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			EPILOGUE
		

		

	
		

		Some like to be humiliated

		Some just like to share and watch

		Some never knew they were a cuckquean

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		Wyatt leaned close to me.

		I clenched my jaw.

		I knew what he...

		"You know, Erica, we could go far together."

		He wasn't my type.

		I'm happily married.

		He's newly married.

		But for the last year he's been occasionally reminding me that he would value an ongoing affair with me and hinted that we could break away from T. Charles Public Relations and form a new company.

		Wyatt was never overbearing or demanding about it. I never felt threatened.

		I was good at my job and needed it.

		He was good at his as director.

		No way was I going to lodge a formal complaint and tarnish my employment by being branded a trouble-maker.

		Women who ratted out their harassing bosses always found themselves forever blocked by an artificial ceiling – one even lower than those normally facing women.

		I had tried firm rejection. Humor. Dismissal. Reason. Logic.

		None of it had worked.

		What was his mood today?

		Not breezy, not funny, not intense...

		I typed a sentence on the keyboard. Backspaced over a word. "Well, I should be done with this speech in a few minutes. You can attach it in plenty of time to have your calendar ready to send."

		He straightened, pursing his lips. One thing about Wyatt: he valued his work. "Thank you, Erica. You're a treasure."

		I retyped a word, slowly; he was still next to my chair. Something more to say.

		"My wife will be coming by a little later—"

		"Oh? I get to meet the new bride?" I had enjoyed reminding him he was married for the last two months.

		"She's... younger than me."

		I didn't answer.

		"Her name is Sienna. Don't think some girl got lost..."

		I looked up at him.

		Amazingly, he had nothing to add. His lips formed a compressed line and he turned towards his office.

		Odd, I thought to myself. I swiped my ponytail back over my shoulder and finished the speech.

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		"Hi?" A high-pitched voice startled me.

		I hadn't heard anyone approach. I swiveled in my office chair.

		A young girl faced my desk, but looking towards Wyatt's office.

		I blinked. This is her? "Are you Sienna?" I tapped the video on my mounted phone.

		Her light brown eyes focused on me. "Yes."

		"Welcome. May I have your ID please? We need a copy for the guest log." We didn't, but I just had to see.

		She pulled a driver's license from her tiny purse and handed it over.

		I made a show of not looking at it, but I ran a quick copy and handed it back. I pointed to the door. "Wyatt's office is the door on the left."

		A nervous little smile. "Oh. Thanks."

		I followed her light step and twisted my phone on its mounting to follow. Cord will get a kick out of this.

		I checked the copy of her license. Eighteen. Nineteen in two months. But at least Wyatt had bought her more conservative clothing.

		I blinked, shook my head, and tugged at my blouse sleeve. Well, well, well. Cradle-robber. My goodness. Why does he have the hots for me?

		I had just turned forty-three.

		Young wife for children?

		Me for satisfying sex?

		Ha!

		I looked at the door to his office.

		Could I use the girl in some way to put an end to Wyatt's pestering? I liked him and we worked very well together – except for the one sticking point.

		Tell the girl?

		No.

		She was too young to likely have any sway and say in the household.

		Too short. I smirked.

		Sienna came out of the office carrying a manila envelope.

		I followed her with my phone. My husband would get a good laugh at her. My goodness, but he probably would frighten the girl if she saw him naked.

		I froze in thought and watched her enter the elevator.

		Wow, I'm really reaching here.

		I checked my pulse; it seemed normal.

		I laughed to myself at the ridiculous notion...

		Then again...

		I looked at the phone. My eyes flicked to the copy on my desk.

		I snatched it up and folded it safely into my purse.

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		"This is who Wyatt married."

		My husband blinked. Shook his head. Tugged on his flannel shirt sleeve. "How old is she? Ten?"

		I laughed. "She looks older than that."

		"Isn't your boss like sixty years old?" He scratched at his beard.

		I lowered my chin. "He's forty-one, Cord. Are you suggesting I'm ancient?" I was two years older than Wyatt.

		He chuckled. "No, just... How old is she?" He didn't sound all too interested.

		"Nineteen in two months."

		He looked at me from the side with just his eyes. "So with the age difference he might as well be sixty."

		I felt satisfied he wasn't insulting my age. "So... hear me out." I held my hands in the air as if framing a vision for him.

		He rolled his eyes. "Oh, here we go."

		"Shush." I waved frantically with one hand. "You know how Wyatt's been pestering me about having an affair?"

		His eyebrows lowered. "You won't let me make his face hamburger."

		"No. But what if I give in and—"

		"What?"

		"Just shush and let me finish."

		"I'll make his face all ground beef."

		"Would you stop it? I don't need you to beat him up. This isn't grade school."

		He sighed and cracked his knuckles. Then he rolled his head on his neck and blew out a breath. "Fine. Let's hear the master plan that I'm going to reject."

		I reached over and lightly tugged on the side of his beard – an affectionate move. "So what I was thinking, was that I okay the affair on one condition."

		One eyebrow lifted to show he was listening and formulating his monosyllabic rejection.

		I continued. "He can have me after he gives you his wife twice first. Then you get her whenever he gets me."

		His eyebrows drew down. "Huh? This doesn't sound like you."

		"Two times. The first time, you wreck her. The second time, she's begging for it. Then he'll realize that to get me, he'd lose his wife. Then he won't want me."

		He twisted his head slowly to the side, but kept his eyes on me. "Did you fall down and hit your head?"

		"I'm being serious."

		"I don't like this master plan." He got up and picked up his plate.

		That was his signal that the conversation was at an end.

		I waited until bedtime to bring it up again. I was armed, this time. I had my phone and was wearing only a t-shirt.

		Dressed for sex.

		He knew when he saw the t-shirt. He removed his bed shorts and put the technical manual aside.

		I admired my man's form: at fifty-one, he was still all toned muscle. Fencing kept him in shape. And his... package had always impressed. It had taken me much patience to become accustomed to his girth and length.

		My fingers curled around his manhood.

		A few strokes and squeezes had him firming.

		I had a startling vision of Sienna's small hand on it. If I couldn't get my fingers all the way around it, she sure couldn't.

		I swallowed hard as a pang of uncertainty roiled in my stomach.

		Maybe it is a stupid plan.

		But what else would work?

		I got more comfortable and tapped into my videos. I held it up near his erection so he could see. "What do you think of her?"

		"Quit that." He waved the phone away.

		"Look at her."

		"I don't want to."

		"Just look at her, Cord," I pleaded.

		He made a face and looked. "So?"

		"Do you think you could fit inside her?"

		His shaft flexed. He grimaced. "Well, probably not. Now put that away and get on."

		I didn't stop sliding my hand. "No. I want you to look at her while I do this."

		He sighed in exasperation. "But why? I'm not interested in some teen."

		"But isn't she pretty?"

		"Sure, she's pretty." His cock swelled in my hand.

		I smiled and put the phone down.

		He blew out a breath of relief.

		But all I was doing was grabbing the oil. I lubed him up and began jacking his beautiful dick. I held up the phone again.

		He closed his eyes and said, "Erica..."

		"Look while I do this."

		"Why? Really, why?"

		I stopped and leaned closer. "Because I want to put an end to the only issue standing in between me and a very productive work environment. I want you to help me do that—"

		"I've offered to turn his face into burger."

		"Without smashing his face to a bloody pulp. I'd lose my job."

		"It's his fault!"

		"I'd still lose my job."

		He sighed slowly – a sign I was making sense to him.

		I climbed up and straddled him, pushing my pussy up until it was in contact with the base of his erection. In this position, I could jack him and the back of my thumb would rub against my clit. I held up the phone again.

		His jaw firmed.

		I forestalled any objection. "I need your help, Cord. Please. Help me in this."

		"You really think me fucking his wife is going to fix everything?" His tone was doubtful and derisive.

		"I think so. He's arrogant, proud, and too confident. If he saw that his new acquisition was in danger of being lost, he'd pull in his horns. I've seen him do it every single time he's at risk."

		"And you think I can accomplish that with her?" Still doubtful, but not as much. I could see his wheels churning through the possibilities like I had.

		I nodded. "If you wreck the girl, make her beg, he'll realize what a mistake it was to try involving me in his personal life. He'd back off. I would forever after be free to just do my job."

		"Ever thought of getting a different job?"

		"And starting all over? Proving myself? Potentially running into some other kind of roadblock?"

		He grunted. "Yeah, I see. Bottom of the rung whenever you start again."

		"I'm forty-three and there isn't much wriggle room left at the bottom of a ladder."

		He nodded.

		I held up the phone and stroked. "So, please. Look at her."

		"Well, okay, but why this right now? It's not like I couldn't perform."

		I shook my head. "I have no doubts, but if she is truly going to be wrecked, I need you so ready for her that she stands zero chance."

		His eyebrows shifted up for a second and dropped. "Fine."

		I smiled in triumph and wriggled my hips more snugly against him. "Does she look pretty?"

		He studied the video. "Bring back her face."

		I used my pinky to pull the timer back and showed him, then stroked.

		He squinted, then grunted. "Very cute."

		"Not cute. Children are cute. She's a woman – a legal adult."

		A quiet sigh followed by pursed lips. "Okay, then, she's pretty, yes."

		"What makes her pretty?" I squeezed my fingers tighter as I jacked him.

		"Well, I like her eyes. Wide-set, not close. Not cross-eyed. Nice cheek structure. Small mouth. Lips aren't over-large."

		"Yeah? I thought so, too." My thumb made repeated contact with my clit on the downstrokes. I was beginning to feel a nice tension twist up behind it.

		He smirked.

		"What?"

		He indicated with his chin. "I'm not sure those small hips can handle..."

		I turned the phone briefly so I could see – Sienna walking at a distance. "You think she'd be a tight fit?" I squeezed my fingers even tighter.

		He chuckled. "I don't think I could get it in there."

		I put my curled fingers at the top of his cock and pressed, like the hole I had formed with my fingers was too small. I pressed like it was a struggle. "You can try – force it."

		He gasped, then let out a quiet breath. But after that, his breathing was heavier.

		I was getting to him.

		I pretended the struggle. "Come on, force it in there."

		He groaned.

		"She has such a tight little pussy."

		Another gasp, and his hips jerked upwards.

		I rewarded him with a slight relaxation in my fingers, allowing the large head of his cock to enter my palm. "That's it, keep pushing. You can do it." I wriggled my hips against him. I was feeling an ache deep inside.

		He groaned, lifting his hips. His eyes were closed.

		"No, open your eyes. Look at her."

		He panted, looking around as if to escape, but then locking his eyes onto the screen.

		I pushed my curled fist down on the head. "Do it. Push it in. Does her pussy feel good?"

		His moan was loud and his hips jerked upwards. He panted heavily. "Oh... you're wicked."

		I moved my hand on the head, still not going any lower. "She wants you to fit it all in."

		He was thrusting against my hand, mouth open. He grabbed my wrist with both hands and pushed down while thrusting up.

		My hand began to slip down. "Yes, do it. Force it in."

		With a long groan, he slid my fist all the way down.

		I let him, keeping the pressure on to simulate a tight hole. My thumb brushed against my clit, sending shivers up my back and down my legs.

		He moaned, "Oh... fuck yes." His hips pumped and I let my hand be her pussy for him.

		I stroked as he pumped and electrified my clit with each downstroke.

		He gasped, "Give me the phone." He was already grabbing it. "Use both hands."

		I grinned happily and spread some oil on my other hand. Gripping him, I used both hands to jack his erection. "Do it, Cord. Fuck her little pussy."

		He pumped under me, his large cock sliding up and down in my moving hands. His balls felt good brushing up against my labia, and my thumbs were teasing my clit.

		I shuddered as the tension coiled within me tighter. "Be hot for her. I want you to destroy her pussy and make her beg for more."

		His gasp was stronger – his hips moving more forcefully. He was imagining fucking her and the heat that realization caused in me made me squirm. The ache in my pussy intensified and the coil of tension strained to the breaking point.

		I breathed, "Do it. Fuck her. Fuck her senseless."

		He heaved under me and his cock swelled in my hands.

		"Yes! Give it all to her!" I jacked him with a tight grip. "Is she good?"

		"Yeah...!"

		"Do you want to fuck her?"

		"Yes!"

		"Do you want to fuck her again?"

		He cried out, his hips straining and quivering upwards. His cock flexed and a large burst of cum shot up and out.

		He was staring at the phone.

		I lost it. With a wrenching twist, the coil inside of me burst in a hot explosion of release. Pulses wracked my body as each burst tore through me. I gasped and cried as waves of ecstasy bounced me from tension to pleasure.

		My husband's cock continued to flex and squirt as he looked at Sienna on my phone.

		Flutters and tingles radiated through my body with intense satisfaction. I squeezed and milked the cum from his cock in triumph.

		I had made him orgasm while looking at her and the first hurdle was crossed.

		He kept looking at Sienna on the screen until the last squirt was ejected from his erection.

		Mmm, sexy.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		One hurdle was only one obstacle to overcome. If I had my husband behind me, I still had to face down.

		Wyatt handed me some opened mail.

		I looked up at him. "I'm ready to talk."

		His eyes snapped to me in question. "Hmm?"

		"About our future relationship." I licked my lips nervously.

		His eyebrows made a major twitch upwards – only for a split second. He looked to the side. "Join me for lunch later?"

		I gave him a professional smile with no teeth. "Deal."

		His expression was... very... pleased.

		After noon at Miguel's Taqueria on Creek Street, in a somewhat secluded booth shrouded by fake ferns, I said, "I have conditions."

		He flexed his shoulders back, leaned his elbows against – not on – the table and gestured with an opened hand. A classic Wyatt negotiating posture. "Let's hear them."

		"Before we start our relationship... my husband gets to have your wife. Twice."

		He froze in the act of pursing his lips. It turned into a grimace of confusion.

		I had stumped him. If he had been prepared for my arguments, it hadn't been for this. He blinked. "Sienna?"

		I nodded. "Twice."

		He sat all the way back and brushed his suit coat out of the way – hand on hip. "Why?"

		"It must be mutual. If he gives me up to you, then you give her up to him. And the other condition is that if we progress with our relationship, he progresses with her."

		He scratched his chin, and it wasn't a positive expression of consideration, but rather stress. "Sort of like a swap?"

		"Perhaps. Whatever you want to call it. He gets her twice. Then you decide if you want to continue. If we do anything at any time, it must be an equal offering of your wife to my husband. Every time."

		He raised his eyebrows and looked away out over the restaurant. It was a gesture from him of uneasiness. He looked back, eyes sharpened. "I don't think I can meet those conditions."

		I spread my hands and shrugged. "I understand. Shame we can't test our relationship on the next level."

		His lower lip and cheek twitched sideways.

		Again, I could read his expressions. This was a sure sign he knew his counter-ploy had failed. No, I wasn't going to cave. My conditions, or nothing.

		I crossed my arms and waited.

		He looked at my arms.

		He knew.

		His shoulders slumped and he looked away, fiddling his fingers together.

		Thinking.

		Weighing the risk.

		Estimating the gamble.

		But I knew he wouldn't make a decision today – unless he thought he had to grasp my offer or it would expire. He would sleep on it, at least.

		Maybe confer with Sienna.

		But if he wore the pants and directed her life like I thought he did, he would simply tell her, not ask her.

		The tostada I ordered was delicious.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		"You should've worn more revealing clothes," Cord said.

		"I wanted to make an offer, not seal the deal."

		"I thought you wanted the deal?"

		I coughed. "You know what I mean; I wanted to let him think about it, not consummate it right there."

		He hummed acknowledgment.

		"Anyway, he has to convince Sienna."

		"You think he'll try?"

		I pressed in my elbows and spread my hands, palms up. "Who knows? I just figure he was pestering me long before he met Sienna."

		He grunted.

		"I really hope this puts him off." I frowned. "Are you going to be disappointed if he declines?"

		He splayed his fingers on his chest and made big-eyes. "No."

		A part of me was happy. Another part of me was disappointed that he wasn't fully ready to do his part if Wyatt surprised me and accepted. I put fists on hips. "Do we need to do the video thing again?"

		He laughed and colored a light shade of red. He said, "Well, it was fun."

		I glowered at him, but wasn't angry.

		He said, "I hope he rejects it all and you can be happy at work. Really."

		"Thank you."

		"You really think he'd ditch his affair-idea if I did his wife?"

		"I think so. He's proud and confident. If he felt like he could lose something... He always covers his ass during negotiations. He hates to lose anything. If he felt like he'd lose control of his wife... maybe."

		"So you hope."

		"Yes..."

		"And if I do her and Sienna doesn't like it...?"

		I blinked, shook my head, and tugged on my blouse cuff.

		He pointed at me. "You do that when you're uncertain."

		"Do what?"

		"Tug on your sleeve."

		"Well... I'm not uncertain about you. I think if you get naked with her—" my heart thumped heavily twice, "—she would be irrevocably changed. At the very least, when Wyatt sees what you'll be putting into her, he might stop it all right there."

		He waved a hand. "If... I can get it into her."

		"Oil."

		He grunted.

		I shrugged. "He might decide not to take my offer at all; the terms were pretty heavy."

		"He might reject it but still pester you."

		I slumped back in my chair wearily. "I don't think so. When he loses a negotiation or suffers a setback, he likes to move on. Revisiting it just reinforces his failure."

		My husband chuckled. "I think you know this guy better than me."

		I made a face at him. "Are you hiring a Public Relations Communications Coordinator?"

		My phone chimed.

		We looked at each other before I scrambled up for my purse. I tapped the chat bubble and looked up at my husband. Cold ice shot up my back. "He accepted."

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		Wyatt's home was small and posh: spare furniture and simple, expensive decorations. His house radiated the efficiency that emanated from his person at the office.

		Sienna was sitting on the arm of a chair dressed in a bathrobe.

		I knew Wyatt had instructed her to do so. Get it all over with as fast as possible.

		My husband stared at the girl.

		Instantly, I sensed a magnetic attraction that had his focus.

		She looked meekly at Cord, chewing on her lower lip in trepidation. But her eyes were locked on his face. Only once did her eyes dip down to my husband's waist.

		She knew why he was there. She knew what it all meant.

		Wyatt was in a button-up shirt, his shirt sleeves rolled up. This was a sign of his nervousness and a definite indication that he wanted to get it done as fast as possible. He spread his hands. "So..."

		I handed my husband the bottle of oil.

		Wyatt said, "What's that?"

		Cord answered him. "Oil. I'm rather large."

		Sienna giggled. "I don't think anyone's larger than Wyatt."

		"Well then, maybe we won't need it. Let's go to the bedroom." He extended his hand. All through this, my husband had kept his eyes on Sienna.

		I swelled in pride at his focus; it would definitely put Wyatt on the defensive.

		Her tiny hand disappeared into my husband's. At eighteen, she might still possibly have a growth spurt left. But as of now, she only came up to my husband's chest and was much less than half his width.

		I suddenly doubted any of this was possible. Could I work out a failure as a failure of the agreement on Wyatt's part?

		Maybe.

		In the bedroom, Wyatt fidgeted in front of a chair, uncertain as to what he should be doing.

		I touched his arm. "Sit."

		He seemed to barely be able to do so, though he looked like he was ready to collapse. He was stiff and wound up.

		My husband undid the ties of the robe and pulled it off.

		Sienna shivered.

		He stood there, letting his eyes take in her naked form. Abruptly, he lifted her and placed her back on the bed.

		Her eyes were large.

		He pushed her legs open and brought his face down to her pussy.

		Her eyes grew larger. "Wyatt doesn't do that..."

		"Doesn't matter to me what he does or doesn't do." My husband's rumble of a voice stifled her objection.

		I tried to keep an eye on Wyatt to gauge his mood and reactions. He was tense, on the edge of his seat, and clenching his jaw.

		On the other hand, though I tried to stay focused on him, I kept finding myself looking at Sienna. She was trembling. Her limbs moved in jerks. Her high-pitched voice was sending electric jolts up my spine.

		She reacted with an "Ah!" when my husband's tongue touched her pussy. Then it changed to "Uh..." and finally to gasping moans. Her arms flopped and flailed; she didn't seem to know what to do with them. She ended up grabbing his head – her fingers speared through his hair.

		When I saw her hips shift upwards, my husband pulled away. He began undressing. His jeans came off first. From underneath the hem of his shirt, his cock flopped.

		Wyatt shifted in his seat.

		I had missed him looking, but I knew he had seen it.

		Sienna stared, wide-eyed and suddenly frightened. She cast a pleading glance at Wyatt for a mere second at most, then locked her gaze on my husband's cock.

		Off came his shirt.

		She wailed in a thin voice, "I don't think I can—"

		Wyatt shot up. His eyes were on my husband's long cock. He ran a hand through his hair and said, "W-we talked about this, remember?" He pulled a condom package from his pocket and handed it to Cord.

		My husband's gaze was one reserved for the slowest and dumbest of people, but he accepted the package. We had known Wyatt wanted it.

		Stroking himself the rest of the way to full erection, my husband tore open the package and rolled on the condom. It was barely adequate, and stretched to the breaking point.

		Butterflies raged frantically in my stomach.

		He oiled the exterior of the condom and motioned for Sienna.

		She scooted to the edge of the bed with a glacial reluctance.

		He murmured to her, "This might take some time. Let me know if it hurts."

		She looked up at him with uncertainty, but her thin open legs and wet little pussy aimed at my husband was all the answer he needed.

		He shifted her bent knees back farther until she was almost bent double. "Hold them there."

		I moved over to Wyatt and stood a little behind him so I could see.

		Cord rubbed the covered head of his erection over her lips, just rubbing oil in and loosening the girl's labia.

		Wyatt was breathing heavily and gulping audibly.

		I didn't think it was going to work: the head of my husband's dick was larger than her entire outer pussy.

		But he began the process of getting her hole open.

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		Sienna's gasps were regular.

		Slowly, her pussy opened.

		With a longing cry, the head of my husband's erection managed to stretch her open enough to lodge inside.

		Her look was one of concentration, worry, and amazement. "I don't think—"

		Wyatt croaked, "You can do it." His breathing was so ragged... and he kept shifting on the chair.

		But it was Sienna that really had my attention. The girl's gasps were electric. My heart lurched and thumped with her efforts at taking my husband. When she moved her hips sideways, so did I in an unconscious attempt at willing her to take it. I admired her young form and her ability to bend and flex.

		Her facial contortions between tension and concentration had me cheering for her internally. Yes, you can do it! Relax! Do it!

		Cord muttered, "Crap." He pulled out.

		Sienna's eyes didn't leave him.

		We saw it: the condom had torn.

		He ripped it off.

		Wyatt said, "I have another."

		My husband cleared his throat, speaking a little louder. "Let me get it in first, then I'll put it on." He oiled up his erection.

		Wyatt made a sound something like a groan and a wheeze, but said nothing.

		Cord leaned over Wyatt's wife again and pushed the head of his cock against her hole.

		I felt as much concern as Sienna wore on her face: the girl's hole was stretched obscenely wide as the head of my husband's cock pushed against it. I wasn't sure if she would be able...

		Cord got a tiny bit more than the head in which drew an exclamation from Sienna. He grunted and said, "Yep, got the head past. Just patience and oil from here." He pulled out and reapplied more oil.

		Gulping sounds came from Wyatt.

		A second later, my husband was pushing his cock into the girl again.

		Her hands grabbed his arms and she looked down at their union. A half inch of progress had her gasping.

		Wyatt gasped, too. He shifted on the chair.

		I touched his shoulder. "You can take off your pants. No need to be uncomfortable. Besides, I can see what I'll be getting."

		He jerked, then relaxed. He looked to the side, and back to my husband leaning over his bent-double wife. The big cock looked like an impossible fit into her tiny body. He stood abruptly and removed his slacks.

		I caught a glimpse of what I hopefully would not be getting later. It might have been half the size of my husband.

		Sitting on the edge of his chair, I kept noticing his hand twitch.

		Cord sank maybe another half inch in – I couldn't be sure. But he was making steady progress now with short pullbacks and pushes.

		I reached down on impulse and grabbed Wyatt's erection. Never in a million years would I have fantasized about doing it. Neither did I have a lust to do it, but rather an interest. I didn't want to feel him; I wanted to break his ice. I stroked his cock three times only. I said, "It's okay, go ahead." I released him.

		I did not touch him again. Neither did I have any urge to.

		But within five seconds, hand twitching and returning, he began jacking himself.

		I felt a growing heat between my legs and a flame starting behind my clit. The familiar ache panged deep inside me as I watched Wyatt stroke himself to what was happening on the bed.

		Cord made a few more forceful pushes. He had maybe half of his length inside her. If he had that much, the rest was a certainty. Still, he was patient. He pulled out and reapplied oil. He whispered to her, "Okay, this should be it. All in."

		She nodded nervously, eyes large and... eager.

		My husband shifted back to her and pushed the head down on her pussy until it popped in.

		Sienna moaned.

		Cord took a moment to thumb her clit with gentle circles. Her response was instantaneous. Her hips bucked up – the head of his erection still inside her – and she groaned with pleasure and enthusiasm.

		Her smooth thigh muscles flexed as she watched my husband's erection disappear into her. Her mouth was open and her fingers clutched whitely on Cord's arms. Then she closed her eyes and dropped her head back. A long groan came out of her throat.

		Wyatt's hand was moving fast. His mouth was open, too. I heard a faint whisper, "You can do it."

		Cord's back arched and more slid inside – this time, with ease. But he stopped about three inches short of completely impaling her.

		She lifted her head and said, "I... feel it up..." Her hand fluttered beneath her ribs.

		He grunted. "Yeah, I think that's as far as it will go."

		She laughed nervously, but with accomplishment. "I can feel it... on my cervix."

		"No pain?"

		She shook her head. "You kinda... rubbed past it, I think."

		He lifted, angling his cock differently – upwards. He made a couple of gentle prods. "There?"

		Sienna tensed, arched her back, and emitted a guttural growl that didn't seem natural for her. She panted rapidly and then nodded. "That... feels... weird. Like everything tensed up inside."

		"Bad?"

		She blinked and looked up at my husband. "N-no? Is it supposed to?"

		He slid all the way out and she pouted. He said, "Often, it can be painful."

		"It wasn't."

		He looked over at Wyatt. "Condom?"

		I stifled a giggle.

		Wyatt was stroking himself lost. He stood rapidly and fished another condom out. "I only have one more..."

		Cord applied the latex and oiled it. "I've never done well with condoms; they always tear."

		"I can see why..."

		Humor from my boss? Interesting.

		My husband pushed back into Sienna.

		She let out a long sigh.

		My nerves shifted with her sounds, shaking and settling with a satisfaction that increased the heat in my pussy.

		They switched positions. My husband laid down and had Sienna climb onto him.

		I caught his attention from behind Wyatt and motioned him to turn and then pointed to my eyes and then Wyatt.

		Cord knew. He shifted so his feet were pointing at Wyatt. This gave the man a great view of his wife settling on my husband's dick.

		Wyatt's hand flew frantically.

		Sienna saw it and smiled radiantly. But she turned back to my husband and did not look back again. Her pussy descended on his shaft. It looked impossible to fit it all in and of course, she couldn't. She settled down with about the same three inches still showing. "That's as far..."

		Cord mumbled. "I know; I can feel it. Don't worry. Just move and get used to it."

		Her small hips made tentative circles and she shuddered.

		I felt the same shudder. Without thought, I slipped my hand up my skirt to rub out the growing aggravation. With relief, I ground circles around my clit and spread the heat growing there.

		Sienna's moves weren't inspired or sexy; I think the girl was doing all she could with so much filling her. She must have felt as if she were impaled by a telephone pole.

		I dipped a finger down and felt the wetness at my lips. Back up and rubbed at my clit. Warmth and tension spread and deepened.

		Sienna said, "Oh." She stopped moving. Then she pushed down a little.

		Cord said, "Up."

		Her little butt flexed as she shifted her hips forward – feeling my husband's shaft deep inside her.

		He lifted her and she whimpered.

		But we could see why: the condom had torn again.

		He yanked it off and spun her around.

		Her legs stabbed out trying to maintain her balance.

		Cord lined up his cock and pulled her back, pushing her down on the head.

		She gasped and suddenly worked with him rather than not knowing what he was doing. She sank back down on my husband's cock – her hips wriggling – while facing us.

		Wyatt was gasping.

		I was swept up by the flush of Sienna's skin. There was a blush on her breastbone. Her little breasts were white but the nipples were hard and red. She pushed her bald pussy down on my husband's cock and I heard the strangest sound.

		Then I realized it was me.

		Wyatt looked back at me and saw my hand up my skirt.

		But I was too enrapt with Sienna's sounds of sexual euphoria. What the girl emitted shook every nerve in my body, as if every nerve was directly contributing to the tingles and tension spiraling out from my clit.

		Cord let her move for a few minutes, then lifted her off and tossed her over. She looked like she weighed no more than that of a pillow the way he handled her. He lightly slapped one knee open.

		I felt my chest move inside as she spread her legs open with no hesitation. She was offering herself to my husband.

		And Cord? His cock was bulging, veiny, and thicker and more erect than I had seen it in a long time. He was excited to stick it in her – like I wanted and needed him to be. But seeing his masculine desire compounded in the straining of his erection was breathtaking.

		He was hard for her and she was wet for him.

		I rubbed at my clit as frantically as Wyatt was stroking his dick.

		Leaning down over her, he pressed his cock back into her.

		I watched her pussy open and my husband's shaft slide in and in and in. Again, he reached bottom with some of his shaft to spare. Sienna's long sigh of gratification was intense.

		She whispered, "So full."

		Cord hummed, "What?"

		"I've never felt... I've never been filled so deeply."

		I knew what she meant. My husband was as big around as a soda can and he occasionally bragged at having ten inches.

		I pressed fingers up into my hole and moaned in sympathy with Sienna.

		Cord began pumping, bareback. His shaft went in and came back out. The wet sounds from my husband's efforts in the girl's pussy were ringing chords of rhapsody within me.

		I staggered against the chair, shoving fingers as far up my pussy as I could to reach the ache that tormented me there.

		Beautiful Sienna lay under my husband as he shoved his erection in and out of her. She took almost all of it. And not long after he started, she began whimpering and moaning. Her delicate cries made me wet.

		I circled my clit as fast as I could, trying to drive away the tension, but only spreading it in a delicious swirl of lust.

		I panted and gasped.

		So did Wyatt.

		I was instantly aware of how we both shared the identical reaction.

		He was overcome with seeing his wife take my husband's cock.

		I was overcome the same way. I wanted the girl to feel it all. If only he could get all of it in her... But she was too small. Too tiny. My husband stuffed her, and my insides crushed in on themselves with sadness that she couldn't experience his full length. But she was filled with him and for that I was nearing the edge of orgasm. I wanted her to feel his cock. I wanted her to want it. I wanted her to like it.

		Then Cord did something that threw me right to the edge: he leaned onto her and kissed her. My husband's tongue stabbed into her mouth and Sienna's response was eager and starving. Embraced and fucking, my husband and the girl forgot all about me and Wyatt. Up and down, my husband's butt went between her legs. Her hips thrust with him and her moans told me she was taking every bit of his erection she could.

		He angled a little upwards, driving his cock in at an angle.

		She emitted that raw sound again as when he had brushed her cervix before. It was a desperate, primal sound of need and lust.

		Cord bought his knees up and lifted her legs so her ankles were on his shoulders. He shifted back to keep his cock pointed into her straight. Then he drove into her with slow strokes.

		Her eyes bugged out and she began vocalizing each thrust with a long, "Oh..." He was pushing against her cervix with each heave. Her body moved from shuddering to shaking. A light sheen of sweat broke out on her forehead. Her nipples stood straight up in a state of arousal like I had never seen on a woman's breasts.

		The girl liked my husband's cock touching her deep inside. Her whole body began jerking on his push. Her hips bucked up when he touched her cervix. Not only was my husband fucking her, but she was fucking him back in a beautiful display of carnality.

		My heart wrenched for her. I wanted her to take it all. I wanted her to feel all of my husband's cum.

		Sienna moaned long and loud, then thrashed about under my husband. She squeezed her eyes shut and bucked.

		Cord did his best, keeping his cock in her while she had a ferocious orgasm. But her writhing young body was too much for him.

		I hoped...

		He pressed in, thrusting his hips in little moves.

		She gasped, "Down..."

		He angled more.

		"Yes! Right there."

		Stabbing into her clenching pussy, my husband groaned out and threw back his head. His butt clenched over and over in slow squeezes. He was cumming in her – exactly what I had hoped.

		Sienna moaned loudly and gasped, "I can feel it... I can feel it so hot on my cervix. Oh... so full. So much cum."

		I was drooling as I growled through my orgasm. The heat exploded behind my clit until it engulfed me with a huge wave that tossed me over the edge. A massive release of euphoria swept me away. And again. Pulses flashed through me, sending delicious tingles spreading throughout my body. I shook and quivered, moaning and grunting as each wave came and went.

		I was dimly aware of Wyatt squirting his sperm into the air.

		My husband had shot his load into the girl without a condom.

		Their sex...

		Was perfect.

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		Who changed more?

		I know who changed least.

		Only my husband seemed unaltered by the seminal event.

		At least on the surface.

		Me? I was a mess.

		Wyatt? He was a mess, too. I had never seen him more off his game than after my husband had fucked Sienna. He looked at me differently.

		Sheepishly.

		Surely, my husband had possessed a larger manhood. But I don't think it was so superficial with Wyatt. I think it went much deeper.

		Had he not valued his young wife?

		Had he taken her for granted even after just two months of marriage?

		Seeing my husband force his largeness into his wife must have been... emasculating?

		But no, I didn't get that superficiality from him, either. Rather... there seemed to be an awakening of sorts. He kept swallowing around me – a sure sign of nerves from Wyatt. Gone was the leaning over me and using low suggestive tones. So I know it wasn't some deepened desire for me.

		Which was good.

		Instead, as I came to learn, Wyatt was hungry for more, even if he couldn't seem to admit it. He told me derisively that Sienna wanted to know when we were going to get together again.

		So... that part of my master plan went perfect.

		But now I had to contend with other changes unforeseen. I thought I could direct my plan from a safe haven of emotional detachment, but I couldn't. I thought Wyatt would respond on a purely conscious deliberation of events, but his response was more visceral.

		Wyatt wanted my husband back to fuck his wife.

		She was begging him to bring Cord back.

		I wanted my husband to go back and make love to Sienna again.

		But Cord? The least effected. He got hard talking to me about it, but he didn't really seem to care if he ever went back.

		Was he hiding it?

		Over that next week until the next weekend and the second event, I stroked him and talked about her. I wanted to know if he was hiding something. Every night I jacked him and talked about her pussy and asked him how good it felt. I was desperate to get a reaction out of him. I touched him and brought her up. I forced him to focus on her whenever he was naked.

		Finally, on Thursday evening, I was straddling him and jacking him with both hands. I was forceful and squeezing tight to mimic her small pussy. "Come on, Cord. Feel her pussy. Doesn't it feel good? Don't you want to fuck her again?"

		He had been close and I knew it. He lifted his hips and gave me what I had been looking for: admission.

		He gasped, eyes closed, "Yes! Oh, yes. Sienna!"

		"Do you want her young pussy on you?"

		"Yes!"

		"Do you want to cum in her?"

		He groaned loudly and lifted his hips high. Sperm shot out of his cock. "Yes! Oh, fuck yes! I can't... wait!" He grunted several times as his cum flew in the air. Finally, gasping, he smiled with relief. "Oh yes, little Sienna..."

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		We were back and I was excited.

		I knew in the back of my mind that if something didn't change, I would have to fulfill my end of the bargain with Wyatt.

		Did I want my husband and Sienna to keep going?

		I hate to admit that I did.

		My husband was a good and sexy man; he deserved to have someone as young and beautiful as Sienna in his bed. I wanted him to fuck her and keep fucking her. I wanted my husband to find a deep passion with her. I wanted the girl to fawn all over and hang on my husband. I wanted to see her young hands on his cock.

		I wanted to see them kissing.

		And they were.

		Cord was on his knees with the girl in his arms and they were locked in a beautiful kiss.

		It was so... right.

		Wyatt was in his chair, stroking already. His other hand held his phone.

		I didn't want to do him. I didn't want to ever touch him. But I wanted my husband to make love to Sienna as much as they could. As often as they could. I wanted him to rock her world.

		I almost viewed her as mine instead of Wyatt's. Or more appropriately, I viewed Sienna as my husband's. He should take the girl whenever he wanted – he should have her whenever he could.

		The happiness I felt that we were back and my husband was going to get her again was a level I had rarely ever attained.

		Cord didn't even ask about a condom and Wyatt didn't offer one.

		Kneeling there on the carpet, my husband rubbed his cock against Sienna's pussy. She crooked her knees to squat over him and within seconds, his oiled cock was pushing at her hole.

		Once again, it was a bit of a struggle.

		But I willed her pussy open to accept my husband's straining girth as if I was using a Jedi mind trick.

		Slowly, she sank down.

		Cord lifted her off before she was even halfway. He knelt her on the edge of the bed and rubbed her pussy from behind. He was good to have her head closest to Wyatt so he could see.

		So I could see, too.

		He pressed against her and her eyes closed. Her mouth came open and he kept pressing. Eventually, a furrow marred her brow.

		He said, "That's it."

		Sienna sighed.

		He began humping.

		Sienna's small body jerked back and forth with the thrusts. Her hair shook with each heave. Her little boobs jiggled stiffly. Her mouth was open in a pant and she struggled to stay up on her hands. After a minute, she collapsed to the bed, butt still in the air.

		I was jilling hard. In and out I shoved my fingers as my husband used the little girl's pussy. I panted along with Sienna. Wyatt stroked in time with my husband's thrusts.

		Cord pulled her limp body up and set her back on his cock while he held her against his chest. Standing there, he humped his hips and bounced her on his cock using his arms. He took a step with each bounce until he was right in front of Wyatt.

		The heat coming off the two, the grunts, the pants and the wet sounds were overwhelming.

		I loved every second.

		My husband showed Wyatt how thoroughly he was fucking Sienna. The girl clung tightly to his neck. My husband bounced her, his cock speared up into her, and his balls jerked heavily – all inches from Wyatt's face.

		Cord murmured, "Do you like that, Sienna?" His voice was tender.

		My heart melted.

		The girl groaned, "Yes... more."

		"Do you like my cock?"

		"Yes..."

		"Do you want this to be the last time?"

		Panicked, Sienna stiffened. "No!"

		"Do you want to keep fucking me?"

		Quieter, more ashamed, "Yes..."

		My heart leapt with joy. Good! I was smiling.

		My husband gently laid her on the bed and filled her hungry pussy with his manhood again. It was such a beautiful, erotic sight.

		Then he popped his eyes open. "Uh oh." He squeezed his eyes shut.

		Sienna's mouth dropped open. "So soon?"

		Cord laughed. "Sorry, but don't worry. It won't soften. I don't think..."

		I knew he could go twice. It was hard for him and took a lot of effort, but he could do it. I chewed on my lower lip.

		Wyatt sounded disappointed. "It's over?"

		I touched his shoulder, pushing him down. With a show of confidence, I said, "No, he's got more for her."

		He settled back down. "Oh." Relief.

		Cord was lying on her, supported by his elbows so he didn't crush her. They were kissing. He was still inside her.

		I hoped he would recover.

		After a few moments, he began moving. Little moves. The wet sounds were distinct.

		My pussy wrenched and ached with the idea that he would give her two loads today. I toyed with my clit, giving all my hope to him staying hard and giving her a second fuck.

		Minutes later, he was almost back to normal. His pushes were deep and slow. The squelches were loud at first, but then tapered off.

		Sienna began moaning and panting. Her hands were all over my husband's back. This time, I saw her wedding ring. I don't think she had worn it the previous weekend.

		Cord pulled out and bent down. His tongue flicked out and licked at the young woman's little breasts. His erection hung wet and heavy, slightly bent by a hint of softening.

		I wanted him back inside her.

		I saw Sienna writhing as if that was what she was thinking, too.

		Put it back in her! Fuck her!

		Wyatt gasped while stroking. Precum oozed out of his cock.

		I was overjoyed that he was happy that my husband was fucking his wife.

		One load already and still no mention of the condom. Would my husband be able to cum in her again?

		I wanted him to. I needed him to. I forced my fingers up my hole and closed my eyes. Yes, cum in her. Cum deep. Don't hold back. Give it all to her. Don't save any for me. I want her to feel your cock pulsing your love. I groaned and attacked my clit.

		Cord stuffed his cock back into her and began fucking. Sienna was on fire. She bucked and squirmed and squealed.

		We hadn't heard her squeal before.

		Wyatt got up, erection sticking straight out, and moved around them with the phone.

		I hoped he watched the video as often as he could and jacked off to my husband fucking his wife.

		My husband took his time recovering, but when he was ready, we knew it. He panted loudly and groaned with effort in increasing waves. His body shook with exhaustion. Sweat was on his forehead.

		Finally, he lifted her legs and put them on his shoulders.

		Sienna's eyes lit up.

		Leaning on his fists, he drove his hips back and forth. His cock impaled Sienna with almost his full length. His face was screwed up in concentration. His butt clenched feverishly.

		Now this... this is fucking. My wonderful husband pounding his cock into a beautiful girl. So... perfect. I relished how the girl's body reacted to my husband. They were a synchronicity that was artful and sexy. I wanted it to go on forever.

		Cord cried out, pushing deeply forward. Sienna wriggled her hips up and angled them. Her high-pitched voice said, "Unh... right there!"

		I moved to the bed. Grabbing his balls with one hand, I massaged them. With the other hand I reached under and did my best to stroke the couple of inches that were outside her pussy.

		I felt his balls tighten. I felt his shaft swell. He was going to cum in her. I squeezed his balls as they contracted. I jerked his shaft as it pulsed. I felt the cum squeeze from his balls, the shaft pulse with the load's passage and heard his grunt as it was ejected deep into Sienna's pussy – again, flooding her cervix with seed. I squeezed and stroked with every pushing grunt of his until my husband had emptied his entire load into Wyatt's young wife.

		I came without even touching myself.

		

	
		EPILOGUE

		

		Wyatt put a stop to it all.

		My master plan had been perfect.

		He wanted no more involvement.

		And it wasn't him that was disappointed.

		It was me.

		It was my husband.

		I wanted Cord to keep fucking Sienna. It was too good, too perfect, and too right.

		It wasn't fair.

		I pled with Wyatt to no avail.

		He was mum on Sienna's desires.

		There was nothing I could do and that left an enormous chasm within that couldn't be filled.

		Wyatt did not gloat; he seemed troubled.

		Had his wife become so wrecked by my husband that he had no choice but to shut it all down or lose her?

		Maybe.

		Would he ever change his mind?

		I don't know.

		Time would tell.

		The loss affected me worse than I could've imagined. I had given my husband something that now I could no longer fulfill. I felt at fault.

		With Wyatt's refusal, the situation was clear: my husband had wrecked Sienna, but my master plan was too perfect and I had wrecked my own soul.

		

		Thank you for reading Wreck Her!

		For similar themes, check out these cuckquean titles by Laran Mithras:

		Cute Server – wife wants husband to like the blonde waitress. She's cute, but husband prefers brunettes.

		I Can't Even – her boss latches onto her husband

		Chloe's Craze – her husband resists her fantasies and she becomes desperate

		A Cuckquean Christmas – her husband wants a child she can't give, so she offers her friend

		Bourbon, Babysitter, and Blackmail – babysitter wants a crack at the husband, blackmails wife into agreeing
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