Brenda said. "But I understand. Let me clean up Martin and then you can go
Brenda moved back to where he lay on the bed, leaning to his crotch and taking his semi-erect cock in her mouth, removing all evidence of their love-making. She carefully and lovingly licked him clean and then let him plop free from her mouth as she swallowed the mess.
"Thank you both for coming," she said when she'd finished. "I had a wonderful time." 
"So did we," Martin assured her. "You just send me a message if you need anything else delivered." 
"You never know when I might need something else dropped off," Brenda teased as the men dressed. 
"I'd be happy to help if you need another team lift," Eric joked. 
"And I'd love to have you both back sometime," Brenda said. "Maybe when you can stay longer?" 
"That sounds good," Martin agreed. 
She walked both men out, closing the door behind them and then turning to go back upstairs. Instead, she found Paul standing at the foot of the stairs, looking intently at her. He was still wearing his costume, but his mask was gone. She could see his cock glistening with lube and she could see the remains of jizz on his vinyl foot covers. She knew he had enjoyed it. She could see he had cum while watching, and that made her smile.




Chapter 10


She started walking to him and he met her halfway across the floor, embracing her and kissing her as he held her naked body pressed against him. He kissed her passionately, deeply, their tongues dancing and sliding against one another as he held her tight. 
"I need you," she whispered in his ear. "I want you." 
"I know," he whispered back. "I know what you need." 
Paul lifted her off her feet and carried her to the stairs, setting her down on a step above him and leaning to her breasts. She was sticky and wet, but he knew what she wanted. He leaned to her and began to kiss and lick her breasts, tasting Eric's cum as he cleaned her top half. Brenda watched him for a moment, her blue eyes shining as she watched her man lick her lover's cum off her hard nipple and suck it into his mouth. She let her head fall back as he continued, cleaning her breasts and even licking up the errant stream that was dripping down her belly. 
When he had finished with her breasts, Paul pushed her gently back until she was seated on the stair three planks above him, and he was kneeling between her splayed legs. Laying back against the stairs she felt his mouth on her, devouring her, licking her inside and out. She looked down and watched him licking cum from her pussy, licking it into his mouth, and swallowing everything. It made her so hot and wet to watch him as he worked. He cleaned her with his mouth, making small circles on her clit with his tongue before moving down and cleaning her asshole too, licking and sucking at it, sliding his tongue inside her. 
Brenda's head fell back against another stair and her hands went to his head, roughly brushing her fingers through his hair and holding him against her, pressing his face into her crevice as he ate her. She came like a waterfall, drenching his mouth as electricity shot through her body, making her toes curl and her fingertips throb as he continued to lick her up, cleaning every square inch of her. 
"Are you ready?" Paul finally asked, looking up at her when he'd finished. 
"I'm yours," Brenda breathed to him. "Take me. Take whatever you want." 
Paul was hard again, and he pressed his engorged tip against her abused anus. 
"Yes," she said, nodding furiously and lifting her legs. "Yes, take it." 
Paul thrust hard into her ass, sliding all the way in up to his balls. 
Brenda cried out his name and continued calling it out as he fucked her ass hard. Long deep strokes, driving in and out of her, pushing her legs up even further with his hands and holding them pinned up high as he slammed into her. He was pulling out completely, leaving her open and raw, and then shoving back inside, sinking to his maximum depth. Brenda began to pant as he fucked her like that, pounding her ass there on the stairs. 
"I'm sorry they didn't cum in your mouth," Paul said between heavy breaths. "But I'm going to." 
"Okay," she said, smiling at him as he continued to drive her against the stairs. 
Paul drove himself ever closer, his hips slapping against her body as he neared his peak until he finally pulled free of her dark passage. He lifted and she bent down to him, taking his cock in her mouth just as he began to spurt.
She kept her lips wrapped tightly around his shaft as bolts of cum shot into her mouth, lacing across her tongue and splattering against her teeth and the roof of her mouth. She licked his tip, teasing out the last few drops, and she looked up into his eyes as she swallowed him, feeling his salty slick fluid slide down her throat. She let him withdraw from her mouth and looked up at him. 
"That was so fucking hot," she said. "I wanted you so bad." 
"You were beautiful," Paul said, catching his breath. "You were amazing."
"You like that?" She asked. 
"I liked all of it," Paul confessed. "I liked watching you get fucked by those guys, and I loved having you just now." 
"Mmh," she smiled at him. "I'm glad you enjoyed it. I did too."
"I could tell," Paul said. "I could tell each time you had an orgasm." 
"How?" Brenda asked. 
"The way you would cry out, or the way you would let your head fall back and your eyes close," Paul said. "Like you did when they were both deep inside you?" 
"That was an amazing orgasm," Brenda admitted. "I didn't know you could tell." 
"I did," Paul said. "And you were gorgeous the whole time." 
"You're too sweet," Brenda said. "But I'm so glad you are." 
"Me too," Paul said, holding her again. 
"Let's go upstairs and go to bed," Brenda said, getting carefully off the stairs and on her feet. 
"Okay," Paul agreed, taking her hand and following her. 
"You can fuck me again if you want to," Brenda said back to him as they climbed the stairs. 
"I was planning to," Paul grinned. 
"You may have to call in late to work tomorrow," she giggled. 
"I was planning on that too," Paul said. 
"I love you, Paul." 
"Love you too, Bren." 
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Chapter 1


Paul laid under the bar, staring up at it from the bench, the weights hanging heavy on each end. 
"You can do this, Paul. I believe in you," his personal trainer said. "I know you're ready for it." 
Paul flexed his fingers around the bar two more times, sucking in air and blowing it out, and then inhaling deeply as he pushed the bar up. He let it fall quickly to his chest, touching the cotton of his T-shirt right at his nipples, and then he exhaled hard as he pushed upward, willing the bar to the top of his stroke. His arms trembled under the weight, his muscles burned, and his shoulders threatened to give out, but he fought through the pain. 
"Almost there, Paul, don't stop now!" His trainer encouraged him.
He felt his left elbow being to wobble as he neared the top of his stroke.
"Don't you quit on me, Paul! You've got this!" His trainer urged him on.
He grunted out, giving everything he had until he finally topped out with his elbows locked, as he successfully pushed the bar up and his trainer took it and helped him set it back on the pegs above his head. 
"That's it, Paul! You did it!" Julie cried out after placing the bar back on its pegs. 
"Thanks," Paul said, catching his breath. "I know it's not much, but I couldn't have done it without you." 
"You're doing so well," she added. "You've come so far over the last two weeks. I'm impressed with your commitment." 
"Thank you," Paul said again, finally feeling like he was able to sit up. He took the towel she was holding out to him and wiped his face. 
He had just put up one-hundred and seventy pounds. That wasn't a lot of weight. He'd watched other men, the monsters lurking around the same gym put up twice that amount, but it was great for him. When he had started this venture two weeks ago, he couldn't even clear one-forty without Julie's hand under the bar, helping him to the top. Julie had brought him a long way in only six visits, but she had been worth every penny. 
Paul couldn't deny the attraction, and most men would agree, she was very cute. She was petite, even shorter than his wife Brenda, just a couple inches over five feet, and she couldn't have weighed more than a hundred and ten pounds. But she was in incredible shape, not an ounce on her was wasted. Her arms were lean and trim, and her legs were thick and powerful. Her waist was slim and her breasts were minimal, but she was still very sexy. Paul could spend hours staring at her ass, usually wrapped in tight-fitting yoga pants befitting a fitness instructor. 
When he had started this journey, the idea was to get in better shape. Because of his wife, and his relationship with her, he had begun to doubt his physical prowess. And being a man of some means, he had the power to do something about it. He had joined the gym and paid for a year of membership, and then he had paid for a personal trainer, and along with her regular fee, he tipped her well at the end of each session. 
He remembered meeting her that first day, staring down at her from his not-so lofty height of five foot ten and wondering if she would be strong enough to show him anything. She had proven him wrong almost instantly, dragging him through a forty-five-minute yoga session. Paul had thought yoga was pretty much for girls, and he had imagined it would be some low-level aerobic stuff that he would breeze through. Instead, he almost died. Not really, he didn't even get hurt, but after those forty-five minutes were up, he felt like he was going to die. His legs were jelly and his shoulders ached. He had stretched muscles he didn't even know existed. He knew at that moment, she was the right trainer for him because she wasn't even breathing hard. 
After that, they'd done some cool-down stretches, where she had asked him about his goals and what he hoped to get out of his training. Paul had explained that he wasn't trying to be some muscle-bound hulk with bulging gym muscles, but he did want to be in better shape, to make himself more attractive to his wife. She had listened to what he had to say, and then developed a plan with him, a specific set of goals and accomplishments laid out for him to follow. She called it a fitness plan. 
And immediately after that, they'd hit the weights. She ignored all the fancy resistance machines with their bands and cables, choosing instead to show him to the free weights where he had thoroughly embarrassed himself on the bench. After trying him in the squat cage and with preacher curls, she took him for a run around the indoor track until his legs were on fire and he thought he was going to pass out. Julie still wasn't breathing hard, despite being with him step for step the entire session. By the end of that first workout, she had added specific weights and times to his fitness plan. She even gave him some good tips for his diet.  
He was at his last visit for week two, and he was eager for more. Julie asked him how he felt he was progressing. 
"I feel stronger," Paul said with a shrug. "And I've lost a little weight, but nothing drastic." 
"Good!" Julie said. "We don't want drastic. We want smooth, reliable improvement." 
"I guess I'm getting that," Paul said. "What do you think?" 
"How are things at home, Paul?" Julie asked. "Have you noticed any improvement in your stated goals? Any more attraction than normal from your wife?" 
"No, not that I've noticed," Paul admitted. 
"It's okay, Paul," Julie said, touching him lightly on the shoulder. "We'll get you there." 
"I hope so," Paul said. 
"What has been the hardest?" Julie asked. "Where are you the weakest?" 
"I don't know," Paul said. "I feel like the weights and the cardio stuff is getting better. I guess if I had to say, I'd say the yoga is still the hardest." 
"Well we're going to keep doing it for week three," Julie said, making notes in her spiral notebook. "Assuming you're coming back for week three?" 
"Assuming you're still my trainer?" Paul answered her with a question of his own.
"Of course," Julie said. "I'm not giving up on you."
"Then I'll be here," Paul said with a smile. 
"Good," Julie stated. "Now go hit the showers and go home. I'll see you next week." 
Paul headed to the changing room, happy with his progress and looking forward to coming back next week.




Chapter 2


"Hey, Sweetie!" Brenda greeted Paul at the door. "How was the gym?" 
"It was okay," Paul said. "Not too bad." 
"I made dinner," Brenda said. "I hope you're okay with chicken enchiladas," she added.
"Sounds great," Paul said, setting his gym bag down and putting his sweaty clothes in the laundry. "Let me wash my hands and I'll be ready." 
As they ate their dinner, Brenda talked to him about her latest painting. Paul had watched it sell on the auction site for just a shade over nine thousand dollars. 
"So the art is going well," Brenda said. "I still have almost half of what the other one brought, and now with this sale, I have almost fifteen thousand saved up." 
"That's incredible, Baby," Paul said. "Any big plans with all of your cash?" 
"Yes," Brenda said. "I'm thinking of taking a vacation." 
"Oh wow," Paul said. "That sounds great. Where were you wanting to go?" 
"I'm thinking of Europe," Brenda said. "Maybe Italy?" 
"Nice!" Paul said. "How much more do you need?" 
"Another painting should do it," Brenda said. "Assuming of course that it brings a similar amount." 
"Fantastic!" Paul said. "So what are you painting next?" 
"Well, that's my sticking point," Brenda admitted. "I find myself in need of more inspiration...if you see what I mean?" 
"I believe I do," Paul said, taking a sip of his wine. "You're considering another date?" 
"I am," Brenda confessed, looking down at her food. 
"I see," Paul said. "And you want my help again I assume?" 
"I do," Brenda said, looking at him. "I want you to be involved this time." 
Paul looked down at his food, pushing around some asparagus sprouts on his plate with his fork before answering. 
"What do you need me to do?" He finally asked. 
"Can I show you?" Brenda asked. "Can I show you tonight?" 
Paul sighed, knowing that it was going to be something wild and kinky, or else she would have simply told him. He also knew that he was going to agree. 
"Sure," he said. 
"Good!" Brenda said, happy to have his approval. "Can you clean up dinner and meet me upstairs again?" 
"I can do that," Paul agreed, wondering what kind of crazy scheme she had in mind this time.
After cleaning up the leftovers and doing the dishes Paul walked upstairs. He met Brenda in the bedroom and she was ready for him. She was lying on the bed, her red hair fanned out on the white comforter and her blue eyes sparkling, wearing nothing but a smile.
"Do I look okay?" Brenda asked. 
"You look incredible, Babe," Paul replied. 
"Good," she said. "Would you put on the suit for me?"
"The black one?" Paul asked. 
"Yes," she said. "Take it in the bathroom and put it on." 
Paul followed her orders, taking the black vinyl gimp suit into the bathroom and putting it on for her. He didn't know why she liked it, but she certainly seemed to. He slid into the chap-like pants and pulled on the top, then he put on the foot covers and slid the mask over his face. She hadn't mentioned anything about it yet, but Paul could tell the suit was a little bit looser than it had been a couple of weeks ago when he had worn it last. The weight loss thing was working, whether Brenda noticed it or not. 
When he came out of the bathroom he could see her wearing a black vinyl type of panty, with a strange-looking cup on the front of it. 
"Come over here," she said, moving over on the bed and making room for him. "I want to suck you." 
Paul moved up to the bed, lying on his back next to Brenda. She leaned down to him and took his semi-erect cock in her mouth. She began to stroke him with her hand to get him hard, and then she wrapped her lips around his dick, sliding her tongue under his swollen tip. 
Brenda loved hearing him sigh as she sucked him, it was reassuring to know she could still make him feel good. She felt his hands go to her hair, not forcing her head down, but lightly touching her hair as she bobbed her head, shuttling her mouth up and down his shaft. She was getting better at this skill, and she could almost take Paul completely into her mouth. She tried as much as she could, letting him bounce against the back of her throat, taking him deep. 
As she blew him she moved her hands down too. She gripped his shaft at the base with one hand, squeezing gently, and she massaged his balls with the other. Paul could feel slight pressure, and he realized she was rubbing his asshole with one spit-slick finger as she sucked him, using her saliva as lube to rub around his anus, softly probing him. 
She pulled her mouth off his cock. "Is this okay?" She asked, still rubbing him. 
"Yes," Paul breathed. 
Brenda reached over to the nightstand and produced a bottle of lube. "Can I try more?" She asked him.
"Yes," Paul said. 
Brenda smeared a glob of lube onto her forefinger and then went back to him, taking him in her mouth again and using her lubed finger to probe around his asshole. She could hear him moan as she eased in her fingertip, gently pushing inside him. She took him deep again, slipping his cock even further into her mouth as she pushed a little harder. Paul moaned softly as she got her finger past the first knuckle. 
"Okay?" She asked, still massaging his balls with her other hand. 
"I'm good," Paul answered, feeling her tongue slide along his length.
Brenda sucked him back into her mouth, lavishing his cock with her oral skills, and she pushed the finger farther into his ass, beginning to stroke it in and out in time with her bobbing up and down. 
She slid her lips to his tip and kissed it, leaving a silky strand of pre-cum as she pulled away. "Are you ready to try more?" She asked.
"What do you want me to do?" Paul asked. "You know I won't refuse you." 
"Is that true?" Brenda teased with a seductive smile. "Are you sure?" 
"I'm sure," Paul smiled back at her. 
"Okay," she said, moving off the bed and going to the closet. "But remember you said that," she called to him from the closet.
When she stepped from the closet Paul's eyes went wide. Protruding from the front of her strange black vinyl panties was a cock. It wasn't huge, but it wasn't small either. It looked to be about six inches long, flesh-toned and realistic looking, with a large tip and a veiny shaft. The fake phallus glistened with lube and it swayed from side to side as she walked over to the bed. 
"If you do this for me, I'll let you have whatever you want," Brenda said in a low husky voice. 
"Wha...uh...what is it you...uh...you want me to do?" Paul asked, afraid that he might already know the answer. 
"I want to fuck you, Paul," she said, crawling back onto the bed and moving between his legs. "I want to fuck your ass with this cock. I want you to submit to me." 





Chapter 3


"What?" Paul's eyes were wide as saucers. "Why would you want that?" 
"Because I want to know how it feels," Brenda admitted, looking down at his crotch as she moved in closer on her knees. "I want to see what you see, and be in control."
"And this is part of your thing?" Paul asked. "More of your rules?" 
"No, Sweetie," Brenda said, looking into his hazel brown eyes. "You've been wonderful, you've followed all my rules, I'm not going to change them as we go." 
"But you still want this," Paul said. "This is part of it in some way." 
"You are right about that," Brenda confirmed. "It is part of it. I want you to participate on my next date. I want you to be a part of it. But you need to understand your role." 
"And this is what you want?" Paul asked. 
"Yes," she breathed the word, reaching down and stroking his cock. "This is what I want." 
Paul let out a long low breath, his dick had begun to soften, but now it swelled again under her touch. He looked up into her eyes, glowing bright blue as she smiled down at him. He didn't say a word, he merely lifted his legs, letting them fold at the knee. 
Brenda pushed her pelvis forward, pressing the tip of her fake penis against his asshole. "Are you okay?" She asked. 
"Yes," Paul said, still looking into her eyes. 
She pushed forward and the tip of the dildo pushed inside of Paul's ass. She kept stroking him, kneading and tugging at his warm cock while she undulated her hips, sliding more and more of the toy inside him. 
"How does it feel?" Brenda asked. "Are you doing okay?" 
"It feels big," Paul groaned as she slid in a little further. 
"You're doing good," Brenda said, smiling down at him.
"How do you feel?" Paul asked, catching her by surprise with his question. 
"I don't know," Brenda confessed. "Powerful maybe?"
"Are you in control?" Paul asked, confusing her further. "Is this what you wanted?" 
"Yes," Brenda said, continuing to tug on him. "I think so." 
"Really?" Paul asked. "Like this? Or did you want it harder?"
"Harder," Brenda whispered her answer. 
"Then do it," Paul said. "Keep stroking me, but do what you want to do. Do it the way you want to." 
Brenda's smile widened, and her eyes narrowed. "Are you sure?" She asked. 
"Do it," Paul said.
Brenda pushed hard, sinking the silicone cock deep inside her husband's ass. She started to thrust, driving it into him forcefully as she jerked his dick.
Paul could feel intense pressure in his ass as she stroked the fake penis in and out of him. The feeling was strange and foreign, but with her hand wrapped around him, also tingly and good. He closed his eyes as his wife pounded his ass with the strap-on and tugged at his throbbing erection.
"Better?" Paul asked, in between breaths, trying to force himself to relax. "Is this how you wanted it?" 
"Yes," Brenda said, also breathing hard. "This is amazing. This is what I wanted." 
Paul reached his hand down, down to where he could feel her hips bucking against his, and around her ass cheek, feeling the back of her vinyl panty was open. Reaching as far down as he could, stretching, he was able to feel her pussy, the outer lips damp and soft. Brenda moaned at his touch as she continued to thrust the toy inside him. Paul bent his back, lifting slightly, and was able to push his fingertip inside her from behind as she pushed into him.
"That feels, so good, Baby," Brenda moaned. "This is what I want."
"This?" Paul asked, sliding the finger further inside. 
"Yes," Brenda sighed. "I want you on my next date. I want to fuck you while another man fucks me." 
"Get another toy," Paul said. 
"What?" Brenda asked, pausing her thrust mid-stroke. 
"You heard me," Paul said. "If that's what you want, we're going to have to practice. Get another toy and I'll hold it for you."
Brenda leaned forward over to the nightstand, accidentally driving the toy deep inside of Paul's ass. 
"Oh fuck," Paul groaned. 
"Sorry," she said, returning with the big black dildo they had used a few weeks ago. "Here you go," she handed it to him. 
She stayed in place, holding herself pushed up against him, the fake cock buried in his ass while he groped around behind her, trying to find the right spot. Brenda reached back with her hand, helping him guide the toy to her damp center. The big thick black dildo slid into her, and Paul managed to find a place where he could hold it by its fake balls as she settled onto it. She worked slowly, finding a rhythm that worked. Each push forward of her strap-on into Paul would pull her up off the fake cock inside of her, and each withdrawal from him would sink her onto the big black dick. 
"Like this?" Paul asked as she rocked back and forth. "Is this what you want?" 
"Yes," Brenda moaned. "Oh god, yes." 
Paul smiled at her and she continued to stroke him with her hand. "Tell me," Paul breathed up to her. "Tell me what you want." 
"I want to fuck you with this strap-on," Brenda said with a seductive rasp. "I want it in you while he's in me. While he fucks me. I want you to be my little submissive husband."
"Uh-huh," Paul groaned as she stroked him harder, both in her hand and with her dildo. 
The harder she fucked him, the farther she pulled out and pushed in, the harder she fucked herself on the thick toy he was grasping beneath her.
"And when he shoots his cum inside me," Brenda breathed to him. "I want you to suck his cock clean." 
"Is that right?" Paul asked, moaning as she jerked him, every stroke bringing him closer to his peak. 
"Yes," she hissed. "That's what I want. And when you cum, I'm going to make you eat that too." 
"Mmh," Paul moaned as she began to go even faster, slamming the fake penis into his ass and stroking him hard.
"Are you ready to practice?" She asked, leaning down to him.
"Yes," Paul whispered.
Reaching behind herself Brenda withdrew the dildo from her pussy, laying it on his abdomen. "I need you to cum, Baby. I need you to cum hard," she began to pound him.
"Oh fuck!" Paul cried out as her strokes increased, her hand a blur flashing up and down his length. "Goddamn!" 
Cum began to spurt from his tip, the first rope arcing high into the air between them and landing with a wet plop on his chest. Brenda quickly maneuvered him down, sending the rest of his jizz all over the fake cock on his abdomen. He kept cumming, sending spurt after spurt lacing onto the toy. 
"Good," Brenda cooed to him. "That's very good, Baby." 
She kept the strap-on in his ass as he recovered, breathing hard and fast. "Now open wide," she teased, lifting the other fake cock off his belly and directing it toward his mouth. 
"What?" Paul asked. 
"I told you," she said softly, positioning the dildo at his mouth. "I want you to clean his cock."
Paul looked into her glowing blue eyes and opened his mouth. Brenda pushed the cum coated phallus between his lips. 
"Suck it for me, Baby," she said. 
Paul let her stick the toy in his mouth, and he sucked and licked the jizz off the toy, tasting his salty slick cum and Brenda's pussy on the silicone shaft. 
"That's a good boy," she encouraged. "Suck that cum covered cock, Baby." 
She finally withdrew it from his mouth, inspecting it to make sure he had gotten all the evidence off the toy. She set it aside and moved down, leaning to Paul's wilting cock, taking it in her mouth and cleaning it as well, sucking and licking across his tip to make sure she got all of him. Then she moved up and licked the splatter of that first shot off his chest, taking it into her mouth and swallowing it. 
After they were done, Paul took the toys to the bathroom and washed them in the sink, using warm water and soap to clean them thoroughly, then he patted them dry with a towel before he put them away.  




Chapter 4


The rest of the weekend passed normally. Paul did a few yard chores and watched sports, while Brenda worked on her paintings. 
They hadn't had any further sexual contact, and she hadn't brought up her plans or made any further mention of it, but Paul was a little worried about her plans. It didn't seem to affect her work. She had been working like crazy on a new painting since their last encounter, and it was coming along wonderfully. She hadn't said if or when she intended to act on what she had said to him in the bedroom, but he couldn't help thinking about the last time they had play-acted something out in the bedroom. She had ended up performing every last bit of it, bringing to life every kinky detail they had discussed or acted out. 
Surely that wasn't her intention this time, was it? Did she intend to bring him in on the bedroom action with her lover or lovers? Was she going to use the toy again to have anal sex with him while a real man fucked her? Did she honestly expect him to suck the guy's dick afterward? Surely that had all been just fantasy and role-playing...wasn't it? Paul wanted to believe it was all part of the game but considering how she had performed last time, it was hard to pretend it was all just in her mind.
Paul had been trying to maintain the diet that Julie had laid out for him without being obvious, but he was concerned Brenda might be suspicious by Sunday morning. He did his usual ritual of driving to get her donuts, which he knew she loved and brought the box into the dining room late that morning. He opened the door to her art room to find her hard at work, adding shading to another portrait she had almost completed. 
"Gotcha donuts," he said from the doorway. 
"You're amazing," she said, turning away from her work. "I'll be right out." 
Paul turned and closed the door behind himself. He poured himself another cup of coffee, but he didn't add his usual sugar. He had been drinking it black for the last two weeks, and he was getting used to it. He knew donuts were not on the approved list that his trainer had laid out, so he took one out of the box, wrapped it up in a paper towel, and tossed it in the trash. By the time Brenda came out of the art room, he was sitting at the table, sipping his coffee and reading the news on his phone. 
"Thanks for getting these, Baby," Brenda said. "You know I love my donuts." 
"That's why I get them," Paul smiled at her. 
She went to the sink to wash her hands. "Aren't you having any?" She asked over her shoulder as she rinsed her hands under warm water in the sink.
"Already had one," Paul said, taking another drink from his mug. 
Brenda came to sit at the table with him, bringing her mug of coffee and opening the box of donuts. She could see that one was indeed missing as she selected one for herself, a nice warm cinnamon twist. 
"I like this one," she said, drawing it from the box. 
"Good choice," Paul smiled, looking up to see her take it out. 
"The only question is, the best way to eat it?" She said. 
"What?" Paul asked. 
"I mean, do you lick the cinnamon off like this?" She asked, sliding her tongue up the long donut in a very suggestive manner. "Or do you just take it all in like this?" She questioned, opening her mouth and sliding the long smooth donut in.
"Both ways look good to me," Paul smiled, feeling a stirring in his groin as she teased him. 
"Do you like me wrapping my lips around it and just sucking the cinnamon off?" She asked, demonstrating by inserting it into her mouth again. 
"Mmh," Paul moaned as his dick pitched a tent in his lounge pants. 
"I'm sorry, am I being a tease?" Brenda asked with a smile. 
"Little bit," Paul smiled back. 
"You know what?" Brenda said. "I don't think I want a cinnamon twist. I think I'd like a nice big glazed donut."  
She reached into the box and pulled out a glazed donut. 
"Those are good too," Paul said. 
"Indeed," Brenda agreed. "The only problem is that there's no way to hold them without getting your hands all sticky."
"Quite the dilemma," Paul played along. "But they're going to be sticky in your mouth anyway." 
"Oh, I don't mind that part at all," Brenda said softly, leaning in to put her lips near his ear. "I enjoy that part, having something sticky and warm in my mouth. I just don't want it on my fingers. If only there was some way to hold it. Some kind of rod or shaft that I could put it on to hold it for me." 
"Hmm," Paul hummed with a grin.
"Do you have anything like that?" Brenda asked, looking at him and batting her eyes. "Something I could put through the middle to hold it for me?" 
"I think I might," Paul said with a smile. 
"Let me see it," Brenda husked to him.
Paul stood and dropped his lounge pants halfway down his thighs, his erection springing forward, standing tall from all her flirting and innuendo.
"Perfect," she breathed, moving to her knees on the floor and sliding the donut over his cock. He was too big for the hole in the middle, and it ripped out to one side, but it stayed on him. 
"Have a seat," she said, looking up at him. "I want to try my new donut holder." 
Paul sat down with the pastry wrapped around the middle of his shaft, and Brenda moved her mouth to him, nibbling a little off the side of the donut as she looked up at him. 
"Is it working?" Paul asked, looking down at her. 
"I don't know," she said. "It's a little bit big. And how do you get to the other side of the donut?" She asked, dragging her lips across his swollen tip as she pretended to try to maneuver to the other side of the pastry. 
"Oh," Paul groaned as her lips grazed across him. 
"I'm sorry," Brenda whispered. "I didn't mean to do that." 
"Uh-huh," Paul said with a smile. "Sure you didn't." 
Brenda took another little nibble from the other side, still looking up into his eyes. 
"Tasty?" Paul asked. 
"It's good, but it could use some more glaze," Brenda said with a wicked wink. "Could you glaze it some more for me?" 
Paul leaned back and his eyes fluttered shut as she took him in her mouth, kneeling between his legs and sucking his donut-clad cock. Her lips reached all the way to the pastry at the bottom of her stroke, and then she would pull up, only keeping the tip in her mouth, teasing under his engorged head with her tongue before sliding back down. 
Paul moved his hands to her head, running his hands softly through her hair as she sucked his cock. She kept going, bringing him closer and closer to the edge, taking her time, and letting him enjoy the process. She kept going even as she felt his hands grip harder against her head. She enjoyed the slight pressure as he held her down, and she loved the way he felt spurting in her mouth. She closed her eyes and listened to his groans as he came, his seed flooding her mouth as she kept her lips wrapped around him. 
When he finished, she opened her mouth, letting all his jizz drip down onto the donut. 
"How was that?" She said, looking up into his eyes. 
"Wonderful," Paul said, looking back down into hers. "Is that enough glaze on your donut?" He asked, joking with her. 
"It's perfect now," Brenda said, leaning down and taking a cum coated bite of the donut, chewing and swallowing it, taking delight in Paul's wide-eyed stare.  




Chapter 5


Monday was another day back on the grind for Paul, but he was looking forward to another work-out at the gym with his trainer. He tried to concentrate on his work, but his mind kept drifting back to the events of the weekend. From the bizarre sex, the session he had experienced on Friday night, to the typical boring Saturday and ending up with the donut session on Sunday morning. Brenda hadn't mentioned anything else about their practice run on that Friday night, but he couldn't help but think she was doing that for a reason. He felt like it was much more than just fantasy to her.
"Hey, Bossman," Lane's voice was accompanied by a knock on the door to his office, snapping Paul from his thoughts about his wife. 
"What's up?" Paul said, trying to recover, and trying not to imagine seeing Lane from behind as he had fucked his wife a few weeks ago. 
"Are you okay?" Lane asked. "You looked like you were a million miles away there for a second. 
"Yeah," Paul said, brushing it off with a subtle wave of his hand. "I was just thinking about the weekend." 
"Right on," Lane said. "Anyway, a few of the guys are going to O'Malley's after work tonight? You down to have a couple of beers?" 
"That sounds good," Paul said. "But I'm going to the gym tonight." 
"I can appreciate that. Trying to build up those guns?" He smiled, flexing his powerful arms to demonstrate. 
"Not quite that big," Paul said. "But I'm working on it." 
"Well good for you, man," Lane said. "Gotta take care of you first," he added. 
"Yeah," Paul agreed. "Next time?" 
"Absolutely, Boss," Lane said, shooting him a finger gun before leaving his office. 
Paul watched him walking away, both liking him and hating him at the same time. Lane was always down to have a good time, a fun-loving charismatic guy with good looks and a great sense of humor. He was tall and handsome, his blonde hair always perfect, and his light blue eyes alight with fire. His clothes were well-tailored, accentuating his powerful build, and his shoes were always stylish and trendy. Paul realized he was jealous, and he realized his jealousy was caused by something Lane had no idea he even knew about.
He couldn't look at the man without imagining his head leaning back, standing in Paul's bedroom with Paul's wife kneeling in front of him, wrapping her lips around his thick cock and sucking it. When he saw Lane all he could see was the powerful muscles of his back flexing and contracting as he laid between his wife's legs, pushing her open with that same big dick, driving it into her over and over as she moaned. Paul shook his head to clear the cobwebs of memory, looking at his phone to check the time. 4:05. Close enough. He restarted his computer and grabbed his briefcase, shutting off the light as he walked out the door. 
When Paul walked through the door of the gym he instantly felt better. He wasn't thinking about his friend fucking his wife. He wasn't thinking about the stresses of work and his job. He wasn't thinking about anything other than what he needed to do and seeing Julie again. 
"Hey, Paul," her cheerful voice seemed to read his mind. "Back for more?" 
"Hey, Julie," Paul said, turning slightly to see his lithe blonde torturer. "What can I say? I guess I'm a glutton for punishment." 
"Let's get started," Julie said, smiling up at him. "Yoga in five." 
"I'll be there," he promised, signing in and then taking his gym bag to the changing room. 
Five minutes later Paul was on the mat with several others, listening to Julie as she called out the poses and movements of the art, following as best he could. 
"You're doing great, class," Julie called out, as she walked among them, correcting postures with a gentle touch, increasing stretches with slight pressure. "Okay class," she said. "Child's pose." 
Paul dropped his knees from plank, laying his hands flat on his mat he slid slowly back into child's pose, his haunches over his heels, leaning as far forward as he could, his arms outstretched. 
"You seem a little tight," Julie's voice came from just over his shoulder, and he flinched a little at her touch, just above his hips. 
"Sorry," he said. "Long weekend." 
"I can see that," Julie said. "You're carrying a lot of stress in your back." 
She pushed on his lower back, helping him get deeper into the pose. Paul couldn't deny he enjoyed her touch, the warmth of her small hands on him, pressing gently against him, helping him stretch even further. 
"Good," she whispered. "That's better." 
"Okay class," she said, standing back up. "Let's go back to plank." 
Paul and the rest of the students obeyed, moving back into a push-up position, trying to keep their backs arrow straight and holding themselves up with their arms straight down under their shoulders.
"And now let's move to warrior one," Julie called out the next pose. 
They ended the yoga session in the child's pose again, leaning back and cooling down with the stretch. After yoga Julie stayed with Paul, moving to free weights again. She didn't try to get him to max out this time. She put one-hundred and thirty pounds on the bar and she had him do repetitions, five sets of five, concentrating on keeping his form correct and his breathing regular as he pushed the weight. 
"Good," she would call out after each rep. "Nice," she said as he topped out at the end of his final set. 
Then they moved to squats, and again Julie did not overload the bar. She kept his weight at an easily repeatable number, and concentrated on reps, again making sure he completed each set the correct form. She didn't let him cheat, making him get low, parallel on each downward stroke before letting him back up. The weight wasn't bad, but by the end of his set, Paul could feel the bar digging into his shoulders and sweat beginning to form on his forehead. 
Julie also worked him through a set of curls and hang cleans before she let him move on to cardio. This time instead of running on the track, she put him on one of the exercise bikes, straddling the one next to him and riding with him for the entire thirty-minute session, talking with him in a completely normal tone of voice while Paul huffed and puffed trying to keep up with the bike and the conversation. 
"So, has your wife noticed anything yet?" Julie asked, pedaling along beside him. 
"No, I don't think so," Paul said. "If she has, she hasn't said anything about it." 
"Oh," Julie said. "That's kind of surprising. I can tell a difference, and it's only your third week." 
"Really?" Paul asked. 
"Yes," Julie said. "Mainly in your stamina, but also the musculature of your back."
"Yeah?" Paul asked again, still not convinced.
"Yeah," Julie confirmed. "And I'll bet you've dropped a waist size too. Since we started?" 
"Ha!" Paul said, breathing harder. "I haven't bought any new pants yet, but they do seem to be getting looser." 
"It will work, Paul," Julie said. "If you follow the program and understand you're not going to see crazy gains over a short span. You have to be in it for the long haul." 
"I'm not giving up," Paul said. "I'm going to keep showing up and putting in the work." 
"Good," Julie said. "I want to see you win. Don't buy any new pants yet. We're just getting started."
They both laughed, and when Paul left the gym that night he felt better about himself than he had in months. 




Chapter 6


Brenda had dinner ready for him again, and she had already set the table. 
"Hey, Sweetie, how was the gym?" She asked as he set down his bag and took a seat at the dining room table. 
"Pretty good," Paul said honestly. "Had a good workout." 
"Good," Brenda said. "Are you hungry?" 
"Starved," Paul admitted, his mouth watering as he looked at the table. 
She had baked ham and served it with steamed vegetables and scalloped potatoes. None of these items were forbidden from his list, so long as he didn't overdo it on the potatoes. He sat down and filled his plate, being very moderate with the potatoes, but digging in hard to the ham and veggies. 
"Wow, you are hungry," Brenda commented. "You must have worked up quite the appetite." 
"Mmh," Paul nodded, taking his first bite of ham. "How was your day? Do a lot of painting?" 
"A little," Brenda said. "But honestly, I spent most of my day setting things in motion." 
"Oh yeah?" Paul asked. "What for?" 
"For our date, silly," Brenda said. "I scheduled it for tomorrow so it wouldn't interfere with your gym night." 
"I see," Paul said, taking another bite of vegetables. He chewed and swallowed before speaking again. "Are we going to be ready that soon?" 
"From what I saw last Friday night," Brenda said, blushing slightly. "I'd say you're ready now." 
"Mmh," Paul said, chewing another bite. "So what all do you have planned." 
"It will be similar to last time," Brenda said, chewing a bite of her own. "But this time I want you to be involved." 
"Not just watching from the closet?" Paul asked, smiling at her. 
"No," she said. "This time I want you to watch from a chair in the room, and I want you to be handcuffed." 
"Is that right?" Paul asked, his eyebrows lifting at the news of restraints. 
"Yes," Brenda said. "But I want you to be involved too. I plan to have him so worked up that he's okay with anything, I've already texted him my plans." 
"Does he know?" Paul asked. "About me?" 
"Well, he does and he doesn't," Brenda said. "I told him I would have a participant in the room, someone we could play with." 
"I see," Paul said. "And does he know..."
"No," Brenda said. "That's why it's so important that you keep the disguise on the entire time. I didn't tell him you were my husband. I told him you would be out of town for the night." 
"Okay..." Paul said, taking a bite of potatoes as he waited for her to explain the rest. 
"I told him I had a plaything and that I wanted to peg you," Brenda said.
"Peg?" Paul asked. 
"Yes," Brenda said. "That's the proper term, or at least that's what I read, for when a woman fucks a man with a strap-on penis." 
"I see," Paul said, swallowing his potatoes. 
"Yes, I told him I wanted to peg you while he fucked me from behind," Brenda continued. "And that when he came, I wanted you to suck his cock clean." 
"Wow," Paul said. "You told him all that?" 
"Yes, and he agreed to all of it," Brenda said. "As long as your role is one of submissive, he is okay with it, and I want that too." 
"You do?" Paul asked. 
"Yes," she said, holding a bite of ham on her fork. "I want to fuck you with the strap-on, and I want to see you suck his cock when he's done."
"I see," Paul said, considering what she had said as she took her bite and chewed. "I guess I can do that for you. How bad could it be?"
"Mmh," Brenda said as she chewed the bite and swallowed. 
"I mean," Paul explained. "Worst case scenario, all I'll be tasting is a little bit of cum and your pussy." 
"Or my ass," Brenda said. "Whichever he wants." 
"You're going to let him fuck you in the ass while you're doing...that...to me?" Paul asked with wide eyes. 
"If he wants to," Brenda shrugged. "I intend to give him whatever he wants, but I need you to be with me on this. I need you to play along." 
Paul looked at a bite of potatoes on his fork, considering his options. What choice did he have? "I'll do it," he finally said, taking his bite. 
"Thank you, Paul," she said, smiling across the table at him. "This does mean the world to me, and it turns me on so much." 
Paul just nodded as he swallowed. 
"And after we're done," she said. "After he leaves, I'll give you anything you want. Anything." 
"Anything?" Jason asked, looking into her bright blue eyes. 
"Anything," she said back to him. "I'll let you fuck my ass, you can ravage my pussy, you can fuck my mouth. You can do whatever you want. You can fuck my ass and then cum all over my face, I don't care. There's nothing I will deny you." 
"Okay," Jason agreed. "I'll do it. But nothing about identity. No name, no Sweetie this or Honey that, nothing like that." 
"Okay," Brenda happily agreed. "You can pick a name, and we'll use that. What name do you want?" 
"Ricardo," Paul said, trilling his R and making her laugh. 
"That sounds good to me," Brenda said, still giggling about it. "We'll call you Ricardo." 
"Ricardo," Paul repeated, trilling the R even harder. "You have to say it like that." 
"Okay," she laughed. "Ricardo!" She enunciated, trilling the R as hard as she could, making Paul laugh too. 
"That's better," he said. "And I need to know who is coming, Is it one of the guys from the other night? Martin or...what was the other one's name?"
"Eric," Brenda said. "And no, it's not either of them." 
"Oh, okay," Paul said. "Did you have some other guy? Some different fellow you were planning to involve?" 
"No, silly," Brenda said. "The guy that's coming, the one that I want to fuck me is Lane." 




Chapter 7


Fucking Lane! Paul thought. Perfect. He was already having jealousy issues, trying to build his confidence and emulate the man. Now he would have to standby and watch, again, as Lane fucked his wife. Not only that, he was going to have to participate. Sure, he would be anonymous in his suit, but he would still be the submissive, handcuffed and getting pegged in the ass by Brenda's strap-on, while Lane did whatever he wanted with her. And to add insult to injury, she wanted him to suck his cock clean after he finished. 
Paul wasn't a huge fan of the idea when she'd first brought it up, but as long as it made her happy and it was some random stranger or one of the guys from the previous encounter. he thought he could be strong enough to bear it. For the first time since he'd started this journey with her, he thought he might not be able to do it. The thought of it, having to live through that jealousy, that humiliation, and then to end it with his nemesis' dick in his mouth...it was a lot to take. He could scarcely imagine taking that long thick cock, that had been inside every orifice Brenda had, in his mouth? Just the idea of it made him sick to his stomach. He felt like he was going to vomit. 
But he didn't puke. He didn't cry about it or pout. He made up his mind to make the best out of it, and he thought about the revenge he would take on her when Lane left. He was going to let her have it this time. He was determined to make it through the experience, if for no other reason than to fuck the shit out of Brenda immediately after. He tried to play out what naughty and mean thing he could do to her after Lane left. Then he wondered what would be left for him to do. What could he do to her that Lane wasn't already going to do? He fell asleep trying to think of something, anything that would be extreme enough to give her pause. 
He didn't have any great plan when the alarm went off Tuesday morning, so he took his shower and got dressed for work, hoping he'd have some time during the day to think it over. It was the only work day in recent memory that Paul had wished time would slow down. Every time he looked at the clock it seemed like it was farther ahead than it should be. Time was laughing at him, mocking him as it skipped by without a care in the world. 
"Hey Buddy," the knock at the door came again as Lane peeked in on him. "What's up?" 
"Nothing, Lane," Paul sighed. "What's up with you?" 
"Not much," Lane said. "Big plans tonight?" 
Paul could tell he was fishing for information, trying to affirm that he would be out of town tonight. Yeah, I'm going to dress up in a shiny black vinyl suit and let my wife do me in the ass with a big thick dildo while you fuck her, and after you shoot your cum inside her I'm going to suck your messy cock clean. Paul didn't say it, but the thought of it saying it out loud almost made him laugh.
"I do," Paul said with a strange smile. "I've got a card game with some friends across town. We usually play pretty late. Probably be a little slow getting here tomorrow."
"Mmh," Lane mumbled, nodding. 
"What do you have planned?" Paul said, hoping his face didn't give away how it felt to watch him squirm for an answer. 
"Nothing that fun," Lane said. "Probably just watch some TV, maybe go chase some tail." 
"Well, I could probably get you in the game if you wanted to play?" Paul took the conversation a step further, wanting to see him dodge the offer.
"Nah, it's rude to jump into an established game. I'm good man," Lane said coolly. 
"Alright then. Happy hunting," Paul said, knowing full well he already has his prey within his grasp. 
"Thanks," Lane said, leaving the office. "See you tomorrow." 
"Late tomorrow," Paul reminded him. 
"Sounds good, Boss," Lane said over his shoulder. 
The door to his office had barely shut when Paul's phone buzzed a text alert on his desk. He picked it up and looked at a message from Brenda. 
"Lane just confirmed tonight," she had written.
No shit, Paul thought. "That's good?" He sent.
"Very good!" Brenda sent back. "But we need a name for you." 
"My Ricardo name not good enough?" Paul replied with a question. 
"Your name is great, Baby. But we might not want to accidentally call it out in the middle of the action tonight," Brenda responded. 
"Carlos Danger," Paul sent back.
"Lol. Too perverted," she responded.
Paul had to chuckle at that one. "John?" He sent it back to her. 
"I like it," Brenda said. "Easy to remember, and easy to forget." 
"John it is," Paul sent back. "I'll see you soon. Need anything on the way home?" 
"Can you stop and get more lube?" Brenda asked with a winking emoji. 
"Sure, Baby," Paul replied. "I'll get you some." 
"It's not for me. Lol," she sent to him.
Fuck! Paul thought. "Okay," he replied. 
Paul arrived home carrying in a plastic bag from the local drug store, with a big container of lubricant inside. He took it out and handed it to her, trashing the bag and the receipt. 
"How much time do we have?" He asked. 
"He won't be here for an hour or so," Brenda said. "We have plenty of time. Are you hungry?" 
"No," Paul said. "I don't think I could eat even if I was hungry." 
"Nervous?" Brenda asked, rubbing her hand on his arm.
"Yeah," Paul said, not wanting to tell her that the idea of sucking another man's cock had his stomach in knots. 
"It'll be okay, Baby," she encouraged him, rubbing his shoulders. "I'm going to go get ready. You should take a shower and get dressed too." 
"Okay," Paul agreed, trudging up the stairs behind her. 
"It's going to be so much fun!" She giggled as she walked upstairs. 
An hour later they were ready. Her brilliant blue eyes sparkled and her radiant red hair was done up in a cute ponytail. She was wearing black thigh-high stockings and a black lace thong, matching that with a skimpy black bra. 
"Do I look okay?" She asked, doing a slow spin in front of Paul.
"You look amazing," he said softly. 
"Thanks, John," she said, winking at the use of his chosen fake name. "You look hot too." 
Paul was wearing his vinyl suit and mask. Every inch of his body was covered in shiny black material, except for his buttocks and his crotch in the chap-like pants.
"Are you ready?" Brenda's eyes danced with excitement. 
"Yes," Paul said. 
"Okay, hands," she instructed. 
Paul dutifully placed his hands out in front of himself, close together at the wrist. 
"Not in front, silly," Brenda said, getting the shiny nickel handcuffs from the nightstand. "Behind your back." 
"Really?" Paul asked. 
"Yes," she said, taking one of his arms and moving it behind him. 
He reached back with his other arm and allowed Brenda to clasp the cuffs closed on his wrists. 
"Now sit down over there," she instructed, pointing to a chair in the corner of the room with a good view of the bed. 
Paul settled uncomfortably into the chair and scooted back. As soon as he was in place, almost as if on cue, the doorbell rang and Brenda squealed with excitement. 





Chapter 8


When Brenda escorted Lane into the bedroom, Paul could see through the eye ports in the mask that her lipstick was a little smeared. He could feel his cock twitch and stir, and he wondered what was wrong with him that caused such a sight to turn him on. 
"Lane, this is John," Brenda said. "He's going to be our fuck toy tonight." 
"Is that so?" Lane asked, reaching out a hand.  
Paul couldn't shake the man's hand, so he just nodded slightly in response.
"He's handcuffed," Brenda informed him. "He can't shake your hand." 
"Doesn't he speak?" Lane asked, laughing a little as he withdrew his hand. 
"No," Brenda said. "He's not here for that."
"What's he here for then?" Lane asked. 
"He's here to watch, mainly," Brenda explained. "And to do whatever I say." 
"Whatever you say?" Lane asked with his eyebrows raised. 
"Mmh-hmm," Brenda said. "Would you like a demonstration?" 
"Sure," Lane said, starting to smile. 
Brenda slipped her thong down her thighs and moved in front of Paul, she unzipped the mouth opening on his mask and then turned her back on him to face Lane. "John, lick my ass," she instructed as she bent over in front of him.
Paul leaned forward with his tongue out and licked his wife, right down the middle of her ass crack, tonguing her asshole as he did. 
"Mmh," Brenda moaned. "That's nice. Thank you, John." 
Paul leaned back in his seat. 
"That's crazy," Lane said. "You're really into this kinky stuff, huh?" 
"Yes I am," Brenda said. "But don't worry, he won't hurt anyone." 
"And he just does whatever you say?" Lane asked. 
"Yep," Brenda nodded. 
"Crazy," Lane repeated. "But you're so sexy that I don't give a shit," he added, moving to her and wrapping his arms around her, pulling her close and kissing her hard on the mouth, their tongues dancing as they kissed. 
"Mmh," Brenda moaned, breaking off the kiss. "That was nice, but I want to suck your cock," she said softly. 
"Oh, okay," Lane agreed with a smile, unbuckling his jeans and letting his pants drop to the floor, heeling off his shoes and stepping out of all of it, naked from the waist down. 
"Turn this way," Brenda said. "John likes to watch." 
"Fine by me," Lane agreed happily as Brenda dropped to her knees in front of him and took his semi-erect cock in her mouth. 
Paul watched the action again, his cock growing painfully hard, stretching his skin taut and smooth as he watched his wife sucking Lane's dick. He could see her soft lips wrapped around his swelling shaft, and from this proximity, he could see her tongue sliding along the underside of his tip. He could watch as her delicate hands moved to him, one gently squeezing his impressive sack and the other wrapping firmly around the base of his penis. He could see Lane running his hands through her hair, pressing her face onto him, forcing more and more of himself into her mouth. She seemed to love his aggression, opening her mouth even wider, letting him as far as he could go into her throat. Paul had a close-up view of Lane fucking his wife's face. 
"That feels so fucking good," Lane moaned as she sucked him. "You have such a sweet little mouth." 
"Mmh," Brenda moaned around his shaft, continuing to deep throat him. 
"Are you ready for me?" Lane asked. "Do you want me to eat you and make you cum?" 
"Yes," Brenda whispered, pulling her mouth off him. 
Lane reached down and wrapped his arms around her, showing off his strength by pulling her up off her feet. He carried her to the bed and plopped her down, shoving her back until she was lying down and then grasping her legs at the knee and pushing them up out of the way. He went to his knees on the floor, her pussy exposed near the edge of the bed and right at face level. He dove in with gusto, licking her hard, driving his tongue inside of her. He flicked his tongue against her clit and she squealed with pleasure as he used brought his fingers into play. 
Brenda moaned and thrashed as he fingered her, slipping two digits in her pussy and sliding his pinky in her ass. Brenda gasped as his fingers bottomed out and she groaned as he began sawing them in and out of her as he licked her button, rapidly bringing her to the edge of a climax. 
Paul could tell from his spot in the chair that she was about to cum. The way she was twisting and pushing her hips, driving her sex against his mouth and hand, the way her breathing was becoming ragged and rapid, these were the indicators.  She was on the verge of a huge orgasm. Handcuffed behind his back and confined to his chair, Paul could only watch as his former friend brought his wife off. 
"Oh, God! Oh Shit! Holy Fuck!" Brenda cried out, cursing as she reached her peak, cumming hard against Lane's hand and face. 
"Are you okay?" Lane asked, smiling up at her from between her legs. 
"I'm good," Brenda said, catching her breath. "I'm so good. That was incredible!" 
"Yeah?" Lane asked. 
"Yes," Brenda confirmed. "But I'm all soaked now. Should we make John lick it up?" 
"Hell yeah we should," Lane agreed. 
"John," Brenda called out to Paul. "Come over here and clean up my pussy." 
Paul stood awkwardly to his feet and staggered over to the side of the bed. He dropped to one knee and then both, kneeling between her legs. 
"Lick me clean," Brenda demanded, lifting enough to unzip the mouth on his mask before lying back down. 
Paul leaned in and licked her creamy pussy, tasting the aftermath of her orgasm on his tongue.  
"Get my ass too," Brenda added, tilting back even farther. "He may want to fuck it later." 
Paul dutifully licked her asshole, running his tongue all over the puckered flesh and slipping it inside. 
"That's good," Brenda said. "Good job, John." 
"Are you ready for my cock?" Lane asked Brenda, standing to the side, waiting for Paul to move out of the way.
"I am," Brenda said. "Are you ready to fuck me?" 
"So ready," Lane said, looking down at his rock-hard erection. "But should we have him make sure it's still nice and wet for you?" He asked with a wicked grin.
"I think we should," Brenda agreed. "John, be a dear and suck Lane's cock." 
Paul looked through the eye ports of the mask, seeing Brenda stare down at him between her legs. He could tell by the look in her eyes that she was serious. He looked to his side, Lane's cock was bobbing just inches from his face, looming there just outside his mask. The mask had silken covers on the eye ports, but it was easy enough to see out of. He could see the swollen purple head of Lane's big dick. He could see the veins standing out under the skin. He could see his sack, hairy and hanging heavily below his swollen shaft. 
Paul looked back to Brenda and saw her nod to him. He turned back to Lane, closed his eyes, and opened his mouth. 




Chapter 9


He didn't exactly lean into the job, instead, Lane shoved his cock in his mouth. Paul could feel Lane's hand pressed against the back of his vinyl mask, forcing more and more of his dick into his mouth. He tried to avoid gagging by closing his lips around the thick shaft and applying suction. Paul had no real idea what he was doing, so he mimicked what Brenda did, running his tongue under the tip as Lane thrust his dick into his mouth. 
"He's pretty good at this," Lane laughed as he held Paul's head in his hand and fucked his mouth. 
"Is he?" Brenda asked. "See if he's any good at sucking your balls." 
"Ooh," Lane said. "Good idea!" 
He withdrew his big thick cock from Paul's mouth and reached under it, pushing his shaft aside he moved his sack towards his mouth. Paul shuddered to himself, but he opened his mouth and licked Lane's hairy bag. He sucked a nut into his mouth, running his tongue carefully under it, tasting his salty skin, and inhaling his musky scent. 
"Suck the other one too," Lane said. "Don't leave me hanging."
Paul looked up at his nemesis and took his other ball into his mouth, sucking on it. 
"Not bad," Lane said. "Not as good as Brenda, but not bad at all," he complimented, withdrawing his balls. "Now suck my cock deep, get it all nice and wet for her."
Paul took Lane's thick cock back in his mouth and sucked it more, letting him into his throat as far as he could without gagging, making sure to get a thick coat of saliva on his engorged penis.
"Good job," Lane said. "I think I'm ready now." 
Paul stood up cautiously, finding the simple chore much more difficult while cuffed behind his back and wearing a vinyl suit. He took a step back to allow Lane between his wife's legs and looked back to find his chair again. 
"Oh no, John," Brenda said. "Don't bother with the chair. Just kneel there and watch him fuck me."
Paul knew she couldn't see his eyes through the gossamer eye-port covers, but if she could have, she would have seen daggers within them. But he kneeled again, right next to them as Lane inserted himself in her pussy. 
"Fuck, that feels good," Brenda sighed as Lane pressed into her. "So fucking big." 
Lane grabbed her ankles and moved them up high, giving himself more access to pound her pussy. He began to thrust hard, his hips slapping against her ass with each stroke. Brenda began to moan and writhe as he slammed inside of her over and over. Her hands went to Lane's ass cheeks, pulling him in even deeper. He released her ankles and grabbed her breasts, one in each hand as he pummeled her with long hard strokes, pulling her onto him. 
Paul hated that it turned him on so much, seeing her like this. He hated how hard his cock was, drooling pre cum and throbbing. And with his hands tied behind him, he couldn't even make a move to cover himself if he wanted to. He hated how good Brenda looked. How she practically glowed with energy, holding her silky smooth legs high in the air and moaning while Lane piled into her. She looked so sexy with her pretty pink pussy pushed open and a big cock wedged inside of her. Her eyes were alight with fire and her skin seemed to glisten. 
Paul was close enough to smell her, and he couldn't help but hear her. The soft moans as Lane pushed to the bottom of his strokes and the gasping little inhaling sound she made as he pulled back filled the room. And then there was the wet sound of her soaking pussy on every thrust and the slap of Lane's hips against her bottom. Even if he closed his eyes, Paul could not have escaped the reality of what was happening. As if to confirm his concerns, Brenda groaned out loud, cumming again, and this time Paul was close enough to see the clenching of her pussy as she spasmed on Lane's dick.
"I'm getting close," Lane said, slowing his strokes as he tried to delay his climax. "Where do you want it?" 
"Anywhere you want, Sweetie," Brenda was still catching her breath. 
"Anywhere?" Lane asked with a smile. 
"Absolutely anywhere," Brenda assured him. 
"Can I cum in John's mouth?" Lane asked. 
"Is that what you want?" Brenda asked. 
"Yes," Lane said. 
Paul was shaking with anger, but what could he do at this point? If he refused to play their cruel game, Brenda could give up his identity, and he'd be completely screwed at work. He'd already had the guy's dick in his mouth, and as a matter of detail, he'd already tasted him once before - that he knew of - after she'd had him a few weeks ago. Paul didn't want to do it, but he knew he didn't have a choice at this point. 
"Then do it," Brenda said. "Fuck me hard and then shoot your jizz right into our fuck toy's dirty little mouth."
That seemed to be all the encouragement Lane needed. He bucked his hips against her again, driving fast and deep, and after a few seconds, he withdrew his glistening cock. Paul opened his mouth and felt the strange sensation again as the swollen tip pushed past his lips. He steeled himself against what was about to happen, but he was still not ready. Both of Lane's hands went to the back of his head, creating strong pressure to take him deeper. And then cum started spurting into his mouth, lacing across his tongue, splattering off the roof of his mouth, and dashing against the back of his throat. It just kept coming, shot after shot of jizz squirting into his mouth as Lane unloaded his over-burdened balls.
Paul had his eyes closed, but he could hear Brenda's laugh as Lane pulled his cock free. 
"Now swallow all that yummy cum, John," she instructed. 
Paul turned his head to look her in the eyes and swallowed Lane's jizz. 
"Good boy!" She said, clapping her hands. "You did such a good job that I'm going to give you a reward." 
Paul said nothing. 
"I'm going to get my strap-on, and I'm going to fuck you in the ass with it," she explained. "Would that make you happy?" 
Paul didn't say anything. He simply nodded his head. 
"Now this I've got to see!" Lane said, stepping back from between them.




Chapter 10


The room was hot and sultry, and it smelled like sex. The vinyl suit was stifling and Paul was beginning to sweat underneath it. He had his legs spread, leaning over the bed with his head down on the mattress and his hands still cuffed behind his back.  He couldn't see Brenda behind him but he could feel her there. The subtle kick to his instep, telling him to spread his feet farther apart, and the ominous feel of the lubed silicone cock sliding menacingly between his butt cheeks. 
"Are you ready for me, big boy?" Brenda teased from behind him. 
Of course, Paul said nothing. 
"I'm going to take that as a yes," Brenda said, pushing the tip of the fake phallus against his anus. "Make room for daddy!" She said, thrusting forward. 
Paul fought the urge to cry out as the silicone toy penetrated his ass. 
"I'm sorry, was that too rough?" She asked, patting him on his bottom. 
Paul remained silent. 
"I'm going to take that as a no," she said wickedly, pushing her hips forward, driving it even further up Paul's ass. 
Paul was beginning to wonder if she was trying to get him to say something, trying to get him to give himself away. 
"Take it all, John!" She yelled, burying the entire length in Paul's ass. "Take it all you dirty boy!" She cried as she began to thrust wildly. 
Paul felt like he was going to pass out. The pressure and pain were intense at first, but he was breathing deeply, forcing his body to relax as she drove the silicone cock in and out of his ass. She was getting into it, grabbing the chain between his cuffs at his back, pulling herself in deeper as she fucked him with the strap-on. Paul wished she would have been a little more gentle. He wished she would slow down a little bit. And most of all, he wished he wasn't still rock hard.
"You're being kind of rough there, aren't you?" Lane asked her. 
"Don't dish it out if you can't take it," she said to Lane over her shoulder.
"Oh, so you think you could take it?" Lane asked her. 
She looked over her shoulder at him and shrugged. "You wanna find out?" She asked. 
Lane snatched the lube off the bed and began to quickly spread it on his resurging cock. He moved right behind her, pressing his cock between the straps of her vinyl panty/device holder, pushing his tip against her puckered rosebud. 
"Still pretty confident?" He asked her softly.
Brenda didn't answer him, but she reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them wide to give him easy access. That was all the answer he needed. Lane pushed his cock inside her asshole. 
"Oh fuck that's big," Brenda gushed out the words as he pressed inside of her tightest opening. 
"You feel so fucking good," Lane hissed. "So hot and tight." 
"Mmh," Brenda moaned as he pushed in further. "Fuck me," she called over her shoulder. "Fuck me hard." 
Lane grabbed her hips and pulled her even further onto his cock, opening her completely. He began to thrust hard, sliding in and out of her easily with the aide of the lubricant. He closed his eyes and sighed, enjoying the heat and pressure encompassing his cock as he fucked her in the ass. Lane started driving hard, using long and deep strokes to ply her ass open as he pounded into her. 
Lane did not realize his thrusts were being transcribed across all three bodies, each slap of his hips against Brenda's butt cheeks driving his cock deep into her tight ass, but also pushing the toy farther and deeper into Paul. 
Paul could feel Brenda's hands on him again, and he knew she was getting fucked hard because she was gripping his ass hard, digging her fingers in painfully as she grasped him to hold on for her pounding. 
Brenda didn't realize how hard it was getting for Paul. She didn't want to hurt him, but she was enjoying herself far too much to call it off. She secretly loved the feel of anal sex, the taboo naughtiness of it, the pressure and heat of a warm cock deep in her ass, and the ultimate nasty thrill of a man spilling his seed in that barren passage. She did understand the harder Lane slammed inside of her, the harder she was driving inside of Paul, but the feeling was too powerful to stop. Too raw and too sexy, and she was very close to going over the edge. 
When Lane did make her cum it was a gusher. She could feel her juices dripping down her legs around the vinyl constraints of her device holder as she continued to be hammered from behind. She could feel her legs grow weak and shaky as Lane's powerful strokes continued to be translated into Paul. She became the helpless and limp middleman in the transaction, both giving and receiving a thorough ass fucking.
Lane was harder than he could ever remember being. He never would have thought he would be the type of man to be excited by something like this, but it was certainly doing the trick. This woman, his friend's wife was a hot little firecracker, and she liked it dirty. He didn't know who her fuck toy was, but he was so turned on by the things she did that he didn't care. He wondered, as he mercilessly pounded her creamy white ass if Paul had any idea what a hot little sexpot she was. He also wondered if Paul had any idea on what he was missing out on tonight, while he was somewhere across town playing cards with his friends.
Paul was praying it would be over soon. Not to save him any pain, he'd already stretched enough to accommodate Brenda's silicone cock, but to save him embarrassment. If it went on much longer he was afraid he was going to cum. The driving action of Lane behind Brenda was being transferred to him, rubbing him against the soft comforter of their bed. And being cuffed, he couldn't use his hands to push himself up to avoid the friction, and that heat added with the kinky anal play going on was about to bring him over the edge. 
He kept thinking of the gym, of workouts, weight lifting, running, anything other than the immense pressure in his anus or the soft friction of the bed beneath him. He was about to give up, thinking he couldn't hold out for another minute when he heard Lane's loud grunting and groaning from behind him. He knew it was over, or very close to over, and that gave him the strength to hold on.
Brenda could feel every inch of Lane. She could feel the tight grip of his hands on her hips as he held her tight against him. She could feel the tickle of the hair on his belly as he pressed his abdomen against her ass. And most of all she could feel his heavy and thick cock deep in her ass, twitching and jerking as he came inside of her. She could also feel the vague warmth of his cum shooting into her rectum, and she sighed contentedly at the sound of his growls and grunts. When he withdrew from her she withdrew from Paul, her silicone penis glistening in the bedroom light. She stepped out of the device holder and let it all fall to the floor. 
"Are you okay, John?" She asked, rubbing Paul's back. 
He lifted his head enough to look over to her and nodded.
"Good," she said. "Now slide off that bed and clean Lane's cock." 
Paul let himself slide backward off the bed, catching himself on his knees. He made half a turn and Lane met him there, his cock shiny with lube and smeared with cum. 
"Go ahead," Brenda encouraged. "Take that big dick in your mouth and clean it off." 
Paul looked up at her and then at Lane's dick. He reluctantly opened his mouth and Lane leaned in, grabbing his head again and forcing him down. Paul sucked the warm cock that had just been in his wife's ass, tasting the saline slick remains of lube and the salty tang of cum on his tongue as he cleaned his former friend's dick with his mouth. Lane finally released his head and Paul withdrew, slumped against the side of the bed, still on his knees. 
"You were a good boy," Brenda said, patting him on the head. "But you're not quite done yet." 
Paul lifted his head and looked at her. 
"Clean me too," she demanded, turning her rear towards his face, leaning down, and arching her back to push her tail toward his mouth. 
Paul didn't hesitate. He leaned forward and licked her asshole. He licked up the cum drooling from it and swallowed that too. He continued until she finally pulled away, satisfied that he had cleaned her messy anus sufficiently.   




Chapter 11


While Brenda took Lane downstairs to walk him out, Paul wished he could take the mask off his face. He was stifling hot and sweaty, and even if he had a bottle of water, he wouldn't have been able to drink it. But he wished he had something, anything to wash away the aftertaste of cum in his mouth. He was furious with Brenda. The talking, the teasing, trying to get him to speak, and all the embarrassing dirty things she'd made him do. His pride was gone, his manliness was out the window, humiliation and defeat were all he felt. Well, to be honest, he also felt a sore ass. But most aggravating of all, the insult to his injured pride, was his stupid penis, still sticking almost straight up and throbbing hard.
Brenda came back into the room to find him sitting on the bed, leaning against the pillows. She could tell by the look on his face that he was pissed, but she could also tell by his bulging erection that she might be able to soothe him some. She was glad she had brought a bottle of beer from the fridge, and she quickly uncuffed him and handed it to him. He jerked it away from her with one hand and yanked his mask off with the other, putting the bottle to his lips he drained half the contents in one drink. 
Paul took off the vinyl suit and left it on the floor. He crawled into bed, pulling the comforter up over himself. Then he grabbed the bottle of beer and finished it off with another big swig. She cautiously moved to the other side and crawled up in bed next to him. 
"I'm sorry," she said, carefully putting a hand on his chest. "I went too far." 
Paul looked at her for a few seconds before responding. "I can't do that again," he finally said. 
"I know," Brenda agreed. "It got out of hand, and I was so turned on that I couldn't stop. I'm sorry I hurt you." 
"I don't care about that part," Paul said. "Don't you get it? I have to work with that guy. I have to go into the office tomorrow and pretend like I was at a card game all night and that none of that happened. I'm going to have to look at that man in a meeting or something and pretend I don't know what it feels like when he shoots cum in my mouth. Don't you see how humiliating this is for me?"
"Paul," Brenda began. "I told you when you caught me..."
"I don't care about that!" Anger burned in his words, making them charred and jagged. "I know about your rules. I know I agreed to it. But if you're going to fuck him again, I don't want to be a part of it." 
Brenda thought carefully about her next words. "You're right," she said. "You've already gone so far, you've agreed to so much. This was over the line. I'm sorry. I wanted it to be hot and make you horny. I didn't mean to hurt you." 
"You got it plenty hot," Paul said. "And it did turn me on....obviously!" Paul motioned to the tented-up blanket over his crotch. "And I'm not saying you can't do stuff or that I won't help you or play along or whatever. I'm just saying that if it has to be Lane, I can't be here for that." 
"Okay," Brenda said. "I understand. You're right. It's too much to ask." 
"You're goddamned right it is," Paul said, still angry, but cooling slightly. 
"Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?" Brenda asked. "Or is there anything you would like to do to me?" 
Paul looked over at her. Despite his anger, despite all the humiliation he had endured that night, she was still beautiful. She was still sexy and provocative and sweet. She was still his wife and he still loved her. He still wanted her. 
"I don't know if you can make it up to me, but put your mouth on my cock and try," Paul said, trying to maintain a stern look, but cracking a little at the corners of his mouth.
Brenda flipped the covers back on the bed and revealed his swollen cock. She scooted down in bed, putting herself in a better position, and she began by licking up from his balls to the very tip of his cock, staring into his eyes as she ran her tongue all around the engorged head of his dick. Then she parted her lips and took him into her mouth, never breaking eye contact as she sucked him. She bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper at the bottom and twisting her tongue under his sensitive glans at the top.
Paul reached down to her, putting his hands in her hair, twining his fingers through her dark red locks. With her hair in his hands, he began to force her downward and buck his hips up, fucking her mouth. 
Brenda moaned in response, and the rougher Paul got the more she seemed to like it. He was already near his limit, too much action had already happened for him to have any hope of holding off. Paul gripped her hair tightly and held her down as he let go, spurting cum into her mouth in several strong pulses as he grunted and groaned out his orgasm. Brenda tried to pull up, but Paul held her down. 
"You're not going anywhere," he said to her. "Swallow my cum and keep sucking." 
Brenda's eyes went wide as she stared into his, but she followed his orders, swallowing the load he had shot into her mouth and continuing to suck his cock. 
"That's right, baby," Paul hissed. "Keep me nice and hard because I'm going to fuck the shit out of you." 
Brenda redoubled her efforts breaking out every trick she had in the book for sucking cock, squeezing his base, licking his tip, sucking his balls, anything she could think of to keep his spent dick from going soft. After a few moments, her efforts began to pay off. His wilting shaft began to stiffen again in her mouth, and she sucked him hard, bringing him from an orgasm back to fully hard in just minutes.
"That's good," Paul said. "You did a good job. Now crawl up on it and ride me." 
Brenda let his hard-on pop free from her mouth and she moved forward, straddling his hips with her legs and sinking herself onto his resurgent erection. 
"Mmh," she moaned as she engulfed him. 
Paul closed his eyes as he felt her wet warmth encasing his cock, and his hands went to her hips as she began to grind, slowly riding his dick with smooth undulating movements of her pelvis. He began to lift to meet her downward thrusts, sinking himself deeply inside her at the bottom of her strokes. 
"How's your ass?" Paul asked. 
"A little sore," Brenda admitted. "How's yours?"
"Sore," Paul conceded. 
"Do you want it?" Brenda asked as she continued the rhythmic lifting and falling onto his engorged dick. "Do you want my ass?" 
"No," Paul said. "But I do want you to turn around so I can see it." 
Brenda lifted herself off him and carefully turned around in a reverse cowgirl position. With her back to him, she settled back onto his cock, feeling him slide into her soft folds again. Paul grabbed her ass when she started riding again, holding her creamy white cheeks apart as she slid up and down his pole. He admired her sexy backside as she worked his dick, enjoying the sight of her gorgeous glutes as she rode him. He slid a thumb inside her asshole and she groaned in response to his invasion. 
"Are you okay?" He asked. 
"Yes," She whimpered, riding him a little faster. 
"Are you going to cum?" 
"I want to," she said softly. 
"Can you handle more?" 
"Yes," she hissed the word. 
Paul reached into the nightstand as she straddled him and withdrew the smaller of the two toys she had purchased. It was still plenty big, and Paul thought it would do nicely. He slid the toy down, placing the tip of the silicone cock against her anus as she lifted her body. 
"Slide down," Paul said. 
As Brenda began to slide her pussy down Paul's dick the artificial penis he was holding pressed into her ass. She continued to drop, settling finally on his hips, with both cocks wedged into her holes. 
"Good?" Paul asked.
"Mmh-hmm," she moaned, lifting slightly again. 
"Lean forward," Paul instructed. 
Brenda obeyed, leaning slightly forward towards his feet.  Paul began to thrust the dildo in and out of her ass as she moaned out. 
"Still good?" He asked as he fucked her ass with the silicone dick. 
"God yes!" Brenda cried out. "Faster!" 
Paul accommodated her, slamming the toy in and out of her ass as hard and fast as he could. She pushed herself back against him, feeling the unique pleasure of being filled in both orifices at the same time. She began to pant as both cocks penetrated her and in a very short time she reached her peak.
"I'm cumming!" She cried out as her orgasm overtook her. 
Paul shoved the fake penis as far up her ass as he could, and her pussy spasming around his cock brought about his orgasm as well. He held the toy pressed deep in her ass as his cock twitched and jerked in her pussy, blasting out his second orgasm of the night deep within her. They both held still, Brenda leaning forward on her arms and Paul leaning his head back against the pillow as they recovered from their climaxes.  
"Was that good?" He asked her, carefully withdrawing the toy from her ass and placing it on the nightstand.
"That was amazing," she said. 
"Slide your ass up here," Paul said. "Let's clean each other up." 
Brenda wiggle walked on her knees backward until her rump was in his face and her mouth was over his crotch. She lowered her head to his cock and her hips to his face.
Paul licked her cum filled pussy while she sucked his cum covered cock. They cleaned each other with their mouths, lovingly licking and kissing each other's sex. 
Finally, they separated, and after catching their breath they showered together. They washed and scrubbed each other's bodies under the warm water, and then dried off and went back to bed, lying close together and cuddling as they fell asleep.  




Chapter 12


Three days later, Brenda finished her newest painting. It was a wonderful piece, depicting a Munch-Esque figure pulling apart the bars of a cell or cage and squeezing through the opening. The background was perfect, depicting a night sky. The shading and illumination of the stars and moon were fantastic, and the expression on the human-like figure's face was haunting. She was very proud of her work, and she was even more proud when she placed it on the art auction site and it sold for almost twelve thousand dollars, only two days after she had listed it. She finally had enough money for her dream vacation!
In his office that same day, tracking her auction online, Paul smiled to himself. He could imagine how happy Brenda would be when he got home from work. He could picture her now, jumping for joy and excitement, dying to share the news with him. Paul received an email telling him he had won the auction - under an assumed name of course - and giving him a copy of his invoice. He used his credit card to pay the invoice online and the auction site emailed him a receipt. 
He wasn't just buying the portrait to make his wife happy. He loved the piece, and something about it spoke to him on some level he could not quite define. He'd had to battle hard with several other interested buyers, but he'd finally won out. Her work was doing well enough without his help, but he wanted this one for himself. 
At home, Brenda clapped her hands with glee as she watched the auction close. It was the highest amount any of her paintings had ever brought, and she was so happy that her art was finally paying off and making real money. She walked into the art room and put a drop cloth over the work, making sure it didn't get any dust or contaminants on it before she could deliver it to the shipping company the next day. She didn't know where it would be going, but she was happy to have the sale. 
While she waited for Paul to get home from work she cruised several vacation sites, looking for the best value on a European cruise...   




The Wife 5: Working It Out







Chapter 1


"Are you okay, Paul?" Julie's brow furrowed as she asked.
"I'm fine," Paul said, setting the bar back on the hooks at the top of his last press. "Why?" 
"You seemed kind of tight in yoga, and now you're pushing weight like you're mad at it," Julie said. "Remember what I said about working with the weight, not against it."
"I know," Paul said, catching his breath from his set. "You're right. I'm sorry." 
"You're kicking ass," Julie said. "You're repping almost your max from two weeks ago, and you're making amazing gains...but it's becoming apparent that you're pushing something other than just the weight."
"I am," Paul said. 
"Want to talk about it?" Julie asked. 
"I wouldn't know where to start," Paul admitted. "It's a lot. And it's not something I want to share with the gym." He waved his arm to indicate the people working out around them. 
"I do have an office, you know?" Julie said. "Come with me." 
Paul sat up on the bench and then got to his feet. Julie didn't wait, she turned and started walking, forcing Paul to hurry to keep up. She walked through one of the halls and entered a door off the passageway. She waited as he entered her office and closed the door behind them. 
"Take a seat," she swept her arm to two padded chairs opposite her desk. 
Paul sat down in the closest one, admiring her neat and orderly desk. On top of her desk, all that she had was a calendar blotter, a laptop computer, a small pad of paper, and one ink pen. 
"Nice desk," he said. 
"Thanks," Julie said, sitting in the office chair behind the desk. "Most of my co-workers think it's kind of Spartan, but I don't do clutter."
"Good policy," Paul agreed.
"So?" Julie asked. "Spill it. What's going on?" 
"It's hard to talk about," Paul began. 
"I get that, Paul," Julie said. "But I don't like clutter in my conversation either. Whatever is fucking up your head is fucking up your workout too. And that's getting into my time, and I take my role seriously. I'm not going to allow you to bring whatever outside bullshit you have into our workouts. So let's talk it out and work it out, or you can get another trainer." 
"Damn," Paul said, a little stunned by her abruptness. "Okay. After this, you'll probably want me to get another trainer anyway, but here it is. As you know, I've been trying to get in better shape to get my wife's attention."
"You've said as much," Julie said. "Continue." 
Paul hesitated, trying to decide if this was the best possible choice. She would probably want nothing to do with him if he told her the truth. If he gave her the real story, this was likely to be the last time they talked. He hated the idea of that, but he had a sneaking suspicion that if he lied she would know it. He made up his mind to tell her the truth.
"I've been trying to get her attention because we have what you might call an open marriage, and she's been dating other men. Bigger, stronger men, with larger...muscles. She was doing it before I knew about it, but when I caught her she didn't try to deny it or apologize for it. She told me it was what drove her art, and that she was going to keep doing it. She laid down an ultimatum. If it was more than I could stand, she would leave, no questions asked. Or I could stay, and she would let me participate." 
Julie's eyes widened, but she didn't say anything at first, letting the information sink in. "So by dating...you mean..."
"Fucking," Paul said plainly. "She fucks other men. And sometimes she involves me, either by letting me watch...or doing other things...participating." 
"Got it," Julie said, feeling her cheeks flush with embarrassment, having more questions but not daring to ask.
"Anyway," Paul carried on. "She is an artist, and she's been having success with her work, which she believes is related to these dates. So I have not discouraged her from them because I want her to do well. She has been saving the profits from selling her art, and she told me she was saving up for a vacation."
"Okay," Julie said, feeling herself fall - against her will - into his story, wanting more details. 
"And I thought that was a good thing, we could both use a break from our regular grind. She wanted to go to Europe, and she was waiting to sell her last painting to have enough money to pay for the trip. So I was watching the auction - she sells them online - and I ended up buying the painting. It wasn't a pity purchase or anything like that. I had to compete against other buyers, and they are serious art people." 
"That was sweet of you," Julie said, trying to bring something nice into what felt like the beginning of a dark story.
"You think so?" Something edgy and sharp was just under the surface of his words, and Julie could see a glint in his eye before he continued. "But, I did like the piece and I ended up winning the auction." 
"How much?" Julie asked. 
"Twelve thousand...give or take," Paul said waving his hand as if it was no big deal and looking down, not seeing Julie's eyes pop open at the amount. "Anyway, it was all anonymous, she doesn't know I bought it, but I'm thinking she's going to be excited about having the funds for the vacation she wants. And to be honest, I was excited about it too. So I get home that night..."
"What night?" Julie asked. 
"Two weeks ago," Paul said. 
"Two weeks ago today?"
"Yes," Paul confirmed.
"That makes sense," Julie said, referring to her calendar blotter. "Your numbers were phenomenal that night."
"Right," Paul verified. "So when I left here, I went straight home, and when I got there, she was crazy excited. She was talking fast and using a lot of hand gestures, and I could tell she was charged up about the sale and finally being able to take the vacation. She was talking about a cruise and getting her passport and all the clothes she needed to buy." 
"That follows," Julie waved her hand for him to keep going. "I'm not seeing the problem here, Paul." The smile he gave her in return was hollow.
"I asked her if she had decided where we were going," Paul explained. "And that's when she covered her mouth and said she was so sorry. She didn't mean to mislead me, but she intended to go on the trip with one of her dates...one of her other lovers, and not me." 
Julie didn't intend to say it, but it came out in a low whisper. "Holy shit." 
"Yeah," Paul shrugged. He could tell by the look on her face that she was in a state of shock. "So...do I need to start looking for another trainer now, or...?"
Julie didn't say anything right away. She stared at him, thinking carefully about her next words. 
"Do you want a different trainer, Paul?"
"No," he answered truthfully. "But I assumed after I told you this...well, I assume you probably don't want to know most of your clients quite this well."
"Most of the time, Paul, you'd be one-hundred percent right," Julie confirmed. "But tell me something. In this, what did you call it? An open marriage?"
Paul nodded the affirmative.
"In this open marriage, who are you seeing?" 
"I don't understand," Paul said. "What do you mean?" 
"Well, it follows that if you have an open marriage, you both have other partners..." Julie shrugged. "What other women are you seeing?" 
"Oh, I get it," Paul said. "No, that's not how it works. I mean that's not how it works for us anyway. I'm not seeing anyone else." 
"Paul," Julie said, trying to be slow and deliberate with her words. "Have you ever considered that she's in an open marriage, and you're...well...you're not." 
Paul thought about what she had said before replying. "I can see that's how it may look from the outside." 
"If she's the only one seeing other people, that's not what it looks like, Paul," she said softly. "That's what it is." 
"You're right," Paul finally said, hanging his head. "I'm sorry. I know you're not here to be my shrink or whatever, I didn't mean to put this on you," he apologized.
"I asked," Julie shrugged. "And you told me. The only question I've got left is what are you going to do about it?" 
"What can I do," Paul asked. 
"Well, it's painfully obvious that it's fucking up your routine," Julie said. "And I don't see very many options for you from this point forward."
"I know," Paul agreed. 
"You could confront her on this. Put your foot down. Let her know that you're not willing to be second place, or..."
"But she's already said she would leave if I did that," Paul interrupted. 
"Yes, I know," Julie said. "You explained that."
"Or what?" 
"What?" Julie asked.
"Before I interrupted you, you said something about not willing to be second place, or..."
"Or you can find somebody else to fuck too," Julie said plainly.
The words struck Paul like a slap in the face. He hadn't even considered that as an option. He and Brenda had never discussed the possibility of it going the other way.
"Tell you what, Paul," Julie said. "Go home. We're out of time for tonight anyway. Think it over and come back here Wednesday and let me know what you've decided."
Paul nodded his agreement. "I can do that." 
"Good," Julie said. "Because I'm not going to have it fucking up another one of your sessions. You're not paying these kinds of prices to half-ass these workouts."  
"You're right," he agreed. 
"So come back on Wednesday," she said, standing up and moving to the door. "Come in here ready to do work, and let me know what you have decided. Because you can't improve the physical aspect of this if your mind is all twisted up."
Paul nodded again. 
"I'm serious, Paul," Julie said. "Tell me what you decided, or find another trainer. I'm not going to be able to help you if you won't help yourself." 
"Okay," Paul agreed, standing up and moving to the door. He stepped out into the hall, but he turned before she shut the door. "Julie?"   
"Yes?" She asked. 
"Thank you," Paul said quietly. 
"You're welcome, Paul," Julie said. "I hope to see you Wednesday." 
The door snicked softly shut, and Paul turned to walk down the hallway to the showers.
Julie leaned her back against the door and took a deep breath. The story she had just heard was indeed a lot. He hadn't been lying about that. The soft knock on the door almost made her jump out of her skin. She took another deep breath, pausing to exhale slowly, and then opened the door. 
"I almost forgot," Paul said with a guilty smile, holding out a hundred-dollar bill. "Your tip."  
She looked into his eyes for a moment, searching, but not finding what she was looking for. "Thanks," she said quietly, taking the folded bill from his hand. 




Chapter 2


"Hey, Sweetie!" Brenda called out when he came in the door from the garage. "How was the gym?" 
"It was good," Paul said, not sure he was ready to start an in-depth discussion of what he had talked about with his trainer. 
"I made dinner," she said cheerfully, showing him to the preparations she had on the table. 
"Thanks, Babe," Paul said. "It looks wonderful." 
When they had finished dinner she was helping Paul clean the table and do the dishes. 
"So," she started. "Are you going to be okay here while I'm gone?" Brenda asked. 
"Yeah," Paul said. "I'll be okay."
"Are you sure?" Brenda asked, looking at him.
"I'm sure," Paul said. "I've got plenty on my plate at work and I've got the gym." 
"And it's almost baseball season," Brenda said. "So you'll probably have some pre-season games on TV." 
"That's true," Paul agreed, trying to think of the last time he had watched sports or even read any sports-related news. 
"Are you still mad about the trip?" Brenda asked the question softly. Cautiously. 
Paul didn't say anything immediately, thinking about his answer, considering how deep he wanted to let this conversation go. 
"You do understand, right?" Brenda asked. "I mean, I know it's selfish and I know you're hurt, but it's about my art. It's about becoming the artist I want to be." 
"I understand," Paul said. "I mean, I'm trying to understand. I'm not going to pretend it doesn't sting." 
"I know," Brenda said. "But I was hoping to take out some of the sting for you tonight. If you'd like?" 
"Oh yeah?" Paul asked, finishing the last dish.
"Yeah," Brenda said, drying her hands on the kitchen towel. "I know you showered before you left the gym tonight, but I was hoping you'd go upstairs and take another one. With me." 
"I think I can do that," Paul smiled. 
"Good," Brenda said. "I don't want to do anything the night before we leave, and I'm leaving on Wednesday, so I was hoping we could spend some time together tonight." 
"That sounds good to me," Paul said. "Go on up and get started. I'll be there shortly." 
"Okay," Brenda agreed, lifting on her toes to kiss his cheek. "See you there." 
He watched her walk away as he leaned against the kitchen counter. He was angry with himself for not having the guts to bring up his true feelings about her leaving on a trip with another man. He was angry with her for introducing sex as her way of keeping him from saying how he felt about her vacation. And above both of those issues, he was angry with himself because he wanted her, and he knew it would work exactly as she had planned. He had been clenching the kitchen towel in his hands as he thought it over, but he tossed it into the sink and walked up the stairs. 
Brenda was under the water, Paul could see her through the steamy glass of the shower door. He watched the outline of her body as she moved under the warm spray. He wanted to be angry with her. He wanted to yank the door open and tell her he didn't want her to go, or more accurately, that he wanted to be the one to go with her. He wanted to be mad at her, but he slipped out of his clothes instead. He joined her under the warm water, and her smile melted the icy shell he'd been trying to keep around his heart. 
She lifted on her toes and kissed him on the mouth, her lips soft and her tongue electric. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her body tightly as he kissed her back, his mouth pressing hard against hers. Paul could feel his cock swelling as she pulled away from the kiss, staring into his eyes and not saying a word. She sank to her knees under the flowing water, putting her face at his midsection. She leaned forward and took his hard cock in her mouth and looked back up at him. She began to suck his dick, sealing her lips around his shaft and sliding her tongue under his engorged tip, never breaking eye contact.  
Paul could feel the frustration leaving his body. She was pulling it from him, sucking his anger out of him with her lovely and talented mouth. He made up his mind. If he couldn't talk her out of this, if he couldn't explain to her how he felt about her, he was going to show her. He was going to give her what she wanted, what she always seemed to like from her other lovers. He reached his hands down to her head, slipping his fingers through her wet red hair and using it to grip her head. He used his grasp to force himself further into her mouth and he could feel her letting him. She opened wider, giving him her mouth, letting him take control. He heard her moan as he began to buck his hips slightly, fucking her face. 
She began to try even harder, letting more and more of him into her mouth, opening herself and feeling him slide into her throat. She was taking him deeper than she ever had, and she moaned again as he bottomed out, her nose pressed against his abdomen as she took him completely inside. She was doing it! She was finally deep-throating! She was thrilled with the accomplishment, the feeling of being able to use her mouth to take a man completely down to his base. She felt amazing, and even in the warm spray raining down on her, she could feel her pussy getting wet. She looked up at Paul, smiling down at her as he thrust himself into her mouth over and over, and she let him. She let him fuck her mouth as hard as he wanted to. 
"I want to taste you now," he said, withdrawing his engorged cock from her mouth. 
Brenda got to her feet and he turned her, pushing her forward until she had to put her hands out to stop herself, leaning against the shower wall with the spray hitting her lower back. She felt Paul's hand pushing down on her under the streams of water, forcing her to arch her back and push her bottom out. When he went to his knees behind her, with his face so close to her backside, she could feel his warm breath on her. Then she felt the scruff of his stubble against her, and then she felt his tongue, sliding up inside her sex. Brenda pressed her eyes closed as he began to lick her, his mouth on her pussy and licking her all over. She moaned as he stuffed his tongue into her damp opening again, and she sighed as he lifted his head, dragging his tongue roughly across the puckered skin of her anus. When he returned to her pussy and began to flick his tongue across her aroused button, she knew she was close. She could feel her orgasm coming like a thunderstorm coming across an open plain. 
Paul concentrated on her clit, licking and sucking at her fleshy nub, flittering his tongue across it as he brought her to the very edge of climax. He could feel her pushing back against him, and when he felt her reach a hand back, grasping his hair and pulling his face against her sex, he knew he had her on the ropes. She was going to cum and he was going to lick up every last drop. 
The thunderstorm arrived with a fury. The thunder was her pulse, pounding in her ears. The lightning was the flash of electricity that emanated from her aroused bud, streaking throughout her body to her extremities, and the rain was her juices, dripping from her pussy as she shook and shivered. She could feel Paul still at work, licking her and sucking at her slit, drinking her as she flooded his mouth. 
After cleaning her up, Paul stood up and inserted himself in her from behind, sinking deeply into her moist center. 
"Oh fuck," Brenda sighed, pushing her ass against his pelvis as he bottomed out within her. 
Paul grasped her hips and began to fuck her. Using long smooth strokes he drove as deep as he could inside of her over and over again. Brenda could do nothing but moan and gasp, pushing back against him as he thrust forward into her, opening her with each stroke. She bit her lower lip as he fucked her, trying in vain to withhold her little noises of pleasure, thinking that if she could manage that, she may be able to keep from having another orgasm. Paul kept going, his long steady thrusts bringing her closer and closer as he kept his pace the same. He could tell by the way she went silent that she was standing on the precipice again. He started going faster, harder, pressing himself savagely inside of her on every stroke, hearing the satisfying slap of his hips against her ass at the bottom of his thrusts.  
"Fuuuuck," she finally moaned out, cumming again. She could feel herself spasm against him, her pussy clutching and gripping at his shaft as he finally held still, holding there, buried inside of her while she went through her throes. 
Paul smiled as he felt her contractions, feeling her dampness dripping down his balls as he stayed deep inside of her. He held himself there, waiting for her to recover. He slowly withdrew as her breathing returned to normal, but he was far from done with her. 
Brenda felt his swollen tip pressing against her asshole, and her eyes went wide as she realized he was going to do it, but she offered no resistance. She felt him push forward, and she felt her anus stretch against his girth. She felt him opening her, his swollen head defying her limits as it slipped past her tight sphincter, and then his hard shaft sliding inside of her, filling her. Her eyes fluttered and then pressed shut as he began to move, stroking in and out of her tightest hole. The wonderfully naughty feeling raced through her as he began to fuck her ass for real. 
Paul fucked her ass hard, slamming himself into her over and over, gripping her hip with his left hand, but sliding his right hand up her back. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled firmly, lifting her head and hearing her satisfied moan as he did. He held her like that, pulling her hair and grabbing at her as he began to pound his cock inside of her, hearing the wet sound of their fucking as he slammed inside of her ass over and over. Brenda was gasping and panting, moaning and crying out as he pummeled her dark passage with his swollen cock. He relaxed his grip enough to let her turn and look at him over her shoulder and he could see the desire and pleasure in her eyes as he penetrated her. 
That was all he needed. He jerked her hair again, pulling her head back, her neck taut as he gave her all he had. He'd never fucked her so hard in his life, not even on their honeymoon. He was driving deep inside her ass, giving her every inch on every stroke, sometimes pulling completely out to see her anus gaped open and then shoving himself roughly back in. The sounds of her moans and groans as she came again while he fucked her asshole resonated in the shower, and on the final stroke he held himself deep within her, as far as he could go. He finally felt the tingle of his sweet release approaching, and he leaned his head back and closed his eyes as he shot his cum deep inside her. He could feel the unbelievable heat encasing him as he went through the spasms, his dick jerking with each blast as he spurted over and over within her stretched dark hole.




Chapter 3


Paul was distracted all day at work on Tuesday. He'd gone over in his mind a hundred times the conversation he needed to have with his wife, but he couldn't bring himself to speak the words. Last night after their hot and steamy shower, he had planned to bring it up. But when they got to bed she had sucked his dick until he was hard again, and then she had fucked him again, riding him to her fourth orgasm and his second. He'd given her all he had, fucking and sucking, licking and kissing every inch of her. But it didn't seem to change her mind at all. After all that, they had both fallen asleep, and she was still out cold, snoring hard this morning when he had left for work. He'd kissed her on the forehead and whispered goodbye but then he left for work.  
Tonight would be his last chance before she was supposed to leave on Wednesday. And even if he could change her mind, he didn't know if he wanted to. Would the hurt he caused her be worth it? Would it change anything if she knew how he truly felt about her vacation? All he could do at this point, so late in the game, was squash her excitement about the trip, and he wasn't certain he was ready for that. If his efforts last night weren't enough to make her question her decisions, he didn't know what he could say that would change anything. 
He sleepwalked through his day, and even after lunch he couldn't concentrate on the quarterly report he was trying to correct for the accounting department. He had thought of texting or calling Brenda, but it wasn't the kind of conversation one could have over the phone. He was struggling when he heard a knock on his door. Looking up he saw Lane standing there in the doorway. 
"Hey Lane," Paul said. "What's up?" 
"Nothing much," Lane said. "I haven't heard anything from you lately. How have you been?" 
"I've been alright, Lane. How about you?" Paul asked. 
"Good, I've been good," Lane said. "Are you going to the pre-season game this year?" 
Paul knew he was referring to the box seats his company held for the local professional baseball team, but he'd been so occupied with the news of his wife leaving on her vacation that he hadn't even thought about it. The company gave all the managers two tickets to every game. Paul had received his weeks ago, but he had put them in a desk drawer and forgotten all about them.
"Uh, no, I don't think so," Paul said. "You?" 
"I'd like to," Lane said. 
Paul realized at that point his co-worker was fishing for tickets. But, he also realized that if he was fishing for tickets to the game, he wasn't the man Brenda planned on taking on her trip. He had been concerned, especially following their freaky get-together with him a few weeks ago, that Lane had been the anonymous man she had invited to accompany her on the vacation. It was a small consolation, but at least she hadn't planned a romantic trip for two with the co-worker he had to see in the office every single day of his life. 
"Would you like my tickets, Lane?" Paul asked, feeling slightly better about things as he pulled his complimentary tickets out of his desk drawer.
"Oh man, are you sure?" Lane asked. "That'd be fantastic!" 
"Yeah, man," Paul said, handing over the pair of tickets. "Knock yourself out." 
"Thanks, man, I appreciate that!" Lane said, accepting the offered tickets. "There's this girl I've been wanting to take. She's super into baseball, and having box seats will impress her." 
"Well, I hope it helps seal the deal for you," Paul smiled. 
"Me too," Lane grinned. "Hey, by the way, are you still playing cards with your group?" 
"Probably not this month," Paul said, understanding that his co-worker was fishing for the information again. "One of our members is going to be gone on vacation." 
"I see," Lane said. "Well, maybe next month?" 
"Maybe so," Paul said as Lane moved towards the door. 
"Thanks again, Paul," Lane said, waving the tickets. 
"No worries," Paul said. "Enjoy the game." 
Something about seeing Lane had reinforced his desire to talk to Brenda. Maybe it was the overly confident way he had asked about the card game - Paul's excuse the last time Lane had fucked his wife - that made him decide to finally let her know how he felt. Maybe it was jealousy or some leftover anger about what had happened the night the three of them had gotten together. Of course, Lane still didn't know that the man in the vinyl suit was Paul. He still thought it was just one of Brenda's random sex boys,  brought in to heighten their experience together. 
Whatever it was, it had done the trick, and whether it hurt her feelings or not, Paul was determined to let Brenda know how he felt before she left for her trip. He drove home from work with determination in his gut and hope in his heart. He may not be able to sway her from her plans, but he was going to let her know how he truly felt before she left him for ten days. When he arrived at his house he parked in the garage and went into the house on a mission. 
"Brenda?" He called out, not finding her in the kitchen or the living room downstairs. 
He bounded up the stairs, determined to find her and have this conversation, no matter how hard it might be for him. He found the bedroom empty as well, but there was a single rose on his perfectly made bed and a note with his name on it. He could see his hand trembling as he reached for the note and carefully unfolded it. He let out a breath he didn't realize he'd been holding as he read her words.
"My Dearest Paul,
You've been so great about everything. You were so wonderful to let me have this life, to explore where my art has taken me.
I hope you can forgive me for not being here. I was afraid you would try, and might even succeed, in talking me out of taking my trip. 
Last night was wonderful. It was amazing. You were wonderful. I was afraid, from how hard you tried last night, that you were trying to keep me from going.
I didn't trust myself enough to be here when you got home. I'm spending the night at a hotel, and I'll be leaving in the morning. 
I put several casseroles in the freezer if you get hungry. All you have to do is warm them up in the oven. 
I know your feelings are hurt that I planned this trip with someone else, but I promise I will come back to you. 
This isn't about you, it's about me, and finding my muse for my art. 
I know it isn't easy, and I understand if you're angry. 
Please know that I love you and I always will.
I'll send you pictures and texts of my trip, and we can talk about it all you want when I get home.
Love,
Brenda."
Paul sat on the edge of the bed and let out a heavy sigh. It was too late. He'd waited too long to tell her how he really felt, and now she was gone. He wasn't going to get the chance to talk her out of it. He wasn't going to have the opportunity to change her mind. That ship had sailed. Metaphorically for tonight, and for real by tomorrow. He didn't know what to do. He wanted to scream, he wanted to cry, he wanted to hurt something. 
Instead, he went down the stairs and had a beer. Then he had another. Then he ordered a pizza, and when that arrived he ate more than half of it and had two more beers. He decided to call Brenda, to let her know he was going to miss her, to beg her not to go, to plead with her to come home, but it went straight to voicemail. She had anticipated that. He decided a text might work. He typed and erased several messages, finally throwing his phone down on the coffee table in frustration. He wasn't going to change her mind. She was determined. More determined than he was, and he knew it. He grabbed another beer and twisted the top off, then he grabbed another slice of pizza, knowing none of this was on Julie's approved diet list, but - at least for tonight - he didn't give a damn.
Julie, he thought of her. He wished he hadn't spilled his guts to her. He hated that he had shown her his weakness, and admitted his pain to her. If he could have just kept that bottled up inside, maybe he wouldn't feel so awful right now. After all, it was his talk with her that had pushed him to try to do something to make her stay. It was her, yet another woman, giving him another ultimatum, that pushed him to this point. He was angry, and she was an easy target for him to vent his anger on. He made up his mind to walk into that gym tomorrow and give her a piece of his mind. 
When he finally went to bed, angry and alone after a few more beers, he closed his eyes. He tried not to think of what he'd be missing while she was on her trip. He tried not to think about some stranger with his cock in his wife's mouth. He tried not to imagine her taking it from behind. But when he closed his eyes, he could see her bent over in front of him, posing and sexy in yoga pants, her blonde hair falling down her back...blonde? When she looked over her shoulder at him it was Julie's eyes he saw smiling back at him. Julie? Why was he thinking of her? He tried to push her out of his mind, he would deal with her tomorrow. He fell asleep still angry, still alone, and just a little bit horny. That night he dreamed about her, and he awoke in the morning with a raging case of morning wood. 




Chapter 4


Paul was on autopilot for Wednesday. He was getting quite a bit done, but he wasn't actively thinking about the things he did. He signed what he needed to and reviewed what pages needed reviewing, but mainly he was a zombie. Going about his daily routine without a thought or care as to what he was accomplishing. His main thoughts were on the gym later that day, and what he was going to say to Julie when he got there. He had prepared several statements in his mind, an exercise he found useful in his work as well, a back and forth of the imagined conversation between them. He tried to account for the variables, the ways she would try to change his mind or make him feel like he was the one at fault. 
Late that afternoon, he received a text from Brenda. It was a photograph, a selfie of her and another man standing at the railing of a cruise ship. He recognized the man immediately. It was Martin, the African-American man she had invited into their bedroom to be her lover on a previous occasion. 
"We're officially underway!" The text read. 
Paul thought of many replies, most of them too angry or hurtful, but he finally decided on one and sent it. It was short sweet but honest. 
"Miss you already," he wrote back instead. 
"Miss you too, Baby," she sent back. 
He let it go at that, setting his phone down and getting back to work. Near the end of the day, he was finishing up the quarterly report, putting on the final touches, and then saving the document to his computer. Several hours later, when he was about to close it down for the day, he got another text message. This time it was a picture, and the image was explicit. It was taken in her room aboard the vessel, he guessed, and it was another photo of his wife. But this time her eyes were closed and her mouth was wrapped around Martin's big black cock. The message that accompanied the picture was from him, not her. 
"Thanks for letting her go," Martin wrote. "I'll keep a close eye on her." 
Paul's face went red with embarrassment and then turned purple with rage. He wanted to send back something hateful, something mean and spiteful, but he didn't.
"Thanks" was all he returned in the message.
"She looks good sucking my cock, doesn't she?" Martin wrote back.
"She's amazing," Paul responded. 
"She wanted you to have something you could jerk off to tonight," Martin said. "I'll send more later." 
"Can't wait," Paul replied, wishing sarcasm had a special font. 
He stuffed his phone in his pocket and shut off his computer. He turned off the light in his office and took his briefcase with him as he left the room, walking toward the elevators. When he reached the ground floor he stepped out and walked out of the lobby towards his car. He was standing at the door, ready to open it and get in when he got another notification on his phone. He pulled it out of his pocket and swiped it to see the message. 
This time it was taken from behind and Brenda was looking over her shoulder staring at the camera. Her pretty blue eyes were sparkling and her fabulous red hair cascaded down her back. The next picture was a close-up, looking down between her creamy white ass cheeks, with Martin's large cock easily visible, wedged inside of her pretty pink pussy from behind. 
Paul swiped away the picture, turned his phone to silent, and got in his car, driving straight to the gym. 
He parked haphazardly in the lot, yanked his gym bag out of the rear seat, and then slammed the door shut. He stormed into the gym, hoping he would find her in the front, but Julie was nowhere to be seen. Paul went to the change room and got on his workout clothes and then walked to the yoga room, happy to see he was the first one in, and hoping to corner her before the rest of the class arrived. But as more and more students started to show up with their mats and their water bottles, he realized he wasn't going to get the opportunity. 
Julie finally did show up, exactly on time at 5:30, when the entire class was assembled. 
"Okay class, I hope you showed up ready to put in work. Let's go to plank," she called out the pose. 
The class dropped into the push-up position, and Paul made sure he performed the pose perfectly. His hands were squarely under his shoulders, his back straight as an arrow and his feet pointed straight down, flexing at the toes.
"Hold that and don't forget to breathe," Julie reminded them. "Hold it as long as you can. When you can't hold it, drop one knee, but don't quit!"
She made them hold the pose for a long time, with several students dropping a knee to support their weight. Only Paul and two or three others stayed put, taut in their poses, refusing to bend. 
"Nice job, ladies and gentlemen," Julie complimented the class. "Good job, Tyler. Nice work, Adrian. Excellent form, Paul. Very nice."
Paul was still angry, but he loved that she recognized the standouts in the class, calling on them by name. And he could not deny that he liked the compliment. 
"Okay, let's come to our feet and salute the sun," Julie walked them through another pose, and then another, and then another. 
Paul was focusing his anger now, perfecting every pose, concentrating on his breathing and his form. But he noticed at every change of position he felt less and less angry with her. He could feel his rage seeping out as he went through the poses, his misery escaping like the hot breath from his burning lungs as he held positions and poses longer and more firmly than he ever had. 
"Excellent work tonight, class," Julie called out to them. "I'm seeing some real improvement here." 
At the end of the class session, Julie put them all in the child's pose, letting them stretch out and relax, reminding them again to breathe and concentrate on form. 
Julie walked behind him while he was in the pose, her hands were on his shoulders and then slid down to push on his lower back just above his buttocks. She pressed down firmly, helping him get deeper into the stretch. Then she slowly slid them back up, gently massaging his shoulders for a brief moment. 
"Okay class," she called out to the room. "That's a wrap for tonight. Don't forget to take your mats and I'll see you all back here on Friday. Good job, tonight!"
The students began to roll up their mats and file out of the room. Paul took his time, purposefully lingering to wait for her. He realized it didn't matter, she was scheduled to be with him in the weight room in five minutes, but he wanted to talk to her. When most of the class had filed out, he finally took his opportunity. 
"I need to speak with you," he said quietly. 
"I know," she replied simply. "Let's go knock out our weights lesson first." 
Paul didn't know what to say to that, so he turned on his heel and walked out. 
He put his yoga mat back in his locker and then went to the weight room to wait for her, but she was already there. She was on the bench, lying back flat and pushing the bar, which combined with the weights hanging, was one-hundred and twenty pounds. Paul watched as she smoothly executed five perfect repetitions of the exercise, the weights clanging softly at the top of every press. He admired her form, both in the method of completing the exercise and in the curves of her body. He watched the arch of her back as she pressed steadily upward, driving her legs into the floor with her hips. He watched the steady rise and fall of her breasts as she exhaled on the way up with the bar and inhaled on the way down. And he couldn't help but stare at the sexy V formed between her legs and the way her tight yoga pants outlined her mound and the slight cleft in the middle. He could feel his cock beginning to swell as he stared.
"Are you ready for this?" Julie asked. 
Paul felt the heat creeping into his flushed face as his eyes darted up to meet hers and he realized she had caught him looking. 
"Yeah," he mumbled, averting his eyes. "Sorry. Do you want me to rep that weight or put on more?"
"How much can you push?" Julie asked. "You seem like you're wanting to push hard today." 
"Hmm," Paul mumbled.
"Let's put another twenty-five on," she suggested.
"Okay," Paul agreed, reaching down for a ten and a two-and-a-half pound weight.  
"No, Paul," Julie said, reaching to his forearm and gripping it just above the wrist. "I meant we should put another twenty-five on each side."
"Oh, okay," he said. "Are we trying for a new max' tonight?" 
"Do you want to?" Julie asked, hefting a twenty-five-pound disc onto her side of the bar. 
"Sure," Paul said. 
"Then grab another ten," she said, pointing to the other weight on the floor. "That'll put us right at one-ninety." 
Paul grabbed the ten-pound weight and slid it onto the bar behind the twenty-five, locking them down with the sprung weight collar as Julie did the same to the other side of the bar. 
"There you go," she said, securing the collar on her side. "One-ninety." 
"That's more than I weigh," Paul said, staring down the weight. 
"So what?" Julie said. "You just stood there and watched me do the same, five times in a row." 
Paul didn't dare ask her weight, but he knew it was true. She had one-twenty counting the bar, and she most certainly didn't weigh that much. 
He shrugged and took his place on the bench, moving under the bar and testing his reach, making sure he was in a perfect position. Julie moved over him, standing near his head, her pelvis inches from his face as she positioned herself to spot his attempt. Paul looked up to the bar, trying not to think about the fact that her pussy was right above his face, close enough that he could lean his head back and lick it...if she weren't wearing yoga pants, and he was brave enough to try. He stared down the bar instead, thinking about pushing the weight, trying to follow her instructions, picturing himself clearing it, topping out with his elbows locked at the end of a successful push. He flexed his hands on the bar and took deep breaths, readying himself for the push. 
"You've got this, Paul," Julie said. "I believe in you." 
Paul began to inhale as he pushed the bar off the hooks, continuing to draw air deep into his lungs as he let the bar fall. As soon as he felt it touch his chest he began to push upward, planting his feet firmly on the floor and driving up with his hips, through his back, into his shoulders, and pushing as hard as he could with his arms. Halfway up the stroke, he knew he was going to clear. He was going to do it. He was about to set a new personal best. 
"Yes!" Julie cheered. "Yes, Paul, push!" 
He felt his elbows lock out as he blew out the last of his breath, completing the exercise. 
"Can you do it again?" Julie asked, her hands under the bar but not touching it, ready to help if he dropped it.
"I don't know," Paul said. "I can try." 
He let the bar fall again, inhaling on the drop and starting to exhale as he felt it touching his chest. He drove hard with his shoulders, but he felt himself start to fail out. His left arm began to shake at the halfway point, and he could feel a tremble in his shoulder. He wasn't going to make it two in a row. Julie, ever watchful, had seen it before it happened and moved into action. She stepped forward just as he began to drop the bar and grabbed it firmly with both hands. 
By her forward steps she was now straddling Paul's face, and squatting slightly to grab the bar pushed her directly onto his mouth. It took every bit of resistance he could muster not to try to stick his tongue in her cleft, as she pushed down with her hips, helping him lift the bar and setting it safely back on the pegs. 
"Are you okay?" She asked, stepping back. "I'm so sorry," she said, her hands covering her mouth.
"I'm fine," Paul said with a wry grin.
"I had to move there to grab the bar," she explained, her face turning beet red. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to...I wasn't trying to..."
"Plant your pussy on my face?" Paul asked, smiling as she turned an even deeper shade of red.  
"Oh my god," Julie said, dying of embarrassment. 
"Julie, it's fine," Paul assured her. "I didn't mind it one bit." 
She quickly decided that was enough of the bench press for the night, and they moved on to other exercises.




Chapter 5


"Are you ready to talk now?" Paul asked thirty minutes later when they had finished with weights, wrapping up with a set of preacher curls. 
"After cardio," Julie said. "Let's go run the track tonight." 
"Okay," Paul agreed, wiping his face with the towel. 
The track was a giant oval on a second-floor balcony that encircled the entire building. It was all indoors, with windows all around the outside and a rail on the inside where you could look down onto the open floor of the gym itself. The track was made of a pliable rubbery material that offered excellent grip and reduced stress for ankles and feet. Paul and Julie both tightened their shoelaces and did a few light stretches before setting off. One full circuit of the track was the equivalent of one-tenth of a mile. They started to make ten laps at a nice steady pace, but Julie kept pushing the pace, trying to get him to go faster and faster until they were on their fifteenth lap and Paul began to lag. 
His breath was burning and his lungs were on fire. His thighs were going numb and a cramp was beginning to develop in his left calf. Although he was in a great deal of pain, he had to admit there were some benefits of falling behind. Namely, getting to stare at Julie's perfect ass as she ran in front of him, but he was beginning to fall further and further back. He was about fifty feet behind her when he finally fell, falling hard on his shoulder and rolling, clutching his lower leg as the cramp tightened like a vise under his skin.
Julie heard the thud and turned around, jogging back to where he lay writhing on the artificial surface of the track. 
"Leg cramp?" she asked. 
"Yeah," Paul groaned out, trying to pull his leg up to his chest.   
"Give me your foot," Julie said, leaning down over him. 
She took his foot in her hand and extended his leg while he lay flat on his back. She pushed hard, leaning into him as she stretched his leg. She pushed with her left hand and massaged with her right as she stretched him, feeling his muscle knotted and stiff beneath her touch. She kept it elevated, kneading and prying at it with her fingers as she held it, eventually moving his ankle to her shoulder as she leaned against him and massaged all down his leg. 
The relief came in short bursts as his cramped muscle finally began to let go under her care. Paul was eventually able to catch his breath as the pain slowly subsided and his pulse returned to normal. Paul opened his eyes to look up at her as she helped him and could see her staring down his leg. It was his turn to feel his cheeks heat up as he realized she was staring straight down the leg of his shorts and his cock was still a little swollen from watching her backside as they ran. He closed his eyes before she figured out he knew she was looking. 
"I think I'm okay now," he said, still pressing his eyes tightly shut. 
"Are you sure?" Julie asked. "You took a bit of a tumble there. Are you okay?" 
"I think so," Paul said, opening his eyes and relieved to find her looking into them. "It was just a cramp." 
"Okay," Julie said, gently letting his leg back down and then helping pull him to his feet. "Did you hurt anything else?" 
"I don't think so," Paul said. "Just took a little dive. Some bumps and scrapes, but nothing worth getting worked up over." 
"Alright," Julie said. "I think that's probably enough for tonight." 
"I think so too," Paul said with a smile. "I don't know that I'll survive much more of this." 
Julie laughed at him and helped him walk with his arm draped over her shoulder. They went cautiously back down the steps to the main floor and she lead him to the door of her office. 
"Do you still need to talk to me?" She asked. 
"If that's okay?" Paul asked her.
"Sure it is," Julie said, opening the door and leading him in. "Take a seat, I'll grab us a couple of waters." 
She reached under her desk and withdrew two water bottles, handing one to Paul and twisting the top off of the other for herself. 
"So, let's hear it," she said, plopping down in her office chair on the opposite side of the desk. 
"I think I've made my decision," Paul said. 
"About what?" Julie asked. 
He just looked at her, waiting for her to remember the conversation they had had in this very office two nights ago. 
"Oh yeah," Julie said. "The wife thing, right?" 
"Yeah," Paul said. 
"Did you talk to her?" Julie asked. "I assume since you're here that she didn't decide to take you along, but did you talk her out of it?" 
Paul brought out his phone and unlocked it with a swipe of his hand, bringing up his messages. He was dismayed to see that he had two new ones, both pictures again. One even had a caption. The first was of his lovely wife, sucking Martin's thick black cock again, and the second picture, the one with the caption, was of her pretty face, covered with cum, and the caption read "frosted strawberry cupcake". Paul shook his head and scrolled back up to the first picture. 
"Look," he said to Julie. "I know this is hard to believe, and I understand if you don't want to see it, but showing you this would be a whole lot easier on me than talking about it." He slid the phone across her desk.
Julie looked at him for a long moment, not looking down at the phone, but she finally did drop her eyes, reading the texts and scanning the pictures. She was blown away by what she saw and read. She tried not to convey her feelings as she looked at what was before her. She couldn't believe someone could be so crass and so open about their affair, and she really couldn't see how the other party could be expected to just go along with it like it was no big deal. She shook her head and passed the phone back to Paul. 
"So, did you talk to her about it at all?" 
"No," Paul answered truthfully. "I was going to. Tuesday night I was all set. I had practiced what I would say and how I was going to say it. I had considered her counterarguments and how to best defend against them, I had it all planned out." 
"And?" Julie prodded.
"When I got home she was already gone. She'd left a note," Paul pulled a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket and slid it across the desk. 
Julie didn't want to read it. She felt like she knew exactly what it would say, but she couldn't stop herself. She unfolded the paper and began to read the words his wife had written there.
Paul didn't say a word, letting her read it and trying to judge her reaction from the expression on her face, but she was a stone, her face an unreadable mask except for her eyes scanning back and forth as she took in every word. 
She finally finished reading and then pushed the folded paper back to him. Paul didn't say a word, waiting for her to respond. 
"Look, Paul," she said. "This is about the two of you, not me. I mean, it's pretty obvious from the pictures and the letter that she's made up her mind what she wants." 
"You said I had to decide," Paul said. 
"And you did," Julie said. "You put in one-hundred percent tonight. You weren't worrying about things or over-thinking anything, you were going for it." 
"I was mad when I got here," Paul admitted. 
"I could tell," Julie said. "I could see it all over your body. The tension, the stress, and that's why I worked you so hard tonight. I wanted you to get it out of your system before you talked to me." 
"You were right," Paul admitted. "If I would have talked to you before we started...well, I don't know. I was just mad and hurt and..."
"Ready to kick someone's ass?" Julie asked. 
"Yes," Paul admitted. "I mean, not physically, but I wanted to take it out on somebody." 
"And you did," Julie said. "You took it out during yoga, and you took it out on the weights." 
"And then you ran the last of it out of me," Paul said with a little laugh, figuring out her tactic. 
"I did," Julie admitted, looking across the desk at him. "But all of that was treating symptoms, Paul. We didn't do anything to cure the disease." 
"I know," he admitted, to himself as much as to her. 
"So?" Julie asked. "What are you going to do about the disease?"
"I'm not sure yet," Paul said. "But the fact that I've decided to do something makes me feel better. Just the knowledge that I'm not going to continue like this, it's helping." 
"Good," Julie said. "I'm glad to hear you're doing something." 
"I'm going to keep coming here if that's okay?" Paul said, slipping out another hundred-dollar bill and slapping it on the desk. "As long as you'll still have me?"  
"Even if I keep accidentally sitting on your face?" Julie laughed, but she looked at him to see how he responded. 
"You're right," Paul said, laughing too. "I may have to start tipping more if that's going to keep happening." 
Julie laughed even harder. "Look, I'm trying to be serious here. I'm sorry about that. That wasn't supposed to happen, I'm just too short. I saw how you struggled with the first one, and even though it was a new record for you, I should have stopped you there. I should have known you wouldn't make the second one."
Paul nodded his understanding. "And I'm serious too," he said. 
"About what?" 
"That it didn't bother me a bit." He felt a grin playing across his lips. 
"Okay," Julie said, still laughing. "So I'll see you Friday?" 
"I'll be here," Paul said. "As long as you'll let me try one-ninety again." 
"Get out of here," Julie said with a gentle shove and a playful smile. "Go take a cold shower or something. I'll see you Friday." 
Paul left the office and softly closed the door behind himself. He went to the showers and cleaned up, then packed his gym bag and drove home. 
Alone in his home, he made his decision and set about putting it into action. The late hour limited what he could do, but he did what he could, preparing some paperwork and setting some things about his life in order. He ate a light dinner as he worked, ignoring the casseroles Brenda had prepared for him and choosing the leftover pork chops in the fridge instead. Finally, he had done as much as he could without phone calls and talking to others, so he decided to go to bed. He was all set to drift off to sleep when he received another text alert. It was from Brenda again. He steeled himself against the unexpected and opened the message.
"Did you like my sexy pics?" She asked. 
Paul thought carefully about his response but decided to keep it short. 
"You looked gorgeous," he wrote. 
"Thanks, Baby. It's beautiful here at sea. The ocean is as smooth as glass tonight," she sent back to him.
"Are you having fun?" Paul sent. 
"Yes, it's wonderful," Brenda responded. 
"I'm glad you're enjoying it," Paul wrote. "Getting late here. Going to bed soon." 
"Okay. Love you." 
"Love you too." He wrote back. 
He put his phone on the charger and set his alarm, and then he closed his eyes, sleeping peacefully for the first time in a long time.  




Chapter 6


Brenda's vacation had started in a whirlwind. She had met Martin at the hotel Tuesday night because their plane was leaving at 4:00 the next morning. After some fun activities in the hotel, they slept for a few hours and made it to the airport at 3:00 in the morning. Their plane left on time and they landed in Portugal seven hours later. Because of the time change, they boarded their cruise ship at 6:00 pm in Lisbon, Portugal, and departed at 8:00. It was only 3:00 in the afternoon stateside when she had sent her first picture of herself and Martin waving from the railing of the cruise ship as they left port.
Shortly after that, she had sent another picture to Paul, this time one of her in her stateroom, sucking Martin's big black cock. They hadn't been in the room for more than twenty minutes, barely long enough to put away their clothes when he had been on her, wrapping his arms around her from behind. He had pulled her close and kissed the back of her neck, nuzzling his nose against her skin and whispering in her ear. 
She had reached behind herself, finding his shorts and sliding her palm over his crotch, feeling his cock warm and swelling under her hand. She let her head fall forward as he whispered to her, telling her he wanted her, saying how he was dying to feel her mouth on him. She had turned in his arms and kissed his lips, letting his tongue into her mouth and caressing it with hers. Then she had dropped to her knees and pulled his shorts down. His semi-erect dick had flopped out, with its dark foreskin partially covering the rapidly swelling tip. She had put her hands on his shaft, pulling back the skin and taking his cock in her mouth. 
Martin's head had fallen back as she began to suck him, and she was happy to see him enjoying it. She decided to show him her newly acquired deepthroating skills, and she took him far into her mouth, taking him almost to his base. 
"Fuck, Shorty," Martin had moaned. "That feels so fucking good." 
She smiled up at him as she took him deep, and he looked down at her with those almond brown eyes, smiling at her with those full lips and pearly white teeth. She never took her mouth off him, but she handed him the camera to snap a picture, and they had sent it to Paul. She did want to tease him just a bit, but she also wanted to be open and honest with him. She wanted him to know what she was doing, and the thought that he was looking, even though it was on a screen of a phone many miles away, it was a huge turn-on for her. She could picture him, lonely at home, pulling out his cock and stroking it to the images, cumming on his fingers as he looked at the explicit photos. 
Martin had withdrawn from her mouth and lifted her to her feet. She had stepped out of the fun little sundress she'd been wearing, exposing herself to him, nude underneath. He had bent her over the bed and slid into her from behind. He moaned out loud and she had gasped as he entered her warm soft slit. Fortunately, she'd been wet when he was kissing her neck and had gotten even wetter sucking his big cock. If not for that it may have been a very painful insertion, but she was able to take him. He used the camera to take several photos, then handed it to her. She selected a couple to send as he had fucked her. Then she had laid the phone aside and closed her eyes, enjoying the feeling of his heavy and warm cock opening her, pulsing inside of her. 
She loved the way his body would press against her ass at the bottom of his strokes, his engorged cock filling her, stretching her in ways that made her moan and wiggle against him. She could feel a monumental orgasm approaching, as unstoppable as a runaway freight train. She cried out his name and pushed her ass firmly against him as she climaxed, her pussy spasming around his girth as she came. Her head dropped back to the mattress and she gasped for air as she tried to recover, feeling little pulses of electricity emanating from her center and throbbing out to her extremities. 
"You got me close, too," Martin said from behind her as he began to stroke in and out of her again. "Where you want it?" 
"Wherever you want, Baby," Brenda had cooed to him. 
"Mmh," Martin had moaned. "I want to cum all over your pretty face." 
"Then do it," Brenda said, looking over her shoulder at him. "Shoot your jizz all over my face. Just make sure you take a picture of it."
Brenda had felt the sudden withdrawal, leaving her empty and void, but she had rolled to her back as he knelt over her, stroking out the last few jerks to his ejaculation. She smiled up at him as he stroked his cock over her, then she opened her mouth and closed her eyes. She could feel it splattering against her face, shooting into her mouth and on her lips and nose. She could feel his cum landing on her forehead and dripping down her cheeks. When he was done she finally opened her eyes and smiled up at Martin as he snapped a picture of her. She opened her mouth and let him dip his cock inside, sealing her lips over his bulging head she sucked the last few drops from his tip and licked his glans, making him moan. 
"You so bad, Baby," Martin said softly to her. 
"Bad as you want, big boy," Brenda assured him, pulling her mouth off his cock and smiling up at him with jizz running down her face. "Why don't we go take a shower together? I'll get cleaned up, and then you can get me all messy again." 
"That sounds like a good time," Martin smiled. 
They barely had room to be together in the small shower stall, but they managed, soaping and scrubbing each other clean. Once they were done cleaning one another, they dried off, walked back into their stateroom, and dressed for the evening. It wasn't much, but it was a good-sized room for the ship they were on. A queen-sized bed dominated the room, with the head under the room's only window. There was scarcely room to walk around the bed, and all the cabinets and drawers were built right into the walls. They did have a small closet for hanging clothes, and a small sliding door leading to the small balcony would allow them to access the outside air and a beautiful ocean view. The room had a plush if somewhat gaudy, dark red carpet, and the walls were wood-paneled. The hardware of the room, all the handles, knobs, switches, and fixtures in the room were brass. 
The two of them had gone down to the dining area, and thanks to the elevated status tickets Brenda had purchased, they got to enjoy a fine steak and lobster dinner at a private table. After dinner they visited one of the ship's many clubs, finding one with the music and the atmosphere they both enjoyed. They had a few drinks and danced together, and met another young couple also on the cruise. 
Kendrick and Jasmine were a wild and modern couple, into all kinds of things, but the one thing they didn't have with their room was a balcony. They wished they had paid the extra money for a room like that so they could have enjoyed some of the weed they had managed to sneak onto the ship. Martin was quick to offer a share for share philosophy, if they would share some week, he and Brenda would be happy to share their balcony. 
They began the after-dinner festivities by sitting on the chairs of the balcony, passing a marijuana cigarette back and forth, but ended up sharing much more than a little open-air and a joint. The longer they sat out in the open air, talking and laughing, the more they relaxed. They were all good-looking young people, and all shared a sense of adventure. Although Brenda couldn't remember if she or Jasmine had brought up the idea, they all decided to share each other. 
It became a wild night, with all four of them on more than just a THC high. Brenda had sucked Kendrick's cock while they had watched Martin eating Jasmine's pussy. And then Jasmine had watched as Kendrick and Martin stuffed Brenda on both ends, Kendrick from behind and Martin in her mouth. There was sex all over the room, and at one point, while Martin was plowing away at Jasmine, while Brenda sucked Kendrick's cock, she felt Jasmine's mouth on her. She looked down to see the lovely young African-American woman licking her pussy. It was such a crazy turn-on for her that she came almost immediately. And Jasmine licked her up, tasting her cum.
The two ladies kept the men going late into the evening, and by the time they all said goodnight, Brenda had done a little bit of everything. The sex was as good as the weed, and she'd done things that had never even occurred to her before. She had watched Martin fucking Jasmine from behind, and when he'd pulled out and shot his load all over her ass, she had crawled behind her and licked it all up, sucking it off her ass cheeks and licking her asshole and her pussy too as she cleaned up all his cum. 
Kendrick had been so turned on by that spectacle that he had asked to fuck Brenda in the ass, and she was so revved up that she had willingly allowed it. She continued eating Jasmine as Kendrick had slid his hard cock into her tight rosebud and fucked her ass hard. She managed to bring Jasmine off with her skills, teasing an orgasm from her with her tongue and fingers as Kendrick teased one out of her, reaching under her and rubbing her clit as he pounded her ass. 
"Suck his cock," Martin had suggested, watching the three of them as he recovered. Brenda submitted to that too, taking Kendrick directly from her asshole and into her mouth, feeling him let go against her tongue and throat, savoring the strong pulses of his cock jerking as he filled her mouth with his salty slick jizz. That had made Jasmine so hot that she had French kissed her immediately afterward before she could even swallow, trading his load on their tongues as they made out on the bed. Both guys got so excited by the sight of them kissing that they fucked them again, trading women whenever they felt the urge. All Brenda remembered for sure was that it had been Kendrick who finally came inside her pussy, and she had watched Martin cum inside of Jasmine.  
Brenda woke up late Thursday morning lying next to Martin, both of them naked, funky, and warm from sleeping. She couldn't help but notice his morning wood, and she decided to give him a blow job to wake him up. She peeled back the covers and sucked him until she felt his hands move to her head, holding her down on his cock. She smiled but kept sucking and licking him, taking him deep in her throat until he finally reached his completion, and she felt him erupt in her mouth. She swallowed all his cum and sucked him clean before she smiled up at him and said good morning.
"Barely," Martin teased, looking at the time on his phone. "Let's get cleaned up and go find some food."   




Chapter 7


Thursday Paul showed up at work, but he spent much of his day setting his new plan into action, calling the appropriate people, and making the right decisions. He was a little concerned with his plan, a little bit uncertain about a couple of details, but it felt good to finally be doing something proactive instead of always being reactive.
He took off work at noon that day, making stops at two more places before finally going back home. When he got there at his usual time he didn't find anything that looked good in the fridge, so he changed his clothes, put on some comfy jeans and a T-shirt, and headed back out. He went to the supermarket and bought some of the foods that were on his diet, mainly protein and vegetables. When he returned to the house he turned on a playlist of his favorite music and made a stir fry of vegetables, mushrooms, and steak slivers. When he had finished that he turned his music off and started a movie he'd been meaning to watch on his television in the living room. 
He was halfway through his film when his phone went off. It was then that he realized it was his first message of the day. 
"Sorry, Babe," the message read. "Had a crazy night. I'll tell you all about it when I get back. I don't have a good signal today, but we'll be in port tomorrow." 
"It's okay," Paul sent back. "Glad to hear from you. Glad you're okay. Talk to you tomorrow." 
"Miss you," Brenda sent.
"Miss you too," Paul replied. 
"I have more pics, but I'll wait until I have a better signal to send them,"  she wrote. 
"That's okay," Paul sent to her.
"Love you," she sent to him.
"Love you too," he replied.
Paul set his phone down and finished his movie, then he cleaned up his mess in the kitchen, washing the dishes and returning it to pristine condition before finally showering and hitting the hay again. Tomorrow was going to be a big day for him, and he needed his rest. He set his alarm again and went to sleep, satisfied with what he had accomplished for the day, but in the back of his mind, he was concerned about work the next day. He wasn't sure he was ready to have the conversation he needed to have, but his plan meant that he had to have it, and he intended to follow through with his plan.
When he arrived at his job Friday morning he placed one final call to his banker and financial advisor, Wade. 
"Are you sure this is what you want to do, Paul?" He had asked. 
"Absolutely certain," Paul had answered. 
"You know, with interest this low, it's not costing you anything to keep the payment,"  Wade tried to change his mind one last time.
"I know," Paul said. "But I want it to be paid off. I want to hold that deed in my hand by this afternoon." 
"Okay, man," Wade finally relented. "I just hope you know what you're doing." 
"Trust me, Wade," Paul said. "And by the way, it's been great working with you. I'll see you this afternoon to pick it up and sign the papers." 
"If that's what you want, Paul," Wade had sighed. "I'll have everything ready for you when you get here." 
"See you at three," Paul said before hanging up the phone. 
He steeled himself for the next step in the process. He wasn't looking forward to the conversation he was about to have, but he knew it had to happen. He stood up and straightened his tie, brushed off his shoulders, and walked to the office door of the president of the company.
"Come in, Paul," Larry said. "It's great to see you. What can I help you with today?" 
"I need to leave, Larry," Paul blurted out. 
"Well you're a manager now, Paul," Larry said. "You can set whatever hours are best for you." 
"That's not what I mean," Paul said. 
"Oh," Larry said softly. "I see. Will you at least tell me who it is? Who is it? Is it McBride-Pierce? I'll kill those fuckers!" 
"No, no," Paul assured him. "It's not another company. I'd love to stay with this company, but I need a transfer." 
"Name your price, Paul," Larry said. "What's it going to take to keep you here?" 
"No," Paul said. "You misunderstand me, sir." 
"Well explain it to me, Paul," Larry said with his hands held up in exasperation. "What do you want from me?" 
"I want a transfer, sir," Paul said plainly. "I'd like to get a transfer to either the Houston or the Charleston office...and I want it to start there next Monday." 
"Jesus Christ, Paul," Larry said quietly. "You're serious about this?" 
"I am," Paul said. 
"Oh shit, you are, aren't you?" Larry asked, looking up into his eyes, unflinching from his boss's gaze. 
"Yes," Paul said. "I need this, Larry. I'm going to go either way, but I'd much rather go to the same company in a new city than try to start all over." 
"Paul, you're a good man," Larry said, considering his options and deciding on the only one that made sense. "I'm lucky to have you, and if it has to be this or nothing, I'll take what I can get. I've been needing somebody to stand up the new office in Charleston anyway. Can you handle that?" 
"I can, sir," Paul assured him. "I'm your guy." 
"Okay," Larry said, thinking over his choices. "Take next week and get yourself down there, you'll start a week from Monday." 
Paul let out a long low breath. "Thank you, sir," he said. "I won't let you down." 
"We're going to miss you around here," Larry said. "But I understand that every man needs a change once in a while."
"Yes sir," Paul said. "I'll call you when I'm in the Charleston office." He turned to go and almost made it to the door.
"Paul?" Larry asked as his hand was on the doorknob. 
"Sir?" Paul asked, turning to face his boss. 
"Is everything okay?" Larry's concern was real. "I mean, this sounds kind of personal to you."
"No sir," Paul said. "Everything is not okay. But it will be." 
Larry nodded and Paul gave him an awkward little wave as he exited the office. 
Paul went back to his office and finished cleaning out his desk, putting away everything personal in one box and all he would need for his new office in another. He walked out of his office for the very last time that day, but before he did he left one item with a friend. Lane was already gone for the weekend, but Paul left him a present on his overstuffed leather office chair. It wasn't much, just a little something to remember him by. Something that would stir a memory, and remind him that somebody knew about his past dalliances with Brenda. Paul left the black vinyl mask in Lane's chair, the mask from the sex suit that Brenda had bought him. 
He knew that this would mean Lane would know who the man in the mask had been. He understood that Lane would now know who had sucked his cock that night, and who had watched him getting down and dirty with Brenda. But he also knew that knowledge would be poison, ensuring that Lane would never say a word about it to anyone...ever. A small smile played across his lips as Paul took his two boxes and walked out of the building. Before getting in his car he took the box of personal items and tossed it in the dumpster. The other box he secured in the back seat of his car. 
From the office, he drove over to meet Wade at the bank. True to his word, Wade had all the paperwork ready for his signatures and a check ready for him to sign. He signed the documents and signed the check, and Wade handed him the deed. Paul read the document over, making sure everything was correct before leaving the office. He placed the deed to his home in the backseat of his car also, setting it carefully in the box with his work items. 
From there he only had two more stops, and he made his first one at the post office. He signed for his package and took the large well-wrapped item to his car and put that in the back seat as well. He started driving toward his final stop for the day, and on his way to the gym, he pondered just how much of his life he could fit into the backseat of his car. It was kind of funny when he thought about it, and he laughed a little to himself. 
Thus far every aspect of his plan was falling into place. He only had one more thing to do before he went home. He pulled into a spot at the gym and grabbed his bag. He walked to the door, still smiling to himself as he opened the door and breezed inside. He went to the change room and put on the shorts and T-shirt that he enjoyed working out in, and looking in the mirror as he dressed - for the first time in a long time - he liked what he saw. His pudgy belly from over a month ago was dwindling. His chest and his shoulders had some definition, and his legs looked thick and strong. His face looked thinner and his eyes weren't so hollow. He smiled at that guy staring back at him and set off to make his yoga class. 




Chapter 8


Julie smiled at Paul when he walked into the yoga room and he smiled back at her. 
"Okay students," Julie called out. "Glad to see some of you had enough commitment to make it back on a Friday." 
Paul looked around the room, seeing only about half as many students as had been in the class on Wednesday. 
"Let's get started," Julie said to them. "Plank it out for me." 
She walked throughout them as they got into the pose, straightening some people's form, giving words of encouragement to others. 
"Half moon pose," Julie called out to the class. 
Paul turned in his plank feeling the stretch down his lats and lifting his arm high above his head. 
"Looking good, Paul," she said as she walked by. 
You too, Paul thought to himself. Instead of the usual Yoga pants, she had gone with some type of gymnastic leotard with spandex leggings that came up to her mid-thigh, and a soft loose cut-off T-shirt over the top. She looked sexy as hell, but he obviously couldn't say so in front of the whole class. 
Julie kept calling out the poses, putting the class through their paces, making them stretch and reach and bend. She did some of the exercises with them, including positioning herself in a clear view of Paul as she demonstrated downward dog. Paul couldn't help but stare at her sexy behind as she went through the pose with the class. 
"Heads down," she called from between her legs, smiling as she saw Paul staring at her. 
Paul dropped his head, a little embarrassed at being caught looking. 
"Okay," She called out near the end of class. "Let's go into the child's pose and stretch it out." 
The class leaned back down into the pose to finish out the session. 
"Good job tonight class, I appreciate those of you who chose to show up. Next Monday I'll punish those who decided to stay home instead," Julie teased them. 
Paul got up from the pose and brushed himself off, rolling up his mat as the class filed out. Soon he and Julie were the only ones left in the room. 
"Are you ready for weights tonight, Paul?" Julie asked, moving to him and touching his arm. 
"Yes," Paul said, smiling at her. "Are you going to punish me with max again?" 
"I don't know," Julie said. "Do you think I'd have to step in and save you from dropping the bar again?" 
"Probably," Paul smiled down at the petite blonde. "But be careful tonight," he said. 
"Oh yeah?" Julie asked. "Why's that?" 
"You're not wearing yoga pants tonight," Paul said, pointing to her leotard. 
"So?" Julie asked. 
"So, if you get it that close to my mouth again, I can't promise I won't do something about it," he grinned. 
"Is that right?" She asked him with a strange sparkle in her green eyes. 
"You didn't think of that, did you?" Paul teased her with a wink. 
Julie stretched up on her toes, close to his ear. "Maybe I wore this on purpose, just in case," she whispered. "Did you ever think of that?" 
Paul let out a low sigh as she smiled at him. 
"Put your mat away and I'll see you in the weight room," Julie said, winking back at him. 
Paul found her in the weight room, leaning over the bench with the bar set at one-hundred and fifty pounds. 
"You ready?" She asked. 
"Yeah," Paul answered. "That's not my max though," he said, pointing to the bar. 
"I know," Julie said with a devilish smile. "But that doesn't mean I won't make you work until you fail out."
Paul laid back on the bench, staring up at the bar. He reached his hands up and flexed his fingers a few times on the bar, concentrating on getting his breathing right. 
"Okay," Julie said. "We're going to rep this until you can't do anymore," she instructed, standing close again, her covered mound just inches away from his face. 
Paul lifted the bar and began to push the weight as she called out the count. 
"One...two...three...so have you decided?" 
"What?" Paul grunted out the question, trying to not screw up his breathing. 
"Five...six...have you decided?" She repeated. the question.
"Yes," Paul grunted as he topped out on the eighth press. 
"Nine," Julie called out. "Give me one more, Paul." 
Paul tried to push, but his arms began to shake at the halfway point and he knew he wasn't going to complete the exercise. 
"I've got you," Julie said, stepping forward again, directly over his face. 
This time Paul didn't hold back. He lifted his head as she helped him lift the weight, pressing his mouth hard against the thin fabric covering her cleft. 
"Unh," she moaned, setting the bar back on the rack and slowly stepping back away from him. 
"Are you okay?" She asked, smiling down at him. 
"I think so," Paul said with a funny grin back up at her. "Let's try again," he said, flexing his fingers against the bar. "But this time, if you want to make it more challenging, just move that thong a little bit to the side." 
Julie's eyes went wide for an instant, and she looked around the gym. Nobody was even close to them, which wasn't all that unusual for a Friday night. As Paul lifted the bar again and started his set she deftly slid her hand down and moved the thin fabric covering her damp folds to one side. 
"Two...three...four," she called out his presses. 
Paul began to fail out at number seven this time, and Julie stepped in to help him, straddling his face and grabbing the bar. Her damp slit was right above his mouth and he leaned up, sinking his tongue inside of her and snaking it through her cleft, sliding it across her clit and bringing it back down to her opening to slip it inside of her. 
"Oh shit," Julie said under her breath as she struggled with the bar, her senses alive and electric as his tongue found her center. 
She reset the bar on the pegs and took a step back, looking down at a little bit of glisten shining on Paul's chin.
"Was that a good press?" Paul asked, smiling up at her. 
"Not bad," Julie said. "Not bad at all." 
"I'd like to try another set," Paul said. 
Julie looked around, making sure nobody had noticed their interaction. "Go for it," she husked to him.
Paul pushed the bar and she began calling them out once more. 
"One...two...three..." 
Paul failed out on four, and again Julie stepped forward, wrapping her hands under the bar to help him lift it off his chest as his tongue explored her soft opening.
"Jesus," she whispered, noticing that Paul was holding the bar down against her efforts to put it back as his tongue snaked up inside of her over and over again.
Finally, he let her put the bar back on the rack and she stepped back from him, slipping her thong back over her wet mound, covering herself.  
"Let's move to the butterfly press," Julie suggested. 
Paul got up reluctantly and followed her over to the other machine, taking a seat between the two weighted wings and reaching up to grasp the handles. 
"Go ahead and get started," Julie instructed as he started to pull the two wings together and move them apart. "Keep your legs apart," she directed, kicking at his instep.
Paul moved his feet farther apart and felt her hand sneaking up the left leg of his shorts. She found him there, semi-erect and building rapidly. She wrapped her small fingers around his girth and tugged gently at him while he worked. 
"What's wrong, Paul?" She asked, smiling up at his pained expression. 
Paul tried to concentrate on moving the wings together and apart, trying to ignore the fact that a gorgeous fitness instructor was sliding her hand up and down his engorged shaft. 
She suddenly stood up and moved around behind him. "That's good Paul...two...three...four..." she called out a count. 
As another gym patron walked by, Paul realized what she was doing and why she had stopped. 
The guy walked on past them, not noticing a thing they had been doing. 
"So," Julie said. "It's fairly obvious that we can't keep this workout routine going without one of us getting publicly embarrassed or fired." 
"I was thinking about that," Paul said, stopping his reps on the machine. "What do you say we retire from here and do the cardio somewhere else? Like the nearest Hilton for example?" 
"I think that's a great idea," Julie said. "If you're sure this is what you want?" 
Paul looked her straight in the eyes. "I'm going to shower, and I'll meet you in the parking lot in fifteen minutes. If you're not there, I'll understand." 
Julie's green eyes sparkled up at him. "And if I am there?" She asked.
"Then I'm going to take you to that hotel," Paul said bluntly but softly. "I'm going to stick my tongue in every hole you've got, then I'm going to fuck you until the sun comes up."
"I'll be there," Julie said quietly. 
Paul headed down the hallway to the showers, trying to resist the urge to look back, but he did. And he saw her standing at the door to her office, looking at him. She gave him a little finger wave and he waved back. 
He stood under the hot water long enough to get scrubbed clean, but he didn't waste much time. Once he was out he kept the cologne to a bare minimum and quickly dressed in comfortable street clothes. He gathered everything from his locker and made his way out to his car. He pressed a button on the fob and the trunk opened. He stowed his gear in the back and when he shut the trunk he saw Julie leaning against his front fender. 
"Are you sure you want to do this?" She asked, looking up at him as he walked to her. 
"If you will have me?" Paul said. "Then yes, I'm positive I want to do this." 
"So you decided to start seeing other women like she was seeing other men?" Julie asked. 
"No," Paul said. "I decided to see you." 
"Good answer," she smiled up at him. 
Paul leaned in and kissed her, softly pressing his lips to hers, and he felt her kissing him back. 
"Do you want to take your car?" Paul asked when he broke off the kiss. "In case you change your mind or whatever?" 
"No, Paul," Julie said. "I'm not like that. If I was going to change my mind I never would have walked out that door."
"But the real question is, would you have pulled your leotard aside?" Paul asked, lifting his eyebrows and smiling back at her. 
"I must say," Julie confessed. "You made a pretty convincing argument." 
"I want more of that," Paul admitted, kissing her lightly on the neck.
"You want another taste?" She teased. 
"Here?" Paul asked, his eyes wide with shock. 
"Scared?" Julie asked, reaching to slide her sweatpants down, and moving the fabric of her leotard aside again. 
Paul didn't hesitate. He dropped to his knees before her in the parking lot and kissed her smooth pussy again, sliding his tongue through her opening once more.
"Oh, god," Julie moaned, leaning back against the car and pushing her pelvis toward him. 
"Okay, okay," she finally said, using her hands to lift his face from her sex and pull him back to his feet. "Was that enough?" 
"No," Paul whispered against her neck. "I want the whole thing. I meant every word I said in there. I want to lick you until you cum on my mouth." 
"Jesus," she moaned, holding the back of his head as he kissed and whispered down her neck. "Get me in the car or else I'll never make it to the motel." 
Paul took her around to the passenger side and opened the door for her, closing it after she was safely inside. He jogged around the front of the car and got in the driver's side, looking over to her and smiling as he fired the ignition and put the car in gear. 




Chapter 9


Paul called from the car on the way and reserved the room at the fanciest hotel in the area. He went ahead and took the upgrade to a suite and paid with a credit card using an app on his phone. He already had his reservation and receipt downloaded to his phone by the time he parked the car. He got out and opened the door for Julie, and when they walked into the hotel together he just showed his phone to the person at the counter. They simply scanned the bar code and handed him the room card. 
"Good evening, sir," the consigliere said. "Welcome to the Hilton. May we get your luggage?" 
"Thank you, but that won't be necessary," Paul said, whisking Julie away to the elevator. "But you could have some strawberries and chilled champagne to my room. Right away." 
"Yes, sir!" The man replied as they skittered away.
Julie giggled as they breezed past the employees and she wrapped her arms around Paul, kissing him as the elevator doors closed behind them. 
By the time they arrived at the door, Paul could barely pull himself free to slip the card past the electronic lock on the door. It clunked open and he was able to push it open, dragging her inside with him as she held onto him, kissing him hard on the mouth, their tongues dancing together. 
"Oh my gosh, this room is incredible!" Julie said as she finally released him as they entered the lounge area. 
"You like it?" Paul asked. 
"I love it," Julie said, running her hand over the supple leather of the couch sitting on the marble tiled floor. "It's so...luxurious." 
"I'm glad you like it," Paul said, going to her and taking her hand. "They say it's got a nice view too," he assured her, reaching for a remote on the table and pressing the button to let the shades slide open over the giant picture windows. The nighttime city skyline lit up the world far below them as they took in the view. 
"It's incredible!" Julie gasped, staring down at the city beneath them. 
"And I haven't even shown you the best part yet," Paul smiled, showing her to the master bedroom with its silk bedding and massive king-sized four-post bed. 
"Wow, this is amazing, Paul," Julie said, taking it all in with wide eyes. 
"I'm glad you like it," Paul said. "You're worth it." 
"You don't know that," Julie teased. "At least not yet." She winked at him. 
Paul emptied his pockets on the nightstand and started to unbutton his shirt as he heard a knock at the door. 
"What's that?" Julie asked. 
"Hopefully the champagne and the strawberries," Paul smiled. "I'll go check." 
He came back into the room pushing a little cart with a stainless ice bucket and a large bottle of champagne in the center and two long-stemmed glasses on either side. The other end of the cart was dominated by a large bowl of fresh-cut strawberries and a can of spray whipped cream. 
"Oh my gosh, that looks wonderful!" Julie said, clapping a small bravo to Paul as he wheeled the cart in. "I don't want to spoil the mood," Julie added, "But your phone has been vibrating like crazy." 
"Oh yeah?" Paul asked, picking up his device and swiping it open. He looked at several more tawdry photos of his wife in the middle of elicit acts with Martin and another black man, and some pretty young black woman, neither of whom he knew. He swiped the phone off and slid it back onto the table. 
"Important?" Julie asked, looking concerned. 
"Nothing as important as you," he said, popping the cork and pouring champagne. 
"Your wife?" She asked, her mood taking a downward turn. 
"More pictures," Paul said, topping a glass for each of them. "But I'm not worried about that. I could care less who she's fucking or how it's being done." 
"Is that true?" Julie asked, stepping closer to look into his eyes and to take a glass of champagne.
"That's the truth," Paul said, unflinching from her gaze. 
"Good," she said. "Because I don't want anything about tonight to be about her." 
"It's not," Paul said. "I turned it off." 
She smiled at him and sipped some of her champagne. Then she reached for a strawberry and seductively slid it across her lower lip. 
"So," she started, giving him her very best come-get-me stare. "What should we do?" 
"We should take off all these clothes," Paul said. "Because I want to lay between your legs and taste you again." 
"Did you like that?" Julie grinned at him. "In the gym?" 
"I did. And in the parking lot too. It was so fucking hot," Paul admitted. "I wanted you so bad." 
"It felt so good," Julie admitted. "That last time in the gym, I was afraid I was going to drop the bar." 
"I wouldn't have minded one bit," Paul said. "It would have been worth it for another second of my mouth on you." 
Julie slipped her shirt off over her head and dropped the sweat pants to the floor, revealing the leotard underneath. She took that off too, and then the leggings.
"Not a big fan of underwear?" Paul smiled. 
"Not really," Julie said. "I prefer nude." 
"Well it looks great on you," Paul said. "Your body is perfection." 
"You think so?" Julie asked, looking down at herself. 
"I know so," Paul said, placing the tip of a strawberry in his teeth and leaning into her. 
Julie wrapped her lips around the other end of the berry and sucked it into her mouth, their lips touching as she did so. Paul reached down and lifted her off her feet, moving over to the bed without breaking the kiss. He laid her down gently on the bed and she scooted back toward the middle of the bed. Paul crawled up with her, moving between her legs which she lifted out of the way. He kissed between her breasts and then kissed each nipple, wrapping his lips around her areola and flicking his tongue over the hard nubs in the center before trailing kisses down her abdomen, kissing down to her tiny bare pussy. 
He licked in between her folds, finding her wet and ready. He kissed her clit, twisting his tongue around and over it before sliding back down to stuff it inside her opening.
"Oh fuck," Julie moaned softly. "That feels so good." 
Paul looked up from between her thighs, to see her smiling down at him. He reached up to her wrist and moved her arms, placing his hands on the back of his head. She took the hint and pushed his face back down until his mouth was on her again, and she gently ran her fingers through his brown hair as he licked her pussy. He could tell she was getting close to an orgasm, but Paul wanted to delay it, to prolong her pleasure. He slid his tongue down, sliding it over her asshole and teasing the tip inside her tight hole. 
"Oh shit, that's divine," she purred as he ate her ass. "It's making me light-headed." 
Paul continued to lick her and kiss her, flittering his tongue over her clit again, making her eyes roll back and her moans and gasps become even louder. 
"Oh Paul, don't stop! I'm going to cum!" She cried out as he tongued her harder than ever. 
"Do it," Paul said, lifting his head slightly. "Cum all over my mouth." 
"Oh goddamn," she groaned, pushing his head back down as he continued to lick her to completion. "Oh, Paul! Oh, fuck!" She called out, her orgasm ripping through her.
Paul could taste her release as fluid flooded from her. He licked it all up as fast as he could, savoring her flavor as he ate her out, carefully avoiding her clit this time. 
"That was amazing," she said as he lifted his head to look into her eyes. 
Her face was so pleasantly relaxed, and her smile so genuine that Paul couldn't help but smile back.
"I've got an idea," Julie said. "It's kind of mean, but it's also kind of funny." 
"What is it?" Paul asked. 
"I know you don't care about the pictures and stuff, but would it be funny if you sent her back some pictures of your own?" Julie asked. 
"Oh shit!" Paul exclaimed. "That's fantastic! Would you be willing?" 
"Absolutely," Julie assured him. "Get your phone."
Paul hurriedly reached over to the nightstand, groping for his camera. He quickly swiped it open and turned on the camera. 
"Here you go," he said, handing it over to her. "That button takes photos." 
"Do you have a lot of memory on here?" Julie asked with a wicked gleam in her eye.
"Oh yeah," Paul said. "It's got a lot."
"Do you want to take some pictures of me sucking your cock?" Julie asked with a shy smile.
"God yes," Paul said. "But first get some of me licking you." 
Paul bent back to her, sliding his tongue through her slit and up into her soaked opening as she clicked away. He moved down and even looked up at the camera as he licked her asshole, sliding his tongue across the puckered flesh and trying again to push the tip inside her. 
"Oh, that's a good one!" Julie said. "And it still feels wonderful, but you have to switch places with me. I want you to get some pics of my mouth on you." 
Paul happily took the phone from her and moved up to lean against the pillows as Julie slid down in the bed. She smiled at him and leaned down to his swollen erection, parting her lips and wrapping them around his tip, sliding down his shaft until she had half his cock in her mouth. He could feel her sucking hard, licking under the engorged tip of the head, and his eyes began to flutter. He almost forgot to take pictures. 
He began to snap a few, and the more he took the more Julie got into the act, giving him a sultry stare as he took photos of her sucking his dick. She even pulled off of his knob, pushing it to the side and letting him get pictures of her licking his sack and sucking on his balls. Paul was enjoying the show, but his hands were getting shaky and he felt as if he were about to drop the camera. 
"Your mouth is fantastic," he said. "It feels so damn good." 
"You like?" Julie asked, lifting off him for a moment. 
"I love it," Paul confessed. 
"Do you want to be inside me?" She asked, moving up to her hands and knees, even closer to him. 
"Yes," Paul breathed the word. "But I don't have any condoms." 
"I see," Julie said. "And why is that?" 
"Because I didn't think it through," Paul admitted. "I never thought you would...I didn't know for sure that you...I wasn't sure you liked me like that." 
"How many women have you been with, Paul?" Julie asked, moving up to whisper the question directly in his ear. 
Her knees were on either side of his hips as she straddled him. She held herself poised over him, and his throbbing cock strained to reach her, just a fraction of an inch from her warm wet opening. 
"If you slide down just a little bit, that would make two," Paul admitted. 
"Two?" Julie asked. "No, I mean even before your wife?" 
"Even then?" Paul asked, a little embarrassed by his lack of experience. "In that case, it would still be two."  
"Paul?" Julie asked softly. "Are you worried about catching something from me or getting me pregnant?" 
"No," Paul whispered. "I trust you." 
"And you've never had any other woman than your wife?"
"No," Paul whispered.
"And you do want me?" Julie asked quietly.
"Yes," Paul hissed his answer.
Julie didn't say another word. She just sank onto his swollen cock, slowly sinking, allowing him to penetrate her, opening her as she ground down carefully.
Paul felt so good he thought he might pass out. She was so warm and soft and tight. His eyes fluttered closed. 
"Oh fuck, that's so sweet," he moaned. "You feel so good. You're so beautiful and amazing." 
Julie smiled down at him as she began to ride, gently rising and falling on his rock-hard erection as he moaned out in pleasure. 




Chapter 10


Paul reached to her, not holding her down, but gently caressing her hips and thighs as she rode him.
Julie sat up straight, letting him see her body rising and falling with her movements, feeling him very close to bottoming out within her. 
Paul looked up at her, sliding his hands from her hips up to her back, pulling her down gently on top of him. When she was close enough he kissed her, pressing his lips softly against hers as she undulated her hips, rocking on top of him with his entire length encased within her tight soft pussy. She returned his kiss, her tongue lightly playing against his as she rode. 
"You're so wonderful," Paul whispered as he broke off his kiss. "You feel so good." 
"You feel good too," Julie said. "You're so warm and thick." 
"Mmh," Paul moaned as she continued to grind. "You have to slow down, Julie. I'm going to cum too soon." 
"We better get some pictures first," she said, finding the phone he had dropped and handing it to him. "Get some good ones," she said, leaning back again. 
Paul snapped some pics of her sweet little pussy stuffed full with his cock, getting some of her with the shaft showing and some with her snuggled down firmly against him.
"Good enough?" Julie asked as he set the phone aside. 
"It's going to have to be," Paul said. 
"Is everything okay?" Julie asked, seeing a pained expression on her face. "Should I stop?" 
"No, god no," Paul begged. "It's nothing. I want her to see the pictures. You can help me pick them out when we're done," Paul said. "But I don't want to think about that right now." 
"I'm sorry," Julie said. 
"No, it's not you," Paul said. "I mean, it is, but it's all you. I don't care about her right now. I don't want to think about her right now. I only want you. I want to look at you and feel you, and that's all I want."
Julie smiled down at him. "That's really sweet, Paul. You're a sweet guy, did you know that?" 
"No," Paul answered truthfully.
"And you know what else?" Julie asked, a grin sneaking across her mouth. 
"What?" Paul asked. 
"You've got a nice cock," she said. "And I want to feel it cumming inside of me." 
"As gorgeous as you are," Paul said. "I don't stand a chance." 
Julie smiled and began to ride him harder, feeling his hands go back to her hips as she began to pound herself onto him. Paul tried to keep up, thrusting up to meet her downward strokes, and he was able to hold off just long enough to bring her off. She dropped her head, her blonde hair cascading down against Paul's face and neck as she gasped and moaned low in her throat. She stopped moving, holding completely still, but as her orgasm shuddered through her body the gripping motion of her slick pussy was too much for Paul and he began to spurt, softly calling out her name. 
"Julie," he moaned, his hands sliding up her back and pulling her down on top of him again. "Oh, Julie, shit. That's so good. You feel so good," he whispered desperately. 
She felt his first thump as his climax began and she lifted and lowered a few times, stroking gently on top of him until she felt him stop jerking within her and then holding still again, laying against his chest. 
Paul kissed her on top of her head and stroked her hair as they laid there together in the afterglow. 
She finally rolled off him and laid next to him on the bed, staring into his eyes. 
"Paul," Julie said. "I don't want to ruin anything. And I don't want to scare you away, but I have to know. What does tomorrow look like?" 
"What?" Paul asked, not getting the question. 
"Do I wake up alone and find a thank you note? Maybe a cell phone number? Cab fare?" Julie asked. "I know it's lame and cliché to even say it, but it's true. I've never done anything like this before. And especially not with one of my students." 
"Oh," Paul said, understanding now what she was asking. 
"Paul, I'm not asking for a future. I'm a realistic person," Julie said, finally looking away from him. "I just want you to tell me, and be honest, what does tomorrow morning look like to you?" 
Paul didn't say anything for a minute, thinking about his answer before he spoke. 
"In a perfect world," Paul said. "It would look like waking up next to you. It would be me kissing you softly to wake you up. And then it would be me taking you to breakfast and then back to your car." 
"And then?" Julie asked. 
"Hopefully after that, it would be you showing me something about your world," Paul suggested. "Maybe you could show me what you like to do on weekends?" 
"Yeah?" Julie asked, looking back to him and trying to tamp down the hopeful flame in her eyes. "That's your perfect world?" 
"Yes," Paul said, turning to look her in the eyes. 
"And in the real world?" She asked, waiting for the truth. 
"In the real world," Paul said with his lopsided grin. "You're probably sick of me by then and wanting me to go away."
"Are you going to be here in the morning?" She asked, sliding a hand gently up and down his chest. 
"I will be," Paul assured her. "I just hope you'll be lying here next to me." 
"You would want that?" Julie asked. "You still want me with my hair all messed up and morning breath?" 
"Yes," Paul said, turning his body towards hers. "Look, I don't know your past, and you don't have to tell me anything. And I'm sorry if somebody has hurt you, but I'm not that person. I'm here. I'm here in this moment with you, and when you wake up tomorrow, if you are alone, I won't be any further than the bathroom," He grinned at the end of his statement.   
Julie smiled back at him. "Good answer," she said. "Now let's look at that phone and pick out some good pics to send." 
They scrolled through the pictures, keeping some and deleting others, but in the end, they settled on five that were especially telling. One of Paul going down on her, two of her sucking his cock, and two of him inside of her. She watched him load them into a text, but she watched him hesitate on the button to send. 
"Thinking of sending something different?" Julie asked. "We can do more you know?" 
"I certainly hope we can," Paul smiled at her. "But I'm thinking of not sending anything." 
"What?" Julie asked. "Why not? Don't you want her to know you're doing just fine while she's out doing her thing?" 
"I don't think I do," Paul said. "This thing that's happening...tonight...between us...I'm not sure it's something I want to share." 
"You're ashamed?" Julie asked, the hurt evident in her voice. 
"No," Paul said. "Not at all. I just think it's more than just...you know...random sex? I mean, it is for me. I think you're special, and I think you're amazing, and I feel like this is much deeper than some petty revenge pictures sent in a text. I don't want this - tonight - to be about that. I feel like that's giving her the power in some weird way. Am I making any sense?" 
"Yes," Julie said softly. "I get it. She's the one that wants to share...everything...not you. You want this to stay between us." 
"Yeah," Paul said. "Well no, but yeah. I mean, I don't care if you tell anybody. Hell, I don't care if you tell everybody for that matter. I don't care who knows...I just mean that this has been very special for me, and I'm not willing to share it with her. I'm not willing to let her see what I'm doing. What's the point? Trying to make her jealous? Trying to get her to come rushing home in some fit of jealousy?"
"That's what I would do if I was her," Julie admitted. "If I received pictures like that, I'd be here as fast as I could." 
"I don't want that," Paul said. "I'm not trying to ruin her trip or to get her to make some grand gesture."
"What is it then? What do you want?" Julie asked. 
"I want you, Julie," Paul said. "I want to eat some strawberries and drink some more champagne."
"That sounds good," Julie said, snuggling closer to him. "What else do you want?" 
"I want to take you to the other room," Paul said. "I want to make love to you up against those big glass windows in front of the whole city." 
"Mmh," she moaned. "I like the sound of that."
"And then I want to bring you back in here, and I want to taste you again. And when I've made you cum again, I want you again, here in this bed looking down into your eyes. And I want to feel that release again inside of you," Paul explained in a soft voice. "And I want to fall asleep curled up next to you and wake up in your arms tomorrow." 
Julie stared into his eyes, not saying anything, reaching a hand to his face to gently stroke his cheek. 
"What do you want, Julie?" Paul asked. 
"I want to get the champagne, and you get the strawberries, I'll meet you in the other room," she smiled. "Bring the whipped cream."  
Paul's entire face lit up with an ear-to-ear grin. 
They did everything they had discussed. Holding her petite body up against the picture window in the lounge she wrapped her legs around his hips. He held her there easily, pressing her petite body against the glass as he drove into her over and over again as they kissed and touched one another. And when he had reached under her and slipped a fingertip inside her asshole she had cum hard, drenching him with her release. He gave her a moment and then kept going, driving inside of her until he reached his own peak, pulsing out his orgasm inside of her again. 
They ate more and played more. Julie sprayed whipped cream on his cock and sucked it playfully off him, looking innocently up into his eyes. Then he sprayed some on her nipples and licked that off as she giggled and squirmed under his mouth. He took a strawberry and drug it through her slit and then brought it to his mouth and ate it. They lay on the couch for a while eating strawberries and drinking champagne. Laughing and touching, kissing and licking, exploring each other's bodies. Then they moved back to the bedroom.
As promised, he laid her on the bed. He moved up and laid between her legs, licking her again, kissing her pussy, and fucking her with his tongue. He teased her clit and licked her pussy until she came again, and he licked that up too, as if the nectar between her legs was his last meal. Then she raised her legs, folding them at the knee and holding her open as he pushed between them. He was looking down into her eyes as he fucked her again in missionary position, kissing her neck, caressing her breasts, and whispering in her ear how wonderful she was. He told her how beautiful she looked and how badly he wanted her. He told her how he had been attracted to her from the first time he'd met her at the gym. He told her how strong she was, and how thankful he was that she had agreed to help him.
Julie did not want to admit it, but she loved hearing it. She loved the kind words and his gentle touch. She loved the way he wanted her so badly but always made sure she got her orgasms before his. And she was sure any man, deep in the throes of passion would profess a woman's beauty, but it did feel good to hear it. It also felt good to feel him get his release, and she secretly reveled in the feeling of him twitching inside of her as he shot another load within her soft and warm confines.
They slept naked, with him curled against her back, and she felt warm and safe as she drifted off. And in the morning, as the sun peeked through the blinds over the window, she woke to feel him still there, pressed close to her, and she could feel his shaft hard and hot against the back of her thigh. She smiled to herself and pushed her tush back slightly against him. When he didn't respond she pushed again and moved slightly, sliding her backside against his length. On the third push, she felt him react, reaching a hand down and caressing her bottom.  He moved down a little, and she moved her legs slightly apart, giving him access.
Paul took advantage of her silent offer, pressing his hard cock against her opening and feeling it begin to slide into her. He wasn't certain how hard to push at this odd angle, but she pushed back against him, seating him deeply within her. Neither of them said a word, aside from the occasional gasp or sigh. They made love in silence, sliding against one another, pushing forward and withdrawing without saying a word. Paul moved his hand over her hip and gently used his fingers to massage her bud until Julie finally cried out. She came, and a few seconds later, holding her hip and holding himself deep inside of her he came again too.   
Neither of them spoke for a moment as they recovered, lying there together in their wet warmth. 
"Good morning, Paul," Julie finally said. 
"Good morning to you, Beautiful," Paul said back to her. 
"Are you still going to take me to breakfast?" Julie asked. 
"If you'll still go with me, I'd love to," Paul confirmed. 
"Let's hit the shower. I like pancakes," Julie said. 
"My fitness instructor says pancakes are not on my diet," Paul cautioned. 
"I talk to her," Julie laughed. "I think I can get you a pass this time." 
They showered together and then dressed, leaving the hotel together in his car. 




Chapter 11


After the second day of not hearing from her husband, Brenda was becoming concerned. She thought it might be a signal problem or an issue with the connection between Europe and the US. Then she wondered if he had done something silly, like forgetting his phone at the office, since she hadn't heard from him since Friday afternoon. By Monday evening her concern was turning into a slight worry. She tried not to let it dampen her spirits or limit her vacation, but by Tuesday she decided to try a different tactic. She sent a text to Lane. 
Lane had responded that he didn't know where Paul was, but that he had not reported for work Monday or Tuesday. He said he had asked around the office, but nobody seemed to have any information they were willing to give out. Lane also indicated he had found something in his office, and he seemed very cross and short with her. She texted him back, asking if she had done something or said something to offend him. Lane sent back a text stating it was what she didn't say that had him angry, and he sent her a photo. The picture was taken from inside his office, and at first, she was concerned as to why Lane would have sent her a picture of his chair. But then she realized what was in the chair. The color drained from her face as she realized it was a picture of the mask Paul had been wearing the night the three of them had gotten together. There was no mistaking the intent. Paul had to have been the one to leave it there. And he had intended for Lane to find it. 
She was glad the trip was headed back on Wednesday, and by Thursday she was frantic in her attempts to get in touch with Paul. When the ship finally returned to port on Friday she and Martin were among the first ones to disembark the liner. She went straight to the airport and was able to upgrade her tickets home to an earlier flight. By Saturday afternoon they were touching down on US soil once again. When they had landed they said their goodbyes at the airport and she hurried home. 
Brenda had been strong aboard the ship, trying to enjoy the last of her vacation and not worry about her home life, but the closer she got to her house the more her concern began to mount. She began to cry as she drove faster and faster. What had started last week as a slight concern had grown into a full-fledged terror as she turned onto her street and raced toward her driveway. 
She didn't see his car in the driveway, but he usually parked in the garage, especially on the weekends. She was happy to see her garage door opener still worked. Whatever Paul was doing, at least he hadn't changed the locks or kicked her out of the house. As the garage door slowly lifted she didn't see his car in there either. She stopped in the driveway and slammed the door to her car, racing inside to find the door unlocked and she pushed it open. He wasn't home. She knew it as soon as she hit the door. The house felt empty, hollow, and too quiet. 
Nothing was out of place as she entered from the laundry room off the garage and walked in. None of the furniture was missing and the pictures still hung on the wall. The electricity was still on, the water still worked, everything was as it should be, but something felt wrong. She raced upstairs to find their bed made neatly, and after taking a deep breath, steeling herself against the worst, she opened the bathroom door. Her sigh of relief was audible. All of his things were in the bathroom. His toothbrush, his razor, his favorite body soap, and his shampoo and conditioner, his cologne...everything was where it should be. She walked back downstairs, looking for any other sign that might tell her where Paul was. 
She didn't find anything in the living room, dining room, or kitchen. Nothing gave her a sign of where he might be. She was standing in the dining room when one thing, slightly out of place, did catch her eye. The door to her art room was barely open. Not by much, only a crack, but that crack created a cold and dark terror that gripped her heart like a constrictor snake, wrapping and squeezing the life from its prey. On unsteady legs, she walked toward the door. With a shaking hand, she pushed it open. She saw her fancy aluminum easel with a protective cloth draped over it. She didn't remember walking to it, but the next thing she knew, her trembling hand reached for the cloth. 
Brenda fought the urge to tear the cloth away and slowly lifted it from the painting. As her eyes made out the familiar colors and lines of the art beneath, her breath caught in her throat and tears stung her eyes. Under the cloth was her painting she had just sold, the figure escaping the prison. A large manilla envelope was leaned against the art on the bottom of the easel. A simple sticky note was attached, written in Paul's tight and tall script. 
"I bought this because I thought it was your ultimate expression of breaking chains. I wanted to own it because it was the most dramatic and effective expression of gaining freedom I had ever seen. Now I realize it's not a picture of you at all, but a portrait of me, and I wanted you to have it back." 
The tears began to roll down Brenda's face as she understood. She understood everything. She knew Paul had been the online auction buyer of the painting, wanting to give her the means to take her vacation, wanting to help her and support her the way he always had. She knew what would be in the envelope, but she opened it anyway. Inside she found several documents and another note. 
"I am giving you the house. It is paid in full. You will find the deed enclosed. I am leaving you your car, also paid in full. You will find the title enclosed. I want you to have it. I want you to find all you want in this life, and I realize I am not a part of that. I have also put twenty thousand dollars into your account. I will be making four more payments of twenty thousand quarterly for one year. If you agree to those terms, the house, the car, and one-hundred thousand dollars over one year, you may sign the paperwork within and return it to the attorney's office. If you wish to contest it, you may do that as well. As it ever was, the choice is yours."
Her breath hitched painfully in her chest as she read the last line.
"I loved you, Brenda. A part of me always will. You were all I ever wanted. I'm sorry that wasn't enough for you. Paul."
She felt something else in the bottom of the envelope and she turned it upside down. The emotion overcame her and she fell to her knees crying out with gasping sobs as his wedding ring fell from the envelope, tinkling softly as it bounced on the floor and rolled away from her. 




The Wife: Julie's Journal







Chapter 1


The first time I met Paul I knew exactly what he was. His type comes into the gym all the time, usually around the first of the year. They're all the same. Same 25-35 age bracket, same high-tax income bracket, same pudgy mid-section, and the same delusions. They come here with all big plans to change their lives, to get all buff - usually to impress their mistress - and thinking they'll leave here as a beefcake after two weeks of work-outs. The only bright side to this is that they're so overconfident that they insist on a full-year membership, and they're often too embarrassed to ask for a refund when they quit after the first two weeks. 
I give them their first consultation, usually in my office, and I listen to their schemes. I ask them about their hopes for this course, I try desperately not to roll my eyes when they tell me they're going to get buff or they're trying to maintain what they have. Worse yet, some tell me they're trying to better themselves or - my favorite - to be their best version of themselves. I try not to laugh out loud when they tell me how they used to be ripped in high school or how they were star football players, and I try not to throw up in my mouth when they make a pass at me.
When Paul sat down in my office for the first time, I was mentally guarded. I was bracing myself to hear about how he just wanted to get back to the man he used to be or how he used to be able to dunk a basketball. I was ready to listen to his dreams of being hulked out after two weeks, and I was ready to deflect his ham-fisted passes at me or his lewd comments about my figure. 
Paul blew my mind. Not in the literal sense, but figuratively, he blew my mind. He was self-deprecating, he was honest, and he was funny. He wasn't especially handsome, he had short brown hair and plain hazel eyes. He was a little pudgy around the middle, but not bad. Probably five foot ten or so, he had a decent base, but he did need some work. He told me he was trying to be in better shape for his wife. And he told me that with no pretext, just bare and honest. He didn't try to hide his ring like so many other scum bags that come into my office. He didn't tell me what he expected or what he was willing to put in. Instead, he asked me what he could expect. 
He wasn't tall dark or handsome, but I got the sense that for once I was talking to an actual man trying to better himself, not some man-child trying to relive his glory days or get buff for his five to ten years younger fling of the year. Paul had realistic goals and realistic expectations, and he looked me right in the eyes. He listened to me. He listened to my advice and my diet talk and he even took notes! And the manliest thing he did, the one thing none of the man-children want to do, was take me up on my offer of yoga lessons. 
Paul didn't spout any of the usual ignorance about yoga. He didn't say it sounded gay. He didn't say that he thought it was only for women. He asked me what he should start with and I told him the best thing would be to start with yoga. So many people discount the mental and physical benefits of it. They ignore the important meditative aspect, the significance of balance, and how it's all tied to the physical. 
He listened to me preach, then looked me right in the eye and said: "Whatever you think is best."
I about fell out of my chair. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. He was okay with my plan, in its entirety. He didn't ask me to alter it or change it. He didn't say any of the usual cliches about how he was only here to push weight, and make gains. He didn't ask me to demonstrate downward dog or any other suggestive yoga poses. He didn't ask me if I had a boyfriend. It occurred to me, for the first time, that Paul might be gay. Maybe his 'wife' wasn't a 'wife' in the traditional or expected sense. Maybe he was married to another man?
This is where it gets funny, or at least I found it funny. Paul was so non-plussed, so sweet, and so genuine that it was beginning to piss me off a little. I know, I know, I'm a duplicitous woman, bitching about the guys who hit on me and then also bitching about the one who won't. It could be the gay thing, but my gaydar wasn't pinging on anything except the fact that he was very clean and he smelled good. I decided to do testing, and I know it makes me a horrible person, but I had to know without asking him the question. As a matter of policy, it's against the rules to ask him that question.
I have developed two basic tests. The handshake and the dropped item. I stood up at the end of the consultation and shook his hand. He gave me the semi-shake. It's similar to a partial erection. It's not all soft and hidden, but it's not all rocky and firm either, so I went to phase two. I pretended to drop my pen when I went to hand him his diet recommendations, and I bent over to pick it up. And I don't mean I squatted down and picked up my pen, I turned and leaned over, far over, without bending my knees. Looking past my knee on the way back up I caught it. It was quick, and he didn't stare long, but his cheeks were blooming red when I turned back to him. Bingo! We have a winner. Whatever else Paul was or was not, he wasn't gay.
He thanked me for my time, said that he looked forward to getting started, and gave me my first tip. Now lots of my clients tip me, so that's not a big deal. Some people will tip me ten or twenty dollars per session. In a good week, I'll make my regular rate plus another hundred dollars in tips. But Paul didn't have any clue. He slipped me a hundred-dollar bill like it was nothing. And I mean that, seriously, he didn't give a shit. It wasn't like some clients who are desperate to show me they have money in the - I make so much money that I tip Benjis - kind of thing.  and it wasn't the type of thing where the guy who really can't afford it tips like that much because he thinks it's going to make me wet. This was different. It was a combination of not knowing how much to tip, and also thinking one-hundred dollars wasn't that much of a tip. 
This guy made money. Probably not millions, because guys who do tend to be super cheap, but he made serious money doing something. Enough that a tip of that size didn't come with any expectations of "see how much money I have" or "look what I'm willing to pay" to get in your pants. He just handed it to me and left. 
What Paul didn't know is that I followed him out. Not right behind him, but not far behind him, and I showed the bill to my friends Linda and Sheila at the front desk. They both jumped up and ran to the window as Paul walked out into the parking lot, and we all three were ready to play our hateful little game of guess what the big spender drives. 
"Ten dollars BMW," Linda bet.
"Nope, Cadillac," Sheila contradicted.
Nobody had to pay me because I didn't make a call, but if I had I would have been wrong too. One can usually bet one of two things with a tip like that. Either a semi-luxury car or rust-bucket beater. It was as reliable as a hammer. Big tippers were either BMW, Lexus, Mercedes, Cadillac, something like that, or they were driving an early 90s Camaro. We were all shocked when he walked out and got into a very nice, very new, but oh so common gray Toyota Camry. 
Generous tipping aside, Paul was one of the most forgettable men I'd ever met. Average height, average build, dull brown hair, plain hazel eyes, gray sedan...if he had been wearing sunglasses I would have sworn he was CIA. 




Chapter 2


That first workout session was about what I expected. Paul was wobbly and uncoordinated, clumsy in his little way, but something was endearing about him. I couldn't quite put my finger on it at the time, but it was there. Maybe it was in how he had no pretentiousness, no real self-awareness. Maybe it was because of his relentless effort. No matter how many times he fell over or failed out he came back to the position. No bitching or whining, none of the usual excuses, just a fall and then coming back to his feet or his knees or whatever, and trying again. I did admire that part. 
It continued with his weight training as well. I watched him try one-forty on the bench, failing out each time, and when I asked him if he wanted to try less weight or something else, all he would say is whatever I thought was best. I tried him again on curls and squats and butterfly presses, I put him through the wringer that night, trying to see what his capabilities were. It's impossible to make an effective plan if you don't know what your student can and can't do. We carried on the torture through cardio, putting him to the test. He wasn't terrible, by far not the worst I'd seen, but we had a lot of work to do. How long it would take would depend on how much he was willing to invest in the program. 
That first week was eye-opening for me. Refreshing even. I could tell by the start of our second week that he was following the diet. And he was getting stronger. His yoga had improved. I mean, he wasn't going to become a master or an instructor anytime soon, but he was able to hold his poses without falling over. His balance had made marked improvements. His weight lifting improved as well, both in capacity and repetition. It only followed that he would be better at cardio, and he was. The only thing about his improvement that didn't make any sense was his mood. 
Despite my best efforts at encouraging and trying to build his self-esteem, each visit seemed to find him more depressed than the previous. He still put in maximum effort on each session, and he was still tipping, one-hundred dollars per night, three nights per week. I was making a nice little side income out of working with Paul, and I'd like to be able to pretend that was the reason why I took such an interest in him, but if I'm honest with myself, it went deeper than that. 
The problem, as I see it, is one of attraction. I wasn't attracted to him in a classical method. He wasn't physically hot, he didn't get my motor running with a smoldering look or a svelte movement. But he did have a certain way that he carried himself, something brooding, something dark...something secret. I let it go at first but during our third week, I had to say something. It was driving me crazy, not only in that it was keeping him from reaching his full potential, but also in that I can be a nosy person. I wanted to know what was wrong. And the truth was, I wanted to help him. And yes, okay? Fine, I admit it. The fact that he didn't seem to find me the least bit attractive was starting to piss me off. 
I remember it like it was yesterday. That night, for cardio, I put him on the exercise bikes, and I tried to bring it up to him. I asked him if his wife had noticed any changes because I certainly had. Don't get me wrong, he wasn't shredded or buff, but I could tell he'd probably dropped at least one waist size, and he was finally beginning to show some definition. I made some comments about his back, which was true, but I had noticed it in his legs. I didn't want to say anything to him about that though, because it might give the wrong impression. 
The next time we worked out I made him run, and at least twice when I turned to make sure he was keeping up I caught him staring at my butt. It was easy enough to see because he blushed like a schoolboy every time. It is my best feature. I do have a nice ass, and enough men have told me, so it's not just my ego saying that. And I know it's wrong, and I understand he's a married man, but I have to admit it did make me happy. 
I don't know if that's something left-over from the caveman days or what. What is it that makes a woman crave that kind of attention? Why do I feel like I want him to notice me? I wasn't attracted to him, was I? It's not like I want him or something, but I want him to want me if that makes sense? It's weird.
We made it to the beginning of the sixth week - over a month of sessions every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday - before I finally had to say something. Whatever was on his mind was starting to affect his workouts, and I could tell it was taking a toll on his heart too. I felt bad for the guy, but with what he was paying in membership dues and tips, it wasn't fair to not let him get the most out of his sessions. And if it was a problem with me, I wanted to switch him to a different trainer. I wanted him to solve whatever the issue was. That's why I brought him into my office that night. 
I couldn't imagine what he was going to say, but I was ready for almost anything...the keyword here is almost. I had no idea how deep this went. When he told me, I tried to play it off. I tried to act like it was no big deal, but I almost fell out of my chair. Paul said he was in an open marriage. He said his wife was banging other dudes. I guess she liked them kind of big, and that she liked to have Paul watch and sometimes even participate. I had so many questions, but I didn't dare ask them. 
The vacation thing is what pushed me over the edge. When he talked about how his wife did art from her home and how she had been selling some of her works, I'll admit, I was intrigued. I could see how much he cared for her when he talked about her, and I could see those plain hazel eyes light up. He told me how she was saving the cash from her art sales to go on a dream vacation, a European cruise. He told me he had even bought her last painting to make sure she had the money she needed. He did it all anonymously so she wouldn't know it was him. Then that light in his eyes died, and he told me she was taking one of her boyfriends on the cruise...not him.
I knew I shouldn't have said a word. It wasn't my place, and I didn't have any right, but it pissed me off so much that she was doing that to him. So I did make one comment, and it was probably too much of a stretch for a guy like him. I asked if he was dating other women. Half of me wanted him to catch on, wanted to see if he would say something flirtatious to me. The other half hoped he didn't, I didn't want to spoil the thing we had going on with him being so nice and sincere and stealing glances every once in a while. What the fuck was wrong with me? Am I a teenage girl? Can't decide on what I want, can't decide on what I don't? I'm pathetic. 
I had said it though, I had put it out there, and he completely missed it. Part of me was relieved his reaction wasn't to immediately make a pass at me, and part of me was pissed off that he didn't. I felt hot and clammy and weird, and I said something I probably shouldn't have. It was truthful and honest, but it was also mean and vindictive. I told him if she was seeing other men and he wasn't seeing other women, she was certainly in an open marriage...but he wasn't. 
I know, it's cringy. I regretted the sting of it even as the words left my lips, and I regretted it when I saw it hit him like a slap to the face. I felt like such an asshole. Then, to make matters even worse, I told him he had to decide. He had to decide to confront her and tell her how he felt about the trip, or he had to start seeing other women...and if he wasn't willing to do either of those things, he needed to find another trainer. I felt terrible about it, but he did respond. The very next time he was in the gym.




Chapter 3


He came in on a mission that Wednesday. I could tell as soon as he walked in the door that he was on fire. I dodged him when he walked into the lobby and purposely went into yoga late so there would be plenty of other students around. He waited around, stalling after the yoga class until we were pretty much by ourselves. He told me he'd made his decision and he wanted to talk to me, but I wanted him to burn off some of his excess energy before he said anything. I've often found, in my own life, that if I just take a minute to think about the things I'm going to do or say, even just one workout session, I often have a different response than what I had started with. So I told him we would talk after weights, and I was determined to work him tonight, make him bleed it out before he spoke. 
And that's where it got a little edgy. He had been pushing so hard in yoga, trying to get every pose perfect and holding everything for however long I asked him to. I wanted to see if he was still pushing or if he had calmed down a little. I set him up with one-ninety, which isn't a lot. I've seen guys his size push two-forty or two-fifty, but the fact that he was doing fifty pounds more than his max one month ago showed amazing progress. And he pushed it! Smooth push, good form, steady breathing, all the way to lockout. I was impressed, but I should have had him stop there. I should have put him back to rep weight and gone through the steps, but I wanted to see if he could do it again. 
He tried, and he almost got it again. Just past halfway, he began to fail out. I saw the bar start to fall, and I didn't even think about it, I just stepped in to spot him. I'm plenty strong, but I'm not strong enough to deadlift one-ninety from a bend, so I stepped in. The problem with that is my height. I'm only five foot two, and I'm wearing my yoga pants. I pretty much had to straddle his face to help him. I stepped in and my pussy couldn't have been more than an inch above his face. It was close enough that I could feel his breath on it. It was close enough that he could have stuck his tongue in it if he wanted to. And none of that bothered me. What bothered me was that a part of me wanted him to. A big part of me wanted that so bad. 
I wanted to feel his mouth on me. I wanted him to taste me. I remember getting wet and praying he wouldn't notice, and I remember that dirty part of me that hoped he would notice. I'm getting wet right now just thinking about it. I helped him rack the bar and I stepped back. I looked down, and I could see him smiling. I was so embarrassed that I began to immediately apologize for it. The heat was obvious in my face, I knew I was turning bright red, but I couldn't help but smile back at him. He looked like the kid in school that has a secret he can't wait to tell. It was so damn cute. Thinking back on it, I think that smile was what got me.
Before I get too carried away here, let me finish. We went through the rest of our weights session and then I ran him. I ran him hard too, with no predefined pace or distance, just running around the balcony track. I ran him until he fell behind, and I'll admit it, I wanted him behind me. I wanted him watching my ass. I wanted to feel his eyes on me, and I did. He did a good job keeping up at first, but eventually, he fell behind and then completely fell. He collapsed and I was glad. I didn't want to tell him, but I was out of gas too. 
I came back to him to see if I could help. He had cramped up bad, and I laid him back and stretched him out. Luckily he was in a ton of pain and had his eyes pressed shut, so he didn't notice me taking a glance down his shorts as I stretched and massaged his leg. He may have still been a little bit chubbed out from staring at my butt or whatever, but I got enough of a look to see he had a decent cock. He wasn't king ding-a-ling or whatever, but it looked like a nice dick. The only reason I even looked was because of what he had said about his wife wanting bigger. I had begun to wonder if he was one of those micro men that sometimes come to the gym, trying to build mass in their muscles to make up for deficiencies in other organs.
I'm not proud of myself for it, taking advantage of his painful cramp to catch a peek, but I did it. I thought it would make me feel better if he was small. If he was hung like a field mouse I could maybe identify with his wife. I mean he was already pretty vanilla as men go, and if he was cursed with a tiny pecker, I could almost convince myself she wasn't a bad person. Maybe if that was the case she had a good reason for treating him this way. Maybe I could convince myself he just wasn't man enough for her. But what I saw down his shorts didn't jive with what I had built up in my mind, and I started to hate her for it. 
I realize that's not fair. I understand I had only heard one side of the story. But he never told me anything bad about her. He never said a single word against her. True, he had told me about her proclivities in the bedroom, but he hadn't done that to be degrading or to make her look bad. He just told me about what was happening in his life. He didn't say she was doing it because she was a cheating whore or that she was doing it because she was a dirty slut, he just said it was a thing she did. The only thing that I knew hurt him was the vacation issue, and even then he didn't say anything bad about her. It broke my heart a little bit, and I admit it, it made me hate his wife.  
He talked to me in my office after his session. That's where he admitted he had finally decided to do something about his relationship. I thought that was a positive step, even if he didn't know for sure what he was going to do. Then he showed me the texts. I wish I hadn't seen them. Not because I was grossed out or whatever. His wife was gorgeous, a little redhead with blue eyes, but in the pics, she was fucking other men, and in the last picture I saw she had cum all over her pretty face. And it wasn't Paul's, because he'd been in my gym for the last several hours. I thought it would make it easier to hate her when she was some nameless and faceless entity, but I was wrong. After seeing what she did, how she teased him and flaunted her cheating in his face. Even though I knew her name - on his phone - and what she looked like, I really hated her now. 
There was a light at the end of the tunnel. Paul seemed to be okay with it, more than okay. He looked happy, he was smiling and joking, he even teased me a little bit. I told him I was really sorry about the whole crotch to the face thing on the weight bench and he said he didn't mind it one bit. He went ahead and tipped me, and I told him I was serious, I really did mean that I was sorry. He made a joke about having to tip me more if I was going to keep doing that, and he looked me right in the eyes and told me he was serious too...it didn't bother him one bit. 




Chapter 4


The next gym day was a Friday, and as much as I hated myself for it, I dressed for success. Instead of my usual yoga pants and sweatshirt, I wore a leotard with spandex leg warmers, which I knew looked good on me, even if it was a little bit slutty. The usual Friday class is always smaller than the Monday and Wednesday crowd, mainly because some people have a life, enjoying their weekends. I was a little bit weirded out by how happy I was to see Paul show up. I must say, he looked better than he had the entire time I've been working with him. 
It's not that he was dressed better, he still wore the same gym shorts and T-shirt like he always did, but there was something about him this time that was different. He was smiling a lot more, for one thing, and he had a relaxed air about him. His whole persona was one of confidence and relaxation. He looked like he was having a great day, and I must admit, I was attracted to this version of Paul. This happy and confident person didn't have all the weight of the world burdening him. He looked like the kind of guy who would be fun to be with. 
We made it through yoga, and he was nailing it. Perfect poses, perfect holds, excellent form, and good balance. And I'll admit I was having fun with it too, teasing him with some of my poses, making sure he got a good view of my ass when I did downward dog, and salute the sun. I touched him on a few occasions as I drifted throughout the class, offering correction where it was needed with some students, and encouragement where it was warranted with others.
When we were the last two people in the room I asked him if he was ready for weights. He asked me if I was going to make him max again, but I knew what he was asking me. And even though I knew he was a married man, I couldn't help myself. I teased him a little bit, and he played it back. We had a little witty banter for a moment, each of us knowing what the other was saying. He asked about me having to step in and save him again, and I teased him about it. He told me to be careful with the outfit I was wearing, there weren't any pants to protect me this time. I teased him that I planned it like that. But was I teasing?  
I know I wasn't teasing. I was planning on making him fail out again and was planning on stepping over him again. I promised myself that I wouldn't squat down on his face when I did, but if he lifted to me, the game was on. 
I put him on a fairly light load, less than his max, but enough to make him work. Credit to him for trying hard and pushing through the actual exercises, but he did fail out on the seventh or eighth push. I stepped instinctively to grab the bar, but I admit it wasn't only to grab the bar. I confess I stood there a second or two that was longer than necessary, and even though I felt guilty about it, I'd be lying if I said I didn't want it. I wanted him to do it. I was quivering for it.
Paul did it. He lifted his head and pushed his mouth against my covered mound. I could feel his tongue pressing against the fabric, and I almost dropped the bar. Somehow I managed to get it racked and take a step back from him. When I looked down he was grinning like a Cheshire cat, and I couldn't help but smile back at him. It was so nice to see him happy and to see those hazel eyes weren't plain at all. They danced with a new light.
I asked him if he was willing to try again and he told me that he was, but that I should move the thong of my leotard aside if he wanted to see what he could do. I know it was wrong. I know it goes against what was ethically right and morally right, but I did it. While he was starting his next set and I was counting them off, I slid my hand down and moved the material aside, baring myself. When he failed out again, I stepped in. And oh my god, when his mouth touched me a thrill zapped through my body like an electrical shock. His lips were against my opening and his tongue slid inside me and I struggled to help him with the bar. My knees got weak and I squatted down a little bit. When I finally got him racked up again and stepped back to look, his smile was crazy big. And I could see how badly I wanted him because my juices were glistening on his chin. 
We did it one last time, and he licked me everywhere. I even felt his tongue on my asshole that time, and no man has ever done that to me before. It felt so damn good and so naughty. I wanted him bad. I helped him rack that last set and I thought of somewhere I could get to him. I fixed my leotard to cover myself and took him over to the butterfly press to have him start repping those. I made him part his legs, but there was no need for it. His form was fine, but I wanted to be able to touch him. While he worked on his presses I reached up the leg of his shorts. I felt him there, not fully engorged, but it was obvious he had enjoyed his bench presses. 
I looked up and watched his eyes flutter closed as I stroked his cock and gently squeezed it with my fingers. I could feel him get hard fast, and it felt so good in my hand. So warm and so thick. There was no question of attraction between us. As wet as I was, and as hard as he was, it was painfully obvious. I had to stop because another patron of the gym was approaching, and I made it look like I was correcting his form and said something encouraging, playing the part, but we both knew this had progressed way beyond personal training. 
After the gym member passed us I wanted to touch him again or to have him touch me, I wanted to feel him. I told him we had to stop and he offered to move our little get-together to a nice hotel. This was it. I knew if I took him up on that offer I was moving way beyond teasing and flirting. If I accepted, I would be officially playing the part of home-wrecker. And as much as I hated myself for it, I wanted him more, so I said yes. 
He offered to shower and meet me in the parking lot, and to his great credit, he told me that if I didn't meet him out there he would understand. He didn't make me feel any pressure. But I did want to, and I walked out into that lot to find him putting his gear bag in the trunk of his car. I leaned against the fender and when he came back around to the front of the car I could see his smile. He was so happy, and it was me who had made him happy. It felt so good, so heart-meltingly good, to have seen this change in Paul and know that I was the reason why. 
He also hit his knees and licked me again, right there in the parking lot. It was just a second, but oh my god, what a thrill! Feeling his mouth on me, right there out in public, with the night air against my skin. I wanted him right then and there. Fortunately, he got me in the car and drove me to the hotel before I embarrassed myself in the parking lot of my workplace. 




Chapter 5


I don't even remember the name of the hotel, but the suite he got us was incredible. I realized, after how I gushed about it, that maybe I shouldn't have had such a girlish reaction. Maybe this was what guys like Paul do? Maybe they find a fling, some impressionable young lady who they know will be impressed with their money, and they rent the suite at the local hotel to sweep them off their feet? I didn't know, at the time, if he believed me or not, but this was the first time I'd ever done this. I didn't lie to him about that. 
I've had my share of hotel sex, but it was always with a boyfriend, when I was younger, or my ex-husband. I never had a one-night stand before, and I'd certainly never done it with one of my customers from the gym. I volunteered that information. Paul didn't ask about my past, and he didn't ask about the future. He didn't care about what may have happened in my life before this very moment. All he seemed to care about was me, and I could feel how badly he wanted me, like the vibration of a sustained guitar chord, emanating from his very soul. 
He showed me the city below us from the penthouse view of the large plate-glass windows, and he ordered us strawberries and champagne. We tasted the strawberries on our lips and he shared one with me in a kiss. Then he lifted me and sat me down on the bed. He laid me back and I closed my eyes as he leaned down to me and licked my pussy until I couldn't take any more, and I came on his mouth. It felt wonderful, and the way he kept licking was so intense. 
I asked him if he wanted some pictures to send back to his wife, the way she sent erotic photos of her lovers to him. He did get excited about that, and I took a few of him licking me, and then I turned the camera over to him and let him take several of me sucking his cock. I know it was wrong, and I know it is a bad idea to have those kinds of photos out there in the world, but I didn't care. I wanted her to see. I wanted her to know that I had her man's dick in my mouth and he was loving it. 
When I asked if he wanted to be inside of me he responded with a yes, and I laid him back on the bed, moving up to mount him. He said he didn't have any condoms. That was how I knew this wasn't a regular thing for him. I knew this wasn't his trick for getting girls or anything like that. He legitimately had not thought this would happen. While that was sweet and innocent and sexy as hell, I had to ask him. I should confess here that it didn't matter what he said, I was going to fuck him either way, but I did ask him about his experience and I prayed silently for a low number. 
When he told me that aside from his wife, he had never had sex with another woman, I sank onto him. I let him so deep inside me and smiled as I watched the satisfaction written on his face. I let him take some more pictures of me. They were naughty pictures. He focused on my pussy, and his cock there pushing me open. They spelled out what we were doing. There would be no question in her mind if he sent those to his wife. And a part of me wanted him to. I wanted her to know that I had her man inside of me and that I was doing all the things she should have been doing if she wanted to keep him. 
I came again, riding him like that, and then it was his turn and I wanted it inside of me. When he finally let go it felt so good. It was a huge orgasm and I could feel him thumping inside of me on each shot, filling me with his cum. I can't deny how it made me feel to have him like that, lying underneath me. He was caressing my thighs and my ass, and kissing my breasts and my mouth when I leaned down to him. It felt so good to have his arms around me and his warm dick inside of me in the afterglow. 
I know I should have stopped there, but I couldn't help myself. I asked him about the morning. I asked him if I would find him here in this bed with me or if he would be gone, leaving a note and cab fare. I hated myself for asking it, but I needed to know. I told myself I could handle anything as long as he told me the truth. When he said that he wanted to wake up with me lying next to him and that he wanted to take me to breakfast, I couldn't help but want him again. And when he told me he wasn't going to send the pictures at all, that he didn't want to bring her into what we were doing, and how he wanted tonight to be about us, I felt myself falling for this man.
I know that sounds stupid, but it's true. I could tell how much he cared about me by his words and his actions. I could tell how much he wanted me by his touch and his kisses. And even though I knew he was married, and I knew it was wrong, I wanted him too. I wanted to feel him inside of me. I wanted him to claim me for his own and disavow his wife. I didn't ask him to, because that's crazy, but I wanted him to. 
Instead, I followed him into the lounge of the suite and I let him kiss me again, over and over. And I let him fuck me again, up against those big glass windows. He may not have looked the part, but Paul was plenty strong, holding my weight easily as I wrapped my legs around him and let him fuck me against the glass. I can still remember how it felt cold and hard against my back as he pressed up into my opening. I didn't have a care in the world at that moment. All that mattered was his dick inside me and cumming all over his swollen cock...which I did. He pressed a fingertip inside my ass and I let go in an instant, dripping down over him as he fucked me. It felt so good I would have given him anything. He didn't ask, but if he had, I would have let him have my ass. I would have let him shove that hard dick into my tightest hole and fuck me as much as he wanted. But he didn't ask. Instead, he came inside me again, and it felt so very good. 
When he let me down I used some of the spray-type whipped cream that came with the strawberries from room service. I sprayed a line of it on his cock and I sucked it off him. I could taste it, but I could taste him too, the salty tang of his cum smeared on his dick, along with my flavor. And I didn't care. I sucked his dick until it was shiny clean and hard again. He sprayed my nipples and tickled me with his tongue as he licked it off me. Then he took me back into the bedroom. 
He laid me down on that big bed, right in the middle of those silk sheets, and he ate my pussy again. I wanted to tell him that he should let me clean up first. I wanted to remind him that he'd already cum inside of me twice and that I was all messy, but he didn't care. He ate my cunt hard, making me cum again, and he licked that all up too. Then he fucked me again. Lying on top of me this time and looking down into my eyes as I tried to get as open as I could, giving him everything I had. He came inside of me again, and then we finally went to sleep. 




Chapter 6


That next morning, true to his word, Paul was lying there next to me. He was warm and cozy, and I could feel his morning wood pressed up against my thigh as we lay cuddled there. I was so happy that he was there. I had been so afraid of waking up alone, finding a note, maybe a phone number, some cash, and an empty room. But all of that was for nothing. He was there, still sleeping, but hard as a rock. 
I wiggled my ass against him gently to wake him up. He finally woke up and took the hint. He entered me from behind, curled against me, and fucked me like that. He even reached around and used his fingers to strum my clit as he pumped into me. He managed to bring me off again, and I got to feel him shoot inside of me one more time. After we recovered from that we went into the bathroom and showered together. Then, when we left the room, he drove me to my car. 
I let him follow me home and he stepped into my house and waited patiently while I changed and brushed my teeth, then we went to breakfast. As far as I know, Paul never did go back to his house. Over breakfast, he told me what he had done, how he had left his wife the painting and the envelope with the papers inside, and his ring. He didn't tell me in a gloating manner. He didn't brag about how he had taught her a lesson. He was humble and honest, and he told me exactly what he had done. I could sense something else in his voice, a sadness or sense of loss, but that was the last time he ever spoke of his ex-wife to me. 
Honestly, I think she got off pretty easily. She got to keep her car, the house, and a hundred thousand dollars. She also got to keep the ring and her painting. I've asked about her from time to time, but never anything specific. I ask things about her cooking or if she was a good housekeeper. I ask about her art and if he's heard from her, but he swears he has not. 
Paul also explained that he was leaving. I was very sad to hear that news. I still remember my stomach turning to stone and a chill passing through me when he explained that he had to. He told me about what she'd done with him and to him in front of one of his coworkers, and I completely understood his need for distance. It broke my heart, but I understood it. The wonderful thing that came from all of this was him asking me to move with him. I was blown away, and even though we'd only known each other for a month, and even though our only romantic time had been one night in a hotel, I said yes. 
It took the better part of the summer, but by the late lazy days of August, Paul got the news that Brenda has signed the paperwork. He was officially a free man. Well, not technically, he was still mine! But he was free from her and his past. He and I had been living together in Charleston for the last four months, and it had been fantastic. I was able to find work at a local gym, and he was working for the same company. We rented a nice little cottage near the ocean and enjoyed our time together. 
Paul took me to movies and out to dinner, and most impressive of all kept up with his work-outs and his diet. Even if Brenda came back looking for him, she wouldn't recognize him now. He was toned and built, and he looked very healthy and happy. I made sure to keep him that way, sucking his cock as often as he liked, and giving him sex whenever he asked. But I asked quite a bit too, and he was always there for it, happy to lick me to orgasm or make love to me however I wanted it. We communicated and talked about what we wanted out of life and where we wanted to be in ten years, or even twenty. 
It was on one of our dates late last fall that we went down to walk on the beach after a nice dinner. The water was cold, but we didn't get more than just our feet in it anyway. Halfway down the beach he stopped and took a knee in the sand. When he presented me with that box I couldn't help myself, and I began to cry. I opened it and saw the most beautiful diamond ring inside. He asked me if I would be his wife and I said yes. 
And that night, I gave him everything. I even asked him to take my ass from behind, and he did, but only after he licked me there first. He worshipped my anus with his lips and his tongue, so much so that I was going crazy, wanting him to take me. With the use of lube he did, and I loved the feel of him, so hot and hard in my forbidden hole. When he finally climaxed I could feel his warmth shooting inside of my ass. It was so hot and naughty, and I absolutely loved it!
That spring we were finally married, in a quiet little ceremony on the outskirts of town. My family and what remained of his showed up, but it was a small and private affair. After we had read our vows and been pronounced, we shared a sweet soft kiss. When I looked out at our friends and family in the seats before us I noticed one stranger. I knew her immediately from the pictures on his phone. Her red hair was radiant, and her blue eyes sparkled, but there was a definite sadness there. She sat by herself in the back, on the groom's side. She didn't come to us to congratulate us, and when the ceremony ended she slipped quietly out the back. If Brenda didn't know before, she did now. 
I could see the weight of her decisions pulling at her, drowning her like an anchor tied to her life. In her despair, I could see what she had lost, and all that I had gained. Later that afternoon, after the guests had gone home and we were setting off on our honeymoon, I asked Paul if he had seen her there. He admitted that he had, but he said nothing else about it. He had let her have her freedom long ago, and maybe showing up here was her way of finally granting him his. Either way, he was mine now, and I intended to keep it that way.
We set off that night for our honeymoon, a two-week Mediterranean cruise. I didn't have sex with anyone but Paul, and Paul only had eyes for me. We loved each other the whole trip through, and we love each other now. I can't imagine my life without him, and each day he makes sure to tell me how he feels about me, how beautiful I am, and how special I am to him. 
I am sorry for Brenda's loss, but I'm not sorry that it happened. In this life, we all have to row the boats we build.  
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