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Author's Note: 
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Thank you for purchasing this collection of my smutty fiction. If you’re new to me and my work, then welcome. You won’t regret taking a chance on me. If you’re familiar with my personal brand of special sauce, then you know the drill by now.  Enjoy my second erotica bundle, a.k.a. ‘The idea so nice I tried it twice’, a.k.a. ‘(Volume) Two in the Hand’.

Just like the first time around, 9 Tales: Volume Two touches (not to mention licks, probes, and fondles) on a wide range of kinks and earthly delights. Think interracial screws, gangbangs, rough sex, and more than a few unfaithful women, each of whom has a cucked man in her life. Maybe he’s wishing he could bring the bedroom heat as effectively as her lover. Maybe he doesn’t even know she’s screwing around on him. But it doesn’t matter whether she’s a blushing new bride or a protective mother facing down the father of her son’s bully, a Black SJW caught alone with an antagonistic white cock or a wife still crushing on a former teacher. One constant runs through all of these stories: she’s getting her back blown out like never before. And she’s going to like it.

And if I’ve done my job right, dear reader, you’re going to like it too. If you do, please consider dropping a review for this work.

-RA
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​CUCK’D BY MY BRIDE’S EX!
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"Then it’s a bet, right? You’re saying we have a bet?" Dylan asked Vivian, grinning. His ex-girlfriend, Vivian was the only one of his past lovers with whom he’d managed to maintain an amicable relationship. She regarded him with a sardonic smile that was one of only two things he hated about her. That Vivian was incapable of admitting she was wrong, even when presented with concrete proof of it, was the other thing. That tendency of hers had borne responsibility for too many of their romantic spats. It had eventually spelled their end as a couple. Today, two years past their definitive breakup, a haughty smirk drew her lips into a bow even as it twisted them in a way that made Dylan miss kissing her despite himself.

Before their breakup and throughout their relationship, fucking had been their chief means of settling disagreements. They'd used to approach it like two soldiers going to war, going at each other without gentleness, exploiting each other's weaknesses, targeting erogenous zones like battlefield objectives to be overthrown to the sound of the defeated party's screams of sexual exhilaration as the loser submitted to the pleasures of tickling fingers, rough caresses, pinches, thrusts of tongue and cock into sensitive places easily surrendered once challenged. But these days, when they were no longer sharing a bed but were still friendly, betting had replaced sex as their primary jousting method.

"We might have a bet," Vivian answered, "Depends on the terms of the bet. If I win, I want your motorcycle."

Dylan’s motorcycle, an MV Agusta Turismo Veloce 800, was as dear to him as were his fingers or his eyesight. To forfeit it would cause him every bit the trauma and would crush his soul every bit as flat as would losing his digits or the ability to see. Vivian knew he’d never agree to it. If he balked as expected, then in her mind, she would have won by default, using against him in their every future disagreement the fact that today he'd lacked the strength of conviction to put his money where his mouth was. How, she would ask him, could his word be trusted on anything, when he’d backtracked and declined to enter into a bet that was his suggestion in the first place?

"Deal," Dylan told her without hesitation, "if you agree to what I want when I win."

"If you win," Vivian corrected him, sweeping a thick corkscrew of jet-black hair away from eyes as green as polished jade.

"When I win," he continued, ignoring Vivian, "what I want is..." he left the sentence unfinished, forcing Vivian to the distasteful necessity of prompting him.

"Well?" she spat.

"Prima Nocta," Dylan said, his smile turning oily, his voice turning suggestive of things he was leaving unsaid on purpose.

Vivian gaped at him a moment before laughing. "What?"

"You heard me," he told her.

"I mean...what? Are you serious?" she asked, still sounding amused.

"Oh, I’m damn serious," Dylan replied, "When you get married, I want first rights to having sex with you on your wedding night. Whether it's next year or ten years from now, I get you first. That's what I want." 

It was Dylan’s turn to sit awaiting certain decline of stated terms. He knew Vivian. Not only did she consider herself nigh infallible, but she likewise lacked the ability to blink in the face of a dare whenever Dylan was its presenter. But this time he had her. This time, she’d have to fucking blink. He decided to raise the stakes, just to make sure she did.

"And," he added, "and...you have to get your husband to watch it go down."

"Okay, how would I even do that?" Vivian sneered, "I can't force—"

"I don't care how you get him to agree, but that's part of the terms," Dylan said in a cooling tone, allowing himself to sound disinterested, "Of course, if you're not sure you're right, then we don't have to do it. Just tell me I'm right about what we were discussing and we can drop it."

Vivian thought on it for a moment, her eyes searching his as if to confirm the seriousness of his proposal before responding. Dylan met her gaze and held it without blinking for the length of two breaths before she proclaimed, "Done. If I ever get married, then you can have me first on my wedding night."

Her declaration raised Dylan’s eyebrows and filled his skull with memories of them together, back when they were happy and optimistic about their future together, back when they'd spent every weekend in her bed or in his, fucking like marathon athletes going the distance. Today, they shook hands like platonic friends determined to ignore any sexual chemistry remaining between them.

Vivian added, "But I’m never getting married, so even if you win—which you won’t—you’ll never collect on our wager. And that, my handsome friend, is what is commonly known as a 'sucker’s bet.’" 

Dylan left the room, returning a moment later with a book he'd retrieved from her living room shelves. He spent several minutes flipping pages before finding what he sought.

Shoving the book under Vivian's nose, he pointed to a passage of poetry, one Vivian had minutes earlier misquoted in her attempted to recite it from memory. Dylan's correction of her misstep had begun the argument that culminated with a bet that she had just lost. Vivian felt her face warm as her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. Dylan was correct.

Vivian let him finish teasing her before she reminded him that marriage was a far less likely prospect for her than getting struck by lightning twice on the same day. Dylan could appreciate her desire to deflate him, but he wasn't about to let Vivian neuter his victory.

"We’ll see," he told her, grinning, "I'll have my legal people draw up the papers and get them to you no later than this Friday."

"Papers? What papers? Why are there going to be papers?"

"Don't flip out," he said sounding casual, "They're just to make sure you keep your word if you ever do waltz down the aisle."

"Well, it's not going to happen anytime soon," she said. 

"You never know," Dylan said smiling, "Didn't you say you have a date tonight?"

"Yeah, some guy from work. Met him at the office Christmas party a couple weeks ago."

"Well, he could be the one, for all you know."

Vivian snorted with a roll of her eyes. "Yeah, right; I'm going to marry a guy named Randall from Marketing." Dylan smiled.

They spent the remainder of the afternoon together doing things that platonic friends that used to share an explosive sex life typically do. Dylan's attorneys drew up a contract binding Vivian to her promise to fulfill the terms of their bet, and she signed them that Friday.

After a time, Vivian forgot the bet had ever existed.

She was the only one who did.

# # #
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Vivian watched her fiancé pace up and down the length of their hotel suite. Agitated, the nearest she’d ever seen him to screaming at her, he’d taken the news about as well as she’d expected him to.

"Well, you’re not going to fucking do it, that’s all," Randall raged, "This is bullshit. That you’re even considering doing it is bullshit."

"You’re making more out of it than it really is," Vivian insisted.

"Don’t hand me that crap. You know damn well that if the shoe were on the other foot and it was me telling you that I had to—HAD to—fuck one of my exes ‘to pay off a debt’ you’d be reacting the same way I’m acting now. All hell would break loose and we both know it."

"Well, no, I wouldn’t like it, but if it was something you had given your word about, then I’d just have to understand," Vivian argued, knowing it to be a liar’s argument.

"Oh, like hell you would," Randall snapped, "Number one, it’s easy for you to say that even if you don’t mean it, because it hasn’t happened, and number two, I’d never give my word on something like ... that in the first place. I’d never disrespect you by even opening the door to something like that, much less consider going through with it."

Everything he’d just told her was true. There was no question that Randall held the moral high ground. But his tone had ignited her defensive instincts. So rather than admit she was at obvious fault, Vivian shot back with, "Well, it’s too late. It’s done. You've seen the contract. I’m doing it because a bet is a bet, and this really has nothing to do with you. Just because we’re getting married doesn’t mean you get to control what I can and can’t do."

"So let me get this straight," Randall fumed, "Who my wife—because by the time our wedding night is here, you’ll be my wife—who my wife has sex with doesn’t have anything to do with me? Because of some fucking contract she signed three years ago that I only just found out exists? Do you even hear yourself right now?"

"All I hear is you trying to control me. Trying to make me conform to what you think a good, obedient little wife should be. And I don’t like it, Randall. I don’t like it at all."

"Are you seriously trying to put me on the defensive here? Wow. Just ... just fucking wow, Viv. That is astounding. I am astounded right now that you’re really going to stand here and act like I’m in the wrong for not wanting another dude’s dick inside you after we’re married. Astounded."

"A bet is a bet," she told him, "If I broke my word, I’d be no better than—"

"Than who? A woman who doesn’t cheat on her husband?"

"You can go on acting like a big baby about this if you want to," she retorted, "but it is happening whether you like it or not. You don’t own me now and after we’re married, you still won’t." 

Randall laughed. "Oh, you think a wedding is still happening?" he said, bitter amusement wringing his words.

Vivian's voice turned shrill, the castigating roar of one seeking to intimidate as a last resort. "You think one isn’t? Fine, then you be the one to tell daddy. You tell him how much money he's going to lose in non-refundable deposits and rental fees. Our getting married is costing him more than you'd earn in three years."

Vivian’s father, CEO of the country’s top Fortune 500 investment banking firm, was Randall’s boss, and the person best equipped to make a special hell of Randall’s life if given reason to. Avoiding the man's wrath by quitting was no option, either. The mountain of grad school loans Randall was still repaying meant he could ill afford to lose his employment situation. Not with the job market being what it was. Vivian's message was clear enough that she didn’t need to expand on the implication.

"When I tell him why, he'll see my side of things," said Randall, hoping Vivian wouldn't call his bluff.

Vivian called his bluff.

"Yeah, you might tell him," she said, "And I might tell him I found you in bed with another woman. Today. Less than twenty-four hours before he's supposed to walk his little girl down the aisle and entrust her to you ‘til death. Who do you think he'll believe?"

Speechless, Randall could only stare at Vivian and wonder how they'd reached this point so quickly. What had begun as a simple "Honey, I have to tell you something," from his future bride had turned sour and ugly with remarkable swiftness. What stood before him now seemed more a soulless effigy of the woman he'd fallen in love with, rather than the embodiment of wishes fulfilled that his dreams had made of her.

"You never loved me," he said finally, hearing the words as if someone else had spoken them.

"I do," she said, her facial fixture softening along with her voice, "I love more things about you than about any other man I know. When I tell you I can't imagine my life without you, I mean it." She sounded earnest. Randall wanted to believe her. Then she added, "It's just that you aren't the only man I can't imagine life without. Dylan is my best friend in the world after you. He's not someone I want to lose, especially over something like this. And it's not like he and I have never had sex before. What's one more time? One last time?"

"I love you too," Randall replied, "but I'm...I'm just not okay with this. I'm not."

"It's just sex," she assured him, "My body. Nothing else. It's certainly not love, not devotion. When it's over, it's not like I'll ever want to cuddle with anyone but you. I'll never want to wake up in the morning next to anyone but you or come home to anyone but you at night. There's a difference, babe."

Randall sighed, wearied by their conversation, by her attempts to rationalize behavior they both knew she would never stand for from him. "You really believe that, don't you?" he asked.

"I believe our love is strong enough to survive my one and only idiosyncrasy," Vivian told him.

"I wish it was strong enough to make you mine altogether."

"I’ll tell you what," Vivian said, "I’ll do it as fast as I can. I’ll finish him off quick and after he takes my pussy, you can take it back and know it belongs to you alone from then on. I’ll take you to bed, new husband, and I’ll do everything and anything you want."

"After you finish fucking your ex-boyfriend," Randall sulked.

"I gave my word. I’m not even going to enjoy it. I’m just doing it because I have a legal obligation to do it based on my being foolish enough to sign a contract stating that I would. At least it’s with Dylan and not some stranger."

"That supposed to make me feel better?"

No," she admitted, "but I hope it’s enough to help you understand why I’m doing this. I hope that it, along with the obvious financial benefits you'll reap by marrying into my family will be enough to get you down the aisle tonight."

Vivian's cell phone rang. It was Dylan, and the way her face lit up when she heard his voice, Vivian's peals of laughter at whatever funny thing he'd just said, told Randall that her incentive for doing this thing extended beyond any legal consequences to be incurred for breaching the contract.

# # #
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The wedding went off without a hitch; a 7 p.m. ceremony followed by a reception that lasted until eleven o'clock that night.

Dylan had long since moved abroad for business, his base of operations so remote that the sole available United States-bound flight placed him in town a mere two hours before the wedding. He arrived at the hotel chapel by airport rental car, having headed straight over upon landing. He arrived just in time to be seated among the bride's family and watch as Vivian and Randall pledged their lives to one another. Vivian's father had booked the reception in the hotel's banquet hall a few paces from the chapel gates.

When, after the minister's pronouncement, Vivian saw Dylan among their guests outside the chapel, she threw herself into his arms while Randall looked on. The kiss she planted on him landed and lingered on his lips, rankling her new husband. Randall disliked Vivian’s ex on sight for being at least four inches taller, cutting a sleeker figure in a business suit than Randall did in a tux, and for being more polished than he, and for making it look so effortless. When Dylan introduced himself and extended a hand, Randall wasn't shy about letting his position be known.

"So you're the man who's so desperate to get laid that he has to draw up contracts to trap married exes into having sex." Randall said, curling his fists in preparation for the sweet bliss of depressing Dylan's nose.

"Randall!" a glaring Vivian reproached him in a tone that whined even as it delivered a clear directive. 

"I'm sorry," Randall croaked, not meaning it, "Of course I'm the one who should apologize. You flew across a fucking ocean just for one last shot at my wife's pussy, so naturally I'm the asshole. Fine, then. Sorry, I guess."

Dylan held up a dismissive hand and smiled, putting on his most convincing unfazed facial expression. He stepped forward to wrap Randall in a congratulatory embrace and whisper into his ear, "If you think you're sorry now, bitch, just wait 'til tonight when I'm slamming your wife through her first five orgasms as a married woman."

Affronted by the taunt, Randall shoved him way, closing his fists again to shatter those pretty white teeth. Dylan's smile didn't waver as he placed a hand that ignored all boundaries upon Vivian's hip and drew her against him to mash their bodies together. The kiss he planted on her lips was chaste, the patient kiss of a man who knows further intimacy lies ahead.

"See y'all tonight," he leered, releasing Vivian and sauntering away toward the bar for a drink of something amber on the rocks.

# # #
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Randall and Vivian got upstairs to the honeymoon suite shortly after midnight. They weren't there ten minutes before Dylan's ominous-sounding knock sounded at the door. Vivian let him inside. She was still wearing her wedding gown and Randall, his tuxedo. Dylan's navy blue suit, tie, and pocket square were immaculate even after an extended air trip and several hours of drinking and dancing at the wedding reception.

Randall thought about going down to the hotel lounge to get hammered on gin tonics, but lamented that as much as he didn't want to have to watch his wife enjoy another man's cock, least of all on their wedding night, he also couldn't bring himself to leave them alone together. Dylan might well work his way back into Vivian's life, for all Randall knew. It didn’t take a genius to realize she and Dylan still had feelings for one another. If they didn’t, then Dylan never would have suggested a sexual stipulation to their wager, and if Vivian didn’t, then she never would have agreed to it. If the past twelve hours had taught Randall anything, it was that nothing was beyond consideration anymore when it came to his new bride.

"All right, then, "Vivian told Dylan, "Let's get on with this. Randall, take a seat over there, won't you?" She motioned to a chaise lounge positioned before expansive windows overlooking distant vineyards set against a mountainous backdrop. Randall walked over and sat down without feeling his limbs. Then to Dylan, she said, "Unzip me, please," as she turned her back toward him, presenting access to the gown's zipper.

"Hold up. Uh uh," Dylan said, punctuating the words with an emphatic shake of his head, "The dress stays on until I take it off you."

Dylan took Vivian’s hand and led the bride to the carved oak four-poster bed at the center of the suite’s large Baroque-styled bedroom. Vivian tried to look disinterested, but the warm rose hues overtaking her neck and face suggested otherwise. She was excited. She was nervous. She was scared and aroused and conflicted at the touch of the model-handsome ex-boyfriend with whom she was about to have sex immediately upon seeing him for the first time in years. Randall could see her fingertips tremble, could see the faint smile she was fighting to keep off her face as she took a seat upon the bed when told to, and began unbuttoning Dylan’s jacket and shirt, tugging his shirttails free of his pants. 

Dylan’s eyes troubled Randall. Crystal blue when Vivian had introduced the two men, they’d changed hue the moment Dylan had taken Vivian by the hand. Watching her work as if studying a newly unearthed artifact, Dylan’s eyes were the color of love. Randall could hear Vivian breathe. Her breaths came with light shudders, the deep, metered breaths of a self-conscious person seeking but failing to seem less so. It was when Dylan’s pants came off, revealing his bare legs and the generous bulge distending the front of his silk bikini briefs, than Vivian abandoned entirely the pretense of cool, and started breathing through her mouth, her large, soft breasts rising and falling faster than they had. Randall watched her swallow a few more times than usual as she swept her ex-lover’s physique from head to toe and back again, her gaze etched with wistful, longing self-reproach that one could easily, and not altogether wrongly, take for regret. 

Dylan's build was long and lean, the toned subtle musculature of a competitive swimmer or a long-distance runner. Broad-shouldered with a V-shaped torso tapering to a narrower waist than Randall could claim, he was intimidation enough with his clothes on. His being solid in places where Randall was doughy, his being taller and made of chiseled angles as opposed to Randall's less defined physique made him the last man any husband would want to see mounting his wife. The man looked like he'd stepped right out of a damned male modeling agency portfolio and into their honeymoon suite. Randall could hardly bear the thought of Dylan inside Vivian again, even though he knew it wouldn't be the first time. 

Dylan lifted the bride’s legs onto the bed and guided Vivian down onto her back. He reached underneath the silken and satin layers of Vivian's wedding gown to drag her panties down her legs and off over her shoes, which he'd insisted she keep on as well. He spread his body over Vivian’s laying the delicious press of his full weight upon her to give Randall’s bride a deep, searching kiss that she soon found herself returning as her hands rose to encircle his neck and forage amidst his hair. A few minutes passed, the wet music of their smacking, devouring lips broken by the occasional moan or sigh from one participant or the other. Then he was up and off her and his head vanished under the dress as Vivian chided him.

"Dylan, just so that we’re on the same page, tonight's not about rekindling...anything, okay? This is still my wedding night, so don't think you're going to spend all—aaaahhh!..." 

Vivian's new husband heard her first unmuffled moan of pleasure torn free by the heat and slickness of Dylan’s tongue meeting her slit, and knew that in his new wife's eyes, he had officially ceased to exist.

Vivian looked embarrassed and sought to wriggle away from Dylan's insistent tongue worming its way deeper into her, but he caught hold of her wrists and held them prisoner. She wasn't going anywhere. Within minutes, she no longer looked like a woman who wanted to.

Something was happening to Vivian as Randall sat watching; something gorgeous and perverse and ancient and humiliating for him to behold. Being restrained by her lover, held in place and made to submit to the invasive spirals and sweeps of his lips and tongue, to his long, slow licks, to the fluttering circles he described along her outer labia between deep, crude plunges of his whole tongue buried in her pussy, Vivian looked the most sensual, the earthiest and most primal, almost celestially feminine that Randall had ever seen her. His wife’s hips humped upward as his supplanter sucked and licked away her facade and made her beg for deeper penetration. Randall's heart sank as he heard Vivian, his bride of less than eight hours, beg another man, "Please baby, please give me your cock. I want your dick in me, please."

Dylan responded by tightening his grip on her wrists. Vivian cried out loudly enough for Randall to feel it in his chest. Again she pleaded, "Please, Dylan. Your dick. Give me your dick. Fuck me with that big cock, please please."

"Mm mm. We're playing by my rules tonight, babe," he told Vivian, "We do it my way for as long as I want. And what I want is to feel you wanting my cock. I want to feel your whole body tremble with desire before I fuck you." His mouth returned to the task of making Vivian dance out her frustrations on the tip of his tongue while her husband sat less than ten feet away. Her first orgasm of the evening came less than ten minutes later, accompanied by Vivian’s sniffling and sobbing sounds, by her tremulous whispered affirmations of "So good...My god, so so good..." that Randall’s lovemaking had never inspired.

Dylan removed his head from under her wedding gown, rose up onto his knees between her legs, and smiled down at his conquest where she lay still catching her breath.

"That’s a good start, Viv," he told her. "We can begin now. Go on, love; take what you’ve earned. His pelvis jutted forward. Vivian sat up and glanced at Randall before slipping her fingertips into the waistband of Dylan’s briefs, pulling them down to expose his erection.

Over the course of the evening, Randall watched and listened as Vivian and Dylan fell back into old routine as lovers, moving with the familiar choreography of two performers with expert knowledge of each other’s bodies. He watched his wife’s back arch to tilt the shifting, rolling globes of her breasts upward toward teeth that at once recalled how hard to bite them to elicit much-missed squeals she’d used to make for the man inside her now. He watched Dylan take the salmon-pink rosebuds of her nipples between lips that knew precisely how to tease her until her teeth chattered and her eyes rolled white with pleasures Randall was growing less certain of ever having delivered.

Dylan's cock didn't look so intimidating when weighed against Randall's expectations going into the evening. It wasn't the ten-inch long, eight-inch thick behemoth he'd anticipated. Dylan's cock did however look an inch or two longer than what Randall knew himself to be packing, and looked to exceed his thickness by about the same margin. Just enough to be easily superior to her husband's cock, without its dimensions looking monstrous. Dylan's cock had thick veins running along both sides of it, and when erect it stood out in front of him farther than Randall's did in front of him. Judging by Vivian's reception of the larger, sleeker cock and her responses when Dylan asked her questions, she'd missed it as much as it had missed her. 

"Did you ever think I be fucking you again like this?" he asked.

"No, baby, I—unngh! —never thought I'd get to feel this—God, fuck!—this cock again."

"Who's cock is bigger, mine or Randall's?" he asked.

"Shit, baby, yours, yours! Your cock is bigger. It’s bigger and thicker than my husband's."

"Are you still my whore in the bedroom?"

"Y-yes, yes I’m your whore," Vivian stammered, looking delirious with the pleasures her was pushing inside her.

"Even though you’re someone’s wife now?" Dylan challenged her.

"God, I'll always be your fucking whore in the bedroom," Vivian proclaimed, gasping for breath as Dylan's pace picked up, slamming his body between her legs with audible, sticky smacks that stirred like an electrical current through Randall's balls.

He wished he could shut his eyes and ears against the sight and sound of his wife and the man she’d chosen over him. But something unfolding throughout his tightening sac wouldn’t let him look away from the frenzied glaze clouding his wife’s eyes as a finer cock than his pummeled her willing, wanting pussy for all it was worth. Something at the center of his erection that climbed higher every time Vivian’s lust-laden utterances sounded, every time Dylan huffed toward her to cover her small body with his, would not let Randall ignore the sounds of marriage vows shattering mere feet from him. He wanted to draw his awakened hardness out for a better view of their fucking, wanted to stroke himself to the brink of coming and then push it past the red pillow of Vivian’s lips to unload his orgasm into her wanton little mouth. What he did not want to do, however, was give the couple the satisfaction of seeing him titillated. His acknowledgment of arousal would imply acceptance of his treatment and of Dylan’s presence here tonight. And despite his libido’s lack of conviction, he wasn’t ready to be okay with his bride fucking another man, especially her Adonis of an ex-boyfriend.

And Vivian was indeed Dylan's whore every inch, moaning under his touch, his penetrations, begging when he demanded it, pleading to suck his cock, pleading for him to come all over her, begging to swallow his semen when he'd finished using his whore's body. Vivian’s wide stretched eyes, Vivian’s peeled-back lips displaying all of her lustrous white teeth, the two white-knuckled fistfuls of bedsheet Vivian had gathered, the mussed ringlets of hair pasted to her sweat-glossed brow left nothing of her internal musings to the imagination. Vivian was practically vibrating with pleasure as Dylan reached her depth and made her feel forgotten things that his dick was only now bringing her aware of having lived without for too long. Vivian felt a tightening heat build between her legs, an itch that was bringing all hell with it, and she was coming again before she knew it, an orgasm driven by familiar sensations and comfort with her lover, and fueled by the wrongness of having her cunt so thoroughly used and explored by a man who was not her husband and never would be.

Dylan rode her wave, clutching her as if letting go meant he might die. He held himself inside her for nearly five minutes without moving, just lying on her as if they’d never stopped belonging to each other. He just lay there drawing the scent of her hair into his lungs and enjoying her heat and snugness and ragged mewling, letting her tunnel and orifice acclimate to the fullness he bestowed.

When he started to move again, it was with deliberation, with the studied ministrations of a machine that’s been set to perform to various presets preferred by its user. Vivian lay prone, legs apart and slightly bent, and let Dylan do what he knew they both wanted. His movements, practiced as if driven by muscle memory, spoke to Randall of their being each other’s best, longest-held lovers ever. Vivian herself confirmed as much not an instant before it occurred to him, telling Dylan, "I miss this. God, I’ve missed having you inside me, baby. Just stay in me. Please stay."

Randall’s scrotum felt as if stars were shooting through it. His cock ached for a bit of what Dylan lay thrusting himself into, inserting himself and his and Vivian’s sexual legacy between her and her new husband for all time.

# # #
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Everybody he knew, everyone he worked with to first hear the news, had told Randall he was crazy for having asked out Claire Cunningham, daughter of the CEO, after meeting her at the previous year’s holiday office party. They'd all agreed that it was a recipe for disaster, for what should have been obvious reasons. And when a couple years later, he told these same people of Claire's having accepted his marriage proposal, most had lied that they were happy for him.  But Randall had recognized their untruths to be damage control and little more. They still thought he was crazy to get romantically involved with the boss's daughter, but rather than risk losing Randall's friendship over it, they'd declined to belabor the point.

Tonight, Randall’s sincerest twofold wish was that those calling themselves his friends had argued their case a bit harder, and that he had listened to them with a more open heart and mind.

If he were to add a third facet to that wish, it would be for those events of his wedding night from which he was being excluded to have a far less stimulating effect on him.

Randall closed his eyes and tried to imagine a world where he was Vivian’s best, last lover ever, but found he could not.

# # #
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"I miss you too, babe," Dylan cooed, speaking to Vivian with tenderness, "I miss getting down with you like this. I miss the way you used to come for me."

"Always. I always came for you," Vivian moaned, "I hardly ever come when I fuck Randall."

Her husband winced, receiving her admission like a knife to the chest. That her words rang true was embarrassment enough, but what completed his mortification was how freely she’d shared the news with another man, one who apparently had never failed to drive her orgasm. Making things worse was said the fact that said man was currently rolling Vivian over onto her back to resume nibbling places along her neck that tore tight-nippled peals of laughter and elated groans from her as if by force. The sight of her squirming and giggling underneath her ex and her wedding gown wadded up on the floor at the foot of the bed was enough to make Randall want to wish the happy couple well and walk away forever.

But the throbbing sensation inching its way up into his chest demanded he stay. He wanted to see them finish. He needed to see them finish, if only to witness his wife’s orgasm, having contributed to precious few of them.

Tell the truth," Dylan said to Vivian, lying beside her, draping an arm about her shoulders as she snuggled into his body and sought his lips with hers, "You still love me, don’t you?" The tenderness of that act somehow posed twice the offense to Randall that their riotous sex had. Nothing of the bet stipulated that they had to lay curled up and talking as though they were still together. That bit was for their own pleasure.

"Mmm..." Vivian smiled, "You know I do, baby."

"I’ll always love you too," Dylan told her, sliding over to lay chest-to-chest on top of her as her knees raised onto either side of him. "I’ll always love this—" He sank his tool deep, buried its whole length in her.

"Unnnngh...god!" Vivian cried out, an exclamation of lust fulfilled that Randall felt in his stomach.

"...and this..." Dylan said, drawing his erection backward to urge it forth again. Vivian whimpered and bit her lower lip as her eyes squeezed shut.

"...and this," he hissed, wrapping Vivian in his arms and going at her pussy with short, forceful stabs that departed from the long, slow screwing that had characterized his lovemaking all evening. Vivian’s eyes pleaded with him as she felt the familiar stirring of fireworks building again at the base of her spine.

"Oh god no, oh fuck, baby, no no no! What are you doing to me? What are you doing to me, baby?" she demanded, knowing what Dylan knew. She was going to come again and fast at the pace Dylan was taking her. Play time was over. He was well enough acquainted with getting her hot and bothered, and was enough the expert at fucking her to quick orgasms that when they’d dated, Vivian had regularly implored him not to make her come too soon. Tonight, in front of her new husband, she found herself doing so again.

"Fuck! Oh fuck, not again, not yet, baby," she whined, "It’s too much...it's too much, please please not yet. Don’t make me come again! I can’t take it! Don’t make me come again, baby!" The sound of his body slapping hers was getting to Vivian. She felt herself start to crumble.

"Promise me I’ll always be welcome in your bed, and I’ll stop," Dylan demanded, "Promise."

Vivian shouted, "I promise! I promise! Always, I’ll always want you in my bed!" and Dylan slowed his pace, pumping her seven or eight more times before coming to rest. 

Dylan drew his long, glistening cock from his married ex. He got up and dragged Vivian’s wedding gown off, leaving her thigh-high hose and pearl-encrusted high heels in place. She lifted her buttocks to make it easy for him to pull the garment from underneath her. He stole the jeweled hairpin from her curls, shaking them free to spill over the bed pillows. Vivian let him, watching with reverence as his attentions moved from one area of her body to the next. She didn’t look at her husband once.

Randall listened to Vivian gasp, watched her breasts leap and fall as her breaths came in noisy gusts. Laying there, glossy with sweat, making sounds that fell somewhere between sobbing and laughing, his wife looked hot being held down and decimated by her enjoyment of sexual pleasures received from a man who had no right to deliver them. The look of abject surrender on her face, the writhing of her body that seemed so much like a dance she lay improvising, the gasps and groans she pushed through clenched teeth as though each one was an advancement made by a conquering enemy too familiar to her; all of these added up to Vivian looking like sex incarnate to her husband. She looked so utterly wrung out and dominated that Randall could taste the sex in the air around the bed. And he wanted to taste more.

Dylan straddled Vivian to lay the shiny length of his penis between her breasts. She responded by pressing them together as he rocked his hips back and forth, pumping himself between the slippery mounds. Vivian knew Dylan’s body as well as he knew hers. Every time he slid forward, her lips sought to capture the tip of him, her lips planting soft kisses, her tongue flicking the aperture of his penis. Feeling her mouth on him while he fucked her tits was Dylan’s hot button, that thing that got him off harder than anything. It was the only



























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Ruined April’s
Smut in 9 Tales:

Erotica Bundle
Volume 2

By Ruined April





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





