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Chapter one
Chapter 1


“Oh my god the Sandwich Factory closed!”

I glanced out the window as we passed the old brick building where Elektra and I had spent countless nights drinking coffee and talking.

“I wonder when?” I mused, turning the car onto Monarch Street and it’s strip of motels.

Elektra was already on her phone, sleuthing about the restaurant. “Three years ago. The pandemic must have done them in.” She scrolled further down the page. “Oh yeah. They were a mom and pop shop and the kids weren’t interested. It’s so cute there’s a whole write-up about it in the Herald.”

“The Herald’s still around, huh?” I asked, pulling into the parking lot of the Sunset Inn.

“It’s looking like a pretty bare bones operation but this is from their archives,” she said. “Oh doesn’t it make you want to buy it, David?” she asked, tugging at my shirt sleeve.

I smiled as I pulled the car into a parking spot. She would get nostalgic about the funniest things sometimes. “You’re not really serious, are you?” I asked.

“Of course I’m not serious. The restaurant business is brutal and it’s only getting worse. I just hate seeing it like that,” she said, turning and craning her neck to look at the old building.

“We did have some good times in there, didn’t we?” I asked, turning to get a look at the building myself.

“I drank way too much coffee in there,” she said, chuckling.

I’d already been deeply in love with Elektra in the last year of high school. She was such a serious student she wouldn’t hear of having a relationship back then. I’d spent a lot of late nights leaning over the tables of the Sandwich Factory chatting with her and pining for her.

“Sunset Inn, huh?” she said, looking up through the windshield at the somewhat dilapidated, two-storey building and raising an eyebrow.

“Babe, it’s the best I could do on short notice. I guess there’s a hockey tournament in town this weekend.”

She shrugged. “Ah, whatever. It’ll be fun. Should we get cigarettes and smoke them on the balcony?”

“Yech,” I said, making a disgusted face. “You do you but I’m gonna stay quit, thanks.” I’d quit three years ago and couldn’t even think of having one anymore.

“Well let’s at least get a sixer of some piss beer to watch TV with?”

“I’m sorry there wasn’t a nicer place!” I said, laughing.

She chuckled and poked my side. She was excellent at making the best of things but not before she did a bit of complaining about it first. “God this place has turned into kind of a dump, hasn’t it?” she asked, looking down the street at the other motels.

“It’s always like this in the winter. Come on let’s go get our room so we can settle in for the evening.” I opened the door and got out and Elektra did the same.

The lobby was a pleasant surprise. The linoleum floors had been redone with vinyl plank the decor looked like someone had actually bothered to try. It had a fun retro fifties vibe.

Instead of a drab blue and white uniform the woman at reception wore a nice white blouse, a bright red scarf and a pillbox cap, making her look like an old school flight attendant.

We got the keys, grabbed our bags from the car and walked to the room. The inside had been as nicely remodelled as the lobby with mid-century modern furniture and a large king sized bed.

“You know what,” Elektra said, looking around. “I take back what I said. This is actually pretty classy. I wonder who paid for all this? Must be under new ownership?”

“The reviews online were all good, which is why I even bothered giving it a shot. I figured the place couldn’t be that big of a dump with so many people calling it ‘cute.’”

Elektra checked out the bathroom, then placed her suitcase on the small luggage rack by the door. “You want to order Chinese food and watch shitty TV?” she asked, clapping her hands together.

I laughed, set my suitcase down next to hers and pulled her into an embrace. “What are you planning on doing while I’m in meetings tomorrow?” I asked, kissing her cheek.

She shrugged. “Eating leftover Chinese food and watching shitty TV?” she said.

I laughed again and kissed her cheek, then pulled out my phone to look up Chinese food places.

“No, I think I might go downtown and see if those used bookstores are still there. They always had the best finds in those places.”

“How long’s it been since we were last here?” I asked, flipping through the food delivery app.

“Dad moved down south, what, five years ago? So that would have been the last time. Helping him pack,” she replied.

We’d both been born and raised in Winchester but my parents had moved east when they’d downsized and Elektra’s father had moved south after her mom had died. We rarely got back any more and now, when we did, it always seemed special and nostalgic.

I walked over to the window and peered out. You could just make out the corner of the old Sandwich Factory building and, inside, the table that had been Elektra’s favourite when we’d been seniors.

My mind wandered back, recalling all the deep, now somewhat embarrassing, teenager feelings we shared with each other. I’d bared my soul to her at that table.

I wasn’t sure she ever knew how in love with her I’d been. I’d done my best to hide it, knowing she wasn’t interested in a relationship back then. But I’m sure she’d caught me stealing one too many sappy glances at her on more than one occasion. She had to have suspected something, at least.

“Looks like there’s a place right around the corner,” she said, holding her phone out for me to see.

“Perfect,” I said. “Make an order and I’ll go pick it up while you get into your bathrobe.”

She clapped her hands together and jumped up and down a few times then started poking at the phone with her thumbs.

* * *

I had meetings starting at eight-thirty the next morning and left Elektra snoring pleasantly in bed.

I run a property management company and these were prospective clients that had a substantial amount of real estate in the city.

Around noon I texted Elektra to see what she was up to and if she maybe wanted to get lunch. When I didn’t hear back I picked up a coffee and a bagel and drove to my next appointment.

When I got back to the motel I found Elektra wrapped up in her bathrobe, buried under a pile of books in the large armchair in the corner of the room. “I guess you made it to the bookstores downtown?” I said, checking out her haul.

“Sure did,” she replied.

“Both of them still open?” I asked.

“They are. It’s pretty amazing, actually. They’ve been there since I was, like, five years old. I remember my mom taking me on Saturday afternoons.”

I loosened my tie and tossed my phone on the bed. “You must have been deep in the stacks when I texted you,” I said. I unbuttoned my shirt and hung it up, then plucked a t-shirt and hoodie out of my suitcase.

“Oh, right. Sorry about that. Yeah I was…” She trailed off and went back to reading.

I’m not sure exactly why her response gave me pause. It wasn’t like her to just ignore a text entirely. Also the end of her last sentence seemed unfinished. Like she’d had more to say after yeah I was but decided not to. “You were what?” I asked, sitting down on the edge of the bed.

“Hmm?” she asked, arching her brow at me.

“Were you going to finish that thought? You were what?”

“I was deep in the stacks. Like you said.”

“Oh. Okay,” I replied, nodding.

I sat there watching her read for a moment. “So what else did you do with your day? You didn’t spend the whole day at the bookstore, did you? And what do you want to do tonight? I was thinking maybe we could go out? You remember Twenty-Seven Club?”

Her eyes brightened at the mention of the restaurant. “They had the best steaks,“ she said.

“Apparently they still do. I booked us a table for seven-thirty.”

She made a pained expression and tucked herself tighter into the chair. “Going out? I was hoping we could spend another night in. It’s so cold out there!” she whined.

I chuckled. “It is pretty chilly out there. I don’t really feel like just sitting around watching you read, though. Why didn’t you just stay at home if you were feeling cozy?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I thought it would be fun to come back.” She often tagged along if I had to work on weekends. She loved hanging out in shady motels, watching shitty TV and eating takeout. It was a quirky hobby but it worked for me since I got to enjoy her company.

“Yeah, exactly,” I said. “That’s what I’m trying to do, make it fun being back. Come on we used to love going to that place.”

The Club had been a rare treat for Elektra and I when we were younger. My fondest memory of a dinner there was right before we graduated high school. I’d saved up for months to be able to afford to treat her and we had the best time.

“Okay, fine!” she groaned, hoisting the books out of her lap and depositing them on the small table next to the chair.

I followed her into the bathroom and leaned against the wall as she peeled off her bathrobe and pyjamas and got into the shower.

She’d always had a remarkable figure and kept herself in stunning shape. I still treasured everry stolen glance of her nude body I could snatch.

We chit-chatted about the bookstores while she showered and I stole more glances at her wet, soapy body.

I wrapped a towel around her when she was done with her shower, then sat on the bed watching TV while she got ready in the bathroom.

When she was made up and dressed we had a drink from the mini-fridge, then hailed a ride on the app so I could have a few glasses of wine with dinner.

The Club looked almost exactly like we remembered it and smelled just as delicious. We were about twenty minutes early and decided to go have a drink at the bar while we waited.

We got settled into a couple of bar stools and I ordered Elektra a gin and tonic and a vodka soda for myself.

“Last time we were here was with your dad, then, right? Five years ago? Place hasn’t changed a bit,” I said.

Elektra took a sip of her drink and looked around at the old aluminum signs for brands from days gone by lining the walls.

“Remember the last time we were here before that?” I asked, putting an arm around her back and giving her a squeeze.

She furrowed her brow as she thought about it.

I was a little dismayed it didn’t occur to her right away. It was a cherished memory that lived in a very special place in my mind. We really must have been in two completely opposite mindsets about each other that last year of high school.

“Jenny’s birthday?” she asked. “Before we tried to sneak drinks into the theatre?”

I scowled at her. “No, silly. It was right before graduation, remember? We shared a strawberry mousse for dessert.”

“Oh yeah,” she said, nodding.

To be honest, though, I couldn’t be sure by the expression she was wearing whether she remembered that time at all or not.

I sipped my drink again and told myself not to take it personally.

A moment later I saw a large, black hand grip the bar next to her. A moment after that a large black man leaned into view beside her. “What are the odds of running into you twice in one day after not seeing you for twelve years?” he asked her.


Chapter two
Chapter 2


Elektra looked as startled as I’d ever seen her by the man’s presence. She collected herself pretty quickly and smiled but her eyes darted side to side like she wasn’t sure where to look.

The man looked over the bar and at me and his smile widened. He stepped around Elektra and extended a hand.

I slipped off my bar stool and shook his hand.

“You probably don’t remember me,” he said. “I’m Axel Thompson. We went to school together.”

My eyes widened and I smiled at him. He didn’t look at all the way I remembered him. He was taller than I remembered and carrying a little more weight with age. “Axel, of course!” I said, shaking his hand again. “Football guy, right?”

He chuckled. “I try not to dwell on that. Nothing like an old high school football star who can’t stop talking about the glory days. It’s David, right?” he asked.

“David, that’s right,” I said, nodding.

“I remember you from that play you were in. Coach went and saw it one night and made the whole team sit through it the next day. Not that we minded or anything,” he said, chuckling. “It was alright. But I think that man had a crush on you ’cause he would not stop talking about your performance after that play,“ he said, chuckling.

“Uh, thanks,” I muttered, flashing an awkward smile. It was always a little uncomfortable being reminded of your blunder years and I suspect the reason Axel didn’t want to talk about football was the same reason I didn’t want to talk about my high school drama career.

Elektra was still acting kind of weird, staring at the bar and avoiding eye contact with Axel.

“You remember my wife, Elektra? I think you guys were in the same math class together?”

He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye, then looked back at me. “Uh, yeah. We ran into each other earlier today.”

I looked at Elektra, whose face seemed to redden at the mention of it. “Oh, she didn’t mention it,” I said, unable to understand why she was being such a weirdo about Axel. “You didn’t tell me that, honey. Where did you guys run into each other?” I asked.

“Uh, just outside the two used bookstores downtown,” Elektra said. “I forgot to tell you.”

I looked at Axel again. I didn’t remember much about him but he seemed like a nice guy and it was always interesting hearing people’s stories. “Hey why don’t you join us for dinner?” I asked him.

Elektra shot me a nervous glance, like she didn’t like the idea at all.

Axel must have seen it, too, because he shook his head. “Oh I wouldn’t want to intrude on your evening,” he said, taking a step back and holding up a hand. “Elektra told me you’ve got a property management company up in the city? I wouldn’t mind talking to you at some point. I’ve got an inheritance I don’t want to sell but I’ve got no time to get up to the city and keep an eye on it.”

I glanced at Elektra again. I had no idea why she was being so weird. Why hadn’t she told me about this guy? Especially since he might lead to potential business? “Hey I’d love to talk to you about that at some point. But seriously, I was hoping we’d run into someone while we were here. I’ll just ask the hostess to add an extra seat at our table.”

I left before either of them could say anything. It would be fun catching up with someone from our high school years.

The hostess said it was a small table but that she’d see what she could do.

When I got back Axel had ordered himself a red wine and he and Elektra were chatting.

She seemed to be back to her normal self but she’d downed her drink. I ordered her another and sat down next to her.

A short while later the hostess came to get us and led us to our table. It was a little cramped with the three of us, Axel was a pretty tall guy, but we managed to squeeze around it. We all ordered steaks with baked potatoes.

“So, Axel, did you stay in Winchester after high school or did you go away to college?” I asked him.

He shook his head and looked down at the table. “I got in with a bit of a bad crowd after high school. Looking for easy money and all that. Got to dealing some drugs. Got busted, did some time,” he said, nodding at me.

I felt a bit awkward that I’d asked. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean to pry,” I said, glancing down at my drink.

“Hey man, it is what it is. Set me straight, anyways. After I got out my uncle hired me on for his landscaping business. Good, honest work and when it was time to retire he asked if I wanted to buy it from him. Been running that for almost five years now.”

“Oh, wow! What a great comeback story!” I said, smiling at him.

“It’s hard work and long hours but I’ve got a good customer base built up so me and the boys do alright with it.”

“Must get slow in the winter?” I asked.

“I bought a couple of plows a few years back and we put those on the trucks when the snow flies,” he explained.

“Sounds like you’ve got a great head for business,” I said.

We chatted throughout dinner, Axel telling us more about his business and the divorce he’d recently been through.

Elektra remained surprisingly muted the whole time.

When it came time to pay the waitress informed me that Axel had already settled the bill. He must have got it on a trip to the bathroom or something.

We lingered over the last of our drinks.

“So where are you two staying?” Axel asked. “I’m surprised you got a room anywhere with this hockey tournament happening.”

“Sunset Inn,” I said.

“Ain’t that place nice now? They cleaned that right up, didn’t they?” he commented.

“It’s looking very trendy. I was surprised. I’d never stayed there before but my aunt and uncle did on a trip out to visit us one summer. The place was kind of a dump.”

Axel smiled. “Lots of great memories in that place,” he said. He rapped his knuckles against the table. “Well, I should get going. So nice of you to ask me to join you. I had a nice time reconnecting. Nice to see you again, Elektra.”

She flashed a quick smile then finished her drink.

I stood up and shook Axel’s hand.

He clapped me on the shoulder, then left.

I sat back down and looked at Elektra. “Is everything okay? You were awfully quiet all evening.”

She let out a soft sigh and put a hand over mine. “Let’s grab more drinks on the way back to the motel,” she said.

“Okay,” I replied.

We stood up and grabbed our coats at the coat check, then went out on the street and hailed a cab. We stopped by a convenience store and got a couple of bottles of wine, then had the driver drop us off at the motel.

Once we were inside I turned on the TV and the cute little electric fireplace beneath it. I cracked the cap on one of the bottles of wine and poured it out into the two red plastic cups next to the coffee maker.

Elektra, who had gone to the bathroom as soon as we’d arrived, came out looking slightly red-faced.

I assumed it was from the four drinks she’d had with dinner. I put some pillows against the headboard, sat down on the bed with my back up against them and patted the spot next to me. “Wine and crappy TV?” I asked.

She looked at me with what seemed to be worry.

“Babe, what’s wrong? You’ve been weird all evening?” I asked. “Come here and tell me about it.”

She sat down and when I handed her her cup she set it down on the nightstand, then took my cup and set it next to hers.

She turned to face me and crossed her legs then laced her fingers together and leaned her elbows on her knees. “I have to tell you something,” she said.

I had no idea what she could possibly have to tell me that was so serious. I started to get a little worried that something had happened during the day while I was gone.

But she’d seemed to be in such a good mood when I got back, joking about staying in and happy about her purchases at the book store.

I couldn’t help but wonder if our dinner with Axel had upset her? Had I somehow royally screwed up by inviting him to join us? “Is this about dinner?” I asked.

She took a deep breath, then nodded. “Kind of,” she said. “I’m really not sure how to say this. I don’t know why. This has been on my mind for...ever.”

“Babe, please just say what you need to say,” I said, rubbing her thigh. “If you’re worried about me having a bad reaction then just stop. You know I’m good. Right?”

She nodded but seemed unconvinced. “It’s about Axel,” she said.

“I figured it was. You were so quiet at dinner,” I replied.

“David I need to clear something up about my relationship with Axel.”

The words relationship with Axel were the first sign to me that there was something far more complex about the situation than I’d thought. “Your relationship with Axel?” I asked, raising an eye.

Those words, relationship with Axel, moved from my brain down to my stomach hollowed it. “You had a relationship with Axel? I thought…I thought you just knew him from math class?” I said.

She shook her head, her eyes moving off to one side. She took a deep breath and sighed. “I didn’t have a relationship relationship with Axel,“ she said quietly. “But Axel and I…” She trailed off and looked up and into my eyes.

The look of pained sorrow in hers absolutely gutted me. It was becoming clearer by the second that Axel had been more than just a casual acquaintance.

My thoughts started racing. I’d known Elektra for all of high school and I’d never once heard a mention of any sort of relationship with Axel or anyone else for that matter.

She was a serious and diligent student who didn’t have time for relationships. Or at least that had been my understanding. Or, as I was starting to realize, misunderstanding. “What are you saying to me?” I asked, quietly.

She sucked her lips in between her teeth and stared at me.

I could tell by the look in her eye she thought that whatever it was she had to tell me was going to hurt me. I could also tell she did not want to do that.

But the suspense and my own curiosity was driving me crazy. “Elektra can you please just say what you need to say? This is driving me bonkers. I promise I’ll stay perfectly calm if that’s what you’re worried about. What relationship with Axel are you talking about?”

I gave her a few more moments to collect herself but finally just couldn’t stand it. “Elektra please,” I whispered.

She closed her eyes. “Axel and I used to have sex together.”

The bottom dropped out of my stomach and the breath swept out of my lungs.


Chapter three
Chapter 3


Ijust need to clarify that I wasn’t under the impression that Elektra had never had sex with anyone but me. I was aware she’d had some boyfriends in college. I’d never talked to her about it because, why? It was her personal business. That Axel was one of them was…a little unsettling, I suppose, but not earth-shattering.

There was something weird about this, though. If she’d somehow had sex with Axel in college she would have had to have been back here. Or he would have had to have gone to her. Something about this wasn’t making any sense.

I regained the ability to breathe pretty quickly. I was a bit rattled but I wasn’t one for drama and I certainly wasn’t going to fly off the handle about this. I wondered why she’d been so worried about telling me?

Sure, it was always a little weird talking to your spouse about other people they’d been intimate with. But it wasn’t like she’d cheated on me or something.

“Okay,” I said, slowly. “Is that something you want to talk more about? Because I guess it’s kind of weird but, like, it’s your private business, right?”

She looked at me with what seemed like deep sympathy. “David. I never wanted to tell you this because it wouldn’t have changed anything. It was in the past. I didn’t want it to become some weird thing between us.”

“Why would it become a weird thing?” I asked her.

“David, I had sex with Axel during our senior year.”

That sucked the air right out of my lungs again. It was like someone had punched me in the chest. Our senior year of high school? The year I’d fallen hopelessly in love with her?

I could barely identify all of the emotions cycling through me. Jealousy, betrayal, rage, deep angst and...

Still, I wasn’t about to turn this into some dramatic, traumatic event. We hadn’t been dating or anything. It wasn’t like she cheated on me.

I put on a smile that I knew looked fake but I was trying to stay calm. “Like, a couple of times or…?” I asked

“More than a couple of times,” she murmurred, lowering her eyes to the bed.

“More than a couple of times,” I muttered. “Like, how many times?”

She bit her lip and shook her head and wouldn’t look at me.

This only amplified that emotional cycle. I felt like I was on a roller coaster without a seat belt. Terrified that I was going to fall off but having the ride of my life at the same time. It made me desperate to find out more about their relationship together.

“I don’t know how many times,” she finally admitted.

I almost groaned from the way that twisted my insides. She’d had sex with Axel so many times she’d forgotten the number? That was crazy! And so unlike the person I thought she’d been back then. “Ballpark?” I asked, quietly.

“I…it kind of started in October and just, kind of, lasted the whole year until I went away.”

Memories started going off in my mind like flashbulbs. October of senior year. The year we’d dressed up as king and queen chess pieces for the Halloween dance?

Christmas break of senior year when she’d spent half a week at our family cottage cross country skiing with me?

All spring of senior year when we’d talk late into the night at the Sandwich Factory and I’d spilled my guts to her about everything except for how fucking in love I was with her?

I told myself to breathe. There might have been good reason to be upset but there really was no justification to get mad at her.

We hadn’t been together. We hadn’t been dating. She didn’t owe me anything. Except hearing what she’d just told me hurt pretty fucking bad.

“I am so, so sorry that this is coming out right now,” she said, quietly.

I sat staring at the sheets, the checker pattern blurring as my anger and pain focused and refocused inside of me.

When I’d calmed myself down enough to see straight I looked up at her. “Why didn’t you ever tell me this?”

She closed her eyes and reached over, putting a hand over mine. “Please listen to me carefully, David. I was not proud of this. I’m still not proud of this. I thought I would never have to deal with this and I could just hide my shame about it. The furthest thing from my mind when you asked if I wanted to come back with you was that we were going to run into Axel fucking Thompson and you were going to invite him to have dinner with us,” she explained.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I repeated, trying to quell my anger.

“We both moved away. We saw other people. We reconnected and started seeing each other, then started a life together. This has haunted me ever since senior year. There were times I almost told you. But then I chickened out. Everything was always so good between us after we got together. I always knew we were going to end up together. I always knew you were the one for me,” she said, her voice faltering as she shook her head.

Then why did you fucking sleep with Axel fucking Thomson all fucking senior year, Elektra?!?

I had to bite the inside of my mouth to keep myself from screaming it.

“Please tell me you don’t hate me,” she whispered.

I took a deep breath and moved her hand from mine. “I’m just going to need a little bit of time to process this, sweetie,” I said, moving off the bed.

She lowered her head chin to chest and hunched her shoulders. But she let me go out into the parking lot.

The cold air was clarifying and calming and I paced around the parking lot a few times as I got my bearings.

My wife of ten years, whom I’d adored for even longer, had just told me she’d been acting like a fucking slut our whole senior year when I’d been desperately in love with her.

I had to keep repeating to myself that she hadn’t owed my anything. Even if she’d known how much I wanted her she hadn’t made me any promises. We hadn’t even talked about dating back then.

She’d been a serious, diligent student. Maybe that was the part that stung. If she’d been so serious and diligent then why the fuck had she been having sex with Axel Thompson and not me?

I was glad I took ten minutes out in the cold air. It made me realize all these questions needed asking and answering but not in the tone I was asking them in my head.

When I felt like I’d cooled down enough I walked back into the room to find her with the plastic cup of wine in her hands. She looked up and nearly broke my heart with the sorrow in her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” I said, closing the door and sitting back down on the bed. “I needed a few minutes.”

“That is totally understandable, David,” she replied, then took a sip of wine. “I know this must be a lot to deal with. I just want you to know how committed I am to us. I’ll do anything. Counselling, or therapy. I’ll do anything to keep our happy life together, David. I love you so much.”

She sounded so sincere I knew she meant it. This wasn’t some great, cruel deception. It was an oversight that had gotten out of hand because there hadn’t been a good time to deal with it.

I could live with that. I could learn to deal with that.

I shook my head. “Baby. I’m here. I’m with you. And I’m not going anywhere,” I said, squeezing her shoulder.

She sniffled, put her cup down and wrapped her arms around my neck. “I love you so much,” she said, her voice tight with sadness.

“I love you, too. We don’t need counselling about this. This is fine. You didn’t do anything wrong,” I explained.

“I should have told you sooner,” she said, sniffling again and pulling away from the hug. She dabbed at the corner of her eye with her thumb. “You deserved that.”

I shrugged. “But you didn’t. And here we are. It is what it is so just let it go. You have my permission to do that now.”

The corners of her mouth turned down and she looked like she was going to start crying for real.

I put and arm around her back and pulled her back into a hug, holding her for a long time.

After some deep breathing she seemed to sort herself out. “You’re the best, David,” she whispered.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked.

“Anything,” she replied.

I wasn’t sure how I wanted to phrase what I needed to know most. I didn’t want to make her feel bad. I didn’t want her to think this was something I was going to hold over her head, either. “Look, I’m just going to say this the way it came up in my head. Did you know how crazy obsessed I was with you all of senior year?”

She let out a sigh and closed her eyes. Yes,“ she whispered. She drew in a breath and pulled her lips into her mouth so I gave her some time to collect herself. Finally she opened her eyes and sat up straighter, looking like she was determined to face whatever was coming head on. “I never wanted to hurt you,” she whispered.

I nodded. I wasn’t sure why I believed her, but I did. Elektra didn’t have a mean or cruel bone in her body. She was the kindest, most loving wife a man could have. “I know you didn’t,” I replied.

“I meant it when I said I always knew we were going to end up together. I really, really knew it with all my heart,” she said.

“You didn’t want to maybe share that with me at the time?” It came out with a sarcastic edge to the tone that I didn’t like at all. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make it sound like that.”

“David, what was I supposed to say?” she asked, sounding a little defensive. “I love you as much as you love me but I need some time to be with other people? Would that have been better? Because even then that felt like it would have been unfair to you.”

My heart swelled when I heard her say that she’d loved me as much as I’d loved her back then. It soothed me somehow, too. Took some of the sting away of hearing about her and Axel.

I thought about it for a moment. Would I have preferred if she’d said that? Probably not. That probably would have hurt even more than unrequited love. If I’d known she was sleeping with other guys, with Axel, while I was at home longing for her on Saturday nights.

Just thinking about that again started twisting my insides. Elektra and Axel. Elektra and Axel. I felt a kernel of something forming in my mind and my gut.

“No,” I finally said. “You’re right. I think you did the right thing not telling me.”

She turned and picked up the other plastic cup from the night stand and handed it to me.

I took a sip. The wine warmed my insides and softened the edge of my hurt feelings nicely.

I sat there stewing in my thoughts.

Elektra and Axel. Elektra and Axel

The more I ruminated on it it the more I wanted to know. The more detail I craved. I didn’t want to come off as creepy but there was something about her having sex with Axel that…fascinated me.

A question occurred to me. “How on earth did I not know about this?” I asked, more to myself than to her. “We hung out all the time.”

She looked a little deflated by the question. “I think...no, I knew that it would hurt you if you found out. I knew you wanted me, David. It was impossible not to know.”

“But you didn’t want me?” I said.

She gave me a cautious look, like she was worried I was going to blow up if she said the wrong thing. “I didn’t want to regret not having other experiences. I knew you were the one for me. I just knew we both needed to live life a little before settling down.”

I realized how wounded my question had sounded. “No. That makes sense, Elektra. It really does.”

Elektra and Axel. Elektra and Axel.

My mind started working again. So Elektra, knowing I’d be hurt if I found out, had somehow managed to hide this from me? “You dated him for an entire year without me knowing,” I mused. “That’s crazy!”

“We weren’t dating,” she said, shaking her head and scowling at me.

I scowled back. “What do you mean you weren’t dating? You were having sex with him.”

She glanced off to the side like I’d touched on something else she wasn’t particularly proud of. “That’s all it was,” she finally said.

My eyes widened. Serious, studious Elektra had had a fucking fuck buddy? “Seriously?” I asked, my voice low.

She nodded and looked down like she was ashamed of what she’d just admitted.

“So you were just…fucking him?”

She looked up at me from under her brow and nodded, biting down on one corner of her mouth.

I couldn’t believe this. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t seen any of this in her at the time. She must have been such a horny little...slut.

My face flushed just from thinking it. How could I think something so horrible about my own wife? My beautiful, sweet Elektra.

But if she’d been fucking Axel Thompson our whole senior year what else would that be called?

My cycle of jealousy, angst and anger was quickly fading and being replaced by a perverse curiosity. I’d never known this about her. I was astonished that she’d kept something like this from me. But now that it was out I

I realized my cock was almost fully hard from talking about this with her.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked.

“Uh, nothing, just...normal thoughts about what you did and stuff like that,” I stammered.

She looked up at me with this mysterious dark light in her eyes. “You think I’m a slut,” she whispered.

I was shocked to hear her say it. She rarely used foul language. It sent a potent jolt of energy shooting through me. My cock twitched and I realized it was now fully hard. “Honey, baby, of course you’re not a...”

“No, David. You don’t have to say that. It was a totally slutty thing to do,” she said.

More shocking was the realization, from something in her tone, that she didn’t terribly mind that lable.

My mind was really chugging now. Elektra and Axel. Elektra and Axel. I needed to know more.

“Why Axel?” I asked.

She furrowed her brow and looked off to the side. “David, I don’t know if we should talk about that,“ she said.

“Why not?” I asked, unable to keep the eagerness out of my voice.

“Well...” she began, then paused.

I was on the edge of my seat, a thrilling excitement racing through me.

“Are you sure you want to hear about that?” she asked.

I thought for a moment but there was no decision to be made. I did really want to hear about it. “I’m just kind of fascinated by this side of you I didn’t know about.”

She raised an eyebrow at me. “Really?” she asked. There was something hopeful in her voice that drove me wild. Like she wanted me to be fascinated by this dirty thing from her past.

“Humour me?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes at me for a moment, then shrugged. “If you’re sure,” she said.

I nodded.

“Well, he had that banging body from being at the gym all day.”

My eyes widened again at hearing her say something like that. My gut hollowed but this time the emptiness filled with a the excitement racing through me. My balls tingled.

“You’re sure you want to hear about this?“ she asked again.

“Positive,” I said, staring into her eyes. It felt like there was an electric current passing between us.

My stomach dropped again. This time my cock hardened along with it. What was so exciting about hearing her talk about having sex with another man?

“He was...he was just there. It was easy, you know?”

I gave an eager nod. I didn’t know. I’d had no idea Elektra would have sex with someone because they were just there. I needed more, though. I needed to give her a little nudge. “You liked muscular guys like that? When you were younger?” I asked, nodding in encouragement.

She shrugged and got a little sheepish.

“I’m just curious. I’m not getting upset. I promise,” I explained.

“I just don’t want to say something that’s going to hurt you,” she said.

“You’re not going to hurt me. You can say anything you want.”

She took a breath and eyed me. “You’re my husband, David. I don’t want to talk to you about other men I’ve been intimate with. That feels almost mean.”

“I think it would help me process this whole thing. If I knew more about it?” I said.

That seemed to flip a switch in her mind. Her scowl faded. I could see curiosity in her eyes, too. “Okay. Fine. He had…a really huge cock. Is that what you wanted to hear?”


Chapter four
Chapter 4


Igasped. I guess a part of me had expected her to reveal something like that. But a part of me hadn’t. Hearing her talk about another man’s cock was wildly titillating. “You had sex with him because of his body and his cock?” I whispered, stunned.

“I mean, yeah. Is there something wrong with that?” she asked.

“No, no! No,” I replied, eager not to turn her off of this line of questioning. For some reason I found this wildly exciting.

Elektra had had sex with a man because of his huge cock and his banging bod. What the fuck?!? What timeline was I living here?

“So, what, you just...how did you two hook up?”

She frowned. “David just how much detail do you want about this? I didn’t bring this up to torture you. I brought it up because I felt horrible about it and after we ran into Axel I just couldn’t keep it a secret any longer.”

“No, no. I know. I know all that. But you’re not torturing me. I promise. I’m the one asking the questions, remember? I’m just curious is all.”

She sighed and shook her head. “It was when Kaylee’s parents went away and she had that house party.”

“I wasn’t there,” I whispered, shaking my head as my mind drifted back to that time in the past.

“You were sick that weekend. I never would have done it if you’d been there.”

Even that little tidbit was somehow titillating. If I hadn’t gotten sick maybe I could have rescued Elektra from this dirty man and the dirty sex life he’d dragged her into. “How’d it happen?” I asked, a little too breathless to sound cool.

She shot me a weird look. “He started flirting with me,” she said, shrugging.

I waited for a moment for her to go on. “And?” I said.

She scowled again. “You want…you want me to give you the details?” she asked.

That’s exactly what I wanted. I wanted to know every single sordid detail. How on earth did she end up in bed, or wherever they did it, with Axel at a party. “I’m just kind of fascinated by this, honestly,” I admitted.

She raised an eyebrow at me. “Fascinated?”

I shook my head. “It’s just something I didn’t know about you and, frankly, now that you’re telling me it’s sort of…darkly erotic. No pun intended,” I muttered.

Her eyes widened. “This is turning you on?” she asked.

“Kind of,” I said.

She gave me a skeptical look for a long time. Then something shifted on her expression. Some small muscle relaxed that seemed to indicate she, too, might enjoy diving a little deeper down this rabbit hole. “You’re absolutely sure you want to hear about this?” she asked.

I nodded. “I’ll tell you if I want you to stop,” I replied.

She took another sip of her wine. “Okay. So, he started flirting with me and I asked him if he could put his money where his mouth was.”

“You did what?” I whispered, my eyes bugging.

Elektra let out a small laugh. “Funny, that was more or less the face he made when I said it,” she said.

“And then?” I asked, feeling like I was starting to float off the bed.

“And then he took me down to the laundry room in the basement,” she said, her voice lowering to a whisper. She stared at me, her eyes narrowing, as if she were calculating the best way to tell me the next part. “I blew him until he was hard and as a thank-you he fucked my brains out,” she said, calmly.

My breath caught in my throat and my cock went rock hard. My jaw dropped as I tried to suck in air. I pressed a hand against my chest as I tried to draw in a breath. I finally managed to breathe, gawking at Elektra the whole time.

“You’re really turned on by this?” she said, no longer sounding so puzzled.

“He fucked your brains out,” I said, the sentence still ringing in my ears.

“He fucked me on the washing machine.”

My mind filled with an enormous vision of Axel fucking Elektra’s brains out while she sat on the washing machine. My cock was sore it was so hard and I could feel it leaking pre-cum into my underwear. I hadn’t been this aroused in...ever? “What do you mean he fucked your brains out?” I asked.

A blush rose to her cheeks. “I mean…” She paused and eyed me like she was weighing whether to divulge more. “I mean he fucked like a stallion. He had a horse cock and he fucked like a horse. I had to leave the party because I couldn’t walk straight.”

“You couldn’t wa…” I couldn’t finish the sentence because my jaw had dropped open again.

She narrowed her eyes at me but this time there was a playfulness in her stare. “Come over here,” she whispered.

I shuffled closer to her on the bed, so our noses were almost touching. “What is it?”

“Kiss me?” she said.

I tilted my head and closed my eyes and our lips met. It was a long and sensuous kiss, our tongues twining around each other. My mind immediately went to whether she’d ever kissed Axel like this. Had he had the pleasure of knowing her with all his senses?

She pulled away, smiled and gazed into my eyes.

“Did you ever kiss Axel like that?” I blurted.

Her eyes fell to my lips, then rose to mine again. “I don’t remember a lot of kissing, to be honest,” she said.

“Y-you don’t remember kissing him? You had sex but you didn’t kiss?” I asked.

“I told you,” she whispered. “It was just fucking. Just fucking around.” Her eyes moved around my face, studying my expression. Then a small smile began to form at the corners of her mouth. “David why don’t you turn around?” she said.

“Turn around?”

“Just turn around on the bed. So your back is to me,” she explained.

I thought it was strange but I did what she asked. I turned around and let my feet hang off the bed.

Her arms came out from behind me. She unbuckled my belt and unzipped my pants, then reached into my underwear and pulled out my stiff cock. “Holy shit,” she whispered, rubbing her thumb around the tip of the head. “You really like hearing about this,” she said.

I nodded, my mind suddenly numbed by the pleasure of her touch. “I guess I do,” I replied.

She wrapped her hand into a fist around my cock and gave it a slow stroke. “Hmm,” she murmured.

I looked down to see her elegant hand wrapped around my engorged, red prick. It was such a pretty thing compared with the ugly brutality of my penis. It really turned me on to see such a lovely thing doing such a dirty job.

“So it turns you on thinking about me having sex with Axel Thompson,” she said.

My cock throbbed in her hand. “Yes,” I said.

“You want to hear more?” she asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Well, he really took that money where your mouth is question to heart. When we got down there he grabbed my ponytail and pulled me down to my knees. Pretty bold thing to do with a girl you just met.”

“Oh god,” I groaned. My balls were so full and swollen. Her hand was slick with my leaking pre-cum and the soft, wet skin felt so fucking good on my shaft.

“He pulled his cock out and shoved it into my mouth and told me to suck. How do you like that?” she asked, twisting her fist around my shaft.

The vision blossomed in my mind and I hardened in her hand. “Oh my god,” I groaned again. “He did not. You’re making that up.” I turned to glance at her over my shoulder.

“Not a word of a lie,” she whispered. “He used my mouth like he owned it to get himself hard.” She tightened her grip as she said it.

I shuddered and moaned.

“Yeah? That getting you off? Hearing about what a slut your wife used to be?” she asked.

I looked down at her hand stroking up and down, up and down my hard prick. “He really did that?” I whispered.

“That was mostly how it went down between us. That’s why there wasn’t a lot of kissing involved,” she explained.

I groaned again as she continued massaging my cock. “Then what happened?” I begged her.

“When he was nice and hard he pretty much picked me up off the floor, sat me down on the washing machine, tore my panties off from under my skirt and, you know, got to work.”

The vision of Axel Thompson’s large, black cock entering Elektra’s lithe body made my cock so hard it hurt. My mind lingered on that scene for a while but soon it occurred to me that she must have omitted some of what had happened because she hadn’t mentioned him putting a condom on. A dark and ominous fantasy gripped me. “Elektra?” I said.

“Yes?” she replied.

“Did he use a condom?”

The long silence that followed made me even harder in her hand. I knew the answer long before she said it.

“No,” she whispered. She gripped my cock tighter in her hand and started stroking me faster, like she knew I was getting even more excited by this.

“Were you on birth control?” I asked, breathless. Again, I knew the answer by how long she took to reply. A dark thrill raced through me once more.

“No,” she finally said.

My cock started flexing in her hand, a climax welling up from the base.

She stopped stroking, wrapped her hand around it tighter and brought me back from the brink.

I was panting with excitement now, staring down at her beautiful hand wrapped around my cock and almost shaking with excitement. “You didn’t use any protection?” I whispered.

She let out a soft sigh. Not of regret. More a sound of reminiscing, like she was imagining herself how it had happened. “He pulled out of me that time,” she said. “Pulled me back down onto my knees and came all over my face.”

I shuddered and groaned. “That’s so fucking dangerous,” I panted. “Not using any protection?”

“What can I say?” she whispered back. “We were young and dangerous was fun. I had a few scary two week stretches that year,” she said.

My jaw dropped. “You didn’t go on birth control after that?”

I heard her chew on her lips behind me. “No,” she whispered. “It was really stupid but I didn’t. I didn’t want my parents finding out and it wasn’t like I was planning to fuck him again. It was just going to be one time. Then the next time happened. Then every time after that was just going to be a one off. And then it just kind of kept happening,” she said.

“He could have used a condom,” I said, my protective instincts trying to reach into the past and shield her from danger.

“He could have,” she admitted. “But it was fucking smoking hot taking him bareback. And every once in a while…”

My guts tightened up and my cock went rigid in her hand.

“Every once in a while he’d finish in me because he liked watching it drip out.”

I roared and shook and my groin flexed. A fat pulse of cum shot from the head of my cock.

Elektra, realizing I was coming, started stroking my shaft again. Squeezing it, twisting her hand around the head and milking my load out of me.

I watched it splash onto her hand and ooze down towards her wrist, that lovely thing doing it’s dirty work. She squeezed my balls like she was trying to squeeze every last drop of seed out of them.

I had never come more intensely than imagining her beautiful pussy filled with Axel’s potent seed, the liquid dribbling down her thighs. Thinking about the insane risk they had taken and wondering how many times they had done it?

Elektra continued her warm and generous hand job even as the end of my orgasm arrived, my cock wilting in her lovely hand.

I stayed slumped in her embrace for a long time.

She held my cock and balls, gently kneading them and kissing the side of my neck.

I knew in those moments that our life together had changed. I wasn’t sure exactly how but I could feel that things were going to be different between us.

I’m not sure Elektra knew it yet. She seemed calm. Maybe she was relieved that her great, shameful secret was finally out and hadn’t caused any lasting damage to our relationship.

Eventually she pulled me off the bed and into the shower where we let the hot water run and played with each other. No talking this time. But my arousal was very much enhanced by her earlier story.

Later we piled into the bed and made soft, quiet love with the light on, staring into each other’s eyes.

Many hours later when Elektra was snoring softly next to me I began to understand the full ramifications of my newly discovered erotic fantasy

I began to understand in more detail what I wanted. And I began to hatch a plan for how I was going to go about getting it.


Chapter five
Chapter 5


“Absolutely not.”

Her reaction wasn’t forceful or rude. Just totally and completely certain and, therefore, utterly devastating to me. She stood in the kitchen staring at me, her arms folded over her chest.

After returning home, I’d spent a week working out the details and working up the courage to ask her my big question.

I’d gone so far as to contact Axel and set up a meeting about the property he wanted me to look after. I hadn’t mentioned my ulterior motive but had planned to do it after our meeting.

“Will you just hear what I have to say?” I asked.

She drew in a breath and let it out in a soft sigh. “I’m not doing this for you, David. Not because I don’t love you but because the idea is crazy.”

“Just listen to me for two minutes?” I pleaded.

Her mouth formed a very tight line. “Two minutes then. Go.”

I took a step closer to her and put my hands on her arms. “Ever since you told me about this I’ve been obsessing about it. I was a little upset at first at the motel. But I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it. I haven’t been able to stop obsessing about you,“ I explained.

She shot me a worried look. “Okay now you sound kind of crazy. Obsessing, David? About me having sex with another man?”

“I don’t know what it is,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s just turned my whole idea of you upside down. It’s so out of character with who I thought you were.”

“That sounds a little insulting, to be honest,” she said.

“No, no, I didn’t mean it like that. I didn’t mean it in a bad way. I mean I had you all framed as this neat and tidy diligent overachiever and here you were, being this…this bad girl the whole time. I don’t know why it turns me on but it does.”

The worry faded from her eyes. “I wouldn’t say I was being a bad girl this whole time,” she muttered.

“Sorry, right,” I said. “This whole time there was this bad girl trapped in the past that I didn’t know about. That’s what I can’t get out of my head. That’s what I can’t stop thinking about.”

I saw the light shift in her eyes and hope swelled through me. Was that a hint of a smile playing at the corners of her mouth? “And that obviously excites you. I get it. But acting out a fantasy and watching the fantasy come true in real life are two completely different things.”

“Yeah, I know. That’s why I want you to do this for me because thinking about seeing it happen just makes me more turned on,” I replied. “Elektra, I love you. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world to me. Hell, you’re the only woman in the world to me. Watching you have sex…it would be like a real life sex show for an audience of one.”

She smiled at the flattery. I could tell there was something about the way I’d presented the idea that had softened her initial stance. “I don’t know, David,” she said, quietly.

“What’s holding you back?” I asked.

She thought about it for a moment. “Let me put it to you like this. You know how when you’re at work you have a certain personality that’s not exactly the same as the personality you put on when you get home? Or you’re a slightly different person with people you know well than with strangers? Do you know what I’m talking about?”

“Yeah, of course,” I replied. “Are you saying that’s the case with you and Axel?”

She looked at me for a good long while. “It was a long time ago with Axel,” she finally said. “But I definitely wasn’t the Elektra you know now.”

“And you don’t want me to see the Elektra from before?” I asked.

She pondered this. “I’m not sure I’m ready to see that Elektra again,“ she said, her voice a whisper.

If that was supposed to dampen my interest it had the exact opposite effect. I was absolutely dying to find out who this other woman was that I’d never met before. “Will you at least think about it?” I asked.

“Of course I’ll think about it. It would be pretty hard not thinking about it now that you’ve brought it up. But tell me this. How can you be sure you wouldn’t have a bad reaction to seeing something like that?” she asked.

“Babe I love you. I trust you completely. If I’m asking you to do something like this I’d have no right to have a bad reaction about it. If I thought there were even the slightest chance of me having bad feelings I never would have brought this up with you.”

She seemed to accept that argument.

It felt like a moment to press on and give her a gentle nudge. “What do you think about it? How does it make you feel contemplating having sex with Axel again?”

The question brought an unmistakable pink flush to her cheeks. Was that embarrassment at her husband asking such a dirty question? Or was the embarrassment from contemplating her reply?

“Are you really too shy to answer that?” I asked, chuckling. We had such a wonderful open and honest relationship I’d never seen her demure like that before about anything.

It seemed like my sweet Elektra still had some secrets she kept from me. I couldn’t wait to uncover them.

“Does it make you excited?” I asked, pushing her just a little further.

She let out a delightfully awkward laugh and looked away. “David, don’t,” she chided.

I turned her head back to look into her eyes. “Don’t what?” I asked.

“You’re my husband. How am I supposed to answer a question like that? About whether it excites me to think about having sex with another man or not?”

“Answer it honestly,” I said. “I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t want to hear the real answer.”

She blushed a little hotter and turned her head away again, but looked at me sideways. “Maybe it does?” she whispered. “I don’t know. This is all…too fast. You need to just give me some time to process this.”

“Fine. Of course. Take all the time you need,” I said, glancing at my watch. “I’ve got a quick meeting in half an hour.” I leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “I’ll expect your answer when I get home,” I joked.

“David!” she shouted after me down the hall, but chuckled when I started laughing.

* * *

Axel pulled up to the old Victorian home I was standing in front of, turned off his Mercedes Cabriolet and stepped out. He wore jeans and a plaid shirt and brown steel toed work boots.

The outfit was completely incongruous with the car and it made me smile.

He smiled back as he jogged up the three steps to the walkway that led to the house. “I know, I know,” he said, extending a hand and shaking mine in greeting. “I’m usually in the truck so I don’t get to drive it much and I didn’t feel like changing.”

“You look great,” I said, then turned towards the house. “And what a grand old dame this is.” I waved in the direction of the front door.

“She’s a beauty, right?” he said, smiling proudly at the house. “Built by my grandfather. It came on the market right before my uncle retired. He’s done real well and bought it as a sort of sentimental thing. Come on, I’ll show you around.”

Axel led me through the house, pointing out the original wood floors and panelled walls. The round staircase in the foyer was particularly impressive, with its ornate carvings and gleaming mahogany banister.

“My grandfather was a master craftsman,” Axel said, running his hand along the smooth railing. “He built this house for my great-grandparents back in the 1920s.”

I followed him into the kitchen, which had been completely redone in French country style. The white cabinets were topped with marble countertops, and a large farmhouse sink sat beneath a window that looked out onto the backyard.

“This is beautiful,” I said, admiring the space. “Did you do the renovation yourself?”

Axel shook his head. “No, I hired a contractor. I’m an okay handyman but I leave this sort of quality work to the professionals.”

We continued our tour, and I couldn’t help but notice how proud Axel was of the house. He spoke fondly of his grandfather and the history of the property.

As he showed me the upstairs bedrooms my mind drifted towards Elektra. Once again I couldn’t help imagining what sort of woman she’d been with Axel. What parts of her personality had been so different that she was scared of revealing them to me, or even to herself?

I tried to push the thoughts away and focus on the tour, but they only grew stronger. By the time we made our way back downstairs the back of my neck was damp with sweat.

“So, what do you think?” Axel asked, as we stood in the foyer. “Is it something you could take on?”

“I think it’s a beautiful property,” I said finally. “I don’t want topry but do you have plans to move in here with your family some day soon? I’m just curious what level of attention the property would need.”

He smiled. “No family to speak of, really,” he said. Married twice and divorced twice. After the second time I figured out it’s not the life for me. I’m not sure what I want to do with the place yet. It’s too big for a single guy like me. But selling isn’t an option. I’m not sure what I’ll do with it but for the time being it needs regular upkeep.”

“Right,” I replied. “So, maybe a quick check-in every few weeks or so. Run the taps, air the place out, that sort of thing? Or you could consider mothballing it if you think it’s going to be longer than a few months before you decide?”

He thought for a moment, looking around the place. “Option one sounds better to me. At least for a few months, yeah, until I figure out what to do with it long term.”

“I can absolutely set that up for you,” I said. “I’ll have my PA email a contract, very standard, nothing fancy. My rate will be on there and the level of service you’ve requested.”

“That all sounds good,” he said, turning to look at me. “I feel good about this. I’m glad we ran into each other.” He extended his hand and I shook on the deal.

As we walked towards the door I felt my insides tightening. I’d worked up a little speech about Elektra. I’d even practised it in front of the mirror. Now that I was there with him it seemed so stupid and foolish.

How do you approach a man about something like that? Something so intimate? The words I’d chosen seemed misguided and embarrassing.

He opened the door and held it for me as I stepped back outside, then closed it and locked up. He turned and smiled at me. “Nice to see you again, David,” he said.

I flashed a smile back at him. “Great to see you, too,” I replied.

I was on the cusp of reciting the opening line of my speech when he clapped my shoulders, jogged down the porch steps and walked back out to his car.
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When I got home that evening Elektra was in the basement on the elliptical. She had the music turned up high, which usually meant a tough workout.

I decided not to bug her and instead went into my office to sort through the slew of emails I hadn’t had time to get around to that day.

She came up around eight, knocked on my door and leaned against the door frame, a towel draped across her neck. The scent of her sweat tickled my nostrils. “How’d your meeting go?” she asked.

I leaned back in my chair and laced my fingers together. “Fine,” I said. “Just fine. It was him.”

She furrowed her brow for a moment then recognition dawned on her face. “You mean Axel?” she asked.

“I mean Axel. He’s got a beautiful old Victorian home in the east end. Shouldn’t be too much work,” I said.

“You didn’t tell me you were going to meet him,“ she said, wiping her forehead with the towel.

“To be honest with you this whole day did not exactly go to plan,” I answered.

She eyed me for a moment, then smiled. “And what was the plan, exactly?” she asked.

I chuckled. “Well, I was going to present my little idea to you and you were going to throw your arms around my neck and say you’d love nothing more than to do that for me. Then I was going to tell your friend Axel exactly what it was I had cooked up and he was supposed to invite me out for a beer before we came back here. Or something.”

Her smile had widened as I’d recounted my story but when she heard me talking about bringing Axel back to the house it faded. “You didn’t really tell him, did you David?” she asked.

“I couldn’t go through with it,” I said, sighing. “Not something I remember from etiquette class, actually.”

“What’s that?” she asked, her coy smile returning.

“How to politely ask a man if he wouldn’t mind fucking my wife?” I replied.

She drew in a sharp breath. The corners of her mouth sort of fluttered into an incomprehensible shape.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Did that upset you?”

Her eyes fell away to the side. “No. Just…surprised me. To hear you say it like that. I should go shower.”

I was going to ask why the abrupt departure but thought better of it. Sometimes Elektra just needed time to think and it was best just to give it to her rather than try to fix her problems for her.

I heard the shower come on upstairs and turned back to my computer to sift through the last few emails of my day.

Twenty minutes later I noticed the shower was still running and I found that weird because Elektra didn’t normally dawdle in the shower.

I got up and climbed the stairs and was stopped dead in my tracks just before the landing. I turned my head, not quite ready to believe what I was hearing.

A series of soft, rhythmic moans were coming from the bathroom. It was pretty obvious that Elektra was pleasuring herself in there.

I wasn’t offended by this in any way but I did find it strange. We were pretty sexually open and it wouldn’t have been weird if I’d walked in on her masturbating in the bedroom.

I’d never known her to do it in the bathroom, though and that was the part that intrigued me.

My first impulse was just to turn around, go back down to my office and maybe ask her about it later when we were in bed together.

But the moans seemed to grow in intensity and volume and each one sent a flutter of arousal down my spine that settled in my groin.

I was faced with the choice of intruding on her privacy to satisfy my own curiosity about what was going on in there or leaving her alone and wondering what had been going on in there for the rest of the evening. Possibly longer.

I’m a little ashamed to say my curiosity prevailed. I shuffled to the bathroom door as quietly as I could, though she wouldn’t have heard over the sound of the water running.

I gripped the handle and pressed it down gently, then eased the door open a crack until I could peer through with one eye.

Through the billowing clouds of steam I could just make out the shape of Elektra’s body hunched over in the shower. She was leaning against the tile with one hand.

My eyes fell and widened when I saw that she was holding the shower head with the other. By the sounds of it it was set to one of the pulse functions and pressed between her legs against her groin.

The change in air current from opening the door caused some of the steam to swirl up towards the ceiling.

My eyes fell to her suddenly exposed legs and I put a hand over my mouth to stifle a gasp.

Sticking out from in between her beautifully toned thighs was a thick, dark conical shaped…something that jiggled like it was made of gelatin.

I realized it was shaking in time with the trembling of one of her legs. I stared at it because it was easily twice as thick as my cock and looked to be stuffed quite deeply inside her.

I’d never seen her use the toy, or even knew it existed. A sharp but fleeting jealousy raced through me. It passed quickly.

It would have been laughable in this day and age for me to be jealous of a sex toy. Still, it’s size and it’s…blackness ignited a hungry fire in my belly.

I couldn’t help but wonder if this dildo, because that’s obviously what it was, had some connection to her history with Axel? Why else would a woman have such a toy and keep it’s existence a secret from her husband?

I stared at the thing as the shaking grew more violent. It smacked and slapped against her thighs, water dripping from it’s fat root onto the floor of the tub.

My eyes flew open wide when she reached between her legs with her hand, wrapped it around the base of the toy and gave it a few firm and energetic pumps deeper inside herself.

Her hand flew to her mouth as she let out a passionate moan. She squeezed her legs together and I saw the muscles in her ass flexing as an orgasm worked it’s way through her core.

She nearly doubled over, not making a sound, then smacked her hand against the wet tile and clawed her way back up to stand, drawing in a deep breath of air at the same time.

With the tension in her legs released but her torso still shaking, the toy began wiggling it’s way out of her pussy like a fat eel. The frictionless walls of her well-lubricated pussy couldn’t contain the thing. It slithered down her leg and landed on the floor of the tub with a few wet and rubbery bumps.

Her shoulders relaxed and she exhaled, tipping her head backwards. She kept the shower head pressed against her sex for a few more moments as she ground out the last few jolts of pleasure with her hips.

It seemed like a good time to make my exit. I slid my fingers into the crack of the door and pulled them out slowly as I eased it closed to keep it from bumping. I turned and made my way back down the steps to my office.

When I sat down I realized that a hard erection had sprouted between my legs. I could still hear the shower running. I glanced at my computer screen and saw that it was almost nine in the evening.

A frequent conundrum presented itself. Did I quickly flick on some porn and try to stroke the tension out of my cock? Or did I risk heading upstairs and trying to initiate sex with Elektra?

Would she even be in the mood after she’d had such an enormous thing jiggling inside her?

That led me to all kinds of other questions. Did she play with that toy often? If something so thick and long fit inside her was she really getting enjoyment from my much more modest equipment?

I looked down at the bulge in my pants. I rubbed the head of it with my palm, pondering those questions and deliberating which route to take.

“Knock, knock?”

I started and looked up to see Elektra in her pink bathrobe leaning against my door frame. “Hey!” I said, a little too cheerfully.

She couldn’t see my hand because it was under my desk but she was probably wondering what I’d been doing staring at my crotch.

“You thinking of staying up late?”

I yawned and glanced at my watch, pretending I’d lost track of the time. “No, not really,” I answered.

“Well, I think I’m going to go to bed,” she said, yawning herself.

“You want some company?” I asked, pushing my chair out from under the desk.

She shrugged. “Sure. Whatever.”

The nonchalant reply wasn’t what I’d been hoping for but there was still hope the evening could end on a high note.

She had nothing on underneath the robe. And she’d come down to see what I was up to.

I followed her up the stairs and into the bedroom where I started unbuttoning my shirt. Out of the corner of my eye I watched her pull the robe off and hang it up on the hanger on the back of the door.

She walked over to her dresser completely naked, picked up a squeeze bottle and started applying cream to her hands.

I started undressing faster.

She hadn’t tackled exactly me onto the bed. But Elektra didn’t normally parade around naked. There was obviously a sexual energy still lingering around her.

I stripped down to my underwear, made a big show of yawning, then walked to the bathroom to brush my teeth.

When I came back into the room she was half under the covers, her back propped up on pillows against the headboard. Her lovely breasts were out, the nipples stiff, and she was staring at me in a way that made it clear I’d made the right choice by coming to bed.

“Well, hello there,” I said, smiling as I walked across the room.

“Well hello yourself,” she replied, somewhat absently. “You want a quickie before we go to sleep?”

I don’t know if women know this but they should. It should be taught in a class or something. You don’t need to append anything to the question ‘do you want sex?’

The answer is yes. Yes, yes and yes. Yes I want to have sex no matter what is happening next.

I peeled off my underwear and crawled under the covers next to her.

As I cuddled up next to her she looked at me with curiosity. “What’s with the boner?” she asked.

I smiled and shrugged. “Still happens out of nowhere sometimes, believe it or not.”

She smirked and slipped a little lower down the pillows until her face was at the same level as mine. She leaned sideways and kissed me, pressing the tip of her tongue into my mouth.

I reciprocated with an equally gentle kiss.

“David?” she whispered.

“What is it, babe?” I asked, smiling and touching her cheek with a finger.

She sighed. “I got to thinking today.”

“Oh?” I asked, my cock flexing.

“I guess the whole Axel thing got me thinking,” she said.

I nodded, my arousal growing at what she might say.

“I think we should think about…our road map.” Her eyes moved side to side between each of mine.

“Road map?” I asked.

“I’m turning thirty next month. We’re on really good footing financially. I know we said we’d wait a few more years. But I want to have some buffer time. In case, you know, I can’t get pregnant right away.”

A shudder raced down my back. “The Axel thing got you thinking about that?” I asked, my voice a whisper.

“I know that probably seems strange,” she said.

“It does,” I replied.

“I guess I just got to thinking about all of those times we dodged a bullet,” she said. She turned her head to look at me. “I mean after he came inside me.”

I realized in that moment that this was just more dirty talk to spice things up for me. It was painfully hot thinking of Axel fucking his hot load into her. I wasn’t sure where to take the dirty talk next, though.

“You want to start trying?” I asked.

She bit her lip and noded.

I let my hand fall down her body and between her legs.

I was surprised to find her already pleasantly wet. I gently rubbed her slippery pussy lips for a bit until she put her hand on my shoulder and began to pull me towards her.

I slipped a leg between hers, then the other. As the crown of my cock touched her hot entrance our eyes met.

She slid her hands down to my ass and let out a soft exhale as I breached her. The tight, wet walls of her hot pussy made me groan with pleasure.

I leaned down and kissed her. As I pulled away she looked deeply into my eyes again. “So I was thinking of going off of my birth control, then, at the end of this month. What do you think?” she asked, feathering her fingers along my back.

I was so preoccupied by how amazing her pussy felt around my prick I could hardly think of the words to answer her. “I think that’d be fine,” I said, staring at her breasts then cupping one with a hand and squeezing it.

She let her hands fall to my ass and guided me to fuck her a little faster. Then she looked up at me from the pillow. “That way,” she whispered, glancing down at my cock sliding in and out of her between her legs. “That way I can do this thing with Axel for you first and there won’t be any danger.”

Groaning again, I burrowed deep into her flesh.


Chapter seven
Chapter 7


It took a week of patient waiting and stifling my desperate urge to blurt out did you call him?!? every time I saw her.

I was in my home office again doing my quarterlies when she peeked around the door and shot me a look that nearly melted me.

My heart skipped a beat as I tried to control the urge to blurt out that same sentence, certain that this time she had.

“Knock, knock?” she said, her voice low and husky.

I smiled and took my glasses off, spinning my office chair to face her. “No need to knock,” I said.

She swung one leg around the door then sauntered in and around my desk, looking at me with smouldering eyes. She was wearing a set of black leggings and an old college hoodie, her usual casual attire for around the house.

But to me she looked stunning in anything.

Sensing what she wanted, I pushed my chair away further from the desk.

She took the gesture as an invitation, sat herself down on my lap and put her hands around my neck, gazing into my eyes as if she was searching for something there.

“How can I be of service?” I asked, smiling at her again.

She leaned forward and pressed her forehead against mine, closing her eyes for a moment.

I savoured her closeness and the sense I got that this was a prelude to something very exciting. Her skin was warm, her face flushed and her whole body rippled with energy.

She tipped her head and kissed me lightly on the lips, then opened her eyes and looked into mine again. “I texted Axel,” she whispered.

My heart fluttered in my chest, the sensation sinking to my guts, then lower. My cock immediately began to fill and rise. “Wow,” I whispered back. “That’s…amazing, Elektra.”

I was so aroused and energized I wanted to jump out of my seat. I couldn’t quite read her expression. She didn’t exactly look thrilled. But there was something simmering beneath the surface of her gaze. “You gonna’ tell me what he said? I asked,

She puckered her lips one way, then the other, then smiled at me. She spoke softly. “I didn’t tell him anything yet. Not about what we talked about. I just told him it was nice seeing him and that I’d been thinking about him since we had dinner together.”

That flutter filled my whole body, making me feel like I wanted to jump out of my own skin. “Have you really? Been thinking about him, I mean,” I asked.

Her expression grew serious. “I have,” she whispered.

Her words sent a freezing column of energy through my chest and down to my stomach.

It’s difficult to describe how a revelation like that could be enjoyable. This was my wife thinking about another man. Most likely thinking about having sex with another man, given what I’d seen her doing in the bathroom the previous week.

I knew I was supposed to be jealous, and I was. My protective instinct about Elektra was strong and it was kicking in now. But instead of making me pull her away from the idea of Axel it was urging me to push her towards him. “How do you feel about that?” I asked, softly and lovingly, running a hand over her thigh to let her know I wouldn’t judge her.

She chewed on the inside of her cheek for a few moments. “Oh, David,” she sighed. “It’s so hard. It’s so hard telling you all these things. I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want you to think I don’t love you or that I want something other than what we have.”

I looked up into her eyes with what I hoped was love in mine. “I would never in a million years think anything like that. I’m asking you for this, remember? I came to you about this. If I hadn’t insisted Axel have dinner with us none of this would have ever happened,” I reassured her.

She nodded, but still seemed uncertain. “You didn’t know then what you know now. About me and him,” she said.

“I know it now and I still want this. If you do. I don’t want to put too much pressure on you. But if you do, I want this,” I said.

She looked down at my chest, her expression shy and her eyes filled with worry. After a long while she looked up at me again. “That’s the thing. I do want this. I want to feel him. I want to feel him inside me again.”

My cock throbbed against her thigh and I had to stifle a groan. It screwed my guts up so tight hearing that.

The light in her eyes brightened and the worry in them eased, then they narrowed. “You really do like it?”

I nodded. “What did he say?”

She waited for a moment before answering. “He said we should do it again,” she went on. “So I invited him over for Friday night.” She drew a line across my lip with her finger that sent a shiver racing down my back.

“Is he going to come over?” I asked.

She nodded, her eyes still studying mine. “I did something I probably should have talked to you about,” she whispered.

I frowned. “What is it?” I asked.

“I made it clear to him that you weren’t going to be here,” she confessed.

I was rendered speechless for a moment. “But I thought that…”

“I know. You want to watch. I know. It’s just…I have no idea how I would even tell him something like that. I hadn’t seen him in over a decade before running into him that weekend. It makes me blush just thinking about saying something like that to him. ‘My husband wants to watch us have sex.’” She shook her head. “It would be too weird.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about Elektra having sex with Axel without me there. I’d be going crazy knowing it was happening and not having a front row seat. “I didn’t really think of this as just a consensual affair for you. I kind of wanted to be a part of it,” I explained.

“I was thinking about that,” she said. “What about a camera? I could tell him that this is your idea. That we have an…arrangement.”

An arrangement. I liked the sound of that for some reason.

“That could work,” I replied, excitement filling me again.

“You could be tucked away somewhere and watching a live feed?” she suggested. “I could tell him you’re travelling for business.”

I was amazed at how much thought she’d put into this. “Will that make you more comfortable?” I asked.

“It would make me a lot less nervous and a lot less embarrassed,” she explained.

“Then whatever you want,” I said, laying a hand on her arm.

“Could you set it up then?” she asked.

I was out the door and halfway down the block two minutes later.

* * *

I went a little overboard at the electronics store. I bought an entire wireless home surveillance system I could access from any internet connected device.

We tested it once it was up and running, Elektra strolling through the house while I swiped through the different cameras on an old tablet I had in the office.

I set up a little voyeur’s nook in one corner of the basement. A room divider, an old armchair and small cooler with a couple of beverages.

I came home early from work on Friday to find Elektra soaking in the bathtub. I made myself a rum and coke and went down to my little pervert’s corner to test out my setup.

Obviously the bathroom did not have it’s own camera. But I had the whole rest of the house covered from the front hallway to the back door leading out to the yard and all the bedrooms.

I swiped through to make sure each of the feeds was working, then took my drink upstairs to wait for Elektra to finish her bath.

I heard her calling my name a few minutes later. I jogged up the stairs and found her wrapped in a fluffy white towel standing in front of the closet.

“You want to help me pick out what I’m going to wear?” she asked.

I’m not sure why the question affected me emotionally the way it did. There was an innocence to it that was completely disarming. Elektra letting me participate in this small way, this little ritual before she went off to have sex with another man.

“Should I wear lingerie?” she asked.

I was taken aback by the question. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d worn lingerie for me. Our sex life was still great but it had cooled off a bit the last few years. Thinking of her putting it on for another man shredded my insides.

“Not this time?” she asked.

“This time?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

She giggled and turned her attention back to the closet.

I couldn’t tell if that had been a joke, a flirtatious testing of the waters or if she was dead serious. I decided to play along. “Not this time,” I whispered.

She nodded. “I think that’s right. I think this time I should just be low-key.”

I watched her pull a small, red thong out of her dresser drawer. She stepped into the underwear, then pulled them up her legs and under the towel. She picked out a matching bra and put it on, handing the towel to me.

I raked my gaze over her gorgeous body. Seeing her beautiful breasts and her toned ass and knowing another man would be enjoying them soon was scorching hot.

I walked up to her, put a hand at the small of her back and pulled her into a kiss.

“How about jeans and t-shirt?” she asked.

“I think that’s low-key enough,” I said.

She stepped into the closet and pulled out a pair of tight, dark blue jeans and pulled them on, then grabbed a white tee from the dresser and pulled it on over her head.

I took a step back and arousal swept over me. She was a perfect package. Her breasts pressed out against the front of the shirt and the jeans hugged her ass beautifully.

I checked the time and realized it was nearly seven. “I should get downstairs,” I said.

She grabbed my hand and kissed me on the lips. “I’m nervous,” she whispered.

“You’re going to do great,” I said, squeezing her arm. It occurred to me that, if all went according to plan, the next time I saw her she would have broken our marriage vows. I stifled a groan as the darkly erotic thought worked it’s way through my brain.

She let her hand fall to my crotch and cupped the outline of my bulging cock.

I watched her bite her lip, a shy smile forming on her mouth. “I’m going to be so embarrassed knowing that you’re watching me,” she said.

I put a hand on her cheek. “I want you to forget I’m even here. Do you understand? Don’t worry about me. Just enjoy yourself. Okay?”

She gave a small nod. “I’ll try,” she said.

I kissed her one last time and made my way to the basement. I’d just sat down in the old armchair when the doorbell rang.


Chapter eight
Chapter 8


When Elektra opened the front door Axel just stood there staring at her for what must have been almost a minute.

She stared back at him. Their expressions were similar, a certainty in their eyes. As if they both knew how this evening was going to end.

Finally she took a step back and waved him inside. “Come in, come in,” she said.

He glanced around as he stepped into the front hallway. “Nice place,” he said, pulling his jacket off.

She took his jacket from him and hung it up in the closet, then beckoned him to follow her into the kitchen.

Through the cameras I saw Axel’s eyes on her ass the whole time he was walking behind her. He only looked up when she turned around. He leaned against the counter and smiled. “You look nice,” he said.

She smiled, sighed and looked off to the side. Her expression had changed, worry furrowing her brow.

I pulled my tablet closer, trying to make out what the look in her eyes might mean.

“So, uh, you sure hubby’s not gonna’ have a problem with you and me having a bite?” Axel asked.

She looked up and straight into his eyes. “I finally told him about us,” she whispered.

Axel paused, studying her face. “Finally?” he asked, after a while.

“This isn’t going to mean anything to you,” she said. “But I’ve been carrying it around for a long time. He was in love with me, Axel. He was in love with me when…” She trailed off and looked to the side again.

He stared at her for a long while, like he wasn’t sure what to do with her admission. “What am I doing here, Elektra?” he finally asked.

“What do you want to be doing here?” she asked.

“Don’t play cute with me. You’re a married woman. I’m not stepping into another man’s house and messing with his shit. He know I’m here?”

When she glanced at him the look in her eyes froze me. I don’t think I’d ever spoken to her as harshly as Axel just had. And she looked wildly excited by it.

She gave a few slow nods.

“So, what? You two have some sort of arrangement?” he asked.

She nodded again. “There are cameras everywhere,” she whispered. “He’ll be watching.”

Axel nodded at her. “Uh huh,” he said. He took a step towards her.

My breath caught in my throat. His proximity to her was alarming and arousing. She looked so small and delicate next to him.

He looked up and around the kitchen until his eyes locked on the tiny camera in the corner above them.

I shuddered because the way he was looking at me made it seem like he could see me through the screen.

“So, what?” he said, turning back to Elektra. “You invite me over here to be a prop in your little game?”

She lowered her eyes to the ground and shook her head. “It’s not like that,” she whispered.

“Then what?” Axel said.

Slowly she turned her eyes back up towards him. She looked up at him from under her brow, a look so sinister and menacing it sent a ripple of fear down my spine.

“I thought we could have dinner,” she whispered.

Axel shook his head. “Nah, you didn’t,” he said.

I was on the edge of my seat, heart pounding in my chest. Elektra had undergone a metamorphosis. A transformation so astonishing it hardly seemed real. I couldn’t stop gawking at the way she was looking at Axel, those sultry, hungry eyes she was making at him.

I’d never seen her look like that before. Was this why she’d been so deeply uncomfortable about the three of us having dinner together?

“The roast is ready and everything,” she said, nodding towards the oven.

Axel leaned in and drew in a breath, sampling her scent. He put his hand behind her head, then slowly wrapped it into a fist full of her hair and pulled her head back, exposing her neck.

My eyes bugged. I was ready to run up the stairs and tell him to take his hands off of my wife. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it.

But Elektra didn’t seem the least bit distressed. Quite the opposite. She seemed to like what he was doing to her.

“You know I still dream about you sometimes,” Axel whispered.

Elektra gazed into his eyes. “Me too,” she whispered.

An electric jolt tore through me. She still dreamed about him sometimes? My beautiful wife still fantasized about this man?

Axel tilted his head and pressed his lips against hers.

The thrill that rose up through me at seeing that made me feel like I was going to float out of my seat. Watching it happen was so much more intense than just imagining it.

Axel’s other hand was on her side now, rising up towards the curve of her breast.

I watched it, the dark skin drifting over the white fabric of her t-shirt. I trembled when he touched her there, squeezing her gently through her bra.

He pulled away from the kiss and stared into her eyes for a long while. He let go of her hair and stood up straight and tall in front of her. “So, what? David wants to see some romance?” he asked.

Elektra gave a thoughtless shrug, seemingly still mesmerized by his kiss.

“What does Elektra want?” he asked.

Her lips parted, as if to speak, but she just kept staring into his eyes.

Axel gave a few slow nods, as if her silence was all the answer he needed. “Full service,” he said.

Elektra closed her eyes. She seemed to get lost in a distant memory. “Full service,” she whispered back.

Axel’s hand slowly fell to his crotch. He unzipped and reached into his pants, pulling out his cock and letting it sag over the zipper.

My eyes widened. I’d never seen a cock so long and fat. I’d never found myself as fascinated by another man’s equipment either.

It looked about as thick as my fist, curved to the side and the round head was covered by a hide of foreskin. A prominent vein could be seen winding from the root out over the top.

The way Elektra sighed when her eyes fell to it sent another shiver racing down my spine.

I had to wonder: had this been part of the reason she’d never told me about Axel? I’d never had any self-esteem issues with my own junk. Seeing that Elektra had been with a man of such incredible proportions put a tiny worry in my brain. Was I enough for her? After taking all of that did I really satisfy her?

Was this the reason for the giant dildo I’d seen her using the other day? Was that when she dreamed of Axel?

I have to admit I would have been freaked out if we hadn’t had such an incredible marriage. A dildo’s just a sex toy but doesn’t it turn into something more if you’re thinking about someone in particular while you use it?

That might even have upset me if I hadn’t been so turned on. My eyes were glued to my screen as I watched Elektra staring at it.

Axel was watching her, too. Patiently standing there with his dick out, letting her take in the sight of what she’d been missing.

“He gonna’ be upset about that, you think?” Axel finally asked, nodding at his penis.

The question stirred Elektra from her staring. She blinked a few times and glanced at the camera.

I drew in a breath and pressed a hand to my chest at her beautiful gaze.

She turned and looked at Axel again. “I don’t think he’s going to be upset,” she whispered.

Axel grabbed her wrists and brought her hands under his cock.

Elektra drew in a breath, her chest rising slightly at the feeling of his flesh. She wrapped her hands around it and lifted it, like she was showing it off for the camera.

My jaw fell. The thing was longer than her two hands put together. The bulbous, black head dangled over the end of her dainty, white hand.

She stared at it twitching in her palms, watching it with an intense fascination, then looked up into his eyes.

“You forget how to put your mouth on it or something?” Axel asked.

She shook her head and slowly sank down to her knees.

Watching her quiet submission took my breath away.

She held the head of the black cock a few inches from her mouth, her hands in front of her face. When she looked up at it, it seemed to be a sort of worship. Her lips parted, her mouth opening into inviting “O”.

She pulled the foreskin back, revealing the lighter, pink erectile tissue of his cock head. Leaning forward, she sank the crown into her mouth.

The sight of it was devastatingly erotic. Watching her accept that dark intrusion into her sweet mouth left me breathless.

She closed her eyes and her cheeks hollowed as she gave the cock a long pull. Her jaw moved side to side as she worked it’s underbelly with her tongue.

Axel stood stoic and motionless above her. Seemingly unmoved by the oral attention she was giving his member. His brow was furrowed as he watched her work.

My emotions were careening violently inside me. One moment I’d be at the peak of an elated thrill watching her, my pretty thing doing such dirty work. The next I’d be grinding through a trough of jealous angst.

My wife had another man’s cock in her mouth. For fuck’s sake! She was sucking on a black man’s cock.

I said that over and over to myself in my mind. Like I needed to convince myself that what I was seeing was real.

Her eyes opened and she looked up at him with the most innocent stare.

A wonderfully horrible feeling formed in the pit of my stomach as I wondered what it was she was getting out of this? What was it doing for her, giving Axel a blowjob?

Maybe that was silly. What does it do for any woman, really? But Elektra really looked like she was genuinely enjoying the act. Like she was taking as much pleasure as she was giving.

Axel finally stirred. He lifted his hand and touched it gently against her cheek. Sliding it around to the back of her head he grabbed a handful of her hair again.

A dark pleasure blossomed inside me as he began to move her head back and forth with his hand.

She let go of his cock, moving her hands to his thighs. She looked straight ahead, at the dark tuft of pubic hair above his prick. Her eyes appeared to almost glaze over as she surrendered her mouth to being nothing more than a wet pocket for his dick.

Axel moved her head back and forth, back and forth.

As the initial shock of watching another man put his cock inside my wife’s mouth wore off, Axel gave me an insight into just how much there was I didn’t know about Elektra. He slowly pulled her mouth onto half of his prick and held her there. After she’d taken a few deep breaths he drew her even closer, until I could see the outline of his cock head in her throat.


Chapter nine
Chapter 9


Time slowed for me with each second that passed with Axel’s cock stuffed in her throat. I cringed when I saw tears start running down her cheeks. Her face had turned a dark shade of red.

She gagged and sputtered and only then did he relent.

He eased her mouth off of his cock and cupped her chin with his hand, forcing her to look up at him.

She was panting and streaks of mascara ran down her tear-stained cheeks.

Axel stuck out two fingers of his other hand and slipped them into her mouth along her tongue. “Whose mouth is this?” he demanded.

She obediently sucked them, gazing up into his eyes.

He pulled them out and gave her a light slap on the cheek. “Whose mouth is this?” he asked, sticking his fingers back in.

It made me jump in my chair. What the fuck? How dare he?

But Elektra again greedily sucked on his fingers until he pulled them out to let her answer.

“Whose mouth?”

“Axel’s. Your mouth baby. Use it however you want,” she said, sticking her tongue out and wagging it side to side for him.

“Look at the camera,” he said. “Tell your man.” He turned to look at the camera himself. “You wanted this shit? Here you go, bro,” he said. “Look at the camera,” he said to Elektra, turning her head to face me. “Tell him whose mouth it is.”

Elektra looked right at the camera, the wildest, most excited look in her eyes I’d ever seen. “This is Axel’s mouth,” she said, thrusting her tongue out at me.

I froze in my seat, mesmerized by what she’d said and the lewd face she was making at me through the camera.

Axel grabbed his cock and tapped the head against the tip of her tongue a few times.

It recaptured her attention and she turned her face up for him again.

He stroked his cock and slowly dragged the head across her face, smearing it with her own saliva.

Elektra seemed to revel in the dirty bathing. She closed her eyes and smiled, eagerly accepting the degrading gesture like a born submissive.

Axel opened her mouth with a finger on her chin and stuffed his cock back in. He took a step forward, knocking her off balance, off of her knees and onto her ass on the floor.

He continued his slow advance, causing her to have to crab-walk backwards until she was pressed against the kitchen cupboards.

This would all have been very disturbing if Elektra didn’t look like she was enjoying it so much. She was staring right at him, her eyes twinkling as tears started to stream from them again.

When she wrapped her arms around his legs and pulled him even deeper into her throat I knew there was no need to intervene.

But good Lord what a shock that was to see.

There was a part of me that wished she’d given me some warning about this side of herself. Maybe told me that I’d be seeing her act so completely out of character. She’d alluded to it but I had no idea how different she’d become.

On the other hand there was a thrill to discovering it this way that would have been dulled with any advanced warning.

Axel shook his cock inside her mouth until she gagged on it. He pulled it out and tapped the side of her cheek with it. “Now you need it in the pussy, huh?” he asked.

Elektra nodded and whimpered, wiping the tears from her face with her hand. She scrambled onto her hands and knees and, as she did, pulled her jeans and underwear down off of her ass.

I gasped at the sight of her pussy. It looked like she’d taken a suction pump to it. The lips were fully engorged and soaked with her wet.

She pressed her face against the floor, reached back and spread her ass cheeks, presenting herself to Axel.

“Keep that face on the floor and turn around. Turn around and look at the camera.”

She obediently did just as he said. Sliding her damp face along the floor until my eyes met hers on the screen.

He stepped over her, his long cock hard now. He pointed it down at her exposed pussy and ran the head along her slit. “Now tell your man what a whore you are,” he said.

He gripped her ass and tucked the head of his cock into her pussy. “Go on and say it.”

Elektra whimpered at the first stretch of his enormous organ. She looked straight at the camera, a desperate look in her eye. “I’m a whore, baby,” she said. “I’m a slut for this black cock.”

At the same moment Axel slipped the rest of his prick into her.

She wailed. Her hand shot forward against the cupboards, bracing herself against his entry.

He crouched over her, burying the rest of his cock in her tight interior and thrusting back and forth as he fucked it into her.

His thrusting quickly became as aggressive as the face fuck he’d given her. He grabbed her hips and started pounding hard, his balls clapping against her wet clit.

Again I thought that maybe I should intervene? But when he bent low over Elektra, she reached a hand back behind her head and wrapped it around his neck.

He bent lower, still fucking her hard, and whispered something into her ear I couldn’t hear.

She glanced at the camera, then shook her head and said “I don’t know,” in a whisper.

He pulled her mouth to his, his tongue flicking in and out, playing with hers. He kissed her deep, continuing his incredibly athletic fuck. When he pulled away he gave her a few more swats on the cheek. “Whose my slut?” he asked.

“I’m your slut!” she mewled.

“Whose my black cock slut?” he demanded.

“I’m your black cock slut!” she yelped.

Still thrusting vigorously in and out of her pussy, he stuck his thumb in her mouth.

She gave it a long, loving suck, looking over her shoulder and into his eyes.

He pulled it from her mouth and put his hand on her ass. As he drilled her cunt he twisted the thumb slowly side to side, working it into her back hole.

She let out a loud, low moan. Her body started bouncing back against his in time with his thrusts. She looked like she was in heaven.

I’d obviously never seen that sort of sexual response from her. All I could do was gawk at how depraved the scene unfolding on my screen was.

He started pumping his thumb in and out of her ass, alternating filling each hole.

Her body began to tremble. Sounds came out of her mouth, weird, wet squawks and gurgles I’d never heard before.

Axel doubled down, pounding her harder and harder until her thighs began to shake.

When she let out a sharp cry he pulled his cock out of her pussy.

My jaw dropped again as a plume of clear fluid ejected from her pussy hole and splashed against the kitchen floor with a wet hiss.

Axel, thumb still in her ass, smacked the head of his cock against her clit until the gush had turned to a drip, then stuffed himself back into her. He started riding her hard again right away.

Elektra had a momentary exhaustion pass over her face, then quickly recovered her sexual energy from Axel’s pounding. She braced herself against the cupboard and her body started moving in time with his again.

Axel reached around her and grabbed her breast. He squeezed it hard, eliciting a yelp. He smacked her face until she turned to look over her shoulder at him, then kissed her again.

Their rough sexual dance looked like it had been choreographed beforehand and left me totally breathless.

Elektra genuinely seemed to enjoy being roughhoused by Axel. She was completely lost in the moment, like she’d forgotten where she was or who was watching her. She was submerged in the most primal part of her mind, her entire focus on how Axel was making her feel.

He shoved his thumb into her ass again and pounded into her even harder.

I quickly realized the double penetration was some sort of key to her quick release because her body once again began to shake.

Once again she let out a sharp cry. Once again Axel pulled his cock out of her and once again a high-pressure jet of clear fluid shot from between her legs.

He tapped her pussy with his cock until she started whimpering, then dug back into her. He pulled her face towards his and started whispering in her ear again.

This time she looked at the camera, looked right into my eyes, though she couldn’t see me, and started shaking her head and whimpering “I don’t know, I don’t know…” over and over again.

Axel seemed to be whispering some sort of reassurance because suddenly she moaned and nodded.

He grunted and drove his cock balls deep into her.

I jumped in my seat as I watched the balls bulge and the root flex as he unloaded into her.

Only then did I realize how much more planning we should have done about all of this. We should have talked about boundaries and rules like where he was going to finish.

I’m not going to lie and say I didn’t enjoy the dark and perverse thrill of seeing him come inside Elektra. It made my own cock so hard I could barely stand it. All I could think of was going to her and shoving my own dick into her, as crass as that sounds.

I wanted to be crass. I wanted to treat her as roughly as he had. I wanted to use her like a toy.

I knew I couldn’t. I knew no matter how much she wanted it this just wasn’t something I could give her. I didn’t have it in me.

Axel put his hands on her waist and stroked out the last spasms of his climax deep inside her. When he pulled his cock out of her, a moment before her tight lips sealed shut, a dribble of his ejaculate came running out of her, spilling onto the floor to mingle with the mess she’d made with her pussy.

Axel stood up, tucked his cock back into his pants and reached down to offer her a hand, then changed his mind. He turned and glanced at the camera. “He’s not on no business trip is he? He’s right here in this house. Am I right?” he asked.

Elektra sniffled and nodded. She lay crumpled on the kitchen floor.

“Then I won’t rob him of the pleasure of finding you like this.” He walked across the kitchen towards the front door and paused at the camera. “Next time act like a man and ask me to fuck your wife yourself, bro,” he said.

I swiped to the hallway camera to see him quickly walk through. He opened the front door and slammed it shut behind him.

The sound made me jump and realize I was in the house with them. Tossing the tablet onto the chair, I ran upstairs.
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Iclutched my chest as I stumbled up the stairs and into the kitchen.

Elektra was still lying in a crumpled heap, breathing heavily against the floor.

Her jeans and underwear were halfway down her thighs, splattered with dark stains of the fluid she’d produced and small flecks of Axel’s semen.

I staggered across the kitchen and dropped to my knees next to her. For a moment I was scared to even touch her.

She slowly pulled herself up off the floor, to lean awkwardly against the cupboard. She looked down at her bare butt and blushed, like she was only then noticing that she was half-naked in the kitchen.

Then she looked at me. She had the most shy and expectant look on her face.

“Baby?” I whispered. “Are you okay?”

She bit her lower lip and nodded.

“That was fucking crazy,” I said.

She nodded again. “I didn’t think it would go like that. Since we’re older now. But that’s…that’s how it always went back in the day,” she explained.

“What?!?” I squawked. “Are you serious?”

She confirmed that she was with yet another nod.

I slumped back against the cupboards. My eyes fell to her ass at the steady drip-drip-drip sound coming from behind her.

Her eyes fell to my lap and widened when they saw my cock bulging through my pants. She rolled onto her hands and knees and slowly crawled towards me.

She dragged one leg over the other, pulling off her jeans and panties until they were flopping around her feet. When she reached me, she reached back and pulled them off with a firm yank, then ran her hand up my thigh and towards my crotch.

My cock firmed under her gentle touch.

“So you liked it?” she whispered.

I let out a slow exhale. “I don’t want you to think I’m a total pervert. It was shocking,” I explained. “I nearly ran in here to rescue you but you looked…you looked like you were having a good time.”

“I was,” she whispered, running her hand back and forth over my cock.

“I can’t believe it,” I said. “I can’t believe you like that.”

She blushed again and smiled. “I didn’t know if I should tell you beforehand or not. About how wild things sometimes got with Axel.” She popped the button on my pants open, then pulled my zipper down.

She had a wild and hungry look in her eye as she tucked her hand inside my underwear.

I groaned at the soft warmth of her palm.

She pulled my cock out and stared at it, smiling. “It’s so hard,” she said, giggling as she stroked it. She crawled forward, up and over my lap, then into a crouch above it.

Axel’s cum trickled out of her and dribbled along my cock.

“Oh god!” I exclaimed, looking down at it.

Without a word she reached down, wrapped her hand around my prick and stroked it up and down, using the cum as lubricant. She shuffled forward, positioning herself above my prick, then sank down.

I groaned again as her cum-soaked pussy ensconced me. I could feel Axel’s deposit leaking out of her and coating my balls.

Elektra grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it off over her head. She unclasped her bra then leaned forward and kissed me deeply. She grabbed me by the wrist and pressed my hand against her tit.

I groaned again.

She’d never been this sexually aggressive before and I have to admit I really liked it. As she rocked back and forth over top of me I felt more liquid squish out of her.

“I’m sorry I let him come inside me,” she whispered.

My cock lurched against her walls.

“I had so many scares that year because of that,” she said, staring into my eyes.

“Oh my god, Elektra,” I groaned. My cock was flexing furiously inside her at her dirty talk.

“I loved feeling him come into me so much, David,” she whispered back. “And this is even better now, with you inside me, too.” She closed her eyes and seemed to savour those two feelings.

My head started to swim as I gazed into her eyes. My wife was seated on my lap, my cock inside her, another man’s spunk running from it. She was whispering sweet nothings about him as she fucked me.

And I loved it!

I was closer and closer to coming with each roll of her hips massaging my prick.

“Did you like seeing it?” she asked.

I nodded, my jaw hanging open, stunned at how erotic hearing her talk about it was.

“Was I good little black cock slut?” she said.

I gasped. Was that even something I could say? Calling a cock black seemed…uncouth, somehow.

But I had liked it. I had liked seeing that dark phallus impale her. I dared myself. “You were a good little black cock slut,” I whispered back.

She gasped this time, and her vagina clamped around my prick. She put her arms around my neck and started grinding harder on my lap. “Say it again!” she hissed.

I watched her for a few moments as her expression changed from playful smile to penetrating stare.

“Say it again!” she demanded.

“You were such a good black cock slut,” I said.

“Eehhh!” she moaned. She threw her head back and her hips started rocking even faster.

Her pussy was starting to squeeze, the way it did right before she had an orgasm.

I wanted to help somehow. To urge her on. To participate in this new shared activity. But she had me pinned to the cupboards and the floor so all I could do was sit and stare at her and savour how good my cock felt up in her.

“Say it David!” she shouted as she approached her peak.

“You cheating little black cock slut!” I blurted the words before I’d fully thought of what I was saying.

“Oh god!” she cried. She looked down between her legs.

I grunted as her pussy squeezed me harder than it ever had. The feeling flipped my switch. As her orgasming pussy began pumping my organ I felt my load come shooting up from my balls, through my shaft and into Elektra’s used crevice.

“Oh fuck!” she groaned, leaning forward and pressing her tits against my chest. Her hips kept rocking, moving back and forth, back and forth, as she rubbed her climax out on my cock.

Waves of pleasure washed over me one after the other. After the first few the intense contractions of my orgasm eased but the sloppy pleasure of being buried inside her stretched out pussy stayed.

It felt like minutes before her rocking finally stilled. She stayed squatted on top of me, semen leaking from her onto my lap while she caught her breath.

She finally pushed herself off of me and looked into my eyes. “Wow,” she said. “Are you okay?”

I nodded. “I think so,” I replied.

“I really thought we were going to have dinner first. Maybe some wine. It’s been so long I can’t believe the chemistry between us is still the same,” she said.

“Chemistry?” I asked, one eyebrow raised. Watching Axel fuck her had been fun. Chemistry? I didn’t really like the sound of that.

“I don’t mean it like that,” she said, shaking her head. “I’ve never felt a thing about Axel. Not in any sort of romantic way,” she explained.

“Really?” I asked. That was so hard to believe, given how intense their sex had been.

“I’ve never felt a thing,” she repeated. “Not any of the times we hooked up back in the day and not this time.”

I’d never had a relationship like that with anyone. I’d always been romantically interested in the women I’d slept with. “Why did you keep hooking up with him?” I asked.

She blushed, bit her lip and looked a little sheepish. “I told you,” she said, looking away. “It was his cock.”

I’d known it was coming but it was still jarring. I guess it must be only natural for men to compare themselves to other men. Hearing your woman tell you that another man’s cock, and nothing more, kept her coming back would be discomfiting to any man.

And it was to me. But it was also somehow arousing. I felt my cock stir to life inside her.

She arched her brow. “You like that, too?” she asked, the playful smile returning to her mouth.

“I’m not sure why,” I said, shaking my head. “Tell me more about it?”

“His cock?” she asked.

“His cock,” I said.

She shrugged. “I mean, you kind of saw it for yourself, didn’t you? It’s huge.”

“And that feels good?”

“The stretch feels amazing,“ she whispered. “Sometimes when he goes all the way deep it gets a little uncomfortable. I don’t want anything touching my cervix but sperm.”

I hardened more inside her. “We should have talked more about this,” I said.

She sighed and nodded. “Yeah. We should have.”

“You’re sure it’s safe that he came inside you?”

She scowled. “I mean, it’s never perfectly safe,” she replied.

I blushed as my cock went fully stiff inside her again. I looked away but could feel her staring at me, studying my reaction. I grunted and shifted on the floor when she started gently rocking on my lap again.

“David I don’t think I’m going to get pregnant from it or anything,” she whispered. “We had a bunch of accidents like that and nothing ever came of them. And I wasn’t even on the pill back then. He just shot it into my bare pussy because he couldn’t help himself.”

I let out a full groan this time, my cock flexing rigid and releasing as another orgasm began to bubble in my balls.

When I looked at Elektra out of the of the corner of my eye she had that wild look in hers again.

I couldn’t believe she was getting off on this, too. Getting off on me getting off on her getting pregnant from another man. This was danger.

“David,” she whispered.

“Maybe we should stop?” I asked.

She paused her rocking, then nodded, but looked sort of disappointed. She sat there for a while then picked up my hand and pressed it against her breast again. “It’s just a fantasy, David. It’s just for fun.” She wiggled her hips.

I closed my eyes and sighed. I was just as interested in the fantasy as she was. But the last fantasy we’d stumbled onto we’d brought to life. Things would be a lot more problematic if that happened with this one.

She put her hand over mine and drew it down to her belly.

“Elektra,” I groaned.

She rubbed her belly with it. “You can feel his seed swimming inside me, can’t you?” she whispered.

I groaned again. It was, in fact, still dripping out all over my balls.

She kept rocking slowly back and forth, rubbing my hand over her belly. “Are you going to make my tummy grow, David? Or am I going to have to ask Axel to do it?”

“Oh, god, Elektra!” I moaned. I looked down at our hands doing circles around her stomach.

She leaned forward, cupped her breast and slipped the nipple into my mouth. “Be a good boy and fill me up with seed again, baby. Gimme some more of that baby batter. Or I’ll ask Axel to do the job for me,” she whispered.

My cock flexed as my groin tightened in another orgasm.
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Isat naked on the toilet while Elektra showered. Despite two orgasms in under an hour my erection wouldn’t go away. It only hardened more every time I looked up and saw Elektra’s beautiful body behind the shower curtain.

She caught me stealing one of the those glances and grinned. She pulled the curtain open slowly and put one foot up on the edge of the tub. “David, baby, I want you to see something,” she said.

I shuddered at the thought of what she was up to. She wore the most devilish smile I’d ever seen on her and obviously had mischief on her mind. “What is it?” I asked.

She turned the raised leg out, put her fingers on her mound and pulled it so I could see her pussy.

My jaw dropped as I gawked at the rivulets of man juice still dribbling out of her.

She looked down at my cock as it flexed between my legs and smiled wider. “Why don’t you come in here and join me?” she asked.

I got up and staggered, zombie-like over to the shower.

She caressed my cock as I stepped into the tub. Pulling me closer, she tucked the head between her legs and rubbed it against her leaking cunt.

The warm water on the back of my neck sent a little shiver racing down my back.

She put her hands on the sides of my face and made me stare into her eyes. “I want to do it again, David,” she whispered.

Before I could respond, she tilted her head to the side, closed her eyes and pulled me into a deep kiss. Her tongue plunged into my mouth, running over mine. She tipped her hips forward, her swollen sex gliding along my prick.

“I can feel his sperm wiggling around inside me,” she whispered.

I groaned, stepped forward and drove my prick deeper into her, pinning her against the wall.

Her hands slid down to my back and she dug her nails into my skin. “Axel’s cum is still inside me, baby,” she said, smiling.

I fucked my cock even deeper into her. It was a primal, almost angry reaction to her teasing. I could tell she loved it, though, by the way she was smiling.

I was sort of horrified that I liked something about it, too. I liked hearing that Axel’s load was churning inside her. I liked the feeling of it running down my own prick and onto my balls.

It was liquid evidence that another man had violated this sacred space of hers. She’d not only let him unload inside her, because she loved it so much, but now she was taunting me about it.

And somehow that was hot.

“I want to do it again, David. I want Axel to fuck me again. Will you let him?” she said, running a finger over my lips.

I pulled my cock halfway out of her and drove it in hard.

She laughed as I pressed her body against the wall. “Oh my god, David, this is so fucking hot. You fucking me like this after you watched Axel fuck me. I can’t believe you’re still so fucking hard.”

She wrapped her arms around me in a tight embrace.

I closed my eyes and lowered my head, conjuring the memory of watching her get fucked. My mind drifted to what she’d said. About the numerous ‘accidents’ they’d had.

It was horrifying to think of. Our whole life might have been different if one of those accidents had resulted in…

I stifled a groan at the thought of Elektra pregnant with another man’s child. With Axel’s child.

“What are you thinking about, baby?” she whispered next to my ear. “I can feel your cock getting so hard inside of me. What’s on your mind? Please? Tell me?” she whispered.

This seemed like a dangerous direction we were headed in. This was a dark fantasy that would always have to stay just that. A fantasy. “I’m thinking about him finishing inside you without any protection,” I admitted.

“Oh my god, David!” she moaned, dragging her nails along my back. “It’s so fucking hot that you’re thinking about that. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me good with that hard cock.”

I gave her a few good thrusts, which elicited fresh moans.

“You want to hear all about it? You want to hear all about how bad we were?” she asked.

Again my cock hardened inside her. “I want to hear all about it,” I admitted.

She squeezed her arms around me tighter. “Baby it was all me. I was so bad,“ she moaned.

My eyes widened and I started fucking her faster. All her? What did she mean?

“Axel always tried to be a good guy and pull out,” she admitted. “I was the weak one. I’d grab hold of him at the last minute and tell him I wanted to feel his cum inside me so bad. Sometimes that was enough and he’d fuck it deep into me, deep into my pussy. Sometimes…sometimes when he tried to pull out I’d wrap my legs around him and do my best to keep him inside.”

Jealousy and a slight anger gripped me when she told me that. I knew I had no right to be jealous. We hadn’t been together at the time. But she was my woman now and hearing about how much she liked another man’s cum was…kind of enraging.

The anger wasn’t really directed at her, though. And it wasn’t a mean sort of anger. It just fuelled my lust for her. That she’d been so irresponsible and all because of Axel’s cock, was erotic somehow.

I lifted her leg up with one hand so I could drive even more deeply into her. I fucked my cock into her hard and she moaned and dug her nails into my back again.

My mind fixated on the imagined vision of Elektra taking Axel’s awesome cock even deeper inside herself and begging for his cum.

I grunted and shoved myself balls deep into her pussy as I began to come.

* * *

I looked up from my drink when I saw the door of the bar open. My insides tensed as I watched Axel stroll in.

I’d tried calling him to apologize about how the situation had transpired. I’d gotten the impression that he’d felt set up and I wanted to make it up to him.

He hadn’t picked up and, in response to a text from me, had replied with the address of the bar I was currently sitting in and a time.

I waved to get his attention.

When he saw me he walked across the room and sat down in the chair opposite mine. He stared at me for a long time. Long enough for the back of my neck to heat with embarrassment. “Can I get you a drink?” I asked, raising a hand to get the waiter’s attention.

“A ginger ale will be fine,” Axel replied.

“A ginger ale for my friend,” I said as the waiter passed us. I leaned forward, my hands on the table. “Look, let me get straight to the point. I wanted to apologize for the way things panned out. It was my idea and I see now that it wasn’t fair to spring it on you like that. To be honest Elektra really was looking forward to having dinner with you. She got…ahead of herself, is all.”

I paused for a few moments but Axel said nothing. I waited for the waiter to deliver his drink before going on.

“If you’re not interested in staying on as a client I completely understand. Elektra told me about you and her and I became…kind of obsessed by it. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I don’t know why. I don’t know why I’m telling you any of this now, either. I’m just babbling, I suppose, to fill the silence,” I trailed off, muttering.

The hard look in his eye seemed to soften slightly.

I took it as a sign that maybe my explanation and apology were making up for what I’d done.

“You had it bad for her back then,” he said.

I stifled a gasp. “You knew about that?” I asked, stunned that he knew this intimate detail of my life.

Axel leaned back in his chair and laced his fingers together. “Shit,” he said, shaking his head and looking off to the side.

My mind was already whirring, calculating how on earth he could have been privy to that piece of information. It didn’t take long to figure it out. “She told you about me? She told you I wanted her?”

He looked at me out of the corner of his eye. “David, I feel like I’m gonna step in some kind of shit here if we keep talking.”

My heart had started racing from this new revelation. Elektra had never mentioned saying anything to Axel. It was possible she’d simply forgotten. But that didn’t seem likely. And why would Axel feel like he was going to step in shit if we kept talking?

Somehow I found the prospect of Elektra having more secrets strangely exhilarating.

“Look, David, I do have to say I didn’t appreciate being set up like that. I kind of knew what was going on when I first got to the house, though. From the look in her eye.”

“I am really sorry about…”

He held up a hand to stop me. “I don’t need more apologies. I’ll just say next time try asking a guy first. I would have happily done that for you without the creepy cameras and shit.”

I nodded. “About that,” I said, quietly.

Axel raised an eyebrow.

I lowered my eyes to the table, unable to look him in the eye as I asked him. “She’s been asking for it.” I glanced up to see his reaction.

He didn’t balk, which was promising.

“And I can’t stop thinking about it either,” I admitted. “Of course we’ll understand if you’re not…”

“No, no,” he said, shaking his head. “I can’t say no to that body. I’m game if that’s what you want.”

“It would be very much what we both want,” I replied.

He let out a heavy sigh and leaned forward over the table. “David you seem like a really good guy. And I don’t want to be going around ruining what you two have going on. And this was so long ago maybe it’s all just water under the bridge now. But I wouldn’t feel right if I didn’t tell you this before we made any plans.”

Me ears pricked and I sat up straighter in my chair. “Oh?” I said.

“Elektra didn’t just casually mention that you were into her.”

My insides tightened and my heart began galloping in my chest.

“She was getting off on it.”
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Isuppose a lot of men would have been mad. And I have to admit I was shaken at first. I spent the rest of the day driving around and trying to get my real feelings about it in order.

In a way it was a betrayal. Elektra had been fucking Axel, somehow titillated by the thought that I had feelings for her.

That in and of itself would have been mean, almost cruel.

But it wasn’t just out there by itself. It existed in a wider reality now.

It also didn’t change what she’d told me. That she’d known about my feelings for her but had wanted to have other experiences before we ended up together.

If I was going to get mad at her it would have been for the crime of thinking about me while she was with Axel. Did I really care that much about that?

She had been thinking of me, after all, even if she’d been fucking his enormous cock.

And now that we’d uncovered this shared kink I found it kind of erotic myself. She’d already said she would never develop any feelings for Axel. Why wouldn’t I want her thinking about me while she fucked him?

I spent another hour or so driving around and debating whether I should confront her about this or not. In the end I decided to keep it to myself. For the time being at least.

She was at the door waiting for me when I got home, worry and curiosity in her eyes. “How was it?” she asked, before I even stepped into the house. “Was he mad?”

I put my hands on her arms and squeezed them. “We talked it out,” I replied.

She gave a quick nod. “Did you…is he going to…”

I could tell by the excitement in her eyes she was itching to know if she could see him again. I felt a very funny tickle between my legs looking at her and knowing what I now knew.

She really was a slut for Axel’s big, black cock. But she’d married me because she loved me. It was confusingly arousing.

“He’s going to swing by in twenty minutes or so,” I said.

Her eyes widened and she drew in a deep breath. “Oh god, David,” she said, squeezing my arm. She looked like she was about to have a panic attack.

“Why don’t you go take a shower and I’ll wait for him down here?” I said.

She squeezed my arm again, leaned in and kissed me on the lips, then darted up the stairs and into the bathroom.

Even though I was acting outwardly calm an exciting energy was pulsing inside me. My senses were heightened. The light seemed brighter and I’d smelled the beginnings of Elektra’s arousal when she’d kissed me.

I knew I was standing on the edge of something. I’d already watched Elektra having sex with Axel once. This time I’d be in the same room with them where I could see and hear and smell everything so much better.

A warm feeling crawled up the back of my neck at the thought of what that would be like.

I heard a car pull into the driveway just as I heard the water turning off upstairs. I walked to the front door and pulled it open just as Axel was making his way up the steps.

He stepped into the house and shrugged his jacket off.

“Can I get you a drink?” I asked.

“Whisky neat,” he said, handing me his jacket.

I hung the jacket up in the closet and asked him to follow me to the dining room. Grabbing a glass, I poured a finger and a bit of whisky in and handed it to Axel.

I was starting to feel a little nervous and a bit sheepish about the reason he’d come over. Even though Elektra and I have a good and honest sex life I’ve always been a bit of a prude when it comes to talking to anyone but her about sex.

“You seem a little out of sorts this evening, David,” Axel said, obviously picking up on my mood.

I grabbed a glass and poured myself a drink, too, then put the bottle back. I lifted my glass and touched it against Axel’s. “I’ll be honest with you that I’ve never done this sort of thing before. I think it was partly why I pulled that stunt with the cameras. I’m a little nervous and just not really sure how to behave. I can hear Elektra upstairs but I don’t know, should we go up? Should I ask her to come down?”

Axel chuckled as he put an arm over my shoulder and walked me towards the stairs. “Why don’t you just leave the details to me. You have a nice big bedroom up there?” he asked.

“It’s fairly spacious,” I replied.

“Then just grab yourself a comfortable seat and I’ll take care of the rest,” he said, as if he did this all the time.

“You’re so calm,” I remarked.

“My second wife was kind of one the wild side. Let’s just say I’m no stranger to more than two bodies in the bedroom,” he replied.

I climbed the stairs with Axel behind me and walked into the bedroom. The back of my neck heated up again when I saw Elektra standing in front of the mirror putting on lipstick.

She was wearing a sexy red bathrobe I’d bought her for Valentine’s day once. It was tied loosely at the waist revealing the curve of her breast and skin nearly down to her belly button. She had on a pair of black, slip-on high-heeled shoes and her hair was down.

The outfit underlined how excited she was to see Axel again. She hadn’t worn anything that sexy in a long time.

She looked startled as we walked into the room. “You’re here,” she said. “I thought I would…” She trailed off when she met Axel’s gaze.

Axel set his drink down on the vanity and undid the cuffs of his shirt. He rolled his sleeves up, revealing muscular forearms.

Elektra’s eyes fell to those arms and her stare turned sultry.

I stepped to the side and sat down on the large chest by the window.

Axel stared at Elektra for a long time, then smiled. “Maybe we should start with a little more romance than last time? So it’s not quite so jarring for anyone?” he asked.

Elektra turned and looked at me with greedy, pleading lust in her eyes.

My cock surged to life from the way she looked at me. It was crystal clear that she was in no way interested in any romance. She wanted to get thoroughly and completely destroyed by Axel’s thick cock.

I shook my head as I gazed into her eyes. “Give it to her how she wants it,” I said. It felt oddly empowering giving such an order.

Axel smiled and tugged his belt open. He let his pants fall to the floor, unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. “Come here, slut,” he growled.

Elektra’s lips parted and she drew in a quick breath as she obeyed his command. She walked slowly over to where he was standing.

Axel reached behind her, grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back.

A shockwave tore through me when he stuffed two fingers into her mouth.

Elektra let out a helpless whimper then obediently sucked on his fingers as he fucked them in and out of her mouth.

He pulled them out and gave her face a few light slaps with his hand, then pulled her hair, dragging her down his body onto her knees.

Her pale hands immediately wrapped around his muscular thighs and she gazed up at him with longing in her eyes.

He pulled his cock out of his boxers and smacked one cheek with it, then the other.

She closed her eyes and seemed to relish the degrading slaps.

“Beg for it,” Axel said.

“Please let me suck your cock?” she said. “Please let me suck that black cock.” She stared at it, then closed her eyes again when he tapped the fat thing against the bridge of her nose.

She was clearly enjoying what he was doing to her. It was still shocking for me, though. She’d never once seemed interested in this sort of sexual aggression from me. Had she been craving it this whole time? I had to wonder.

“Beg your man for it,” Axel said, tapping her cheek with the head of his prick.

Elektra turned those big, needy eyes at me and arched her brow. “Please let me suck his fat cock?” she pleaded.

I watched that dark piece of flesh hovering just above her brow. It looked so ominous and ugly compared to her beautiful face. A thrill rushed through me as I nodded, giving my permission.

Axel lowered the head of his cock down to her mouth.

Elektra’s mouth opened wide. Her hands gripped his thighs tighter, bracing herself for what he was about to feed her.

“That’s it, slut,” Axel murmured. “Take it.”

Elektra’s tongue flicked out, lapping at the dark mushroom head of Axel’s cock. She swirled it around, her eyes fluttering as she savoured the delicious treat. Her lips sealed around the rim, sucking gently, cheeks hollowing with the effort as she locked eyes with Axel.

I watched, transfixed and on the edge of my seat, as her tongue danced around the glistening tip. She probed the slit, licking away the precum beading there. Her moans vibrated through the air, sending shivers down my spine.

“That’s it, slut,” Axel murmured, his hand still gripping her hair. “Work that cock.”

She complied eagerly, her tongue tracing the ridges and veins.

Axel let his hand fall from her hair and to his side, giving her more freedom of movement.

She took it by slipping more of his cock into her mouth. It poked out the side of her cheek as she bobbed her head gently back and forth.

She took more still until about a third of his shaft was in her mouth.

Suddenly her eyes met mine, and a jolt of electricity shot through me.

Her mouth was stuffed full, lips stretched wide around Axel’s thick cock. Her eyes were filled with a delightful lust.

Axel gripped her hair and pulled her mouth off of his prick again. “Put your hand on it,” he ordered.

Elektra gripped the thing, her fingers barely touching her thumb for it’s thickness.

“Now give yourself a slap, slut, and ask him if he likes it,” he said.

The beginnings of a smile formed at the corners of her mouth and a mirthful light danced in her eyes. She tapped the swelling head of his prick against her open mouth a few times, then her tongue. “Do you like it when I suck his cock?” she asked.

Her playful, slightly innocent tone made me groan and almost fall off my seat. My own cock was rock hard and poking up against the front of my pants.

Elektra flashed a delighted smile at my tortured reaction. She slipped his cock back into her mouth and polished it, moving her head side to side.

Her lips slid further down Axel’s shaft, taking more of him into her mouth. She gagged slightly, then a gurgling burp rose out of her mouth.

Her eyes began watering, but she didn’t stop. She pushed herself further, inch by inch, until her nose brushed against his abdomen.

She looked up at him, blinking her eyes for his approval.

Axel groaned, his grip on her hair loosening. “Fuck,,” he growled. “You’re such a good little cock-sucker.”

She nodded a few times, then slowly leaned back. The shaft of his now hardened prick was exposed inch by slow inch, a slimy, black hose covered in saliva and bile.

When she reached the tip she hollowed her cheeks, sucking the crown and running her tongue along the sensitive glans.
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Axel put a hand on either side of her head and began moving it back and forth.

Elektra gladly complied, letting her jaw hang loose so he could stuff his cock deep into her throat.

I watched with what I can only describe as horror-filled wonder.

Horror at my wife, the woman I’d stood on the altar and exchanged vows with, was on her knees in our bedroom being an obedient black cock slut to her former lover. Letting him use her mouth as his cock sleeve.

Wonder that this woman with whom I’d shared so much: special moments, milestones, longings, secrets and vulnerabilities, had harboured this dark secret for so long and was at that moment on her knees performing it for me for our shared pleasure.

Axel pulled his cock out of her mouth and turned her head so she was facing me.

Two clear streaks of spit hung from the corners of her mouth. The lovely red lipstick she’d applied had smeared onto her chin. She was sucking in big gulps of air after choking on Axel’s prick.

“You like your bitch like this?” he asked, a slightly sinister smile forming on his lips.

Elektra was staring at me with a wild look in her eyes. Her robe had fallen open and one of her breasts was poking out of it.

I nodded, too dumbfounded to reply in any other way.

Axel patted her on the cheek. “Go and suck your man’s dick,” he said, stripping out of his underwear.

Elektra fell to her hands and knees and crawled across the floor to where I was sitting. One of her shoes slipped off of her foot and her robe slid down her shoulder, exposing her breast completely.

Her face looked so deliciously used that it made my cock ache with need.

She clambered up onto my lap and began tugging and fiddling with my pants until she’d freed my engorged erection. She sank back down onto her hands and knees, let her tongue fall out of her mouth and dragged it in a long, wet line along the underside of my arched prick.

When she reached the crown, she slipped it into her mouth and gave it the same suckling pull she’d given Axel’s, manipulating my glans with her tongue the same way, too.

I let out a grunt as the sensation of her wet mouth on the tip of my cock made my brain crackle with pleasure.

Meanwhile, Axel had fully disrobed. He casually walked up behind Elektra, grabbed her by the hair and pulled her mouth off of my cock. “How about a front row seat to the action?” he asked, maneuvering her onto her back on the floor in front of me.

He got down on his knees, gripped her by the ankles and tugged her towards him until her ass was touching his thighs. He spread her legs wide apart.

I stared down at the gushing, wet gash of her pussy. It was hard to believe that getting fucked in the face had made her lubricate so profusely. Her labia weren’t just glistening, either. They were engorged in a way I’d never seen them.

“Look at that pussy,” Axel said, sliding his thumb up and down the wet slit.

Elektra squirmed and mewled when he thumbed her clit. That was met with a harsh smack on her ass. Her legs fell apart wider as she gave him full, unfettered access to her reproductive region.

Axel got in between her legs and laid his erect cock down on her belly. The whole thing, balls to tip, reached from her soaked cunt to just beneath her rib cage.

He rubbed his cock a few times then pulled it back, letting the head slide down her pussy lips.

Elektra’s back arched at his touch. Her hips started to move as she tried to grind her snatch against his cock for more pleasure.

My eyes widened at how flushed her face and chest were. Even her ladybug nipples looked bigger than ever. There was no question that she was more aroused by Axel than she had ever been with me.

I suppose that would have hurt if I’d let it get to me. But I knew Elektra was mine, I trusted her love for me, so, in a way, I was happy for her that she could experience this kind of pleasure.

Axel pressed the head of his cock against her pussy lips and eased forward.

She moaned as her slick folds split without a hint of resistance, letting the first few inches of his cock glide into her. “Fuck! Fuck, fuck fuck!” she said, her feet swaying on either side of Axel.

For a second I thought his size had hurt her. When she wiggled up onto her elbows I realized she just wanted to see it go in.

Axel reached out and casually smacked her cheek, then pinched and twisted her nipple. “You like seeing it, dontcha’ baby?” he asked.

She mewled again as he turned her nipple side to side, but nodded and whimpered.

“Tell him how it feels,” Axel said.

She turned and looked at me with the most pained expression. “David, baby, it feels so fucking good!” she whimpered. “I’m so fucking full. It fills me up so good, baby. Baby, thank-you. Thank-you for letting me have this again.”

Her thanks twisted my guts up a little. Not in a horrible way. Just enough to highlight the dissonance of being thanked for letting another man fuck her.

Axel moved his hips forward, sliding more of his fat cock into her pussy and leaning closer to her.

She let out a wail and threw a hand around his neck, still supporting herself on her elbow. She arched her back and moaned as her clit mashed against his intruding prick.

I gawked at the sight of his whole cock disappearing inside her. My body shook in sympathy as she shuddered under the weight of his frame, his cock touching parts of her never accessed by anyone else.

Fully impaled into her pussy, Axel held himself there for a moment, his chest pressed to her breasts.

It was in that moment of stillness with their bodies so close and Elektra’s hand wrapped around his neck that I felt the most potent surge of jealousy yet.

Despite her reassurances that there had never been and would never be an emotional connection between them, seeing two people’s bodies locked in such an intimate embrace shook my belief in her sincerity.

It started as a feeling in the pit of my stomach and simultaneously rose into my chest and dropped down into my balls. It made me grip my dick and start stroking.

It wrapped itself around me and squeezed my whole body, blurring my vision and making my ears ring.

Elektra, the woman that meant the most to me, had her legs spread wide open, her toes curled slightly, and had just welcomed another man’s huge, black cock into her gorgeous pussy.

Her eyes were closed. Her body was replete with the signs of arousal. The flushed skin, the bead of damp sweat on her brow, the hard nipples and, most potently for me, the slimy-slick fluid pouring out of her pussy to welcome Axel’s hard cock in.

And there was the smell. That savoury, acidic stink of pheromone-filled vaginal fluid that made my nostrils flare and my cock flex in my hand. I drew in a deep breath of it and the desire it filled me with drove me insane.

I started seeing and hearing things. Whispers between them no one had spoken, smiles exchanged that existed only in my head. My own mind became my enemy, conjuring lies and playing tricks.

What if they’d planned this reunion together? Behind my back? What if she’d run into Axel and realized how much she wanted him still? Then planted this seed of an idea with her confession about their shared past?

What if Axel’s performance for the camera had been just that? A performance meant to deceive and dominate me so that I’d offer him the prize of Elektra’s pussy again?

The rage started building inside me and my brain seemed to cackle at me. Was this all her idea? To make me a cuckold in my own bedroom where I sometimes fucked her with my inferior cock. Where she sometimes stuffed herself with a dildo closer to this man’s proportions?

A shout formed in my chest and started to rise in my throat. Stop, you fucking whore! You cheating cunt! How dare you betray me like this?!?

Then Axel’s body started moving and, as he exited the pose, the spell of my rage was suddenly shattered.

The acute symptoms remained. My hands were sweaty and trembling. My heart was beating against my rib cage. My dick was throbbing.

I realized I’d been furiously stroking myself through the episode. Using the jealousy as an aphrodisiac. I felt wetness and looked down to see precum leaking from the head of my cock all over my fingers.

Lifting himself up on is hands like he was doing a push-up, Axel began to thrust his hips, moving that huge, hard cock in and out and in and out of Elektra’s beautiful, blushing and gushing pussy.

She started to mewl and squirm beneath him. Writhing on the floor as if she was in pain, but her hips rising and falling in time with his thrusts betraying it was truly in pleasure.

As I came down from the raging high I realized how erotic the contrast of their skin colour was, as well. Elektra’s pale flesh being penetrated by this dark, muscular and powerful man struck another note of arousal in my brain.

Axel was pumping in and out of her hard, now. He’d broken a sweat from the work. The room was filled with the steamy smell of Elektra’s pussy as he drilled it.

Suddenly she dug her claws into his arms and her legs wrapped around his trunk, clinging to him. She let out a loud shout, almost a scream, as she began to convulse and shake beneath him.

Axel, unfazed, continued in the same tempo. In and out, in and out his cock driving her through an obviously soaring climax with clock-like precision.

She shouted again, then moaned and started to beat her hands against his chest, squirming now in discomfort beneath him as she attempted to close her legs. “Oh god! Axel! Stop! Fuck I’m so sore…it’s so sensitive,” she whimpered.

He slipped two fingers into her mouth and gave her four or five more hard thrusts to show her who was in charge, then shoved his cock balls deep into her pussy and held it there.

Despite her protests, she sucked on his fingers even as she continued whimpering.

He pulled the fingers out of her mouth as he began to pull his cock out of her entrance. It emerged coated in the curdled, white brine of her coagulating juices. His intense fucking had changed the consistency of her fluid.

“Oh god,” she moaned, squeezing her legs together and putting a hand over her pussy as the head of his cock slipped out.

Axel stood up over her grinning, obviously pleased with his work. He reached down and grabbed both of her wrists then hauled her to her feet.

She looked exhausted, her eyelids drooping and her mouth hanging open.

Axel put a hand behind her neck, leaned in and plunged his tongue into her mouth.

She moaned when he pinched her nipple. She reached out her hand and lazily stroked his cock.

He pulled away from the kiss and tapped her on the cheek. “Pussy’s tapped out?” he said, grinning again.

She smiled at him. “I just need a second,” she replied.

He chuckled and led her over to the bed, then lowered her onto her stomach and got behind her. “I don’t got a second. You know how we do this,” he said, smacking her ass then spreading her cheeks apart with his thumbs.

A look of worry formed on her face. She shot a lightning fast glance in my direction, then clenched her ass cheeks and put a hand over it. “Oh, Axel, I don’t…not anymore,” she muttered.
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I’m a little ashamed to admit that her sudden nervousness sent more arousal pumping through me.

Axel smacked her ass, alternating sides until she succumbed and moved her hand out of the way. “That’s better,” he said, climbing up onto the back of her legs and tapping his cock against her ass cheeks.

She turned and looked at me, that same look of worry on her expression. “Axel,” she begain.

He cut her off with two more hard smacks on the ass, then chuckled. “What’s the matter? Hubby don’t know about that either?” he asked, smiling at me. His eyes fell to my cock in my hand and he laughed. “Something tells me he might not have any objections. Come on, hubby. Come on up here so she can tell you all her secrets,” he said, beckoning me with a wave.

I stood up and my pants fell down around my feet. I kicked free of them and staggered over to the bed. I didn’t like seeing Elektra worried. I wanted her to feel the same pleasure I was feeling. I sank to my knees in front of her.

She looked at me like she didn’t even know who I was. She looked at my cock in my hand, then up into my eyes. “David,” she whispered, turning her eyes down. “I used to let Axel do anal.”

“No, no, no,” Axel said, shaking his head and smacking her ass again. “She didn’t used to let me do anal. She used to be an ass whore. Screaming for it. Why don’t you tell the truth, Elektra?” he asked, chuckling.

I reached out and took her hand in mine. “Baby, it’s okay. It’s all okay. You don’t have to feel bad about anything,” I said.

She looked up at me, contrite but hopeful.

“Oh isn’t that sweet,” Axel said. “How about you stay right there holding her hand while I fuck your wife’s ass hole?”

This seemed to excite Elektra very deeply. Her eyes widened and she bit down on her lip, gripping my hand tighter and letting me know she wanted me to stay. She let her other hand fall off the edge of the bed and over my cock.

She wrapped her hand around mine and guided mine up and down my shaft. There was a twinkle of a smile in her eye now. “You want to watch it go in?” she whispered.

I let out a shuddering breath and nodded.

“Stand up,” she said. She pulled my hand away from my cock as I stood and wrapped hers around it.

I felt a mild embarrassment standing naked in front of my marital bed, my wife holding my cock and Axel readying himself to penetrate her anus. A glance down at her smiling face took all of that away.

She winced as he nuzzled the head of his black prick against her tight little hole. It was so coated in her natural lubricant that it seemed it would glide in just as easily.

“Come on. Relax that hole,” Axel said. He pressed a finger against her puckered sphincter and pushed it into her.

Elektra let out the most guttural grunt I’d ever heard her make. Her eyes fluttered up into her head and she raised her hips, lifting her ass up towards Axel.

“I’ll break her back hole back in and you’ll be riding it in no time,” Axel said. He pulled his finger out, pressed his cock head against the gaped hole and shoved.

Elektra let out another grunt, even lower this time. Letting go of my cock, she whipped both hands behind her back and pulled her ass cheeks wide apart. “Oh god, fuck it into my fucking ass!” she groaned.

Axel chuckled. He reached down between Elektra’s legs and started playing with her clit. Holding his cock with his other hand he started snaking it into her, pausing every half inch or so to allow her to get used to the stretch.

Watching him fuck her pussy had been electrifying. Seeing him piling into her ass, a hole I’d never penetrated, was dizzying.

Elektra moaned. She gripped the edge of the bed and stared pushing back against Axel’s entrance. “Fuck!” she roared. “Fuck it in fucking deep you motherfucker!”

I balked and staggered back a few steps. Axel hadn’t been joking around when he’d called her an ass whore.

With his cock halfway into her guts and only a few inches sticking out, he let go of it, raised his hand and brought it down in a harsh smack on her ass. His other hand was still working her pussy down between her legs.

He gave his hips a few rough thrusts, driving his prick fully into her anal cavity. “Fuck that’s tighter than I remember,” he growled.

Elektra went wild. Her feet shot out to the sides, toes splaying. She began bouncing the beg, seemingly begging him to begin his fuck.

He got up on his feet and up over her, the same way he had on camera. Gripping her hips, he started thrusting.

His cock pumped in and out of her ass at a furious pace. He had the added bounce of the bed this time helping him.

Elektra had collapsed into a rag-doll like position beneath him. Legs splayed and arms at her sides with only her ass sticking up into the air like that was the only part of her that mattered.

She’d receded back into her lizard brain. Her eyes were unfocused, her mouth was open and occasionally her tongue would loll out.

Axel was squatting over her driving his cock into her ass with that same measured pace and look of concentration.

I had a revelation watching that. One that soothed my earlier jealous worries. There really was no love, or any other emotion, involved in his sexual aggression towards Elektra.

She was a toy to him. An object. If he manipulated her correctly he would get the outcome he desired. An orgasm, a shout of pleasure or a cry of pain, perhaps.

In return, Elektra was treated to deluge-inducing levels of pleasure that left her breathlessly satisfied and pining for more all at the same time.

As if to confirm my hypotheses he dropped his hand between her legs and started fiddling with her pussy again. He had the look of a student trying to solve a particularly vexing math problem and not quite getting it right.

A low, foghorn-like moan rose from Elektra’s mouth. It lasted about two seconds, was followed by a pause, and then another. The pitch rose with each bellow.

Axel set his jaw and doubled down on his fucking. He’d found a rhythm with the mattress and was now bouncing up and down over top of her with his cock inside her ass, his fingers still twiddling her clit.

I stared at the unnatural and very athletic coupling with a perverse fascination and remembered how incredibly aroused I was. I wrapped a fist around my cock and started stroking myself again.

Elektra let out a longer cry.

“Fuck, yeah,” Axel said, smacking her ass hard before resuming his work on her clit. “Fucking anal orgasm for you, bitch!” he shouted.

Drawing on some reserves of energy, Elektra put one hand on the mattress and lifted up a shoulder. She did the same with the other, slowly pushing herself up onto her hands and knees until our eyes met.

She shot me the darkest, most erotic stare from under her brow. Then her eyes fell to my cock and she snarled. She opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out over her lower lip.

Axel was working her ass so furiously his figure became a blur in the background.

Now all I saw was Elektra with her tits hanging low and her tongue hanging out. I knew she had a cock inside her ass. And I knew that tongue was hanging out for me.

I staggered forward, numb to everything but the intensity of her stare and the intense pressure in my groin.

She stared up at me, her lips curling into a sultry and wicked smile as her body bounced and her tits smacked together from Axel’s pounding.

Her jaw dropped and her eyes widened, her expression turning to surprise and ecstasy as Axel did something between her legs with his hand.

“Blow it on her face, bro. She likes that.”

I heard his voice, and the instruction, but my eyes were still focused on Elektra.

I’d never ejaculated on a woman’s face before. Frankly I found the act degrading and demeaning.

But when she looked up at me it was with those pleading eyes again. Those eyes and that beautiful face and that beautiful mouth. “Make me a good black cock slut,” she whispered.

My whole body trembled.

I stepped forward, jerking my cock hard and pointing it at her face. My mouth was open and my eyes were wide and, once again, I couldn’t believe what I was about to do but it was the most erotic moment yet with her. “I’m gonna’ come on your face,” I grunted.

Her eyes slowly shut and a beatific smile blossomed on her mouth.

The look sent me careening over the edge. I grunted, and my ass cheeks clenched. My pelvic muscles contracted and my own deluge erupted from my balls and gushed through the shaft of my cock.

It exploded, arcing briefly through the air until it landed diagonally across Elektra’s face, making a creamy line from her jaw, up her cheek and across her nose to touch her eye socket.

Her eyes and mouth shot open and she looked straight at me with shock and ecstasy. The distinct sound of fluid spurting came from between her legs.

As I sailed towards the crest of my orgasm I continued pumping, delivering load after load of creamy cum onto her cheeks, tongue and forehead.

Her expression turned pained as her own orgasm twisted inside her.

“Oh fuck!” Axel barked from above her. He drove his cock fully into her ass.

His exclamation drew my attention to where their bodies were conjoined. My eyes widened as I saw the root of his fat, dark prick swelling and contracting, delivering his seed deep into Elektra’s guts where there would be no risk, no chance of it fulfilling it’s purpose.

Elektra let out a shuddering moan and I looked down to see her face plastered with my semen, my cock still lurching in my hand as I stroked out the final drops of my emission onto her.
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“Oh shit that’s good,” Axel groaned, pulling his flagging cock out of Elektra’s back hole.

I felt a fresh wave of embarrassment wash over me at having done something so depraved and intimate in front of a virtual stranger.

But Axel, obviously more experienced in such situations, didn’t flinch or waver in his easy-going approach to the evening.

As I stood over Elektra, blushing and staring at the ground, out of the corner of my eye I saw him casually pulling on his underwear and pants and shirt. He took the time to button it and pull on his socks and shoes.

Then he calmly walked over to the other side of the bed, gave Elektra one final, firm smack on her defiled ass and smiled at both of us. “You call me any time, you hear?” he said. He walked to the door of the bedroom and disappeared into the hall.

I heard him descend the stairs and rummage in the closet for his jacket. Then I heard the door swing open and shut behind him leaving only silence in the house.

I raised my eyes and saw Elektra’s semen stained face looking up at me from the bed. I covered my mouth with a hand, slightly aghast at what I’d done to my beautiful wife. I sank to my knees in front of her. “Oh my god, are you alright?” I asked.

Her hand slipped off the bed and gripped mine. “You sound freaked out,” she whispered.

My eyes widened and I shook my head. “I’m not gonna lie. This is pretty crazy. You really like this?”

She wiped a streak of semen from her face with a finger and slipped it seductively into her mouth. She sucked my essence off with puckered lips, then smiled. “I’m in heaven right now,” she said.

I let out an awkward chuckle and shook my head again. “There’s really just one thing that’s gnawing at me,” I said.

“Tell me,” she said, squeezing my hand. “I want to know.”

“Well, two things,” I said. “Have you missed this? Have you been craving this the whole time we’ve been together?”

She looked off to the side and thought for a few moments before looking at me again. “Sometimes,” she said.

“You could have told me, you know?” I said.

She scrunched her nose up. “I’m not sure I’d even know how to start that conversation, to be honest. David we’re not like this. I mean our relationship is about so much more than this. We love each other deeply. I love you deeply. With Axel I don’t need to manage any emotions, his or mine. It’s just raw fucking. I can just lose myself in it. When we make love I want to be with you. I want us to be together in the act.”

That sounded nice and warmed my heart. There was that one last thing I had to ask, though. “Okay just one other thing.”

“Shoot,” she said.

“Axel told me you used to think about me while you were fucking him. To get off.”

Her smile faded, replaced by a puzzled expression. “He said what?”

It wasn’t the reaction I expected and it knocked me slightly off balance. “He said you knew I wanted you. That it turned you on to…to think about it while you had sex with him. Why didn’t you tell me that?” There was an uncertain note in my tone.

I’d expected immediate contrition, apologies, maybe begging for forgiveness even. She just seemed annoyed that I was asking.

“Because nothing like that ever happened,” she replied.

Her response was sort of unsettling. She’d admitted that she knew I had feelings for her. She’d fucked Axel anyways. She’d just spent the last hour getting fucked by him while I watched them. Was it that much of a stretch that she got off on me knowing, watching?

“Well…why would he say something like that?” I asked.

“I mean, I have no idea. I don’t really know Axel that well. Beyond, you know, what just happened.”

I drifted off into my own thoughts for a moment. What a strange thing for Axel to tell me that if it hadn’t really happened. I wasn’t going to ruminate over it but it certainly piqued my curiosity.

“David,” she said, squeezing my hand again.

I looked back up into her eyes. “What is it?”

“I’m not mad or anything but just curious why wouldn’t you come to me with something like that?”

“I mean, he just told me and then I was here and he was coming over and…it just didn’t seem like the right time to bring it up.”

She smiled and rubbed my arm. “I love you, David,” she said, softly.

“I love you, too,” I replied.

She leaned closer. “You know if we ever want to do this again I’m going to need to know you trust me,” she whispered.

My cock began to harden at her mention of doing this again. I had to admit, now that I’d had a sample I was eager to try a full meal. Maybe even go to the buffet. “Of course I trust you,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “So if Axel, or whoever, tells you something like that again can you come check it out with me first? Before you go getting all worked up about it?”

“I wasn’t worked up about it,” I said, shaking my head.

She raised an eye and cocked her head to one side.

“Maybe I got a little worked up about it,” I muttered. “I wasn’t mad or anything.”

“David,” she said, cupping my chin and meeting my eyes with hers. “You have to believe that what I’m telling you is the truth. No matter what anyone else says.”

She had the most magical look in her eyes. Like she was casting a spell over me with the words.

“Of course I believe you tell me the truth,” I said.

Her eyes fell to my lap.

The glance made me realize how hard I’d become.

“Are you going to let me know who I really belong to?” she asked.

I nodded, still transfixed by her gaze. I stood up and pulled off my shirt then walked around to the other edge of the bed. I stared at her beautiful legs, still spread apart, her warm pussy glistening between them.

My eyes rose to her ass, though, and my heart and cock went with them. I’d never had that hole. I’d never asked because it had never really been my thing. She’d never offered, either.

But now that I’d seen Axel in it I wanted it for myself so badly.

I crawled up onto the bed and over her body, my cock bouncing and twitching in anticipation of entering her.

She lifted her ass up, then tucked her knees in under her hips, offering herself to me.

Her ass hole had returned to it’s usual puckered tightness. But it had a dribble of Axel’s creamy seed oozing from it that made me want it even more.

“Do you want me on my back?” Elektra whispered.

I put my hands on her hips and drew her towards me. “Can I…can we do anal?” I asked.

Elektra turned her head sideways and glanced at me over her shoulder and out of the corner of her eye. She looked uncertain.

There was a certain crushing weight on my chest from that look she gave me. She’d just had another man inside her ass. Would she deny me, her husband?

She thought for a few long moments. “You can do it this time,” she finally said. “But David?”

“Huh?”

“I don’t want to make a habit of it,” she explained.

I shook my head. “Of course not,” I whispered back, blood surging into my cock at my coming conquest.

Elektra turned and grabbed a pillow from against the headboard. She pulled it towards herself, then stuffed it under her belly and lowered herself onto it. This kept her ass raised while she could lie comfortably on the bed. She reached around and put her hands on her ass cheeks and spread them apart, widening the diameter of her hole at the same time. “Okay. Put it in me.”

I lowered myself over her, pointing the head of my cock at her frothing opening. Just before I touched it a small bubble of semen formed, inflated to the size of a quarter, then popped with a soft, wet hiss.

“Sorry,” Elektra giggled.

An earlier me might have been disgusted. After what I’d seen I only became more aroused. I tipped the head of my cock towards her hole with my thumb.

It gave easily, still stretched from Axel’s fucking. As I sank into her his deposit bubbled and oozed out around me.

Despite his giant cock her ass was still exquisitely tight. I loved fucking her pussy but this was on a whole different plane. “Oh! God!” I groaned, my voice trembling.

Elektra let go of her ass cheeks, swung her arms up and rested her head on her hands in a sleepy pose. She was wearing a soft smile and seemed pleased that I was enjoying her forbidden hole.

My eyes roamed down her back, down to the beginnings of the crevice of her ass, then lower to where my cock was fully impaled inside her. “Does it feel good for you, baby?” I asked.

She smiled a little wider. “It feels really nice,” she replied. She tensed her sphincter, giving me an extra squeeze with her ass.

“Oh! Baby, stop!” I gasped. I was so close to ejaculating and I wanted to enjoy her for longer. I wanted her to enjoy herself, too. I reached a hand down under stomach and tried to get it between her legs like Axel had.

She grabbed my wrist to stop me. “I’m so sore from earlier,” she whispered. “Just enjoy yourself. I’m having a nice time.”

I can’t fully explain what was erotic about her generous submission to me. Allowing me into her ass after it had been thoroughly used by Axel.

Some small part of me felt maybe I should have been sad. I would never be able to give her what he could give her. I would never be able to fuck her the way he had. It wasn’t me and she didn’t want that from me, anyways.

I wasn’t sad. I had this beautiful, amazing woman who had just opened up and showed me a part of herself I hadn’t known about. She’d willingly brought me into a secret world she’d been hiding.

I was the happiest man on the planet, or that’s how I felt.

She wiggled her ass when I started gently stroking in and out of her.

I knew I wouldn’t last long. I knew, too, that this wasn’t the end of this sordid chapter of our lives. I knew there was more Elektra to discover. All I had to do was trust that everything she told me was the truth. No matter what anyone else said.

I could do that for her. I could do that for us.

THE END
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